
I used to think about where I was going, what 
I wanted. It’s been 25 years since I’ve done 
that with clarity. Life beyond college: Career, 
relationships, children. Getting by one day at 
a time, in 10-minute intervals. Long gone was 
my original path and habits — hikes, creativity, 
reading, traveling, learning new skills, sharing 
with others, deeply, my hopes, dreams and fears. 
I didn’t have to make room for this before. 

I made time recently, with Annette Naber’s 
retreat — “Women in Midlife: Challenges 
& Promises.” I was intrigued by the idea of 
exploring where I was in life, and figuring out 
who I was, too. Two full days in a quiet, reflective 
place, dedicated to restoration, dedicated to 
thinking about myself, in the company of other 
great women — how decadent! Naber’s course 
is designed to get clarity on our lives now that 
things have changed. And it works. What Annette 
provided was exactly what she promised: re-
focusing, revitalizing, rejuvenating. We gathered 
in a perfect environment. High up on the side of a 
mountain. Cushioned chairs in a quiet, renovated 
barn, far from noise, people, or intrusion. 

These women — they were smart, talented, 
experienced, interesting. They seemed more in 
touch with themselves than I felt, but that didn’t 
matter after the first hour. I was at ease quickly 

because Annette has a way of making all feel 
valued and included. Her voice is soothing, 
maternal, nothing but warmth and welcoming in 
her eyes. An unstated invitation to calm down, 
take stock, reflect — safely. 

There were introductions and quieting. But 
then came some fun work — create a timeline in 
collage. Find a symbolic animal card that might 
represent you and figure out how it does. Write 
what she calls the “unsent” letter, get your anger 
and emotion out, then burn that baby to ashes 
and celebrate letting go.

We cook for our families, and nourish them, 
but we don’t often get fed the way Annette fed 
us — from her own garden, her own recipes, 
her own hands. She prepared meals meant to 
nourish, not make us full, fat or sleepy. It was an 
extra gift, a surprise, that nourishment.

I liked what Annette told us about privacy, 
protecting one another. It was meaningful, and 
honored. What struck me later was how much 
structure there was to the weekend, yet I never 
felt structured. After every challenge or exercise, 
there was no pressure to share more than what 
we wanted to. Some shared deeply, emotionally. 
Some didn’t. But Annette made us feel that 
choice was ours to make. She deftly moved on 
when she sensed you were done sharing. 

The character and variety of women who 
attended —it was if Annette had handpicked us 
to be together. Each was battling changes. Each 
had amazing stories and experiences. Each was 
generous, thoughtful, brilliant. But none of us 
felt “less than.” Thanks to Annette, we felt equal 
in our journey. She stressed that often. 

Annette heard our voices without judgment. 

With every comment or expression she helped us 
learn from one another. What that did, you see, 
was strip away our own ego, the part that felt 
compelled to impress her, or others in our group. 
Obviously, Annette’s ego is well in check, too. 
There’s more to learn from her on that, I think. 
It opened us up for dialogue in ways I had not 
experienced in a long time.

I learned more than I expected to. I had 
forgotten how deliberate reflection could feed 
my soul. I’d forgotten the company of good, 
strong women, in a soft structure like Annette 
provided, could be so invigorating. With 
Annette’s tender coaching, I left with a concrete 
sense of where I wanted to go next. I could not 
have made my goals that clear without the tools 
she provided. And they were simple tools — 
nothing complicated or obtuse. Annette gave 
us down-to-earth, practical ways to loosen up, 
think quietly, and get in touch with ourselves. 
We spend our best years focused on what other 
people need and want, and our careers, often 
at the mercy of other people’s desires. Now 
it’s time, as Annette carefully revealed to us, 
to meet our own needs. Now, we can do good 
and meaningful work. Improve our health; shed 
bad habits; be rid of those who bring us down; 
give to those who need us most with love and 
compassion, instead of obligation; feed our need 
for creative outlets, whatever they are. 

Thank you, Annette, for your wisdom, and 
encouragement. I’m so glad I made time to do 
this for myself. 

“Tell me, what do you plan to do with your 
one wild and precious life?”

‘Feast on your life’


