
Goodbye “Feh-bruary!”

March is deceptive. The earth appears 
static in the frozen white. We still have 
our February Faces on, or as my 
daughter says, “Feh-bruary.” 

But everywhere, life aches to burst forth. 
Crocuses clamor for warmth and light. 
Airlines are 
booked solid, 
priced to the sky. 
Death to winter! 
Birth to spring! 
The cannons are 
loaded. Shoot me 
to the Pisces Sun!

The Full Moon is Virgo, sign of health 
and purification. Three weeks from detox 
season, our bodies are already giving out 
to us. Allergies, acne, weight gain, 
inflammations and fatigue are screaming, 
“Step away from the caffeine, alcohol 
and sugar!” This is Virgo Moon’s call, the 
side-effects of all we ingest to bear the 
cold.

With the Sun is in Pisces, sensitivity 
heightens. So do cravings and a need for 

ecstatic escape. 
These are the 
two opposing 
forces in the 
zodiac most apt 
to kill each other 
if they don’t make 
peace. 

What does “making peace” between 
Pisces and Virgo mean? Take your 
vitamins with a glass of wine?  A spa 
vacation? Give up sugar for Lent? Do 
you see these two opposing principles of 
spirit and flesh working their relationship? 
Is there hope for this marriage?

Virgo helps Pisces overcome the Devil of 
Addiction. Sober Pisces softens Virgo’s 
compulsiveness. Together, with enough 
compassion, they can save lives. 

The Audacity of Addiction

I have empathy for all addictions. They 
speak to a deeper need for the soul’s 
expression. If we can put down the 
substance long enough to hear the 
hidden message, we evolve. If we don’t, 
we stay “stuck.”

But in the midst of my detox symptoms 
today, “stuck” looks pretty good to me 
right now! I’m giving up caffeine -- again 
-- in an attempt to balance my hormones. 
I looked on line for guidance, wondering 
why there is no 12 Step program for the 
worlds most commonly used, addictive, 
psychoactive substance. Here’s what I 
found:

5 Recommendations for Coping With 
Caffeine Withdrawal:

1)Tell your family and friends what you’re 
doing, so they understand and can 
support you in your behavior change.

2)Abstain on a weekend so you don’t 
have to work at a lower level of 
competence.

3)Do not drive!
4)Have Tylenol and ibuprofen available 

for headaches and flu-like symptoms.
5)Consult a health professional if your 

depression lasts longer than 7 days, 
especially if you’re having suicidal 
thoughts. 

This is no small feat. I’ve given up coffee, 
except for an occasional decaf. My drug 
is green tea and raw cacao, two nutrition 
packed substances that convinced me 
my vice was innocuous. 

In truth, ALL forms of caffeine, from dark 
chocolate to green tea, are chemicals 
that despite other health benefits, disrupt 
hormone balance. Like all good addicts, 
I’ve been in denial, feeding my fibrocystic 
breast disease with this inflammatory 
substance. 

When I tell people I have to give up 
caffeine, they’re often aghast. “Why?!” 
they ask, as though I’ve admitted to 
some morbid self harm. Those who have 
attempted it say, “Oh, I’m so sorry!” as 
though someone close to me has died.

Even my female gynecologist said, “If I 
had the choice of giving up caffeine or 
fibrocystic breasts, I’d choose the latter.” 

What karma causes a woman to have to 
choose between her brains and her 
boobs? If I’m coherent, I can’t lie on my 
stomach. My boyfriend’s manly hug feels 
like a mammogram. And without the 
inflaming culprit in my system, I have 
word-finding problems that put me in 
mind of my father’s early dementia. 

On Day 6 of my detox, I still have every 
withdrawal symptom. The entire world 
has a warm cup in their hands, looking 
normal and happy.  Google is right; I 
should be in retreat. 

I slip. The fine powder on the gold spoon 
is so beautiful, I photograph it. Would it 
still elevate my 
estrogen if I snorted it? 
I drink a half cup. My 
headache vanishes. I’m 
euphoric. The next day, 
“the girls” are angry, 
painful and inflamed, 
pulling at my neck and 
back. I’m trying to 
listen, while craving 
again. One day at a time. 

There are women around me losing their 
breasts, undergoing chemo, and facing 
true grit with grace. And I’m complaining 
about craving chocolate!?

I need to stop whining, conquer this 
addiction and break its code -- my Holy 
Grail.

The Secret Language of Cravings

Holistic MD, Christane Northrup who 
wrote Women’s Bodies, Women’s 
Wisdom said,“Become the physical 
embodiment of your soul, so that you 
discover the woman you were always 
meant to be.”

Am I meant to be this woman drinking 
Yogi Tea with a tag hanging off it that 
says, “Your wisdom is in your love?”
. . .  I love COFFEE!

I’m making my boyfriend a latte on Day 
8. I drink my Yogi Tea while watching 
him, longingly, as he sips through the 
foam, reading the news at my desk. I feel 
my chest. “The girls” are calmer after a 
better day yesterday.

I’m restless. He is in my writing spot. I 
need my desk. Oh, I don’t know what I 
need; I’m jonesing! I fold laundry, and 
make ice-melt stockings. He guides me, 
then gets up and whacks the ice off my 
roof. Oh Popeye! I hand him things, ice-
melt, hammer, shovel. I’m grateful. 

But something is nagging at me in my 
sorry state. In contrast to his banging 
away, making my life better with his 
strength and skill, I have a feeling of 
uselessness. I feel the Virgonian need for 
the power of my expertise to correct 
problems in his world. 

“Is that what caffeine gives me?” I think, 
while watching him climb the ladder, like 
he’s done this all his life. “The illusion of 
productivity?”

Or does it take away this feeling of futility, 
falsely? Are we all standing in line at 
Starbucks to sublimate a sense meaning 
and purpose? With a warm, delicious 
stimulant in my hand, I don’t have to 
reach further for what juices me in each 
moment. 

Caffeine is the drug that helps us all 
conform to society’s expectations, and 
establishes addiction as a norm. Giving it 
up means allowing Spirit to fill us . . . I 
can’t get my swollen brain around that 
idea. What if it doesn’t?

My man seems distant, lying stoically on 
his back. My caffeinated self would 
normally pry anxiously to no avail, but my 
head hurts too much to bother. I assume 
the same position next to him.  My laying 
back brings him forward. Conversation 
turns easily to an area of his inner 
struggle that is usually off limits to me. 
He lets me chart his experience with his 
therapist. The exchange rivets me, and 
he says it helps him! 

I feel the glee I would if the Obama’s 
invited me to the White House to do their 
charts.  When I can translate astrology, 
my connection to Spirit, I’m free of the 
need for stimulants. 

Right now my head is normal and my 
energy is back, as though I had my 
cacao. This breakthrough happened 
when I wasn’t trying. Easy does it.

It’s only the beginning of my sobriety 
journey. I have much to investigate about 
hormone balance, but Dr. Northrup would 
be proud. Maybe if my brain operates on 
behalf of what my soul truly needs, “the 
girls” will stop fighting with it. The Sun will 
stop fighting with the Moon, and we’ll all 
get along just fine.
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