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Hold fast to dreams, for if dreams die 
life is a broken–winged bird, 
that cannot fly.

— Langston Hughes

W
hen I stand on the beach 
and stare across the 
Pacific Ocean, I think of 

my grandfather. For generations his 
family lived and worked a small farm 
in Poland that belonged to someone 
else. Before the age of twenty, he 
left that life behind: boarding a ship 
in Hamburg and enduring steerage 
crossing the Atlantic. He knew no 
one in the U.S. but came here, intent 
on making his dreams come true. I 
was told that when he finally saw 
the “Lady” in New York harbor, he 
had sobbed. “Enough tears to fill the 
ocean!” he said.

Dreams of flight

article by 
Marcia Kasperski Peterson 
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He found contentment in a 
Polish community near Pittsburgh 
where he established a small busi-
ness, married, and had four children. 
He taught his children all about the 
“old country,” so that they had firm 
knowledge of their roots. That, he 
promised, would always bring them 
comfort.

My father grew up, married, 
and lived (as did his siblings) in 
the same small town as his parents. 
My brother and I were born there 
as well. I loved being surrounded 
and nurtured by family, classmates, 
and friends. But one day my father 
announced we were moving to 
Colorado, because he longed for the 
mountains and wide open places. 
My mother protested, but was over-
ruled, so off to Colorado we went.

As I settled in, the mountains 
attracted me, just as they had my 
father. I began to hike: reaching 
summits so I could stare to the 
western horizon, and went through 
withdrawal when I could only look 
at the mountains from my window. 
I seemed to hear a voice, calling me 
further into the high country.

Soon after graduating from high 
school, I married a serviceman who 
was ordered to Alaska. It took us ten 
days to drive to Anchorage: the first 
few I cried from homesickness, but 
as we entered the Yukon Territory 
my sadness evaporated. I had to get 
out and smell it, touch it and taste 
it. Now here were mountains! In that 
vast silent wintery landscape, the 
voice in my head was even louder 
than before.
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During my years in Alaska, 
while everyone else complained 
about the dark, cold, winter days, 
I thrived. No matter the weather, 
I had to be out in it: snowshoeing 
climbing, hiking. From my apart-
ment window, I could see Cook 
Inlet and Mt. Susitna, also known 
as the Sleeping Lady. According to 
local legend, a tribe of gentle (but 
giant) people lived there long ago 
in peace and harmony. When they 
were threatened by a warlike tribe, 
Susitna’s lover joined the other 
men who traveled north to speak 
peace to the warring tribe. Susitna 
grew weary, waiting for news of her 
lover’s return and lay down to sleep. 
The peace talks failed, and many 
of the Giant People were killed. 
The women didn’t have the heart to 
wake Susitna and tell her the news, 
so still she sleeps, waiting for peace 
and love to return. Someone said 
to me, early on, “You either love 
Alaska, or you hate it. And if you 
love it, she’ll never let you go.” 

Far too soon, my husband’s tour 
of duty ended and we moved back to 
Colorado. Before too long, my spirit 
that had been so alive and thriving 
in Alaska began to wither in the arid 
desert climate. 

I was happy to be back among 
my family and friends, and tried 
valiantly to subdue my melancholy 
longing for Alaska by returning to 
college. A humanities class intro-
duced me to Joseph Campbell’s The 
Power of Myth. To my surprise, here 
was the answer to the question I’d 
been pondering for years: “Who 
is the voice that calls me into the 
wilderness, and into the wild world?” 
The answer, I discovered, was The 
Goddess. That one word and the 
meaning behind it opened my heart 
and brought tears to my eyes. Is this 
what I was trying to find? 

Obsessed, I read everything I 
could about gods and goddesses, 
ancient myths and modern prac-
tices. I was feeding my mind, but 
in my heart I knew that the only 
place where I could transfer this new 
knowledge of the Goddess from my 
head to my heart was in Alaska. I 
experienced a revelatory and recur-
ring dream: I was in a boat sailing 
across Cook Inlet toward the Sleep-
ing Lady, and I knew a majestic 
range of mountains lay beyond. I’d 
keep saying, “I know they are there!” 
But I’d always wake up just before 
being able to see them.

As if in answer to my prayer, 
my husband’s career changed, and 
now permitted us to live anywhere 
in the lower 48 states. We planned 
a trip to Washington State, where 
I ventured through dense forests, 
washed my feet in the ocean, and 
dreamed of hiking the Olympics. 
On our last day before heading back 
to Colorado, we went to a museum 
that displayed artifacts from around 
the world. Upon entering one of the 
rooms, I saw a small clay statue. I 
broke down in tears. There are no 
words to describe the intense emo-
tions this little figure evoked in me: 
as if these feelings had been buried 
with it at one time, and we were 
discovering each other again.

It was a cast of the figure Venus, 
worshipped as a Goddess through-
out Europe and Asia around 25,000 
BCE. On the way home, her im-
age lingered, as well as those of the 
taller mountains, denser forests and 
the ocean. So, we took the leap and 
moved to the Pacific Northwest. 

I now know it was the breath 
of the Goddess that I felt when I 
walked the mountains, Her kisses 
on my cheeks in the breeze, Her 
voice in the bird song. My recur-
ring dream finally ended some two 
years ago when this time I really did 
sail to the other side of the Sleep-
ing Lady. The mountains from my 
dream were there, white pinnacles 
piercing the blue sky. A voice, once 
so distant and inaudible, said to me, 
“You were the Sleeping Lady, and 
now you have awakened.”

My grandfather, my father, and 
I didn’t follow in anyone’s footsteps: 
we made our own. My grandfather 
heard the voice of Libertas, God-
dess of freedom; my father heard the 
voice of Artemis, Goddess of moun-
tains. I hear them both, and when 
my wings begin to flutter, I gaze at 
the horizon. Someday I’ll fly across 
the ocean to visit my family roots, 
and land back in the Polish village 
where my grandfather had the cour-
age to spread his wings. Each of us 
have had our journeys: never flying 
too far to lose sight of our past, but 
always remembering that we have 
wings to fly into our future. i

Marcia Kasper-
ski-Peterson 
writes and thrives 
in Washington 
state. She honors 
the Goddess dur-
ing her daily walks; 

her constant companions are husband 
Mark, two dogs, and a cat.

I now 
   know that it 
was the breath 

of the Goddess that I 
felt when I walked the 
mountains, Her kisses 
on my cheeks in the 
breeze, Her voice in the 
birdsong.
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