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Crone Eyes, Crone Heart:
Inner Journeys & Outer Realities

by Ann Kreilkamp

Hail, and Farewell 
I’ve been writing a crone column 

for SageWoman since the autumn of 
1995. That’s sixteen years — so you’d 
think that by this time I’d feel like 
a crone! But I seem to have transi-
tioned beyond crone, indeed beyond 
any aspect of female, beyond hu-
man. I now sense myself as a cosmic, 
interstellar being.

How to describe what happened?
It wasn’t anything dramatic; no 

blinding light knocked me from my 
human perch. Nor did a booming 
or whispered Inner Voice spin me 
around or shove me forward. I can’t 
even point to a particular event that 
ignited this latest arcing of my ongo-
ing evolutionary spiral. 

As Wittgenstein once 
said — and I’m sure I’ve 
mentioned him this same 
quote before, so bear with 
me — “It’s hard to start at 
the beginning, and not go 
further back.” 

That quote reminds me of the 
ontological status of all merely hu-
man endeavors: how whatever we 
build with our minds and hands is 
“contingent,” i.e. finite, changing, 
and unnecessary. It floats, somehow, 
miraculously, in the infinite ocean of 
interstellar space. Simply, ultimately, 
there is no “bottom line,” no foun-
dation, no place to fall. We live on 
Earth, and build structures which 
we pretend are real, valuable, and 
secure — and which, sooner or later, 
crumble. Yet, even so, we don’t fall. 
We live miraculously suspended in a 
mysterious living universe.

If I fully allow a feeling, then, as it 
expands, it dissipates. Like every-
thing else, feelings are imperma-

nent, they dissolve and let go. 

What is Crone, Anyway? 
But back to here, and now . . .
Lying in bed this early morning, I 

found myself deeply in thought as to 
what approach I might take to show 
the full flowering of the shift I have 
undergone. For I can say one thing 
for certain: as usual, it happened 
“from the inside out.” 

One of the definitions of Crone 
that I’ve always favored is “Crone 
is she who lives from the inside out 
rather than from the outside in.” 
Crones are resistant to conditioning, 
and impossible to brainwash. They 
have shaken off the ageist program-
ming dictated by our body-identi-
fied, youth-worshipping culture.

and revel in celebration of each 
others’ uniqueness. The girdles are 
off and the hair comes down. After 
a lifetime of “mothering” (whether 
persons or projects), we flower into 
exactly who we are, no matter how 
fierce, dreamy, or otherwise strange. 

For “as crones become invisible to 
others, they learn how to see.” This 
is a huge gift. No longer subject to 
hungry eyes devouring or envying 
our sexualized bodies, we breathe a 
sigh of relief. No longer squinting to 
avoid others’ projections, our sight 
expands, our perspective honed by 
the halls of memory from which we 
have gleaned truths and paid our 
dues. 

Crones live from the inside 
out; crones see all and every-
thing with their own eyes. But 
how does this shift happen? 
It’s not automatic: not all old 
women become crones. Aging 
is no guarantee of wisdom, 
nor of verve. How do we shift 

from “needing to be loved” to, in es-
sence, “being love,” radiating our full 
luminescence? 

Here’s how. Crone is “she who 
eats her own shadow.” This is the 
Jungian understanding of crone. 
Crone is one who has “individu-
ated,” become whole, by consciously 
facing, embracing, and integrating 
within herself those aspects that lay 
in shadow — denied, or ignored — 
and/or of which she was terrified 
because they felt “bad,” or “wrong.”

Some do this inner work through 
psychoanalysis. Others devour books. 
Still others, especially women of my 

Instead of acting old and decrepit, 
cringing in public, feeling lonely and 
invisible and washed-up, crones do 
their own thing, flaunt their thing, 
and to hell with what others say. 

Luckily, unlike adolescents (who 
also do their own thing and to hell 
with what others say,) we are not 
young; we are old, and our experi-
ence has gifted us with both sides of 
any equation, so that no matter what 
happens, we feel what others feel. 
Having walked in the other’s shoes, 
we take care not to step on them.

In gatherings of crones, we open 
space up — wide! wide! wider! — 
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used to be bounding energy begins 
to wind down until finally the spirit 
incandesces. 

As a crone, I worked to accept 
and integrate my ageless self with 
the seemingly inevitable slowdown 
of physical energy, the devolution 
of skin texture and tone, hair color 
and thickness, muscle definition and 
tone, and so on. I wanted to stare, 
unblinkingly, at the ongoing decom-
position of the body, at its inexorable 
end. And I wanted to utilize that 
understanding to deepen my com-
passion for all of life.

So that’s what’s changed. I’m 
no longer meditating so much on 
“death” as the end of this life; in-
stead, it’s as if a much larger “I” has 
chosen to temporarily inhabited this 
body suit, chosen it as a lens through 
which the universe moves into tem-
porary incarnation.

I remember the day when I first 
underwent this strange, compelling, 
experience of my own life in a body. 
I was standing up, bending over my 
desk, about to write a check.

Suddenly, it was as if a whole 
chorus of spirits were funneling their 
combined energies from another 
dimension into this one through the 
aperture of my eyes. I told my niece, 
who lived with me at the time, about 
this experience. (She is an amazing 
being, one of the indigo children, so 
I didn’t have to worry that she would 
think me crazy.) I asked her if she 
had ever had this kind of experience. 
She had not.

This experience of funneling a 
group of souls through the aperture 
of my eyes gradually has become 
more frequent. I look upon it as the 
result of a long spiritual practice, 
that of “witnessing” my experience, 
something I began in my late twen-
ties after reading a book about Gurd-
jieff ’s practice of “self-remembering.” 
From then on I cultivated a “doubled 
consciousness,” a practice that has 
helped smooth out the ragged edges 

generation joined forces in the late 
1960s and formed “consciousness-
raising” groups. At first, our focus 
was sociological: together, we started 
to recognize how we had been 
pushed into certain “roles” that we 
then resolved to overcome. 

Later, we turned inwards, to 
“process” our experience. We har-
vested understanding from dreams 
and visions, from the miraculous 
synchronicities of every day and  
dialogued with what we had found 
in our journals, or with women. I, for 
example, have been co-counseling 
with my dear friend Claudia since 
1985. That’s over a quarter of a cen-
tury. (She’s the one who remembers 
my dreams. Alas, I do not remember 
hers in turn.) Alone and together, 
we’ve worked to dig up the family 
roots of our own dramas, so that we 
can bless them and let them go.

Moving Beyond the Body
I now realize the natural approach 

I have been guided to take in elu-
cidating this latest shift within my 
own being. I’ve just eaten my own 
shadow again, processed through my 
own dramas. This time, the shadow 
and the drama were those of the 
body itself. Not just the aging process 
of the body — a dominant theme of 
my crone contemplation for nearly 
two decades — instead, I have con-
sciously eaten the body itself. Eaten 
the process of living in a body; of re-
siding temporarily as a limitless soul 
trapped inside a decidedly limited 
suit of bones, flesh, and fluid.

All my life, I have recognized 
myself as “ageless,” an immortal spirit 
uneasily yoked to a mortal body. I 
have not felt trapped inside this suit; 
at least not lately. But during those 
twenty years I identified as a crone I 
did feel trapped. 

Immortality is a deceptively easy 
claim when one is young and feels 
immortal anyway. Not so, during 
the years of cronehood when what 

of my peripatetic, highly experimen-
tal and risk-taking life. No mat-
ter what, I could always count on 
“being” there; no matter what I was 
going through, there was always 
this detached awareness that calmly 
witnessed the experience.

I don’t mean to imply that this 
double-awareness was (or is) con-
tinuous. Rather, I had given myself a 
sort of operational command: “wake 
up to the actual living reality of the 
present moment, no matter what is 
going on! Let go of attachment and 
emotion and wake up!”

The witness awareness came in 
sudden flashes and then blinked off;  
or would bloom for a long moment, 
and then blink off. Always, of course, 
it did blink off. The off-and- on 
sequencing continued for years, 
though at some point it did seem 
that the “on” moments began to flood 
my awareness for longer and longer 
periods of time.

Though I’ve long known that the 
real, invisible aspect of me was larger 
than my body, and that, as the saying 
goes, “I am a spiritual being having 
a human experience,” what I did not 
realize, until now — and I have no 
evidence for this, just the subjective 
nature of my altered experience — 
was that this so-called “life” is but a 
tiny fraction of my own multidimen-
sional self living an infinite number 
of lives in an infinite series of uni-
verses. Yes, I am vast, as vast as being. 
My being is coterminous with the 
whole. Nothing separates me from 
all that is. All, that, is, is me! 

So, given this near-ecstatic expan-
sion in communion with the All 
and Everything — what about this 
business of being Crone, and of this 
column, “Crone Eyes, Crone Heart?”

After not receiving my column 
when it was due, SageWoman editor 
Anne Niven wrote an urgent email 
to ask when it was coming. Her 
email blindsided me; somehow, her 
earlier reminder had not registered.
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For several issues now, Anne has 
been hinting delicately that perhaps 
my time as a columnist here was 
done, that I have “moved on.” But 
I am a creature of habit, and rather 
enjoyed the periodical attempt to 
fashion my usually abstract focus 
into some kind of concrete form that 
might stimulate others.

This time I paused. Perhaps it 
was time to quit? Ah yes, it was. And 
since mine is a Crone column, I also 
wondered about my association with 
Crone Magazine. I emailed Anne, 
“Should I end my column there as 
well?” (For those who don’t know: 
I started Crone Chronicles in 1989 
and ran it until it ceased publication 
in 2001. Anne Niven started Crone 
Magazine — a new magazine, in the 
spirit of the Crone Chronicles — in 
2007 with my help as its Founding 
Editor. I relinquished that editorial 
position after issue #3, narrowing my 
role in issue #4 to that of a regular 
columnist.)

Anne responded: As for [your 
column in]Crone, it’s certainly ap-
propriate for you to continue if you still 
see yourself as part of the Crone com-
munity …ponder this: you love going 
to the E.T. convention, but left Crone’s 
Counsel last year early. Will you be 
coming to Crone’s Counsel in Portland 
in October this year?  If the answer is 
“yes, I’d love to!” then I think you should 
continue to write for Crone. Aha! She’s 
right. I’m not going to the Crones 
Counsel this year. Simply put, I don’t 
feel moved to go. I’ve moved on from 
gender-based consciousness, and 
furthermore, from human species 
consciousness, to interdimensional, 
interstellar…

So, what does it feel like to be me, 
now, this cosmic, multidimensional, 
interstellar being who happens to 
have one aspect of her vast being 
funneling in through a sixty-eight-
year-old female body on planet 
Earth in a tiny solar system in one 
outer edge of the Milky Way galaxy?

Well, I confess that, until I began 
my new website five months ago, I 
was feeling as if I was “done here.” 
There was no more for me to do. It 
was not exactly alienated, as there 
was no angst involved, no real sense 
of loneliness, despair, or anything 
else associated with the existential-
ism of my youth. Rather, I felt that 
there was no more for me to do. 

I actually began alert people close 
to me, like my son who now lives 
next door, that when it came time for 
me to leave this life I would actively 
do it. Not by actively killing myself, 
but naturally; like an aboriginal, I 
would simply stop eating and drink-
ing.

Of course, he was alarmed. “Re-
ally, Mom??!”

I’ve long had what most people 
would consider an unusual relation-
ship to my own body, and to life on 
earth. I’ve known that “death” is not 
only not to be feared, but welcomed, 
the entrance to greater life. Further-
more, I see no point in prolonging 
this earthly life beyond the place of 
full usefulness. I make a huge point 
of taking good care of my body, since 
without a body that is primed and 
functioning, of what use am I to the 
whole? 

Last December, my body was still 
in prime condition, but something 
had changed. I was bored. I could see 
no more point to living in this body, 
having seen it all and done it all.

Then, for some reason, I sat down 
at my computer, and surprisingly for 
an self-identified luddite, created a 
website, www.exopermaculture.com, 
and have been blogging like crazy 
ever since.

There’s something for me to do 
here still. See you on the Web! i

Ann Kreilkamp is the Founding 
Editor of Crone Magazine. Catch up 
with her many projects at www.exoper-
maculture.com or on her Facebook page. 
http://www.facebook.com/ann.kreilkamp
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