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7 YEARS OF SUCCESSFUL ONLINE PUBLISHING –––
SIBYL Magazine: For the Spirit & Soul Of Woman and Sibella Poetry Magazine are both published by Sibella Publications, formerly Woman 
Speaks Publications. Our magazines are presently serving 24,000+ in readership–– mainly women between the ages of 40 - 65+ in the US and 
around the globe. More than article writers, more than poets, we found the majority of the women we were working with were also authors. 
Great authors–– ordinary women with extraordinary original self-published books. Hence, our vision expanded with the establishment of the 
Sibella Library–– an online book hub featuring original literary works of mainly self-published or small press women authors.  

Our goal via all four entities (above) is to continue creating pathways, circles and forums of Truth and Light–– where authentic and wise 
dialog, mature interaction and open exchange can be expressed between women of all ages, cultures and walks of life.  We invite you to 
browse through the various twists and turns of this website, allowing yourself time to discover the wide range of positive connections and 
lucrative business opportunities in which to expand and grow your personal business, service or product.

SUBMISSION GUIDELINES FOR ARTICLE WRITERS & POETS ( From the Editorial Staff.  Read Carefully ) –– 
Are you an ar ticle writer?  Do you enjoy writing poetry?   
If so, we encourage you to submit one (1) of your original literary pieces during our 4 month acceptance season, 
giving our editorial staff the oppor tunity to take a look at your writing for possible publishing inside one of our magazines. 

Our editors receive, accept and review submitted works (ar ticles and/or poems) only during the months of :
April, May, June and July.   Only during these 4 months should you submit ONE piece of your original written works.  
Yes, you may submit one (1) ar ticle for Sibyl Magazine, and one (1) poem for Sibella Poetry Magazine.
Selected article writers and poets for next year’s writing season will be contacted by our editorial staff no later than, 
August 15, 2014.  The following 3 to 4 steps need to be taken by all writers and/or poets. 

•   Subscribe first, allowing yourself to get familiar with the type of content we desire from our ar ticle writers and poets.
    * You must be a subscriber in order for your incoming submission to be considered for publishing.
•  If you decide to submit an article, the maximum word count is 475 words.  We seek empowering, insightful and awakening topics.
•  If you decide to submit a poem, the average word count ranges between 100 - 250 words.
•  Send to:  Article@SibellaPublications.com   OR   Poem@SibellaPublications.com

DISCLAIMER –– 

By providing our readers with a multiplicity of notes and melodies from which to choose, they are free to create and establish their own 
spiritual rhythm in which to dance! Opinions, endorsements and advertisements expressed within either of our magazines, inside the Sibella 
Library or on any of our websites are not necessarily shared by the Sibella Circle staff.  Any website or entity referenced or extended to 
our readers is simply information adding to each subscriber’s food for thought. Our focused intention is to shine love, light and joy on the 
vast array of spiritual beliefs, personal insights, concepts and feminine experiences from women all around the globe –– hoping that each 
expressed thought will positively add a level of healing energy to the steps of every woman’s personal life-path.    

Email Address: Contact@SibellaPublications.com

EVERYTHING WE DO IS COMMITTED TOWARD THE CULTIVATION AND CELEBRATION OF THE FEMININE JOURNEY ––––
Personal Growth. Spiritual Awareness. Authentic Living. Global Visioning. Universal Oneness. 
Mindfulness & Compassion–– all things consisting of Truth, Love, Joy and Light.

mailto:Article@SibylMagazine.com
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Simply Grateful
© 2013 By Sibyl English

How can I complain or be depressed
When God has given me another day?
He’s blessed my world with so much peace
That my clouds are never gray.

I must admit, the year gone by has been filled 
with both heartache and with pain.
But still I smile, understanding
They’d be no joy without some rain.

And as I look into tomorrow’s future
I realize all is going to be just fine.
Because I’ve watch the Master bless my path
And His promises are mine, all mine.

Oh, let us rejoice in the happiness
That comes when peace and love abides.
Let us stay forever faithful
To the Lord, our God and Guide.

* NOTE:  If your God is as good to you as my God is to me, 
I dare not ask you to choose my God over yours. 

Be well and steadfast in your faith, my sister. Namaste

FOUNDER & EDITOR-IN-CHIEF
Sibyl English

PRODUCTION & WEB MANAGER
Jon Mitchell

ADMINISTRATIVE OFFICE
Sibella Circle Staff

SIBELLA Poetry Magazine: 
Poetry Created To Set the Soul Aflame

Discovering and giving 
women poets from around the globe 

the international publishing 
recognition they deserve

© Copyright 2011 - 2014 
SIBELLA Poetry Magazine

All Rights Reserved. 
Duplication in any way is prohibited

A PRAYER FOR YOU - 
Our prayer is for you to understand 
with clear consciousness, that you’re 

never alone–– the Light and Love 
of God resides in your heart to fill 

you up to overflowing.  You need only 
to be still and know that God is there 

to heal and protect you always.  

Are you a poet or 
do you write poetry?

Our editorial staff accept, review and select 
poetry from incoming submissions only 

during the 4 months of acceptance: 
April, May, June & July

Wouldn’t you like for your poetry 
to be published inside an international 

magazine publication - connecting your 
poetry with women all over the world

You can See details on page 2 above.

The Soul-speak Of My Womb
POETIC WORDS FROM OUR FOUNDER & EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

SIBYL ENGLISH

Subscribe to Sibella Poetry Magazine TODAY!
www.SibellaPublications.com

 Sibyl 

http://www.SibellaPublications.com
http://www.SibellaPublications.com


Taken                                    
© Lucy Pierce

I long for your hunger
to reach in and take me,
awaken me to your heart,
like when you wake in the night
and like a lone traveler in the desert
or a voyager lost at sea
and with unmediated instinct, 
you turn and reach out 
and take me 
as though I were a ripe piece of fruit,
fresh from the tree
and without a word you quench
your parched mouth 
at the nape of my neck, 
drawing forth the hidden meaning of me
and calling me home to you
as with the full breadth of your hands 
you wrap the cusp of my haunches 
and drink deeply of me
and I am taken so exquisitely beyond
my own resistance to your love.
In an instance you strip from me 
the farce of my withholding 
and in that moment I come to know myself 
as the long cool drink of the universe.

lucy.hearthsong@hotmail.com
www.lucypierce.com
soulskinmusings.bogspot.com

Soulskin 
Musings

Retrieving the within and 
beseeching the beyond

Honest, soulful reflections 
to stir the seeker

•
Poetry, art and musings 

of the deep feminine 
by 

Lucy Pierce

lucy.hearthsong@hotmail.com
www.lucypierce.com

soulskinmusings.bogspot.com

mailto:lucy.hearthsong@hotmail.com
mailto:lucy.hearthsong@hotmail.com
http://www.lucypierce.com/
http://www.lucypierce.com/
http://soulskinmusings.bogspot.com/
http://soulskinmusings.bogspot.com/
mailto:lucy.hearthsong@hotmail.com
mailto:lucy.hearthsong@hotmail.com
http://www.lucypierce.com/
http://www.lucypierce.com/
http://soulskinmusings.bogspot.com/
http://soulskinmusings.bogspot.com/


Death is a Gift for Living
© Angela Hall

Death is a gift for living.

It is not to be feared or denied.
It is to be hoped for and embraced.

Letting go and letting be is the spiral into this Oasis.
A clear reflection into the fountain of youth,

We remove the old,
We escape the drifting days and the illusions from thirst.

Death does not bleed us,
It feeds us.
For every fruit must surrender its life.
Seek it.

It is the shade beneath God's palm.
It is the rest from the scorching EGO.
Every experience has its ending.
Every day has its night.
Every season has its time.

Death is a gift for living.
Fear not its darkness.
Like nourishing soil,
It holds your roots,
So your Spirit can grow.

Live like you are dying.
I would die for you!
Would you live for me?

angie@aguenus.com
www.aguenus.com

mailto:angie@aguenus.com
mailto:angie@aguenus.com
http://www.aguenus.com/
http://www.aguenus.com/


Dawn of Wholeness
© Cynthia Taylor Clark

In the dawn of wholeness
Beauty all around
Silence in beholding
Sparkling on the ground.

Snowy crystals twinkle 
At my window near
Dove and cardinal gather
In the pine with Blue “Jay.”

Three they sit in Honor
Gifting me this view
Morning’s essence peaceful
All is One on Earth.

As our hearts do open
We will gaze with awe
On the gracious kingdom
Teaching us – by far.

All wait with such reverence
For the blessed seed
Pine stands tall and sturdy
Sheltering them from breeze.

Dove the humble servant
Pecks the ground to feed
Mate not far protecting
Life and fallen seed.

As I welcome morning
On the wings of prayer
Now I feel the answers
In the softness there.

Angelight444@gmail.com
Angelightenterprises.com
https://www.facebook.com/ctclark2
www.angelightenterprises.com/threads-of-light-blog.html

mailto:Angelight444@gmail.com
mailto:Angelight444@gmail.com
http://Angelightenterprises.com
http://Angelightenterprises.com
https://www.facebook.com/ctclark2
https://www.facebook.com/ctclark2
http://www.angelightenterprises.com/threads-of-light-blog.html
http://www.angelightenterprises.com/threads-of-light-blog.html




Dementia and me
© Kate Swaffer

What the hell happened to my brain…
diagnosed with dementia when I was much too young                                                                 
my children still at school
a deadly terminal disease effecting 
memory, thinking, perception, judgment, language and speech

But worse than that, effecting my
life, family, friendships, my sense of self, my identity
and a bucket load of guilt
truckloads of stigma discrimination and isolation
loss of dreams, and grief
sadness, disbelief, lost employment

And yet a new purpose of advocacy and activism
to bring about change
to stop the blatant abuse of the most basic of human rights
of people diagnosed with dementia, young or old,
fewer old friends, new global friendships

The role of educator                                                                                                                          
teaching global lessons to academics and carers                                                                    
hoping for and seeking change                                                                                                    
searching for new ways for professionals                                                                                          
to discover we deserve the same as others with illness                                                                     
not involuntary restraint

Eventually locked away in secure memory units                                                                           
given drugs to make us compliant or using physical restraints                                                          
the justification it is for our safety                                                                                                 
helping aged care and hospitals comply with their duty of care                                                       
Avoiding insurance claims
                                                                                                                             
Worse than being locked in prison                                                                                                     
the person with dementia                                                                                                                  
has not broken the law or done anything wrong
they are not criminals                                                                          
they have a degenerative cognitive disease                                                                                
Needing love and care

We need support to remain engaged with pre-diagnosis activities
counselling to stay motivated
a disAbility access plan and assisted technologies
disAbility equipment, mentoring

http://kateswaffer.com/contact-form/
http://kateswaffer.com

My first volume of poetry 

Love, Life, Loss, A Roller 
Coaster of Poetry 

Now Available for Purchase

Visit my website: 

KateSwaffer.com

http://kateswaffer.com/contact-form/
http://kateswaffer.com/contact-form/
http://kateswaffer.com/
http://kateswaffer.com/


Journey to Peace
© Kneika Robbins

Eyes closed, ears opened listening to my sad song of faults 
as they whistle through the crowded streets

Unable to look in the mirror and recognize my wrong 
doings, has led me to regress on the avenue to cleanliness 
and a better tomorrow

Stubbornness has blocked my sense that should be 
common, and able to lead me to the road of peace, 
compassion, and forgiveness

So many ones on this journey of dead ends, re-routes, and 
stop signs; that my reconstruction of solitude is inevitable

The signs of pain were so foggy, that when the view became 
recognizable; I had left many hearts down the road of my 
destruction

Which way do I turn? How can I repave my steps and 
capture the shattered pieces?

The message was sent in many forms, yet went 
ignored….until the storm swept through taking everyone 
that meant the world

Causing my eyes to open and see as well as hear the many 
voices of pain, that have been expressing to me their inner 
emotions all along, as we traveled this life’s journey of 
peace and motivation

Once we reconnect and cover the potholes of blame; we 
begin to lay the tar of treasures in order to replace the pain 
as we pave the way to peace

While continuing to journey into a better   
  tomorrow!

kneika@email.phoenix.edu
http://www.seriousthoughts.webs.com/

mailto:kneika@email.phoenix.edu
mailto:kneika@email.phoenix.edu
http://www.seriousthoughts.webs.com/
http://www.seriousthoughts.webs.com/


Perfect Harmony
© Jane Martin

I am a rich person
I am a poor person
I am white
I am black
I am from the orient
I am from India
Tall
And Short
Small
And Big
Full of laughter
Yet Sad
Comforting to the warm heart
Rejecting to the cold
Full
Yet void
Strong with an iron fist
Marshmallow for it’s core
I am the beginning
And an end
I love Woman
I love Men
If we were all of these things to each other, who could pass 
judgment on any one of us
Who?
Just One!

jane@spiritjourneycreationsinc.ca
www.spiritjourneycreationsinc.ca

STEPPING THROUGH 
THE OPENED DOOR 

TO YOUR 
HIGHEST SELF

The stairway leading 
to the opened door 

of your highest 
Soul-Self 

is waiting on you…
Now, simply take 

the first step
and walk through 
that damn door! 
 –– Sibyl English

LIMITED TIME OFFER
YOUR LIFETIME BIMONTHLY 

SUBSCRIPTION 
TO BEGIN RECEIVING 

SIBELLA POETRY MAGAZINE 
IS ONLY $25

(Regularly $45 for Lifetime Subscription)
www.SibellaPublications.com

mailto:jane@spiritjourneycreationsinc.ca
mailto:jane@spiritjourneycreationsinc.ca
http://www.spiritjourneycreationsinc.ca
http://www.spiritjourneycreationsinc.ca
http://www.SibylMagazine.com
http://www.SibylMagazine.com


Spinning On My Windmill
© 2013 Arna Baartz

My feet grip wind, pushing silver

blading through the air and spiraling a curtain of liquid thought,

a slick coating

of perpetual motion and now I am hanging upside down

and the colour is dripping.

My fingers touch earth

and so I fertilise my story

sighing deeply into the depths of dark wheat

contained in this body of  abrasive action

and spinning light.

www.theiamprogram.com
www.artofkundalini.com

http://www.theiamprogram.com/
http://www.theiamprogram.com/
http://www.artofkundalini.com/
http://www.artofkundalini.com/


Listening Heart
© 2013 Ilari Oba Adeola Fearon

she has no need
for ears
life’s flow
uncharted

to her
it sings
a tumultuous tune
unrestricted

an orchestra
summons
where filaments 
tug and play

comments
captured
in a lidded vessel
bursting to explode

many an inquiry
explore
this life 
unbound

MyOlaCreations@gmail.com
www.MyOlaCreations.com
www.MyOlaCreations.com/apps/blog/

mailto:MyOlaCreations@gmail.com
mailto:MyOlaCreations@gmail.com
http://www.myolacreations.com/
http://www.myolacreations.com/
http://www.myolacreations.com/apps/blog/
http://www.myolacreations.com/apps/blog/


Footprints in the Snow
© Monica Walsh

Snow falls silently on the dusk-dimmed path

Blanketing your departing footsteps

In pure white forgetfulness.

The house is quiet now, 

The only echoes memories

Whose power to stir me is long gone.

Soon the sun will shine again and melt away

The snow that cloaks this barrenness in beauty,

Revealing renewed fertility.

But just for tomorrow, at first light,

I’ll don that coat you never liked,

Throw the front door open wide

And make new footprints in the snow.
  
www.monicawalsh.com
  
info@monicawalsh.com
  

Visit Monica on her website for distance healing - with both animals and humans:  MonicaWalsh.com

Visit Monica on her website for distance healing - with both animals and humans:  MonicaWalsh.com

http://www.monicawalsh.com
http://www.monicawalsh.com
mailto:info@monicawalsh.com
mailto:info@monicawalsh.com


The Way Of the Phoenix
© Patricia Boyd

She dances ‘round the fire bright
Weaving magic in the night
Shadowed by the amber light
Wings outstretched as tho’ in flight

Turning left then turning right
Back and forth to chase the fright
Of how the day will end tonight
And what will be the moon’s delight

She will rise by dawn’s sunlight
On rainbow wings to reach new heights
But for now ‘neath clouds of white
Shining in the full moonlight

She dances ‘round with all her might
Focused on her fire flight
To be reborn by amber light
The way of Phoenix comes tonight

patricia_37659@hotmail.com
willowscabin.wordpress.com

mailto:patricia_37659@hotmail.com
mailto:patricia_37659@hotmail.com
http://willowscabin.wordpress.com/
http://willowscabin.wordpress.com/


Spiritual Butterfly
© LaDonna Marie Cook

Spiritual butterfly
Perpetual with your flow 

Humbly traveling through the rain clouds 
And high above the enchanted rainbows

Meticulous in the metamorphosis 
Of shedding your cocoon
Precious time capsule 

Beauty in it’s contrast
Obstruct in meaning

Growing, living, breathing
Stretching, learning, being still
Breaking free, fighting to exist lighter

Free spirit in the atmosphere
With every engulf of air under your wings

Pushed and propelled higher
Present in existence 
On a journey of purpose

Spiritual butterfly

www.ladonnamariebooks.com
lmbpoetry@gmail.com
about.me/LMB_poetry

Poetry is my story 
to the world!

Growing up being a 
child who struggled 

with self esteem, 
searching for love,

 poetry became 
my voice. 

Today I use my 
motivational speaking 

and poetry to shed light 
on issues of sadness and 

brokenness––
relationships, life 

experiences, love and 
spirituality.

I invite you to go to my 
website to purchase a 

copy of my book 
LaDonnaMarieBoooks.com

http://www.ladonnamariebooks.com/
http://www.ladonnamariebooks.com/
mailto:lmbpoetry@gmail.com
mailto:lmbpoetry@gmail.com
http://about.me/LMB_poetry
http://about.me/LMB_poetry


Let it Flow
© 2013 Linda J. Spencer

My body is alive and full of energy.
My mind is full, ready to explode
With all of its thoughts,
All of its grand creations.
But what if they’re not my own?
What if they belong to another?
How can I possibly know?
My mind is overflowing
And now it cannot be contained.
Energy transcends.
I have set it free.
It is what will be.
Or is it?
Is it really free?
Only I can choose.
Only I can know.
If only I’d listen.
Can I do this?
If only I could still my mind
I could see what’s real,
And the knots would come undone;
Anxiety and doubt would cease.
Or would it?
I can only try.

linda@ridgeviewdesigns.com
www.ridgeviewdesigns.com  
lindajspencer.blogspot.ca

Poet • Creative Artist • Jewelry Designer

linda@ridgeviewdesigns.com
www.ridgeviewdesigns.com  

www.lindajspencer.blogspot.ca

mailto:linda@ridgeviewdesigns.com
mailto:linda@ridgeviewdesigns.com
http://www.ridgeviewdesigns.com/
http://www.ridgeviewdesigns.com/
http://lindajspencer.blogspot.ca/
http://lindajspencer.blogspot.ca/
mailto:linda@ridgeviewdesigns.com
mailto:linda@ridgeviewdesigns.com
http://www.ridgeviewdesigns.com/
http://www.ridgeviewdesigns.com/
http://lindajspencer.blogspot.ca/
http://lindajspencer.blogspot.ca/




The Rebirth Journey
© Darlene Pitts

A moment arrives when you realize
Your place of birth isn’t your place of rebirth
You must go to grow ... leave to live ... abandon illusions

When you hunger for "something more"
Starving breaths cling to traditions and comforts
And repeat regrets
But if you journey to homes calling your name
To openings feeding your spirit and soul
Purpose, meaning and freedom burst from your inner light

You may not always be certain which direction is right
Or convinced of your resilience
Or positive about the outcome
Watch your do-or-die tears confront manipulative fears
As you move onward step by step, day by day 
Energized by an inspirational song and your true self 

No matter where you go and where you live
You exist everywhere forever
Connected to everyone and everything
Surrounded by beauty and blessings
Learning, recognizing, teaching  
And stamping conscious footprints 
  for all to witness

A moment arrives when you understand
The ending of your question: “Why me?”
You followed your callings … reborn

dpitts@inspirationandintuition.com
www.inspirationandintuition.com
www.inspirationandintuition.com/dpblog

mailto:dpitts@inspirationandintuition.com
mailto:dpitts@inspirationandintuition.com
http://www.inspirationandintuition.com/
http://www.inspirationandintuition.com/
http://www.inspirationandintuition.com/dpblog
http://www.inspirationandintuition.com/dpblog


Earth Woman
© Medea Bavarella Chechik

Young girl child developed into the most magnificent 
creature gracing the earth.

Who would have thought!
Each experience…each breakdown adding a stroke of 

wisdom, beauty and potency!
Indestructible life force!
What would this life be without the feminine face of 

immortal divine being,
Enduring fortitude…eternal graceful power!

Continuous cycles of death-rebirth…
Interminable becoming… infinite life giver.
Deep roots as deep as the most majestic tree in this 

benevolent, sustaining Forest of life!
You, conduit of life…life’s passage from formless into form,

Miracle of the most High…Unwavering sacred keeper of 
precious life.
Feminine face of the Divine!

Constant…unending…till the-never-end!

selftransformation.ca
herstoryevolves.com
creatingconsciousrelationships.ca

LIMITED TIME OFFER
YOUR LIFETIME BIMONTHLY 

SUBSCRIPTION 
TO BEGIN RECEIVING 

SIBELLA POETRY MAGAZINE 
IS ONLY $25

(Regularly $45 for Lifetime Subscription)
www.SibellaPublications.com

http://selftransformation.ca/
http://selftransformation.ca/
http://herstoryevolves.com/
http://herstoryevolves.com/
http://creatingconsciousrelationships.ca/
http://creatingconsciousrelationships.ca/
http://www.SibylMagazine.com
http://www.SibylMagazine.com


The Heart of a Lioness 
© Amrita Magdala 

Her soul whispering to me was nothing compared to when at 
last I saw Her...

I did not hear trumpets... but the roar of a thousand lions 
accompanied Her... to the drums arising bellow Her feet... 
with each stroke of the steps She took... the sound of a beating 
heart... the breaking of a thousand walls...
and The World Remembering...

I will never forget when at last I saw Her... I could not take my 
eyes off of Her... this was not possible... Her eyes dove deep 
into my heart... and a Lion... majestic... entered... 
She made the breeze my breath... and of the heart She made 
my walk... for there is no other path anyone could follow after 
She has entered... 

And when at last I heard Her... Rock and Silk... Matter and 
Wind... Her voice running through every part of me... through 
all the memories I have possessed through time and space... 
gathering all my senses... when finally at last I heard Her... I 
remained in the end shaking and completely naked...

Then She touched me... the floor turned upside down... the 
sky was my ground... unspoken power... un-pronounced 
ease... She left me at Peace and yet there is nothing that 
remains unshaken...

amrita.magdala@gmail.com
www.facebook.com/amrita.magdala

Amrita Magdala
Master Poet, Artist, Musician

Dancing like a star 
in the Universe

Connect with Amrita for 
Words of Light and Oneness

amrita.magdala@gmail.com
www.facebook.com/amrita.magdala

mailto:amrita.magdala@gmail.com
mailto:amrita.magdala@gmail.com
http://www.facebook.com/amrita.magdala
http://www.facebook.com/amrita.magdala
mailto:amrita.magdala@gmail.com
mailto:amrita.magdala@gmail.com
http://www.facebook.com/amrita.magdala
http://www.facebook.com/amrita.magdala


Crossing & Burning Bridges
© Alice Parker

Which bridge to cross and which to burn,
a decision only life can teach us. 
I only liked the smell of smoke
if it was old wood or dried leaves.

If the bridge is over troubled waters,
I’d need to know when to row, wade or swim.
Also, if it’s a babbling brook or a roaring falls,
one can entrance you, while the other can kill.

Illusion is a pleasure we hold dear.
But is disregarded once it’s out lived its usefulness.
Which means it has not given us pleasure, or reality.
By crossing the bridge, we leave the illusions behind.

I must risk, or nothing is worthwhile to have,
for the empty risk has no meaning.
Yet, just because things are different,
it doesn’t mean we have really changed

The talent is knowing how to play the cards fate deals.
Choices may be from a conscience or just cold feet,
in that we can covet or compete for what we want.
A burned bridge can be rebuilt, but will not be the same.

In the cold dread of night, even an atheist
hopes there is a higher power to help guide them
through the new territories of life.
So, savor the illusion, but live for the change

There’s so much more to it,
than just women’s intuition.

apinsf@gmail.com
www.a-wonderland.com

mailto:apinsf@gmail.com
mailto:apinsf@gmail.com
http://www.a-wonderland.com/
http://www.a-wonderland.com/


My Spirituality
By Sibyl English © 2006

Personality mixed with sensuality
reflects the essence of my soul
and when I talk to the Father

and He talks back to me
I meditate, then resonate 

within the bounty of His love

Then suddenly, I am filled
with the glory of His holiness;

the fullness of His joy
For He is the Light

and I am one of His children
We are called the

‘Children of the Light’

Shining brightly for all the world 
to see and believe ... in the Father–– 

My Father, Mother, 
Sister, Brother, and everything 

else I need Him to be 

I am, that I am, because He is. 

Freedom, love, peace and joy 
Are forever mine–– 

an inheritance I am sure of

This is ‘My Spirituality’
And so it is ...





Sibyl English is a professional Singer, Authentic Spirit & Joy Life 
Coach, Mentor, Magazine Publisher, Retreat Coordinator and 
Facilitator. She has been mentoring and encouraging others to 
create a more awakened and authentic life for over 13 years. 
Combining her passions for the central mountains of Mexico and 
helping women to live from the highest level of their truest Soul-
selves, she also leads The Women Of Truth & Light Gathering and 
Retreat for Women each year during the most celebrated festival 
in all of Mexico–– The Day Of the Dead.

Sibyl utilizes the sacred joy and profound purging of this season, 
to guide women to and through a process of letting go–– 
discovering the overflow of intrinsic magic and divine healing 
available for the full manifestation of one’s happiest life ever!

If you’ve never experienced The Day Of the Dead in Mexico ... 
then you’ve never experienced The Day Of the Dead. 
Come. Dance. Breathe. Live!!!

Only those women who are focused on their own personal growth, 
freedom, joy and happiness need apply to participate in this retreat.

Limited space –– maximum 12 women participants. If you really 
feel within your soul that you should be a part of this retreat, we’d 
love to have you come join us. We suggest you move forward and 
at least pay your deposit. This will reserve your space. Easy 
payment plans to match your budget are available upon request.

Includes beautiful accommodations, all classes, workshops, and 
materials, breakfast or lunch daily, city trolley ride, hot healing 
springs, walking canyon tour, Arthur Murray’s® beginner salsa 
class, champaign & sunset soiree and so much more. Does not 
include: air travel and shuttle transportation to and from your 
residence, taxi cabs, alcoholic beverages, gratuities & tips.

www.SibylEnglish.com	 	 The Artist, The Woman
www.SibellaPublications.com 	 Her Worldwide Outreach
www.Stepinsidethemagic.com	 Her Retreats for Women 

DON’T WAIT UNTIL IT’S TOO LATE • REGISTER NOW
There are 2 other retreats being offered in 2014

Go online to visit: 
www.Stepinsidethemagic.com

        3rd Annual
Women Of Truth and Light
     GATHERING AND RETREAT - 2014
        FACILITATOR & HOST, SIBYL ENGLISH

http://www.SibylEnglish.com
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        3rd Annual

Women Of Truth and Light
     GATHERING AND RETREAT - 2014
        FACILITATOR & HOST, SIBYL ENGLISH

Inquire about registration ONLY if you are ready for a personal shift in your OWN life!  This retreat is an inside job!

REGISTRATION IS NOW OPEN

SINGING • EATING • SHARING • REFLECTING • SWIMMING • SHOPPING • LAUGHING

HOT SPRINGS • MEDITATION • CREATIVE WRITING • YOGA  • BEGINNERS SALSA CLASS




