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Owning My Story – Finding my Voice - Setting myself Free                 September 24th, 2014 
 
Transforming my pain story by owning it bring with it the freedom to be myself. 
 
24 years ago, I gave birth to a baby girl, my beautiful, wise and smart Sarah, a lawyer to be, already 
stepping in big shoes. 
 
Today, I am birthing myself anew, fully owning the wisdom from a life fully lived and facing the 
remnants (for now) of the shadows that kept silencing my voice from a place of connected power. 
 
Warning: this is a multi-layered story attempting to emerge. 
 
I was in labor for 36 hours when finally a decision had to be made fast about a caesarian at 11.30 AM on 
that Monday morning of September 24th, 1990. 
 
When I connect back to that time, a lot of unexpressed sadness emerges and I am surprised. I know that 
emotions felt into help connect the dots, so I am allowing what wants to emerge. 
 
I recall the hours I spend at home in the bath tub starting on Saturday night to ease the pain of 
contractions, after the hospital sent me back home because not dilated enough. Or the hours of 
relaxation/meditation tape I listened to in order to stay calm during the night home alone from Saturday 
to Sunday. 
  
When my water broke Sunday afternoon my cousin Frederique being present with me drove me back to 
the hospital where I was then admitted. My friend Colette spent the night from Sunday to Monday in 
the hospital with me and I recall a nurse sitting right next to my bed for most of the night, an Earth 
Angel for sure. 
 
Another friend Renee Marie came early Monday morning to the hospital to relay Colette and it was her 
that noticed the uneven reading of the monitor I was connected to, signaling stress signs of the baby, 
which then prompted an emergency delivery in the operating room.  
 
Abbas was in Saudi, scared to face the new realities of being a father and to face his family, since our 
relationship had not been sanctioned by their cultural customs of pre-arranged marriage. Ours was a 
love relationship and he did not know how to stand up to his father, the patriarch of the clan. 
 
In customary fashion, he chose to put his head in the sand, not knowing how to deal with the situation. 
During my whole pregnancy, I only met him once in Greece when I was 7 months pregnant. 
 
Then abruptly at 11.30 AM I had to sign a document accepting the intervention, signing my life away, it 
felt… Then moments later in the cold operating room I told the nurse about to administer anesthesia 
how scared I felt… Tears flow as I write this now.  
 
This is so much not how I had envisioned the birth of my only daughter. 
 
I went under in no time and only recall waking up in the recovery room and insisted for being shown my 
baby on my way to my room and then argued with the personnel to have her sleep right next to me in a 
private room I was then booked into for close to a week. Also had to insist to be allowed to breast feed 
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her immediately….Not the protocol for a woman who just had a C-section! You let them rest for a 
while… But back then and still today, I do not consider myself an ordinary woman. 
 
I had a long history of healing from my own birth trauma and so much did not want my baby to 
experience the abandonment I felt during my own traumatic birth in 1948. 
 
Today, I am owning my story, all of it, and taking a stand for freedom for women to fully express 
themselves in the context of a world where Domination cultures still prevail, where birth and anything 
woman, because not understood, is kept out of the mainstream. So I need to face the fears that emerge 
while doing so….even today…even after all the work I have done on myself over the last 40 years!  
 
Fear has long roots into the history of mankind. Fear keeps outdated structures in place. Facing fears 
brings light to the shadows lurking in our subconscious mind and help uncover the emotions that keep 
the patterns in place. Shame is one of them. Shame too, has long roots in the psyche of women. 
 
Shame of what? Of being an unwed mother? This was a common occurrence in Canada where so many 
of my friends had chosen to live a common law relationship over the more traditional marriage still 
practiced in Domination cultures ruled by Patriarchy, where women were owned by a man, still today 
unfortunately, this is the case.  
 
Control of women is the means to perpetuate such a system. 
 
And I had been married once before and it had ended up in a divorce some 15 years earlier. 
 
Today I know that facing my fears sets me free, this is not the first time I am doing it. But this time I 
intuit, doing so, fully owning this part of my story, will also set others free…but time will tell… 
 
Despite claiming the freedom outwardly, I still felt the internalized cultural judgments still living in my 
psyche pinching me more often than I was willing to acknowledge then and now. 
 
In 1990 I was 41 and an accomplished professional fully owning my choice to be a mother, even if it 
meant to be a single mother.  
 
Besides, I was amongst those first females in the seventies who pursued higher education and had 
broken out of the mold of stepping into traditional roles reserved for women in Domination cultures. 
 
I vividly recall being one amongst a handful of women in an amphitheater full of males at the HEC 
business school I was attending during night classes, working full time during the day, attending 
university 3 nights per week. More than a full time load for many, a regimen I carried for 5 ½ years, 
graduating with an MBA in 1978. 
 
But women have thousands of years of training coded in their DNA of being able to multitask.  
 
Jean Houston tells the story of the cave age women while breast feeding her infant child, also tending to 
the fire on one hand and kicking the wild animals out of their dwelling with her free foot…Trying to paint 
a picture of how life could have felt back then. You get the jest the home front is not always a peaceful 
scene. 
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Let me get back to my story, which is also the story of many women alive today, attempting to free 
myself from the wrath of internalized or real cultural judgments when our choices are not sanctioned by 
traditions. I had chosen a very different path. 
 
I was no spring chicken in 1990 and I had lived a full life already and was now ready for the next big 
adventure of my life, motherhood. 
 
Holding my one day old baby in my arms, contemplating the miracle I had just experienced and taking 
many pictures of her to send family in France and friends, I was fully accepting the new realities I was 
now living.  
 
However I was not yet completely sizing up the challenges to be faced with my new conditions of being 
a self employed professional woman, operating two businesses, e.g. my teaching/counseling practice 
and my property management business, while also being a part time student completing advanced 
counseling studies, single handedly running everything myself and now a single Mom too. 
 
A kind of superwomen syndrome at play in my life in those years, brought about through choices made 
following a masculine model, the only one at many women’s disposal in the seventies. 
 
When Abbas called me from Saudi, after receiving a call from my cousin Frederique announcing the 
birth of our daughter, everything crystallized for me. I took ownership of my choices and told him not to 
bother calling me again. I could no longer tolerate the indecisiveness and could not back then fully 
understand the cultural context in which it was happening.  
 
These are the challenges of being in a multi-cultural relationship. It takes a long time to understand the 
context of a culture! Me, experiencing life from a place of being a liberal French woman and him, from 
being the older son from a traditional Patriarchal Pakistani culture. 
 
An attraction factor for sure but also a guaranteed clash of cultures! 
 
Then the next miracle happened, being a father suddenly helped crystallize things for him too and 
within a month he came to see us, not telling his family of his presence in Canada for the few weeks he 
spent with us.  
 
It took a few more months before he could muster up the courage to tell his family of his new situation, 
besides telling his sister Shallah (to first one in his family to break out of the mold by marrying a 
Westerner without Father’s permission) who then came to visit us in Montreal with her daughter Nicole, 
who was 3 years old then. 
 
Trying to keep everything running in parallel became increasingly difficult with the short nights of breast 
feeding and the need to supervise renovation of a property while having no full time baby sitter yet. 
 
Well today I want to own my story for my own sake, setting myself free from remaining negative 
emotions that still linger in my psyche from my birth story, both my own and my daughter’s. 
 
What are those negative emotions still having a hold on me? The setting I am coming from today is a 
global and multicultural one and an evolutionary one. I also have a good understanding now of the scale 
of evolution of cultures. 
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Owning my story and speaking about the internalized culture that keeps us locked in the past, I know 
will set me free. And will enable sharing my writing without this constant restraining factor, the fear of 
being rejected and judged for being different. 
 
In reality is it myself who is abandoning myself when not owning my story and speaking about my 
shadows, which are the shadows of the Domination cultures that I was programmed into during 
childhood in subtle, insidious and powerful ways.  
 
To be loved and accepted you had to conform. In families, in schools, in society in general, you had to fit 
in! 
 
I can vividly imagine that when life conditions were different than what they are today on the planet, 
being rejected by the clan could be equal to being sanctioned with death. 
 
Allowing an even larger context to emerge, a spiritual one and looking at it from the perspective of my 
soul guiding my experiences, today revealing the purpose of my life. In hindsight our vision is 20/20! 
 
I met Abbas, Sarah’s father, my husband now, a long time before we actually dated and connected. 
 
I had never been interested nor attracted to him. He actually was a tenant of a building I was managing 
downtown Montreal. Back then I was working as a Property Manager for a large real estate firm. 
 
After a painful break-up with a former boyfriend, I went to India in search for myself in January 1988 and 
I also had a secondary agenda of gaining firsthand knowledge on adoption procedures and went working 
in the orphanage of Mother Theresa in Calcutta, amongst other things. I was 38 then. 
 
I came back from India, another Domination culture, a different person, or rather I should say, 
enlightened. I was the same, but nothing ever again was the same. My perspective had totally shifted on 
many fronts. I was in love with life and open and receptive to new adventures. 
 
A few months later Abbas called out of the blues and asked me out on a date. We went to see Aida at 
the Olympic stadium and a connection beyond time and space took place at that moment. The Gods had 
bestowed love at first sight upon us, which opened up a new layer of unraveling of my own deep 
transformation. 
 
Nothing would have predisposed us of meeting, we were not following the same trajectory, but we did. 
There is synchronicity here that can only be captured when looked at from the perspective of the largest 
lens possible, our soul contracts… 
 
Six months after we met he was offered a job in Saudi Arabia, Domination culture by excellence, a place 
where women still do not have the right to fare for their own sake, needing approval of men for travel, 
no voting rights. 
 
Saudi Arabia was my training ground and the desert my healing sanctuary. I have lived there for 18 years 
now. 
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In hindsight I marvel at how my soul has guided the exact experiences I needed to live through to be 
fully able to own my current trajectory through life, now finding my voice and daring share what up to 
now was kept hidden in the dark recesses of my subconscious. 
 
Unconscious feelings of subtle but powerful emotions keep things locked in place for a long time. 
Why is now the time to speak up about my own experience? 
 
Perhaps again a nudging from the Heaven to gently push me out of the nest of comfort zone, where 
keeping silent about certain truth, will guarantee the status quo. Today, I am again free of attachment 
and I am choosing to immerse myself into the creation of a new level of my business venture. 
 
I have noticed a constant hesitation to fully share my writing and I have been writing sine 2008 on my 
blog. At first hoping nobody would ever read it. 
 
The urgency I experience now stems from a need to own my purpose and the mission my life has 
prepared me to bring forth now, which is to connect women in traditional Domination cultures to their 
essence Self, the Authentic Self and to educate them on the multiple ways through which those 
internalized programs got installed and are maintained in our minds. My vision is to have freedom for 
women to fully express themselves through a business, a social structure, or in the family setting by 
simply daring to be who they really are. 
 
I want to face and fully bring to the open those subtle but powerful negative emotions that keep my 
authenticity at bay. 
 
Not conforming to the expectations or in some cases the dictates of Domination cultures, which still 
prevail in the world today create frictions inside. Why is that? 
 
Some of the frictions I experienced causing feelings of unworthiness and not good enough emerged or 
got reinforced when my parents separated. I was now the child of divorced parents, a stigma in my eyes 
in the mid-sixties in France. Back then this was not a common experience. I had a label now and I felt 
shame. 
 
Shame also when my mother outspokenly claimed her opinions, blaming and judging others defensively. 
All I wanted to do then is to dissociate from her, feeling like an abandoned orphan, since my father had 
always been an absentee father, definitely disconnected himself from his emotions. 
 
Shame also because our family were not from a Bourgeois background. Ours was a middle class working 
family in the context of a traditional culture with a long heritage of Monarchy and class distinction, 
France, all still somewhere coded in the memes of the culture. 
 
Those are examples of all the programs I had running from time immemorial in my subconscious mind, 
conditioned during early childhood since we are immersed in the culture via the family and the 
education system. 
 
Mind programs of culture are crippled by viruses of judgment and comparison leading to self criticism, 
sabotaging our connection to our soul. Ego running the show to keep us safe, until such time that we 
can gather enough courage and emerge with our true colors, owning our individuality and daring break 
free. 
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Self knowledge sets us free. It is long journey to the freedom to be you. Many demons have to be faced 
and obstacles conquered.  
 
The next phase of my journey I intuit will be guided by Spirit, emerging as a Feminine Co-Creator, a new 
archetype emerging in consciousness, allowing enfoldment of evolution through me in partnership with 
sisters and brothers on the path. 
 
It is a heroic journey! 
 


