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Dedication

The meaning of that word brings to mind so many women 
you and I have known.

Moms. Sisters. Friends. Bosses.

The 275 women who performed military service in
The Civil War.

Nurses. Teachers. Library Volunteers.  

The untold number who’ve protested war on every continent, 
in every century.

Secretaries. Waitresses. Doctors. Ministers. 

The millions of women who do what they do, not for accolades,
attention or admiration but because it needs to be done.

Aunts. Grammas. Cousins. Neighbors.

All women, everywhere, throughout history, 
this book is because of you.  

Thank you.
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The night before I turned 45, I went into convulsions.
It had been a good day at work, with congratulations and

condolences all around. A few remarks about hemorrhoids and
facelifts; mostly from sarcastic naifs who hadn’t yet reached the
magic number. My sister and I were exploring a web site she’d
recommended when the shaking started.

Sis knew the signs. She sat me up straight again, kept a damp
cloth to my face and held me, waiting for the ambulance.  At least, I
assume that’s what happened. That’s the irritating thing about a
seizure. One minute you’re there and the next...well, you’re there
again, but according to witnesses, time passed without you.

“Do you know your name?”
It had happened before; the year I turned 13. I was a bit late

jumping into puberty, but I’d been told for so long I was just about to
lose my baby fat and that hadn’t happened, so my body went in
another direction. Anyway, doctors made a diagnosis and introduced
me to medication. After seven years without a recurrence, I wiped
those pills and the memory of it all from my life.

Now, apparently a bit early to dive into the change (and still
waiting to lose that baby fat), my hormones, sugar levels and blood
pressure were on opposing teams, so my brain boarded the synapse
carousel. 

“Do you know your name?”
Maybe not having children had something to do with it. I had all

the equipment and understood the process, but that 20-or-so years
commitment was more than I could contemplate.  Besides, I’d heard
the Mom Threat (“I hope you have kids one day and I hope they’re

 



just like you.  WAA!”) often enough to scare me, if not sterile, then
certainly cautious. Maybe I’d used up all the eggs in my carton not
taking pregnancy breaks.  Maybe having no maternal instincts really
is a bad thing.

“DO YOU KNOW YOUR NAME?”
“Yes, I know my damn name. I know who they say won the last

presidential election and I sure as hell know I DON’T LIKE BEING
YELLED AT!”

Oh now, who said all that? I’m not the type to haul off and
profane someone I don’t even know. Actually, the last couple of
months I had become that type. People I don’t know. People I do
know. People who need people.

“Oh good. I seem to have your attention now. Why don’t you open
your eyes?”

Somewhere in the silly putty of my mind, it seemed I felt the
frantic surging of the ambulance and smelled that particular adhesive
and antiseptic odor. I was pretty sure I knew where I was and I
didn’t like it. But some earnest, dedicated Med Tech wanted to shine
a light into my peepers and ask me how I feel.

“How do you feel?”
Resigned, I opened my eyes. Then closed them. I tried again with

just a squint. My left eye, the nearsighted one, was going to have to
work overtime to focus on the image before me. A pretty good sized
woman with long, curly auburn hair and dressed in a jumpsuit that
was a blur of color sat smiling at me.  I blinked a couple of times, but
couldn’t escape the apparition.  Sitting on my left was a cross between
Sophie Tucker and Endora.

“Who the hell are you?”
“That’s better. You seem fine now.” She stuck out her hand and

pumped my arm. “Belladonna Morose. Glad to meet you. Why don’t
you try to sit up?”

“Bella...Belldonna?”
“That’s right, Belladonna Morose. C’mon, sit up.”
Both eyes open. Wide open. There was no ambulance, no plastic

bag of glucose swaying over my head. Damn sure no certified
Emergency Medical Technician hovering nearby to administer life-
saving drugs (hopefully the good stuff). There was only...

“WHO are you?”
“Sit up now. Your head will clear if you get at least half vertical.”

The top half of my body rose to a sitting position as she adjusted
something behind me. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.
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“Am I dead? Isn’t there supposed to be a bright light? A tunnel
or something?”

“No, Darlin. You’re not dead. In fact your life is just about to
start. Kimberly, my name is Belladonna Morose. I’ve been waiting to
meet you for a long time. I’m your Menopause Spirit Guide.”

A long moment passed. I was trying to get the gauze in my brain
to focus on the seemingly benign face in front of me. On what she
said. And how did she know my name? I think there was a lot of
blinking and swallowing going on as I tried to cover my confusion
and yet, she seemed somehow...familiar. Like a great aunt or family
friend I’d met once in my long ago youth.  But what she was saying!
What was she saying? Menopause Spirit Guide?

“Brain tumor,” I said, nodding and reaching to caress my poor,
sore head. “Probably some kind of hemorrhage going on up there. No
headache. Vision is...questionable. Definitely could be a brain
tumor.”

“Oh stop that,” she laughed. “There’s no tumor. You’re not even
really sick. You turn 45 in a couple of hours and I’m your Guide to
the Menopause Ranch. It’s as simple as that.”

I’d been on the alert for a milestone birthday event. A surprise
party with male strippers or a singing telegram delivered at the office.
Something like that. It was beginning to dawn on me, from where I
was sitting right then anyway, if my friends cooked this one up I’d
have to give them a lot more credit. And respect. But then again...

“I could be having an out-of-body experience. I’ve heard of that
and it’s OK because I’m not all that crazy about this body anyway.
Maybe it’s alien abduction. Oh damn, you’re not going to stick things
up my nose or drill my teeth, are you?”

“Finished?”
My vision was getting annoyed with me.
“I am Belladonna Morose. Charter Member of the Nieces of Agnes

and I am your spirit guide to the Menopause Ranch.  Got it?”
“Menopause Ranch. Nieces of Agnes,” I said nodding.  “Got it.”
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