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SEE ME 
 

No, I am not the image printed in your mind, 
for the mind is limited by its own perceptions and 

conditions. 
 

No, I am not exclusively a reflection of a time in 
history, for change is constant, transformative, and 

ultimately time is an illusion. 
 

No, I am not your politics, stereotypes, self-hatred 
externally manifested, for those are simply 

programmings that have blinded your sight. 
 

No, I am not only a mirror of a culture, family system, a 
collective identity, for to see me like that is like seeing 
the forest while failing to remember the uniqueness 

and lifeness of each tree. 
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No, I am not my name, profession, human roles, 
for those are boundaries through which we can begin 

communication within the form. 
 

No, I am not my pains, sorrows, glories, healings, 
for these are only manifestations of my human 

experiences. 
 

I am the emptiness which is full. 
I am the broken pieces which are whole. 

I am the uncertainty which is certain. 
I am the blindness which sees beyond conventional 

realities. 
I am the voiceless who speaks loud through silence. 

I am the spaceless which is filled with possibilities. 
♥ Please, don’t diminish my existence. Please don’t 

confine your magnificence ♥ 
 

© K.L.G.  
�
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PREFACE 
 

May we share our stories so  

that the infinite can listen attentively.  

~ KLG ~ 
 

From birth through death, we become surrounded by 
stories: narratives intended to provide meanings to 
our existence, inform, describe, investigate, persuade, 
entertain, and/or simply serve as a way of expressing 
an individual or collective identity. We become part 
of stories through experiences that we encounter with 
others. We co-create stories through exchanges and 
interpretations. Within the physical realm, we are 
often made by stories. We can perpetuate stories 
and/or participate in the process of rewriting them.  
 
Stories can be used to explore what “has been,” to 
hypothesize “the what-ifs” or “could-have-been.” 
They serve as launching points for journeys into 
endless interpretations, which lead to transformations 
of the stories themselves. Stories can be experienced 
as impersonal, with an absence of sentiment; or 
personal, soliciting a response. Stories can promote 
generalizations of experiences being shared or used 
as a baseline to journey deeply into endless 
interpretations and transformations of the story itself. 
The purpose of stories is endless. Yet, a common 
denominator, is that stories seem to be a major way 
through which we, as human beings, connect or 
disengage.  
 
While in the process of coordinating and contributing 
to the writing of this book, a dear friend, Shannon 
Hulley, expressed, “There are so many ways to tell a 
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story and to tell a story that is unfolding, is a path of 
intentional living.” It should be of no surprise to the 
reader that our stories reflect a constant process of 
“Being and Becoming.” So it can be said that while 
stories may be understood within contexts, they are 
ultimately never completed! © 
 
Based on the aforementioned premise, Pathways of 
Intentionality: Breaking Open into the Vastness of 
Devotion provides the reader with an opportunity to 
explore diverse narratives filled with experiences of 
fear and bravery, sorrow and joy, despair and hope, 
illness and wellness, reflection and action, death and 
birth, trauma and wellness, and ultimately stories that 
reflect living with intentionality; a conscious purpose 
to embrace moments of gratitude and forgiveness as 
well as tools, approaches, and rituals that have 
permitted the unfolding of conscious interactions and 
relationships with self and others.  
 
Pathways of Intentionality is not a book to promote 
sameness in our human encounters or stories. It is not 
a book to show people how to become "spiritual," as 
the writers presumed that all humans are already 
spiritual beings. The narratives shared in this book do 
not have the intention to tell others how to live or 
promote the notion of a “perfect” life, but rather to 
inspire the reader with life stories that have been 
powerfully experienced and are now vulnerably 
shared.  
 
The overall objective of this manuscript is to provide 
readers with an opportunity to journey with the writers 
while participating in moments of self-reflection 
regarding their own lives. We, the authors, are led by 
the premise that as humans we have much in 
common. Sharing our stories with one another can 
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become a pathway toward on-going wellness and 
living through the power of intentionality.  
 
Pathways of Intentionality is a book that shares the 
narratives of a number of individuals from different life 
journeys, cultures, and life orientations. It presents the 
reader with an opportunity to travel into each of the 
writers’ lives, as they share stories of struggle and 
resolutions, vulnerable lessons that have led them to 
live respectfully, purposely, and actively practice 
conscious relationships with self and others. The roles 
of faith, rituals, intention, and practical wellness 
modalities supporting the authors’ ongoing journeys 
are explored.  
 
As writers, we encourage readers to be travelers in 
our journeys, while honoring and celebrating their 
own. As you read these narratives, take what you 
need and leave the rest behind. As writers, we hope 
that our stories serve as inspirations, a reminder that 
life is a mystery to be lived as conscious as possible. As 
human beings, we are often traveling through the 
intersectionality of the power of vulnerability and 
wisdom of uncertainty. From this space, we, the 
writers, hope to share the meanings that our stories 
have created in our lives.  
 
While our stories are a moving target, we rely on the 
power of intentionality to guide our constant 
development of awareness that can foster on-going 
active engagements. As writers, we understand that 
stories are constantly in a process of construction, 
deconstruction, and reconstruction. Yet, at any given 
time, stories demonstrate the magic of our journeys. 
We hope that our stories become an encouragement 
for you, as the reader, to continue journeying into 
your own heart. We express gratitude for your 
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willingness to journey with us as we all continue to live, 
learn, laugh, and love!  
 

Development of This Manuscript 
 

Ideas often begin by an individual thought; yet, they 
are manifested through the contribution of a 
community of people. The overall purpose of this 
manuscript was generated by a dream through 
which people were sharing their stories of adversity, 
endurance, intentionality, as well as wellness 
modalities that were found useful for enhancing on-
going conscious living. The idea was shared by this 
writer (KLG) through Facebook and individual 
contacts. The response was overwhelming.  
 
The birth of this manuscript is a story within itself. 
Through the use of Facebook messenger, writers 
shared insights, vulnerable processes, and, most 
importantly, their authenticity as they journeyed 
independently through their narratives. Questions 
were raised, and diverse responses were written as 
this manuscript began to take its own form. 
Vulnerable and authentic sharing encouraged a 
space of trust and truth, leading us to an experience 
of warmth and sacred intimacy. Just like in the 
dream. What follows is a brief taste of our process:  
 

Writer 1: I want to share a bit of my process... I 
have been reflecting and taking notes here 
and there over the past couple of weeks, 
thinking about life events. This has been 
minimal compared to the time I have spent 
questioning everything I can think of related to 
the idea of "story." Questions like which stories 
do I share, what about ancestral stories and 
other influences felt, yet I have no words for, 
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what role does cultural programming play in 
the perception of my life or who I am, am I 
even really my story? The questions go on and 
on, and have me feeling a little anxious. Thank 
you for this opportunity to share. 
 
Writer 2: …, I too feel a bit anxious...I cannot 
give full justice to all aspects of my story so in 
the end I trust that I will be guided as I have 
always been...a kind of just do it attitude. For 
all note that while my posts appear as (name 
of writer), who I am to the IRS etc., the name I 
carry (even on a few publications) is (name of 
writer). 
 
Writer 3: …, we are all so much more than our 
stories! I think for me at least part of the healing 
opportunity in this, is the journey to self-inquiry 
and how I intend to free myself from worn out 
roles and embrace and explore alternatives in 
the present. I’m working on it too... I agree with 
your shared perception, "am I even my story?" 
Indeed! Right on my sister, teacher, dear 
friend!  
 
Writer 4: I too hear the questions of ancestral 
stories and cultural programs traveling through 
my brain. These questions themselves seem to 
be a part of my story. In transitioning, over the 
years, from 'I am my story" to "Well maybe I am 
more than my story' to "I am infinite compared 
to any story I can tell'... and so forth - this 
shifting in consciousness to the point I am even 
thinking about such things, is a reflection of the 
grip loosening on the stories I have claimed 
over the years. Which is a story onto itself. 
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Writer 5: In my experiences, within context I am 
and I am not my stories (i.e., within the physical 
I have a body, but ultimately am I the body?). I 
can speak of the stories that have generated 
a journey while in this form, especially 
dominant stories. But, "I don't know what I don't 
know." So that within itself becomes my 
conceptual story, especially if I am using a 
mind that has been programmed by 
conditions to attempt to explore that which is 
beyond its boundaries. This is what makes my 
journey courageous and intentional. How do I 
continue to use the emergence of glimpses of 
awareness that do not seem to be generated 
by my dominant stories?  
 
Writer 6: For me, I feel that I am not my stories, 
but my stories very much shape how I view the 
world. As a younger person this happened 
unconsciously through projections of my 
wounds onto others. As I heal and shift my 
perspective, the stories shift as well. They 
become teachers and contain hidden secrets 
that I buried in my psyche only to be reviled 
when I am ready for initiation. My stories are 
buried treasures with gifts of gold and magic.  
 
Back to Writer 1: These unique perspectives 

and ways of expression are so insightful. 
deep bow to you all. 
 

This book does not belong to any single writer, but to 
all the contributors as a whole. As such, it is our gift to 
you, the reader. It is to be shared generously. The only 
fee is the cost of publishing if you have decided to 
purchase a hard copy from Amazon. If you have 
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received a PDF version, share it freely with friends and 
family.  
 
As the dreamer, main editor, and contributor, my (KLG) 
job simply has been to coordinate the journey that, as 
writers, we have undertaken. As a reader, you will 
notice that the narratives shared are unique in length 
and writing styles. That is a reflection of our individual 
processes and honoring of a sense of completion. Our 
narratives have a few things in common. As writers, we 
committed to respond to the following themes using 
our own writing styles:  
 

• The Story: major experiences that surrounded 
our births and/or dominate life transitions, 
emotional – behavioral patterns affecting our 
lives (i.e., interpretations and bio-psychosocial 
impacts). 
 

• The Miracle: factors/experiences increasing 
awareness and fostering a shift in 
consciousness (i.e., moments when we began 
to realize that we did not need to be confined 
by particular – dominate beliefs or 
experiences? What happened? The 
vulnerability created as one journeyed into 
new adventures? Moments of back and forth? 
The intersectionality revealing awareness of 
options and choices, struggles, as well as 
active and consistent commitment to living 
with intentionality, purpose, and direction?). 
 

• The Vision: the role of faith, intention, and/or 
practical wellness modalities (i.e., how do I 
want to continue to live? What is the role of 
intentionality in the creation or co-creation of 
future stories? What rituals / wellness modalities 
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do I currently find useful to support my journey 
– conscious relationship with self and others?). 

 
As the coordinator of this project, I (KLG) could not 
have asked for anything more or different. I have felt 
extremely honored by the writers’ trust and truth. Their 
authenticity when sharing has touched my heart in 
ways that language cannot describe. I have seen my 
life journey through much of the content that each 
writer has chosen to share. This journey experienced 
while participating in the birthing of this manuscript is 
itself a life changing sets of events. For this my heart 
expresses gratitude!  
 

Structure of Manuscript 
 

This manuscript is divided into seven sections. The first 
six sections of the manuscript reveal specific themes 
generated through the multiple narratives: Stories of 
Creation; Stories of Resilience – Endurance; Stories of 
Reverence - Devotion; Breaking through Illusions; 
Restoration; and Through the Wisdom of Uncertainty 
into Remembrance. The themes mentioned above 
are, in one way or another, demonstrated by all the 
narratives. Nevertheless, certain themes 
predominated in some narratives more than others.  
 
The seventh and final section of this manuscript, Full 
Embodiment, briefly summarizes some of the 
common and unique experiences shared by the 
authors while proposing that our narratives can be 
consciously used to explore and address 
intergenerational and transgenerational family - 
societal traumas and resilience. This section also offers 
a brief exploration on the notion that our stories have 
the power to confine or liberate, the power to assist 
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us to experience the fullness of humanity while not 
remaining imprisoned by its conditions.  
 
It is well known that stories are moving targets. Again, 
as writers, we hope that the development of this 
manuscript is a gift to the reader, promoting an 
affirmation that each story is valuable. While each 
story has an individual flavor, as a collective, they co-
exist and often intersect within a continuum, 
encouraging awareness of our independence. May 
we all honor our being-ness while in this playground 
called earth! From our hearts to yours! ♥ 
 

Krishna L. Guadalupe, Spring 2019 
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PART 1 
STORIES OF CREATION 

 
As we search for meaning within the context of our 
earthly experiences, we often ask questions, including 
these six common ones: where do I come from? how 
did I get here? who am I? how did I become that 
person? what is my purpose? and what happens 
after death? While not always, people often find 
comfort in creation stories when addressing the 
aforementioned questions. As Joan Didion, American 
journalist and writer, once stated, “We tell ourselves 
stories in order to live.” This author (KLG) would add, 
we also live as stories are created and shared. While 
creation stories (symbolic narratives of how the 
universe - earth – its inhabitants began) do not 
necessarily reveal all answers to all questions, they 
often promote a notion of “cause and effect” found 
useful by many to attempt to make sense of the 
universe - world.  
 
Creation stories are common around the world. 
Through the use of creation stories, different cultures 
and/or civilizations have attempted to explain their 
birth. Creation stories are often passed down from 
one generation to another in order to promote a 
foundation upon which other generations can build 
their knowledge and perspectives of the universe - 
earth. From time to time, creation stories become a 
point of reference from where to begin conversations 
about notions of reality. Such conversations often 
provide the space for the emergence of new 
concepts and questions likely to stimulate new quests 
for meanings.    
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In many creation stories, the earth and its inhabitants 
are formed out of Chaos. In other creation stories, 
these are originated miraculously out of nothingness. 
Creation stories commonly begin with the formation 
of earth by a supreme force, a creature, being or 
deities, or the earth materializing as water began to 
vanish. Just like plants, in some of the stories, gods, 
people, and animals emerged from the earth. It is 
important to recognize that different versions and 
interpretations of a creation story can be reflected by 
people within the same cultural context. Following 
are a few examples of creation stories. 
 

© The creation story of Christian, Jewish, and 
Islamic faiths speaks of a God creating the 
sun, moon, land, sky, and all living creatures 
in six days and resting on the seventh. 
According to this creation story, God creates 
Adam, the first man, out of dust and Eve – 
mother of all living, the first woman, out of 
Adam’s rib. They lived happily in God’s 
Garden of Eden until one day they were 
cursed and drove out by God for eating from 
the forbidden tree of life after being 
persuaded by a snake. Adam, Eve, and their 
descendants, all human beings, were cursed 
to a life of pain, struggle, and ultimate 
salvation through baptism and devotion to 
God. Eating from the forbidden tree awoke 
awareness of good and evil.  

 
© One of the Chinese creation stories speaks of 

the existence of a cosmic egg carrying a 
divine embryo, “P’an Ku,” and made up of 
balanced opposites, yin and yang. As “P’an 
Ku” grew inside the egg, the shell could not 
hold him any longer. Upon its birth, “P’an Ku” 
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began to dig out valleys and piling up 
mountains. The earth was not completed 
until “P’an Ku’s” death. Its flesh became the 
soil, bones the rocks, eyes the sun and moon, 
and head the sky. The once tears and sweat 
became the rain and the fleas that once 
covered “P’an Ku’s” body converted into 
mankind. 

 
© Egyptians have numerous stories of creation. 

A popular story begins with Nun, the primitive 
ocean. Atum, a genderless god – goddess, 
created itself from its thoughts and will. While 
standing on an emerged hill in Nun’s dark 
waters, Atum created Shu, the god of air, 
and Tefnut, the goddess of moisture. Geb, 
the earth, and Nut, the sky, were created by 
the union between Shu and Tefnut. Ged and 
Nut created more gods and goddesses. 
Once, Shu and Tefnut got lost in the darkness 
and Atum sent his all-seeing eyes on a search 
for them. Once found, Atum wept tears of 
joy. As the tears struck the earth, they turned 
into men.   

 
© Ancient Greece believed that out of 

emptiness and Chaos emerged Gaia, the 
earth. The earth birthed a son, the sky, 
Uranus. Together they have twelve children, 
knowns as the Titans. The Titans intermarried 
and have children of their own. Their children 
also had children. The youngest of the twelve 
Titans, Kronos became the ruler after having 
emasculated his father, Uranus, through 
castration. The struggle for power and control 
is reflected throughout this story of creation 
as Zeus, son of Kronos, became the king of 
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the gods after leading his siblings through a 
struggle where the twelve Titans were 
defeated. The struggle for power and control 
continued overtime among the gods and 
goddesses into the creation of humanity.   

 
© A creation story, according to the Mayans, 

speaks of Tepeu, the maker, and Gucumatz, 
the feathered spirit, creating the earth 
through thoughts. After creating the earth, 
they felt that the earth needed beings to 
take care of it as well as to praise their 
creators. First, they created animals; but, 
realized that animals could not convey 
appreciation for their creation. Then, through 
several efforts, they created men – first out of 
wet clay which dissolved when attempting to 
speak; second out of wood which were able 
to use words without much meaning due to 
an empty mind and heart; and then out of 
white and yellow corn which they felt that 
these men could think, feel, and speak words 
of respect and love. Following the creation of 
men, the maker and the feathered spirit 
created women in order for humanity to live 
on.  

 
© The Big Bang theory is a leading scientific 

explanation regarding the evolution of the 
universe, earth, and its inhabitants. The Big 
Bang theory is a conceptual model based on 
observable factors. According to this story, 
the universe began as a small singularity 
which inflated – expanded (the big bang) 
over 13 billion years and became the cosmos 
as known currently. (Note: singularity means 
a point where some property is infinite. For 
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example, according to classical theory, at 
the center of a black hole, an area of 
forceful gravitational pressure, the density is 
infinite. This is because a finite mass is 
compressed to a zero volume. Hence it is 
a singularity).  

 
More of what we know about the big bang 
notion of creation has been argued through 
mathematical formulas and models. Einstein's 
Theory of General Relativity has been used to 
argue that space began inside of the 
singularity as result of the “big bang.” In 1968 
and 1970, astrophysicists Steven Hawking, 
George Ellis, and Roger Penrose wrote an 
essay using Einstein’s Theory incorporating 
measurements of time and space. Relying on 
mathematical calculations, they argued that 
the beginning of time and space is 
interconnected “to the origin of matter and 
energy.” In other words, they argued that the 
existence of “space” began inside of the 
singularity (for more detailed information see: 
Steven W. Hawking, George F.R. Ellis, "The 
Cosmic Black-Body Radiation and the 
Existence of Singularities in our Universe," 
Astrophysical Journal, 152, (1968) pp. 25-36; 
Steven W. Hawking, Roger Penrose, "The 
Singularities of Gravitational Collapse and 
Cosmology," Proceedings of the Royal 
Society of London, series A, 314 (1970) pp. 
529-548; and Mark Eastman, Chuck Missler, 
The Creator: Beyond Time and Space, (1996) 
p. 11). 

 
© Barbara Means Adams (1990) shared 

Makaha Lakota Creation stories from the First 
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World that contain an explanation of the Big 
Bang theory and how our home planet 
came to be. Prior to the creation of what 
becomes the present universe, …Peta 
Yuhala, the fire carrier, owned a bundle of 
four powers. He used his powers to make a 
fireball. He took so long in making the fireball 
that it became gigantic and heavy. When 
Peta Yuhala lifted the fireball on his back, he 
staggered and fell (sounds to me Peta 
Yuhala was a bit macho!). The fireball 
bounced far, far away, breaking into many 
pieces. The part of the ball that was left, Peta 
Yuhala gathered up and put back into his 
creation bundle. 

 
Peta Yuhala took the last piece of fireball 
from his bundle and called it Iyan or Tunka, 
the Stone. Only Iyan could name things. 
Suddenly Iyan was surrounded by an intense 
form of darkness. The dense murk was 
Hanpatu, the beautiful spirit of fertility. Iyan 
could feel the warm blood running in his 
veins. The waters emerged from his blue 
blood. (Present theory has much if not all 
water extant on Mother Earth today came 
during the initial accretion if the inner solar 
system from extraterrestrial material…a role 
similar to Iyan’s). Mists rolled over Iyan, the 
very first breath. Mists carried the blue up to 
form the sky. Eventually all of Iyan except a 
small stone became earth and Iyan named 
his earth daughter Maka and gave her a 
drum for a heart. The drumbeat became her 
heartbeat…the drum beat and life on Mother 
Earth (Ina Maka) began. 
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The aforementioned reports are a few of multiple 
examples of creation stories. Creation stories, true or 
false, have often become a baseline for attempting 
to understand our human existence. These can, and 
often do, influence human interactions and dynamics 
as they generate a perspective regarding human 
nature. For instance, it should be of no surprise that a 
community of people raised under a belief that 
humans are competitive by design will be likely to 
interact differently than another community of 
people who supports a notion that humans are good 
and cooperative by nature.   

While creation stories are not 100 % all-inclusive (i.e., 
who created the God who created the earth in six 
days? Who created the cosmic egg who eventually 
was converted into humanity? If the universe began 
as a result of a singularity, what existed before, 
“nothingness?” etc.), they have a remarkable 
influence on people's point of reference when 
relating to the universe and its inhabitants. Creation 
stories often influence how we, as a people, think of 
the world and our individual narratives. Each creation 
story promotes beliefs of the purpose of human life, as 
they often infiltrate human consciousness.  

As children, we, humans, are born into preexisting 
cultures (i.e., beliefs, values, assumptions, principles, 
traditions, languages, and ultimately, overall notions 
of knowledge and skills often perceived imperative 
for our survival). Such cultures are infused into our 
biopsychosocial developments through socialization 
(i.e., a process of learning to behave according to 
what is expected by a specific culture / sub-culture – 
society as a whole). An interesting phenomenon 
observed is that beliefs, as well as creation stories, 
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tend to change through time and the emergence of 
different interpretations or what some people have 
called, a shift or perhaps evolution in consciousness.  
 

**** 
The following individual narratives reflect diverse 
experiences shared in the form of stories that present 
the reader with opportunities to explore life events, 
interpretations, and effects. As the sharing of 
individual narratives progress, from time to time, the 
reader is exposed to a notion of uncertainty reflecting 
the importance of considering human experiences as 
often not being fully understood through logic and 
reason. The individual narratives presented in this 
section of the text encourage a view that as humans 
we are not mechanical systems whose experiences 
can be constantly or accurately predicted through a 
lens of cause and effect.  

It is understood that individuals are frequently 
influenced by familial, social, and cultural 
experiences that they encounter. What is not totally 
known is the notion of miracles (i.e., unexpected - 
inexplicable - extraordinary experiences which are 
manifested in people’s lives and yet cannot be 
explained by natural – scientific laws but are 
attributed to a divide order). With this in mind, the 
reader is encouraged to navigate through the 
following pages. Enjoy the journey!    
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KNOWING GOD AS MEDICINE  
By Kerry Jehanne 

 
To fall in love with God 

 is the greatest of romances, 
 to seek… (God)  

the greatest adventure, 
 to find … (God) the greatest  

human achievement. 
 ~ Augustine of Hippo 

 
CLAIMING MY STORY TO DISSOLVE MY STORY 
 
There seems to be a continuum from claiming my 
story to knowing I am not my story. I have 
experienced denying my story to avoid the pain of 
transforming it. I used food, alcohol, and emotional 
suppression as a means of denying my story. I have 
also claimed my story to form my identity. For many 
years, my victim story and my identity were 
synonymous.  
 
Here, on these pages, I wish to share my story in the 
most authentic and vulnerable way that I can, with 
the intent to be helpful to others. I don’t want to tell 
my story in a way that I get bogged down by it or 
overly identify with it, but in a way that sets me and 
others free. I want to speak my truth, and at the same 
time surrender my story; dissolve my story. 
 
I used to write journals and take to paper that which 
was tearing me apart inside. I would hide my journals, 
secure them in a locked box so that people would 
never truly know what was stirring deep in my being. 
When it felt time to get rid of them, I would burn them 
- not as a ritual or something sacred, as I knew 
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nothing of those practices at that time - I would burn 
them in order to be absolutely sure my demons would 
not be known to anyone.  
 
Here, I share with you, what I would have burned in 
the past.  
 

**** 
STORY 
 
My grade school class was broken into the cool kids 
and the not-so-cool kids. I naturally fell into the group 
of the not-so-cool kids until one day when I was no 
longer welcomed there as well. The girls of the not-so-
cool wrote me a letter excusing me from their group. 
After that event, there were the cool kids, the not-so-
cool kids, and then me, ostracized. I was the outcast 
of the outcasts. I was made fun of. I was told I was fat 
and unlovable. I was awkward, insecure, and 
unathletic.  
 
I had a speech impediment. I never wanted to speak; 
and, in fact I could get through the entire day without 
speaking to anyone. I was there physically, but I had 
no voice. I lived in isolation right in the middle of 
people.  
 
I barely wanted to be alive. I was angry at God and 
jealous of everybody. I had enormous self-loathing 
and no self-esteem. I was trying my best to show up in 
life - go to school, go to dance class, go to swim 
team practice… but as I showed up, so would my 
misery. We were inseparable - which made life 
difficult and burdensome.  
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By the time I was 13 
years old, I really 
couldn’t bare living 
any more. Life at 
home was rough. Life 
in school was hellish; 
and, the only place I 
felt I had to turn to 
was death. I thought 
that suicide would be 
the best option for 
escape. In my mind, it 
felt like a brilliant idea. 
It was an epiphany - it 
was my salvation from 
hell. I remember 
looking at my 

classmates thinking this would be the very last time I 
would see them and I was delighted at that thought. I 
went home and took as many medications as I could 
find in the house and drank as much alcohol as I 
could, and I thought it would be that easy. I was 
shocked to wake up and realize I was still alive.  
 
The level of agony was not understandable to me. I 
learned at one point that ‘victims’ sometimes don’t 
realize how bad things are and that they need 
people, compassionate witnesses, to point out that 
certain treatments are actually abusive. Even upon 
learning this, I still wondered how my agony, and my 
trying to escape through death came from my life 
experiences. All I knew at the time was that there was 
a hell burning inside of me, and the fire was 
unbearable. 
 

(Age 14 - 8th Grade graduation) 
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I wasn’t quite understanding what I was desperately 
trying to escape from until later in life when I 
remembered, with disgusting detail, being molested 
as a two-year-old girl. This violation along with 
everything happening at home and the bullying at 
school had such a profound impact on my life. It was 
an internal hell of self-loathing and shame as these 
circumstances infiltrated every aspect of my being 
including my thoughts about myself, the world, and 
God.  
 
At 16, I wound up pregnant and having an abortion. I 
told only one friend and navigated the experience 
on my own. That alone was incredibly devastating. To 
me, unhealed trauma creates more and more 
trauma and has a ripple effect until it is healed. It was 
like I caught a ripple from my past, hung out with 
abusive men, got pregnant, had an abortion, which 
then had a ripple effect into my future.  
 
The ripple effect of the early traumas was pervasive 
and followed me through most of my life: 
 
• My relationships with men were painful. Going into 

my teenage years and 20’s I would be attracted 
to men that were abusive. My first boyfriend in 
high school, killed two people. In college, I dated 
a hitman, an individual who people hired to 
threaten and beat up others. My friends would 
always wonder how I could possibly be attracted 
to that type of man. But I was. It was my norm. My 
norm was being afraid in relationships: going from 
a molester to a murderer to a hitman seems to 
make sense on the energetic level; energetically 
there was tremendous fear and this fear was 
present in all my relationships with men.  
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• Anything related to my body was completely 
distorted - including just having a body, being in 
my body, and being in the world. My relationship 
with my body was that of shame and disgust. I 
would look down at my body and cringe. It was 
unbearable at times to live in my body. My 
relationship with food was disastrous and 
maddening. There was no diet I could stick with 
because the sabotage was too powerful. I had 
this underlying belief that I was disgusting, that my 
body was disgusting, and therefore I ate to the 
point that I felt disgusting in my body. I maintained 
that belief.  

 
• I would do my best to suppress emotions through 

food and alcohol. I would suppress anger and 
rage, which led to deep depressions. When 
emotions would surface without my approval, I 
would feel violated by them; attacked by them; 
and in essence, feel raped by them. They were so 
‘other’ to me that I felt violated and tortured by 
my own emotions. 

 
• Having been molested, I could easily feel raped 

by anything; by the way someone looked at me, 
the way someone spoke to me - everything could 
penetrate me so easily. I lacked boundaries and a 
sense of self.  

 
• I would perpetuate my story by creating a drama 

that mimicked my early years of life. When the 
dust would settle, I would feel awkward in the 
easiness of life and would then create a new 
drama because I knew chaos; I knew disorder. 
When order would arrive, I would quickly dismiss it 
because it was not a part of my story - and who 
was I without my story? 
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• It is amazing how wounds can infiltrate so deeply 
and in so many ways. I struggled with commitment 
because I thought people would abandon me. I 
would be hyper-vigilant, not fully present in 
conversations as my mind would be thinking 
about safety. I was very quiet and rarely spoke. I 
had low self-esteem and didn’t feel my existence 
was valid. I took on the belief that I deserved 
punishment, my relationship with the Divine was 
bizarre and distorted at best. I struggled greatly 
with addictions. disagreements were seen as war 
and made me very uneasy and afraid. I beat 
myself up mentally and emotionally, as I had 
learned how to treat myself from how others 
treated me. I could have the nicest people 
around me, but without the concept of how to 
receive their love or that I was even worthy of 
love. So it was always cold and dark inside of me. 

 
• Just being in the world and doing something with 

my life was difficult. It took 4 colleges to finish 
undergrad and 4 years to complete a 2 year 
graduate program. I would bring this heaviness 
and distortion of reality into life and things would 
just go haywire. I had enormous potential, but 
couldn’t do anything with it because I also had a 
programming that I was scum, I have nothing to 
offer, I am an embarrassment, and should be kept 
quiet.  
 

My life was dark, disturbing and just impossible as I 
struggled with depression and most aspects of day-
to-day life. At 28, still struggling with living, I entered a 
depression which led to a second suicide attempt. 
This one brought upon a drug paralysis where I could 
not move, see, or speak. I was left only with my ability 
to hear. In the emergency room the doctors put 
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charcoal into my belly and my life was saved. At the 
time, I wasn’t thrilled that I was still alive.  
 

**** 
GOD AS CREATOR AND DESTROYER  
 
Part of the foundation to my story was my distorted 
image and understanding of God. I saw him as very 
masculine, mean, and out-to-get-me. He felt more 
like the Demon with a destruction story; than a God 
with a creation story. The notion that God is a good 
God didn’t resonate with me. At times, I saw God as 
evil, dark, distorted, and not worthy of running the 
universe. When people would say, “Let go and Let 
God” or “Don’t worry, God is in control”, I would 
cringe as I did not find relief in such statements. Let 
God do what to us? Do we really want a wrathful 
God to be in control?  
 
Hell was tangible to me. When I was in 6th grade, I 
was digging under a tree in my backyard. Within 6 
inches or so, I came across surface roots of the tree, 
which were red. I instantly thought that was the 
entrance to the Devil’s home, as if hell was that close 
and that easy to enter. I quickly covered up the roots. 
This event didn’t only shed light on my relationship 
with God and the Devil, but also on my relationship 
with nature and creation.  
 
I grew up believing that I have done something so 
wrong; that my existence is so wrong that there was a 
good chance that my pack, my tribe, were dwellers 
of hell, and that this is where I will hang. In both my 
suicide attempts, I wondered where I would go, 
feeling hell was definitely a possibility for me.  
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I attended Catholic school for 8 years of my life. It was 
there I was made fun of and ostracized. I left that 
school not believing in Jesus or Christianity. I was cold. 
I was mean. My 13-year-old self basically told beloved 
Jesus to go to hell. My logic was, if Christians believed 
in Jesus, and Christians are mean, I don’t believe in 
Jesus. It was there that I was taught that our spirit is a 
part of God. Yet, I didn’t want a God that I didn’t like 
to be a part of me. If my spirit (my essence) is of God, 
and I don’t like God, then I don’t like my spirit either. 
This was the logic of my child self. 
 

**** 
OTHER PEOPLE HOLDING ME IN A STORY 
 
I grew up as dumb. I had a grade school teacher that 
announced in front of the entire class, “You are 
dumb. D. U. M. Dumb.” When a student pointed out 
that dumb was spelled with a ‘b’ at the end, she 
responded by saying, “Kerry is so dumb, she is D. U. M. 
without the ‘b’.” 
 
I attended a small grade school. All the teachers and 
students knew me. They knew I was slower. They 
heard me speak with an impediment. They saw me 
awkward and unathletic in gym class. My story 
followed me from one grade to another. And then 
the story ended. I didn’t get smarter overnight. I 
simply graduated from St. Therese School and started 
to attend Ossining High School, a large public school. 
No one knew me there. The teachers were not 
informed that I was ‘dumb’. The gym teacher didn’t 
know I was the last one picked when choosing teams. 
The students didn’t know that I was the looser that 
was ostracized from the less popular group.  
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My identity wasn’t carried into the collective 
consciousness of the new school. There is a saying, 
“no matter where you go, there you are.” I agree with 
this very much. For me, it is balanced with external 
influences. My story is a co-creation of how people 
see me and how I experience myself in different 
environments. I often wonder how I am being shaped 
by environments/people/society and where I am 
able to maintain myself regardless of the 
environment/relationship with which I am in.  
 
Over the years, I had a number of friendships fall 
away as I shifted from one way of being to another. 
Having others define me was too crippling and my 
soul had other destinations than a prison within a 
certain level of consciousness. I have felt trapped in 
other people’s perception of me. There have been a 
number of friends in my life that have witnessed my 
instability, my drama, my intense struggle. They knew 
me for this struggle and it was difficult for me to step 
into a new way of being when I was around them. I 
had to end these friendships because I couldn’t grow 
within them. I literally broke-up with some of my 
closest friends because the imprint from my ‘psycho 
years’ (as one friend put it) was too embedded in 
their consciousness that when I was becoming more 
and more healthy, they still saw me through the lens 
of ‘psycho.’  
 
On the other hand, there have been many people in 
my life that have had more faith in me than I have 
had in myself. They saw a kindness I couldn’t feel. 
They saw an intelligence I didn’t honor. They saw 
potential I couldn’t dream of. They gifted me with a 
vision of a brighter me than the one I could see - and 
in doing so, they helped me step into this potential.  
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**** 
ACCESSING MY HEART  
 
As I reached out for help, it seemed like most people 
couldn’t put a dent into the agony I was living with. I 
had so many years of struggle with seemingly no real 
reprieve or transformation. I sought out endless 
healers, spent a ton of money, and felt like I was 
barely making any movement forward.  
 
Then in my early 30’s my physical health was falling 
apart. I herniated 4 disks in my back and was told 
that I would never be able to bend over and tie my 
shoes again. At the same time, I was extremely 
hyperthyroid and the endocrinologist I was working 
with told me the only option was to get rid of my 
thyroid. I could either have it removed via surgery or 
have it zapped with radioactive iodine. Either way, 
the thyroid had to go and it was recommended that I 
live on medications for the rest of my life. Both of 
these situations led me right into the world of 
alternative healing, because the mainstream was 
telling me that healing wasn’t an option. It was my 
physical health that opened this door to the 
alternative realm. I just couldn’t believe I couldn’t 
heal. So I set out on a quest to find people that 
believed in our abilities to heal.  
 
Early on in this adventure, I read books and attended 
workshops that helped me take my first steps on the 
path of healing my past as well as stopping the ripple 
effect of unhealed traumas going into my future. 
Ultimately, I had entered a journey into my heart. I 
was learning to feel my stuffed emotions and in doing 
so, allowing them an exit door out of my system. As 
long as they were stuffed, they were stagnant. And in 
their stagnation, I was stuck in a certain way of living.  
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When I sat with the emotions, regardless of how tough 
they were, (and sometimes they were excruciating) I 
was able to integrate them and then I wasn’t a slave 
to my own unconscious manifestations. I was learning 
to get into the heart of the matter, get deep into the 
energies of the heart and digest the emotional cause 
of the manifestations in my life. Never before did I 
understand the importance of feeling/freeing 
emotions. Emotions were something that got me in 
trouble. As a child, it was safe not to feel too happy or 
too sad. Feeling numb was a safety zone. Yet, at the 
same time, not feeling emotions, led to depressions, 
which was a deadly zone.  
 
I had not realized that healing on the emotional level 
allows for changes in the mind and body. Nor had I 
realized and acknowledged my heart as a creator of 
life experiences. I was learning how to take 
responsibility for life experiences as my creations from 
my emotional habits. This was the start of me being 
able to turn my life around, and it turned my life 
around by turning me inward, right into my own heart. 
 
In my heart, I had very specific feelings that I was 
creating: feelings of being used, under-appreciated, 
and feeling like a slave led me to find employers that 
treated me in a way that aligned with these feelings. I 
had feelings of abandonment and sure enough I 
found men that would abandon me. For a long time, I 
was feeling hellish, and so I created many hellish 
experiences outwardly and in doing so I perpetuated 
the ripple effects of unhealed traumas into my future.  
 
These were some of my patterns playing out in the 
world. It wasn’t always pretty to see the patterns that I 
discovered, but it was always empowering. It was the 
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beginning of when the old really started to dismantle 
and something new was being born. Where it wasn’t 
the same story year in and out, just with a different set 
of characters; different slave owners and different 
men that abandoned me, so to speak. 
 

**** 
I NEEDED MY STORY MORE THAN I NEEDED TO HEAL IT  
 
Beyond books and workshops, I dove into modalities 
such as Transformational Breath, EFT, HeartMath, 
Chinese Medicine, and worked with quite a few 
different energy healers. My healing journey hasn’t 
always been smooth sailing. In fact, there was a time I 
was very stuck. Years ago, I signed up or an 8-month 
class that met one weekend a month. The class was 
amazing. I loved what I was learning. The people 
were wonderful, and the instructor was brilliant. In 
fact, I loved it so much, I signed up for it a second 
year. Over that time, I spent nearly $20,000 between 
the cost of the course, train tickets into the city, and 
food and lodging. I was thinking it would be worth the 
cost, so I invested in this class believing the payoff 
would be me being able to turn my life around. 
 
I didn’t really grow much while in the class. I learned a 
lot but didn't transform a lot. I entered the class 
plagued with addiction, struggling with food, and 
bathed in intense self-loathing; shut off from God and 
shut off from love in general. On the last day of the 
class, after the 2nd year, I was extremely suicidal and 
hating life. All aspects of my life: my health, my 
finances, my work, my relationships, and my 
connection to God, all of it, all of it was a mess. I did 
not receive the healing I was expecting. The 
medicine from the class took a different form.  
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This is what I learned from the class:  
 
• I had a self-sabotage mechanism in place that 

could prevent even the best healers from helping 
me. 

• I had a strong identity of being a wounded 
woman, and I didn’t want to lose that identity. 

• I wasn't looking for healing.  
• I was looking to continue to use my wounds as a 

weapon on others. I used my pain and my broken 
life to get back at people that hurt me: “Look at 
how hurt I am. Look at how hard my life is. You did 
this to me. You failed me. You failed me, and I am 
going to prove it to you. Look, I am a mess. My 
entire life is a mess.” 

 
Obviously, this had nothing to do with the teacher, 
and everything to do with my programming, the 
people I was angry with, and the people I was trying 
to get back at by destroying my own life. In this way, 
the class was a huge success. I could start to see 
unconscious programming that was destroying my life 
and preventing me from healing. Part of me found it 
beneficial, comfortable, and useful to be wounded. 
Part of me didn’t think I was worth being healed. It 
would have been nicer if the lesson was less 
expensive and time-consuming, but so be it. It takes 
what it takes.  
 

**** 
FRAMING MY STORIES 
 
I have held my stories within different frameworks. 
Some of these frames have been freeing, while other 
frames have been demoralizing and paralyzing.  
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Framing my stories to make myself special: When I 
was young, I made up stories to make myself special. 
In grade school I would wear ace bandages and 
pretended I was hurt. Ace bandages and injuries 
made me special.  
 
As I grew older, my wounds from my childhood made 
me special. I would share about the agony and the 
misery I endured as a child growing up in a 
dysfunctional family; how paralyzing it was to be 
molested as a child. I told my story in a way that 
made me special. I loved being this kind of special. I 
noticed that I felt naked without my story. 
 
As that story shifted, I could tell my story from a place 
of freedom. A place of liberation. And if I am 
completely honest, I can still sense how my recovery 
and my triumph makes me special.  
 
The framework of karma: When I was in college, I 
shared some of my life experiences to a good friend. 
He sat there and listened, as if compassionately. After 
I completed, he informed me that I was a bad person 
in another lifetime because I had a rough childhood 
and all these bad things happened to me. This was 
karma, he explained. I took this to mean that I was a 
bad soul. Bad to my core. He expressed pity for me 
and my lower level of existence. Using this definition 
of karma to frame my story made me feel wretched. 
It not only brought zero healing to my wounds but 
enhanced my story of “I am not worthy of life.”  
 
The framework of old soul - young soul: In my 30’s I 
was holding a crystal in my right hand and I asked the 
store owner a question about the piece I was holding. 
He looked beyond the crystal to the lines embedded 
in my palm and made some comment about how he 
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was wowed by what an old soul I was. Well, that 
made me feel special.  
 
This was in stark contrast to a time in my late teens 
where some man who claimed to be spiritual told me 
that I was a young soul and he, as an old soul, could 
teach me ‘the ways’. At the time, I really didn’t know 
much about such things, yet it made me wonder 
what was I (young or old) and what would that mean 
about my identity.  
 
In recent years, I heard that there is a possibility that 
we are all the same age and the difference is how 
many incarnations we have had on Earth. Perhaps 
we are experts in another star system, and when we 
come here, our first incarnations make us seem like a 
young soul because we are getting used to this 
density and level of duality. 
 
The young soul frame makes me less-than. The old 
soul frame makes me special and wise. The frame of 
we are all the same age frames my story in a much 
different way, a way in which I am not better nor less 
than anyone.  
 
The framework of a sensitive empath: For many years I 
jumped on the wagon that equated being a sensitive 
empath with someone that had no energetic 
boundaries. Someone who didn't know where I 
ended and someone else began. Someone that 
could easily be destabilized by feeling the feelings of 
others. One that could not sense what is mine and 
what belongs to other people. Ultimately a victim of 
others’ emotional pain.  
 
I wondered when energies entered my field, if it was 
somehow my responsibility to deal with them. I 
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wondered if I had signed up to transmute energies 
that would enter into my system. I grappled with the 
ethics of healing on other people’s behalf, because 
wouldn't I be taking away their soul development if I 
was doing their healing? Do I even have permission 
from someone else to heal their sorrows? Is not 
everyone standing in their free will to suffer as they 
choose?  
 
Ultimately, I sensed that I connected myself to the 
common cultural story of sensitive/empathic people 
because of my programming (not because of my 
truth):  
 
• I had a program of being destabilized by others. 

So connecting to this cultural notion was in 
alignment with my wounded self that needed to 
be a victim of others.  

• A program of being boundary-less.  
• This story was also in alignment with taking on the 

responsibility of other people. I took on the 
responsibility of the troubles in my household 
growing up. Somehow it was my fault/responsibility 
that life wasn't lovely.  

• This was also in alignment with feeling at home 
with internal conflicts. Turmoil was my norm and 
this cultural story was in alignment with 
maintaining this kind of internal suffering.  
 

How do I frame being sensitive? Am I defective or 
talented? Am I too sensitive or sophisticated in feeling 
energies? Today, when I feel other’s emotions, I 
receive it as information in the form of vibrational 
frequencies. I note to myself, this is how their pain 
feels in my system. Yet, I don't declare that I know 
how they feel as I am feeling energies through my 
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own nervous system, emotional body, and ultimately 
through my own filter. I take this information as a way 
to empathize with others, as a way to know more 
accurately how to pray for them. I take this energy I 
receive and send it out as a prayer. If it lingers 
around, I then check in with how their story resonates 
with mine and see if being in their presence has 
triggered something in me that is calling for attention, 
calling to be healed.  
 
Ultimately, my goal is to maintain a strong sense of self 
and a knowing of who I am even within the 
complexities of energies, including the collective 
consciousness. I choose to learn how to be a 
sophisticated empath versus a destabilized empath. 
While listening to others, I work on remaining open, 
receptive, compassionate, sensitive as well as 
grounded and stabilized at the same time.  
 

**** 
KNOWING GOD AS MEDICINE  
 
As I continued on my journey, my relationship with the 
Divine was transforming. At one point in my journey, I 
was struggling with a skin rash. It was hot, red, 
inflamed, and painful. The rash felt like a hair coat, a 
self-punishment. To get rid of it, I tried everything, so I 
thought. I tried herbs, creams, changing my diet, 
soaking in baths. In telling my friends about this, one 
of them commented, “There are somethings you 
haven’t tried.” I looked at him with a blank stare. He 
then asked, “Have you tried God? Have you tried 
Love?”  
 
I had not. I tried every way I could to be at war with 
this rash, to conquer it. It reminded me of when I was 
a child and had a sunburn, my skin was lobster red. I 
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forced myself to take a hot bath thinking that would 
be helpful. My mom informed me afterwards that 
taking a cold bath would have been better as it 
would have cooled my skin. This was an epiphany. I 
had always thought of medicine as being painful. I 
did not know love as medicine; I did not know God as 
medicine.  
 
As I was approaching God more and more, I was 
realizing that I had a PTSD response to God. In 
meditations, I would be melting into and merging with 
spaciousness, and then come to full alertness with a 
hyper-vigilance to my surroundings. What is included 
in All-there-is? Is the everything-ness, the spaciousness 
of the Universe, and of the Divine safe to experience?  
 
I realized there is a profound difference between the 
Divine and human’s construct of God. I realized I had 
been well indoctrinated into the constructs that God 
was revengeful, and hell was an option. I can see 
now, that this wasn’t truth, it was indoctrination and 
the promotion of separation. Separation was good 
within the context of a wrathful God. It is good not to 
be so close and to keep a safe distance from such a 
being.  
 
As the construct of a wrathful God was dissipating, I 
was starting to experience a different Creator, a 
loving Mystery. Yet, now that God is a loving Creator, I 
realized how much I felt that I was unworthy of Divine 
love. I didn’t need to think about receiving God’s 
love when God wasn’t loving. But now that he is not a 
he and that Creator is a Mysterious Loving Presence, I 
discovered that I believed I was unlovable and 
unworthy of love. I had tried to kill myself twice and I 
had aborted a baby. If I had dishonored life, why 
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would the creator of life, love me? Am I worthy of 
love? Am I worthy of life?  
The more I opened to Creator’s love, the more I 
realized I was mad as hell at Creator. Livid for my 
entire life experience. Allowing myself to receive love 
from a being I was angry with was difficult.  
 
I also had this life-long feeling (outside of any contexts 
or any particular life event) that I had done 
something so wrong. So the more I opened to 
Creator, the more I could really feel my belief of 
being unworthy of love, but also my belief that I am 
deserving of punishment. In the presence of a loving 
Creator, I sensed I needed to atone for my existence. 
I am not worthy. I deserve to be punished. Therefore, I 
will not allow God to love me, forgive me, and 
support me (as if I have some say over what God 
does and doesn’t do). 
 

**** 
FROM JUDAS TO LAZARUS  
 
I feel that somewhere in my life, I took on the 
archetype of Judas. I knew Judas hung himself. When 
I was growing up, I had an invisible noose hanging in 
the family room. I never mentioned it to anyone. But it 
was real. I would never walk in that space and always 
walked around it as if it was physically there. 
 
When I was in my early 40’s, this relationship to Judas 
and his archetype was very present. I had dreamed 
two dreams and a past life regression which 
embodied this relationship:  
 

In the first dream, I am at an event of a 
clairvoyant reader. Though I am myself in the 
dream, the reader recognizes me as Judas and is 
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very upset with me. Livid is more accurate. He 
starts to yell at me and I become very big 
energetically to respond to him. I speak firmly and 
loudly,  

 
Yes, as it was written in the scriptures, Jesus 
was going to experience a horrible death. It 
had to be this way. Yes, I was a part of the 
group of souls who came to the earth at that 
time to do the deed that needed to happen. 
We set up the events that lead to the 
crucifixion. Many souls agreed to take on this 
task as it would lead to the salvation of the 
earth and all people. I love myself for this. I 
honor myself for this. I thank myself for this. At 
the time, it was a wretched act and I hung 
myself for this. I couldn’t bear the pain. I 
thought he would become the king of the 
Jews while in flesh. I just didn’t understand. 
But now I choose to live. I choose to love and 
to flourish and be so deeply alive and deeply 
in love with Jesus. He forgives me. All 
unfolded according to God’s plan. I choose 
to no longer live in the depths of hell. I choose 
to live in the Christ consciousness; within the 
loving embrace of the Lord. Not just on the 
outskirts of the embrace, but IN the embrace. 
And not just in the embrace, but actively 
receiving all the grace, all the love that is 
being poured out to me in this moment. And I 
shall live in the house of the Lord forever!!  

 
That was the end of the dream. I relate to Judas 
as feeling like I have done something so wrong 
that I don’t deserve life. But now I am choosing 
life, as Judas said via me, in the dream.  
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In a second dream-like state, I was dammed to 
hell as Judas. I could see people above my open 
grave throwing stones onto me. I wasn’t even 
bothered by any of this. I felt no physical or 
emotional pain. I simply called out to an elder 
and asked if there were any ceremonies that 
assist one in reversing damnation. I wonder if this 
dream is about healing the archetype of Judas 
that I carried for so many years. 

 
Also, during this time, I had a “past life regression”. I 
am not sure it was a real past life, hence the 
quotation marks. It almost felt like I was a soul 
fragment of Judas. In the regression, I went to the 
time of Jesus. I was in a field and off in the distance I 
could see Judas hanging from a tree. I wept and 
wept (in present time). I was so distraught, as I knew 
Judas didn’t have to go this way. I understood his 
mission. I was then in heaven with Judas and Jesus. 
Judas was so big, strong, mighty, beautiful, and 
loving. He loved me so much that I started to weep 
again (in present time). Oh, his eyes poured with love 
for me. He took a noose that was around my neck 
and dropped it from heaven to the earth where it 
decomposed. The noose was my cord that plugged 
me into the matrix. During the session, I called it the 
um-biblical cord instead of umbilical cord. He then 
pours a lot of water on me - like a LOT. It was so much 
water it actually made me laugh during the 
regression. The water fell to the earth from heaven. 
Then Judas turns to stone and crumbles to ash and 
returns to the earth. The water and the noose 
dropping from heaven to earth was Judas joining 
heaven and earth. 
 
During this time, I found myself thinking about Lazarus. 
To me, the archetype of Lazarus is that of awakening 
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from the dead, not a physical death, but awaking 
from a deadened heart, a deadened connection to 
God. It is an archetype of stepping back into life; an 
opportunity to live and to live more vibrantly. An 
opportunity to love; it is listening to the call of Creator.  
 
I feel Creator has always been calling, yet I wasn’t 
always able to hear. My heart was closed off to 
listening. The more I open my heart to listening, the 
more I hear Creator’s call. I feel Creator called me 
back from the dead. Over the years, I have heard 
Creator’s call in different ways. One such calling was 
in my late 20’s after my second suicide attempt. Upon 
healing, I had a calling to become a nun. I was very 
confused by this as I left the church and Jesus many 
years ago. The thought, “I want to be a nun” was so 
persistent and invasive that I found myself in a 
Catholic church asking a Sister of Mercy if there was 
someone I could talk to about this. Long story short, I 
discerned religious life for a year and then one day I 
knew this part of my journey was complete. I 
understood Jesus had called me back. The pendulum 
needed to swing from one extreme (throwing Jesus 
out of my life) to the other (religious life) so that it may 
be centered on the path as needed. 
 
Other callings are not as dramatic as a desire to 
devote my life to God. For example: feeling called to 
attend a workshop in New Jersey where I didn’t 
resonate with the workshop but I met a woman 
named Jean who told me about a book that 
transformed my life; feeling called to move from New 
York to the West Coast where I felt more in alignment 
with my purpose; feeling called to go to a crystal 
store when I wasn’t shopping for a crystal, only to 
meet the love of my life there.  
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I feel Creator reaching out in other ways as well. One 
day, I was at a friend’s home and she asked me what 
sparrows meant to me. She was asking me because 
right before I arrived, a bird had flown into the 
window. When she went out to find the bird to see if it 
was okay, she didn’t see one, so she went back 
inside. Then a sparrow got stuck between the glass 
door and the screen. As she helped release it, the 
bird flew off without any issue.  
 
To me, Creator speaks through creation, so when she 
asked, what sparrows mean to me, I burst into tears. 
Somewhere in the Bible there is a passage about all 
sparrows being taken care of by the Father. For so 
long, I felt I was living proof that this was not true as I 
was the one and only forgotten sparrow. A sparrow’s 
presence reminds me of Creator’s love. Legend has it 
that sparrows were the only bird present throughout 
the crucifixion of Jesus; that they are a symbol of 
awakening to a new life; of overcoming death. They 
represent dignity, self-worth, being worthy of God’s 
love. They represent freedom (life) from oppression 
(death).  
 
I continue to feel called to step more and more into a 
vibrant, connected life. A life of flow and love. I 
continue to remain open to learning how to connect 
with Creator; to heal aspects of myself that believe I 
am separate from Creator and all that is; to allow 
Creator to infuse my thinking, my emotions, my 
behaviors, and every cell of my body; to see all life 
(including my own) as an expression of consciousness. 
 

**** 
FROM EMPATHY TO ONENESS: I AM THE OTHER  
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I was exercising at the gym one day. A man was next 
to me on the elliptical. I had seen this man a few 
times before and he was a chatty one, one that 
complained, one that carried his physical struggles 
like badges of honor. I tried to maintain my space 
from him as I didn’t want to get sucked into his story 
and be another listener that he sucked the energy 
out of.  
 
Yet, one morning, we wound up on ellipticals right 
next to each other. In a moment of surrender, in a 
moment of being open to loving him, rather than 
judging him, in a moment of putting aside my fear of 
getting sucked into his drama, in a moment of being 
open, I felt myself as him. I felt myself as over six feet 
tall, with physical injuries that I was recovering from. I 
felt past surgeries I never had as “Kerry”. I felt what it 
was like to have his body, to move as he moved.  
 
I wasn't attempting to empathize. I wasn’t attempting 
to feel his pain. I was simply trying not to be fearful 
and judgmental. I was trying to be open to another 
experience and in opening, I opened myself to 
sensing a part of his experience for a few moments.  
 
I looked over at him and felt I was him. It made me 
think of all the people I saw as ‘other.’ Especially the 
ones I feared, hated, and/or mistrusted. To me, all 
people were ‘other’. There was a continuum of 
‘others:’ there were the ‘others’ I could relate to: 
there were the ‘others’ I felt were alien to me and my 
experience; and the ‘others’ I was repulsed by and 
wanted nothing to do with knowing their experience. 
 
Yet, in this moment there was no other. In this 
moment, I knew myself. I am the daughter and the 
father. I am the sister and the mother. I was this man 
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in a large, disabled, wounded body. Most striking to 
me was: I am the victim and my victors: I am my 
perpetrator; I am the opposite of all I think I am. And 
this goes both ways. Not only am I the people who 
have hurt me; the people that I felt self-righteous in 
relation to; the people I somehow felt better than. I 
am the people who I admire, the people that I feel I 
could never aspire to be like. I am the good I cannot 
see in myself. I am the bad that I see in others.  
 

**** 
DOING MY BEST TO LIVE INTENTIONALLY  
 
I continue to journey forward in my life and strive to 
make choices that are for my highest good. Yet, for 
me, the real question is not about what choices do I 
want to make in my life; it is about how do I gain 
access to the choices I wish to make in my life? How 
do I gain access to the ability to be, to feel, to think, 
to relate as I truly desire? How do I gain the ability 
and the capacity to choose thoughts, choose 
emotions, choose behaviors and live intentionally? 
How do I migrate from unconscious patterns to 
conscious choices? 
 
In certain areas of my life, I have experienced a 
profound inability to move forward, to overcome a 
behavior, to change a thought pattern, to manifest 
certain work opportunities. In certain areas, I do not 
experience, “The world is my oyster” and I can 
manifest whatever my heart desires. In certain times in 
my life, I have experienced, “The world is my oyster 
and my shell is not opening. Fantastic that I have a 
shell, but it is not opening.” To me, there is a 
distinction between having choices and having the 
ability to access and act upon that choice and live 
intentionally. When I cannot access and act upon a 
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choice, I explore where I may be hooked, where I 
may be stuck, where I may be swimming in the 
collective consciousness, where I may be drowning in 
my sub-consciousness, where I may be tethered to 
ancestral patterns alive in my DNA, where I might be 
imprinted from a parallel or past life that is having a 
strong influence on this life. 
 
For example, when I entered the workforce, I found a 
series of employers that treated me like a slave. They 
wanted to pay me very little in exchange for an 
enormous amount to work. They wanted me to 
dedicate my life to their projects without proper 
compensation. I even had one employer offer me 
room and board in exchange for me being their farm 
manager; food and shelter in exchange for me 
running their diverse farm operation. I sense this is not 
from this lifetime and that this is an imprint of slavery 
from a past or parallel existence. 
 
Much of my journey in moving forward has been to 
include the multidimensionality of my being. I used to 
believe that it was only past, unresolved traumas that 
have led to the inability to choose that which I was 
consciously desiring. The key to overcoming real 
stuckness, stagnation, paralysis in certain areas, 
including lifelong issues, has been to energetically 
find and transform the entanglement such as: 
ancestral patterns; soul fragments from others in my 
field; my soul being fragmented; my soul being 
connected to the mass consciousness; and imprints 
from past/parallel lives.  
 
I continue to gain access to choices that have been 
out of my reach in all areas of my life, be it, food, 
finances, relationships, health, connection to Spirit, or 
how I think about myself. As I do, I feel a great sense 
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of empowerment and freedom. Much of my access 
to choice has not been through my mind, but through 
my heart. I have never been able to will-power my 
way into those out-of-reach choices on any level: 
physically, in terms of behaviors; mentally, in terms of 
what I am thinking; emotionally, in terms of what I am 
feeling; or relationally, how I am choosing to relate to 
myself and relate to others. For me, when I see that I 
don’t have the ability to choose that which I want, I 
no longer try will-power. The whole notion of will-
power is nonsense to me when ancestral patterns are 
alive and well or the subconscious mind is running the 
show. It is not mind over matter for me. I need to get 
to the heart of the matter. When I let things shift in my 
heart, then my mind shifts, and my behavior shifts.  
 
My journey towards access to choice has not been 
through asking Creator to unlock the doors of the 
prison and hand me what I want, but asking Creator 
for the strength to be with what is. I pray,  
 

Be with me as I am baffled as to why I am still 
here struggling with a lifelong pattern. Help me 
access that which I am entangled in through 
feeling my way through the vibrational essence of 
it. Be with me as I enter the chambers of my heart 
and dismantle the unconscious pattern by 
digesting the emotions of the past experiences, 
from whatever timeframe. Help me to enter my 
heart and feel the fear and let it process until the 
anger comes. Let me be with the anger and feel 
the rage until it morphs into grief. Please help me 
feel the grief until it transforms into compassion. 
And through the compassion, please help me 
experience joy. 
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I continue to explore healers and modalities that 
could help me bring about transformation of my 
programming that might not be as deep and 
destructive now as it was in the past yet remains to 
have some influence on me. There is much I can do 
on my own. Yet, working with other people helps me 
disentangle from long-term, chronic issues. Ones that I 
have journeyed about, cried about, worked with 
myself, and still they are energetically in my field and 
deep in my cells. When I work with others, I don’t 
passively lay there as they work on me. I actively 
surrender, let my guard down, hand over the keys to 
my subconscious and allow them to reach what I 
cannot reach on my own. My desire to heal is greater 
than my desire to stay stuck. My desire to heal is 
greater than any embarrassment I carry about what I 
am going through. Therefore, I express as much as I 
can from the glimpses of the subconscious and set a 
strong intent to surrender, release, and transform.  
 
Just as much as I feel liberated from my past, it 
sometimes lingers in interesting ways. For example, I 
realized that I framed my healing practice in the 
same way I spoke about my childhood experience: 
“There were the cool kids, the not-so-cool kids, and 
then me, ostracized.” “There is mainstream medicine, 
alternative medicine, and then my work, which is 
even alternative to the alternative.” I said this for 
years without noticing the pattern and the distinct 
similarity in the sentence structure. I do practice a 
unique form of healing (energy moves my arms and 
hands without me even using my muscles as well as 
light language that I speak). Yet, I no longer need to 
ostracize myself. It is because of examples like this, 
that I continue to seek assistance in transforming my 
story.  
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There is something so powerful about bringing that 
which is festering and growing inside of me out into 
the light and having someone else listen and witness 
my journey. There is something about spelling it out to 
someone that dispels and diffuses the energy of an 
issue or a pattern. I feel that a big part of my healing 
has been breaking the spell that I have been under, a 
hypnotic spell. This spell stayed in place because 
there was so much shame in sharing my truth. With my 
story kept inside, this spell had me locked in place. 
When my horrors were kept in darkness, they had 
power over me. The more I bring my struggles to the 
light, the more they dissipate. In sharing my story, in 
spelling out my story, the spell continues to break, and 
I gain more and more freedom from my own history. It 
brings this sense of, “Was that really me; my life?” as if 
I am sharing about another person’s journey when 
telling my story. There have been some shifts in my life 
that lend me to feeling that my past was not even 
mine, or that it was another lifetime. 
 
Today, I do get grumpy. I do have my buttons 
pushed. I do have thought patterns that aren't 
positive. But what I have gained is a bit more 
accessibility to the choice and an ability to choose 
healthier thoughts, to choose positive emotions, and 
to choose beneficial behaviors. Through this journey, I 
have been able to access the sources of sabotage, 
resolve feeling unworthy, love myself and honor that I 
am someone worth sticking up for, remove the 
energetic imprint of slavery in my luminous body, shift 
subconscious beliefs that were holding me back, and 
gain a sense of purpose in life and the ability to live 
out this purpose. Through my journey, I have 
deepened my relationship with myself. I have been 
able to access the pattern of wretched relationships 
with men and facilitate a restorative shift that has 
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allowed for a deeply loving, committed, enriching 
relationship with a beautiful man named Krishna. I feel 
deeply honored to be sharing a sacred journey with 
such a beautiful soul that my heart feels much joy as 
well as the immense blessings from our 
companionship.  
 
I have also been able to transform my relationship 
with God. Augustine of Hippo wrote, “To fall in love 
with God is the greatest of romances…” There are 
many romance stories, yet for me, falling in love with 
life, with God, and with all of creation has been the 
greatest of all romances. Living in this timeless 
romance with God is my love story. Romance is a 
relationship and deepening my romance with God is 
my purpose. My personal work right now is co-
creating my story together as I am not the sole writer 
any more. 
 
Albert Einstein said, “I think the most important 
decision we make is whether we believe we live in a 
friendly or hostile universe.” One of the most 
important decisions I have made is to believe we live 
in a friendly Universe with a loving Creator. I choose 
friendly. I choose to be a loved, supported, 
unforgotten sparrow. I choose love and being loved. 
Additional choices I have made in my life are to not 
claim my story from a place of victimhood, but rather 
from my soul’s yearning to learn, and the choice to 
be curious, rather than judgmental about my inability 
to choose certain things with grace and ease. These 
have been some of the most loving choices I have 
made for myself. The ability to choose love is the 
greatest gift I have ever received. 
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DREAMING AWAKE: ALL STORIES LIVE 
IN THE STORY OF ONE 

By Sean O’Brian 
 

“What you seek is seeking you.”  
~ Rumi 

 
The word is where our power is. Words are sound 
vibrations that we symbolize and give meaning to 
through our agreements. The true language of the 
universe is vibration, or energy in motion. We live in a 
world of pure potential, of pure energy and vibration. 
Some of this energy can be seen, while almost all of it 
is invisible to the eye and silent to the ear. In order for 
us to outwardly communicate with the world, we 
must give meaning to common sounds and symbols. 
Humans are perpetual meaning makers. Our minds 
constantly attempt to give meaning to the world 
around and within us in an effort for it to make sense. 
For example, the word “apple” only has its meaning 
because we, as a multigenerational collective, have 
agreed to match that sound (apple) with that symbol 
(the round fruit of a tree of the rose family, which 
typically has thin red or green skin and crisp flesh). The 
meaning comes from the value that we attach to this 
word/symbol and use to find a common ground in 
which to communicate. In this way, we make up our 
world. In this way, we create and destroy. In this way 
we imprison, and we liberate. 
 
We are all born into a world that already had its own 
agreements; and, therefore its own story. Passed 
down for eons, these stories rippled and grew into the 
dream of the planet as it is today. There is a story for 
all things known in the world. We have our creation 
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stories and stories of where we come from. We were 
given stories from our families that also live in our DNA. 
We were born into stories of country, of society, and 
of the meanings of things. We were taught stories of 
how to behave, how to live, how to be in the world. 
These include the stories of right and wrong, good 
and bad, possible and impossible. The list of stories is 
seemingly endless. We have been born into a world 
dream (story) full of symbols and meaning, with 
seemingly no choice but to accept these as they 
were passed on to us. 
  
When we are sleeping in a dream, the dream is 
always happening to us. We become victims of the 
dream and are without the power to change it. We 
become tossed about like a ship without a rudder 
caught in a violent storm. Only when we awaken to 
the dream do we begin to realize that we are in 
relation to our dreamscape that it is actually 
communicating with us and somehow mysteriously 
working on our behalf. While lucid, we can see that 
the dreamscape responds to our every thought, 
word, action, and intention. The dream becomes 
alive. It becomes an active reflection of the dreamer. 
 
What if our everyday lives were just another form of a 
dream? What if we were born into a world that was 
dreaming asleep and forgot how to speak the true 
language of the uni (one) verse (song or story)? What 
if everything in our life has and is happening for us 
instead of to us? What if there are other stories that 
we have never been told? New stories that would 
open up a world far greater than our world today. 
What if we could write a new story? 
 

**** 
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I was born July 20th, 
1985. This was my 
mother’s golden 
birthday (she turned 
20 on the 20th). This 
makes me a golden 
child J. My mother 
gave birth to me in 
Roseville, CA; and I 
was an only child. I 
was blessed to be 
born into a very 
loving and 
supportive family 
and was the first-
born grandchild. My 
young parents got 
married while 
pregnant with me 
and divorced by 

the time I was 1. My parents have never talked much 
about their relationship, so I do not know how or why 
they split. The divorce left my 20-year-old mother to 
raise me with the support of many others. I spent 
much of my childhood in the care of babysitters, 
daycares, preschools, and after school programs. 
Because of this, I was around many different people 
and many children from a very young age. My 
natural curiosity was fed by watching all of these 
different characters in my life. One day, before the 
age of four, I observed one of the kids in my daycare 
getting all upset and throwing a nasty temper 
tantrum. As I watched this somewhat comical act, I 
wondered why someone would choose to act like 
that over something so small as not getting their way. 
It just didn’t make sense to me. I know now that this 
was one of my first recognized encounters with the 
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human ego in action. In another instance, I 
remember being in the backseat of the car while my 
mother drove around town. I would watch people 
out of the car window that were walking down the 
street and ponder what it would be like to be that 
other person in that exact moment. What were they 
thinking? How were they feeling and experiencing life 
in that moment? Where were they going and what 
did it mean to be that person? I could see this person 
and intuitively know that they were a part of my 
dream, yet at the same time, they were in an entirely 
different dream of their own. I would try to 
understand what this all meant and wrestle with the 
concept until my mind would get frustrated, 
overload, and turn to mush. I was four or five at 
the time. 
 
I was always very sensitive as a kid; and, although I 
was often around other children, I had few real 
friends. I spent much of my time at home watching 
cartoons or playing with my imagination. My room 
was filled with mountains of stuffed animals, toys, and 
collections of fossils, arrowheads, and stones. These 
were my real friends. I would talk to them and they 
would listen and speak back to me. Each had their 
own personality and soul. I could feel their energies 
and they would give me strength. I tucked them into 
bed with me at night and they would come with me 
into dreamtime as my teachers and protectors. They 
always kept the monsters of the dark away from me. 
They made sure that the ones that came from under 
the bed or in the closet stayed there. When I started 
public school, at age five, my friends were not 
allowed to go with me. They were left behind and 
eventually forgotten. 
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The bullies found me at age 6. I was at school being 
my happy bright self, when they set their sights on me. 
For no apparent reason, three older boys began 
pointing and laughing at me. They made pig faces 
by pushing up their noses with a finger and oinked 
and squealed loudly at me. They laughed as they 
called me pig boy. Telling me that I looked like a pig 
because I had big nostrils (I was still growing into 
them). This was the first time that I remember thinking 
and feeling that there was something innately wrong 
with me. That I was not okay being myself. These 
young boys’ words became like a virus in my head 
that would slowly grow to become a belief that I was 
not alright as I was.  
 
Upon returning home from school, I cried in my 
mother’s lap as I explained the story of what 
happened. She listened and responded with wisdom 
and compassion. She taught me two valuable lessons 
that day. Number one was to not take it personally, 
because the boys were acting out of their own pain. 
And number two was to love myself and those other 
boys. She told me to give love to everybody because 
everyone needs love, especially the ones who are 
hurting. She said that these poor young boys were 
probably hurting inside and just needed to feel love 
too. She said that this may have been why they were 
being mean. Maybe they weren’t getting the love 
that they needed from their mothers. My mom told 
me that I had a beautiful, perfect nose, and that 
what they told me was false. I felt better after what 
she shared with me but still didn’t quite understand 
the lesson or fully believe her about my nose. I mean, 
she was my mom and had to say that it was a 
beautiful nose, right? Looking back, this lesson of 
“love everybody no matter what” was the closest 
principle to a religious or spiritual belief that I was 
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brought up with. It would later become my saving 
grace. 
 
Over the subsequent years, I began adopting more 
and more of the stories of others. I was accumulating 
more beliefs/agreements from society, my peers, and 
life experiences. My accumulating memories would 
stack and compound to inform my personality on 
how to behave. I learned how to dress, how to talk, 
what music to listen to, how to be a boy, what was 
cool and uncool, and what was socially acceptable 
behavior. I learned the rules and was taught to be a 
“good boy” by obeying them without question. It 
seemed like the whole social game was to fit in, be 
liked, be cool, and to do what the adults told me to 
do. I learned that being too different or standing out 
was not safe to do. If I was too brilliant, I would draw 
too much attention to myself and become a target 
for abuse. So, I became a solid B+ student and 
played the game well enough to become a cool kid 
and one of the most popular kids in the school by 
age eleven. All the while, each one of the new, 
unspoken beliefs/agreements that I was making with 
myself/society were constructing an invisible cage 
around my sense of self-expression. Each one was 
making me feel less and less “me”; and, more and 
more of what I was “supposed" to be. As a boy in 
society, I wasn’t allowed to be sensitive or emotional. 
I was supposed to be “good” and that word carried 
a lot of weighted expectations for me. I was no 
longer allowed to carry my blanky, play with stuffed 
animals, or collect crystals because that was waaaay 
uncool. I was supposed to fit into the box of what was 
socially acceptable and expected or else I would be 
punished. I began stuffing down “bad” emotions 
because they were not okay for me to express. 
Turmoil and rage began brewing within me. I would 
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bottle it up until a circumstance would cause the 
volcano of pent-up emotion to explode on another. 
This happened a few times in ways that hurt others. I 
learned that this explosive power was bad and that I 
must learn to tame the wild beast that lived within 
me.  
 
By the time that I was sixteen, my mother had 
remarried, gave birth to three more children, and was 
in the middle of her second divorce. I had been 
exposed to and given in to peer pressure many times. 
I had stolen and smoked my father’s Marlboro Light 
cigarettes that he would hide; and, I nearly got 
expelled for bringing them to school. I had lost my 
virginity the day before my fourteenth birthday, 
smoked plenty of weed, drank alcohol, and been 
cheated on by two, going on three, girlfriends. At age 
twelve, I decided and told my biological father that I 
no longer wanted to go to his house every other 
weekend for custody visitation. I hated feeling like I 
was “in the middle” of my parents and in between 
families. Now, at age sixteen, I was smack dab in the 
middle of another divorce. My stepdad would cry on 
my shoulder about how he loved my mom and was 
upset at was happening between them. Then, I’d turn 
around and go into the house, only to have my mom 
bash on him saying that he didn’t love her (or at least 
show it). She would follow this by crying on my 
shoulder. It sucked. I could feel everyone's pain, loved 
everybody, and it hurt my heart. My younger siblings 
were three, five, and seven and I could see their 
trauma unfolding right before my eyes. A family scar 
in progress. I knew how tough it would be on my 
siblings, to be raised by divorced parents, and could 
imagine what they were in for. I wanted to protect 
them, fix my parents relationship, and keep going all 
together as one family. I felt immense sadness and 
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grief for my dying family unit. I wanted to help but 
didn’t know how to fix it. I was powerless to change 
the course that was already set in motion. I told 
myself that I had to be strong for my family. They 
needed me. So, I bottled it up and stuffed it down. I 

talked to nobody about it 
and kept doing what was 
expected of me as a sixteen-
year-old young man. 
 
Thank goodness I had 
football as a positive outlet 
and distraction from my 
home life; or else I might 
have gone crazy. High 
school football allowed for a 
positive focus of my energy, 
and a place where I could 
temporarily forget about the 
worries of my home life. I 
channeled my energy into 
football and school as an 
escape. It paid off for me in 
the fact that it kept me from 
going to the war in Iraq when 

I graduated; and, helped to pay for my college. I was 
recruited to play football by a local junior college, 
then transferred to a four-year university on an 
academic and athletic scholarship. I was a big buff 
meathead. Smart enough to get A’s and B’s, but 
emotionally ignorant and unwilling to open up with 
others to a place of vulnerability. I learned to cope 
with the many years of self-suppression and emotional 
stuffing by distracting myself with addictive behaviors. 
These added to my ego sense of control and at the 
same time gave me some sort of personal release. I 
was taking steroids while training my ass off for 



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

49 

football, doing just enough school work to pass my 
classes, and the rest of the time I was living the 
“college life.” To me, this meant partying, drinking, 
smoking weed, doing drugs, and having sex with as 
many women as I could. My mindset was to live fast 
and die young. I took pleasure in my lifestyle because 
it masked the deep sadness, grief, rage, and 
unresolved baggage that I was lugging around. I was 
physically strong, cocky, a superstar on the field, the 
life of the party, and that is all I let anyone see. I gave 
off that I had my shit together but was very sad deep 
inside.  
 

**** 
Flash forward to me at age twenty-three. I had 
graduated from college with a Bachelor of Science in 
health and wellness studies and was far from both 
(health or wellness). I was living with two roommates 
and working as a personal trainer and boot-camp 
instructor. I was still very much living the same lifestyle 
as I did in college. I smoked weed regularly, worked 
during the week and partied most weekends. My 
world was that of pure physicality. I had seemingly no 
connection to a higher power and an emotional IQ 
of next to zero. I felt things intuitively but did not have 
the value or belief to listen to how I felt. I thought that 
after graduating college I was supposed to get a 
good paying job, save money, and work until I could 
retire. In retirement, I would enjoy doing all of the 
things that I had wanted to do and had put off all my 
life. Then I'd eventually die. This was the story and plan 
laid out before me. After about a year and a half of 
working at this corporate gym, I began wanting more. 
The work became too easy. I was bored, and my life 
felt empty. I was maxed out on my pay scale and 
needed a change. The only thing was that I didn’t 
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know how and had no one to show me (or so I 
thought). I quickly became frustrated and felt stuck.  
Fear, doubt, and uncertainty were the chains 
keeping me where I was at. If I did something 
different, I could fail. What would others think of me? I 
had no business experience. How was I going to go 
out on my own? Would anyone even want to train 
with me without the gym to entice them? I needed 
help and turned to the stars for answers. I was never 
taught how to pray, but always connected with the 
night sky because it gave me a sense of 
expansiveness and wonder. I would imagine that I 
was part of something greater yet couldn’t help 
feeling so small and insignificant. I began asking 
myself and the stars questions. Such as, what’s the 
point of all this/life? Why am I really here? And, is this 
all there is to life? I felt in my heart that there had to 
be much more to life than what I was experiencing. I 
often wondered if anyone would miss me if I died. 
What difference would it make if I was not here? I 
wondered what the experience of death was like. Of 
course, I did not have the answers to these questions 
and heard nothing back from the stars. So, I kept on 
living as I had been; empty, frustrated, and stuck. 

 
It was February of 2009 when, out of nowhere, I 
started having non-stop diarrhea. I went all day and 
night for two months straight. Some days, I would 
make twenty plus trips to the toilet. I was shitting 
blood and mucous and quickly became dehydrated 
and malnourished. I was scared and had no health 
insurance. I decided to go to a “doc in the box” to 
get help. They gave me a super strong round of 
antibiotics. It did nothing for me. I went to a different 
doctor in the box. They gave me another round of 
the same antibiotics. Still, no difference. My weight 
went from 195 pounds of solid muscle to less than 160 
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pounds in less than two months. I was so weak and 
fatigued that I could hardly stand up. When I did, my 
vision would go black and blink stars and I’d feel like I 
was going to faint. I had no clue what was wrong with 
me and I felt like I was dying. One day, when I was 
laying on the couch, my mind began to wander. I 
was wallowing in how terrible of a place I was in, 
taking account of all of the pain and discomfort. With 
that thought, my mind began to run away with itself 
by thinking of all of the messed-up stuff that could be 
wrong with me. There could be a giant parasite living 
inside of my intestines. Or was it cancer? Or this? Or 
that? Then, a thought popped into my field of 
awareness from a different place. “What is the very 
worst-case scenario that could happen to you?” the 
thought asked. And the answer came. “Death. I 
could die.” That’s the worst thing I could think of 
happening, yet, that thought actually brought me a 
sense of relief. I could, for the first time, feel the ease 
of surrender and the lifting of burdens. Energetically, I 
could feel myself falling into this space of death and 
surrender. I was thankful. There came a softening, an 
expansion, and a freeing energy in my field of 
experience. I closed my eyes and rested in this place 
for a moment.  
 
When I opened my eyes again, it seemed as if an 
eternity had passed. I embraced the inevitability of 
and tasted the sweetness of death. The part of me 
that was wrapped in pain, struggle, and suffering was 
released in that moment. On a deep inhale, I quietly 
thought to myself, “But I’m not ready to die…” Then, 
“I want to live!” There was a surge of excitement that 
washed over me, and my heart quickened. Along 
with this, came a flood of questions that dropped in, 
all at once. “If you truly want to live, how would you 
like to live? How do you want your body to feel? How 
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would you like to feel emotionally? What do you want 
to do with your time? What do you want to 
experience in your life? What do you want to share? 
And with whom?” I had instantly been resurrected 
from the tomb of gloom that I was living in and felt 
the rush of life force flowing through and around my 
body. On that day, I experienced the powers of life 
and death. I now know that I had experienced a 
spontaneous, alchemical death/rebirth and 
simultaneous kundalini awakening. I decided that I 
wanted to live a long, full, healthy, and deeply 
meaningful life. I had no clue how I was going to do 
that or even what that meant, but I did have a new-
found sense of faith and hope that it could be done. 
  
After two months of multiple doctor’s visits, rounds of 
antibiotics, and a trip to the emergency room, I finally 
received a diagnosis from a GI specialist. He told me 
that I had something called ulcerative colitis. He told 
me that it was an autoimmune disease and that my 
body was attacking itself, causing ulcers in the colon. 
He also told me that there was no cause and no cure 
to this disease. Lastly, he told me that I would have it 
for the rest of my life and have a 50% higher risk of 
getting colon cancer. He suggested that I try some 
drug samples and recommended that I pay 
$500/month and take them for the rest of my life. He 
said that this may relieve some of the symptoms but 
would not cure anything. He then shook my hand 
and wished me luck. I was relieved at knowing what 
to call it and in shock at the same time. I did not stop 
to question the information he gave me one bit 
because my belief at the time was that doctors were 
supposed to help people heal (I now know better). I 
took the doctor’s words for truth, took his drugs, and 
changed nothing as far as diet or lifestyle. I guess I 
was in the denial stage of my recovery. I kept working 
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at the same job for another year and a half, so that I 
could pay off my thousands of dollars’ worth of 
medical bills and afford my medication drugs.  
 
That summer, I was reunited with a young woman 
that I used to work with in junior college. We had 
much in common and ended up dating. She 
became a catalyst in my life and sparked positive 
change. She had her own digestive issues and was 
completely gluten free. I then completely cut gluten 
from my diet and began paying more attention to 
the cause and effect of my food choices. She also 
exposed me to many mind opening documentaries 
(many of which were/are on Netflix). These 
documentaries tested my existing beliefs and made 
me question reality as I knew it. I learned that people 
can heal themselves of “incurable diseases” naturally 
and that many thousands have done this. I heard 
stories of miracles like spontaneous remission. I 
learned about consciousness, quantum mechanics, 
and a fractal universe. In the movie What the Bleep 
Do We Know!?  
 
I explored the mind, energy, and its connection to the 
universe and world around us. I learned that reality is 
fluid and ever changing like a river. I was learning a 
new story and loving it! I wanted more and continued 
seeking a new truth. At around this same time, she 
suggested a new documentary for me to watch. She 
said that she thought I was ready for it. Looking back, 
my choice to watch this next documentary was much 
like the movie The Matrix, where Morpheus (Greek 
God of dreams) offers Neo a potentially life altering 
decision. Morpheus gives Neo the choice to take the 
blue pill and stay in the matrix or he can take the red 
pill, wake up from the matrix, and see how far the 
rabbit hole goes. Like Neo, I too chose the red pill. The 
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documentary’s name is Zeitgeist. The documentary 
explores controversial links between organized 
religion, global financial markets, and world power. It 
blew my mind and shook me to the core. It made me 
realize that I was living in a story that was not entirely 
true. It woke me up to wanting to create a new 
dream for myself beyond the one I was born into. 
After this documentary and many others, I needed to 
know THE “Truth” (with a capital T). I had to find out 
what was real for me. I was angry at the world for 
spoon feeding me bullshit; and, passionate to 
discover a new way of living in the world. I was 
waking up from a dream of control, fear, global 
manipulation, scarcity, and illusion. At the same time, 
I was also awakening to the possibility of a dream 
that included healing, wholeness, harmony, intention, 
abundance, sustainability, divinity, unity, and love.  
 
I knew that in order for my world to change, I had to 
change. So, I began reading books like A New Earth, 
Be Love Now, and The Subtle Body. I began a daily 
practice of yoga and meditation. I became more 
mindful of my thoughts and vibrations and took 
responsibility for them. I began to believe that I was a 
part of something greate, that I was connected to all 
things through energy; and, that through this universal 
energy, all things were one. I was learning the 
language of the universe and becoming more lucid 
in my dream. These new beliefs helped me to find a 
new way of being in the world and brought more 
meaning to my existence. I witnessed Dr. Emoto’s 
water experiments (YouTube it) which proved to me 
that my thoughts, words, feelings, and intentions really 
do matter. That a single thought has the power to 
change every cell in my physical body and because 
my physical body is just a microcosm of a larger, 
macrocosmic universe, my intentions also effected 
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the rest of the universe too. This was a big deal. 
Seeing the world in this way brought magic to my life. 
I could bless my food and it would be better for me. I 
would bless every single thing in my life with intention 
because it was so much fun. With this power also 
came a big responsibility. I wanted to make sure that I 
only used this magic to bless and heal. I learned that 
disease could not exist in a positive and loving 
environment. My new practice was to align with the 
vibration of love and appreciation. This way every cell 
would resonate in harmony with the love of the 
universe. And my body and reality would reflect love 
and health back to me. The world is like looking into a 
mirror. If I wanted the world to smile at me, first I had 
to smile. 
 
Although my intentions were strong and true, I still had 
my challenges. My relationship was unstable and 
emotionally abusive, my body and emotions were still 
healing, and I was still “stuck” at my job because I did 
not have the courage to leave it. I was now paying 
attention to my inner being and valued how I felt. I 
was doing great but still had so much of my old 
conditioning and world influencing my life. Here I was 
in the middle again. This time between the old falling 
away and the new arising. As my dear friend Krishna 
puts it, I was learning the dance between being and 
becoming.  
 
I ended up making my way out of my job by 
purposefully getting fired. I then designated my time 
to following that damn white rabbit further down the 
rabbit hole. I spent many hours researching, learning 
about, and applying new concepts that I had found. 
I pretty much got my hands on every healing 
modality and transformative tool that I could access. 
From energy and sound healing to visualization, eft, 
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affirmation, nutrition, juicing, and acupuncture. You 
name it, I probably researched it and most likely tried 
it. I discovered kundalini energy, the chakras and 
luminous body. I learned about the light body, how it 
responds to our intentions, and how it could be used 
for many things including astral travel. I met the 
angels, star beings, fairies, ET’s, and animal totems in 
my shamanic journeying. My crystal friends came 
back into my life as healing allies. I began noticing 
reoccurring numbers, guiding thoughts, and signs that 
pointed me in the right direction. I learned what the 
term synchronicity meant and found that the universe 
was leaving me little bread crumbs as clues to follow 
and help guide me on my path. I ate up and loved 
the bread crumbs. It became a game that I couldn’t 
get enough of. 
 
I had been contemplating breaking it off with my 
girlfriend at the time for a few months when she told 
me that she was going to move to Hawaii and 
wanted me to go with her. She had just gotten her 
yoga teacher certification and would be living at a 
yoga retreat community for three months. I had just 
started my own health coaching business and 
thought that her move to Hawaii may be an easy 
way out of our relationship (I now know that I had 
obvious difficulties in letting things go). I originally told 
her no and was going to let her go without me. Two 
weeks before her flight out, I changed my mind. I had 
always wanted to return to Hawaii since I was twelve, 
I didn’t have too much responsibility holding me 
back, so I thought that it was worth a shot. I did care 
for her and told myself that if we could not make it 
work in tropical paradise then we just were not meant 
to be. 
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Two weeks later and we were on the Big Island of 
Hawaii. We had both committed to a three-month 
work trade agreement at a yoga retreat community 
called Kalani Honua. My intention was to learn how to 
grow food and live sustainably in conscious 
community. I worked around 20-25 hours a week and 
paid $500/month in exchange for a tent in the jungle, 
access to all of the resorts amenities, classes, 
discounted workshops, and all you can eat meals 
prepared three times a day.  
 
There were all kinds of cool classes and talks that I 
attended. I went to a class taught by a woman who 
was a professional psychic and she helped me to 
awaken to my intuitive and psychic abilities. I 
attended trance dance on Sundays and learned to 
let my body express itself freely to the rhythms of the 
music without caring that others could see me. One 
workshop that called to me before I even left for the 
island was a five-day intensive called “The 
Quickening.” It was taught by a powerful galactic 
healer and chiropractor, named Dr. Suzan Rossi. She 
held space for our transformations with the assistance 
of an animal healer and shamanic practitioner, Chris 
Two Owls. They used an ancient Mayan healing 
technology, called light language, to clear out old 
programming and reorganize our energy fields for 
rapid evolution. They did this all through their words, 
energy, and intention. It was like taking your car to 
the shop and getting all of the fluids changed, tires 
replaced, detailed from top to bottom, getting 
upgrades on all of the parts, new computer software 
installed, and a chip put into the engine for increased 
performance. By the time you went to drive that car 
away from the shop it’s still technically the same car 
but it’s not at all the same. Yeah, the workshop was 
kind of like that. It was very intense and also included 
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some time for ceremony to pray for the aina (land) 
and aumakua (ancestors). During this workshop, I had 
a very clear dream in which I was riding a white 
horse. The horse leapt across a large gap in the trail 
and we both came crashing down on the other side. 
We stood, and I hugged him with gratitude before 
releasing him into a field of waterfalls to run free with 
a band of other wild horses. This was a healing 
dream, and a gift. 
  
My favorite class at Kalani was called Huna Healing. I 
met twice a week in a group setting with a Kahuna 
named Stewart Blackburn, who called himself the 
shaman of pleasure. He was a big tropical looking 
Santa Clause Kahuna (big round belly, white beard, 
and rosy cheeks). In this class we learned, as well as 
practiced, the seven principles of Huna (the ancient 
Hawaiian spiritual practice). I learned how to shift my 
perspective to look at the world differently than I had 
before. By changing the way, I looked at things, the 
things I looked at changed. The seven fundamental 
principles of Huna are: 
 
 • IKE – The world is what you think it is. 
 • KALA – There are no limits, everything is 

possible. 
 • MAKIA – Energy flows where attention goes. 
 • MANAWA – Now is the moment of power. 
 • ALOHA – To love is to be happy with. 
 • MANA – All power comes from within. 
 
During my time with Stewart, I also honed my skills of 
shamanic journeying. Each week we would journey 
into the spirit realm, or “non-ordinary reality”, to 
receive guidance, healing, and insight. These 
principles and practices helped to empower me as 
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the co-creator of my 
world and expanded my 
belief of what was 
possible for me in it. 
 
One fun example of this 
shift occurred over a life 
changing breakfast. I 
awoke one morning in the 
jungles of Puna. The 
conch sounded that 
breakfast was ready, so I 
made my way to the lanai 
to eat. At the time I was 
still having loose, 
unhealthy stools. I was on 
a very restricted diet that 
eliminated all sorts of 
things including all gluten, 
grains, most starches, 
sugars, preservatives, 
anything artificial, dairy, 
and the like.  
 
For two years I lived on 
fruits, vegetables, squash, 
nuts, seeds, eggs, oils, and 
meat only. Every morning, 
I would skip by all of the 
delicious looking things in the buffet line that I could 
not eat and go straight to the papayas, bananas, 
and pineapple. On this particular morning the kitchen 
was serving cinnamon rolls. “Oh how I used to love 
cinnamon rolls,” I thought silently to myself as I waited 
in line. My mouth began to salivate as I recalled all of 
the fond memories of enjoying delicious cinnamon 
rolls.  
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I could still remember being a kid and trying my first 
cinnamon roll in the restaurant that my mom used to 
work at. It was huge and covered with butter, melted 
frosting, and candied pecans. It was warm, ooey 
gooey, and oooh so good. “I always loved savoring 
the center last,” I thought. I was snapped out of the 
fantasy when the person in line before me moved 
forward. I noticed that my mouth was watering, my 
body was tingling with excitement, and I felt joy in my 
heart. Could I get a cinnamon roll? “No! There is 
gluten and sugar and dairy and all other kinds of bad 
stuff that you’re not allowed to eat in that!” “What 
the!? Where the heck did that voice come from? I 
can get a cinnamon roll if I want to. That cinnamon 
roll doesn’t have power over me. All power comes 
from within,” I responded in my head to the opposing 
voice. It went quiet. I got a little nervous and 
butterflies welled up in my stomach. Was I really going 
to get the cinnamon roll? “Yeah. Why not? I love 
cinnamon rolls and because of that my body loves 
them too.” “Ok, I’ll do it.” I walked up to the serving 
line, grabbed my plate, and breathed a deep breath 
into the anticipation in my belly, as I scoped out 
exactly which cinnamon roll I was going to go for. The 
server asked if I wanted eggs. “No, thank you,” I 
replied. “Oatmeal?” “No thanks.” “Would you like a 
cinnamon roll?” “Yes, please!” I said with wide eyes 
and a grin on my face. “I’ll take that one riiiiiiight 
there,” I pointed. I was doing it. No turning back now. 
I walked very slowly as I carefully carried my plated 
cinnamon roll through the line and out to the best 
spot on the lanai. I sat down and marveled at the 
masterpiece before me.  
 
I wanted to fully experience this gift so I smelled its 
warm, sweet aroma. I rotated the plate to look at the 
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cinnamon roll from all sides and plan my approach. I 
took a moment to give thanks and bless this 
cinnamon roll before I ate it. I closed my eyes and 
started to do so silently when my (now ex) girlfriend 
interrupted me. She was in shock to see I was about 
to feast on a giant cinnamon roll. She squawked, 
“What are you doing!? You can’t eat that. There is 
sugar and gluten…” I interrupted her by putting my 
hand up and telling her to be quiet. “I love cinnamon 
rolls! I will bless this food and my body will love it too. 
Now please go away and leave me alone!” She left, 
and I reset my vibe. I was no longer going to be afraid 
of my food. I would love and cherish my food for its 
nourishment of my body and soul. I ate that 
cinnamon roll slowly and cherished every last morsel. 
It may have taken me 45 minutes to eat it and it was 
the best damn cinnamon roll I have eaten in my 
entire life. The next day, I had my first solid bowel 
movement in over two years and over the next few 
months I progressively got better to the point that I 
only had solid bowel movements again. Bless that 
cinnamon roll for it may have saved my life. 
 
After a month on the island, Pele (lava Goddess of 
the islands who both creates and destroys) was 
working her healing and purifying magic on me 
strong. She was helping me to burn away illusions in 
order to reveal my natural alignment with the heart of 
love. I could now more clearly see that I was naturally 
a happy and light person. I also noticed that when I 
was around my girlfriend, she would have some 
reason to not be happy. I would hear her out and see 
if she was open to a different perspective and each 
time, she was not. I began to see a yoyo type of 
dynamic, where I would be up, and she would be 
down. She wanted me to meet her down there 
where she was at and would try to pull me down 
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there with her. I could go there but preferred a 
different perspective that she was not willing to 
accept. I observed this dynamic for some time and 
my heart knew what had to be done.  
 
My head did not want to accept my heart’s truth and 
fought its calling with fear and uncertainty. There was 
a battle going on within me. This wrestling match 
continued to eat at me until one full moon night 
when I called upon the help of a trusted friend. He 
just listened to me and allowed for me to speak my 
truth to him, the moon, stars, and ocean. I expressed 
what was going on within me and the described 
opposing perspectives. I told him of all of the 
justifications that my mind gave to stay and how my 
heart was telling a different story. After I got it all out, 
he asked me one simple question. He asked what it 
was that my spirit needed? I instantly dropped my 
internal awareness down, out of my head and into 
my heart space. I clearly heard and accepted the 
answer. I spoke out loud that I needed to break up 
with her. I immediately felt better. My heart lifted and 
opened. Only after the head chimed in with 
worrisome thoughts of the future did a wave of 
sadness come over me. I knew that it would not be 
easy, but I had the clarity and knew what had to be 
done. On that night, I vowed to listen to and honor 
my spirit by following its guidance always. 
 
Because of this commitment, I know that I am led. I 
know that I have my own internal GPS (God 
positioning system) and trust that it will help me to find 
my way, no matter what. It has helped me to create 
the life that I am grateful to be living today. One that 
is filled with love. Spirit has helped me to attract my 
soul mate and brought me joy, evolution, purpose, 
and fulfillment. With spirit, there is no going wrong. 
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I am writing to you now, almost eight years later, 
under a super moon and by the ocean. I do not know 
all of the answers, but I do trust in the guidance of 
spirit and in the perfect unfolding of the universe. They 
speak in the form of hunches, dreams, and ideas. 
They guide through reoccurring thoughts, mental 
pictures, and are eternally calling in the direction of 
the soul’s purpose. They call with the hearts yearning 
and magnetic intuition. I know with all of my being 
that when we speak and pray and ask, the world 
always responds. It is up to us to listen, receive, and 
give thanks for prayers answered, even before we 
see them come. We are living miracles. The mere fact 
that we can see, hear, smell, taste, touch, move and 
experience these bioluminescent flesh suits we call 
bodies is a constant miracle! All we must do is 
remember what has been given to us and 
appreciate. Through active appreciation there is 
growth.  

**** 
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Through the power of the word we can break the 
bonds of our old, outdated stories, beliefs, and 
agreements. Through the power of the word we are 
able to ask questions and listen for answers. Whether 
we know it or not, we have all prayed. Every moment 
is a living prayer. We pray through our state of being. 
Like broadcasting signals radiating out and receiving 
from the world at large.  
 
We have all felt intense pain and orgasmic pleasure. 
Through the language of the uni-verse (one song), all 
things communicate. Through the language of the 
universe, all things in all times are one. This divine 
intelligence speaks to and through us with our 
vibratory energy. And all energy is valid. All energy is 
sacred. When we fight, resist, suppress or judge an 
energy, feeling, or soul calling, we are only hurting 
and limiting our own energy and experience of life. 
This is because our soul encompasses all energy and 
wants to express the entirety of it’s being. This is our 
soul’s purpose. To create, express, and experience. 
Therefore, any energies that are suppressed will knock 
upon the door of our lives until we let them in and 
welcome them home to our hearts of feeling, healing, 
expression, and wholeness. If one does not answer 
the door, the energy will manifest itself in as many 
different ways as it takes and keep knocking on the 
door until we accept it as a gift. Remember, life is 
happening for us, not too us. The longer one lets this 
truth knock on the door of one’s heart without letting 
it in, the more it will fester and the louder the knocking 
will get. Jung said, “What you resist, persists.”  

 
In my belief, our souls were all born into this world 
pure, perfect, and complete. Only as we take on 
false beliefs, accumulate burdens, and learn away 
from our original truth do we become dull, dark, 
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depressed, and heavy. This is not our essential nature 
and the world has a way of helping us to wake up to 
ourselves. Our true selves, our inner selves, our higher 
selves, our authentic selves, or whatever you prefer to 
call yourself in your divinity. That self is free, joyous, 
light, and peacefully content. This self is grateful, 
appreciative, and sees beauty in the smallest of 
things. This is waking up to the magic and miracle that 
you are. Surrendering your burdens and allowing your 
heart’s truth. Listening to the calling of your soul and 
moving in the direction of your heart’s dreams. You 
may have ignored the call. It may have grown tired 
and faint, but it is still there knocking on the door of 
your heart. And when you choose it, even just a little, 
teeny, tiny bit, it grows a little bit louder and stronger. 
The call becomes easier to hear.  
 
Take a deep inhale. Now exhale audibly with your 
mouth open. Now do this again, only slower and 
through your nose. Draw your awareness to your 
chest and savor another full inhale and exhale as you 
listen. Can you hear it? Can you hear your heart 
beating? It is calling you. Calling you back home to 
love. This love in your heart links you to past and future 
in this moment. It connects you to your source and all 
of creation. All power comes from within this place. All 
is limitless. Breathe in. Hold. Breathe out. All things are 
but one thing. Trust this. Believe in yourself and know 
that the universe is on your side. Breathe in. Pause. 
Breathe out.  
 
Remind yourself daily of your divinity, to have faith, 
keep courage, and to move toward your dreams with 
action. Life doesn’t happen to you but through you; 
and for your highest good and the highest good of 
the planet. Yes, this is your dream, and it is also my 
dream too. It is also our families’ dream and the 
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dream of the planet is ready for a new story to be 
told. Are you ready to dream awake and to 
consciously create a dream of peace, beauty, and 
love for yourself and the world at large? So be it and 
so it is. To all our relations. Amama, Aho, Amen. 
�
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PART 2 
STORIES OF RESILIENCE / REDEMPTION 

 
Bob Marley once said, “You never know how strong 
you are until being strong is your only choice.” 
Marley’s statement gives a voice to the notion that 
ultimately strength subsists within each of us. Now, 
perhaps, it is not about an ultimate “choice,” but 
rather an understanding that sometimes we may be 
unaware of the depth of our strength into such 
strength is awaken by a challenging experience. 
Conceivably, Marley may be referring to what has 
been viewed within other contexts as resilience, often 
reflected when an adversity is encountered.   
 
Resilience can be viewed as an innate ability to 
maintain, recover, or regain endurance (i.e., lasting 
strength) that enables an individual, group, or society 
to bounce back into wellness from a demanding – 
devastating experience. Individual, community, 
and/or societal resilience has been observed 
throughout our human history (i.e., an individual who 
heals from the wounds created by the death of a 
loved one, the effects of an addiction, and/or from 
childhood trauma; a nation that progressively 
recovers and rebuilds from the devastation of a 
natural disaster or war; etc). Resilience sets and 
guides a transcendental healing journey from 
wounded painful experiences. It also supports the 
transformation of identity of victimization which can 
preserve a vicious cycle of hatefulness, remorse, 
shame and/or blame. 
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While resilience may subsist in each person and be 
available as an innate source of endurance, it may 
not at all times be accessible due to thought 
processes, among other psychological and social – 
cultural variables, blocking one’s ability to believe 
and be in touch with one’s inner strengths. How often 
may one reject relying on one’s endurance and it is 
not until there is no other option but to be persistent 
that one recognizes how strong one has been all 
along? Thus, resilience cannot be forced upon 
another person or community, but rather encouraged 
and supported through what has been called 
“protective factors” (i.e., interpersonal support such 
as listening).  
 
An absolute understanding of the origin or 
emergence of resilience within the context of human 
development, adversity, trauma, or significant sources 
of stress is not currently accessible to the human 
mind. Yet, common determinant factors have been 
identified as important for promoting, strengthening, 
and/or recognizing human resilience (i.e., an ability to 
rely on supportive and caring relationships; 
perseverance – being courageous despite of fear; 
trust; built confidence; fostered endurance from 
lessons generated from past experiences; being able 
to maintain flexibility and balance in one’s life – 
knowing when to step forward and take action or 
stepping back to reenergize; ability to manage 
impulses – strong emotions; an ability to view a 
situation as a possibility beyond the crisis; etc).  
 
Being resilient does not mean the absence of difficult 
circumstances. In fact, most of our resilience seems to 
be revealed during experiences that involve 
significant emotional distress. Furthermore, being 
resilient is more than being able to survive harsh 
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conditions or painful life experiences. Resilience can 
be a steady force assisting us to be flexible, instructing 
us to not engage in experiences that we sense will 
not be beneficial for our wellbeing (i.e., not taking a 
stressful job regardless of how well it pays; not 
entering a relationship simply because one wants 
companionship; etc.).  
 

**** 
The narratives in this section give life to Paul Boese’s 
statement, “forgiveness does not change the past, 
but it does enlarge the future.” It definitely takes 
endurance to practice forgiveness, especially during 
experiences when our wellness has been profoundly 
wounded. The following narratives are testimonies 
that as human resilience is tested and consciously 
embraced, a degree of self-awareness is cultivated, 
reinforcing a journey that supports risking curiosity and 
living behind the confinement of painful encounters. 
Recognizing and continuing to strengthen our 
resilience does not mean that one will have all the 
answers to life demands and/or painful life 
circumstances.   
  
Life stories can inspire, strengthen us, and/or assist in 
the process of dismantling emotional and behavioral 
patterns no longer valuable for an individual, 
community, or society’s growth. Through the sharing 
of stories that reveal information regarding 
challenging choices that have shaped our lives, we 
can connect and learn from one another. The 
following are stories of resilience - endurance shared 
by diverse authors. The notion of being powerful, 
even within the context of vulnerable experiences, is 
authentically demonstrated in the following stories. 
The reader is asked to journey attentively as the 
following pages reveal the voices of courage despite 
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fear, trust regardless of uncertainty, perseverance 
fostering confidence, bravery within the context of 
adversity, and ultimately a sense of grace generated 
from life’s challenging lessons.  
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COLLECTING MY BONES 
By Jennifer Waterstar Hensiek 

 
“My soul is my guide.”  

~ Rumi 
 
The journey to becoming is a long and twisted 
mystical road. At times it’s felt like a dark and scary 
place and at times it’s been a love story with the 
beloved. At any given moment, here we are. Our 
experiences as young children can shape much of 
our perceptions as adults and even shape our 
experiences to support our beliefs. Digging a little 
deeper and dissecting wounds that shape our core 
beliefs can be painful but also rewarding, in that we 
remove the distorted lenses that hold us captive. 
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When asked when my spiritual path began, I flash to 
a memory of myself, maybe 2 or 3 years old. I was 
certainly small enough to be sitting on the potty with 
my feet dangling over the side. While taking care of 
business, I suddenly spotted a cockroach crawling 
across the wall in front of me. I grew up in a small 
town in the middle of the dessert near the Mexico 
border where cockroaches frequently visit. This town 
seems to exist on the edge of nowhere. Surrounded 
by miles of sand, snakes and tumbleweeds as far as 
the eye can see. My hometown has only made the 
top of two lists; #1 highest rate of unemployment in 
the US and #1 worst place to live in the US. But I didn’t 
know any of this as a young child, I only knew what 
was right in front of me. On this particular day, I 
became silent and still while witnessing this tiny 
creature make his way in front of my path. Suddenly 
he paused, and I connected with his spirit. I could feel 
the cockroach had a tender heart and I could see his 
family and all the ones he loved. Suddenly I began to 
weep quietly. I pled with the little creature to leave at 
once. I knew if my mother found him, she would surely 
kill him. My heart was breaking for this tender spirit, 
but he would not move. It wasn’t that my mother was 
a cruel hearted person, she just didn’t see what I saw. 
Most people didn’t. 
 
Another memory I have is of playing outside with my 
friends. I was around five years old and remember 
twirling around in circles. The sun was peeking 
through the clouds, the air was sweet, and in my 
mind’s eye there were butterflies. Although I may be 
embellishing, the moment left a lasting impression. I 
was overcome with emotions from the magic of that 
moment and tears started rolling down my cheek. My 
friend asked what was wrong and I answered that the 
sun was in my eyes and it burned.  



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

73 

 
As clearly as I remember the emotional connection I 
had with the cockroach and the overwhelming heart 
opening I had with the elements, I can remember the 
secrecy around these moments. I don’t remember 
being told one way or another, but I knew that this 
was not “normal” or acceptable behavior. It wasn’t 
acceptable to cry over the beauty of nature and it 
wasn’t normal to have conversations with insects. This 
all came very naturally to me, which left me feeling 
as though I did not fit in. 
 
I didn’t feel normal most of my life. I literally felt as 
though I fell from the sky and plopped right down in 
the middle of a culture I didn’t understand and a 
language that was foreign to me. I became really 
good at pretending and mimicking other’s behaviors. 
Because of this, at a young age, I was able to make 
others feel comfortable and at ease. I was a 
chameleon. I could mirror back any behavior put in 
front of me. But who was I? Looking back, I can see 
how this was a coping mechanism, a way of 
navigating through a world that didn’t make sense to 
me. A world where the words spoken by others 
conflicted with the feelings in my gut. A world where 
the adults who were supposed to protect me did 
anything but. A world where we only spoke of “nice” 
things, even if this meant ignoring the truth. How I 
longed to dive deep into the world of magic and 
mystery, but this only existed in my imagination, or so I 
thought.  
 
The better I got at fitting into this foreign land, the 
more I lost touch with my inner child and intuition. She 
hid deep in my psyche surrounded by layers of 
protection and pain. Little did I know that this was 
part of the process of an Earth Dweller in the modern 
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world. We arrive with our gifts and intuition and if our 
environment does not support the growth of these 
gifts, we hide them like buried treasures only to be 
found later in life when our environment can support 
and hold the wholeness of these gifts. How might the 
world be different if we were all supported from birth?  
 

**** 
I married my first boyfriend a week after my 
eighteenth birthday and we left for Northern 
California a year later. The marriage only lasted 
another year, but it got me out of my home and 
away from the dessert. I was ambitious enough to 
think I could move on, reinvent myself, and never look 
back. However, these things have a way of catching 
up with us. By my mid 20’s I was living in San Francisco 
with my boyfriend (now husband) and excelling at a 
booming carrier in design. Being the chameleon that I 
was, I slid right into this roll and no one questioned my 
background. I was a rising star in the middle of a big 
city and it felt incredible. I had made it. Against all 
odds, I made it!  
 
In 1997, Spirit led me to my first yoga class. Right away 
I felt something open inside me and I was hooked. I 
became a dedicated student of Iyengar Yoga and 
within six months something changed. I started having 
intense panic attacks and suffered from severe 
paranoia. I didn’t make the connection at the time 
but looking back I can see how yoga opened up 
energy channels in my body and everything I had 
been holding in and suppressing came rushing to the 
surface. Buried treasures were surfacing and I was 
feeling all the pain surrounding them. I began seeing 
a therapist, and within a couple of months I found 
myself in a full-blown breakdown, having to quit my 
job and move out of the city because my nervous 
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system couldn’t handle the stimulation. All I could do 
was get myself to yoga and therapy. Fortunately, my 
boyfriend was supportive and able to care for me as I 
entered the rabbit hole.  
 
Memories came flooding back. I remembered the first 
time I was molested. I was just three years old and my 
mom, my brother and I were visiting my aunt and 
uncle for Christmas. One night everyone went out to 
dinner, except I was left at the house with my uncle. 
As soon as the others left, he started telling me that 
there were monsters in the walls. I remember being 
very scared. The next thing I remember was him sitting 
over me in bed. I can remember the smells and the 
temperature in the air and then I go blank. Many 
years later it came out that my uncle was a 
pedophile and molested most of the women in our 
family.  
 
This was one of my core wounds; and, buried deep 
inside this wound was a part of myself that I had lost 
touch with, my childhood innocence. When 
something this fundamental becomes detached from 
our sense of self, our entire life path veers in a 
different direction. We are no longer operating with 
all of our senses. Something big shifted in me after this 
event. I learned that my body was not mine and that 
at any given moment someone bigger and stronger 
than me could do whatever they wanted.  
 
I also learned that I could leave my body and travel 
to another place anytime I felt uncomfortable. This 
became a valuable tool, as I had been chosen to be 
born into an environment that was dysfunctional and 
destructive. What I didn’t realize was every time I 
detached from my body, the pain I was escaping 
from would catch up to me at a later date. I was 
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labeled a “daydreamer” in school and became a 
master of convincing people I was listening to them 
while I was traveling to other worlds. Astral projecting 
became such a normal state to me that I’m not really 
sure how often I was actually in my body. I didn’t care 
about much. Everything around me felt like a dream; 
a nightmare actually. The worlds I was creating in my 
mind were much more interesting and comforting 
than the reality that was unfolding before me. 
 

**** 
I was a true latchkey kid. I walked myself home from 
school starting in the 1st grade and wore a house key 
around my neck. My father left when I was young, 
and my mother worked long hours to keep a roof 
over our heads. It was my mother, my brother, who is 
6 years older, and myself. The days I was lucky, my 
brother was around. Even though he was physically 
and verbally abusive, I loved him, and I would look for 
signs that he loved me too. Sometimes that just 
meant being together. But most days I was alone. I 
would enter deep into my imagination creating 
worlds and characters to keep myself company. 
Sometimes these worlds were dark, and I felt as 
though I was teetering on the edge of insanity.  
 
My mother always showed me love but it came with 
a price. She was chronically depressed, had no 
friends, and was in and out of toxic relationships with 
men. She was desperate to be loved by a man; and, 
filling this gaping hole inside herself took priority over 
everything else, even her children. I was her 
emotional support and her best friend. I was her 
shoulder to cry on and her wing woman when she 
needed it. Sometimes it felt great to be needed in this 
way but when she was in a new relationship, suddenly 
I was cast aside, and I retreated inward once again. 
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In either case, there was no room for my emotions 
and there was no shoulder for me to cry on. What I 
learned from my mother was that a woman’s self-
worth is only as good as the man who’s willing to love 
her. I learned that I am worthless without a man’s 
love. This belief system was passed down to her and 
plagued her generation. It’s the reason my mom had 
to hide her unwed pregnancy with my brother at 
eighteen years old by wearing two girdles and 
starving herself in order to graduate high school. It’s 
also the reason she was forced to marry my dad at 22 
in order to visit him in another state. This belief system 
is also why everyone in my family was excited for me 
to get married at eighteen years of age. A man 
wanted me, and this equated to me as having worth.  
 
By seven years old, I was completely checked out 
and going through the motions, making me an easy 
target for perpetrators. My mother had remarried a 
man who verbally and sexually abused me, 
reinforcing my belief that my body did not belong to 
me. I was worthless, and men were monsters. This 
pattern continued throughout my childhood. At 
eleven I was molested by a friend’s uncle; at twelve I 
was molested by an older boy; at fourteen I had two 
attempted rapes by two different men; and, while still 
fourteen I was brutally raped by yet another man.  
 
The final attack almost killed me. The man who raped 
me was well known and respected in our small-town 
community. I, on the other hand, was nobody. I had 
already created quite the reputation for myself. I had 
started partying, drinking and using drugs at a young 
age. I had also found comfort in seeking connection 
with boys; even if that meant making out for hours in 
the back seat of a car. I longed to feel loved by a 
man, to be seen. But my seeking and desperate 
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attempts at connecting only made me feel lonelier 
and ashamed.  
 
I pressed charges against the man who raped me, 
and everyone thought I was lying, even my own 
brother. I received death threats and people looked 
at me with hate and disgust everywhere I went. To my 
fourteen-year-old self it felt as though the whole world 
was against me. The shaky foundation I was standing 
on completely collapsed. I felt like everyone would 
be better off if I just disappeared. I ended up 
dropping out of high school and getting high on 
anything I could get my hands on. I gained 50 pounds 
to hide behind because the man who raped me told 
me it was my fault because “I was too beautiful”. In 
some sick way I think he felt he was giving me a 
compliment. I wanted to die. The man received 3 
months in jail. 
 
These experiences shaped much of my core beliefs 
about my self-worth and drained my personal power. 
The tools I used to protect myself by “checking out” 
overtook my persona. I felt as though I was 
damaged, dirty and messed up. My mimicking skills 
continued to kick in, in an effort to feel a sense of 
belonging with others. I had completely lost my sense 
of self and underneath it all there was a rage and 
fear brewing against men. I learned that men were 
monsters and at any moment I could be attacked. 
This left me in a constant state of fight or flight.  
 

**** 
By 2000, my therapy and personal work took a back 
seat as I married my current husband and gave birth 
to our three children. Suddenly my focus was on 
creating a life for my children that I never had and 
becoming the “perfect” mom. This was a new role 
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that I stepped into and I was determined to master it. 
Within my desperate attempts of being a perfect 
mother, I once again lost sight of my inner truth and 
intuition. I was following society’s definition of good 
parenting and not allowing the organic expression of 
intuitive mothering to come through.  
 
In 2010, our family moved to a house that backs up to 
the Sacramento River. We had not planned to move 
but in a series of synchronistic events, suddenly we 
were purchasing this new home. The river called to 
me. She called me to sit at her edge each night and 
watch the sunset. This practice continued for over a 
year. It became my lifeline and tether to what was 
real and what was becoming in me. As I sat, more 
and more layers of grief poured out through my tears. 
My tears became offerings of surrender and trust. Trust 
in magic and miracles. Suddenly my world began to 
shift. The water began speaking to me, the trees 
spoke to me, I could feel the birds healing me 
through their flight patterns above. The great mystery 
was opening. I once again could communicate with 
the insects and could be brought to tears by the 
beauty of the breeze and the clouds above. It wasn’t 
just my imagination. Magic does exist.  
 
When the light comes on, it shines into the darkest 
crevasses. As the mystery began to open, the hidden 
door to my rage and fear against men also opened. 
This overwhelming primal rage shook me at my core. 
Everything I was feeling was suddenly projected onto 
my partner. Here he was, standing in front of me, the 
representation of my oppressors and my attackers. I 
hated him. I wanted to tear him down and everything 
he represented. Men… louder voices, stronger 
bodies, higher wages, positions of power, catcalls, 
unwanted advances, rape, mansplaining. He 
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represented all of it and there was nothing he could 
do to change this. I needed to hate him. I needed to 
hate all men. I had to let myself feel all the rage that 
was buried under layers and layers of fear and pain 
coated in a body that was frazzled with burned out 
adrenals. I needed to rage, and so I did. I raged for a 
good part of a year, breaking down collective 
patterns of what it means to be a wife, a “nice” 
person, a mom, a woman, a perfectionist. I tore it all 
down. And after I did, I stood naked for the first time 
as Jennifer.  
 
In the fall of 2015, I went on a pilgrimage back home 
with my daughter, who was eight at the time. Over 
the years, there had been a handful of trips home. 
They were usually filled with anxiety, mixed with terror 
and panic attacks, and the thought that somehow, I 
would become trapped there or run into someone 
who “knew me when”. But this trip was different. I felt 
very grounded and knew I was ready to face my 
biggest fears. As we approached the dessert, 
something amazing happened. Not only was I not 
anxious or fearful, I was overcome by the beauty of 
the expansive landscape. How had I not seen this 
before? “I come from beautiful land”, I thought to 
myself, “Sacred Land”. Driving into town was very 
peaceful and I could now see that Spirit had always 
been with me. There were symbols and messages 
carved into buildings. Patterns and shapes emerged 
that were guiding the way to my truth.  
 
Spirit led me to connect with the land in a meaningful 
way and to reclaim the parts of myself that I had left 
behind during my childhood. On our second day, I 
told my daughter I wanted to show her every house I 
lived in and where I went to school. There were ten 
houses/apartments in all. As we pulled up to the first 
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house, Spirit guided me to grab a plastic bag. I took 
my shoes off and stood in the soil in front of the house. 
I was to “collect my bones,” Spirit whispered. I just 
stood there and breathed, and memories came 
flooding in. I connected with my child self and could 
feel her essence. I offered a strand of hair and picked 
up a handful of soil. I brought the soil up to my heart 
space and I prayed to the land for all that wanted to 
be healed and integrated. And so, it was. I placed 
the soil in the bag and continued on to each of the 
houses and each of the schools I attended. At one of 
the homes an ice cream truck came by just as we 
stopped. My daughter had never seen one before, so 
she hopped out and we got an ice cream together. It 
was almost as though we were suspended in time 
and I was able to share a fond childhood memory 
with her.  
 
Our last stop was the long country dirt road where I 
was raped. As I stood barefoot on the land, I could 
see my fourteen-year-old self-running down the road, 
screaming in terror. I brought her to my heart space; 
and, so it was. This trip was a very healing experience 
of integration, forgiveness, and self-love. When I 
returned home, I went to the river’s edge and offered 
a strand of hair and collected a handful of sand. I 
added her to my bag as a symbol of integrating the 
old self with the new. Today, my jar of bones sits on 
my alter and is a sacred symbol of all that I have 
overcome.  

**** 
It still astounds me that I’ve been in relationship with a 
man for 23 years and have three beautiful children. 
The story I told myself when I was younger was that I 
wasn’t “girlfriend material”, and I was only good for a 
hook up. It’s a good reminder of how untrue our 
stories can be. Having been in a relationship so long 
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with a man has given me the opportunity to heal 
many of the beliefs I created as a child and young 
adult. This has not always been easy. Hiding from pain 
and unhealed wounds created a life of dark shadow 
projections and acting out in unconscious ways to 
“get back” at my oppressor. The feelings still creep up 
but now I can identify them, take responsibility for 
them and not project them onto my partner and 
other men. This is vitally important since I am raising 
two men. If I had stayed attached to my wounded 
beliefs, I would have projected them onto my sons, 
imprinting them with the very energy that wounded 
me. In a way, doing my personal work is the greatest 
gift I can give them. It provides a clean slate and an 
opportunity for them to create and redefine what it is 
to be a healthy man in this world. I’m also grateful 
that my daughter does not need to carry the burden 
of fearing men or embody the victim mentality that 
was passed onto me.  
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I now believe that everything that happened to me in 
my childhood was perfectly designed to create the 
life experiences needed to activate the medicine I 
now bring to the world. In fact, I believe I designed it. 
Being human on this planet means I still have to heal 
the pain I experienced but being in touch with my 
higher self means I don’t have to take any of it 
personally. Recognizing this has helped me break 
away from the victim mentality that has plagued so 
many of us. As long as I’m pointing the finger at 
someone else, I’m not healing. If I take away the 
lesson and heal the pain, I level-up my consciousness 
to incorporate a hidden aspect that I actually hid 
myself before coming into form.  
 
Today I live my life as a walking prayer. I am forever 
humbled and grateful for this process of becoming. 
As soon as I think I have things figured out, another 
wounded aspect pops up for healing. Sometimes it’s 
the same wound over and over but revealing deeper 
layers. “Excavating the goo,” as one of my teachers 
puts it. And this is my purpose… healing personal and 
collective wounds within me so the path is a little 
clearer for the next seven generations. I also love 
sharing with others all I have learned, and especially 
love supporting women in their process of becoming.  
 
We are in a time of pivotal change. All of us carry 
generations of ancestral wounds and patterns that 
are outdated and up for review. In our culture, there 
is no support system in place to help one navigate this 
process. My path has prepared me to help others on 
their road to healing. I am passionate about being a 
soft place to land when things get messy. This excites 
me because I know it means someone is healing. I’ve 
seen and experienced the depths of hell and I’ve 
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crawled my way out laughing and hackling like an 
old wooded hag pointing her finger and saying, 
“Helene, is this all you’ve got?” Diving deep into the 
thick dark mud and swimming up for air, while 
catching a glimpse of the radiant beauty of all that is. 
Then diving again, and again. Over and over with no 
end in sight; and, still saying yes.  
 
I still have a daily yoga practice and watch the sunset 
when I can. I begin my day in prayer and 
conversation with the Mother, and that conversation 
continues throughout my day. The mystery is opening 
to me in new and profound ways. The more I heal 
and let go of the past, the more I’m able to see the 
magic that exists all around me. I now work on a 
deeper level of opening to the Earth’s magic. It’s a 
practice I call “re-wilding”. Connecting with my 
primal inner self that wants to express with no 
boundaries or rules. Rolling in the dirt, growling, 
raging, and laughing uncontrollably bring me sanity in 
a world that’s gone mad. Remembering my true self 
and singing her a love song. Dreaming a new reality, 
one where both masculine and feminine can live in 
balance and harmony within myself and in the 
collective.  
 
I embody the Mother archetype with honor and 
reverence in our home. I now see why this energy is so 
desperately needed in our society. Our home has a 
living alter which I tend to that holds the container of 
energy for our family. We have daily, monthly and 
quarterly rituals that follow the rhythm of the Earth 
and strengthen our connection to the divine. This 
practice of holding our home in reverence has 
helped me redefine the roles of “mother/wife” and 
embody the power of these roles in a new way. I no 
longer hold onto the outdated model of a “woman’s 
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role” that was passed down to me from my mother 
and her mother before her. Connecting back to the 
original Mother and bringing the divine feminine back 
into balance is a big part of my work in this life. 
We don’t have to carry the burden of suffering any 
longer. Many of us fear the pain of looking at old 
wounds and healing them, but this is where the gold 
is. Living a life on the surface, detached from our 
intuition and higher self, is far more painful. There is 
nothing we need to do but say yes. Each of us are 
the creators of our own lives and we have the power 
to create anything we want. When we embody this 
creative power, we can turn our most painful 
memories into our most powerful assets. That which 
we fear encapsulates our most powerful gifts.  
 
Blessings to you on your journey of becoming… 
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TRANSCENDING CONDITIONS 
By Jennifer Pope 

 
“If light is in your heart,  

you will find your way home.”  
~ Rumi 

 
My mother prayed to have children she could love 
and would return love to her. I have limited memories 
of early years, except that there was poverty, drama, 
high stress and lots of deferred gratification for 
everyone in our little family. For my first 4 years, we 
lived in a little two room house in back of my dad’s 
cabinet shop in Del Paso Heights, near the train 
tracks. When I was about five, he got a job at Aerojet 
and we moved to the suburbs in Citrus Heights. My 
dad worked a lot of different of jobs. He also drank a 
lot of beer. At home I rarely saw him. My mother was 
the loneliest lady I ever knew, always waiting for his 
company. After giving birth to 3 children in quick 
succession, she decided being the mom wasn’t so 
much fun. One day shortly after moving to the 
suburbs, she said to me, “I want to be the kid. Why 
don’t you be my helper and take care of your brother 
and sister. You seem more like a mom anyway.” So, 
mom taught me how to be a helper, a fixer, and a 
people pleaser pretty much from my start. I got used 
to that role. Also, somewhere, I got the idea that 
when things seemed out of control someone needed 
to try to do something to make things work out 
somehow. I didn’t know what that might be 
sometimes, but I took my co-dependency seriously on 
and off in my life “story”; and, did the best I could. 
Sometimes it worked, sometimes not so much.   
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One day, when I came home from school my mom 
was chasing my dad with a meat cleaver. I said “Hold 
it mom. If you kill him, we won’t have either one of 
you.” She was crying. “What should I do?” she said. 
“Well,” said 12-year-old I, “better to divorce him than 
to kill him.” So, she threw his clothes out on the porch 
and later divorced him. She grieved over that 
decision for years. She had been a very devout 
Catholic, but the priest no longer let her take 
communion after she became a “divorcee.” I got 
mad because I thought that was the time when she 
needed God the most. So, I eventually quit being a 
Catholic. That door closed. It took a while for many 
new doors to open for me.  
 
After I lost faith in the church, Mom let me go to 
public school. By then, I already had this thing I 
learned from the old country nuns, and a priest, who 
said we should strive for the qualities of the saints. We 
should be willing to give up everything to strive for 
“perfection”. In parochial school I would work for 
hours on my homework, which always had to be in 
black or blue ink, and if I made a mistake at the end, I 
would tear it up and many times not even turn it in. I 
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would go instead to the orchard near my house and 
find comfort under the trees. I was not perfect. I could 
never be perfect. I thought public school would free 
me. But when I got my wish, I didn’t feel like I 
belonged there either.  
 

**** 
Mom didn’t start drinking brandy until she was 30. She 
longed for the attention and company of my friends. 
She took prescription drugs for her migraine 
headaches. Often, she would ask me to have a party 
and invite all my friends. I didn’t really want to. I would 
tell her I had a headache. She would give me some 
of those magic pills and I would disappear under a 
table and watch everyone smoke, drink, and party. I 
wanted to be invisible instead.  
 
I coached mom through her exams and she became 
a licensed vocational nurse. I cooked and cleaned; 
and, did what I could to keep up the home front. If 
there was time at the end of my chores, I would write 
poetry, or stories, or letters to myself. Sometimes after I 
wrote them, I would read them and find insights in my 
own written words. I didn’t know where those ideas 
came from but reading them back to myself helped.  
 
When I was 15, I was old enough to lie about my age 
to get a better paying job than babysitting. I went to 
work in the Newcastle fruit packing sheds. I got dizzy 
and felt sick with the heat, so someone gave me salt 
pills and a wet bandana. There was rent that needed 
to be paid. Supporting the family was good. Bringing 
home the paycheck was good. I wanted to be good. 
 
As I got older, I tried to make new friends. But I didn’t 
know how to pick them. To survive some fears, I found 
myself sometimes needing to defend myself. I 
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remember the first time I knocked the wind out of my 
boss after he attempted to attack me. He landed on 
the floor. I thought I had killed him. I didn’t want to go 
back. But mom said I’d proved I could handle him, 
and we needed the money. He called me back to 
work, but he never risked trying to corner me again! I 
learned that I was stronger than I thought!  
 
I loved to learn. I got good grades. I visited my dad 
and told him I wanted to go to college. But he said I 
would just end up married and having kids anyway, 
so it would be a waste of money. I thought maybe I 
wasn’t worth it. Maybe I could never be worth it.  
 
When I was 17, I moved out of my mom’s house. I 
found a place with less rules and cheaper rent. I 
enrolled in junior college after I graduated early from 
high school. I got an all-night job at a photo 
processing plant close to my own little place. 
 
It was the late 1960’s, and there were a lot of songs 
about peace and love and changing the world. I 
didn’t want to be naive, but I was. One day I picked 
up the wrong hitchhiker. He looked so lost standing at 
that off ramp in the rain. I found out he didn’t have 
any place to go, so he spent the night on the floor of 
my cottage. As things quickly devolved, he soon 
controlled my every move. He was my captor for 
about 6 months. He systematically pushed all of my 
friends and relations away. I ran a few times, but 
each beating, or punishment, got more terrifying than 
the last. I quit running. I quit talking, because anything 
I said would trigger his rage. If you hear negative 
things about yourself enough, sometimes you start to 
believe it. I did.  
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I became hyper vigilant. I tried to keep peace and 
not to trigger him. Soon he wouldn’t let me out of the 
house except to go to work. I had to drop out of 
school. He wouldn’t let me sleep much. I could sleep 
when he would fall asleep. His eyes would change. 
He looked and acted like a different person. Then he 
would hurt me. After a storm of violence and 
emotions he would cry and apologize. He would say 
he loved me and said he would kill himself if I ever left. 
Maybe I could help him feel loved too. I thought 
enough love was the answer to most everything. 
Besides, I bought into the drama enough that I 
couldn’t bear the thought of being responsible for 
anyone’s death.      
 
After some particularly violent episodes he got 
scared. He mentioned a place that he had gone to 
when he was a kid for counseling. I thought it was a 
good idea and encouraged him to go back. He went 
inside the office to talk to someone at the clinic, and 
someone else took me aside and talked to me. She 
said he was schizophrenic. That’s why his personality 
would change. She told me he also had shown 
psychopathic traits since childhood. She said he 
tortured and killed animals when he was little. I was 
warned that I didn’t have the skills to help him. She 
said I could lose myself, and, eventually if I stayed, I 
would certainly lose my life. 
 
Sometimes, when you live with someone who acts 
crazy, you can act a little crazy too. I had already 
quit looking in mirrors. I kept looking into his eyes for 
what I wanted to see instead. Eventually, I realized 
love was not looking back at me. Maybe I didn’t 
deserve that. Maybe I was only good for bringing 
home a paycheck.  
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One night, after a nightmare experience turned real, I 
looked down from where I was floating near the 
ceiling to my body on the floor between a sink and 
the toilet. The last thing those eyes saw before 
nothing was, he and his friend looking scared. His 
friend said “It’s too late. Let’s get the hell out of here.” 
My eyes were like those old-fashioned window shades 
stuck wide on open. My heart was the loudest sound I 
had ever heard, before I didn’t hear it anymore. I lost 
time. There was some kind of conversation beyond 
words, a choice. I came back because I thought if I 
died that way, my mom would lose her mind. It was 
hard getting back in my body. Like a suit that was too 
tight. I practiced moving the parts until I knew I was in.  
 
Most folks described my grandpa as an ex-feather 
weight boxer. A man who liked to fix up and drive 
classic cars. He had a big library. He wrote stories. He 
invented things. He eventually worked at McClellan 
Field. He also studied the teachings of mystics. He 
taught prisoners at Folsom to write and to escape 
their cells and stretch their boundaries by learning 
how to write. Not many seemed to see it, but I 
thought he was brilliant. Though he could be gruff, he 
was also very kind.  
 
Years later, in my dreaming, a jaguar, who often 
takes me places in my dreams, guided me to a place 
called the Hall of Ancestors. He led me to a framed 
painting, then stopped and curled up at my feet, 
looking upward at the painting. It looked like a black 
and white photo of the back of a man working on an 
old classic jaguar motorcar. Suddenly the photo was 
washed in color, and came to life, more like a movie. 
The man turned to face me. It was my grandfather! 
He smiled gently as he looked at the big cat at my 
feet. “Nice ride” he said, as he turned back to his 
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work on the old car. I share this dream here, because 
my grandfather was the one who’s compassion 
brought me to learn it was possible to travel in my 
dreams.  
 
While my captor was gone one day, I looked through 
the blinds and saw grandpa put a little book in the 
bushes by the door. I was excited to pick it up as soon 
as I dared to go outside. It was by a group called the 
Rosacrucians. It taught me if I visualized something, I 
could make my dreams come true. That’s how I 
learned more about how to dream and pay attention 
to my dreaming. I started out just visualizing and trying 
to feel what freedom felt like. It was like green trees in 
spring or a cool breeze on a hot day. I soon learned 
that someone might seem to have control of your life, 
but they couldn’t control your dreams.  
 
So, I practiced every time I got the chance to go 
inward before sleep. At first, I visualized a house. It 
was a simple view, like just an outline of what could 
be. Like a kid’s crayon drawing with stick figures in the 
dirt of the front yard. I would dream up more details 
while I was in that quiet space before sleeping. As I 
dreamed up the details, the pictures became clearer 
and clearer. I imagined a white picket fence with a 
gate. When I looked in the window, I saw two large 
windows on each side of the stone fireplace. The sun 
shone through the windows and put patterns of 
colored light on the wooden floor. Later, I would walk 
through the house looking through the rooms. I 
crossed under the archway to the kitchen. I opened 
the cabinets, looked out the back door to the yard. I 
would look forward to my dreams, so I could visit that 
house. Soon, I would remember my dreams more 
clearly in my waking hours. 
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One day an old boyfriend from high school came by 
when my roommate was out for cigarettes. I risked 
walking out to his car. We talked a little. I panicked 
when I saw my roommate was back. His arms were 
folded, his face was red, and he was glaring at me for 
going outside. I knew when I returned, I was in for big 
trouble. My old friend said “Get in the car, get in the 
car…” I did. I took one last look at my broken-down 
car in the driveway. I had one last thought of my 
possessions and what possessed me before leaving 
them behind. I looked through the car window as the 
car peeled out of the driveway, my tormentor’s 
anger, his fists still closed tight, and his surprise staring 
back at me. Soon my old friend and I were on the 
roads that led to San Jose. He was going to register 
for school at Stanford. I had told him the sound of my 
own voice still hurt my ears. So, he gave me a 
notebook, so I could write as we were driving down 
the road.  
 
It was a bigger world than I had seen in a while. Light 
filtered through the leaves on the trees. There was a 
cool breeze that comforted me. Eventually we were 
driving down Winchester Blvd. My friend was looking 
for a place to camp as it would be dark soon. I was 
looking out the window. I yelled “Stop!” I had seen 
the house from my dreaming! “Pull over.” He was so 
surprised at my words that he did. I ran to the house. I 
looked in the windows beside the rock fireplace 
reflecting the colored patterns of light onto the 
wooden floor. Aside from the light, I saw that the 
room was empty. I ran back to the car. My friend 
said. even if no one lived there, we couldn’t just 
break in. We had to find a place to camp.  
 
I ran next door to a business and asked if they knew 
the owners. It turned out they were the owners! They 
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were going to eventually tear down the house and 
expand their business. I asked if they would rent it until 
they did. The man laughed and said, “How much do 
you want to pay?” I knew my friend had $50 my 
mother had given him to try to get me out of town. I 
said $50. The guy at the store said, “When do you 
want to move in?” I said “Tonight.” The man laughed 
and gave me the key. The windows weren’t stained 
glass, but that colored contact stuff that looked like it. 
My friend shook his head as he walked in the door 
and said “This is crazy. I’ve got to use the bathroom.” I 
told him it was down the hallway, first door on the 
right. And it was!  
 
Since I still jumped every time someone came in the 
door, my friend later took me to see a professor he 
knew, who was a Doctor of Psychology. In our work 
together he said, “There is something I want to show 
you.” He handed me a mirror. I was surprised to see 
the one who looked back at me!  
 
Sometimes after miracles, I would tend to underplay 
their impact, getting caught up in other moments. I 
would forget to continue to practice what had 
proved to be a saving grace, the many arts of tuning 
in beyond any chemical or disappearing agent. The 
miracles had seemed to start with my grandfather’s 
gift, but I still had to work sometimes to remember to 
remember. 
 

**** 
Over the years, I went in and out of miracles through 
meeting interesting people and sharing different 
teachings and practices. Other times I would lapse 
into forgetfulness and listen too much to others 
instead of paying attention to what my experience 
was trying to teach me. I would go through times of 
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not picking up the pen and writing. However, when I 
surrendered to the writing, I could see more clues in 
the messages that came through on the page. Over 
the years, I would still continue to make bad choices, 
repeat negative cycles until I recognized the patterns 
and the players, disguised in different people, 
different circumstances.  
 
More and more, through all of the dramas, more 
adventures as well as mishaps, I learned to trust my 
dreaming more. I learned new ways of seeing. I 
picked up a cassette tape at a yard sale by an 
Australian by the name of Robert Moss. He had 
traveled from many visits with death back to life 
again through the dream time. Years later I would 
meet him through the seminars he taught and spent 
time with him and other dreamers learning to deepen 
and share our practices.  
 
I also met different folks who taught me how to 
meditate, and chant until I would trust the love that 
would continue to open my heart. I studied different 
kinds of yoga, and loved them all, but really enjoyed 
Bhakti yoga, the yoga of devotion. I sometimes 
shared my experiences with new friends who were 
desperate enough to try new ways of looking at 
things. I developed more faith in many different 
facets of possibility, and more trust in myself and 
others. I learned how to focus more on what I wanted 
than what others wanted. I even practiced saying 
“no” in the mirror until it finally paid off!  
 
Decades later, I cared for my husband and brother as 
they were dying. They joked that I was “good in an 
emergency”. We supported each other through the 
process. Two of us would leave the planet peacefully, 
one of us would be left behind. They both died at 
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home naturally as I breathed with them until they 
relaxed into their transitions. My brother even said 
“Ohhh, it’s okay!!” He pointed to the corner at 
something I couldn’t see. Then he was looking at me 
smiling. I thought he was playing another one of his 
jokes! But he was already gone. My husband and my 
brother died within 3 months of each other.  
 
I felt empty after they died. I realized I was so focused 
on their needs I had forgotten who I was. I would 
wake up in tears. My eyes would cry so much I 
couldn’t see, but the tears would not stop. My doctor 
sent me to a therapist who wanted to give me drugs, 
which made me feel nothing: no joy, no grief, just 
nothing. Still the tears would wake me up. I knew I 
needed to reconnect again. Or reinvent myself. I 
prayed for guidance.  
 
I had enough money to get to Kauai and sleep on my 
friend’s floor. I swam with Turtle in the warm ocean 
and thought if she didn’t come up after a dive, 
maybe I wouldn’t either. But she swam up, so I 
followed. She taught me that sometimes what seems 
like down is really the way back up!  
 
I swam to shore and heard drumming and a sound I 
had never heard before, a didgereedo. My friend 
said, “get closer to the musicians, let me take a 
picture.” I didn’t want to intrude. I don’t know how I 
got there still, but soon I was cradled under the didge 
players arm. He never spoke to me, but only rocked 
me with one arm and continued to play his strange 
music. I felt acceptance, just as I was from this 
compassionate stranger! I didn’t know my heart had 
closed until it opened. He never asked anything of 
me. I didn’t know what to do with the change in 
energy! I didn’t know what sound healing or 
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shamanic practices were, but I know something of 
them now!  
 

**** 
I now meet with different circles. The communities of 
people who I have found, have enriched my life, my 
purpose, my trust. The drum and the rattle can take us 
on journeys beyond our current realizations. We in the 
human costume can learn to move beyond our 
former limitations. We can all take a clue from all 
directions and all beings of the natural world, and 
non-ordinary reality too. While learning what the true 
miracle can look like, or even what magic is not, we 
get closer to what it truly is! Even if I listen to the 
silence, the silence knows. It’s all part of the all that is. 
All of it! The Great Mystery is called by many names. 
But if you sincerely ask for help, it always answers in a 
way you can relate to. 
 
I travel some. But I meet like-minded people wherever 
I go. We are like magnets. We attract each other! 
Each one, teach one. 
 
Teachers have meant so much in my life. Some of my 
experiences have been very powerful, but powers 
don’t mean powerful ones can’t also lose their way. 
Some can sort of get blinded by the light after seeing 
how their sharing it can empower others. Some even 
stake a personal claim to it, set themselves up to sell 
something priceless at a profit. Sometimes they fall 
from a pretty high perch and can land really hard.  
 
Witnessing this showed me there is a fine line to walk, 
although we have the choice to choose our path. 
Sometimes we fall and learn to get up in a new way. 
Even the most gifted among us can get lost. Even 
then they can be good teachers. When I first lost my 
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faith in one who had helped me find some valuable 
connections, I realized I needed to trust my own inner 
guidance no matter what anyone else might think. I 
am careful not to put others on a pedestal, especially 
if they seem to be legends in their own minds. I 
remind myself we are responsible for choosing our 
mentors, and we support and sometimes help them 
grow as well, by our feedback in return. Even if that 
means walking away. Learning to practice some 
discernment is important. Trust rewarded with true 
friendship and sharing is a blessing indeed. And 
knowing when to laugh, especially at our own 
mistakes, it is truly a healing art all by itself 
 
Recently after recounting how some of my 
experiences proved that I wasn’t a very good 
follower, I was told by someone in this group I admire 
deeply (K.G.) that there is nothing wrong with being 
like a hummingbird and following where the 
sweetness and nectar of life leads you. I could really 
hear truth in his words, and it brought me great 
comfort.  
 
Last month I was in my little place in Oregon during 
the solar eclipse. As I watched the sun’s light change 
from day to night, even the birds stopped singing! But 
soon the corona around the sun showed its light 
around the shadow of the moon and then unveiled 
itself. The roosters started crowing, and I was 
reminded that there is nothing more certain than 
change! The darkness that seemed to erase time itself 
soon ended and the shadow of the moon moved 
over, to make the sun seem even brighter than 
before!  
 
I feel such gratitude to all of those beings who have 
taught me, even those who seemed in their play to 
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show me negatives at first. It teaches me to keep 
working on getting out of my own way.  
 
Even now, though there has been much positive 
progress, I can still feel fear or sadness sneak up. I can 
get lost watching the movie of life. I can get to 
feeling like I can’t possibly be good enough, quick 
enough, … I fall into an old pattern of judging myself, 
thinking I must be wasting precious time! I forget until I 
step into my dreaming, that if I don’t like what I see I 
can do something to change it! This is how I can 
honor what I’ve learned, by holding myself in more 
love and compassion through my challenges and by 
finding joy in the sharing of love and compassion with 
others.  
 
I read a quote recently by Dragos Bratasanu. It said, 
“Your mind can find all the excuses why your dreams 
are not possible, but you will not be able to fight with 
your mind the stronger pull of your heart.” I want my 
heart to show me what’s possible and true for me in 
my journey of living in joy on purpose.   
 
I still practice paying attention to the details of my 
dreams. If I write them down as I remember, I can 
read them later in a time I might be more receptive. I 
ask myself questions, what some symbolism might 
mean. If I can’t seem to find answers, I sometimes 
take them to my fellow dreamers. I might ask them, “If 
this were your dream, what would your take on this 
dream be?” In the spirit of taking what resonates and 
leaving the rest behind, we sometimes share valuable 
perspectives. After all, it is the dreamer’s dream. No 
one can tell them what it truly means except what 
resonates with themselves. Yet we can all be here in 
the moment for feedback and sharing with each 
other. 
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Community is so vital, not only in sharing joy, but also 
in our challenges. Our honesty and mutual support 
helps us when we are hurting as well as in our various 
pathways of healing. This is such a realm of potential 
and possibilities!   
 
Over the past 20 years or so I have been called more 
and more to be supportive to people I have loved 
transitioning into different life changes including a big 
one called Death. Not only did I feel like refusing, but 
in what felt like honest reflection and self-
preservation, I did refuse some roles that didn’t feel 
good to me as offered at the time. I think in many 
ways being present with those who are making the 
big cross over is a gift and a teaching they offer to 
me. It’s up to me to know if I feel right about 
accepting the role they ask for me to play. With those 
whom I have shared the dying experience with, they 
have taught me about living my own life more fully. I 
have found there is a balance, and sometimes we 
can burn ourselves out if we don’t listen to what our 
own hearts tell us to do, and even what not to do, 
even if it seems unpopular with others.  
 
With some challenges came the feeling of grasping 
at straws, holding on too tight to what I knew and 
wanted to keep with me. I am reminded of a few 
good things I can do to be more generous to myself 
and to others who I love. Sometimes it is a matter of 
me surrendering myself to be a vehicle for flow. When 
that happens, it doesn’t so much come from me, it 
feels like it comes through me from something that is 
much more than just this personal me-ness. It blesses 
both the giver and the receiver in the process.  
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When I struggle, I need to keep reminding myself to 
get out of my own way! There are powerful forces in 
nature surrounding all of us and I like to think that part 
of my purpose is to learn and to practice getting 
better at tuning in through all the processes and 
attunements I find myself learning and becoming 
involved in. Sometimes I can feel overwhelmed and 
feel very challenged. It’s always good to ask for help 
when I get stuck, and then be ready for whatever 
form of help answers my call.   
 
I know when I follow my heart I am on track. Even if I 
get lost sometimes, I’m still on track. Anything is 
possible. I am so thankful for my brothers and sisters in 
our circles of sharing! Things are not always what they 
appear at first to be. And neither am I! 
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THROUGH THE FIRE INTO REDEMPTION 
By S. Stiles 

 
Grief is not something  

to avoid but embrace.  
It is often the painful medium  

that leads to transformation…  
closing one chapter & opening another. 

 There is one thing for certain,  
life is a mixed bag.  

When you stop searching for only  
the chocolate pieces in your trail mix,  

you realize you were never given a chocolate bar;  
you were given something far more sustaining. 

May we have eyes to see the glory in each day,  
the courage to be vulnerable,  

the openness to accept whatever comes,  
the patience to take a deep breath,  

the intention of slowing down,  
and gratitude for each moment. 

 
Basking in the sun, listening to the birds’ chirp, as they 
sing their morning song, I find myself becoming 
nostalgic. The color radiating off the trees around me, 
the air making the most tender kiss on my skin, it all is 
quite serene this one late summer morning. My mind 
begins to wander, as it does time to time, I begin to 
consider my journey, the people, places, and 
situation that have led me to this very morning, this 
very moment. I try to bring my mind back to the 
present, because the gift is too beautiful and radiant 
to miss. Perhaps for just one moment, I will allow my 
mind to drift, the past is calling, perhaps it has another 
lesson to teach. 
 

**** 
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January 30, 1989, I entered the world and to my 
mother’s surprise, and my father’s dismay, I arrived 
with female organs. Soon after being delivered in the 
comfort of a warm home, I was rushed to the hospital 
for it was apparent something was very wrong. I spent 
the first ten days of my fragile life in a square glass box 
where only my limbs could be touched by cold 
hospital gloves worn by my mother and father. 
Although my mind does not hold conscious memory 
of the isolation that surrounded the beginning of my 
life, my body remembers its’ initial experience on this 
earth as deprived from human touch, my mother’s 
milk, and my deepest desire and need as an infant, 
connection. My mother was told by a doctor on the 
day that I was born that I might not make it through 
the night. Sometimes, I wonder what my journey 
would be if my time on this earth was only one day. 
Would my journey as a spirit be a conscious one? 
Would I know that I had a mother and father, even if 
only for one day? Would any of these questions even 
matter? These questions may never be answered; 
much of my journey on this earth has been learning to 
let go of needing answers. The doctors never were 
able to confirm whether I had pneumonia or sepsis, 
either way the first ten days of my life were an 
accurate representation of my next 28 years of life; a 
fight for survival before eventually returning to the 
warmth of my home. 
 
My first mental memory does not appear on the 
scene until about age six, however my body 
remembers much younger years. When I gained 
access to my body memory as an adult, I came to a 
devastating realization that I was molested as a 
three-year-old by my uncle. Growing up I never did 
feel comfortable around my uncle. As a young 
teenager, he would always tell me I was good looking 
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and that if he wasn’t related to me, he would date 
me. He would always laugh it off and everyone would 
pardon his indecency by labeling his inappropriate 
comments as his sense of humor. When I was in my 
early 20s, I chose to not ever see my uncle again, I 
did not know why I was so repelled by him, nauseous 
at his sight, until years later in therapy when it all 
came out. Deep down, I always knew something was 
wrong. 
 
I was the kind of child who liked to please people, 
keep the peace, and draw attention to myself 
through doing good deeds. I remember being eight, 
or nine years old, cleaning my oldest sister’s entire 
room and leaving flowers on her pillow just to have 
her notice me. My oldest sister was nine years older 
than me and like most teenagers did not have time 
for her little annoying sister. Later on, in adulthood, I 
came to the realization that I never felt worthy of 
love; I always felt like I needed to do more, be better, 
make people happy, and be successful to earn my 
love. When recently asked by my pastor, during a 
silent retreat, to ponder a time when I felt utterly 
loved as a child, I found myself falling into a panic 
attack when I couldn’t recollect a single memory. It 
was not a matter of whether or not my family loved 
me that produced such acute anxiety but rather 
grieving the reality that I was unable to receive the 
notion of love as a child.  
 
Winds shifted when I turned ten. My father found a 
job in a small town in Northern California and he 
moved our family from Santa Cruz, a town my family 
had called home for all my life, to a town foreign to 
all the things I knew and loved. My mother found her 
voice for the first time when she felt forced to uproot 
and move from her home to a place that felt like 
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desolation. As my parents’ relationship began to 
crumble, so did my relationship with my big sister. I am 
the youngest of three girls in my family. My oldest sister 
at this time was in college in southern California and 
my middle sister, who was up to this point my closest 
friend, went through some significant shifts in her life 
that were unbeknownst to me until one day I woke up 
and lived the next five years in a re-occurring 
nightmare. For the next five years, my everyday was a 
fight to survive.  
 
My sister turned from my closest friend to my biggest 
threat; physically, emotionally, mentally, and sexually 
abusing me on a daily basis. This chunk of my life is in 
many ways a blur; a big grey dark energy that felt as 
if it would never lift. There were a few occurrences 
that remain in my mind as clear as crystal and as vivid 
as it occurred last week. Looking back the chaotic 
nature of the abuse was just as, if not more, 
destructive for my psyche than the abuse itself. There 
were no predictable triggers that set my sister off into 
her cycle of violence; I may be on the phone when 
she wanted to use it, I may have been in the shower 
at the time she decided she wanted it, maybe I was 
sleeping in a given bed that she felt she was entitled 
to that night, and other times I would just be standing 
in my bathroom minding my own business. The 
message I was provided as a child was “you’re never 
safe”, “be prepared all the time for anything to 
happen”, and “stay alive”; my body remained in 
survival mode day and night. After a few years, I got 
the courage to speak out more to my mother about 
what was going on to which I received the response 
“if that is really happening call the police.” My mother 
was so encapsulated in her new-found voice and will 
that she was unable to see, or perhaps unequipped 
to handle, what was right under her nose. My father 
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at the time was so disengaged from his marriage and 
family that he was utterly unapproachable; his 
marriage, as he knew it, had indefinitely ended and 
his new marriage was one he was unable to sit with 
and so he lost himself in technology. Feeling 
abandoned from the only people I felt could change 
my situation, brought new messages to me, “never 
trust anybody”, “people will turn on you”, and “you 
have to keep yourself safe.” Around age 15 my 
people pleasing compulsion took a dramatic shift. 
People pleasing was not keeping me safe and if I 
were to survive the hell I was living in, I needed to 
fend for myself.  
 
The next ten years of my life was largely 
characterized through my lens of anger and 
disconnection. Around the age of 15, my body 
began rejecting food. After many doctor 
appointments, an upper GI endoscopy, and a 
colonoscopy, the doctors had absolutely no answers 
to why I was throwing up close to thirty times per day. 
This volume of throwing up persisted for the next five 
years of my life, taking a significant toll on my physical 
and mental health. Fighting for my survival was a 
feeling I was quite used to; the abuse from my sister 
continued until I was 18 but decreased in frequency 
once she moved out when I was about 15. My body 
was holding an insurmountable amount of trauma 
and it was screaming at me to get help. I began 
going to therapy when I was 15, the therapist was 
more destructive then helpful in many ways. Now as 
an adult, I look back wondering why I never 
encountered child protective services and I wonder 
to myself whether or not the therapist ever reported 
the abuse I was reporting to him, another question 
that will never be answered. 
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I had my first boyfriend when I was 17 years-old. He 
was in the marines and bared the image of my 
“rescuer” who could save me from my hell hole. He 
was strong and protective, attributes that later shifted 
to domineering and controlling. After bearing through 
spiritual and sexual abuse from him for a year and a 
half I decided to call off our engagement. I had some 
good friends who spoke to me about my situation 
and opened my eyes to the abnormality of the abuse 
I had become so accustomed to in my life. A couple 
years later, I met the father of my son, George. 
George was that person who everyone is drawn to. 
He spoke eloquently and always had a way of 
charming his crowd. In addition to his charming 
nature, George was a very talented musician and 
artist. I saw George as something new, something I 
hadn’t experienced before. He let me be me; and, 
he never told me I needed to change something or 
be something different for him. I was drawn to the 
change in tempo that he brought to my chaos. We 
got pregnant four months into seeing each other. 
Things shifted once I found out I was expecting. 
George stopped answering his phone and he 
stopped being where he said he would be. When I 
was three months pregnant George informed me 
that he had met someone else and that he was 
moving in with her. They were married and pregnant 
shortly thereafter.  
 
The series of events that occurred during the nine 
months of pregnancy are best characterized as 
prolonged torture where all my worst fears developed 
over the course of my life of being worthless were 
being once again affirmed. George made it very 
loud and clear that he wanted nothing to do with me 
or my son. The anxiety, pain, and fear that pierced 
my soul at this point in my life felt unbearable. Out of 
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all my fights to survive, this one hurt in a different way. 
How could I love a baby who came from a man who 
left me? I had been left so many times in my life, at 
this point I did not believe that it was possible for 
anyone in my life to stay. 
 
When George left me, I felt disconnected from the 
fetus growing within me. My baby was a part of a 
person who abandoned me, and I began resenting 
both George and the baby. From the depth of my 
pain and loss I pleaded with God to place in me a 
love for my child; I couldn’t make myself feel it, it was 
going to need to be placed in me by a power 
greater than myself. I pleaded with God not 
expecting a favorable response, it had been awhile 
since I had asked anything of God. By this point in my 
life, I had given up all hope of God rescuing me from 
my pain. The God of the universe had seen my tears 
day after day, month after month, year after year, 
and had never wiped a single tear. He ignored the 
nightly plea of a young girl who desperately wanted 
to stop the nightmare, who wanted out of the dark 
hole that surrounded her every day. God had not 
changed my situation, he had let me sit in the horror 
of my life and so I stopped praying; I stopped asking 
for anything, because I was done with not being 
heard.  
 
My relationship with God as a child was as clean and 
organized as any fairytale story with a mathematical 
happy ending. God would protect and shelter his 
children from harm and danger, as long as his 
children had faith in Him. This safe and narrow 
perspective of God set me up for some very angry 
teenage years as my life fell apart around me 
regardless of my faith in God. I internalized God’s 
“negligence” as my fault; I must be inherently not 
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good enough for God’s protection. As a teenager I 
stopped caring about God all together; he wasn’t 
going to protect me, just like everybody else in my 
life, so I closed my heart off to Him; and told Him 
through action and word how I felt about being 
abandoned by yet another person. Eventually I grew 
numb which was about the time I got pregnant with 
my son. Being abandoned by my son’s father pierced 
through my numbness and brought me back to a 
deeper place of desperation. Three days after my 
countless hours of begging God to help me love my 
child, I woke up and my heart had changed, my spirit 
had shifted. I loved my child with everything in me, I 
was connected to my child, and my child was no 
longer connected with his father. This divine 
interaction saved my life; God gave me something I 
could have never given myself. He opened my heart 
again, and I considered giving God another chance. 
 
God used my son in many ways to save my life. The 
moment I saw him, the moment he looked at me for 
the first time, the moment I heard his very first cry, I 
was utterly overcome by the deepest unconditional 
love for him; a love I never knew could exist. My 
survival instinct shifted abruptly from how to keep 
myself safe to how to keep this beautiful child safe 
and protected from everything I had experienced. 
Raising a baby as a child in an adult shell was far 
more difficult than I could have ever prepared myself 
for. At this point in my life, I had lived with Post 
Traumatic Stress Disorder for ten years with very little 
ability to manage symptoms other than to 
disassociate and numb out. My two coping 
mechanisms did not work well with a child who 
needed his mother’s affection and attention 
constantly. Guilt accumulated as I struggled to 
comfort a screaming child; the noise triggered my 
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anxiety, and all I wanted to do was make the noise 
stop. There were many times when Isaiah was a 
young baby and toddler when I questioned whether 
or not I could give him all that he needed. How could 
a broken person raise a healthy child? 
 

**** 
In my brokenness, I searched for wholeness and I 
looked for it in the thing that was most accessible to 
me, men. I got into one dysfunctional relationship 
after the other. I did not know what healthy looked 
like, felt like, or acted like. My life had been filled with 
chaos and dysfunction, it was all I knew how to 
navigate it. Life hit an all-time low, once again, about 
five years ago (December 8th and 18th, 2012, to be 
exact) when I was raped by two separate men ten 
days apart. Rape does something to a person, it hits 
the deepest chord. For me, it felt like my soul had 
finally been tarnished beyond repair and I completely 
shut down. I don’t remember much about the year 
that followed those events. I did not feel anything; I 
know that for sure. There was a lot of alcohol, a lot of 
smoking, and a lot of sexual acting out. I remember 
considering getting into prostitution during this time; 
my body had been taken and used in the worst 
imaginable ways already. Why wouldn’t I use it to 
make some money? By the grace of God, I never 
went into the life, but it speaks to where I was in my 
heart and soul during this time. I literally felt like a 
piece of trash on the street that someone threw out 
their car window. 
 
On my 25th birthday something clicked within me, a 
twinge of life entered my body and I realized that if I 
kept living in the numbness I would either lose my 
child or my life, or perhaps both. My son needed me 
to be something more, and his sweet smile brought 
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me to a place of motivation. I promised him and 
myself on that day that I would get help and that life 
would be different moving forward. I began graduate 
school that year, a breath of new air entered my 
lungs; and, hope began to whisper in my ear. I met a 
few divine souls in my program; professors and 
mentors who left an imprint on my untouchable heart. 
Krishna, the inspiration of this book, was one of those 
divine souls who shined bright, as a light breaking 
through the vast darkness of my hollow shell. Krishna, 
and a few others, empowered me that year to not 
give up on myself. People were seeing things in myself 
that I could not yet see; and, their compassion for 
me, and belief in me, began softening my cement 
walls. I got myself into therapy and began to open 
the doors that held the pain I had been running from 
my whole life.  
 
Over the past three years of being in therapy, I slowly 
began opening the wounds I had built walls around. 
Through different body therapy modalities (brain 
spotting and EMDR), I became an observer of myself 
and began discovering many things about why I 
navigate the world the way I do. One of the most 
significant things I learned about myself is how 
attached I am to control; I spent my life believing at 
my core that if I lost control, I would lose my life. This 
core belief played such a significant role in my 
thoughts and actions. My obsessive-compulsive 
tendencies began to make sense as it became 
evident that it was my mind’s way of feeling secure in 
chaos through “managing my environment.” I 
learned through observation of others that there is 
order in life and that people do not just switch from 
“good” to “bad” without there being warning signs. I 
learned how to feel my body and listen to my gut. 
These changes did not occur over night, but over 
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years of long therapy sessions, sleepless nights, 
countless panic attacks, desperate prayers, and 
moment by moment decisions to surrender to 
whatever the moment brought. 
 
It has not been an easy journey facing my pain. It was 
not without walking through the fire of hell before I 
got to the other side. I needed to go back and re-
parent myself, teach myself how to self-regulate my 
emotions, and how to comfort myself when in distress. 
It took me years before I could trust a single person, 
let alone myself. The greatest and most difficult 
realization I came to in therapy was the day I realized 
that all my anxiety and fears were rooted in my fight 
to stay alive. My whole life I fought for survival, I did 
not want to accept death as an option. My need to 
control as an adult was deeply rooted in my inability 
to accept that death was a part of life and that one 
day I would pass, and God could be present in that 
space. I needed to comfort the child within me who 
had her fists clenched, her head tucked in, and her 
breath hyper-ventilating. I needed to show her how 
to slow down her breathing, lift her head, and open 
her eyes to the nature surrounding her. 
 
An itch arose in my spirit to connect with the Creator. 
After many years of feeling left by God, I chose to 
revisit what was left of our relationship. I had a lot of 
things to say to God, not all of which were pretty; 
however, if I was really going to try to attempt a 
genuine relationship with a God, whom I felt 
abandoned by most of my life, I was going to need to 
be honest. Reading the Bible was not the way I was 
going to connect with the Lord. After years and years 
of memorizing scripture and frantically repeating it to 
try to remove the demons from my life as a child, the 
Bible at this point was solely a trigger to my anxiety 
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and my feelings of abandonment. Despite my distrust 
of others, I chose to participate in a gathering called 
the “Integrated Life” with the church I attended at 
the time. It was a small group with people from 
different backgrounds and different walks of life. The 
year-long journey shared with a dozen other 
individuals in this group was nothing short of life 
changing, life giving. We practiced silence and 
solitude in many different ways that year; individually, 
and as a group.  
 
I could go on for an entire book on the different ways 
that God invested in me that first year, in the silence. 
Ways in which only He was able to tenderly break 
down my thick walls. He came to me and met me 
where I was. When I wasn’t ready to talk with the 
Father, he came to me as the wounded Christ who 
knew pain. He showed me the holes in His hands and 
feet and waited for me to invite Him into my space. 
When I could not experience God as a “he” because 
of all the negative associations I had with the gender; 
the Spirit came to me and reminded me that Creator 
is not a gender and yet encapsulates both. God 
never asked me to not be angry, nor did God push 
me to move faster than I was ready to go.  
 
God gave me beautiful people in that group, who 
became healers to my heart and soul. God 
redeemed the broken parts of my soul and showed 
me the beauty I possess within. I found true 
community for the first time that year, and I felt the 
warmth and security of trusting somebody for the very 
first time. At the end of the year, silence and solitude 
had become an essential part of living. This was not a 
Bible study or a program that had an end goal, it was 
a way of living a connected life with God. I had 
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found a treasure, a pearl in the trough and I yearned 
for more.  
 
This past year is the second year I have participated 
in the integrated life gathering. This year God met 
with me and I forgave Him for not being the God I 
thought He was supposed to be. I forgave Him for not 
rescuing me out of the hell of my childhood. He 
showed me a bigger picture, a grander plan that I 
and every other human being on this planet is a part 
of. After many conversations and tears, I grew to trust 
God and I experienced the most radical freedom 
through surrendering to His perfect plan. I have 
learned there is nowhere I can go where God is not 
waiting to meet with me. Through Her redeeming 
grace I have found gratitude for my life, my pain, my 
anxiety, all of it. Something my pastor says often, and 
rings true in my life, is that God is the “great recycler”; 
he wastes nothing, and he creates beauty out of the 
ashes. God had never left me, and never will.  
 
Connection with others needed to begin with a 
connection with myself. I learned how to trust myself 
to never leave me. I learned how to hold my own 
hand and comfort myself in moments of distress. I 
learned how to accept myself exactly the way I am, 
past, present, and future. Once I committed to 
myself, I was able to see more clearly God’s 
unconditional love and commitment towards me, 
and from that freedom began to grow. The 
community that has developed around me this past 
year has blanketed me in so much love and 
acceptance and has brought about so much 
healing. My heart opened, and I began seeing myself 
in the other. My fear of being hurt by others was 
overpowered by the incredible fullness that comes 
from being in communion with others. Redeemed 
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relationships within my family has blanketed me in so 
much gratitude and overflowing forgiveness. Never 
making excuses for the other but seeing myself and 
God in the other has given me eyes to love 
unconditionally. I have tasted a new way of living; 
and, now it’s the only way I choose to live.  
 

**** 
For me, intentional living that brings about healing is 
an active daily choice. I have to choose on a daily 
basis, sometimes a moment to moment basis, to 
surrender and turn over my will and desire to the Lord. 
I have to choose on a regular basis to make time to 
connect with God in silence and solitude; for a single 
mom with three demanding jobs the choice needs to 
be intentional and I constantly need to re-prioritize my 
never-ending to-do lists. I constantly make the choice 
to not give up when I am tired of struggling with the 
same old anxiety and fears I have dealt with for years. 
Healing is on its own timer, you cannot rush it; I have 
learned that I must listen to my wounds, feel them, 
and grieve them, for them to heal. I have found the 
importance of reaching out to trusted others when I 
am struggling, even though this is often the hardest 
time to reach out in vulnerability. God offers me a 
new perspective on the chaos that was my life. He 
offers me the opportunity to experience redemption 
and grace in each and every one of the moments 
that mark my past. On a daily basis God offers me the 
opportunity to re-experience my life in His light and in 
Her love; it is a moment by moment choice to open 
my eyes and heart to what is right in front of me. 
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PART 3 
STORIES OF REVERENCE / DEVOTION 

 
How long we live may not be as significantly 
meaningful in comparison to how intentional our lives 
may be no matter how short our time is here on the 
physical plane. One may exist without ultimately 
living. One may have a body, constantly attempting 
to live outside of it. Thus, a life lived with reverence 
(deep respect toward our experiences) and devotion 
(an active commitment to living purposefully through 
harmonious as well as adversarial times) is not 
necessarily about survival, but rather flourishing 
through each of our experiences.  
 
It is not surprising that while on the physical realm, our 
lives are impregnated with experiences that are 
sometimes filled with joy and pleasure, and other 
times with pain and despair. Some will describe 
human experiences as a dance between wellness 
and illness or for that matter, remembrance and 
forgetfulness. Thus, how long we live is perhaps not as 
important as to how well we live. This idea seems to 
be exhibited by the notion that a difference exists 
between curing an experience or healing from an 
experience.  
 
While the terms curing and healing have often been 
used interchangeably, numerous individuals have 
spoken about a difference between the two. For 
instance, one may experience being cured from a 
physical injury or disorder, but not healing from the 
traumatic imprints that it has left behind (i.e. a person 
who is sober but not emotionally well; a person who 
has recovered from the physical injuries created by a 
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car accident, but continues to live in fear of driving; a 
person who has been physically or sexually assaulted 
and emotional wounds have, 20 years later, 
continued to stimulate self-destructive behaviors 
toward self and/or others). By the same token, one 
may have encountered healing from the 
psychological conditions and programming that an 
experience may have generated, but the body is 
unable to reflect elimination of the sickness (i.e., 
being at peace and emotionally harmonized with the 
experience of an uncured cancer). Ultimately, one 
may experience both – curing and healing. 
 
While healing can be viewed as a restoration of 
wholeness, an integrative process regardless of a 
possible on-going presence of physical, 
psychological, and/or social illness (i.e., a lesson of 
reverence – radical acceptance has been learned 
from an incurable experience), curing is mostly a 
restoration of health reflected through eliminating all 
signs of an illness – infection - disorder. Please, don’t 
misunderstand, living alcohol free is important during 
the process of dismantling from emotional scars that 
may have been originated during moments of 
intoxication. By the same coin, addressing a physical 
and/or sexual assault beyond the bio-physical effects 
caused by the mistreatment of the body becomes 
fundamental if the goal is to promote wellness 
beyond the physical.   
 

**** 
The narratives in this section remind the reader that 
life’s circumstances do not make a person, 
community, or society. While life’s circumstances 
have affects, perhaps what ultimately shapes a 
person, community, or society are options perceived, 
decisions considered, and how one chooses to 
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respond. Through the sharing of personal experiences, 
authors remind the reader that while some 
perceptions and choices may give birth to unhealthy 
life patterns, others may serve as opportunities for 
deconstructing and reconstructing notions of reality 
that no longer serve a greater, often initially 
undefined, life purpose.  
 
The narratives in this section reflect that while one 
may not necessarily be the cause of a painful 
encounter, honoring our pain can assist us to journey 
toward miraculous experiences. The reader is 
exposed to individuals who have learned of the 
importance of living courageously, not being 
controlled - confined by life’s events, but rather being 
expanded by them. While challenging, a painful 
encounter can be a gateway to experiences that as 
humans, we may have possibly never imagined (i.e., 
being in a healthy relationship after breaking out of 
unhealthy relational patterns modeled to us as 
children). In other words, treating our adversities with 
reverence can be an entrance to their 
transformation.   
 
The following narratives reflect the power of sacred 
devotion, a time in our lives where a decision is made 
to attempt to live with an accessible heart. Unlocking 
of the heart’s compassion, while honoring and 
healing life’s wounds. Sacred devotion seems to 
promote an opening for hope, confidence in the 
experiences yet manifested, and ultimately sacred 
expression – gratitude and playfulness. As the reader, 
you are asked to sit and journey with the authors. 
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NEVER GIVE UP, HONOR THE STORM, 
AND MOVE FORWARD 

By Neeb Bogatar 
 

May I never become  
confined by what I have lived.  

May I celebrate my experiences  
as passages toward my true nature,  

LOVE! KLG 
 
While looking back at my life experiences, I 
sometimes wonder “How, did I get here?”! Who 
would have gambled that I would soon be 
celebrating 39 years of age and be a father of two 
magnificent children: Timani, an 18-year-old daughter 
and baby Neeb, a 13-year-old son. Logic and reason 
do not begin to explain my life as a miraculous 
restoration. Our lives are inspired by multiple factors. I 
can openly voice that pain and tragedies have 
heavily influenced my journey. I have not been a 
victim of circumstances. Rather, my life experiences 
have been the vehicle toward the recognition of my 
wholeness.  
 
The reader is warned to expect no discernment in 
some of the information presented in my narrative. I 
feel release at the fact that I am in no need of hiding. 
No secret will ever chase me! I do believe that my 
experiences are what have created the person that I 
am today. No need for shame or blame, as we do 
what we can, based on what we know in the 
moment. Thus, in order for the reader to be exposed 
to my glories, aspirations, accomplishments, and ways 
through which I tried to live intentionally, the reader 
will first be exposed to some of my pains, moments of 
darkness.  
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**** 
I was born and raised in Atlantic City, NJ, once known 
as America’s favorite playground. My mother was a 
single mom with 5 kids. I heard that my father was 
brutally murdered when I was young, so I can't really 
tell you much about him. The only man I ever had in 
my life and to look up to, was my uncle. And, if you 
ask me, that was better than having a father. He has 
been there through my darkness moments with open 
arms and no judgment.  
 

 
Me on the left, uncle, & sisters 

 
In my neighborhood, I remember playing all sorts of 
games, from freeze tag to hide and go seek. I would 
spend a lot of time on the playground with my sister 
and other kids. I didn't know it at the time, but I was a 
pyromaniac. I would find matches on the floor and 
light things on fire from plastic, to cardboard, to trash 
cans. I even set the playground on fire twice. The 
second time I did it, the fire department already knew 
it was me. After they put the fire out, they came to 
my house, knocked on my door, and told my mom. I 
was about 5 or 6 years old, but for some reason, I 
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loved fire – the colors, the flames, and the smoke that 
it created. My mom, however, didn't seem to like it as 
much. She would take off the heels that she was 
wearing and started beating me on the head with 
them. I have to admit, that while it sounds crazy, I 
never felt mad at her for my many beatings. Deep 
inside I knew that my uncontrollable behavior at that 
time was challenging to manage.  
 
Later in life, I found out I had Attention Deficit Disorder 
(ADD), which explained a lot to me. In school, I could 
never focus. I was never able to figure it out; I couldn't 
learn like the rest of the other kids. No matter how 
much I tried or how much I studied, the lessons would 
not stick with me. I ended up hating school. I felt 
discouraged by my inability to learn. It seemed that 
learning came easy for everyone else, but not for me. 
Thus, since I could not stop going to school because 
of my age and I had a mom who believed that 
education was the solution to all problems, I became 
a class clown or boxer – joking around with friends or 
fighting kids who I did not get along with.  
 
For most people being bad is bad, but for me, it was 
a rush. One day, I was with my best friend EVAA 
walking. We found a half of a cigarette on the 
ground still lit. I was curious because a few months 
before, I tried smoking newspaper. It was the worst 
thing in the world. So EVAA and I picked up the 
cigarette, took a few puffs, and threw it back on the 
ground. Before we picked up the cigarette, we 
looked around to see if any adult was around. We did 
not see anyone. When I arrived home, I found out 
that I was wrong. EVAA's mom had seen us, but we 
had not seen her. She didn't say anything to us 
instead she went home to tell my mom. I went home 
a short while after. When I got home my mom was 
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waiting for me. She asked me what I was doing 
outside. "Nothing, just playing with EVAA," I replied. 
She said someone told her they had seen me 
smoking. Of course, I denied it. She wasn't going for it. 
I knew I would be getting a beating. But, instead, she 
had other plans. She took me to the kitchen and 
turned on both burners on the stove and asked me if I 
liked smoking. I started screaming and pulling away, 
but I was too young and weak to move away from 
her. She put both of my hands on the burners with the 
flame on high. I can't lie, that shit hurt like hell, but 
eventually it was over. Then she sent me to my room. 
There, I went to cry the pain away. As I cried, my 
uncle arrived at the house. I heard him arguing with 
my mother. He quickly came up to the room to check 
on me. He tried to help me deal with the pain, but the 
pain was nothing that I had ever experienced before. 
All I could remember after that was falling asleep.  
 
Again, I must have signed a soul contract with my 
mom. No matter how painful her disciplinary method 
was, I simply could not get upset with her. Deep 
inside, I always have felt that she did not like it, but 
somehow, she needed to play the role. I loved my 
mother.  
 
The older I got, the more of a rush I experienced 
engaging in risky behaviors. When I was 12 years old, I 
was arrested for the first time. I had just got out of 
school and was walking home with my friend 
Maurice. We were walking past a hotel and thought it 
would be cool and fun to throw bricks through the 
window. So, we did. We must have broken about four 
windows before a man pulled up in his car and 
jumped out screaming at us. Telling us to stop and 
stand still because he had called the cops. I was 
thinking about just running, but I froze when he said 
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he would chase me down if I decided to start 
running. Maurice ran and got away. Once the cops 
arrived, they handcuffed and arrested me. While I 
was sitting in the cop car, my mind started racing. I 
really didn't know what was going to happen. When 
we arrived at the police station, I was 
handcuffed to a bench. The police officers asked me 
my moms’ name and for a phone number where she 
could be reached. I thought, "damn I'm gonna get 
my ass whooped for real this time". I was used to it.  
 
After I got home, my mom told me to go to my room 
and wait until she came upstairs. Where we lived, in a 
two-story apartment, was considered the "projects." I 
sat in my room and thought about running away. I 
opened my window and looked out. I paused for a 
minute, the fear of jumping out of a two-story window 
held me back for a moment. After a few minutes, I 
made the decision to just go for it. I first stuck my legs 
out of the window, with my hands 
holding onto the window pane. I remember my heart 
was beating nonstop. Once I started, I knew there 
was no turning back. Thus, I let go, falling through the 
air until I hit the ground. What was going through my 
head is hard to tell. Yet, I was fortunate that I did not 
break a bone.  
 
Once on the ground, I went to my friend Michael's 
house. I told him that I had ran away from home. That 
only lasted a few hours as I could tell that Michael 
couldn't let me stay at his place. So, I returned back 
home and told my mom that someone was in my 
room and told me to jump out the window. I knew 
she knew that I was full of shit, but she didn't say 
anything and there was no beating. I went to my 
room and everything was okay. However, this 
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experience marked the beginning of my trouble with 
the law.  
 
While at school, I would frequently hang out with 
older boys and break into cars. Initially, we began 
stealing radios, speakers, CDs, TVs and anything else 
that we could find inside. Then, the misconduct was 
elevated to robbing the whole car. I seemed to be 
searching for something that could fulfill an emptiness 
inside. Again, it was a rush stimulated by fear or the 
notion of uncertainty. What would happen next? I 
liked the rush. It made me feel alive. Eventually one of 
my friends got caught and the cops fucked him up. 
They allowed a K9 dog to feed on his ass. To say the 
least, that was a moment of awakening! I was done 
breaking into cars, but not living risk free. 
 
I kept hanging out with the older guys. I liked to think I 
was older doing the things that they did. One day, 
everyone was smoking weed and drinking beer. Me, 
being curious, decided I wanted to try it too. First, I 
drank beer. The taste was nasty, but I kept drinking it. I 
then decided to try weed. When I took my first puff, I 
couldn't stop coughing. I kept trying both, then 
passed out. I went from sitting on a chair to waking 
up on the floor while everybody was laughing. 
Everything felt like slow motion. After about twenty 
minutes, one of the guys suggested to the group, "let's 
go for a ride". While in the back seat, I was so drunk 
and high that I started barking like a dog. My friend, 
who was driving, was so pissed that I couldn't control 
myself. He said "Niby, I'm taking you home". He was 
dead serious. When I finally got home, they let me out 
of the car and pulled off. I started walking towards 
my door and tried to put the key in the door, but my 
vision was too blurry, so I kept missing the doorknob. I 
started laughing and couldn't stop. I think it was my 
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sister who got the door opened for me. Either way, I 
was still laughing loud. I could hear my mom from 
upstairs saying "Niby come upstairs". I went up to her 
room and sat on her bed. She looked at me in my 
eyes and began to talk. I started busting out laughing 
and she slapped me, but I kept laughing. She looked 
at me and said, "go to bed". I went to my room and 
passed out. The next day it was back to smoking 
weed and drinking. Again, searching for fulfillment. 
Perhaps, looking for joy and peace in the wrong 
places. My mom seemed to have surrendered me to 
God, or whatever higher power that she believed in. 
She never said anything about it after that day. 
  
Now that my mom was giving me more freedom, I 
started staying out later and getting into more stuff. I 
would hang out a lot on the boardwalk in Atlantic 
City with my friends. Talking to girls from out of state, 
fighting, and small-time robberies. One day while on 
the boardwalk, I went inside a casino called 
"Tropicana" and saw some kids my age. They looked 
like they had a lot of money, well at least I thought 
that. Anyways, a friend and I approached them and 
started a fight. We took their stuff and ran out of the 
casino before we could get caught. We got away 
free and clear. Once again, it was a rush I got. Once 
we got to my friend’s house we started to talk and 
laugh about the whole thing. For some reason, the 
next day I wanted to go back to the casino. My friend 
said it was a dumb thing to do; but we went back 
anyways. Soon as we got there, I saw the kids from 
the night before. They started screaming for security. 
We tried to run, but it was pointless. We were caught. 
While sitting in the holding cell of Tropicana Casino, 
we were talking shit to the security guards until the 
cops got there. When we got to the station, I knew 
we weren't going home; and, to be honest I was fine 
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with it. I had already been through so much at a 
young age, I felt as though I belonged there. We 
were both booked and headed to Harbor Fields in 
Egg Harbor City, NJ. When we got there, it felt like a 
wild, all boys, summer camp. I started seeing friends 
from everywhere, but one stood out to me. It was a 
friend from my neighborhood, Joseph, AKA Twin. He 
had connections in there. He went and spoke with 
the staff. We became roommates.  
 
At first, it was all new and kinda fun, I thought, no 
parents, no rules that you really had to follow. Harbor 
Fields had a system that would determine your status 
as an inmate. The system would influence how late 
you could stay up and what late night snack can you 
get (i.e., usually a peanut butter and jelly sandwich 
and a cup of milk). The levels would be negative or 
positive. I would often make sure that I was negative 
by not following the rules. Thus, I would be sent to bed 
at 5 o'clock. The guards we would call staff and most 
of them were cool. They would let me, Twin, and 
other guys hang out in the same room. We would 
wrestle, but Twin would always win. He was the 
biggest and his father had taught him and his brother, 
Jeremiah, how to box at an early age. We would also 
tell war stories and clown around. 
   
Before going to court for my sentence, I spoke to a 
judge over the phone. He read me my charges and 
that was that. A few days later, a group of us, 
inmates, were taken to court. Once at the court, we 
all sat in the holding cell for hours to be called one by 
one. After my name was called, I entered the court 
room and immediately saw my mother who gave me 
a smile. Since this was my first legal charge, I thought 
that perhaps I would get a break and go home with 
my mother. I was wrong! The judge read my charges 
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then explained to me the penalties. The judge 
wanted to teach me a lesson, so he sent me back to 
Harbor Fields. My heart dropped. I looked at my mom 
and told her that I was sorry. She started crying.  
 
That night, I slept in the Galloway due to 
overcrowded rooms. I laid on my cot with the sheet 
over my head. A song by my favorite rapper, 2Pac, 
“Dear Mama,” began to play in my head:  

When I was young me and my mama had beef 
Seventeen years old kicked out on the streets 

Though back at the time, I never thought I'd see her 
face 

Ain't a woman alive that could take my mama's 
place 

Suspended from school, and scared to go home, I 
was a fool 

With the big boys, breaking all the rules 
I shed tears with my baby sister 

Over the years we was poorer than the other little kids 
And even though we had different daddy's, the same 

drama 
When things went wrong we'd blame mama 
I reminisce on the stress I caused, it was hell 

Hugging on my mama from a jail cell 
And who'd think in elementary? 

Hey! I see the penitentiary, one day 
And running from the police, that's right 

Mama catch me, put a whooping to my backside 
And even as a crack fiend, mama 

You always was a black queen, mama 
I finally understand 

For a woman it ain't easy trying to raise a man 
You always was committed 

A poor single mother on welfare, tell me how ya did it 
There's no way I can pay you back 
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But the plan is to show you that I understand 
You are appreciated 

Lady 
Don't you know we love ya? Sweet lady 

Dear mama 
Place no one above ya, sweet lady 

You are appreciated 
Don't ya know we love ya? 

Now ain't nobody tell us it was fair 
No love from my daddy cause the coward wasn't 

there 
He passed away and I didn't cry, cause my anger 

Wouldn't let me feel for a stranger 
They say I'm wrong and I'm heartless, but all along 

I was looking for a father he was gone 
I hung around with the Thugs, and even though they 

sold drugs 
They showed a young brother love 

I moved out and started really hanging 
I needed money of my own so I started slangin 

I ain't guilty cause, even though I sell rocks 
It feels good putting money in your mailbox 

I love paying rent when the rent's due 
I hope ya got the diamond necklace that I sent to 

you 
'Cause when I was low you was there for me 

And never left me alone because you cared for me 
And I could see you coming home after work late 

You're in the kitchen trying to fix us a hot plate 
Ya just working with the scraps you was given 

And mama made miracles every Thanksgiving 
But now the road got rough, you're alone 

You're trying to raise two bad kids on your own 
And there's no way I can pay you back 
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But my plan is to show you that I understand 
You are appreciated 

Lady 
Don't you know we love ya? Sweet lady 

And dear mama 
Place no one above ya, sweet lady 

You are appreciated 
Don't ya know we love ya? 

Pour out some liquor and I reminisce, cause through 
the drama 

I can always depend on my mama 
And when it seems that I'm hopeless 

You say the words that can get me back in focus 
When I was sick as a little kid 

To keep me happy there's no limit to the things you 
did 

And all my childhood memories 
Are full of all the sweet things you did for me 

And even though I act crazy 
I gotta thank the Lord that you made me 

There are no words that can express how I feel 
You never kept a secret, always stayed real 

And I appreciate, how you raised me 
And all the extra love that you gave me 

I wish I could take the pain away 
If you can make it through the night there's a brighter 

day 
Everything will be alright if ya hold on 
It's a struggle everyday, gotta roll on 

And there's no way I can pay you back 
But my plan is to show you that I understand 

You are appreciated 

Lady 
Don't you know we love ya? Sweet lady 
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And dear mama 
Place no one above ya, sweet lady 

You are appreciated 
Don't ya know we love ya? 

Sweet lady 
And dear mama 

Dear mama 
Lady, lady, lady 

As the song played in my head, tears caressed my 
face. I broke-down! This was the only time I cried 
when I was in Harbor Fields. It felt like I was 
experiencing the grief of a lifetime. Perhaps, a 
beginning for releasing some accumulated pain.  
 
For the next few months, this was my home. I never 
got into any trouble when I was there. I was just a kid 
trying to find my way. Not having a father, I often felt 
lost. Yet, as strange as it may sound, after being 
locked up, I felt like I belonged and mattered.  
 
After a few months, I was released through a program 
called "The Ministers Program". This was a house arrest 
program for kids my age. The exception was that no 
bracelet monitoring my steps was used.  
 
My mom came to pick me up from Harbor Fields. We 
went to the mall to buy an album by Christopher 
George Latore Wallace, better known by his artistic 
name, “The Notorious B.I.G.,” “Biggie,” or “Biggie 
Smalls.” He has been ranked as one of the ten 
greatest rappers of all times by the Billboard, 
American entertainment media brand. The album 
was called "Read to Die". I played it from start to finish. 
I was hooked. My favorite song was "Juicy". I'll never 
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forget that album. It put into words many of my 
emotions - sense of betrayal, rejection, loneliness that 
I had felt. While some people may be offended by 
the words, I felt that these were medicine to my soul.  
 
I was finally home. It was the greatest feeling in the 
world. While at home, I would chill out with friends 
and smoke weed, whenever I could get away with it. 
Joseph was one of my greatest friends. He came 
often to visit. One day, when I went to visit Joseph at 
his home, he said “come, I have something to show 
you.” He took me to his living room and said “look.” 
My eyes could not believe it. It was a bunch of weed 
trees, about 6 feet tall, covered by white sheets. I 
really thought I was dreaming until he suggested for 
me to “take some buds off of the tree". I must have 
grabbed an ounce worth of weed. Yet, it didn't seem 
to have made a different to the humongous plant.  
 
While being on house arrest, I began to think about 
making money selling weed to my friends from my 
mom’s porch. Being young and dumb, I thought it 
would be a good idea. Not having money, I went to 
Joseph and traded him a beeper that I owned, and 
he liked, for some weed. Not long after, I sold $10 
worth of weed to a friend. While doing so, I was 
rushing. Thus, I didn't take my time hiding the rest. I just 
put the weed in my closet in the sleeve of one of my 
jackets. My mom went to my room when I was 
outside. She sensed that something was going on. 
She searched my closet. The pot fell down to the 
flood. She screamed my name out loud "Nibito ven 
aca ahora" (Nibito come here now). When I heard 
her voice, I knew she had found the weed. She was 
pissed. She called up the main guy at "The Ministers 
Program" and back I went to jail. For a while, I was in 
lock down. Those of us in lock down were fed soup 
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and cheese by an Asian woman chef named "Moy." 
We, inmates, had a song for her "Moy, please no 
more soup and cheese". 
   
When I was released from jail, I went back to the 
streets. I didn’t seem to have learned my lesson. I had 
a "I don't give a fuck” attitude. Some may say that I 
was looking for attention. Others may stress that I was 
damaged by traumas. I would simply say that I was 
lost and without a clear focus and perhaps trauma 
was my vehicle for awakening my life purpose.  
 

**** 
Where I lived in Atlantic City, there were no 
recreational youth programs that I knew about. 
Perhaps, boredom took the best out of me. My 
patterns were destructive – robbing people, breaking 
into and stealing cars, getting in physical fights, selling 
drugs, roaming the streets. This was a crazy life and I 
seemed to love it. This was my path. 
 
Most of my friends came from what many would view 
as broken homes – single parents or parents who 
were always working to support the family. An 
outsider may attempt to explain my madness as a 
result of a broken home, a single mother trying to 
raise 5 kids on her own. Yet, I have never seen it that 
way. The sacrifices that I witnessed my mother making 
went beyond the sacrifices that any human being 
should make for the wellness of others: at times 
working two or three jobs to make sure that my 
siblings and I had what we needed and more. 
Regardless of our challenges, she always took care of 
us. She was and will always be my superwoman. She 
was and is not to be blamed for my madness and 
destructive behaviors. Perhaps, it was my own 
immaturity or nonconventional ways of being. I often 
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felt trapped by societal expectations, as well as 
confined by the notion of routine. Thus, I will never 
blame anyone for what I did or have experienced. I 
am not glorifying my destructive behavior. Just simply 
taking ownership.  
 
I was not interested in school. I could not relate to the 
content that teachers tried to cover. I don’t even 
remember being inspired by a teacher. Looking 
back, 99% of the stuff that teachers taught was 
bullshit and didn't interest me one bit. People learn 
differently. Some people require more attention, but I 
don't think the school system has figured that out yet. 
Education seemed to be more of an attempt to 
assimilate or control me rather than expand and 
helping me to think comprehensively. Thus, I would 
just drift away daydreaming. 
 
School became a fashion show; many of us guys 
trying to impress girls and girls trying to act older. 
Other than that, it was also a place to release your 
anger. Fights were common – one person against 
another person or between gangs. I got caught in a 
few fights, but that was not my primary goal. I had my 
mind set on making money and girls. I would 
sometimes leave a brick inside the school door to 
sneak back in later and no one would even notice. A 
couple of my friends and I would hang out on the 
boardwalk in Atlantic City and model. Then, we used 
to go into the casinos and get chased by the security 
guards. We would always get away. After we had our 
fun, we would go back to school like nothing 
happened. When school was over, it was off to the 
streets. I got kicked out of junior high cause they 
couldn't deal with me anymore. I got sent to an 
alternative school. That didn't last long. I stopped 
going. I swear they had what they called the bad kids 
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in a little room teaching us nothing and letting us just 
play and talk.  
 
My adolescence was a period of darkness. I was lost. I 
didn't know what I wanted to do with my life. I didn't 
think that I was going to live much longer and even 
thought of suicide more than once. Many of the 
thoughts I had were negative. They haunted me 
every day. I was the only kid in my immediate family 
getting into trouble, in and out of jail, over and over 
again. It got to the point where I hated myself. I really 
didn't know why I was alive. Only on a few occasions, 
did I feel that I wanted to turn my life around and do 
something good with it. As time went on, I finally 
made it to high school. I met and began to date a 
pretty girl. It felt good riding the school bus. Yet, that 
only lasted about 3 days. I got into another crazy fight 
with a senior because he put his hands on a friend of 
mine and I wanted to show off in front of the girls 
while in the cafeteria. I picked up a chair and walked 
towards him and hit him in the head. Then we got into 
it. A teacher and a policeman jumped in. They were 
trying to break up the fight. I couldn't calm down, so I 
hit the teacher too and back to jail I went. A few 
weeks later, the Board of Education encouraged my 
mother to bring me in for a meeting. It was a huge 
square room and people from wall to wall. They put 
me in the middle of the room like I was some sort of 
dog, then they asked me if I had no remorse for 
fighting. I was so mad that I told the entire room “hell 
no” and screamed out "fuck all of y'all." After I was 
done screaming, they told me that I was expelled 
from school. I was not allowed to go to school in New 
Jersey ever again. 
 
Now I was back in jail in Camden, New Jersey, hoping 
I would find myself during this process. I had long hair 
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at the time, so the first thing they made me do was 
cut it all off. It was a part of breaking any street image 
we had. For the first month, I was really anti-social. I 
didn't talk to anyone, just stayed to myself. My days 
consisted of going to school, doing chores and sitting 
in a large circle that was called "a house meeting". 
We were encouraged to share our problems. 
Sometimes someone would put you on the spot, 
pointing something out you did wrong that day. It 
could be cursing, or even not tucking your shirt in. 
Once a week, we piled into a state van and went to 
the local college to pick up a trade. I would pick 
mechanics since I loved cars so much. As time 
passed, I became the same class clown I was before. 
Once again, I felt like I belonged there.  
 
One weekend, my sister Kiomi came to visit me with 
her boyfriend. I'll never forget that day. My sister 
shared with me that she was pregnant and was going 
to give her son my name. That touched my heart.  
 
My mom would come visit me no matter what. She 
would bring me clothes and food. That would always 
make my day. I learned a lot being locked up in 
Camden, but it didn't change me much and I would 
let it be known that I was going home to go back to 
the streets. Being locked up either helped you better 
yourself or become a better criminal. I did both and 
always considered myself different. My time was up, 
and I was free again and back to the streets.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

138 

 

 
 
I tried a 9 to 5 job, but it wasn't for me. Thus, that was 
over really quickly. I started selling weed again; a lot 
of it. All my friends were selling coke. It was me, 
Peabo, Kill, Mallgo, Naje Muh. We would all hustle out 
of a back door of a house in the projects owned by 
our big homie, Rafeek. We all became a family. We 
would stay there, eat there, and do everything 
together. We were all flashy teenagers. Eventually, I 
stopped selling weed and began selling coke and 
crack. The money was faster and more of it came in. 
These were crazier times than ever before – money, 
drugs, sex, were all part of the madness.   
 
My friends and I came up with the name "The Bogatar 
Family." We all put Bogatar as our last names. We had 
to be the only teenagers getting into clubs that 
required you to be 21 and over. We would always go 
to the club in a limo and even the mall. My crew and 
I felt that we were on top of the world. Two more 
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members would be added to the Bogatar family, 
they would go by Star Bogatar and Reese Bogatar.  
 
I got away with a lot, but always knew that it wouldn't 
last forever. One night, Peabo and I were driving with 
some girls. We went to pick up Twin and then drove to 
a place to go smoke. This was really stupid since we 
all had a lot of drugs on us and none of us had a 
license. I was the one driving. It was dumb. We drove 
around for about an hour in the inlet, Atlantic City. I 
don't know how, but I was driving with the lights off 
and I drove past a cop. He did the fastest U-turn I 
have ever seen. I did not hesitate, I hit the gas at full 
speed, which kinda gave me a rush. As we kept 
going, we found ourselves with a whole force of 
police cars chasing us. We were headed to the 
projects where I lived. I told everyone to get ready to 
jump and run. My plan was to hit a cop car and get 
away. I pulled into a packed parking lot, rammed a 
parked car, then put the car in reverse and rammed 
a police car. We got out and ran, the girls got scared 
and stayed in the car. We ran until we got away. We 
finally made it to the house where we sold drugs from. 
About 10 minutes later, the cops were banging on 
the door. The girls had told them where we were. My 
heart started racing. I could hear a lot of cops and 
one of the girls was yelling "Neeb come out the cops 
just want to talk to you." We all stayed in with the 
lights off and eventually they left. This was one of 
those times when I felt that the walls were closing in 
on me.  
 
Even though I got away that night, I would be back in 
prison a year later, right at a time when I thought I 
was invincible. This time I really looked at it as a 
blessing because I didn't see myself changing while 
still on the street. Before I was put in prison, I was 
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bailed out. I was given a date to turn myself in. So, I 
came up with a plan to sneak as much weed that I 
could into the jail. I got a bunch of weed and put it in 
a blender. Then, I cut the insides of my boots. When I 
got to court, they gave me my sentence, 4 years. I 
got handcuffed and off to jail. When I got to the 
prison, they stripped searched me and when they 
grabbed my boots, I started to annoy the guard on 
purpose. So, he threw my boots down and told me to 
get dressed. I got the weed in. I was able to buy 
everything I needed, from food, radios, to tattoos. I 
think I got the whole county high.  
 
One day, I went for a med check. I had to drop some 
off. But, while I was walking, a guard stopped me and 
searched me and found some. I got another charge 
added to my sentence. That was a wakeup call for 
me. While in solitary, I found out that I had a daughter 
from a woman I had a one-night stand with. It had to 
be the scariest feeling in the world. I got a letter with 
her pictures. She looked like my twin. Her name was 
"Timani." That moment forever changed my life. While 
being in prison, I told myself I was done with this life. I 
would never come back again. I really hated it; it was 
nothing like the youth corrections.  
   
I got moved to a couple different prisons and got put 
into solitary confinement for months. It really broke my 
mom’s heart. The pain I had put her through was 
really taking a toll on her. She was sick, and her heart 
was failing, but she would always go to visit me no 
matter what. At this point, all I wanted to do was to 
be free. I was in hell. All the pain I was going through 
would motivate me to never come back.  
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A few years later, I was free and back on the streets. I 
moved to Miami to start over. I would get up and look 
for a job every day, but I didn't have luck. Once you 
have a legal record, it is hard to find an “honorable” 
job. So, I got frustrated and told my family that I would 
be going back to Jersey to do the only thing I knew 
how to do, sell drugs. Yes, it was stupid. My family 
begged me not to leave Miami. I was in Jersey for 
three days before I got shot twice. I was almost 
paralyzed. I felt like I was cursed. This time I was facing 
death.  
 

**** 
It should not be of surprise to the reader that with 
drugs comes other challenges – prison and even 
death. While in recovery from my wounds, I had 
much time for reflection. Many of my friends were in 
jail. Some have been murdered. As time went on, I 
had choices to make – continue or transform. Seeing 
the pain that my actions had influenced in the lives of 
loved ones and recognizing that I now had a 
daughter made by decision easier. All I needed now 
was an outlet and music has been my passion since I 
was a child. I never saw myself as a music artist until 
now. Looking back, I can say that realizing that I had 
a daughter, reflecting on the pain that my behavior 
had caused, music became the miracle that 
transformed my life. 
 
When I was about 6 years old, I was with my uncle in 
a burgundy BMW and he played Bob Marley and the 
Wailers white tape. He played it all day. It was at that 
moment that I fell in love with music. I discovered a 
poster of John Lennon and his music all because of 
my uncle.  
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Now, I am dedicating my new life to music - writing, 
producing, and recording as an artist. I am also 
experimenting with filming and music videos. All self-
taught. Relying on my pain as the vehicle for my drive 
and passion to be creative. Losing my mother has left 
a hole in my heart. I also have an amazing son 
named Elijah. Elijah, Timani, and family are what drive 
me. One day, I will turn my life into a book and a 
movie in order to capture experiences that go 
beyond this narrative. While my life has been 
complex, my message is simple, “never give up.” You 
can always find a way to turn your life around, no 
matter what you've been through. Just believe in 
yourself and have faith, stay positive. Peace and 
love, Neeb Bogatar 
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SOMETHING TO CROW ABOUT: MY 
STORY  

By Two Crow (AKA James D. Schumacher) 
 

“Love is my religion.                     It does not condemn.                                                            
It does not judge.                           It does not betray.                                                                  

It does not begrudge.                    It does not war.”  

Steve Maraboli 
 

My intention in sharing my story is to provide a spark, 
a seed that you might pick up and nurture with your 
own essence so that you may consciously evolve; 
that that spark you may find herein will pass through 
your own truth filter and resonate with your soul. I will 
write as if I am talking directly with you. To facilitate 
this approach, imagine we are sitting somewhere you 
love and are at peace, open to active listening. For 
me this is a place in the mountains where Mother 
Earth smells moist from a recent rain, the air is fresh, 
and all the Plant People are bathed in sparkling gems 
of dew, while cawing ravens and squawking Mexican 
jays play. Perhaps my story will facilitate you to grow 
in your own way of being, helping you to find your 
unique way to walk in beauty, live in harmony and 
bathe in grace. I’ve found that these abilities/gifts 
come through finding answers to who you are and 
what your purpose is in this lifetime. Besides, sharing it 
reminds me of my journey, and that brings me joy. The 
quest lies within your grasp and is your responsibility…I 
am here simply to do my best to help. 
 
Elders taught me first things first, acknowledge and 
honor all that has helped me to be me now. Thank 
you, universe/creator, spirits and angels, ancestors, 
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my awesome wife/soul-mate Athena, Lori, Ken and 
Melissa, my children who have been a source of love, 
fun and challenges, and Krishna whose inspiration led 
to this book. The woman whose challenge led me to 
12-Step programs, Auntie Barbara Means Adams, Joe 
Brown and Durwin White Lightning were invaluable 
guides to the Lakota/Dakota way of being and Les 
Thomas Keith Chiefmoon and Jack Thom continued 
to share Red Road ways with me.  
 
I will begin at the present, the eternal now. Today, I 
am a man who is usually happy, which I take as being 
delighted at some external person, place or thing. I 
am also mostly joyous, a state of grace that comes 
from within. I recognize my connection to all that is 
and that the world is as it is … I only need to trust. That 
deep trust is not in any person, place or thing, even a 
God or Goddess. I feed my soul daily with small, 
simple ceremonies and rites, many adapted from 
those of my Native American relations. I do my best 
to be open to what the universe gives me each day; 
the dew on the grasses, spider webs, the chirping of 
birds on the feeder, the sound of the wind blowing 
through trees, the smell of moist earth and 
wormwood. Oh, just so you can picture me, I am an 
Afro-European-American…no, not of color but in full 
knowledge that my corporal ancestors evolved in 
Africa (ancient Lucy was my Great Grandma!), 
eventually landing in eastern Europe from whence my 
grandpa Henry, a Jew, escaped Cossack oppression 
to come to America. In more than 74 years, what 
experiences occurred to lead to my present state of 
being? Was my life always so filled with laughter, joy 
and love? With family, was I always so blessed…surely 
you jest? What were major intentions, stepping-stones, 
angels and pitfalls on my pathway to my present 
state of being…to me today? 
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**** 
So here is my story; certainly, a Reader’s Digest 
version. I love to create conceptual models as a way 
to understand the universe and myself. Before I was 
here in my robe (body), where or what was I? My way 
of seeing (i.e., conceptual model) how I came to be 
this lifetime, and where I will go after my robe ceases 
to function, has evolved from both hearing views of 
others and by listening to the universe with the ears of 
my heart. Integrating these sources with some 
western knowledge, certain Native American and 
Alaskan Native world-views led to my present belief 
(always subject to change/revision) in the following 
conceptual model. A Grandmother exists who sits at 
the bifurcation of one of the spiral arms one sees in 
the Milky Way; she is there among the Star Nations. 
Grandma determines where spirits go, both at birth 
and at death. She is the Director who took the script I 
wrote of how this lifetime would play out and made a 
few changes that reflected the bigger picture she 
could see that I could not. There will be instances 
where a real-time choice changes the road I walk, 
yet in the end, I will get to where we intended when 
She and I composed my story. Oh, and then 
Grandma gave me an apple (sound familiar to 
another story?) and after one bite I immediately 
forgot what I had written as well as all of my past lives, 
although they still exist within my DNA at a cellular 
level. 
 
A bit of back-story or preface to my story, a glimpse 
of who and where I was when I wrote my Life-Time 
script. A psychologist named Newton (neither Isaac 
nor Fig) conducted hypnotherapy on numerous 
clients. From their accounts, he concluded that there 
is a life between lives where souls live in clusters and 
exist together before returning to Earth. While I didn’t 
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read his books (I learned about them from Athena) I 
acknowledged truth in what he shared and sensed 
that the entities were poly-soul mates who danced 
among the Stars together. I picture them as spheres 
of pure energy living in harmony (Kepler’s harmony of 
the spheres?). This realm was where I, with help from 
my co-spirits, invented my present life’s story. I 
originally wrote an outstanding potential 
autobiography (ok, this will be a little tongue-in-
cheek). For example, my description of myself 
included being a tall, dark and handsome man born 
with a silver spoon in his mouth, surrounded by a 
loving family. Grandma just laughed and did a bit of 
editing, which resulted in my physical form becoming 
a rather diminutive white man of questionable beauty 
(Grandma reminded me that beauty is in the eye of 
the beholder, so guess I skated on that aspect). The 
silver spoon became a steel one (like the one cent 
coins minted in my birth year 1943) as I spent most of 
my formative years in a small house on a chicken 
farm in central New Jersey.   
 
I remember the musky smell of summer rain on hot tar 
after the road out front was first paved. While I 
imagined for myself a loving caring family whose love 
gushed all over me and whose support was 
unconditional, my actual nuclear family lacked such 
attributes. I endured emotional and sexual abuse in a 
dysfunctional setting. Yet, (with the help of Grandma) 
I am author of my Book of Life, so I can never be a 
victim. Since my lifetime is mostly scripted, do I have 
no volition, no opportunities to make changes? I 
believe that the original script always has doorways in 
it that I can choose to open or not, but that will yet 
still take me to the ultimate goal Grandma and I set 
for this lifetime.  
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My conceptual model also has most of my soul 
entering the growing fetus as early as just after 
conception. The final part entered with my first breath 
after birth. Now, just what were my parents thinking 
when they chose to create a child early in 1943, a 
time when World War Two was raging in two 
theaters?  Hence manufacturing so many artillery 
shells that pennies were made from steel rather than 
copper. I was born prematurely in early December 
and did not get to go home until after my first 
Christmas. Being in an incubator severely limits human 
touch, which was a key feature in my family’s home 
life…no feel, no talk, no touch. (It’s always so 
important to remember that I chose this for myself!) 
My earliest memories are surrounded by fear and 
shame; a virtual untouchable was I (where was 
Ganesha…h, since I survived, he was there). 
 
I lived on a farm that had no close neighbors, 
especially children my age. There was no interaction 
with my older brother, other than being his victim 
when he was angry or unhappy. I have a photograph 
taken by an uncle showing me leaning against the 
back wall of my home while brother and cousin 
played under a tree. My face was downcast and my 
aura bleak. My uncle titled the photograph of me at 
age 4 -- Desolation (Figure 1) -- so appropriate.  
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Figure 1. Desolation 

I had two angels who nurtured me and helped me 
survive, delighting my True Self that lay hidden 
beneath my cloak of shame. One of these angels 
was an apple tree, not one that was pruned and 
cared for to produce apples, just an old apple tree. 
She encouraged me to climb her branches, telling 
me that with time I would reach her top. I built a 
shelter in her arms and spent many hours there. The 
other angel was a woman, Ms. K, who visited a few 
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times each year. She sang songs as she tenderly 
washed away the dirt and chicken manure that often 
caked my body. Her touch, cuddling, and playful 
laughter was alien to me and I dearly loved it. When 
she visited, however, we would always go to a farm 
owned by a friend of hers. There I was subjected to 
abuse by the farmer, who pinched my cheeks and 
butt, and perhaps forced other abuse on me. I once 
tried to not go, holding my hand on the door frame of 
the car to prevent being forced into it. Mom pushed 
me in and slammed the door, smashing my hand in 
the process. On my first day at kindergarten, I 
pinched a Safety Patrol girl on her butt. This was not a 
sexual act, but a cry for help from the abuse I 
experienced whenever we went to the farm.  
 
Ms. K’s affections brought a mixed message of love 
with a gentle form of sexual abuse, which made it 
even more confusing. A more consistent angel/hero 
in my early years (and through my life) has been 
Mother Nature and the many gifts She provides. As a 
child, she filled my senses: the sweet taste of wild 
blueberries and strawberries, aromatic flowers, a 
swamp filled with eggs that transformed into tadpoles 
and later to frogs. From Her I learned to accept the 
natural flow of the universe, a force far beyond my 
control and yet an infinite source of happiness and 
joy. In the midst of intermittent pain, she keeps my 
soul dancing with joy…as She continues to do today.  
 
My isolation from other humans, combined with an 
ever-present subconscious connection to the universe 
(to Great Mystery, as my Oglala Lakota Auntie Barbra 
would say decades later), led me to know that while I 
could hunger for human companionship, all I need is 
that connection. This strong sense of self, of who I Truly 
was, was often obscured by low self-esteem. 
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Interactions with a dysfunctional family also gifted me 
with the classic traits of an adult child as presented by 
the Adult Child of Alcoholics and Dysfunctional 
Families program. I brought self-doubt and fear into 
all aspects of my life. I lived the survival trait of being 
a chameleon, taking on whatever mask most fit in at 
the time. I confused love with pity and loved to 
rescue those I pitied. While it took decades to realize 
who I am, I eventually began to shed my many 
cloaks. 
 
Now, what about my purpose in this lifetime, how did 
that evolve? My elementary school years were 
definitely a mixed bag of happiness and pain. My 
fourth-grade teacher fed my love of science, the art 
of building knowledge and understanding the world 
around me. It was in her class that I conducted 
research on birds of New Jersey and gave my first 
presentation to an audience. Later, as a supervisory 
oceanographer, I made hundreds of presentations 
and published dozens of peer-reviewed scientific 
papers. For several decades, I identified myself asa  
scientist. Perhaps I felt that was my purpose, to 
understand my beloved Mother Earth (the aspect of 
science I chose to know transformed from laser 
physics, to marine sciences, and finally the 
sustainability of ecosystem gifts), to be a speaker for 
those who had no tongue, like the flora and fauna of 
the ecosystems of the Gulf of Alaska and Eastern 
Bering Sea. I came to realize that this profession 
provided stepping-stones for me to consciously 
evolve my worldview. 
 
The miracle that took me from physics to marine 
sciences occurred in 1969. I had just earned a 
master’s degree in physics and was working as a 
research physicist for the US Army Electronic 
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Command. I had my name on a patent for a laser 
detector and had written several papers. For reasons 
beyond me, I had placed a picture of Jesus, a blond 
blue-eyed version (talk about white privilege) above 
my hydrogen cyanide laser. An unannounced visit 
over a weekend by the Inspector General resulted in 
Jesus’ demise (even without a cross!). I was shocked - 
where did my Jesus go? - and the response was he 
was inappropriate and hence thrown away (was this 
symbolic?). In my state of confusion, I walked down to 
the beach and I asked Mother ocean what to do, 
and She replied, “Study me”. Shortly after, I was back 
to graduate school, then off to the NOAA’s Pacific 
Marine Environmental Laboratory where I succeeded 
beyond my dreams…but only in my professional life.  
 
Instantly, upon getting drunk at 12 years old I knew 
that alcohol was my friend, a luscious lover. With her I 
could go to places where my sense of shame from 
my blood family’s lack of warmth and rejection was 
drowned, albeit only temporarily. It enabled me to 
become a chameleon, to be whatever YOU wanted 
me to be. In high school my nickname was Beer. With 
time, I added Mary Jane to my bevy of lovers I was 
addicted to. Challenged by a classmate that if I 
continued to use drugs, I would never complete my 
studies, I reacted by smoking marijuana every day. 
My addictions (including extramarital affairs) and lack 
of self-esteem resulted in the demise of my first 
marriage. The greatest emotional pain in my life 
occurred when I was not greeted by my three 
children when I came home from work on a gray 
January day…their Mom had taken them away to be 
safe from me. I had already found another woman 
who would become wife #2, who brought with her 
two children. The subsequent attempt to create a 
Brady Bunch home was (unsurprisingly) not successful.  
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I was still living my three favorite addictions, and in 
sore need of help. I felt like a poster boy for Gordon 
Lightfoot’s song Sundown (“I feel like I'm winning and 
I'm losing again"). I did not yet realize at a conscious 
level that all I needed was contact with a Higher 
Power, Great Mystery. Trust, which at the time was not 
in my conscious repertoire, came from an angel who 
worked as a family counselor. She agreed to help my 
family on one condition: I was to stop using for one 
month and go to five Alcoholics Anonymous or 
Narcotics Anonymous meetings during that month of 
May. I believe it is more than a coincidence that I quit 
using on May Day, an international sign of distress as 
well as pagan celebration of birth and rebirth. My 
trust and openness to help led to a new way of being 
for me, free from alcohol and drugs. My being was 
then free to begin to pry off the armor plates of 
shame that obscured my True Self. From spiritual 
awakenings provided by working programs, I began 
to understand that service might be my purpose this 
lifetime.  
 
Spirit guides and/or angels have come to me in many 
forms, often not human. As a child, I found a baby 
starling on the ground, a mostly naked pink body with 
a gaping yellow mouth. Feed me, feed me, Inky kept 
saying and so I did, with balls of dog food and 
droppers of water. As Inky grew I had no desire to 
keep her in a cage, so she lived on the front porch. 
Soon she was free to fly, yet she always returned. She 
liked to sit on my shoulder and squirt purple mulberry 
poop on my shirt. While I was away, she took over my 
Dad’s shoulder and chose to nest in the lilac bushes. 
Not trained by her parents, Inky lacked the ability to 
survive on her own and soon was lost to us. The 
message was clear, take someone out of their 
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environment and they are in danger. I did not 
recognize that this was a message for me at the time. 
Much later in my life two crows and a red tail hawk 
would again share this wisdom. 
 

**** 
In the late 1980’s I was again divorced and on my 
own. My former wife #2 called one day asking me to 
come visit, she had a surprise for me. When I arrived, 
she placed a tiny black lump of soft fur in my hands, 
and the lump immediately peed on me. Oops, well 
hello puppy, what’s your name? I began taking Love 
for walks and soon had visitation rights until one day 
she was gifted to me. Our bond was deep and 
abiding, she went everywhere with me. Her gifts were 
many, including being a guide in my further 
conscious evolution by accompanying me on daily 
walks in nature and teaching me that love can mean 
making tough decisions…those will come later (just 
adding some dramatic tension!). 
  
The next major angel came via a personal ad I read 
in the Seattle Weekly. I responded and met a woman 
from the Colville Reservation who was an artist. We 
spent some time together and once she invited me 
over to her place prior to a planned walk in Discovery 
Park. I was admiring some of her sculptures when I 
was drawn to one of them, an alabaster coyote. “Go 
ahead, pick it up,” she said, so I did. A jolt of energy 
coursed up my arm through my heart and resonated 
in my brain…I was awestruck. A few weeks later 
during a break at an Al-Anon meeting a friend who 
knew of my growing interest in all things indigenous 
asked if I was going to a presentation on Native 
American Spirituality given by a man named Little 
Coyote. Like a flash, the experience with the 
sculpture now had a connection and I was on it with 
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abandon! I offered tobacco and received my first 
ceremonial name, Charging Crow. My youngest 
daughter asked me if that was Visa or Master Card…I 
had to laugh and knew somehow that name would 
later change. That class provided both a major 
stepping-stone and the opportunity to stand for 
justice against spiritual leaders who womanize. 
 
With the help of what I was learning in the class, I was 
becoming more open to my universe. I was 
developing a greater awareness of things that used 
to evade my senses, I was growing to be more like my 
ancestors who were more consciously connected 
with their world. Having met Auntie Barbra, 
participating in purification ceremonies (aka sweat 
lodges), and being gifted with a chanupa (sacred 
pipe), my world-view was rapidly expanding. One 
day while walking Sunka Sapa (Love’s transformed 
name that in Lakota means Black Dog, which she 
was), I felt the hair stand up on my neck. I looked up 
to see two crows chasing a red tail hawk and they 
sent me a message. “If you want to be safe, stay in 
your territory” …What does that mean (why are such 
messages often obscure?)? When they flew back 
over me, I asked for clarity and got… “If you want to 
be happy, be who you are.” This message morphed 
into “know who you are and what your purpose is.” 
Sunka agreed with my interpretation.  
 
Since I was a keeper of a chanupa, one of my 
responsibilities was to pray for anyone who asked to 
be helped. A woman came to me with a request for 
help. She had completed three days of a trial to 
convict a man who (allegedly) beat and raped her. 
The Judge noted one of the jurors had done 
something wrong and he had to decide whether or 
not to declare a mistrial. The woman said it was too 
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much, and the defense lawyer had made it seem like 
she was asking for it rather than being the victim. I 
accepted her tobacco and went into my sacred 
room where an eagle feather hung from the ceiling 
light. That feather was gifted to me by a Lakota man 
who had said, “I hate white people, but the eagle 
wants you to have this.” I thought, what can I pray 
for? I don’t have the facts and am not judge and jury. 
Ah, then it came to me: simply pray that justice be 
done and that that man never hurt anyone, including 
himself, again. As soon as the prayers of smoke were 
released a Grandmother Eagle came and said…your 
prayers have been answered, now tell Great Mystery 
you will Sun Dance to show your gratitude. My mission 
was clear, prepare to dance; and, then just do it! 
 
During the next three years, I participated in three 
more of the sacred ceremonies of the Lakota; 
hunkapi, the making of relatives, hanblecya, crying 
for a vision, and nagi gluhapi, keeping of the soul, all 
the while preparing for wiwanyag wacipi, Sun Dance. 
For the keeping of the soul, I made a spirit bundle for 
my then mother-in-law. Auntie Barbra and I placed 
sacred objects in a buffalo skin pouch, which was 
hung in a tripod together with an eagle feather. We 
then conducted a purification lodge in which I saw 
where the tripod was to live: next to a huge pine tree 
at the edge of a cliff far far above a deep blue lake. 
Did the spirits tell me where that was? Duh, no way! 
After nearly a year of smudging the pouch every day 
with sweet grass, I sensed it was time to seek and find 
that special place. I decided to crisscross the 
Cascade Mountain range from south of Mt. Hood 
down to Mt. Larsen, and if the location was not 
found, just continue down the Sierra Nevada range. 
After some time, Sunka and I were at the Sierra Buttes, 
camped way up high. The next day, we started along 
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a trail that climbed steeply, dropped into a valley, 
and then climbed up again. After a while, I was 
feeling discouraged and was ready to turn back. 
Sunka kept going, disappeared around a rock 
outcrop, so I followed. About a hundred yards away 
was an ancient pine, but was there a cliff and a lake? 
I reached the tree and found a cliff’s edge looked 
over the edge and there was the lake, so the spirit 
bundle finally found its home.  
 
With my hunkapi brother and Auntie Barbra, I also 
participated in a Moon Sit ceremony: sitting in a 
remote site while a full Grandmother moon bathed us 
in her sacred light. We stayed until the hour when the 
veil between seen and unseen worlds was thinnest, 
around 4 am or so, when it wasn’t quite dark, yet it 
wasn’t yet dawn. These experiences further 
enhanced my trust in unseen spirits as well as in my 
own ability to complete commitments. 
 
My vision quest ceremony was done on a levee at 
the mouth of the Skagit River. I was seeking an answer 
to the question, was I ready to sun dance? I was 
transported to my site via canoe; it was more than a 
mile from the mainland and across the main branch 
of the river. There was no ending my commitment 
early, no way out. I had set up a 3 x 8 ft. sacred site to 
live in for four days, with an east gate to come and 
go if nature called. The first day was fairly easy, not 
too many mosquitoes, warm weather and much time 
to pray and ponder. On the second day hunger and 
thirst beset me. While out of my site a neighboring 
blackberry bush beckoned to me… come here, eat 
me, you can have one just one eh! Forgetting years 
of my hand-to-hand (no chemical warfare for this 
guy) combat with her relatives in my front yard, I gave 
into to a lustful hunger, tearing into the bush, 
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bloodying my hands and staining my face purple. 
Shame overcame me for I had vowed no food or 
water…so back into my site I went to lick my wounds. 
After my ceremony helper canoed out later that day 
to check on me and ensure I was still alive (I was on 
medications since my heart attack a few years 
earlier) I felt a rumble in my bowels, oh no a diarrhea 
attack…oops too late, had to squat and drop! As I lay 
on my back, spirits gifted me with a visit from Great-
Grandma: a huge black woman appeared in the sky 
above and told me,” …you are OK and ready to 
dance.” Later, I was entertained by swallows 
snapping their beaks as they decimated marauding 
mosquitoes. That night I was gifted with a symbol that 
soon was tattooed on my left arm. The final gift was a 
visit from Red-tail, who told me to be alert…what did 
that mean? oh well, the obscure spirit message 
again! In all, I learned to forgive myself, to endure 
hunger (except for a few berries) and thirst, and to 
listen more attentively to the universe. 
 
Joe Brown was an angel in a Hunkpapa Lakota robe. 
Auntie Barbra told me to seek his wisdom as he had 
been a pipe-carrier for many decades. I took months 
to call him, as my deeply engrained sense of 
unworthiness often precluded my taking healthy 
actions, including picking up a five-hundred-pound 
phone to ask for help. When I finally called no one 
answered, so I left a message. A few days later, I 
mustered the courage to call again and his wife told 
me he was in the hospital having a lower leg 
amputated due to diabetes. I visited him soon after 
and found him heavily sedated. So, I simply hung an 
eagle feather above his head and softly sang a 
couple of Lakota spirit calling songs, so the spirits 
would help him. Later, he shared he was delighted to 
hear his Peoples’ words.  He became a fun-loving 
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mentor, full of energy. From his wheel chair, he 
guided me to constructing a purification lodge and 
then pouring water while he prayed from outside. 
Most of his sharing had to do with real-life topics like 
powwow gossip, the need for more adherence to 
traditional ways, where was the next cuppa, and 
women’s derrieres. Having shown him words of a 
Lakota leader regarding how whites should not carry 
a sacred pipe, he looked at me and said with 
conviction…Never let anyone tell you how to pray. I 
was relieved and sensed he saw who I was, one who 
is on a spiritual journey and thus qualified to carry a 
sacred pipe for the People. At that time, however, he 
did not in any way support me participating in Sun 
Dance, saying, “That’s for young folks (I was 51 and 
had not found where to dance) and warriors.” 
 
I discovered that the man (allegedly Cheyenne) who 
was teaching the Native America spirituality class was 
using his position to womanize, so a group of us 
challenged him. With help from an Elder, his class was 
ended, and so was my opportunity to participate in 
purification lodges. After my vision quest, I became 
aware of another lodge located on the northern flank 
of Mt. Rainer and led by a man named Hawk. 
Hmmm, the gift from Red-Tail during vision quest had 
come to fruition! I became his fire-keeper, leaving 
home at 4:30 am so I could arrive at the lodge with 
time to set and start the fire on cold rainy and often 
snowy morns. He agreed to lead me to Sun Dance if I 
would continue my service and support him at his 
dance. He danced at the Four Nations (that is, Red, 
Yellow, Black and White Peoples) ceremony in 
southern Oregon. The Sun Dance Leader (or 
Intercessor) was Uncle Martin High Bear. I decided to 
visit him and tell him of my vision to show gratitude to 
Wakan Tanka by dancing, assuming he would open 
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his arms and invite me to his dance. Later ,I learned of 
the Four Agreements that include assume nothing, for 
guess what, he said, “you will find a place (as in 
another place).” Hawk participated in Four Nations, 
so I ended up there as his supporter during the rainy 
muddy ceremony in 1995. There, I met a man who 
told me, “Go to Durwin White Lightning in Cannonball 
North Dakota, he accepts anyone at his Sun Dance.”  
 
With no phone number, I had to trust, and drove 
nearly 1,300 miles to an uncertain destination. Just 
before I left Seattle, two crows told me my 
ceremonial name was Two Crow. I said… come on, 
that’s not even grammatically correct. They replied 
with a caw-caw that I would understand some day. 
Most of my journey was on Interstate highways, then 
onto a bridge over the Cannonball River and into the 
Standing Rock Reservation. Then an immediate left 
onto a dirt road that paralleled the river, and voilà, I 
would be at the previous year’s Sun Dance grounds.  
 
A few challenges and potential pitfalls occurred once 
I arrived: I saw no grounds, but did find a car with 
several locals. When I asked where the grounds were, 
they all laughed and pointed to the north. I kept 
looking and finally spotted the tops of poles that 
formed a large circle, but to my dismay I realized that 
the former grounds were now underwater. This Sun 
Dance had begun in 1939, started by Durwin’s father 
with a focus on asking the Thunder Beings to break 
the drought that had devastated much of the plains. 
World War II ended the ceremony and Durwin then 
picked it up. It was ironic that the grounds were now 
inundated. After some searching, with no success, I 
was beginning to feel that I had misplaced my trust 
and relied on lousy intuition. Then on a return to the 
bridge I spotted red, yellow, white and black robes 
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(flags), followed a dirt road across from the original 
one and found the new Sun Dance grounds. I offered 
tobacco and a gift and was welcomed to dance; at 
last I could begin my vow! Some of the usual regalia, 
particularly an eagle fan and eagle bone whistle, are 
not available at Walmart nor are they legal to have in 
the possession of a non-tribal person. In the end, Joe 
Brown provided both with a smile, saying… “I was just 
making sure your commitment was strong.” This Sun 
Dance adhered to an old way of beginning on a full 
moon, and then the four days were two blue (under 
the moon) and two red (under the sun).  
 
Joe Brown had diabetes and was down to one leg 
when I met him. That did not stop us from conducting 
purification lodges, hanging out, and generally 
having fun. After he lost a second leg, he was 
confined for a time to an assisted living center, a 
rather dismal place. On one visit, he asked me to 
“…break me out of here!” He wanted me to take him 
home. I decided what the hell, let’s go. I moved my 
truck to the entrance, went back upstairs and 
wheeled him onto an elevator and hence to the 
awaiting truck. I opened the passenger door, the 
tape player was blasting Sun Dance songs, and 
Sunka was anxiously wagging her tail expecting her 
friend to get in. Even without two legs Joe was a large 
man, a former bull rider who won a belt buckle at the 
Pendleton Rodeo…I could not lift him into the truck. 
At a loss for words we simply listened to the powerful 
medicine of the Sun Dance songs. Joe said, “I love to 
hear my People’s words”. Our breakout attempt 
failed. It was not long before Joe’s spirit left his worn-
out robe. There was an honoring memorial held for 
him at Day Break Star Cultural Center. With tears in my 
eyes I went over to him and touched my hand to his 
heart, ”Thank you brother for all you have done and 
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mean to me, you will live on in my walk.” Then I 
looked at his beautiful beaded moccasins, I began to 
laugh. “You have no feet, let alone legs, how can you 
be wearing moccasins?” That was prime Joe Brown, 
always a smile and laugh close at hand. Later, his 
wife called and asked if I would do an honoring 
ceremony where his ashes were to be spread. Of 
course, I would, it was a great honor.  
 
After the Chiefmoon Piercing Sun Dance on the Blood 
Reserve in southern Alberta, I was off to an obscure 
location in central Idaho. There Joe was to have 
some more fun. As we drove up a remote mountain 
road (Joe loved the Western song Go Rest High on 
That Mountain by Vince Gill and that was how this 
area was selected) and came around a blind curve, 
there stood the largest bull I had ever seen 
(remember he was a bull rider and also was often full 
of bull#@** himself). After some waiting Joe’s spirit 
friend wandered off. We soon arrived at a suitable 
location, formed a circle, sung a few Lakota songs, 
passed the chanupa and were ready to cast Joe’s 
ashes to the skies…there had been no wind. As soon 
as the ashes flew, a breeze sprang up and whoosh 
they were in our faces. Ah Joe, one last bit of fun eh. 
Be alert, his spirit may leap off this page and tickle 
your fancy! 
 
At this, and dozens of other Sun Dances since, I’ve 
had numerous experiences that increased my 
awareness and created quantum shifts in my 
consciousness. During the four-day preparation, 
Durwin day by day removed an item or aspect of the 
form of the ceremony: the eagle fan, the whistle, the 
sacred pipe and finally no piercing. He said the Sweet 
Grass Spirit had directed this approach since we were 
babies and needed to learn the substance or 
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essence of the Sun Dance before adding form. Freed 
to stand before All That Is in only a skirt and wand of 
sage, I was in a state of altered consciousness, me 
alone with the Universe. During the first rest period, 
Grandmother Moon appeared to me, sitting directly 
in the Medicine Pole’s fork (all Sun Dance trees have 
a fork and are water trees, cottonwood or alder). I 
was in awe and heard Her say that to show my 
gratitude I was to pour a purification lodge 
dedicated to Her each time she was full, which I did 
for the next 13 years. The form of this full moon 
ceremony shifted and changed with time, but always 
ended with a Seneca Grandmother Moon honoring 
song Neesa Neesa. After the dance, Durwin and I 
developed a friendship that led me to a second 
dance ceremony that summer, Dance For Life led by 
Les Thomas. At that dance, I met Jack Thom with 
whom I continue to dance with at Spirit of the Wind.  
 

**** 
The growth of my experience of Native American 
ways, with Sun Dance at the center, led me to 
become a water pourer (the one who leads a 
purification lodge) and fire keeper. In this latter 
context, I was asked by a woman to keep the fire 
from sunset to sunrise while she performed a 
ceremony in which she moved 405 hand-sized stones 
around the four cardinal directions of a sacred hoop. 
Sunka and I sat in the middle of that circle, singing, 
drumming, and keeping the fire alive. When working 
in the west, she called me over, exclaiming, “See, all 
the stones are glowing!” They shimmered with a 
mysterious bioluminescence; I kept rubbing my eyes 
to ensure I wasn’t dreaming. Sometime later, it may 
have been around 4 am, the hair on my neck stood 
up, and I realized I was being watched! I stood up 
and walked over to the north, the place of Elders. 
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There stood a Grandmother, long white braids, eyes 
of fire blue and arms crossed over her chest. She 
spoke…Two Crow, retire and I will guide you where to 
move. “But Grandma, each year I retire I lose 2% and 
I’m not even 55 years old (the minimum retirement 
age from government service).” She simply smiled, 
turned and disappeared. After extinguishing the fire 
and cleaning the grounds, I went into the local town. 
I was drawn to a huge old cottonwood where for an 
instant I saw that Grandma again. I began the 
process to retire as soon as I returned to work. While 
completing a publication, I needed to address some 
reviewer’s comments regarding a figure. I went to 
make changes and the graphics woman was looking 
at a picture of a house on her computer screen. 
Around the screen I saw a bioluminescent border. 
“Where is that?” I asked. She replied, Bayard, New 
Mexico, I am thinking about buying a coffee house in 
nearby Silver City. Fire-blue eyed Grandma had sent 
her message. Within 8 months I was a resident of Silver 
City, where I live today. 
 
Before I left Seattle, a friend informed me that a 
Kainai (Blood tribe in the Blackfoot Confederacy) Sun 
Dance leader was conducting a preparation 
ceremony in a few days. Wow, I thought, I’m busy 
cleaning up details so I can retire. Then he told me 
the man’s name was Keith Chiefmoon. With my 
connection to Grandmother Moon, that set my mind 
to go for one lodge. In the rainy cold November 
weather, I made my way through the thick forest and 
found the lodge. I asked if I could sing a sacred pipe 
song in Lakota, and since I knew no Blackfoot songs, 
he agreed. After the lodge, he spoke to me; “Come 
dance with us next July.” Truth guided me to answer, 
“Keith, I am not an enrolled member of any tribe. In 
fact, I am not a Native American at all.” His response 
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blew me away; “I see who you are, come dance!” In 
this way, the first dance I participate in, each year 
since 1998, became the Chiefmoon Piercing Sun 
Dance on the Blood Reserve in Alberta, Canada. Two 
years later, in the same arbor that I danced in yet 
again this year, Grandmother Eagle came and told 
me “…you don’t have to suffer this way anymore.”  
“This way” meant as a dancer who pierces the first 
day and stays attached to the tree while fasting from 
food and water until the last day. By this time, I had 
danced this way for 9 times and already had 
transitioned to a helper in the other Sun Dance I 
attended. The next year at the Chiefmoon ceremony 
I became what is called a “teacher”, one whose 
purpose is to help the dancers to fulfill their four-year 
commitments and vows.  
 
In 2001, the World Trade Center collapsed and so did 
marriage #3. The terrorist for me was my own sense of 
unworthiness and tendency to equate pity with love. I 
have always been my own worst enemy. When one 
door closes… Through the open door walked Athena, 
to become wife #4, and the 4 directions complete 
the sacred hoop that has no end! Finally, I had a 
partner with me at the Chiefmoon ceremony, 
someone to watch Sunka while I was in the arbor, 
someone to snuggle up with at night. More 
importantly, for the first time I had a true partner in the 
journey of self-acceptance and conscious evolution. 
That first year she went on her Moon-time just before 
dance itself started, and as at many ceremonies, 
mooning women are shunned. That meant off to a 
site a quarter mile away where there might be no one 
else, and there were no facilities. Further, new bear 
tracks had recently been found near the site. We did 
not accept this fate, so I had to choose between 
simply leaving camp or confronting the powers that 
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be. One of my dysfunctional traits is fear of authority 
figures, and my Little Brother Keith (at least a foot 
taller and 100 lbs. heavier than I) was the Man. With 
some trepidation, I said to him, “I love and support 
you Brother, but I won’t have my wife treated this 
way, so it seems we will have to leave.” He replied… 
“Have her stay in camp away from the arbor.” Phew, 
all was well. We parked our Jeep at the gate and she 
sat on top, so she could look through the west gate of 
the arbor and watch the dance. I would look out 
toward her and wave with my eagle fan, my heart 
overflowing with joy, living my bliss. After one round, a 
Blackfoot man said to me that such behavior did not 
belong in the arbor. I nodded and walked away 
thinking that I am simply living my purpose and loving 
it! 
 
In 2004, we moved to San Juan Island, WA, 
constructed a purification lodge, and began 
adapting to our island lives. Sunka was now 16 years 
old and fading fast. In the Lakota way, 16 is a sacred 
number since it is the number of manifestations of 
Wakan Tanka. Soon, Sunka had lost mobility and we 
would have to carry her out to pee and poop. I finally 
told her it’s OK to return to the world of spirit, I will 
ache and grieve but you needn’t live in pain. She 
looked up at me with those sweet brown eyes and 
said, “I have one last gift for you: know that love 
includes sometimes making hard decisions.” I happily 
go but you must have it done. No way could I do 
that, but after three more days it was clear that I 
needed to step up to the challenge. The veterinarian 
came out to our truck and while I sat next to her 
holding her head she was euthanized.  We laid her to 
rest in our back yard, head faced to the south, so her 
spirit would be guided down the Milky Way, covered 
with sage and cedar and her favorite blanket. No 
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more dog-ters (dog daughters), I said, the pain is too 
much. After 16 weeks Athena searched on the 
Internet and we found our next dog-ter, Amanda. I 
wanted to change her name to a more, hmmm, 
spirit-sounding name but Amanda it stayed. Today, 
Mandy is supporting me as usual, watching me peck 
away at the laptop. Amanda means worthy of love, 
how fitting! The hours we spend playing ball, walking 
and just being together, soothe my soul and put 
smiles in my heart. She loves to ride in the car with us, 
keeping a close eye on oncoming vehicles to make 
sure all is well. 
 
While island life was rich and full of walks on beaches, 
watching orca whales and eagles, and occasional 
ferry rides to the mainland; it never fully touched our 
souls. After all, spirits had sent me to New Mexico, so 
back we came. More opportunities for either joy or 
growth prevailed; we lost a substantial amount of 
money to a corrupt builder and our decreased 
economic status resulted in our move out of town to 
Gila, a remote ranching village. Here we built a 
purification lodge, in which I completed my vow to 
pour a lodge each full moon for 13 years.  Many 
challenges continued appearing, including what was 
I to do as my professional life faded into history. I 
loved working with Mother Earth and Her Plant 
People, and so did numerous insects, gophers and 
others eager to eat the fruits of my labors. I steadfastly 
refused to go to petro-chemical warfare and hand-
to-hand combat was exhausting and seldom 
efficient. After the summer 2011 ceremonies, I 
returned home and a brother asked why was I 
pierced in the middle of my chest. Hmmm, that 
irregular shaped black scab-looking spot was a 
melanoma. After biopsy and subsequent excision, I 
was feeling good, then a call came, “You need to 
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have a PET scan to ensure the cancer has not 
metastasized”. For a few days, I learned about 
melanoma and that metastatic melanoma has 
historically been difficult to treat, because of 
its aggressive, quick moving nature, which was often 
fatal. For the first time, I actually tasted the potential 
for the demise of my robe. While the tests came back 
negative, going through that experience brought up 
a strange juxtaposition of both fear and a sense of 
liberation. I do my best to take care of this robe, and 
then the rest I just have to hand over to Creator – Let 
go and let Goddess! 
 

**** 
Among the visions that Spirit has gifted me was one to 
create a staff that could be used at Sun Dance. The 
initial intention was to honor a dear brother whom I 
had met at his purification lodge ceremony many 
years prior. He is a Marine, a Vietnam veteran who 
lives with the challenges of Post-Traumatic-Stress-
Injury, a biological injury that developed after he 
experienced and witnessed many terrifying events. 
His faith in a power greater than himself, Wakan 
Tanks, was strong and led him to a life rich in service 
to all his relations. He now wanted to participate in 
Sun Dance, and I was delighted to be a guide for 
him. Before he completed the four-year commitment, 
spirits in the Center Pole (a forked Cottonwood tree) 
told him to leave the arbor now or never be able to 
recover/come back to himself…so he trusted his 
vision. I felt a bit of disappointment, but that night we 
talked, and he shared some horrendous war 
experiences that still pulsed through his being. The 
following May (the month his life was forever 
changed by a fire-fight during his Vietnam service), 
he shared more of his past. Shortly after that I had 
another Grandmother Eagle visit, “Acknowledge and 
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honor your brother by creating a special staff for the 
Sun Dance!“ 
 
I had faith that spirit would guide what items would 
go on the staff, as well as how to arrange them. 
Below the crown, which was to be capped by 
obsidian for protection, were to be four eagle 
feathers: one for all veterans including those from the 
Vietnam War, one for all who were impacted by their 
loved ones going to war, one for all who were/are 
victims of the horror of war (now euphemized as 
“collateral damage”), and one for the intercessor 
who permitted me to place the staff on the dance 
altar. The staff itself would be a slightly bow-shaped 
limb from a juniper tree and that the Vietnam War 
ribbon colors were where one’s hand would be 
placed to hold the bow. Seven robes or prayer ties for 
spirits to occupy would be on the staff and were 
tapered at the end like arrows…not those that kill but 
arrows of compassion, nurturance, forgiveness and 
love. There would be seven of these arrows; violet for 
the Great Mystery, Creator, All That Is; green for 
Mother/Grandmother Earth; blue for Father sky; 
yellow for spirits of the east; white for the spirits of the 
south; black for the spirits of the west; red for spirits of 
the north. Then came the buffalo toes to symbolize 
endurance and generosity. The final staff (Figure 2) 
first danced in 2006, carried for a Viet Nam vet and 
has danced into each ceremony since then and 
continues as part of the Spirit of the Wind sun dance’s 
alter. Each year the seven arrows are renewed as the 
need to heal from present and new conflicts 
continue. The staff has evolved far beyond an 
acknowledgement and honoring of one warrior to a 
symbol of the ongoing value of compassion, 
nurturance, forgiveness, and love. 
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Figure 2. Veteran Staff and Two Crow. How far I’ve 

come from the Desolation of my youth… 
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Sometime after becoming involved in 12-Step 
programs, I heard the phrase, “Pain is real, suffering is 
optional.” That seed of a way to live got embedded 
in my cerebral cortex; yet while it rang true to me it 
lacked the vitality to become part of how I chose to 
live. Some years later, the saying, “It’s not a Burger 
King world, you can’t have it your way” entered my 
consciousness and met up with the Suffering is 
optional. Voilà, those two seeds came together to 
form an element of my belief system. Whenever I am 
in a victim state I do suffer, but if I choose to never be 
a victim, accept what is and not take everything 
personally, then I might sometimes experience 
challenges including pain, but I can accept them for 
what they are…no suffering required! 
 
I chose to begin this lifetime as a shame-based 
person who also had a subconscious knowledge of a 
consciously evolved being. I rapidly developed an 
impregnable armor of survival skills that kept my inner 
child safe, but which left me with a limited ability to 
grow. Once I found that I could stop feeling feelings 
either by dissociating or addictions, my conscious 
evolution slowed to a snail’s pace, yet that inner light 
was always there. Guided by an angel, I eventually 
ceased using drugs and alcohol, which allowed me 
to begin removing my chain-mail outer shell. After 7 
years, my adult child behavior patterns diminished, 
but some fear of people and abandonment lingered.  
I wanted to release these traits and was led to find 
who I was and what my purpose was. The answers to 
these questions came from continued work and 
participation in spiritual practices, particularly Native 
American ceremonies and being open to changes. I 
evolved a conceptual model of who I am, an eternal 
spirit in an ephemeral robe, and what my purpose is, 
to share the light of laughter each day with at least 



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

173 

one person. These understandings evolved over many 
years of experience and self-reflection, and I know 
they will continue to do so. 
 

**** 
The essence of my story is that I chose to be born not 
loving myself and surrounded by folks who supported 
that misunderstanding…of course my eternal spirit did 
love itself, but that remained hidden for many years. 
Further, while I seem to accuse Grandma for editing 
out great stuff, it was I who needed to re-member 
(i.e., to put back together) that all love is directed to 
one’s self, and that I have the ability to love myself in 
abundance. I believe it is no coincidence that I 
started with adopting a dog named Love whose 
name I changed to Sunka Sapa since my evolution 
curve had not reached the “I love me” place yet. 
Sunka’s last gift was that to ease my/her pain, love 
meant choosing to have her put to rest. Years later, 
with much personal work under my belt, I adopted 
another dog-ter whose name I wanted to change 
but intuitively knew to leave as Amanda, deserving of 
love…duh how many signs does it take? So, on 17 
September 2017, at about 4 am (remember the veil is 
thinnest at predawn) I finally got it! The purpose of my 
life is the expansion of happiness (a statement I heard 
years ago from Athena that had been given by 
Maharishi Mahesh Yogi). This can be accomplished 
via many means, from carrying the light of laughter, 
to soaking up the magic of Mother Nature, to helping 
my relatives at various ceremonies, and perhaps by 
sharing my story! Oh, and that story is not over yet! A 
sequel to this story is maybe already in progress… 
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------------------------------------------ 
You may enjoy reading: 
• Adyashanti, Falling into Grace 
• Barbra Means Adams, Prayers of Smoke 
• Michael Newton, Life Between Lives: 

Hypnotherapy for Spiritual Regression 
• Robert Sasse, Ghost Warrior 
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PART 4 
STORIES OF BREAKING THROUGH ILLUSIONS 

 
Once I (KLG) had a dream witnessing myself holding 
the entire world in my hands. The dream reflected a 
notion of responsibility for the world rather than to the 
world. The dream has been shared within another 
context (book, Journey into the Heart of 
Remembrance) and seems to speak of the idea of 
breaking through illusions that are often perpetuated 
by societal beliefs, norms, and conditions. Breaking 
through illusions (i.e., beliefs, ideas, norms, and/or 
images of a deceptive notion of reality that often 
confines one’s existence as it leads to stagnation – 
imprisonment of the human spirit) often requires 
confrontation of the constructed self that has fallen 
into the trap of the illusionary self itself. This is not 
uncommon as the notion of self, while in the physical 
realm, is frequently impacted by internalization of 
ideas already in existence and promoted through a 
process of socialization or should we name it, 
indoctrination during childhood years. Here is the 
dream:  
 

It felt heavy. I felt mentally strained and unsure 
that I could hold such responsibility. I feared to 
drop and destroy the world. The task was too 
much to bear. Suddenly, my fear came to fruition, 
I took a step forward and I fell to the ground and 
dropped the world. It broke into pieces. I 
remember feeling an uncontrollable sadness and 
cried. As I cried with my face looking down at the 
pieces of the world, I heard a voice saying, “You 
did not drop the world, but the illusion of the 
world. Look to the horizon.” I lifted up my face 
and there it was before my eyes, one of the most 
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amazing visages of a planet that I had ever seen. 
On the planet, people lived in harmony with all 
living things. There was no “I” or “We,” but rather 
a sense of union between and among 
electromagnetic fields of energy merging as one 
and discharging into pieces that formed an 
infinite puzzle.       

 
What is real and what is not is likely to be debated by 
multiple perspectives. Perhaps the debate is not as 
important as what supports our achievement of inner 
freedom, if that is the goal – being at ease within 
oneself and experiencing an ability to make 
conscious choices that encourage the establishment 
of our harmonious relationships with our surroundings. 
Inner freedom can be reflected by a person, or 
community’s awareness, fostering an instinctive ability 
to consciously confront a society’s tendency to 
blindly follow patterns and rules that often lead to the 
creation of unnecessary human pain. While fear of 
being rejected may be present, an active 
commitment to break through subconscious 
programming – the matrix is guided by the 
encouragement of not being confined.  
  
As humans, we co-exist within the context of multiple 
notions of realities, some promoting the belief of 
consumerism – an ideology or social order which 
endorses the idea that substantial acquisition of 
goods and services, often more than what is needed 
or one can consume, is a pathway to happiness (i.e., 
a state of wellness which encourages a life with a 
sense of meaning and fulfillment). Others will 
advocate that consuming respectfully, but not 
disproportionately, is all that is needed in order for life 
to be balanced with other important areas (i.e., time 
spent being playful or finding purpose in meaningful 
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relationships, etc). In other words, happiness is not a 
result of consuming beyond our means or needs, but 
perhaps generated by balance in our actions.    
 
It seems vital to recognize that the mind often 
practices what it has been exposed to: attachment 
to a craving for acquisitions or dismantling of the 
illusion of excessive consumerisms once being 
exposed to its trap. History has taught us that some 
social – cultural ideas have, from time to time, 
mentally, emotionally, and/or socially imprisoned us 
(i.e., you are what you have). This is displayed by 
differential treatment depending on how an 
individual or group is perceived within the economic 
context of ‘the haves,’ ‘the have little,’ and ‘the have 
nots.’ But, can a person or community’s essence 
(core life force) be defined by what one has? Or is it 
that attachment to what one has can promote an 
experience of distortion of essence? 
 

**** 
The following narratives reflect the power of 
awakening to one’s own essence and through such 
journeying deconstructing the illusion of normalcy. 
The narratives reflect a freedom that emerges from 
releasing oneself from ideas – ideologies that no 
longer serve. The narratives reveal, how the decisions 
that we chose to fulfill the notion of emptiness, which 
from time to time may emerge in our planetary 
journeys, can promote liberation from or entrapment 
to an illusion! 
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GLIMPSES OF A BOUNDLESS 
EXPERIENCE  

By Krishna Guadalupe 
 

May I not confine my experiences  
through notions of absoluteness. 

May I continue to question notions of  
“reality” while practicing reflective listening. 

May I honor my interdependence with others  
while celebrating my uniqueness. 

May I accept responsibility for my contributions  
in the process of co-creations of experiences. KLG 

 
Throughout the years, I have learned that fire is one of 
the elements which brings calmness into my life. The 
lights and colors that fires produce have often 
supported me when needing to stop, reflect, and 
mindfully proceed. Thus, while sitting around the 
warm fire, I invite you, the reader, to sit next to me 
and journey. My story within the physical form may 
not be universal. Yet, many of the experiences (i.e., 
confusion and certainty; sanity and madness; fear 
and courage; doubt and wisdom; among others) can 
be the intersectionality through which you and I can 
connect and celebrate our interdependence.  
 
As a multidimensional teacher, fire often shares 
multiple stories as the wood burns courageously. 
Sometimes the stories are thunderous as the fire is 
stroked by the wind. Sometimes the stories are 
calmed as the wind caresses the fire. And yet, 
sometimes there is a silence encouraged by wood 
that has been transformed into ashes. The silence, 
itself, speaks its own language and communicates its 
own story.  
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While observing the fire, I witness how each of its 
stories have its purpose and gift. Yet, I question, how 
would my experiences be different if I am not the 
observer, rather the one being observed? This 
question encourages an exploration of some of my 
life experiences, which I would like to share with you, 
as the reader.  
 
As I continue to observe the fire, I could not stop 
contemplating: where do my stories begin? How do 
they intersect? What phenomena have influenced 
diverse interpretations of my stories? What have been 
the effects of various perceptions? Why have some of 
my stories become more dominant than others? 
What factors have given birth to new narratives in my 
life? Are my stories who I am, or do they simply 
influence the ways that I perceive and experience life 
within diverse contexts and time frames? What is the 
role of intentionality in the creation or co-creation of 
future stories? What rituals / wellness modalities do I 
currently find useful to support my journey – conscious 
relationship with self and others? 
 

**** 
Throughout my life, at one point or another, I have 
experienced what some may call a “non-ordinary 
reality,” experiences that cannot be easily explained 
through logic and/or reason. Thus, I cannot claim 
total understanding of the origin of my existence, 
and, for that matter, my life narrative.  
 
Some will shout out that my overall story began 
before conception; that through a soul-contract with 
a higher undefinable source, I agreed what my life 
would be like before arriving on this planet. While 
often I do not question this perspective, since I simply 
do not remember, there have been times when I 
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wondered, if this is the absolute truth, what was 
I drinking? J  If I am on this planet to accomplish a 
soul-contract, have I been given the option to modify 
it? Where does choice intersect with destiny? What is 
the ultimate purpose of taking a physical form? Within 
different timeframes, I have used different answers to 
respond to these questions. Nevertheless, the journey 
has continued, and curiosity has opened the doors to 
new gateways.  
 
Some will stress that my story commenced at 
conception. After an ejaculation, my father released 
about 40 million sperm which swam toward my 
mother’s uterus and found her egg; only one of these 
boogers survived the final destination, which created 
a union from which I sprung, whoohoo! If the origin of 
my story began at conception, could it be that my 
story is not just mine, but an integration of multiple 
voices – images, experiences, and cognitive 
interpretations adapted by the brain as it expanded 
its ability to logic and reason? Were unhealthy 
ancestral patterns, as well as wisdom, carried on and 
infused into my biology through the joining of my 
mother’s egg and father’s sperm? Answers to these 
questions have no simple access. Perhaps this is an 
example of the restriction of language and lack of 
accessibility of information that often exists beyond 
the boundaries of a domesticated mind. Stories seem 
to exist within a constant process of being and 
becoming; and, their totality do not seem to be 
captured by conventional understanding.   
 
Some have promoted the idea that I create my own 
experiences; that I construct my own reality. Would 
this mean that I created myself? Some would go as 
far as claiming that “there is no one else here, that I 
am all that I sense, touch, see and experience.” If this 
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is so, then my stories are simply mine. Yet, I would like 
to simply voice that from the time that I can 
remember, relationships with the “notion of others” 
have been central to my perception of growth and 
expansion. This does not mean that the allegation 
“there is no one else here, that I am all that I sense, 
touch, see, and experience” is incorrect. Yet, when 
thinking about this allegation, a number of questions 
have often arrived in my mind:  
 
© Do I have that much power to create all physical 

and non-physical experiences alone? 
© If I have been creating my journey, reality, or story 

alone, what would be the purpose of interactions 
and exchanges within the contexts of diverse 
relationships?  

© Who is the “I” who speaks while isolating itself from 
the vastness of existence and/or possibilities that 
seem to be exclusive of a “we,” “us,” “all that is?” 

© Is “Free Will” completely “Free” and not impacted 
by conventional and/or non-ordinary notions of 
realities?  

 
While not totally rejecting the notion that “one 
creates one’s own reality, stories, and for that matter, 
self,” as this perspective could be useful to hold us 
accountable for decisions that we make consciously 
and intentionally, the idea makes me question how 
dangerous it can be when used to view a child who 
has been sexually molested, an adult constantly 
encountering racial or gender-social-cultural-political 
experiences of oppression, and/or an elder who is 
unable to care for her/his basic needs? If the 
“absolute truth” is that “there is no one else here, that 
I am all that I sense, touch, see and experience,” then 
I have been living an illusion. Yet, “the illusion” has 
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been powerful to the point of perhaps earning the 
merit to be shared.  

 

**** 

 
 
As a child, I habitually felt as an outcast. I was quiet, 
what some will call an “introvert.” I often saw and 
experienced things differently from those around me. 
I remember having, what some would call, an 
imaginary – invisible friend, which I consistently 
communicated with, especially when my father used 
to come home intoxicated and physically used my 
mother as a punching bag; another method for 
releasing his pain influenced by historical - 
multigenerational trauma.  
 
Through my invisible friend, I was introduced to worlds 
where inhabitants communicated without sound or 
words, but rather colors and images; a world where 
relationships were harmonious and play time was the 
base for meaningful interactions. Perhaps, this is why, 
as a child, I frequently enjoyed being alone rather 
than playing with other children. Perhaps, this is why 
as a child, I enjoyed silence and avoided the noise 
created through verbal conversations. Perhaps, this is 
why, as an adult, I experience redemption while 
sitting quietly next to a fire or a candle light. 
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When I was about six, almost seven, years old, my 
father died in a car accident. During his viewing, an 
older cousin, about 6 years older than me, 
approached me and said, “what is wrong with you, 
how come you are not crying, your father just died.” I 
remember silently staring at my cousin’s eyes. It was 
as if I could see into her soul and wanted to share 
some of the peace that I was experiencing as I 
played “alone,” or should I say with my so called 
“imaginary friend.” I could sense my cousin’s fear, as 
she walked away stating “you are a freak.” Little did 
she know that during that moment, I did not 
experience my father’s transition or “death” as a 
permanent separation, but rather as a continuum. 
How can one explain something that one doesn’t 
have the language to describe? The answer is 
blowing in the wind!    
 
As an adult, I have often heard the statement, “when 
in Rome, do like the Romans.” This is what I often tried 
to do while growing up in order to fit in, feel 
accepted, and ultimately experience love. 
Sometimes, I felt successful, temporarily pretending to 
feel something different than what I was sensing, 
seeing, experiencing. Yet, often times I fell flat on my 
face. The pain of pretending was agonizing. Thus, 
keeping to myself felt like the right alternative.  
 
After my father’s transition, I went through a period 
where I became quieter than ever before. The desire 
to use expressive verbal language was minimum, or 
should I call it almost nonexistent. My first and second 
grade teachers perceived this experience as a 
progressive regression, going backwards from an 
expected child developmental process and thus a 
need for “professional intervention.” Again, while 
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feeling at peace, external forces seemed disturbed 
by my internal experience. I remember being seen by 
a number of psychologists and then psychiatrists and 
questioning “how come they don’t know? What is 
wrong with them?” In other words, I did not feel that 
anything was wrong with me; yet, their faces and 
behavior reflected a concern.  
 
Thinking back, I can now recognize that collective 
notions of “reality” are at times impacted by human 
dominated conditions promoting notions of “absolute 
truths” that are confined by specific expectations. 
Currently, I can witness that while the mind is limited 
by its own boundaries, and reason and logic cannot 
begin to wholistically explain the mysteries of our 
existence, those who have socially-culturally-
politically gained the power to define within the 
physical form are often given the power to control or 
at least greatly influence. This revelation has been 
important for me while becoming more attentive and 
intentional in my interpersonal interactions.  
 

**** 
Growing up, there were a few places where I felt 
entirely seen and accepted without conditions. As a 
child, as well as during my adolescence, I remember 
often feeling liberated and harmoniously connected 
when spending time with my maternal great-
grandfather (Papa, a man who died at 116 years old 
according to his birth certificate) and grand uncle 
(Tio, a man who lived to be 100 years old). My great-
grandfather and grand uncle often performed what 
community members repeatedly referred to as 
“miracles.” While they simply considered themselves 
humble servants of a “Great Creator,” the community 
often identified them as “curanderos,” healers or 
shamans. These two beings were just inspiring. While 



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

186 

neither one held an elementary education, they both 
knew the body and medicinal plants as if they had 
attended and graduated from Harvard University’s 
medical school.  
 
My great-grandfather and grand uncle often 
attempted to connect us, children, with stories of 
sacrifices and accomplishments, stories that joined a 
past with a present, stories that highlighted life as a 
continuum. While sharing about some of their 
ancestors, Tainos, members of the Arawak people, 
they often stressed gratitude for their parents and 
parents’ parents’ teachings. My great-grandfather 
and grand uncle were living examples of a people 
whose part of their on-going existence was often 
denied or controversially debated in historical books. 
While they often gave emphasis to the existence of a 
people, “we are here, well and alive,” books have 
often underlined that Taino culture, and, for that 
matter, people, were succumbed by disease and 
completely extinguished during Columbus’ time and 
soon thereafter. But in the voice of my great-
grandfather, “how could we have been totally 
terminated if I am here telling this story, their blood 
(referring to the Taino - Arawak people) runs through 
my veins?” We must never forget that his-tory has 
often been written by the conquerors. (Note: the 
reader is encouraged to see “Indigenous Puerto Rico: 
DNA evidence upsets established history” 
(https://indiancountrymedianetwork.com/history/gen
ealogy/indigenous-puerto-rico-dna-evidence-upsets-
established-history/).  
 
My great-grandfather and grand uncle never denied 
their multiethnic experiences - African descent, 
European descent, and Taino descent, blended into 
the biology, cognition, and social-cultural beingness 
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of one people, most currently known as Boricuas, a 
Taino word translated as valiant - courageous 
people. They simply honored and celebrated their 
dominant traditional experiences passed on from one 
generation to another – the blood that linked them 
with some of their ancestors. While not engaging in 
the debate of “existence vs. total termination,” as this 
can yet formulate the creation of another story, one 
thing that I have learned through this experience is 
that just because something is written it does not 
mean that it is the “total truth”; and, just because 
something is not written it does not mean that it is not 
happening.  
 

**** 
My life has been framed by a number of stories 
conceding multiple experiences. At times, I have 
witnessed my stories as a continuum, one ending 
while another one is beginning. Other times, I have 
felt an intersectionality in my stories to the point of 
feeling that I have lived or am simultaneously living 
multiple lives. Despite these experiences, a common 
denominator has been that most of my stories have 
carried specific beliefs (i.e., notions of truth) 
impacting choices that I have made.  
 
Reflecting back, as a child, my surroundings were 
influenced by extreme factors; poverty, violence, and 
addictions were common encounters as well as 
multiple moments of expressions of love, rituals and 
healing practices. I have to admit that the extremes 
in my early childhood experiences often contributed 
much confusion and uncertainty in my growing up 
years, mirrored in my stories. At times, I felt strong and 
invincible, and other times I felt fragile and unstable. It 
is of no surprise that while at times I felt encouraged 
by the peace found in wellness ceremonies, I often 
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thought that I would not live to be 20 years old. Was 
the confusion generated by a lack of ability to 
integrate what appears to be two or more worlds 
occurring simultaneously, each part of a continuum, 
and interconnected? What could I have done in 
order for my stories of pain not to have overpowered 
experiences of joy or experiences of joy not to have 
denied my overwhelming encounters with pain? 
Looking back, I can sense that everything was within 
divine order although my heart and mind were not 
always in alignment.  
 
My life has not only been filled with chaos, but 
miracles as well (i.e., events incomprehensible by 
reason, logic, or scientific laws). Reflecting back, how 
can I explain the fact that I am still alive? I remember 
being 13 years old, cleaning my brother’s car, days 
after he had been killed. The entire interior of the car 
was filled with blood and pieces of his brain. As I 
cleaned the interior of the car, I felt an uncontainable 
rage. Thus, days after his funeral, I prepared and 
began a search for revenge. Where I came from, 
weapons were easily accessible. Sometimes, more 
accessible than food. It was simply a matter of 
identifying the perpetuator and completing the 
mission. I sometimes wondered what would have 
happened if I would have found him? Would I still be 
here? How would my stories have changed? Was 
there a higher power promoting a divine 
intervention? I will never totally know!  
 
 
When I was in ninth grade, I began to sell weed for 
my physical education teacher. After several months 
of making a great profit for him, he made me his 
“equal partner.” We seemed to both enjoy our 
business relationship. One day, however, I noticed 
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that he was acting strange. He asked me to meet him 
in the bathroom and bring the merchandise that I 
had. I met him in the boys’ bathroom and gave him 
the goods, about $500 worth of Mary Jane, a 
nickname for pot. Without hesitation, he tossed the 
bags on the floor. Suddenly, the school principal 
came in through the door. My teacher quickly stated, 
“I caught him with this and was bringing him to the 
office.” The rule of “you don’t tell,” “you are not a 
snitch” was embedded deeply in my veins. Thus, I 
took the blame. To make a long story short, the police 
came, I was kicked out of this high school, and ended 
up in an outpatient adolescent rehabilitation 
program for 6 months since it was my “first felony” 
and I was only 14 years old. There, I became “an 
expert” in the art of manipulation. I found the weak 
link, a few counselors who I began to get high with. 
Some would say that I was simply medicating un-
dealt with pain. I would add, that medicating was just 
an aspect of this experience. It was also an attempt 
to reconnect with spirit, self, and others. My childhood 
innocence was melting away by the conditions of 
growing up in a society filled with untruthfulness and 
much competition.   
 
The aforementioned experience began a sequence 
of unsuccessful high school attempts. Prior to Colegio 
San Justo, where I lasted a year and a half before 
graduating from high school, I had attended 6 
different high schools, none successfully. I was 
enrolled one day and discharged within a month or 
so due to some kind of destructive – unhealthy 
behavior. Perhaps, my behavior was a call for help or 
simply a reflection of human madness.  
 
Looking back, I can simply say that people tried to 
handle me the best way that they could. Due to my 
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introvertness, very little came out of my mouth; yet, 
my cry for help or experience of madness was 
reflected through my explosive behaviors. My verbal 
silence was often contradicted by behavioral 
hurricanes. How did I graduate from high school 
when I often forgot my geography to school? Or 
when at school, I was constantly altering my 
consciousness with “medicinal substances” or 
releasing my anger through an exchange of punches 
with another peer? I can only say that miraculously I 
received grades that I honestly do not feel I earned. 
Were teachers seeing a potential that I could not 
perceive? Were teachers influenced by a higher 
power who was unblocking my pathway in order for 
me to be Here in the Now? Again, I will never totally 
know! How did I survive my thunder years (10 – 17) will 
always be a mystery to me. As I age, now in my 50s, I 
have learned to give thanks to the Great Mystery that 
my brain is still functional after all the abuse that it 
received through the use of hallucinogens, stimulants, 
and opiates, among many other substances.  
 
During my teen years, my stories were severely filled 
with fears that were demoralizing and anger that was 
destructive. Fear often paralyzed me from making 
new friends and adventuring into new and unknown 
experiences, while anger often led my way into 
experimenting with diverse drugs and engagement in 
often violent behavior. The story of fear often stressed, 
“No one could fully be trusted.” The story of anger 
constantly communicated, “no one will or can fuck 
with me.” Looking back, these experiences were not 
the problem, but rather symptoms of a deeper need, 
perhaps the need to belong, to be seen, regardless 
of my differences.  
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A desire to be seen appeared to be hidden 
underneath the undefinable anger. Fighting, 
punching, and being punched, promoted a false 
sense of visibility and notion of control. Yet, it felt real. 
The bigger the opponent, the more auto-ego 
stimulation. I remember a time when I, simultaneously 
fought two brothers my age and then had to fight 
their older two brothers as well, who came to their 
defense; running was not an option. The four brothers 
were known as the Valentine brothers. They were 
feared because of their strength and dirty fighting 
strategies. Anger made me fearless, blinding me even 
to a possible death. While my body was hurt in areas 
that I did not know I had, I was able to knock them 
down. I became known as “the kid who fucked the 
Valentine’s family.” That brought another issue, now I 
had become visible, but not necessarily seen.  
 
I found it interesting that during my youth and early 
adult years, while acting differently with girls/women, 
my pattern was also one of invisibility. I often played 
small in my relationships with the opposite sex – said 
“yes” when I meant “no,” or vice versa, in order to 
avoid rejection and feel accepted. A fear of 
abandonment and a sense of “not-good-
enoughness” held me in a confined box.  
 
As I have grown older, several questions have been 
important to explore: “why and how some of my 
stories have promoted perpetuation of painful 
experiences? What has been the cause of 
transformation?” In answering these questions, I have 
witnessed that my narrative has been greatly 
influenced by diverse beliefs, some promoting 
wellness and others influencing unhealthy actions, as 
well as non-ordinary experiences (occurrences not 
easily explained through logic and reason). As a 
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young child, I learned that some experiences are not 
well accepted within the context of conventional 
knowledge (i.e., knowledge that heavily relies on 
reason and logic). Thus, it was often challenging to 
explain to others, images that they could not see, or 
experiences that they had not encountered. As a 
child, and throughout my young adult life, I have 
often kept things to myself, lied about experiences, 
and/or pretended to be someone else, all because 
of fear of being seen as deviant.  
 
When I was about 15 – 16 years old, three friends and 
I went camping in the natural forest, El Yunque, in 
Puerto Rico. We often camped on one of the highest 
mountains, as the view of the island was spectacular 
from there. During this weekend trip, while cooking 
our meal, we were approached by three men. They 
looked very unique and clean. We were surprised at 
the fact that they were not dirty, as the hike up the 
mountain was not an easy one. To our surprise, they 
asked to cut bread with us, which we accepted 
without hesitation. It was as if each of my friends and I 
were hypnotized by their radiant presence. We 
shared food and engaged in deep conversations 
about life and the universe (note: during camping 
trips like this, I would have typically tripped on LSD, 
but I had forgotten to bring any). After a few hours of 
eating and sharing, these men disappeared before 
our eyes. “What just happened?” Osvaldo asked. We 
each looked at each other in shock. Needless to say, 
it was hard to fall sleep that night. When attempting 
to share with other friends, they laughed and 
questioned, how much LSD did you drop that night? I 
have to admit, I had suppressed this particular 
experience until this past summer (2017) when I visited 
PR and had a small class reunion and Osvaldo 
reminded me.  
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How some of my stories have drifted away from the 
consciousness that perpetuated their existence has 
not been totally comprehensible to my conscious 
mind. I can only rely on the notion that I have been 
guided by a higher source, a source unexplainable 
by logic or reason.  
 
I was about 17 years old when I graduated high 
school. Two years had passed since my great-
grandfather’s death. By this age, death was a 
common experience (i.e., my dad died when I was 
between 6 -7 years of age; my brother was killed 
when I was 13; my great-grandfather transitioned 
when I was 15, among a number of cousins who were 
killed by an overdose or a bullet. This is without 
considering my own near-death experiences). It did 
not take much to persuade my mother to let me visit 
my sister in New Jersey.    
 
I was probably 10 years old when my sister, Maria, 
moved out of the house. She left our house a few 
years after our father’s death. I felt a need to 
reestablish a relationship with her.  
 
My reunion with my sister was filled with wonders and 
new challenges. After about six months of living with 
my sister, she met a man who began to use her as a 
punching bag. Incidences occurred when I was not 
around. Thus, she often found ways of justifying her 
bruises. After a number of events and direct 
confrontation with my sister’s lover, I became 
homeless. Who would have known that this 
experience would have led to me encountering an 
unknown family who found, fed, and sheltered me? A 
man, Howard, who took me as his son, even though 
he already had four, and knew nothing about my 
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“demons”. A man who falsified my signature in order 
to submit an application for me to be admitted into a 
four-year college. Was this a coincidence or another 
divine intervention? Again, the absolute answer is 
blowing in the wind.  
 

**** 
My years of formal education (i.e., bachelor, master, 
and doctorate degrees) have definitely assisted with 
a miraculous shift in consciousness. That, I am sure of. 
Stockton State College and Rutgers University in New 
Jersey, friends like Ron Fieros and professors such as 
Paul Lyons, Joseph L. Walsh, Bill Daly, and Bill Sensiba, 
among others, initially began to expose me to the 
importance of exploring what often is unquestionably 
considered “the truth.” It took me six years to 
graduate with my bachelor’s degree from Stockton 
State College in South Jersey, a combination of 
sociology, political science, and education; two years 
to complete my Master’s in Clinical Social Work from 
Rutgers University in New Brunswick; as well as two 
intensively sleep deprived years to complete my Ph.D. 
from the University of South Carolina. My experiences 
during these years created and shaped the baseline 
for a different life journey.  

While at Stockton State College, I met a number of 
progressive instructors and friends. I became heavily 
involved in politics. The story of me began to be 
influenced by books such as “A Rumor of War” by 
Caputo, “A People's History of the United States” by 
Zinn, and “An Autobiography: The story of my 
experiences with truth” by Gandhi, among others. I 
was re-introduced to political movements (i.e., 
American Indian Movement - AIM, Civil Rights 
Movements, Women’s movements, LGBT movement, 
labor movement, etc); this time, however, I was willing 
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to learn and increase my awareness regarding 
individual – collective pain and resilience. As I learned 
about social movements and political activism, my 
story began to reflect numerous arrests caused by 
participation in civil disobedience - local, state, and 
nationwide protests (many marches in Washington 
DC).  

One of the most daring protests – civil disobedience -- 
which I participated in was during the Ronald 
Reagan’s administration / Contra – Sandinista war. 
After having participated in a Nicaragua brigade, 
spending several weeks servicing rural communities 
with limited to no access to basic resources (water 
and food), I found myself with a stronger conviction 
to serve communities of people impacted by what I 
have viewed as injustice or oppressive forces (i.e., 
racism, sexism, classism, etc). Thus, as the New Jersey 
National Guard was being prepared to be sent to 
Honduras to train the Contras, a group of six students, 
myself included, jumped the fence of the New Jersey 
National Guard facility as a form of civil 
disobedience. Our intention was to lay down in front 
of the plane in order to stop it from it taking off. Was 
this an act of bravery or total stupidity? (May the 
reader make such judgement.) How would my life be 
different today if I would have been found guilty after 
being arrested (note: if found guilty, we would have 
been sentenced 10 to 20 years in a federal prison. 
Yet, based on a technical mistake, jurisdiction, we 
were released – the local police were contacted by 
the National Guard, we were taken outside federal 
land, and incarcerated in a local jail)? Was the fact 
that no harm was experienced another example of 
divine intervention? As it should be obvious by now, 
my life story is filled with experiences that seem 
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challenging to explain through a conventional notion 
of reality (i.e., cause and effect).  

It is important to notice that the journey that began 
at Stockton State College, exploring notions of truth, 
their effects, as well as being of service to 
communities of people confronting marginalization 
influenced by exploitive beliefs - behaviors, has 
continued. This journey is built around a story of 
interdependence and dismantling of conditions – 
mental programming that creates disconnection as 
well as unnecessary human suffering. There is enough 
to be shared and we have the capacity to live 
harmoniously!  
 
As it is well known, children are not born with beliefs, 
but rather the neurological – biological equipment 
that encourages a capacity to adapt, retain, 
reproduce, and /or transform experiences within 
diverse social - cultural contexts. Thus, my 
development within the physical realm has not 
happened by coincidence, but through stimulation 
from external and internal factors. My beliefs, or 
should I say notions of truth, have been constructed, 
deconstructed, and reconstructed through 
interactions and exchanges that I have experienced 
within diverse contexts and relations.  
 
Two important observations have been generated 
from the formation, maintenance, and transformation 
of my overall narrative: 1) some beliefs guiding my 
stories have stimulated a sense of imprisonment while 
others have fostered a sense of liberation; and 2) 
some of my beliefs have been based on what I have 
learned to refer to as a “Conventional 
Consciousness” (i.e., the idea that our lives are 
exclusively influenced by observable - cause and 
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effect - patterns that can always be measured. Such 
consciousness has at times influenced the experience 
of conformism, an act of unquestionably accepting 
and being in compliance with dominant social / 
cultural beliefs, values, and norms, regardless of 
experiences that reflect gaps and incompleteness of 
“conventional realities.”) while others have formed 
part of what I describe as “Transcendent 
Consciousness” (i.e., these beliefs have been based 
on the notion that people, things, and/or 
experiences, are more than what they may seem. 
These beliefs have reminded me of the importance of 
embracing, yet moving beyond, my five senses, 
assumptions, and formed conventional realities, 
allowing space for recognition of occurrences that 
exceed constructed human knowledge, conditions, 
understanding, and expertise). I have not been one 
to classify some beliefs as better than others, as I have 
witnessed that each belief has served a purpose. I 
have simply observed, and began to recognize, that 
different beliefs have stimulated different stories, 
paths, types of relationships, and ultimately 
experiences.  
 
While in interactions with others, one of the dominant 
stories that I have somehow co-created during my 
life-span has been the story of not good enoughness. 
All the way back from my elementary school to 
university years, I remembered being dominated by 
the story of “not being smart enough, handsome 
enough, mature enough, skillful enough, overall good 
enough.” The story of not good enoughness has been 
reflected in numerous interactions and relationships. 
For instance, my academic high school counselor 
during a conversation once stressed, “you are not 
college material;” a girlfriend during my 
undergraduate education once noted “you are too 
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strange,” while another significant relationship later 
on in life during various occasions expressed that I 
was immature, a boy, not man enough. Sadly, looking 
back, each of these individuals were partially 
accurate in their contextual observations. My story of 
“not good enoughness,” as well as cognitive patterns 
that this story created, needed to find people to 
continue to support its perpetuation in order for it to 
stay alive. 
 

**** 
I was married for over 20 years and, for this 
experience, I will always be grateful. This relationship 
stimulated much growth and expansion in my life, as 
stories of intimacy, parenting, self-care, and love, 
among others, were constructed, perpetuated, 
and/or transformed throughout time. From time to 
time, our relational stories were intersected with 
multigenerational patterns: cellular memories that we 
had carried on from birth into adulthood; stories from 
our parents and ancestors, reflecting joy and pain, 
trauma and resilience, fear and love, forgetfulness 
and remembrance. During moments of intentionality, 
we courageously danced in harmony; we could see 
each other beyond conditions. At other times, 
however, we stepped on each other’s toes, exhibiting 
blueprints of conditions and programming that 
reflected our unfinished business (i.e., unhealed 
wounds which stimulated forgetfulness of our true 
nature – love). One of my notions of unfinished 
business carried into my marriage was the notion of 
“Not Good Enoughness.” Another was “Fear of 
Abandonment.” Through this relationship, I learned 
much about the role that stories can play in confining 
or liberating one’s spirit, as well as the importance of 
honoring the fact that transformation is not an event, 
but rather a process that requires a degree of 
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awareness and intentionality. “Not Good 
Enoughness” and “Fear of Abandonment” were 
dominate parts of my life and often played a big role 
in my marriage. The existence of these human 
conditions, briefly come and go; however, they are 
no longer dominant in my current journey. © 
 
My narrative has been influenced by multiple factors, 
including: the power of the word (giving devoted 
attention through constant sharing of the story); the 
power of affirmation (proclaiming the story as the 
truth); attachment to the story (the story as a form of 
my identity rather than an accumulation of a set of 
experiences); and ultimately direct experiences with 
a life force that I have learned to refer to as the Great 
Mystery.  
 
During my 30s – early 40s, substantial transformation 
began to occur in my life. My perception of men, and 
thus myself as a man, for instance, was not always 
healthy growing up. During my early years, I seemed 
to have internalized a notion that men, other than my 
great-grandfather and grand uncle, were not to be 
trusted, that men were not reliable. This imprint 
impacted my relationship with men as well as my 
relationship with my notion of self. I often found myself 
avoiding intimate relationships with men, and thus, 
fueling self-hatred. I seemed to be unaware that by 
rejecting “men,” I also rejected myself. After all, I was 
born a boy who was growing up to be a man within 
the context of this society. Thus, that which I 
projected, I often internalized. How could I have 
trusted myself as a man when men could not be 
trusted?  
 
The process of parenting two sons and a daughter, as 
well as meeting men such as my brothers Chris Miller, 
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Howard, Ron Fieros, Siri Gian Sink, among others, 
nevertheless, began to open a gateway into an 
opportunity for a different perspective. As my sons 
and daughter were born and growing, I found myself 
in a predicament – what would it be, perpetuation of 
the confined notion of men that I have internalized or 
be courageous enough to enter a journey of 
exploration into the complexity of those categorized 
as men? The experience of parenting opened an 
entrance into a journey of curiosity, fostering 
opportunities for awareness, exploration of choices, 
and conscious actions. As a life experience, 
parenting has taught me that life can be fragile, and 
intentionality can be a tool for attempting to prevent 
participation in the creation or co-creation of 
unnecessary human pain. While deeply-rooted 
emotional patterns have often attempted to capture 
my attention and bring me back into unhealthy 
behavior, intentionality has served as a vehicle for the 
establishment of new ways of being.  
 
Two other shifts, occurring during my 30s – early 40s, 
which deeply marked my current narrative, were the 
death of my grand uncle and my relationship with 
dreams. I started to observe that my dreams often 
communicated deep insights into events occurring in 
my life and/or attempted to inform me of 
experiences soon to be manifested. Images of my 
great-grandfather and grand uncle were often 
presented in the dreams. At first, I perceived dreams 
as a curse, especially when dreaming about events 
that I wanted to reject or deny. This experience was 
at times painful. The more I attempted to refuse the 
information provided by the dream, the stronger the 
information was presented in subsequent dreams. 
Many nights, I found myself being awakened by 
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dreams warning me of experiences that eventually 
came into fruition.  
 
A good example of this experience is exhibited by the 
number of dreams that I experienced prior to my 
separation – divorce. Preceding being informed by 
my formal partner that she wanted a separation, I 
encountered a number of dreams where I constantly 
found myself looking for her, but not being able to 
find her. In one of the dreams, there was a river 
between us. When I swam across, she was no longer 
there. In another dream, we were sitting across from 
each other. For a moment I closed my eyes. Upon 
opening my eyes, she had disappeared. I do not 
claim understanding why dreams occur. However, I 
have grown to perceive dreaming as a gift and part 
of my life story, where the information provided can 
be, and has often been, useful to reflect on events, 
experiences, and/or relationships occurring in my life.  
 

**** 
Throughout my journey, I have encountered a 
number of rebirths (i.e., life transformations) permitting 
the emergence of enough awareness to witness how 
my stories have never reflected, or perhaps will never 
be inclusive of, total understanding regarding all 
possible variables affecting my life experiences. This 
awareness has provided me with an opportunity to 
reflect and be careful before making a judgement. 
For instance, during my early adult years, I 
experienced a tendency to blame my parents for the 
perceived effects of unskillful behaviors (i.e., domestic 
violence, physical beatings, ineffective 
communication methods). Yet, as I have grown older, 
I have observed that my parents were often 
reflecting dominant historical multigenerational 
traumas. It is hard to give that which one may have 
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not ever experienced or received. Thus, awareness, 
an ability to see beyond conventional consciousness 
or stories that have confined my notions of existence, 
has become a miracle within itself, promoting 
unexpected transformation in my stories.  
 
Shifts in consciousness have not come without 
struggles and a number of lessons. Through my 
narrative, I have learned that transformation requires 
intentionality. I have learned that, although it is an 
important ingredient, awareness alone does not 
promote transformation. Furthermore, my 
transformation has not come without risk. While some 
may be able to understand, choices like consciously 
locking myself in a dark room for three to four days, 
with no water or food, to meet my inner demons / 
dragons; for others, this will be difficult to explain as 
the mind is often limited by its own boundaries. 
Furthermore, my active commitment to walk the Red 
Road (a path inspired by fundamental life beliefs 
promoted by a variety of indigenous spiritual 
teachings) is not always understood through 
conventional consciousness. At times, it has been 
challenging to share the healing that my body and 
mind have experienced after a ceremony such as a 
Sundance. Being an Eagle Dancer has been an 
honor that has required much discipline. Ceremonial 
piercing has been an experience that goes beyond a 
trial of physical endurance. It has been a sacred 
healing journey beyond words; although, this 
approach may be considered irrational through the 
lens of conventional understanding. 
 
 
There is no doubt that within my body and mind, I 
continue to carry multigenerational historical trauma. 
Yet, there is also no doubt that prior to developing an 



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

203 

unquestionable commitment to living life as a ritual (a 
life mindfully driven) rather than as a constant routine 
(living habitually), my life felt small. Thus, I have 
witnessed, that many of my stories do not speak of 
the total me, which seems to be boundless even 
though at times seemingly confined.  
 
My stories have been contextual and 
multidimensional – have an individual, family, 
community, nation, and non-ordinary flavor, etc., as 
well as diversified (i.e., stories of joy and pain, clarity 
and confusion, birth and death, loss and hope, hate 
and love, etc). My stories are so many that it 
becomes impossible to share them all in a few pages. 
They are stories of gratitude and forgiveness, 
deterioration and redemption. As a collective, my 
stories have taught me countless lessons, including:  
 
© To celebrate life as a journey without a 

destination, but simply areas to stop and rest;  
© To live in gratitude while recognizing that at times 

my heart will be broken and merge back 
together, my mind will experience madness and 
with care it will rediscover the medicine of 
reconciliation, and my body will at times be 
injured and with acts of kindness will play within 
the space of wholeness;  

© My pain has fostered my strength while laughter 
has been a tool for wellness;  

© To surrender is not passive. It is a conscious act of 
releasing resistance while showing up without 
withdrawing! I can show up while accepting what 
is;  

© Acceptance of what is, does not mean 
perpetuation of patterns that are no longer useful 
for my wellness or the wellness of others. 
Acceptance is simply an initial step toward 
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honoring awareness of where I am presently in my 
planetary journey while assessing my options to 
move forward respectfully and intentionally; 

© People may tell me how to live, what to do or not 
to do. Everyone has an answer. Yet, while 
people’s suggestions and support are often useful, 
only spirit can really guide me! It is up to me to 
work on my alignment with a highest source of 
creation, Love - Spirit itself – an undefinable life 
force that encourages me to live intentionally.  

My stories have intersected within different contexts 
and time frames, influencing the arrival of degrees of 
awareness often generated through the exploration 
of diverse questions: how can I use my stories 
intentionally? How can my stories inspire wellness 
while unmasking my conditions within diverse 
contexts: as a son, a brother, a father, a friend, a 
lover, etc? While attempting to answer these 
questions, I have often been reminded of a Cherokee 
story where a native elder is approached by his 
young grandson who is distressed by the greed and 
pain that he is observing in the world. While 
attempting to teach his grandson, the elder 
expressed,  
 

‘A fight is going on inside me, a fight between 
two wolves. One is evil, full of anger, sorrow, 
regret, greed, self-pity and false pride. The other is 
good, full of joy, peace, love, humility, kindness 
and faith. This same fight is going on inside of you, 
grandson…and inside of every other person on 
the face of this earth.’ The grandson ponders this 
for a moment and then asks, ‘Grandfather, which 
wolf will win?’ The old man smiled and simply said, 
‘The one you feed.’ 
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As in the story shared above, I have witnessed that 
some of my thoughts and perceptions can promote 
anger, resentment, jealousy – an array of emotions 
that when consistent can ultimately produce anxiety, 
depression, and despair. I can see that these 
thoughts are not necessarily the issue, as they can 
come and go quickly when approached with a sense 
of neutrality. Yet, when this form of thinking is 
persistent and dominant and is constantly fed, I have 
witnessed the encouragement of self-destructive 
behavior. Consequently, awareness of this 
phenomenon as well as diverse wellness modalities 
have supported an ability in me to redirect emotional 
and behavioral patterns no longer servicing a 
commitment to living confidently and mindfully. 
Which wolf am I feeding is a great question that I ask 
myself daily as well as what can I do to feed the wolf 
that is humble and kind?  
 
At different times in my life, I have tried numerous 
wellness modalities (approaches considered useful for 
promoting, enhancing, and/or maintaining physical, 
emotional / cognitive, social – relational, spiritual 
health / wellness). As I have aged, I have recognized 
the importance of treating my body (earthly vehicle), 
mind (navigation system), and heart/spirit (source of 
creation and connection with non-ordinary realities) 
with care and respect. While each modality that I 
have tried has been a gift, I found myself being the 
most nurtured by two major practices: living life as a 
daily ritual through the use of self-reflection, conscious 
breathing, prayer, meditation and/or sacred songs; 
as well as participating in regular sweat lodges – 
spiritual ceremonies. Even though from time to time I 
have fallen short, the notion that “everywhere I go, 
there I am” has become a consistent experience, 
beyond a concept.  
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As mentioned earlier, my journey, for some years now, 
has been powerfully influenced by returning and 
walking the Red Road with as much integrity as I am 
capable off (Note: Red Road, a path inspired by 
fundamental life beliefs promoted by a variety of 
indigenous spiritual teachings including: people have 
at least two dimensions, a physical and a spiritual and 
these dimensions have their own needs to be 
considered; we are all connected, including the four 
legged, the winged ones, the crawlers, the rocks, the 
plants, the trees, the water, and all creation upon 
Mother Earth - thus respect, honor, and collaboration 
is important; serve, respect, and live courageously; 
pray - meditate to gain clarity, then act with 
intention; what we do to others, we are doing it to 
ourselves; learn from the Mother Earth; and remember 
Creator / Grand Father / Great Mystery is always 
guiding us, all we need to do is listen attentively). This 
practice has redirected my journey to what I 
perceive to be an opportunity to be alive, not 
perfectly, but intentionally living, learning, laughing, 
and loving.  
 

**** 
Thank you, reader, for journeying with me through 
memory lane. Looking back, I can now see that my 
narrative has been constructed, deconstructed, and 
reconstructed; yet, the essence of my beingness has 
been timeless. Thus, my daily rituals have been 
significantly influenced by 6 principles (i.e., attention 
and intention; gratitude and forgiveness; reflection 
and action) essential for reminding me that my 
essence transcends my human 
conditions/programing. I have noticed that the more 
I consciously honor these principles, from the time 
that I wake up to the time that I lay my body back to 
rest, the easier to approach my relationships 
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consciously. I am in no way perfect (i.e., ♥ you could 
ask my children and beloved Kerry ♥) but have 
learned about the magic of living intentionally and 
for now, this is enough to support my on-going 
journey, one moment - day at a time! 
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ON THE MASTER OF NARRATIVE 
By Joshua Trimmer 

 
“One repays a teacher badly if one  

always remains nothing but a pupil.”  
Friedrich Nietzsche  

 
I am part of a 13.7-billion-year equation. I am the 
summation of one process leading to another and so 
on, until this point in time in which I exist. I am only 28 
and feel like I am just starting my journey. The first 
steps in life were taken mostly in error, but as much as 
one can be sure, I feel like I’m starting to get the 
hang of it.  
 
As humans, we are pattern analyzers. The first species 
to notice the change in seasons and take advantage 
of it by planting crops, the groundwork of civilization. 
As pattern analyzers we are on a constant hunt for 
meaning. Taking in the vast amount of data we 
receive on a day to day basis and find what’s on the 
other side of the equals sign. That search for meaning 
became theology, philosophy, politics. Everything is 
an equation trying to provide solutions for problems to 
be solved. This is the foundation for my equation, the 
data I’ve collected to apply to the problems I want to 
solve.  
   
When you are young, until around the age of six, you 
are a receiver, a programmable child that is the 
subject of its environment. This period sets up the 
framework, your entire life will be based upon. What’s 
unfortunate is that it’s not up to you. It’s up to your 
parental figure or figures, your class, culture, living 
circumstances, and lifestyle.  
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**** 
Until I was 22 ish, I was the megaphone of my father’s 
ideals; and, even now, I find myself challenging the 
structure of the views he gave me. These views were 
echoed by the small community in which I spent my 
high school years. I was told what was good to 
society, what was admirable, what was the American 
Dream to strive for. I had a nomadic childhood. It 
showed me the importance of exploring different 
cultures, but because I was a military child, my 
formative years were spent in a military culture no 
matter where I went. This led to introversion, and an 
early pattern recognition of seeing all the similarities 
no matter where I went. Another thing being 
nomadic instilled in me was a fear of stagnation. I 
have to move every few years or I fear losing myself. 
When my father left the military in 2000, I ended up 
spending eight years in Florida and joined the military 
myself, to get the hell out and try and work towards 
my American Dream.  
 
The American Dream has been on repeat since I was 
young. Commercials, movies, family, and culture, 
beating their way into my subconscious. Go to 
school, get a job, get married, have a kid, get a 
house, retire, die. These are the things that are 
marketable, these are the things that can be defined. 
It leads me to think about what it means to have a 
midlife crisis. I mean, what happens between 40 and 
45? By that time, you’ve established a career, 
definitely got married, and had a kid, probably 
paying off a house, and really starting to stagnate. 
What next? Society no longer has a plan for you 
except an inevitable death. People reach out and try 
to define themselves with possessions. This is nothing 
new, many cultures saw their dead buried with their 
belongings, but why? When you walk by your 
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neighbor’s dwelling what do you notice? It is their car, 
the size, their yard? When you wave to your neighbor, 
you do not see their personal growth, their victories in 
personal milestones, their accomplishments in 
interpersonal relationships. Things are what we leave 
behind visibly, so in a panic we try and accumulate 
enough that any passerby can see our value. What 
happens when you can do that at 23? When your 
whole safety net tells you what a good thing it is to 
join the military, compelled by the fear of stagnation 
brought on by your nomadic childhood, what else 
could you do? 
 
So, I left home and joined the military with none of the 
will my own. I stayed in for six years. I had the house, 
the wife, the job, but I was entirely miserable. It was 
the only time in my life I wasn’t living paycheck to 
paycheck. And by all accounts I was successful. I got 
that system, and I knew enough to keep myself 
sustained for the rest of my life. I could have even got 
out using the same skill set to get a civilian job making 
more than enough money to keep me comfortable, 
but I knew it wasn’t what I wanted.  
 
It was around the end of my six years in the military 
when I came across a couple speeches that started 
expanding my perspective. They talked about if there 
is no afterlife, if when you die, you cease to exist, how 
would you treat your life differently? Would you be as 
apt to spend life on autopilot? Just paying bills? I 
began drinking too much, fighting with everyone, self-
destructive in everything I did. After I got out, my 
marriage fell apart and I continued on my downward 
spiral. I had no idea what to do, and everyone I knew 
seemed done with me. I was flailing in the dark and I 
was no longer a cog in society’s machine. I started 
going to school again. I was still trying to hold onto 
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what society said was right to do. I still felt stagnation, 
however, I had a path, but no goal. I kept taking time 
to self-analyze, but my internal narrative kept me from 
seeing what the real problem was. I felt worthless in a 
grander scheme I never felt part of; and, in 
November of 2014, I put a gun in my mouth and was 
a decision away from pulling the trigger. There was a 
freedom in that moment. An overwhelming terrifying 
freedom. The final realization that no one can tell me 
the correct path because there is no correct path. 
There is not even a path. From that moment, I noticed 
a lot of the static in my life clear. I was able to see the 
nonsense I bought into; the lies I told myself. The 
house, marriage, and car, it was all an attempt to fuel 
the economy. I was part of a machine I hadn’t 
noticed before.  
 
You hear people say it at different points in your life, 
that this is all a game, that we are just someone’s 
bottom line, but you tune it out. Most times, you see 
the sentiment as childish, not worth mulling over, but 
that is another trick. Not only does the narrative tell us 
how to live, it sets up a framework for who is allowed 
to participate in the conversation, who is worth 
listening to; and, it self sustains in this way. Vigilance is 
always key. You can tell the people who live in the 
narrative by how they speak. They say terrible things 
off the cuff, because they are not always 
conscientious in what they say. They have no idea 
that the words that come from their mouths are not 
theirs, they belong to someone else; and all those 
words are quick to dismiss vigilance. The narrative 
wants you to have attention to detail, but not 
awareness of what the detail means. You can gather 
all the information available to the cosmos, you could 
know every word in every language, but if you 
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cannot string them together into a coherent thought, 
what can you do with it? How can you help others? 
 

**** 
In years since, I’ve done more introspection and 
constant research. I’ve found solace in the tenets of 
existentialism. A person is responsible for everything. 
One’s actions, emotions, life, and plans. Once you 
assume supreme responsibility, it is impossible to live 
on auto pilot. Everything must be considered. So, if 
you leave any of your actions up to chance, you still 
have to answer for yourself at the end of the day. Any 
plan set forth for you is a distraction. It comes at you 
from all angles and the only way to prevent a self-
sustaining prison is to question everything. As juvenile 
as that sounds, that’s what we evolved to do. You're 
given all these tools, but people are paid to take 
advantage of those tools and insert whatever they 
are selling into your search for meaning. Knowing 
what I do now, I’ve made my plan. I seek to change 
the master narrative to something more humane. To 
take advantage of my analysis and create relatable 
stories that drive home my message. When there is no 
inherent meaning in anything, it is up to the person to 
assign individual value, and I value what humanity 
can accomplish when cleared of all this clutter. 
Remain always vigilant, and share with others freely, 
the information you acquire. 
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PART 5 
RESTORATION 

 
Throughout the life course, a child – adolescent – 
adult is presented with multiple experiences (i.e., 
experiences of joy, traumatic retentions, etc.). Some 
of these experiences are a result of multigenerational  
– cognitive – emotional – behavioral – social – cultural 
– political patterns. Other experiences are consciously 
or unconsciously created in the “now” through one’s 
engagement and/or co-interactions with that which 
has been in existence. This can be an example of 
what has been called “evolution,” a process of birth, 
growth, perpetuation, and/or transformation of living 
organisms.  
 
Experiences reflected in our narratives can display 
maintenance, perpetuation, and/or transformation of 
beliefs as well as emotional and/or behavioral 
patterns that support or put at risk our health as well 
as the wellness of others. Quantum physics has 
argued that energy cannot be destroyed, but yet it 
can be transformed. This observation seems 
applicable when exploring human encounters. 
Something solid as ice can become gentle as water. 
By the same token, something as painful as a trauma 
can become an inspiration to living mindfully, 
compassionately, and intentionally. Thus, in our lives 
there are moments when emotional – cognitive – 
behavioral – social – cultural – political patterns that 
no longer serve our ongoing growth are witnessed 
and addressed with the intention of simply allowing 
room for that which nurtures our souls and has a ripple 
effect on the notion of others. This process reflects 
bravery as it takes emotional strength for one to 
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engage courageously in actions that do not always 
seem rational to the conditional mind.  
 

**** 
The narratives in this section reflect a process of 
“restoration,” returning to the truth of one’s heart, as 
one understands it to be, while consciously 
navigating through fears and conditions stored 
through mental – social programmings. The process of 
“restoration” serves as a remembrance that one is not 
the set of “cellular memories” conditioned by 
historical trauma predisposing an individual or society 
to emotional and behavioral patterns, which limits 
one’s endless potential. Restoration can be 
stimulated when exploring our family ancestry – 
lineage, societal inheritance, and their impacts on 
our perceptions of current life options and choices. 
Some initial questions to be considered when 
engaging in one’s process of restoration can be: 
Where do my current beliefs derive from? Are these in 
congruence with experiences related to my notion of 
“self”? How do these beliefs play out in my 
relationships and interactions?  
 
It is well known that a newborn child is frequently 
defenseless when confronted with healthy or 
unhealthy personal, social, cultural, and/or political 
influences. Thus, in order to survive and coexist within 
the context of her/his/their community – society, 
often times a child adapts to that which the child 
experiences. It is to be celebrated when experiences 
encountered encourage healthy emotional, 
cognitive, and social forms of relationships and 
interactions. Yet, the physical, psychological, and/or 
social pain influenced through multigenerational 
patterns of trauma and painful societal inheritance, 
raises a need for exploration and transformation of 
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the origin of the pain, if wellness is the optimal 
purpose. While not always obvious for many, 
especially when the mind is conditioned or rigidly 
trapped by logic and reason, enough evidence exists 
of undefinable forces which influence our paths. 
Some of these undefinable forces have often been 
referred to as “spirit,” “life force,” “resilience,” or 
“divine intervention,” to mention a few. Thus, while 
wounding conditions have been experienced, it has 
often been observed throughout our humanity that 
faith and a belief in a life force greater than the 
power of logic has played an important role in the 
process of wellness and restoration.  
 
The reader may relate to some common questions 
often observed throughout the narrative of our 
humanity: How may we live in peace with self and 
others? How may our lives gain purpose? How may I – 
we surrender and grow through the teachings 
deriving from personal and social relationships? How 
may human well-preserved conditions promoting 
forgetfulness of our untapped potential, as well as 
upholding unnecessary suffering, be redecorated 
and transformed? While we may find many paths to 
reach responses to these, among other questions, a 
common denominator is the power that our 
narratives carry. How we live, claim, and tell our 
stories is a powerful journey toward restoration. May 
the reader experience the narratives in this section as 
an example of the power of claiming one’s truth. The 
intentional return of a hereditary monarch to a 
peaceful throne!  
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RETURNING HOME 
By Shannon Hulley 

 
 

My home is my Heart! KLG 
 
Throughout my life, I have learned a number of 
significant lessons. Two major ones have been: 1) 
when I have not trusted my intuition, the results have 
often been devastating; and, 2) at times life seems to 
move in circles until one intentionally takes a different 
direction. My path towards intentional living has not 
been linear. There have been ups and downs, 
forgetfulness and remembrance. Yet, intentionality 
has been essential for transforming deeply rooted 
conditions, as well as healing painful encounters.  
 
Through the course of my life, I have experienced a 
string of miracles. Yet, sometimes I have been blinded 
to them. As I reflect on my past, I can see that I have 
always come back to finding balance and staying 
grounded, knowing what is real, and being confident 
in the knowing. Writing this narrative brought up 
memories of many souls with whom I have shared 
joyful and/or challenging experiences. How did I get 
here?  
 

**** 
I was born up in the mountains. That is what we 
always called it. It was located in Northeast 
California. I was a quiet child. I did not like to get into 
“trouble”. My mother said that when I was in her 
womb, I did not move around much. At times, she 
feared that I was not alive. When I was born, I rarely 
cried. My mother shared that she had to wake me up 
to feed me. I was small. She said that even after I 
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learned to crawl and walk, she would put me on a 
small rug and I would stay put.  
 
I grew up with one brother and five cousins. We were 
close. Even after my uncle remarried and my 
immediate family moved to San Jose, and then the 
Bay Area in California, a strong bond continued 
between the seven of us.  
 
I do not remember my biological dad. My stepdad 
came into the picture when I was around a year old. 
According to my mom, she left my father due to his 
drug addiction and abusive – violent behavior. Later 
in life, a cousin told me that my dad was a great guy 
and that my mom had violent outbursts at times. I 
grew up with stories that my dad didn’t want me. But, 
according to my cousin, my dad often held me and 
said that I was daddy's little girl. I am not sure if any of 
these stories are a hundred percent correct. Yet, I 
sense that there are bits and pieces of both stories 
that are true.  
 
My mother has suffered from mental illness most of her 
life. She has often complained that her family does 
not have much faith in her. She eventually left my 
father because she was worried about our safety. Her 
family was concerned she could not take care of my 
brother and myself. My cousins said that we were 
orphans because we did not have a dad and my 
mom couldn’t take care of us. Having lost my father 
through separation seemed to influence a fear that I 
carried for years of losing people who are close to me 
and a feeling of separation. It was also hard to 
discern whether to trust my mother.  
 
As children, we often stayed at grandma and/or aunt 
Ginger’s house during the weekends and holidays. 
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They were devoted Christians. My Aunt Ginger 
frequently told us Bible stories before going to sleep. I 
enjoyed them. I felt connected and inspired.  
 
In this little mountain town, where my grandma lived, 
it was more common to have people pray over you if 
you did something wrong than go to jail. During the 
summer, the church bus would drive around and pick 
up kids right from their doorsteps to take them to Bible 
camp. Going to Sunday School was common, as well 
as experiencing an annual Fourth of July parade. I 
really loved that.  
 
When attending church services, I used to want to sit 
in front with the “old ladies.” They would raise their 
arms in the air and tears would roll down their cheeks. 
My cousin Lisa used to say that they were trying to 
touch God. I felt touched by the way that they 
prayed and connected with the Creator.  
 

 
 
My mom was a big influence in my life. She always 
wanted to teach me to love everyone regardless of 
race or religion. She used to buy me different ethnic 
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dolls. She taught me that we were part Cherokee, 
from her mother’s side of the family, and that my 
great grandmother was very proud of being native. I 
loved hearing the Native American stories in school 
and in books. They made me feel connected to 
another part of me. One summer my family took a 
vacation to travel from California to Florida in an RV. 
Driving across the country like that was incredible. It 
was my first big roadtrip. We got to see the southwest 
and all of its beautiful landscapes. It is amazing to see 
the rock formations of the desert and the different 
colors. There were indigenous people selling things 
along the highway and I bought many things from 
them. I really felt connected to them. There was 
something so alive about the desert. After traveling 
hundreds of miles through the southwest entering into 
Albuquerque, it felt like a giant bowl of energy. I felt 
connected to the stones. When I got home, I wore 
moccasins every day and my turquoise rings. I loved 
the feelings I had experienced in the desert and 
seeing the indigenous culture that I had interacted 
with.  
 
My mother was an incredible artist when I was a 
young child. I loved sitting and watching her paint. 
She could also draw skillfully. I was always impressed 
by her ability to make any ordinary thing look 
beautiful. Her attention to detail was remarkable. 
Observing my mother doing her art inspired me to 
become an artist as an adult. She stopped drawing 
and painting abruptly when I was an adolescent. The 
medications she was taking made her hands shake. 
Drawing and painting reminded her of having manic 
episodes. 
 
During my teen years, my mother would often surprise 
me with unconventional experiences. One day, I 
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came home and there was an Edgar Allan Poe book 
sitting on my bed. My mom knew I enjoyed poetry. 
She was a quiet person and had a hard time talking 
about complicated subjects, so she would bring 
home documentaries from the library. One of the 
complicated subjects was “The Miracle of Life,” a 
documentary about how we are conceived and 
born. We watched another documentary about 
diverse sexual orientations. When the documentary 
was over, she told me that it was ok if I was gay. Even 
though I have always considered myself 
heterosexual, I really appreciated her statement and 
inclination to connect me with diverse experiences.  
 

**** 
Much personal growth occurred during my teen 
years. During middle school, I realized that I was 
different than the status quo. There were many 
different groups (i.e., the athletic, the pot heads, the 
rich kids, among others). I did not fit in any group, no 
matter how much I tried. I knew that I was never 
going to fit into their realities. So, I decided that being 
myself was extremely freeing. I liked reading, listening 
to music, dancing, and had a love for nature. My 
stepdad and I used to have long conversations 
where I would be led to consider different options to 
situations that I might encounter in order to apply 
quick thinking. I loved these conversations.  
 
My mother’s exposure to diverse experiences has 
helped me as an adult to appreciate different 
lifestyles, life subjects, and have a love for nature. I felt 
as though my mother encouraged me to try different 
experiences, which gave me the courage to find my 
own belief system, or should I say spiritual path. I was 
raised Christian and I loved it. Yet, I wanted to make 
sure that I was not practicing Christianity simply 
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because that was what I was primarily exposed to. I 
had learned a Bible verse that says ‘everyone was 
born on the rock.’ To me, this simply meant that God 
loves all people regardless of the religion that they 
practice. It is simply a matter of how people use 
religion to live harmoniously and in respect with one 
another.   
 
Once, my mother shared that ESP (extrasensory 
perception, also known as "sixth sense") runs in the 
family. Then, I discovered that a number of my 
relatives were able to see ghosts. This information 
allowed me to accept myself a little bit more, since I 
have often had experiences that were hard to 
explain with logic or reason. At times, I have been 
able to hear a person's thoughts outloud, as though 
they were speaking to me directly. Initially, it was 
confusing, and I felt afraid. As time has passed, I have 
learned to accept this part of me as well as strategies 
for managing these experiences. Currently, I try to be 
attentive to my emotions and intuitive during my 
interactions with my surroundings and create 
boundaries as needed. Through the years, I have 
learned that this experience is not unique to me or my 
family. We all have this capacity. It is a matter of trust 
and practice.  
 
I had a close friend whose mom was a bit like my 
mom. Her mom would pass onto her bits of 
knowledge regarding their native culture. Her mom 
once gave her a book about astral projection. When 
no one was around, we practiced the techniques 
found in the book. During this experience, I began to 
understand there is so much our minds are capable 
of, but we are just not tapping into it. There are many 
levels of existence beyond our notion of conventional 
reality. There was an old story that I heard once as a 
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kid, where this elder would take his pupils out to the 
planes to teach how to move mountains with the 
mind. I believe the mind can do these things.  
 
During high school, my friend Anneliese got me going 
to Renaissance Faires. The Ren Faires were so 
amazing. It is like being totally immersed into a story 
and another time. Everyone played characters and 
had costumes. I grew up loving to sew like my 
grandma and my Aunt Peggy. The Ren Faire was a 
big sewing project for me. Yet, it was a lot of fun. The 
first Ren Faire I went to, I met a nice man that said he 
was a Wiccan. He said he did not want to tell me 
about it because he was not wanting to convert my 
beliefs, but I loved the idea of a religion that was 
connected to the earth. So, the following week, I 
walked across town to a used book store to see if I 
could find a book about Wicca. I ended up with a 
book written by Carlos Castaneda, The Teachings of 
Don Juan: A Yaqui Way of Knowledge.  
  
I was sixteen at the time and this book was 
fascinating to me. It was very detailed and from an 
outsider’s point of view looking in, everything Carlos 
Castaneda wrote about made sense to me. I started 
practicing some of the ideas that he shared. I would 
set my own internal clock. This was great since I have 
always hated alarm clocks. I resonated with the idea 
that time is not a solid thing and that it is our mind's 
perception of time that makes it real. One of the 
greatest teachings that Don Juan, the main 
character in the book, gave Carlos was that death is 
to your left like a shadow. It is always present and 
often reflected as we transform.  
 
When I finally got a book about Wicca, I was excited 
to learn about the different plants, crystals and their 
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meanings. I began to learn about Wicca rituals and 
their goals. One time at the Ren Faire I received a 
scroll with a love potion recipe on it. I decided to try 
making it at home. My brother told my mother that I 
was making a potion. She was very afraid and 
thought I was conjuring spirits. My stepdad talked to 
me. He was worried that I was not going to go where 
they go when they pass on, which I felt was a 
beautiful way to express his worry for my soul. 
However, I was shocked because I thought I was free 
to believe what I wanted. There were family members 
that automatically assumed I was into dark magic, 
which I had no idea what they were even talking 
about. It was painful to have my parents thinking that 
I was worshiping the devil. I started to get really 
frustrated with my parents. I felt as though they were 
expecting me to get into bad things. As they noticed 
that I was developing a different belief system, they 
thought I was going to be an out-of-control teen. I felt 
this anger in me growing. This is when I began to 
smoke pot. I did it for a while. Since my mother was 
sick a lot, I had much independence.  
 
My interactions with my parents were at times 
confusing. While at times my parents exposed me to 
unique and unconventional experiences, there were 
times in which I felt that they wished for me to be a 
“normal child.” Knowing that I was developing 
unconventional ways of thinking and recognizing that 
my parents were, at times, likely to have an adverse 
reaction, I started to keep a lot of how I thought and 
felt to myself. 
 
One day, after I turned 17, I was told that going to 
college was not going to be an option for me. Thus, 
all the hard work and good grades I had earned in 
high school felt a bit fleeting. My grandma told me to 
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sign up for beauty school. It was a big decision as I 
needed to let go of playing on the tennis team and 
color guard. So, I did it. I graduated early so that I 
would finish beauty school at the same time as my 
high school graduation. During this time, I also started 
becoming more aware of my mother’s mental health 
issues. Since we were brought up not talking about it, I 
was afraid of it. I started to find more and more ways 
to stay out of the house.  
 
I also had a growing adoration and curiosity of the 
hippie era. A friend gave me a book called The 
Summer of Love by Lisa Mason. It was amazing to 
read about these young people that moved to San 
Francisco to be a part of a movement. This 
movement was about self-expression and breaking 
away from ways that did not work anymore. These 
were the kind of people that stood for equal rights. By 
the time I was eighteen, there were a lot of people in 
town that referred to me as “hippie Shannon,” 
because I was expressing a lot of the ideals and 
dressstyle of the 60s hippie.  
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Some friends of mine shared the same love for the 
hippie era. We decided to make it our mission to 
create a summer of love, regardless of the gang 
violence that existed in the town. We figured since 
people liked to party that we would just encourage 
that they party together. Our plan worked. There 
were all these little hang-out spots all over town, and 
different groups started to share the same hangouts. 
We met, partied, smoked pot, practiced rituals 
(meditation and prayer), and felt a sense of freedom.  
 
I wanted to travel. I got asked to go to Quartzsite in 
Arizona for a month. with some friends that owned a 
bead shop in order to learn the business. But my 
parents did not approve. I got asked to go to 
Germany with a good friend of mine to stay with a 
family they knew, and my parents did not approve of 
that as well. Instead, I took a break from doing hair 
and worked at a smoothie bar. I spent the quiet 
moments learning everything about the different 
supplements they had and became fascinated with 
natural healing. I still did not feel comfortable at 
home and I started to stay out later and later. I was 
getting into more drugs, to the point where it did not 
matter much what drug, just to not go home. One 
day I got caught smoking weed in the house and I 
ran away for a day. I went to a Primus concert in San 
Francisco. When I came back, they had read my 
journals and everything in it. They had learned a lot 
about me in a short moment. It was shocking to them 
because I had kept so much to myself. I don’t know if 
they were more worried about the drug use or my 
belief system. I knew my days living with my parents 
were numbered.  
 

**** 
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Just before I turned 19, I was fortunate enough to 
meet a man, named John Strange, through a mutual 
friend. He was a regular at the Renaissance Faire. He 
and his friends were Wiccan. In my early 20s, I moved 
into a college trailer park called the Cotati Grove, 
where John and other beautiful people lived. My life 
was full of music and adventures. Moving away from 
my parents’ house felt liberating. I had always worked 
hard. Yet, during this time, I decided to work hard on 
myself and become the person I wanted to be. It 
warmed my heart to live in a place where people felt 
so free to express themselves without being told they 
were going to hell. In this community, people took 
care of each other. It was like family. We shared 
many beliefs and values. 
 
One weekend we went to Reno to visit one of John’s 
friends. He called her the white witch. Her drawers 
were full of herbs and teas and she had ferrets, dogs, 
cats, birds, and fish living with her in a small trailer. I 
was so impressed by this woman. I wanted to ask her 
so many things, but it was like my throat was glued 
shut and nothing would come out during our time 
together. There was one moment when I tried to 
interact with her by getting the boiling tea kettle off 
the burner and when she reached for it at the same 
time the hot water spilled everywhere. I decided that 
it was not meant to be, so I left the trailer and went 
out to my tent.  
 
The next evening, when I arrived home, I laid down to 
meditate. I saw myself in darkness and on the ground. 
The witch I had met the day before, approached me. 
She had wings. I snarled at her like some wild animal 
and started scooping up rocks and made a gesture 
to throw them at her. She turned them into salt. I kept 
throwing salt all over until the darkness faded. I 



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

230 

stopped snarling. The witch said that all I needed to 
do was to imagine white light. For a long time, that 
became my focus during meditations. I would close 
my eyes and focus on seeing white light for 
protection.  
 
I loved the people who I lived with in the Grove. We 
used to dress up in whatever we wanted; flowing 
fabrics, colors, textures, and patterns. Whatever we 
felt like. We would take on whatever persona we felt 
at the time and we would go out to music venues 
and dance. We danced so elaborately that 
sometimes people would circle around us and watch. 
We lived intentionally.  
 
My boyfriend at the time, Ahimsah (which meant 
dynamic compassion), was also part of this group. We 
had a really strong bond. We believed we could 
speak to each other without words. One night we 
went to a Dead tribute concert and I decided to be 
a belly dancer. I didn't tell anyone, I just dressed up 
and danced. Ahimsah was out and about meeting 
people and having fun. I remember Werewolves of 
London came on and this grey-haired man started 
dancing with me like a wolf; and, I was dancing with 
him but keeping a distance acting coy. I took a break 
and sat outside in the grass to say hello to the moon 
and stars. People started to come outside too, as 
they sat down, they were creating a spiral. This was a 
magical moment for me. To be among these 
beautiful and kind people, in this moment. I felt our 
connection to the universe as if we were the same as 
the stars. I had wonderful mind-blowing experiences 
with this community, which my heart will always 
cherish.  
 

**** 
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Throughout my life, I have encountered a number of 
out-of-body experiences. The first time, I was living in 
Washington State. I had several vivid experiences. 
One time, I was meditating while waiting for my 
friend, Molly, to get home. She was going to call me. I 
activated my internal alarm, telling myself to wake up 
when I heard the phone. When I heard the phone 
ring, I got up and tried to run but my body felt heavy 
and uncoordinated. Then, I jumped out of bed again, 
this time with lots of energy and felt light as a feather. 
As I ran out of the room into the hall, I saw my body 
running ahead of me. I reached out to grab my 
body. As I touched my shoulder, all of a sudden, I hit 
the wall that was in front of my body. As I opened my 
eyes though, I was facing backward.  
 
During this time, I also had an experience with energy 
healing. I had this punk-rock friend named Nick. He 
was Aquarius like me. He loved magic and old 
religions as much as I did. He gave me an ash wand 
with the Aquarius symbol carved into it that he had 
made. One time we were hanging out and he got 
really sick. He had stopped at a friend’s house to pick 
up some of his CDs. I did not go into the place, but 
when we got onto the bus he puked and his veins 
were collapsing. We went to another friend’s home. 
When we reached that friend’s house, Nick was 
overdosing.  
 
My friend was really sick and couldn't eat anything. 
Nick didn’t want me to call an ambulance, so we 
were all waiting on pins and needles; waiting to see 
how this was all going to play out. At one point, Nick 
went into the bathroom. I had studied tai chi back in 
high school for a few weeks, so I decided to use a 
technique that I had learned. There is a technique in 
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tai chi where one gathers chi energy into a ball for 
use to strengthen an attack or defense move. I 
decided to try and see if I could gather a ball of 
energy and send it for healing. I had a big amethyst 
in my pocket and I stood in the kitchen gathering chi 
into a ball. I kept scooping and packing and 
scooping and packing until I had what I felt was this 
heavy ball of chi in my hands and I pushed it out in 
Nick’s direction through the wall. He came out of the 
bathroom walking tall. He said that he went into the 
bathroom and saw the walls melting and spinning. He 
was about to blackout and then all of sudden he was 
fine. He came over to where I was in the kitchen and 
sat down and started eating the food that we had 
tried to get him to eat earlier. He said he wasn’t even 
high anymore.  
 

**** 
I finally moved back to California. The main question 
now was, what am I going to do with my life? I was 
afraid not to be able to create a comfortable life. I 
had a cosmetology license, but I was not what a 
typical cosmetologist looked like or acted like. I did 
not want to curl my hair and wear makeup. So, I 
stayed home hanging out in the Grove most days 
and worked very little. I found a day labor place 
where I could earn enough to pay my bills and take 
the rest of the month off. I spent many days fasting, 
which I felt helped me stay connected to my inner 
self. I also twisted my hair back into dreadlocks. I 
learned about the rastafarian belief system from a 
neighbor and would listen to Bob Marley bootlegs 
and drink coffee. My neighbor was an avid AA 
person and worked at Starbucks; so, we drank a lot of 
coffee together. He had dedicated his sobriety to 
helping young people get over drug addiction. 
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I still had no idea what I was going to do with my life. I 
could not even tell anyone. It was like having this 
massive internal conflict, but I did not know the value 
in talking about it. I started to smoke a lot of weed 
and spent many days going to concerts and having 
fun with friends. I got a job working in a little Italian 
restaurant for a bit. They really loved me there and 
took care of me. The owner used to make me food 
twice a day. The women there would have done 
anything to help me but I couldn’t take their help.  
 
Molly, my friend, eventually moved down from 
Chehalis to live in the Grove. One night, I noticed her 
sneaking out to a neighbor's trailer. They were 
smoking crack and I decided to try it. It was nice to 
have a distraction. It was completely secret from my 
friends. My inner turmoil was growing. My beautiful 
amazing friends were planning to do great things. I 
had no idea what I wanted to do and did not have 
much confidence to really reach to the stars. It made 
me feel as though I was going to lose everyone. One 
night, I was wandering about in the Grove. I met a 
group of people and they were talking about going 
to a rainbow gathering. I asked to go along. 
 
I put everything I owned in this guy's storage unit, 
except for the few things I wanted to take with me. I 
knew there was a possibility of never returning. I knew 
there was a possibility of losing everything I had, and I 
decided that it was okay. I had met people that had 
given up all worldly possessions in order to get closer 
to God. I hoped I could be brave enough to do so. I 
didn’t tell anyone I was leaving. I did not think that it 
would hurt anyone’s feelings. I thought it was a great 
dramatic exit, like something you would read in a 
book and people would think that I was being 
adventurous.  
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I was leaving to find my true path. I believed that if 
we followed our intuition, we would find our true path. 
If we follow our intuition, we would find the path that 
makes us happy. I believed our intuition was 
connected to this stream of consciousness that I 
imagined in my mind. It was like a large river where 
God or Creator was at the beginning of the stream 
and our intuition was a direct line to this stream. I felt 
deeply that I needed to live in a place where there 
was lots of nature around me, the cost of living was 
low. So, I could spend more time developing myself 
and my art.  
 
I left with one of the new friends who wanted to head 
to Ashland before heading south to the Mt. Zion 
Rainbow gathering. We got as far as Ashland and 
then things didn’t work out. I had a moment when I 
doubted what I was doing. I called my parents to see 
if they would bring me home. They surprisingly said 
that I was on my own and good luck. I decided to 
keep going north. I was a little scared to be out on my 
own, but I played my flute and prayed. I prayed all 
day long on the road. I prayed to God, Jah, Allah, 
Gaia, Yahweh, Great Spirit. I would keep the Great 
Spirit with me to guide me and protect me. I prayed 
that my family was not worried and that I would be 
okay. I prayed to my grandmother, thanking her for 
praying for me my whole life. 
 
I made it back to Chehalis, but things didn't work out 
there for me to stay. My friend, Bo, came up from 
California to take me home. We got as far as 
Portland. But, all of a sudden, Bo got really homesick 
and left on a bus. So, I headed north again. As I was 
leaving Portland, I got dropped off on an island 
between two highways. Close to dusk, when I finally 
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got picked up by a guy named Ditch. He looked 
seven feet tall and I was not sure about that name. I 
wasn't sure if he was going to ditch me or leave me in 
a ditch. I decided to trust him. He turned out to be a 
friend of friends’ of mine from the Ren Faire; and, he 
said he would take me as far as Canada and if I 
didn’t find what I was looking for he'd take me back 
to California.  
 

**** 
Ditch and I got as far as the Northwest corner of the 
United States. Back in Port Angeles, Washington 
where I had slept on the waterfront with my friends on 
our way to British Columbia. I called my folks to let 
them know I was still alive and found out that my 
cousin Lisa was living in the next town over in Sequim. 
We had picked up a couple of other hitchhikers on 
the southern coast of Washington; and, my cousin 
welcomed us all to camp out in her orchard. She 
asked me to stay and I said if I could find a job I 
would stay. I found a job doing hair in two days. So, I 
stayed, and my travel companions ended up moving 
on. 
 
When the owner of the house came back, my cousin 
moved out into a house in town with her husband 
and kids. I stayed and rented a room in the house. I 
spent many evenings with the old man, listening to his 
interesting stories and vice versa. One day he came 
into my room as I was turning in for the night. He said 
he was in love with me and that if I wasn't with him 
then I would have to leave. Winter was beginning, 
and I had nowhere to go. I was upset that it felt 
forced, but I decided to stay and try. All of my friends 
were mad at me. My family and I were not talking 
much at all. I felt trapped. He was scared of astral 
projection or any kind of energy work. He had even 
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heard, through my family, that I had gotten caught 
playing with witchcraft; so he specifically asked me to 
not practice. He liked to drink and do drugs. It 
became a way of numbing my feelings and just 
accepting how things were. I painted and planted 
gardens. I joined one of those mail order bookclubs to 
try to keep learning philosophies like Taoism and Rumi. 
No matter how much I tried, I felt as though I had lost 
all that I had developed in myself. I felt shame. I was 
scared to tell anyone what was going on and afraid 
to ask for help. I really did not want to be a burden.  
 
I eventually talked him into letting me go back to 
school. I also eventually got a job in Port Angeles. By 
the end of the year, I had made a friend who helped 
me leave him. It took me two months, but I was able 
to get a little apartment in town. I continued to go to 
school and earned an associate degree in Arts. I had 
taken extra credits and divided my time between arts 
and science because I developed a great love of 
botany. I made some good friends and joined a 
group of belly dancers. I became really close to a 
couple of women; and, my friend Amanda showed 
me this amazing place called “The Farm”. It was up 
on a mountain outside of town. There was a big cabin 
with no electricity, but it was completely comfortable 
and set up like any other home. Everyone was 
welcoming. Amanda was housesitting for a friend 
that lived in one of the smaller cabins and we worked 
on our science project there. We decided to do an 
interpretive dance of phototropism for our botany 
class and made big papermache’ masks of a flower 
and the sun. We had our friend Otter play Here 
Comes the Sun, while we enacted phototropism. 
 

**** 
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The summer I graduated from the community 
college, a group of Rainbows came into town. They 
camped out on the river. I camped out with them. I 
would hitchhike into town to go to work. There were a 
few times I had to buy a dress off the clearance rack 
at a store down the road from work and wash myself 
in the sink in the bathroom. I would work all day and 
head back out to the woods. We sang by the fire. We 
learned African drumming and singing. One day, I 
was walking along the river listening to the water, 
talking and trying to speak the river language. After 
that I walked back to the fire area where Gypsy was 
sitting. She looked at me and she said “Shine.” I had 
not been called that in years. That was what my 
friends in the Grove called me. I had never told 
anyone, because it was a spirit name to me and I 
used to think that those kind of names were not 
chosen. So, I was shocked when I heard her say it. She 
looked at me and said, “your name is Shine, shine on. 
Why didn’t you tell me?” She knew I knew it too. She 
said it just came to her. The name spread so quickly. It 
seemed automatically that anyone that knew me up 
there called me Shine. It always makes me feel at 
home. 
 
Several of the visiting Rainbows were on their way to 
the next gathering and a group of us decided to go 
too. I put everything in storage again, this time paying 
for 6 months and planning to save my stuff. I bought a 
‘77 Mercedes 300D for $500 and we left. We went to 
the Lost Coast. We camped out for a month. One 
day, everyone had gone to this upper camp site and 
were doing some Hindu chanting. I did not 
understand it and I did not feel like it was right for me, 
so I wandered until I saw a teepee and went in. I sat 
there for some time and then this man came in. He 
saw me sitting there. He just started to laugh. And I 
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started to laugh. We just laughed for a very long time. 
And then, he said “Hi, I'm Laughing Bear.” And we 
laughed for a while longer. Then I said this is a very 
nice teepee and he said, “Thank you.” Then it 
dawned on me that it was his house and quickly, 
apologetically, left.  
 
I then ran into my friend Cali from the Grove. I was so 
happy to see her. It was amazing. It was so good to 
know that her and several others from the Grove 
were not mad or hurt that I left like I did. I think she 
knew that sometimes in order to create change in 
your life you have to take a leap. 
 
My travel companions and I did not last much longer 
after we left the gathering. We parted ways and I 
ended up in a love affair with an old acquaintance 
that got me pregnant. I felt my child's spirit enter my 
body. I woke before dawn and I saw this light come 
down and settle right next to my hara. I knew. I tried 
to do a pregnancy test and it was too soon. I had to 
wait two weeks; and, yet I knew. But he was not 
happy and not very nice to me about it. I left. I 
wanted to find a happy place to welcome my child 
into the world.  
 

**** 
When I was pregnant, I moved eight times trying to 
find the perfect place. I had a dream one night that I 
saw my friend Amanda. She had been so happy that 
she kept saying, “We are having a baby!” Assuming 
that the baby was hers because of our strong bond. 
She said “You should go to The Farm. They will take 
care of you there. They will be your family.” In the 
dream we went to The Farm and everyone was there 
sitting in and around an apple tree. I did not know at 
the time there were apple trees on the farm. 
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I was living in a hotel room at the time. Just before I 
left California, I moved to a friend’s uncle’s house in 
Vallejo, but my job was not working out and I was 
afraid. I heard a cousin of mine was driving long haul 
to Seattle. I caught a ride north to go live with some 
friends up there. I went back to work in the salon. 
After moving another time to another roommate 
situation, I found out a good friend of mine was 
moving out of her cabin and I moved in.  
 
During this time, my child was born. I woke up every 
morning around 3 am and ate garbanzo beans with 
curry and painted. I would crawl back into bed and 
nap until my baby woke up. My baby woke every 
morning with a smile; and, I would breastfeed him 
and throw the covers over our heads when the bees 
woke up. Since it was summertime, we slept with the 
window open. 
 
We used to witness the bee life cycles every spring 
and summer. There were wasps, hornets, yellow 
jackets, and honey bees. There was a hummingbird 
that would sometimes get lost in our house and I 
would catch it and let it out. We had a bat that lived 
up in the upper part of the wall, where it was 
unfinished. In the evening it would make circles over 
our heads and fly out and then in the morning it 
would circle again and go back into the wall. I did 
hair in town and only worked one day a week to pay 
the bills and be home the rest of the time. I baked 
bread and helped in the garden. I had a friend that 
would come over and give me belly dance lessons 
and we would use my porch. The porch was huge, 
and she taught me to play with wind and love my 
curves.  
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Just before Sam’s first birthday, I took him to his first 
Rainbow gathering. There were aspects that were 
unsettling, but I made a great connection with Israel 
camp where a lot of rastas were camped. They 
made me feel welcomed and safe. I decided to twist 
my hair back into dreadlocks in order to capture 
some of the earth and also as remembrance for what 
I had learned on our trip. When we got home, I 
decided to be vegan and started to read the Bible. It 
was interesting to read the Bible. It felt as though we 
all have our own story with God, Jah, Allah, Gaia, 
Yahweh, Great Spirit. Reading those stories was a very 
powerful experience. It was helping me see how the 
Great Spirit works in day to day life. I was witnessing 
miracles every day. 
 
Sam started walking a week after we returned from 
the gathering. He went from being a quiet, happy, 
easy baby to a fast-moving rambunctious child. He 
was very fast and it was difficult to keep up with him. 
He had this great love of water even though he fell in 
many times. I had some friends that let me house sit 
for a while and it was such a great break to be away 
from all of the dangers on The Farm. 
 
After I returned to The Farm, I entered into a long 
distance relationship with an old friend from Ren Faire. 
We worked on our relationship from afar for about a 
year until he moved to Washington. We moved to 
Seattle for a while, but it did not work out, so Sam and 
I went back to Port Angeles. After staying with some 
friends, we got an apartment. Sam was getting close 
to being old enough for preschool and I wanted him 
to go to this school out in the country. It had a hay 
bale structure and it was next to a nature preserve. 
They had a great reputation as a place for kids to get 
a very well-rounded education; and, they 
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implemented a lot of techniques that were discussed 
among educators for creating an optimal learning 
environment. They did not use desks and let kids learn 
at their own pace. I only had Sam attending a couple 
days out of the week, so that I could work, and he 
could be there instead of daycare. As the year 
ended, I was looking at having him attend a regular 
school schedule there which was very expensive. The 
apartment was feeling too small for my rambunctious 
child that really needed to be outside. I heard that 
there was someone leaving The Farm and decided to 
go back, in order to be able to afford the private 
school and have lots of room for Sam to play. 
 

**** 
I lived on The Farm for three and a half more years, 
until the bad thing happened, and I was asked to 
leave. I knew in my gut for some time that we 
needed to move on. Communal living had its ups 
and downs and was a lot more drama than I wanted 
to live with at times. The hardest thing about leaving 
was that the people on the farm had become our 
family. We had traditions and rituals. We ohmed 
before dinner. We had gatherings for the solstices. We 
had huge fireworks every New Year’s Eve. We had fire 
spinning on Tuesday nights and the random couch 
surfer camping out in the field.  
 
I did not know how to move away from The Farm; my 
kid caught frogs, climbed and wandered through the 
trees, ate veggies out of the garden, and ate berries 
that grew wild every summer. Living there, I knew that 
my kid was going to have the upbringing that I 
wanted him to have. It was very intentional, but the 
people that ended up on The Farm were random. This 
had always been a bit unsettling because the owner 
wanted to have an open door to those in need. It 
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was a tough mix at times. Life began to change as it 
does whether or not you try. Sam was having a hard 
time learning to read, which I thought private school 
would help but they did not have a reading specialist 
there. So, he had to transition to public school, which 
really disappointed him. There were many freedoms 
at the private school that public school did not allow. 
Also, Sam was going to have to make all new friends. 
Sam was about 7 years old when I began to date a 
man who I had known for several years. After three 
months of dating, he moved onto the farm with us. I 
began to trust this man with my son. Now and then, 
he babysat as I went to work. After a month or so of 
living together, I began to notice that Sam was 
acting strangely, often hiding, keeping his distance, 
and not wanting to use the outhouse. A friend also 
noticed Sam’s behavioral changes. I knew something 
was not right. But, when Sam was asked, he would 
not share.  
 
One day, after returning from food shopping, I 
discovered that Sam had spoken with one of my 
friends from The Farm; and, had mentioned to him 
that he had been sexually molested by my partner. I 
almost lost my mind! How could I have not seen it? 
The one man that seemed to be there for us was a 
predator. Betrayal, until this time, was foreign to me. 
This experience was painful and yet eye opening. 
Prior to beginning to date this man, I often felt that 
dating him was not the right thing to do. Yet, the 
feeling of loneliness and wanting to be in a 
relationship blinded my intuition.   
  
Learning to trust my intuition was important, after the 
aforementioned experience. After my ex-partner was 
arrested, I began to trust my feelings and pay more 
attention to my surroundings.   
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The aftermath was the difficult part. I did not know 
what to do with all of the anger. I was afraid of what 
this meant to my child. What would his life look like 
after these experiences? I was getting all kinds of 
suggestions from meditation to screaming. I was told 
by a friend to drink whiskey and hit the punching bag 
outside. I tried it. It did no good. It scared my 
roommates and pissed off the owner; and that did 
not make me feel any better. The meditation worked 
some. I ended up reading the Twilight series. For some 
reason reading these sappy love stories made me 
feel better. I think I wanted to cling to the idea that 
love existed. I did not want to lose faith in love 
because I had been betrayed. It was raw, it was 
devastating. I was experiencing PTSD, which was 
affecting my nervous system causing me to not sleep 
through the night and feel completely disconnected 
from people. 
 
We were asked to leave The Farm, and soon after my 
kid told me of another person that had caused him 
harm. We found ourselves in another police 
investigation, which turned into a sting operation. 
Steven had moved to the farm while I was going 
through court processes. I was not happy about 
having to deal with a new roommate during that time 
and I almost moved out. The owner thought I was 
being paranoid, so I stayed. Steven had been 
wanted in several states for violence and rape. I was 
amazed at how well these predators really disguise 
themselves as regular people. We were able to put 
him in prison for a very long time, but my child was 
afraid that he would get out and kill us. After he was 
taken in, I took Sam to visit my folks in California. We 
had been working on developing our relationship 
ever since I had Sam. But this visit was different. They 
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knew something bad happened because I sat on 
their couch and cried for two days unable to even 
talk about it. So, they decided to help. They offered 
to move us back to California. 

 
**** 

So, my miracle happened. It was time to move on. 
Sometimes, something bad had to happen to invoke 
change, or better yet, transformation. After we 
moved away, I started off just doing the basics. I set 
my intention to start over from scratch. PTSD was 
creating a lot of difficulties for the two of us and we 
had to keep going. It was a difficult thing to explain to 
people and so we spent a lot of time on our own 
trying to figure it all out. I wanted to hibernate, and 
Sam wanted to run. It felt like chaos all the time, even 
though there was nothing going on. I had my brother 
live with us to try to help, but it was hard for him to 
understand us. I had started off raising my kid to not 
be conditioned in ways that were typical of the 
suburban life. Sam used to get upset about getting in 
trouble because there were rules that no one had 
told him at school. I had to try to explain the concept 
of social norms to my eight-year-old. 
 
He thought I was acting weird. I kept all my art tucked 
away and the candles and incense were all in boxes. 
I liked the idea of having a sterile, generic apartment, 
as in some ways I felt sterile inside. One day Sam told 
me that our crystals wanted to be out of the boxes. I 
told him if he wanted them, he could have them. He 
opened up the box and put them around the place. 
Everything we did I wanted to do intentionally. I 
wanted to make sure that I was living the life I wanted 
to live and that we were very selective of the people 
in our lives. I started with getting connected to other 
artists in the area and volunteering with a community 
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arts organization. This is when I started to have the 
experience of finding pieces of myself. It felt electric. I 
started to crave that feeling. The more pieces I found, 
the more I knew I loved those pieces. The shame and 
regret of the past fell off of them like muddy stones in 
the rain, washing away the dirt. What was left was the 
beautiful rock.  
 
I was having a hard time helping Sam find happiness 
and decided that I had to continue working on me in 
order to help him. Kids are very resilient and bright, 
but they go through stages of understanding, which 
makes it a slow process. They have to have their 
“aha” moments on their own. The understanding has 
to come from within and I could only be a facilitator 
and nurturer. There were times when I had to be firm 
and times when I had to step back and wait. He had 
to want to get better. He had to want to succeed. He 
had to believe in himself.  
 
Not having people around, like we used to, was a 
huge transition for us. In some ways it was good to 
have the space to work on our relationship and 
create regularity. I started going to college. I had 
been doing online classes when I was living on The 
Farm but since we moved to California, I felt it was a 
good opportunity to finish my degree and be around 
people with similar interests. I felt that being around 
people could help me face my anxiety in my 
interactions with people. At school, I met a teacher 
that was unlike other teachers. He was quirky and 
seemed to exist on a different plane. I took his Magic 
and Ritual class. I was hoping to find more missing 
pieces of myself. He had these great speakers that 
would come in to talk about different modalities of 
belief and people shared the different rituals that 
were important in their lives. 
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One day, we had a guided meditation. We were to 
close our eyes and think of a time and place that we 
loved the most in our life. I instantly thought about 
Keeha beach. We were to visualize seeing someone 
and walk up to them. I knew instantly it was my 
younger self. For so many years, I had wanted to get 
back there. Back to who I was back then. This 
meditation got me there. I could feel it and smell it. At 
that moment, I saw her, and I knew it was me. It was 
always me. I was always there. I wasn’t far away in 
space and time. She was me and she loved me, and I 
loved her. I loved me. I cried. I couldn’t stop crying. I 
tried to explain what I saw when we were done. I had 
been told many times throughout my life that I 
needed to love myself and I finally got it.  
 
Self-love has become my focus. I knew that was the 
key to healing and being able to love others more 
fully. I went online and found guided meditations. 
Then I found a series of guided meditations at a 
crystal shop and picked up a guided meditation for 
PTSD. I listened to it every night. At first, it was very 
difficult to listen to, but it eventually got easier. I 
started to notice I was feeling much calmer. Even 
people around me started to notice a change in me.  
 
I also started to attend community sweat lodges in 
order to sweat and pray. I was having amazing visions 
in these sweats. I found a connection with the 
people, and ancestors were helping me to heal my 
heart. There were traditionally four rounds for different 
prayers and sometimes a fifth round, called the 
warrior round. The first time I did the warrior round, I 
was a little afraid. I knew the round is generally much 
hotter than the other rounds, but I really wanted to go 
deeper into my spirit for healing. I had always been 
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strong and being a mother made me feel like a 
warrior. As soon as the sweat began, I felt the intense 
heat through my whole body. It was dark and as soon 
as water was poured onto the rocks, I saw a warrior 
spirit rise from the rocks and into my mouth. It started 
to pull out a dark cloud from my mouth. I was almost 
afraid that the release may kill me, but I decided to 
trust and so I started to exhale harder and harder in 
order to help the spirit cleanse me. I think the others 
thought I was choking; and, so they ended the sweat. 
I knew that I had released a lot in that sweat, but I 
would still have more to go. I really did not know what 
to say afterwards, so I did not talk about it.  
 
My transformation eventually came after many 
sweats and tapping into other healing modalities. 
Traditional psychotherapy did not do much for me. 
Through my new experiences, I really loved how I was 
making connections to other people. The feeling of 
disconnection had followed me so much in my life; 
and, I was starting to see how it was a disconnection 
to Source. We are all connected in this way and the 
more I connected to Source, I was also opening 
myself to connecting to others. I was finding it easy to 
connect to safe people, by also creating a sense of 
groundedness and stability within myself.  
 
I attended several day-long workshops where we 
worked with partners and as a group delved into 
spirit. I learned about soul loss from a wonderful 
teacher. I began to tend to my spirit like someone 
would a garden. We have to feed and nourish our 
spirit to keep ourselves intact. I fell in love with hot 
yoga, which reminds me of sweat lodges and helps 
heal my body. Over the years, I have had to work 
very hard to earn money to support Sam and myself 
and I did not take care of my body very well.  



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

248 

 
Most recently, I found this great little yoga studio 
where everyone welcomes each other like family and 
they keep the lights dim. It always makes me feel as 
though I am making love to myself and has helped 
me to quiet my mind. I have also learned that instead 
of focusing on healing my child, I only have to share 
what brings me peace. This has opened the doors to 
conversations that have helped Sam find healing 
modalities that work well for him. Now, we have 
frequent check-ins on how we are feeling and what 
he is wanting or needing. He sees the bad thing that 
happened as something that helped to direct us 
towards having a better life. It is my commitment to 
continue to learn to live intentionally through daily 
prayers, moments of reflection, and spiritual 
ceremonies (sweat lodges, yoga, etc). Thank you, 
reader for journeying with me! 
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IT’S TIME 
By Jara Lindgren 

 
If light is in your heart, 

you will find your way home. 
Rumi 

"It's time." The voice was undaunting and clear, 
powerful and authoritatively sure and loving. I knew 
exactly who it was and exactly what it meant. I had 
grown very familiar with this voice. Like the time I 
heard is so clearly in college when I was walking to 
class praying; apologizing for dating a boy I had 
been warned by the Holy Spirit not to date. Feeling 
like I had ruined God’s plans. I was expecting a 
chastisement on obedience but instead it was 
laughter. Loving laughter amused and humored by 
the sentiments of a mere mortal, and the same voice 
saying "Oh my dear child. Do you really believe that 
you could ruin my plans, when that was never even 
your intention? You are just young and learning. It's 
okay. I was just warning you to stay away from him, so 
you wouldn't have to feel this pain now. I love you." It 
was the voice of God. I knew His voice like I knew my 
own mother’s. I had spent years developing a spiritual 
attunement and had been taught and instructed by 
this voice, and also chastised.  

But this time, these two words “It’s time,” pierced the 
very depths of my soul. My entire body went numb. I 
was stunned. Shocked. In disbelief that this was really 
happening. I was inside the Sacramento LDS temple 
and had just finished doing a temple service. Just as I 
had done a thousand times before. But this would be 
my last time. I sat in the changing stall for what 
seemed like forever, thinking about the implications of 



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

250 

the request God had just made. When God speaks to 
me, He is not often loquacious. Words are never 
adequate enough to portray all that is to be said. It is 
often accompanied by imagery and feelings and an 
instant knowing of what is being spoken of. There is no 
confusion nor miscommunication. In this moment, I 
knew God was telling me it was time for me to leave 
the LDS church. The church of all my family and 
friends. To have my name removed and to no longer 
be a member. This would be my last time in the 
temple.  

I sat there. A thousand thoughts and feelings running 
through me. All I could do was sit.  

Three years previously, I had begged for such a 
command. I begged God to give me a declaration 
such as I had just received. I begged God to let me 
leave the church, to be free from all the pain and 
anguish I felt. Every time I opened the scriptures, I had 
more questions. Every time I prayed, I was asked to 
do more tasks, which often brought me in front of 
leadership. Every church meeting, more hypocrisy 
and oppression. I begged to be free of it all. Even the 
temple, which had always been my place of peace 
and solitude, brought more heartache. I just wanted 
the pain to end. I wanted to feel the safety and the 
spirit like I had before in my religious endeavors. So, I 
begged and pleaded, and God kept telling me NO.  

I vividly remember the last time I pleaded with the 
Lord to let me leave the church. I was in the celestial 
room (which is like the Holy of Holies in King Solomon's 
temple). I was all alone, except for the attendant 
who was sitting by the door nodding off to sleep. I sat 
on the beautiful, soft couch with my head bowed 
earnestly praying for relief from the pain I felt. Just 
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then, I felt as though my eyes had been opened and 
my understanding of everything had increased and 
enlightened. In an instance, the room was filled with 
concourses of angels. Some floating, standing in the 
air, filling every vacant space. The walls of the temple 
had vanished into light, lifting the veil between our 
world and the spirit world creating an expanse to 
accommodate for all the angelic beings. Some were 
wearing white robes like I had come to expect they 
would, but many more were wearing the clothing of 
their time. There was not a group of people 
unaccounted for. Every skin color, every race, every 
dispensation of time was represented. I knew 
whatever it was they needed to say it was serious, but 
all I felt was overwhelming love and empathy from 
them. They knew the pain and anguish I felt. They 
knew the cross I'd been asked to bear.  

There was one angelic being that stood out more 
than the rest. He had long dark hair and only wore a 
leather skirt to his knees, much like Native Americans 
have been depicted. He seemed to be the leader, 
the one presiding, over the group. He caught my 
gaze and as if with one voice, with one accord, they 
counseled me. It was a powerful yet soft voice that 
seemed to encapsulate the voice of all the beings. 
No mouths moved, there was no need. For when spirit 
speaks it speaks to spirit. I heard very clearly what 
they were saying. "Please stay. We need you to stay. 
We will be with, to give you strength, to guide you 
and to help you all of the way. Please stay." I knew 
the choice was mine whether or not I stayed. I just 
wanted Heavenly Father’s blessing to leave. But now I 
knew with a reality that God needed me on this path, 
staying at church, for some reason. From that 
moment on I stopped asking to leave and focused on 
doing whatever God asked of me. Later, in prayer, I 
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was told that if I continued to do what was asked of 
me, no matter how hard, I would receive the answer 
to all my questions. All things would be made known 
unto me when the time was appropriate.  

I was quickly brought back to the present moment of 
reality and where I was when a temple worker 
knocked on my changing stall door asking me if I was 
going to be going to the next temple service. I tell her 
no, and then get dressed and leave. I went and met 
up with my husband, who had been with our kids in 
an adjacent building. We often brought our kids to 
our temple services and just switched who was 
watching them as the other went and did temple 
service. When I saw my husband, I was holding back 
the tears. "The Lord told me something when I was in 
the temple. I need a blessing before you go." This was 
all I could get out. I felt very strongly not yet to tell him 
what I had been told. In the LDS faith the practice is 
that men who hold the priesthood have the authority 
to lay their hands on others’ heads and, in essence, 
become a spokesman for the Lord in pronouncing 
blessings of guidance, comfort, healing, etc.  

I don't remember the exact words, but the feeling 
was undeniable, I was to have my name removed 
from the LDS church no questions asked. After my 
husband administered the blessing I stood up and I 
told him what had been asked of me. I cried. He 
cried. "Then you have to do it," he said. In the LDS (or 
Mormon) culture there is a lot tied up into being a 
member of my status. By status I mean one who has a 
temple recommend, literally a card that permits you 
in to the temples, which require a level of 
righteousness and adherence to religious rules, and 
especially as one who had been married in the 
temple. The LDS believe that only through the 
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ordinances of the temple can you be with your family 
after you have died and the only way to be exalted 
with God. By having my named removed I would be 
opting out of all those blessings and essentially opting 
out of eternal life with my family and with God. This 
decision didn't just affect me; it would have an effect 
on my whole family.  

I was wanting to give it a day or two, just to make 
sure, but my husband, with his faith, helped me see 
that I must act on it now, for when God personally 
asks you to do something you don't wait, unless you 
want to end up inside the belly of a whale. The day 
was Thursday, June 4, 2015, when I received the 
directive to have my name removed, and by the 
morning of June 9, 2015,d I was no longer on the 
records of the Church. It is still to this day the fastest 
requested name removal I have heard of. It generally 
takes at least 30 days. I now see that it was always in 
my journey to leave the church, but God wanted (1) 
for me to leave with love in my heart, not pain or 
anger, and (2) to test my obedience.  

For the first few days, I didn't really know how to feel. I 
felt picked on and betrayed. I felt liberated and free, 
like I had never experience before. I also felt like 
someone had died. That I had died. And I had to 
grieve. My entire identity was gone. As much as I was 
Jara, who Jara was couldn't be described without a 
deep and abiding religious connection. Seeing the 
world through the contexts of my religion (though I 
was seen as very liberal in my church) was the only 
way I had looked at the world. It determined my 
relationships, hobbies, how I spent my time, 
forecasted my future, made daily decisions. It was all 
encompassing. It was my everything. I didn't know 
how to navigate life without the constant approval of 
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knowing, no matter how liberal I thought I was, I was 
living within the church’s standard of righteous living 
which was the only way to be worthy of God’s love 
and counsel. (So, I thought).  

A few days after leaving the LDS Church, I was 
vacuuming the living room when the Holy Ghost (Holy 
Spirit) said "Pray. Kneel down and pour out your heart 
vocally." So, I turned off the vacuum and I knelt down, 
thinking that I was going to pray about how God is 
picking on me and asks me to do such hard things, 
and why did he want to get rid of me so quickly from 
his church, exiling me in the eternities and on and on 
about how I was a victim in all of this, all the things 
that a proper member of the church should feel in this 
situation, right? But as I opened my mouth and 
allowed myself to speak from the heart there was only 
gratitude and love. "Thank you, Heavenly Father, for 
trusting me enough to take this journey." Was all I said. 
Tears flowed down my face as I finally began to 
realize my greatness in the eyes of God. I quickly 
learned that my beliefs about what qualifies someone 
for God’s love, counsel, and eternal salvation were 
inaccurate.  

During one prayer when I was sharing with God the 
concerns of my heart about leaving, and its eternal 
implications, as I had to this point in life believed as 
absolute truth, He said to me “Why would I punish you 
for doing my will? If you do what I ask there is nothing 
that can be denied you. Your calling and election, 
has been made sure.” In Mormon lingo that basically 
means you’ll make it to Heaven. What I had been 
raised with as truth was not totally wrong, but it also 
was not totally right. There is no one-path-fits-all to 
eternal salvation. There are only individual paths that 
lead to individual exaltation.  
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As I opened my eyes and stood up, several of my 
ancestors were in the house. I could sense that they 
wanted me to acknowledge them and tell them 
myself what I had done. So, I told them I had my 
name removed from the records of the church. They 
all began to applaud, telling me I had done well in 
obeying God's counsel and that they were very 
proud of me for doing this. It struck me as odd 
because the majority of my ancestors belonged to 
the same church and our family’s religious affiliation 
ran very deep. It was just one more witness that I was 
doing what was right, for me, and that my actions 
had a greater ramification than I realized.  

I had never, ever, ever, felt more liberated, and free. 
As if a piece of the world’s oppression no longer 
inhibited me. I felt more Christian because all I felt 
towards others was love. I no longer had a basis of 
what a "righteous life" should look like; and, therefore I 
had no basis for judgement. I realized that all of us 
are on the right journey, of learning and growing and 
experiencing, for us. With all my beliefs totally blown 
up, the only thing I had left to start with was truth. And 
truth is love.  

I had always been a seeker of truth. I asked questions, 
lots of questions. I analyzed. I put pieces together. 
Most importantly I was unafraid. Unafraid to ask, 
unafraid to speak up, unafraid to question reasoning 
and motives, unafraid to receive answers, unafraid of 
the power of the hierarchy. I was not rebellious, nor 
was my questioning and searching done out of 
rebellion to prove religion wrong. On the contrary, I 
questioned and searched because my soul yearned 
for more truth and I knew that what I was currently 
being taught and currently knew was not all the truth 
and wisdom there is to know. I knew there was more.  
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Leaving religion, knocked down all the barriers and 
limitations that were in my way of further spiritual 
growth and elevation. To clarify, I had read several 
self-improvement books and implemented several 
positive habits that were not religious based, but I 
always applied them within the context of my religion 
or altered the teachings of the books to fit within the 
dogma of my church. As much as religious people 
don't want to admit it, religion puts a lot of limitations 
on what God can and cannot do, how and when 
God can bless you or show up in your life, and even 
how you obtain those blessings. I had grown spiritually 
as much as I could within the framework of organized 
religion and it was time for me to let go of something 
good, so I could begin to grab ahold of something 
PHENOMENAL.  

Phenomenal did not happen overnight. It didn't even 
happen over a year. It's still in process. I often felt 
disheartened by those self-improvement books that 
would guarantee your life would be transformed in X 
amount of time. Because mine never was, no matter 
what I tried. If you've ever seen a building being 
demolished, you know that there is a HUGE mess that 
has to be cleared away before a new edifice can be 
erected. Each modality of healing and cleansing that 
I was led to, helped clear away some of the rubble of 
what I use to be. And, honestly at times I felt like no 
more than a shell of a human being while all my shit 
was (and still is) being processed and taken away.  
 

**** 
September 17, 1981, my mother was induced into 
labor and I was born. Throughout my life I have 
always felt rushed. I felt as if everything I wanted to 
do or become had to be done N.O.W! I constantly 
had this feeling that there was no time to waste, just 
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do. Hurry quick. Do, do, do, do, do. Hurry, hurry, hurry. 
Beyond the feeling of being rushed, I recently realized 
an even bigger ramification to my birth story. When a 
pregnancy is induced, the doctor is essentially saying 
“Your woman body does not know what is best, so I 
must come in and make it do what is best.” I was 
automatically pushed into an environment that 
instinctively did not trust woman’s intuition. Into a 
belief system that women’s bodies can’t be trusted. 
Women’s bodies are deceitful. Women’s bodies will 
kill or cause harm to innocent babies and themselves, 
if there is not intervention from an outside source. It 
was already ingrained in me, at birth, to question 
myself, to question my own motives, because I was 
incapable of knowing in and of myself what was right 
and true. I was, at birth, given the belief system that 
some other entity had more power, authority, and 
wisdom over my personal welfare and well-being, 
than I had over myself. And, that in some way, I need 
to get “their” approval for every facet and decision I 
make in my life. And religion was happy to oblige.  

When I was 20, I began training for my first marathon. 
Once I built up my stamina, I really began to enjoy 
running. It became my meditation time before I really 
knew what meditation was. To make the time go by 
faster while running, and to utilize my time more 
efficiently, I began memorizing quotes and scriptures 
while running. I would write it down on a note card 
and then off I’d go. Memorizing and running.  

Of all the things I memorized there is only one thing 
that I remember memorizing because it had such a 
huge impact on me. I believe it was a key moment in 
shifting my awareness, desires, and energy. It was a 
scripture from the Book of Mormon, which says, “4. 
Blessed art thou, Nephi, for those things which thou 
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hast done; for I have beheld how thou hast with 
unwearyingness declared the word, which I have 
given unto thee, unto this people. And thou hast not 
feared them, and hast not sought thine own life, but 
hast sought my will, and to keep my commandments. 
5. And now, because thou hast done this with such 
unwearyingness, behold, I will bless thee forever; and I 
will make thee mighty in word and in deed, in faith 
and in works; yea, even that all things shall be done 
unto thee according to thy word, for thou shalt not 
ask that which is contrary to my will.” - Book of 
Helaman chapter 10 verses 4-5.  

Up to this point in the story, Nephi had already been 
asked by God to do many things to prove himself 
obedient and faithful. He would later go on to do 
many great works for the Lord impacting the lives of 
thousands. I decided that day that I wanted to be 
like Nephi, “to serve God with unwearyingness”. I 
wanted to be so righteous that I would “be made 
mighty in word and in deed, in faith and in 
works...that all things shall be done ... according to 
my word.” I wanted to be so in tune that whatever I 
asked for happened.  

The idea of this possibility to command/create my 
existence felt so visceral to me. I now know that is the 
law of attraction, being in pure energy, being 
enlightened, being one with spirit. I spent several runs 
memorizing and contemplating this scripture and 
talking to God about how this kind of pure 
attunement and connection to the divine and the 
universe was what I ultimately wanted to achieve in 
life. And, like all our requests, whether good or bad, 
the universe said yes and experiences and learning 
were put into motion.  
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I know what someone reading this may be thinking, 
like I would be if this was all someone else’s story. First, 
God (the divine) doesn’t speak to average humans. 
Which yes, It does, we have just not been allowed nor 
taught to utilize our ability to do so. Second, with such 
an amazing and clear connection to God already, 
isn’t your life amazing? Don’t you already have all 
these spiritual gifts you are seeking? You’ve seen and 
interacted with angels and you talk to God? My 
answer to those is, NO.  

Just as with athletics, wherein one must refine and 
attune/hone their skills and abilities to be great, so to 
it is true with spiritual abilities. One must exercise, 
refine, and hone into their spiritual gifts and talents. 
But, unlike athletic ability, EVERYONE is born with 
spiritual abilities. A baby born without legs will still learn 
some way to become mobile in order to interact with 
the world. For we are all born with an innate desire to 
move and interact. So, too we are given spiritual 
abilities at birth to become like the divine. We may 
feel like we were born missing “spiritual limbs” but it is 
within all of us to grow and develop our own spiritual 
mobility in order to interact with the Universe and 
follow in the footsteps of the Divine. We were born 
with the desire to become like the Divine. and to 
become mobile in the Universe in order to create and 
contribute.  

If we truly want to achieve our soul’s purpose we must 
first ask and then we must surrender ourselves, our 
egos, our thoughts and expectations. Then fully trust 
the process with faith. I was no exception. Even 
though I had developed some spiritual gifts and 
abilities it didn’t exempt me from the growing, 
experiencing, and learning process. I still had much 
more to learn and to grow in my spirituality. 
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**** 

Over the next several years, I dove deep into religion, 
utilizing every tool for the growth it had to offer. All the 
tools that religion had to offer laid the foundation and 
were necessary stepping stones of my spiritual 
growth. One of the most important stepping stones of 
my life was advice from my mom that her dad gave 
her (and I will be giving to all of my children), “No 
matter what I say or think about what you are doing 
in your life, if it is what Heavenly Father has asked of 
you to do then you do it.” This advice subconsciously 
gave me permission, with the notion of possibility, that 
God could ask of me to do something that my mom 
(representing people I love, respect and wanted 
approval from) would not approve of.  

Eventually, the tools were no longer useful in helping 
me to grow further spiritually. Like in mathematics, 
after you master the four processes (add, subtract, 
multiply, divide), you have to move on to other, 
harder, mathematical skills in order to keep growing 
and progressing. So, I then searched for authority 
figures outside of my religion. There were so many 
different modalities of healing, and life work. Chakras, 
crystals, light work, EFT, Reiki, affirmations, affirmations, 
vision boards, meditation, mirror work, acupuncture, 
nutrition, you name it I looked into it. There were 
countless books and seminars and a plethora of 
online information. I was searching for anyone with 
authority or credentials, etc., to tell me what to do, 
how to do it, when to do it, in what order to do, in 
order to become a better, more spiritual person and 
create the life I knew I was sent here on earth to 
have. I kept searching for the one thing that would 
magically make my life great.  



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

261 

In December 2017, I began to take myself and my 
progress in a different direction. I had had enough 
and was done with my current situation. I looked 
around my life and besides for my kids and a few 
other things I didn’t like what I was seeing. It was in no 
way horrible, but it was not me. I was done with my 
current situation.  

I began really taking 100% responsibility for my life and 
what I had created or allowed to be created. Like, 
really owning it, and being very conscious of when I 
would blame others for things in my life. I felt like I was 
millions of miles away from who I knew I truly am. I 
longed to be HER. I finally got to a point in my life 
where I wanted to be HER, my higher-self, more than I 
wanted to be me, who I was currently showing up as. 
I took a look at my life. I began to believe, really 
believe, that I was worthy and that I was enough as I 
am to deserve the life and the inner person I longed 
for. I finally got to the point where the vulnerability 
and pain that was sure to ensue in order to become 
HER was not as painful as staying how I was, which 
was essentially giving up and allowing my spirit to die.  

One of the many things I found happening in my life is 
I had been so trained, by religion and society, to put 
others’ feelings above my own that so much of what I 
did was out of fear of hurting someone else’s feelings, 
or how they might feel, or not receive validation and 
approval for the things I was doing. When I was 
around 13 my cousin, 2 years my senior, challenged 
me to an arm wrestle. I beat him. But he had some 
excuse as to why it was unfair, so we had a rematch. 
Once again, I won, and he said it was unfair and 
required a do over. When I beat him the 12th time he 
threw the deck of cards, that had been on the table, 
all over the ground and went into the house upset. A 
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few minutes later my uncle came out and 
demanded that I apologize for beating my cousin in 
arm wrestling. He seriously wanted me to apologize 
for my strength as a female because it hurt his son’s 
feelings that a younger girl beat him in arm wrestling 
several times. My uncle was adamant that I 
apologize. My mom told my uncle no way. I never 
apologized but the residual effect from this instance 
stuck with me the rest of my life. I felt like there was 
something wrong with me and that I should apologize 
for my greatness and strength because of how God 
created me. I felt that by being my truth, which came 
across as too strong, too much, too bold, too perfect, 
too big for those around me, caused pain to those I 
loved. So, I hid.  

I hid in an energetic field that everyone liked. I was 
perfectly imperfect and became exactly what every 
situation needed. I never allowed myself to stand out 
for reasons good nor bad. (I couldn’t ever really show 
up bad, it just wasn’t me.) But I never allowed myself 
to show up in my best. I would constantly call into my 
existence injury, illness, or life circumstance to keep 
me from being truly successful flowing in my 
authenticity. I became my own first casualty. One of 
my “best friends” growing up was constantly hurt by 
any little accomplishment I had. If I made the 
basketball team or won first at the horse show, she 
was hurt by my success. If I went on a trip or got A’s, 
she would feel like her life was horrible because she 
got one less A than I did and didn’t get to go on any 
trip. Her constant complaining and comparing was 
exhausting, but it validated what I felt about myself 
“my success, living my truth and doing my best, hurts 
people I care about.” I vividly remember going 
snowboarding with this friend and purposely not 
boarding as well as I could in hopes that she would 
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do better than me and feel good about herself. I truly 
believed that the hurt and injury that may be caused 
by failing, or living small, was nothing compared to 
the carnage that would ensue if I was to be myself, 
accomplish my best, and have great successes.  

By the end of 2017, I really began to realize that I 
could no longer live my life based off of the 
preconceived judgements and imagined hurt 
feelings of others. It had taken me a very long time to 
internalize this lesson. Around 2010/11 God asked me 
to wear pants to the temple. I’m not suggesting jeans, 
these were really nice properly fitted dress pants. Now 
let me explain what a HUGE deal that was. To church 
a woman could get away with dress pants with a few 
minor judgmental looks. But the temple, the Holy of 
Holies, no woman ever dared wear pants (at least 
none that I had ever heard of). I could feel the 
vehement hatred they had towards me, as if I was 
defying God’s very existence and authority. There 
were two women I walked passed in the dressing 
room whose looks were intensely soul crushing. I could 
almost hear the voices in their heads saying “Who do 
you think you are to wear pants here? How dare you 
defame the House of the Lord!!”  

Later that night in prayer, God asked me how my day 
was and how it went at the temple. (He already knew 
he just wanted me to tell him my viewpoint). My eyes 
began to tear up as I said “It was hard. I could feel 
the seriously harsh judgements of those people. And it 
really hurts.” Then a very loving God taught me a 
lesson. He said “I know it did. I need you to learn how 
to let it go. I will be asking you to do much harder 
things and even more people will be judging you and 
criticizing you. There will come a time when people 
will be saying all sorts of nasty things about you. You 
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need to be able to just let others’ judgements flow off 
you and know it is just a reflection of their own self 
beliefs. There is only one opinion that really matters. I 
know what you are here to do, and I am preparing 
you.”  

God was preparing me for now. When in order to 
change my energetic path and become my truth, I 
truly had to let go of what others thought of me, 
whether negative or positive. I had to let go of what I 
thought of me and all the shame, guilt, judgement, 
and self-hatred I was casting on myself. I needed to 
act with my highest good in mind, regardless of its 
impact on others. For when we live our truth, our 
higher-self, it is impossible to purposely inflict pain, 
anguish, sorrow, or oppression on to others.  

Back to December 2017. I could see that all the 
negative self-beliefs and energy I so adamantly held 
onto within me were culminating into its own identity 
that was going to devour me, if I didn’t let go of it. I 
took a good look at what I wanted to change, and I 
began.  

One day at the gym I sat in the sauna all by myself 
and I felt the need to tap. So, I started like most 
tapping sessions, acknowledging the negative 
feelings and thoughts. For a moment I stopped. I 
knew that if I went any deeper there would be an 
eruption of emotions that have been suppressing and 
compounding for years. I wanted to change, really 
change this time, more than I was scared to feel the 
flood of emotions. There was a fire of pain as I 
continued tapping; allowing Spirit to guide my words. 
Anything that came to mind I said. I sat there in 190 
degrees sweating, crying, turning red and tapping. I 
was a hot mess and looked crazy. I dug deep into 
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hidden corners, crevices, and in every nook and 
cranny of my being for anything that needed to be 
seen and acknowledged so I could permanently 
change and not come back to this place ever again. 
I told the Universe that my open pores dripping sweat 
was a symbol of my soul opening up and pouring out 
all the negative beliefs and thoughts, leaving my 
body and disappearing forever. I heard someone 
once say that the Universe loves symbolism, so I try to 
use it often.  

Once the words stopped flowing, I took a deep 
breath, placed my hands over my heart and said “I 
forgive myself for feeling this way. I forgive you and I 
set you free.” As I began to fill in with the positive an 
amazing energy of light took over me. The words that 
flowed were more eloquent than mine, yet they were 
mine, they were the words coming from my higher-
self, anointing me and blessing me on my journey and 
prophesying of things to come into my life. It was so 
amazing and unexpected that when the words were 
through the only thing I could utter was “AMEN”. I 
knew this time was different from all the other millions 
of times I had dedicated myself to change.  

As a child my mom would always say that my room 
was a reflection of my soul. I have since heard others 
say similar things, and I have always found it to be 
true for me. So, I started with my surroundings, 
something tangible, and once again told the universe 
that this was symbolizing the work that I was doing to 
my inner self. I cleaned out every closet, every box, 
every drawer in the house and in the garage. I let go 
of everything that was non-essential, even heirlooms. 
My closet was bare and comparatively so was my 
garage. It felt good. I have found that everything has 
energy. Some of it is the energy we put onto it, some 
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of it is the energy others put on to it, but either way, all 
of these things were energetically weighing me 
down.  

January 1, 2018, as part of my cleansing process, I 
decided that I wanted to take care of myself by 
cutting my hair, shaving my legs, having a luxuriating 
bath and really pamper myself. As I was shaving my 
head (which had been my current look for over a 
year) I got this feeling to shave off my eyebrows too. 
WHAT?! Was my initial thought. But then I heard Spirit 
say, “How attached are you to your looks?” So, I 
called my mom to get her opinion. Luckily, she wasn’t 
able to chat. I went back into the bathroom and said 
to myself “Why do I need anyone else’s approval or 
validation for my own life’s decisions! If I am going to 
truly take on my life, I must be the one calling the 
shots.” I shaved off my eyebrows.  

I felt liberated!! I made (what I felt to be) a big 
decision in my life and did not need to consult 
anyone first. I trusted myself even when the outcome 
could have been horrific! I felt free. I felt whole. I 
looked at myself and saw that I was still beautiful 
even if I did not subscribe to the current culture’s 
ideals of beauty. I decided that I wanted to show up 
in this world in such a powerfully authentic way that 
people felt the essences of my being before they saw 
my physical attributes.  

During this same time of cleansing, my outer space 
and self, I realized that my marriage was not healthy 
and needed to be cleaned up as well. I could see 
how throughout our marriage I was becoming more 
oppressed and diminished as an individual. I felt as 
though divorce was inevitable, and the only way to 
be free. But for some reason I felt like I couldn’t leave. 
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I asked myself why. The first reason was financial, but 
that was just a cover up for the real reason. The 
underlying truth was that I felt like if I left there would 
be no one else that would love me. I was unlovable. 
Almost 40 with four kids and the body to prove it. I felt 
ugly and haggard and worthless. No one else would 
want me. My entire being felt like it was being ripped 
into pieces when I made this realization of my 
deepest darkest belief. I was unlovable. Now, I knew 
exactly where I needed to begin in my work to 
change. I needed to love me.  

I spoke with my husband over the course of many 
days. This was not the first time we’d had arguments 
but this time I felt stronger in them. This time I took 
back my power and was willing to let go of my 
marriage if that was the cost of me being able to live 
my truth. During the course of those days there were 
more issues that arose between us that just cut even 
deeper into my emotions. At one point, in the middle 
of a heated argument, I realized that he was showing 
up exactly how I needed him to in order to mirror to 
me what I still believed in my life, things that still 
needed to be cleared. I realized in that moment that 
the Universe was trying to teach me a profound 
lesson of growth, but I was allowing myself to get 
distracted by the situation and overlooking the lesson. 
I realized that there have to be experiences in order 
to grow. The challenge is to not become so 
distracted by the situation of the experience that you 
overlook the lesson and growth that were meant for 
you. It is a continual process of experiences of 
growth, realization, and action.  

Just when I thought I had gotten everything out and 
gone as deep as I possibly could, clearing out my 
marital issues, I was hit with even more. A few minutes 
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after waking up all the emotions from my marriage 
that I had been suppressing for 11 years took over my 
body. It was agonizing. In a very calm mind I thought 
“What is the most effective and painless way to die? I 
can’t live in this anguish anymore. My kids are strong 
enough that they will understand, someday.”  

Suicide was my first thought of how to end all this 
pain, heartache, betrayal that I had been feeling 
and suppressing for the 11 years of our relationship. I 
was so diminished in my marriage that I didn’t even 
believe I deserved life. This scared me.  

“I do deserve to live,” was my next thought, “And if 
my kids are strong enough to live through my death 
than they are strong enough to live through a 
divorce.”  

That morning everything blew up and it got ugly. This 
was not just an argument; this was very much a life or 
death fight. I was fighting for my life. I was taking 
back my power that I gave him. My power that he 
had freely accepted and used against me over the 
years to rip me apart seam by seam. Leaving me 
tattered, torn and lifeless. This time I wasn’t allowing 
him to use any of his excuses or play victim to his 
circumstance. I was claiming my space while holding 
him accountable for his. I was fighting for me, for my 
worth, for the life I knew I was meant to have. I was 
reclaiming my existence. This event solidified the 
beginning of my restoration.  
 

**** 
Last night I had another dream that I was back at 
college in Hawaii. I was studying and had the most 
urgent feeling that I needed to go to the beach. I 
was frantic in my need to go, yet I couldn’t stop 
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studying. I didn’t know how to get away to the 
beach. This time the recurring dream was slightly 
different in that I felt my family (husband and four 
kids) was living on the island with me. Whereas, all the 
other times I had the dream they were living on the 
mainland.  

Hawaii is my anchor. The person I was in Hawai’i 
(even though it was only for a few months) is my 
anchor, the standard I aim for in life. I was physically 
fit beyond what I had ever known. I was working out 
amazingly. My school work was topnotch with 
applauding comments from my professors. My 
spirituality was gaining in wisdom and understanding, 
surpassing my previous self immensely. I was 
beginning to feel what it was like to decide what was 
right for me. My living space was impeccably 
organized. My relationships and friendships were 
joyous and memorable. It was a blessing. I was living 
my greater self on a smaller scale. A glimpse into my 
own possibility.  

I had lost that person, all of her. I was so far from it, yet 
so close. I had tasted it and knew I want more of it. I 
knew it was possible, but how do I do that with four 
amazing people all up in my space, time, and life?  

I realized this recurring dream kept trying to remind 
me and guide me back to who I AM. I was finally 
starting to get it. The beach symbolized my greatest 
joy and ultimate potential. All the things I want my life 
to embody. My studying in the dream was all the non-
essential busy work I have been creating for myself, 
which includes all the negative patterns and beliefs. 
All the things I want so desperately to change.  
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I had a religion professor in college that taught me a 
great deal about fences, or boundaries. First, fences 
are to keep things safe. Second, fences are 
temporary. Every fence at some time or another 
needs to be repaired, rebuilt, or torn down. Third, 
fences are individual. Just because a boundary works 
well for you doesn’t mean it will for someone else. 
Essentially fences are boundaries that you choose to 
put up in your life to keep you safe until you are strong 
enough to move on. Later in life a wise person 
elaborated that boundaries are also to liberate you. 
They keep you from getting distracted from your 
purpose.  

I knew that if I truly wanted permanent and lasting 
change in my life there were some boundaries I was 
going to have to put into effect. The first boundary is 
that for two years I will not be eating wheat nor sugar 
in any of its forms such as honey, molasses, maple 
syrup, high fructose corn syrup, etc. The only 
exception is sugar that naturally occurs in fruit, which 
is limited. I found that I was hiding in food. Food 
placated my emotions. I now ask myself before I eat 
“Are you hungry or running from emotions? What do 
you need for nourishment?” My mind became clearer 
now that it was not fogged by addiction to food. 
Interestingly enough, one boundary opened me up 
to see the necessity of the next boundary.  

Without food hiding my feelings from me I was able to 
really feel what was going on in my marriage and 
what I was becoming. I realized that for my 
relationship with my husband to improve, more 
importantly for me to improve, divorce was the 
boundary. It was absolutely necessary for us to 
disentangle from each other the way that we were, in 
order for each of us to be restored to who we are.  
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My last two boundaries are intertwined. As much as 
they are different, they are the same. The first of the 
last two is to find the limits of my physical body’s 
fitness and then break it down and surpass it. My last 
liberating boundary is to find the limits of my spirit 
body and break it down into pieces rising from it as a 
golden eagle flying high in the sky connecting my 
spirit body to my physical body. How have I instituted 
these? For my physical body, I set out smheart (smart 
and with heart) workout regimes for the week, 
constituting daily physical exertion in some capacity, 
be it weight training, yoga, cardio, etc. I really listen 
to my body and constantly ask what it is feeling; and, 
can it do more. For my spirit body (1) I ask the right 
questions through being connected to my higher self 
and the divine, (2) I listen to the revelation that comes 
to me, being open and receptive of it coming at any 
time or place, (3) I write it down so I remember and 
show gratitude, (4) I take action, to show the divine 
and higher self that their counsel, guidance and 
suggestions are appreciated.  

My body and soul being brought into perfect 
alignment is the restoration of my being. I am on my 
path of knowing that I am truly worthy and deserving 
of being loved; that it is safe to receive unconditional 
love just as I am. I am and always have been 
amazing, I’ve just been hiding from it because of fear.  

I have come to internalize that there is great power in 
my perfection and that there is no need to apologize 
or shun from it. My strength and boldness are assets 
that help all those around me. And more than 
anything abundance, ease, and joy are mine to 
experience, feel, live in, and appreciate right now.  
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DO IT ANYWAY, IT’S YOUR STORY 
MOM…CLAIM IT. 
By Felecia Sovereign 

 
Vulnerability sounds like truth  

and feels like courage.  
Truth and courage aren't always comfortable,  

but they're never weakness.  
Because true belonging only happens when we  

present our authentic, imperfect selves to the world,  
our sense of belonging can never be greater  

than our level of self-acceptance.  Brené Brown 
 
Writing this is an act of love toward myself. I have not 
been loving myself the way I desire or deserve, for 
many years. Recently, someone hinted that perhaps I 
had too much time on my hands now that my kids 
were out of the nest. Perhaps my time would be 
better spent doing more worthwhile things than 
recalling childhood memories. It made me ponder 
and when I was honest with myself, I realized I 
actually wanted more time. More time to reacquaint 
myself with me. The me I had been diminishing for 
some time now. I’m choosing to write these words 
now because up until a year ago, I believed the main 
source of my inner turmoil was from one simple 
fact…my father left me when I was 8. 
 
I now realize that some of my most life altering events 
took place in his presence years before he left the 
family. I write about this time of my life because the 
tears I cry when I remember are the largest tears I’ve 
ever shed. That is meaningful to me. Many truths have 
surfaced that I’d never recalled. It is very strange to 
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remember something that happened so long 
ago…for the first time. This hasn’t been an easy road, 
but I’ve found that when I’m truthful with myself, in 
the moment, I make worthwhile discoveries. I’m on a 
journey of learning to love myself as I am, and of self-
awareness. Since I’ve chosen to glance back and be 
honest about my past and present, I take better care 
of myself. I eat better. I feel calmer inside. I enjoy 
moving and challenging my body. I respect myself 
and the boundaries I set with others. These are all new 
things to me. It feels like a huge door is open with 
magical adventures beyond its threshold. I don’t 
want to miss out. I don’t want to hide. 
 
I believe I was born with a keen sense of my emotions, 
and I don’t want to apologize for it anymore. I’m tired 
of hiding, expecting to be found. I want to be my 
best self, not in a competitive way, but in a nurturing, 
take as much time as you need, way. My intention is 
to share my experience with the utmost truth and 
respect for myself, and to encourage others on their 
quest of self-discovery. 
 

**** 
My mom and dad met in San Francisco in 1961. Dad 
grew up in Montana but was stationed on Treasure 
Island as a clerk in the Marines. Mom moved by 
herself to SF from Michigan when she was 20. She was 
a telephone operator. They wed, December 1961, 
and I was born September 1962. 
 
I know my mother was asleep during my birth and 
that I was stored in a drawer next to her after I was 
born. My father was in the waiting room at the 
hospital when I was born. My mother did not 
breastfeed me. When I was two months old my mom 
came down with Tuberculosis. She was in a TB 
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sanitarium for 4 months. I lived with my great aunt 
and uncle and their 3 children. As far as I know, my 
father worked and visited me occasionally, until mom 
came home from the hospital. I contacted my great 
aunt and uncle as an adult with my newborn 
daughter. We gathered, and I thanked them for all 
they did for us, for me. It was precious. They said they 
were happy to have me, that I was family.  
 
The birth of my brother was a big shock to me. We 
lived in San Bruno when Doug was born. I was 5-1/2 
and not happy about being a big sister. I started 
becoming familiar with anger, recognizing it in myself 
and others. I didn’t like anger much. I didn’t like the 
way I felt, so dizzy and out of control. Anger is the first 
emotion I decided to start stuffing down. Cute happy 
girls don’t get angry was the message I picked up. 
 
When Doug was a few months old, we moved to 
Montana where my grandparents (my father’s 
parents) lived. We lived in the bunkhouse in their 
backyard until we found a home. It was a 
summertime of new adventures with my 
grandparents. My Grandma Sophie was a very 
“proper lady.” She did her hair and makeup every 
day in the mirror for what seemed like forever, but I 
always tried to be patient because once she was 
done, then it was time for her to pamper me. She’d 
make me homemade chocolate pudding, where it 
gets skin on top when it cools. I’d pretend I was the 
judge in the pudding tasting contest while she 
painted my toenails. Absolute nirvana is what I recall. 
On summer mornings, she’d tote big buckets of hot 
water out to my kiddie pool, so I could start my fun 
early in the day. She spoiled me fresh, not rotten. I 
knew she loved me, and it felt incredible. She’d take 
me with her to visit her friends, who always had 
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homemade goodies and lots of attention for me. My 
first impression of Montana was pure bliss.  
 
One of my favorite things was joining Grandpa on his 
TV repair calls, he owned a TV repair business. I’d beg 
him to take me and promise to be a good helper. He 
drove a sturdy stationwagon with all sorts of tool 
boxes in it. He said his clients liked it when I came 
along, and we’d often stop at the ice cream shop on 
the drive home. Sometimes, he’d give me a silver 
dollar (I still have them). I felt pretty sassy and 
important on our repair calls. They lived on the main 
street of town and Gramps had a speaker system set 
up on his front porch. The top country hits were 
always playing. The music seemed to draw visitors to 
the house to greet the family. Gramps guides me still. 
His spirit is loving and strong when I call on him for 
whatever I’m struggling with.  
 
We lived with my grandparents until my parents 
bought a home of their own with a VA loan. We lived 
in that home from my 1st grade to 4th. That was the 
house a lot of changes took place in. I remember the 
first of many occasions where dad would come home 
from work and tell mom that he and I were going out 
for a while. She’d seem happy about it, they’d kiss, 
and mom would send us on our way, with my little 
brother in her arms. I was very excited. I ran to 
change into fresh clothes and brush my hair. I was so 
happy about time with dad. I thought “wow this is 
gonna be great” as we drove away. It didn’t take 
many of these scenarios happening for me to figure 
out that this was not going to be fun, and it was a lie. 
Most times it never included any kind of dinner or 
food. We’d go park somewhere and dad would 
leave me in the car alone. I had no idea where I was. 
Sometimes it was raining. Sometimes we’d park near 
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a restaurant, and I’d watch him go in. On the drive 
back home, there was usually instruction about what I 
should or should not say to mom about our evening. 
I’d back up whatever story dad gave to mom, and 
that’s how it went. It disgusts me to recall this. That 
was the beginning of me learning how to lie.  
 
I’d listen to dad tell mom about our outings when he 
thought I couldn't hear. I became good at being 
sneaky during this time, so I could hear him lie to her. 
He’d tell her stories about how we went out to dinner 
and went bowling. All lies. She’d believe him, be 
pleased with him and smile. I didn’t know what to do, 
I felt this burden and it was confusing. I’d think to 
myself ‘If these lies make mom happy, then maybe 
it’s ok.’ The truth became more and more blurry. This 
scenario set the stage for years of desperate 
dishonesty.  
 
When I came down with the mumps, Mom took care 
of me and my two-year-old brother by herself during 
the day. She didn’t work outside the home then. I had 
big swollen jaws, high fever, and a very loose tooth. I 
was little, but I could tell she was exhausted taking 
care of sick me and my toddler brother. I remember 
feeling and knowing my mom loved me deeply. I saw 
how she tended to my every need, how she was 
always there for me and my brother. I recognized her 
devotion toward us, and it really sunk in.  
 
Once I heard my mom crying in our basement 
shower, the sounds echoing throughout the house. 
She thought I was still at a friend’s house. She was 
crying so hard, I thought she was going to die. I’d 
never heard such a sound come from a person. I 
checked on her and she said she was ok, just sad. Her 
cries quieted, but I never forgot. That was the first time 



© PATHWAYS OF INTENTIONALITY © 

278 

I’d ever heard my mother cry. Soon after, mom told 
me we were moving somewhere else soon, because 
dad was moving out and they were separating. Our 
house was going to be sold and someone else would 
live there.  
 
Before the divorce was final, Mom, Doug and I took a 
train to Michigan and we lived with my grandparents 
(mom’s folks). For 3-4 months I went to school, learned 
about farm life, met family I’d never known before, 
had a wonderful Christmas, and attended church 
with my family each Sunday. I’m so thankful for a 
precious memory of my Grandpa Bob taking me as 
his guest to a Lyons Club Christmas event. He treated 
me like I was the most important person in the world 
to him. I believed it. I needed that so much. Seeing 
my reflection in his eyes gave me hope for our future. 
To him, I was so much more than the sadness, the lies, 
or grief. He saw me in all my innocent glory. I hated to 
leave that place. I thought maybe we’d stay for 
good, but we had to return to Montana. 
 
Mom started taking us to church. She grew up with 
the Christian faith in her family. I took pride in 
memorizing all the books of the Bible. I didn’t know 
what it all meant, but I knew that going to church 
meant time with mom. She and I modeled matching 
pantsuits in a spring fashion show at church. She 
curled my hair and we got to wear new outfits. It was 
a little awkward, but I did love the attention. 
  
My grandparents, Eddie and Sophie, were constant 
sources of love and acceptance. I’m sure they 
noticed the deterioration of my parents’ marriage. 
They did their best to spend time with Doug and I, 
and to help mom make a good life for us. Their love 
was constant. In my adult years, I learned the reason 
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my dad moved us all to Montana was to work a TV 
repair business with his dad, but they did not work well 
together. Dad got a job in Butte (the closest big city) 
and Grandpa carried on the business by himself. 
 
Dad moved to the big city nearby, so it was a whole 
new scene for us. It was only the three of us now. I 
didn’t know where dad lived or worked. He never 
took me there. He rarely came to visit Doug and me. 
He’d no-show us countless times. It got to a point 
where mom would tell me dad was on his way and 
I’d just run outside to play because I didn’t believe it. I 
was stuffing the hurt because I didn’t know what else 
to do with it. Time together was on his terms, and 
scarce.  
 
Mom had to start working to provide for us. We 
moved again, and she got a job at an institution for 
physically/developmentally disabled people. We now 
lived in a trailer we rented in a trailer park. Just 
remembering all the changes makes me dizzy. We 
had a saving grace named Cindy. She was a 17-18-
year-old woman who lived with us in exchange for 
room and board. She was a kind funny person and 
she was really good to Doug and me. Cindy would 
take care of us at night when mom had to work the 
night shift. Cindy worked at the same place during 
the days, so I’d visit the institution often. Those 
experiences had a profound impact on me as I 
began to spend more time around people whose 
bodies and minds were so different from mine. I felt 
much safer and more comfortable with people I 
knew at mom’s work. They were warm, carefree and 
accepted me as I was. One thing most people there 
had in common was that they rocked their bodies. 
Some rocked back and forth, some rocked side to 
side. I was drawn to the side to side folks. They had a 
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peacefulness about them. Sometimes I’d stop to say 
hello and find myself rocking with them. Slowly, I 
noticed I would rock myself, by myself. It soothed and 
comforted me, I saw it as a secret gift. My poem 
follows: 

Mumbling yes 
 

Convinced by mom I might have fun 
at 10, I attended the dance 

 
It took place at mom’s work 

the people she helped there were different from me 
I’d visited before 

 
Some spoke words I’d never known 

what could I say in return? 
 

Some had no sight 
why did my bones feel them see right through me? 

 
Some were unable to walk 

how could I dance in front of them? 
 

I’d curled my hair, my dress was pressed 
my shoes fairly new 

 
I felt like an outsider, I didn’t know what to do 

 
The music started, the lights were dimmed 

I stood there, dumbstruck face 
 

Then time stopped as you approached me 
at an apprehensive pace 

 
Your gray suit clean and baggy; your bow tie crisp 

and green 
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You looked me in the eye and smiled, “will you dance 
with me?” 

 
You had a sureness about you, like ‘who cares what 

anyone thinks?’ 
So different from the boys at my school; their favorite 

phrase “You stink!” 
 

Dumb boys that tried to slap my butt, who laughed at 
my new breasts for spite 

Dumb boys that made fun of gentle humble people, 
like those who surrounded me that night 

 
I mumbled “yes” as we shuffled our way, 

approaching the big dance floor 
 

My insides were swirling, my cheeks were hot 
I’d never danced with a boy before 

 
You were kind and thoughtful as we danced and 

stumbled through 
 

A delicate flower was left in my heart 
when you saw me, and I saw you. 

The end. fs. 
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**** 
During 5th grade at the new school, my teacher 
assigned me to be a courier to one of my classmates 
who was confined to his home because he had 
muscular dystrophy. His name was Paul. Every time I’d 
visit, Paul sat in a wheelchair, and I’d never known 
anyone who had such a happy outlook about life like 
he did. He was one of the most kind, caring people 
I’d ever known. He had a witty sense of humor, and 
his claim to fame was that he’d been a poster child 
for a Jerry Lewis Muscular Dystrophy Telethon. I was 
Paul’s helper and friend for half the school year, when 
his mom explained that Paul couldn’t have visitors 
anymore. Paul sent me a thank you card, and he 
died soon after. That was the first time I experienced 
the death of a friend. I’m so thankful for the gift of 
time with him, the laughs we had together, and the 
kindness he showed me. 
 
We changed homes 8 times by the time I was 10. 
Glancing back, my soul was always trying to catch 
up and settle. It became so hard time after time. I 
started keeping small unopened moving boxes of my 
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possessions in my closet. I thought it was my secret. 
There were letters from my Grandmas and Grandpas, 
trinkets, birthday cards and coins they’d given me. It 
comforted me to know these boxes were mine only, 
and I would say this when they got unpacked. I took 
pride in the fact that my important things would be 
ready to go…for whenever the next move was. My 
poem about this follows: 
 

Somber tree grasping roots 
 

You humbly stand before me Redwood, dark and 
dense 

 
your lavish outstretched branches 

urging me to find sense 
 

slivers of dusk revealed 
midnight blue and vast 

 
reminders of a darker time lingering in my past 

 
you were a sapling like I was 

when some of my sunlight was blocked 
 

my father left, I didn’t know why 
I stood in somber shock 

 
My little roots kept grasping for a deeper water 

source 
hoping for a father who'd nurture me 

elusive 
reality 
coarse 
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then came a lonely drought when I was transplanted 
8 stifling times 

no sense to be made of it 
by human 
by nature 
by rhymes 

 
Blink to the present 
I’m here, and well 

my glance back is through 
 

it hurt me 
it shaped me 

but it didn’t break me 
I’m right here confiding in you. 

 
One summer day, after the divorce, dad showed up 
to take me out for the day. He told me to bring my 
bathing suit. We drove to a lake and hot spring area 
we’d been to before. There were friends of his there 
I’d never met. I didn’t know how to swim but I liked to 
wade and splash. I remember it being a lovely 
mountain spot on a nice sunny day. Before it 
happened, I only recall hearing “here’s one way to 
learn how to swim,” then being picked up and tossed 
into the water. I remember sinking, feeling trapped, in 
a frenzy of dark confusion. I was removed from there, 
and I don’t know what happened afterward. My dad 
never spoke of it again. Soon after that, I recognized 
that it was his voice saying those last words before I 
sunk. I hated him for the first time then.  
 
The next time I recall being in a body of water, it was 
an indoor hot spring named Silver Star. My aunt and 
uncle were visiting us. My aunt recently married a 
single father of three. The youngest was a girl my age. 
I was on a good roll enjoying my new cousins, when 
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dad said they’d like to take us swimming. It was going 
to be just the two dads, me and my cousin. I wanted 
to pretend to get sick, but I really wanted to be with 
my cousin too. I was a mess inside. I remember 
shaking as I walked to the water. My dad was 
oblivious to what I was experiencing, and no one else 
there knew why I was so afraid of the water.  
 
I remember my Uncle Danny coming over and 
offering his help to get me into the water. I recall my 
knees literally knocking. He assured me we wouldn’t 
go into the deep water and that it would be okay. He 
never let me go until we got back to the edge. He 
encouraged me to keep getting in the water and 
keep trying. His kindness and attention made a 
difference to me. I thanked him years later, and he 
said it was no big deal. 
 
My dad introduced me to good music and I 
acknowledge him for that. There was always music 
playing as I was growing up, before he left. After he 
left, he sent me some cassettes he’d made of music 
he liked. It was one way we connected, and I’m 
thankful for it because music blesses my life so much 
now. 
  
The history with my father is woven with dishonesty, 
some little lies, and a few big ugly ones. One was 
telling me our dog was run over by a car, when the 
truth was that dad accidentally ran over our dog in 
the driveway. A neighbor kid told me a few days after 
they saw it happen. I asked my mom and she 
confirmed it was true. Another was when dad told me 
I wasn’t allowed to go on a hunting trip with him 
because no kids were going. He went on the trip and 
soon after, a couple neighbor boys told me they’d 
gone on that same trip. I asked them about the “no 
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kids” rule and they said the actual rule was “no girls.” I 
became so angry when I heard this…because the 
night dad returned from that trip, he made me put on 
this red cowgirl outfit over my clothes, so he could 
take a picture of me next to the prize buck he killed. It 
was freezing cold in the garage where the dead 
animal hung upside down by its feet. I stood next to it 
with my teeth chattering, disgusted by the entire 
scene, wondering what the hell we were doing as 
dad snapped the camera. I hate the picture he took. 

It’s part of my 
past, so I keep it 
for now. It was all 
so senseless. I 
remember 
wondering “why 
is he always 
lying?” and “is 
this how life is 
supposed to 
be?” There were 
many times I was 
forced to go 
change my 
clothes because 
dad said I 
dressed too 
much like a boy. I 
hated that shit. 
Mom was fine 
with whatever I 
wore as long as I 

was warm. Dad seemed to have an expectation of 
my feminine appearance, especially for pictures or 
outings. So fake. 
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Soon after dad moved out, he told me that he 
started working with Indian people at his job. He said 
he helped people in a drug program. Then he said 
that my brother Doug and I were part Indian. This was 
the first time I’d ever heard this. He said his dad was 
part Indian, so we were too. All I knew was it felt 
good. I was excited about this new aspect of my 
family. I’d met a few Indian women who lived in or 
near our town. I remembered that I always felt safe 
with them and we enjoyed each other’s company. It 
was more than that though. There was a feeling of 
kinship, a knowing I felt inside. 
 
I never tried to confirm which tribe we were from. I 
never asked him for any documents or proof. It was 
just something I took pride in knowing. When I 
became an adult with my own child, I pressed him 
with specific questions and requested proof of his 
claim, he couldn’t provide proof of any kind. He said 
he told me that because his father called him a “little 
indian” when he was a little boy. That was the only 
explanation. So, from the time I was 8 to 40 years old, I 
thought I was part Native American. Once I knew the 
truth as an adult, I noticed myself feeling shameful 
when I was near a Native American person. I felt like 
they knew my secret and that I was an imposter. This 
is still a blurry area for me, but clarity presents itself as I 
grow. 
 

**** 
I believe an early phase of my transformation took 
place in my mid-twenties. I’d been abusing drugs and 
alcohol for the past 10 years when I experienced a 
spiritual moment while on my honeymoon. On a 
sunny morning mountain top, I was struck with the 
idea that, I didn’t want to continue life the way I was 
going and received the message that there was a 
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way out. When I returned, I sought help from 
Narcotics Anonymous. I relapsed twice in the first 
year, but once I got serious and got a sponsor to work 
the steps, my life really did improve. One very 
important thing I learned is that speaking the truth 
really does set a person free. I wrote and shared 
multiple personal inventories (4th step) with women 
sponsors who shared their stories, who showed me 
how to be honest with myself. One of the most 
profound times was exchanging letters with a friend in 
recovery when I was 24. Both of us experienced 
having an abortion in our teen years. We each wrote 
a letter to our unborn child, read the letters to each 
other, then burned them. My unborn daughter’s 
name was Daisy. It was a tender time of healing and 
forgiveness, which took place because we shared our 
true selves.  
 
Two years into 12 step recovery, my journey of 
motherhood began. For 30 years I poured my all into 
being the best mother I knew how to be. I stayed 
clean and sober for over 30 years but consistently 
placed others’ needs and desires ahead of my 
own…until now. 
 
Christianity has been a common thread in my life. 
Beginning in Whitehall with mom at church, my 
relationship with Jesus has been off and on over the 
years. Most recently I’m learning about the brain and 
the practice of Buddhism. Those tools help me 
connect with important parts of my past, and present. 
Currently, my higher power is personalized, and may 
change daily. Sometimes it’s my grandpa carrying 
me, sometimes it’s a big sister holding my hand. I just 
try to remember to talk to God…and listen. I feel like a 
little sister on my journey. I’m learning as I go, 
reaching out for support, and truly listening to myself. 
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I’ve found the most important element in my 
discovery is to simply show up and tell the truth. When 
I do this, the world seems to respond favorably.  
 
My final memory reminds me of how I want to go 
forward with my life. I was about 9 when mom pulled 
me out of school for a few days to attend the 
“Special Olympics” in Helena, Montana. Some of the 
people she worked with were participating in the 
games. This was a first for me and it was amazing. It’s 
hard to explain what took place inside me those two 
days. I felt empowered by watching others succeed 
and celebrate themselves. I felt that I was among my 
people there. I felt like I was disabled…on the inside. I 
saw people with many more challenges than I had, 
celebrating themselves just for being alive. I wanted 
to celebrate myself, but I didn’t know how. I’m 
learning that I am worthy of much celebration and I 
need not wait another moment to express it or claim 
it.  
 
Love for always and forever, Felecia. 
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PART 6 
THROUGH THE WISDOM OF 

UNCERTAINTY INTO REMEMBRANCE  
 
Some theorists have suggested that newborn babies 
experience emotions from the time that they are born 
(i.e., search Affect theory, book Affect Imagery 
Consciousness, 1962 – the biological portion of 
emotions - "hard-wired, preprogrammed, genetically 
transmitted mechanisms that exist in each of us"). Yet, 
science continues to influentially indorse the notion 
that babies are not born with full consciousness of all 
that surrounds them: the notion of being, that 
newborn babies are not conscious of their own state, 
emotions, and motivations. The idea is that babies 
simply learn fast, although they are initially unaware 
of what they are learning. The literature seems to 
greatly focus on the development of personal, social, 
and cultural identities, progressively being built 
through neurological – social – cultural stimulation.  
 
Yet, while it is not scientifically verified, it does not 
mean that the possibility is not there that babies are 
born with full consciousness. This perspective can be 
supported by a spiritual notion (i.e., the view of a 
mystical intelligence, a force not confined to physical 
form), which stresses that spiritual beings – souls – 
entities have agreed to attempt to experience, but 
not eternally become trapped by biological vehicles. 
This lens is nurtured by the view that, first and 
foremost, humans are eternal souls (travelers) 
navigating through physical form; thus, reconnection 
with a greater intelligence is possible through 
moments of reflection and dismantling of human 
conditions. Could it be that a newborn’s experiences 
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of consciousness are different from that of an older 
child or an adult who has already been programmed 
to a specific social order? Could it be that pure 
consciousness has no need to defend itself; and, thus 
can easily and temporarily (i.e., based on the notion 
that time is ultimately an illusion) be confined as it 
encounters repetitive patterns of stimulation (i.e., 
emotion and behavior that is modeled consistently)?  
 

**** 
While the authors in this section do not necessarily 
encourage living in ambiguity, the shared narratives 
reflect a notion of wisdom (i.e., trust and 
overpowering determination) that can be 
experienced within the context of uncertainties. 
Uncertainty has often been perceived as a state of 
restricted or non-existing knowledge/awareness 
affecting predictability of possible future outcomes. It 
has been my experience (KLG) that agents of 
socialization (i.e., mass media, family, school, and 
even religion) more often than not promote the 
notion of certainty as a form of self – societal control. 
Yet, the certainty promoted is frequently based on 
human conditions and not necessarily in the vastness 
of endless possibilities within and beyond human 
forms (i.e., the idea that after high school one has to 
attend college in order to better one’s life; the 
promotion of saving money for future emergencies; 
the suggestion of not leaving one’s job until finding 
another; the fact that the notion of God is often 
confined to specific ideologies and dogmas and one 
has to live a certain way in order to be saved; etc.).  
 
Part of our human condition is the idea that we must 
be in total control, to avoid uncertainties. Yet, 
uncertainties often come into our lives uninvited (i.e., 
the loss of security caused by an accident; the 
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uncertainty of future life dreams generated by an 
unexpected health condition; the loss of a sense of 
self generated by a traumatic experience; etc.). As 
humans, we often seem to promote the notion of 
control and certainty as a form of responsibility. 
Perhaps, the personal – social – cultural impulses to 
avoid ambiguities and play it safe reduces our innate 
ability to trust unconditionally.  
 
While courageously being committed to intentionally 
dismantle fears and doubts, among other emotional - 
mental challenges created through human 
programmings, the narratives shared in this section 
reveal the importance of attentively exploring 
synchronicities occurring in our lives. While some 
occurrences of events may not noticeably reflect 
causal connection, that does not mean that they are 
not related. While being exposed to the following 
narratives, the reader is encouraged to allow time for 
reflection related to her/his/their life events. It seems 
that while in the physical form, one cannot escape 
emotional – cognitive - environmental preexisting 
conditions; yet, one can commit to intentionally 
transform them! 
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"The Scent of Roses:  
A Journey from Fear to Gratitude" 

By Emily Jean Benson 
 

  “Love is the only medicine that can  
heal the wounds of the world.” 

---Sri Mata Amritanandamayi Devi 
 
Dry, cool earth, crumbles beneath my palms. Thin 
shafts of high-noon, summer sunlight peek through 
rustling, green leaves, illuminate motes of dust, as they 
swirl beneath arching boughs. I’m kneeling in a 
shaded, earthen depression between the gnarled 
roots of an ancient, venerable apple tree. I’m shaken, 
shaking. I pant and sputter in a breathless attempt to 
center myself; as calls of my name, carrying an 
increasingly angered pitch, echo ceaselessly through 
the wide forest. The sharp edge of panicked, blind 
adrenalin fades after several minutes. I feel secure in 
the certainty that my hiding place will surely not be 
discovered. 
 
Sixteenth century Spanish conquistadors planted the 
tree, centuries ago, while pressing northward into 
what is now known as the highlands of New Mexico, 
in search of the fabled City of Gold. The Spanish did 
not find their much sought-after city, yet they left an 
indelible mark that persists in plain sight, on both the 
physical and spiritual landscape throughout the 
present-day Southwestern United States. This signature 
of past conquests includes, in this area, an 
abundance of semi-wild, timeworn fruit trees. Many 
such trees, some more wild and timeworn than others, 
pepper the fields and forests of this valley. 
Unnumbered generations have passed since anyone 
tended this one. Forgotten by time and caretakers, its 
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overgrown limbs sprout from a splintered, warped 
trunk, and stoop low around the deep hollow, 
sculpted out by its roots; creating a hidden shelter. 
This is my secret refuge. 
 

**** 
I’m five years old, maybe six. 
 
Through the thick miasma of explosive violence, 
pervasive fear, and ubiquitous upheaval, which 
envelopes the earliest memories of this life, moments 
nestled quietly beneath the boughs of this ancient 
tree are among the most peaceful.  
 
I am wholly unaware, at this moment, that years later, 
in eventual hindsight, I will marvel at the potency of 
the quietude once felt in this place. At the 
significance of this peaceful quietude, within the 
context of a childhood spent in the unrelenting grip of 
what I will later understand to be suffocated, 
breathless anxiety, major depression, and complex 
post-traumatic stress disorder. Here, under the aegis 
of this beloved tree, I can breathe. 
 
The textured plaster walls of this small, dismally cold 
examination room are covered from floor to ceiling 
with a disorienting, otherworldly array of tattered 
posters, charts, and pamphlets. My eyes dance over 
the faded images and words, scanning the content, 
without any clear sense of its purpose or intent. My 
little feet dangle nervously down from the edge of a 
sterile, paper-sheathed diagnostic table. It's snowing 
outside, and I can see a thick accumulation of 
powdery flakes steadily building on the window ledge 
overlooking this country clinic's parking lot.  
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“Your body's a lemon,” she says, “just bad genetic 
luck.” At just barely eight years old, I have no concise 
notion of what this doctor, the family practitioner, 
intends by either “Genetic” or “Lemon.” Having 
asked my father to leave the room several minutes 
prior, she’s been questioning me about the details of 
my home life, in a vain attempt to arrive at some sort 
of reasonable explanation for my being, at quite a 
tender age, subject to such a seemingly recalcitrant, 
exhaustive list of inexplicable, chronic illnesses. Her 
questioning, though reasonably thorough, led to no 
solid conclusion on the topic — thus her defeatist 
statements regarding my genes. “You'll be like this 
forever,” she continues, shrugging “some people are 
just sick all the time.” I shrug, attempting to mirror her 
movements. “Do you know what ‘maintenance 
medication’ means?” I shake my head, timidly. “Well, 
we're going to need you to take more pills.” I nod, 
possessing no tangible basis with which to assess the 
implications of the statement. “And more breaths on 
your puffers, ok?” By this, she means prescription 
inhalants. Again, I nod. 
 
I cannot, from my childhood 
point of reference, fathom the 
true ramifications of this 
conversation, nor the full 
extent of the long-term effects, 
which it will inevitably have 
upon my physiological, 
psychological, emotional, and 
spiritual constitution. Nearly all 
of the prescriptions which I’m 
taking, and will continue to 
take for years to come, are 
habit forming. More prescriptions mean more side-
effects; more side-effects mean more prescriptions. 
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More physical illness means more emotional unrest; 
more emotional unrest, means more physical illness. 
Thus, flows an unending cycle of addiction, 
physiological disease, and mental illness, which even 
at this early age, extends beyond the reach of 
tangible memory. 
 

**** 
Here, at this pivotal time and place, it is all I’ve ever 
known. 
 
A chill, desert wind amplifies the trembling of my 
hands as I fumble through my jacket pockets. I’m 
taking inventory. ID card, pills, inhalers, cash, 
cigarettes, matches, a folding knife, a mini water 
bottle filled with high-proof alcohol. My head is 
swimming, my heart, pounding. I’m seated on a 
highway guardrail just opposite the rumble strip which 
separates my childhood home from the unknown, 
open road. It’s near dawn; the fleeting, frigid, 
crepuscular moment at which all seems to be briefly 
suspended in a state of deep peace. Satisfied that all 
intended items have indeed been successfully 
brought along, I pull a hand from my pocket, and 
raise it, gently probing the tender area surrounding 
my right eye. Trepidatiously, I test how prominent the 
swelling still feels. It’s been three days, maybe four, 
since I received a severe blow to the right side of my 
face, resulting in considerable edema, bruising, and a 
strikingly noticeable black eye. The swelling has gone 
down substantially. “Thank goodness” I sigh. 
 
I am twelve years old, and I’m fantasizing. Imagining, 
nervously, what would happen if I were to flag down 
the next passing vehicle. Mentally following a familiar, 
hypothetical timeline, wherein I place my fate in the 
hands of the first driver who opens their passenger 
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door to me, recklessly hitchhiking away to an 
unknowable destination. This is my daily routine. Every 
morning, before the chaos of the day begins to 
unfold, when the household is still precariously 
perched in the nighttime’s tenuous sense of calm, I 
gather my most critical belongings, walk the quarter 
mile along our country drive, up to the main road, to 
dream of leaving it all far, far behind.  
 
There is a barely perceptible scent of autumn on the 
breeze as it softly caresses my cheek. It’s mid-August. 
Late afternoon sunlight warms the concrete beneath 
my bare feet. I'm smoking a filterless, hand-rolled 
cigarette, and pacing nervously outside a red brick 
townhouse of typical mid-century, Midwestern 
construction. It's an unusually temperate afternoon on 
Chicago's west side, and after an exceptionally hot 
summer, the entire city seems to be heaving a deep 
sigh of relief. I've spent the last two days drinking and 
numbing my conscious mind as much as is 
conceivably possible. I'm hungover, disoriented, 
undernourished, and exhausted. 
 

**** 
I’m seventeen years old. My world is about to change 
drastically, and swiftly. 
 
A black sedan with police department plates slows to 
a stop and parks at the curb directly in front of the 
rough, cement steps of the townhouse. The 
passenger door of the sedan opens, and I recognize 
the familiar, stern yet compassionate face of the 
middle-aged detective with whom I have recently 
had a great deal of contact. It’s been under 48 hours 
since I last saw him. Two nights ago, he’d called me 
down to the station, where he’d stood by as I picked 
the man who brutally assaulted me less than two 
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weeks prior, out of a criminal line-up. This detective 
has a daughter around my age, and he’s taken my 
case quite personally, working around the clock to 
ensure that I don’t fall through the judicial system’s 
cracks. 
 
He is well dressed, though unshaven. His demeanor is 
warm enough, but there’s an unusual air of solemnity 
about his carriage. He steps toward me. “You wanna 
go inside to talk.” This feels more like a statement than 
a question. I stamp out my cigarette butt with a 
naked heel, and say, as if by reflex, “I’d rather stay 
out here.” “Fair enough” he obliges, and we sit down 
on the steps, side by side, both gazing distantly across 
the street. I watch in my peripheral vision, as he leans 
forward, resting his forearms on his knees, and exhales 
heavily. Pulling a fresh pack of high-end smokes from 
his collared shirt pocket, he wordlessly removes and 
lights two, passing one to me. After taking a long, 
slow drag, I find myself saying, “Whatever it is, 
detective, just tell me.” He turns to face me, looking 
me in the eyes for the first time since his arrival, and 
now I see that he has clearly been crying. 
 

**** 
His words echo in my mind like thunder “I’m so sorry, 
kid… he’s HIV positive.” 
 
A low roll of distant thunder peals, near continuous in 
its rumbling, shakes the fixtures on the doors and 
windows all throughout my tiny apartment. I'm 
hunched over a porcelain sink basin, hands clutching 
the sides, as I gaze at my own reflection in the mirror-
faced medicine cabinet directly above. The antique 
tiled floor is intermittently illuminated by flashes of 
lightning, and the sickly, orange glow of the street 
lamps, just outside.  
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I'm twenty years old. I’ve spent the majority of the last 
three years waiting in doctors’ offices, fidgeting in 
courthouses, or soaking at the bottom of a liquor 
bottle. After unnumbered courses of debilitating 
medications and countless blood tests, I have just 
recently been declared what the doctors call “a 
miracle case.” I am officially HIV negative. I was 
exposed to and didn't contract the virus. 
 
In this moment, I feel myself to be worlds away from a 
miracle. In addition to, and apart from, the leagues-
long tally of permanent side effects resulting from 
anti-AIDS prescriptions, which successfully shielded 
me after exposure, my body is experiencing a total 
systemic breakdown. An exhaustive line of specialists 
has, as of yet, come up empty-handed while 
attempting to properly diagnose, treat, or mitigate 
even a fraction of the encyclopedic catalog of 
chronic pain, infection, inflammation, and 
neurological symptoms which I now experience. The 
complexity, severity, and unrelenting nature of my 
conditions begs reason. Despite having narrowly 
escaped contraction of a disease, which likely would 
have equated to a severely shortened lifespan, and a 
measure of suffering hitherto unknown to me, my 
medical history now reads like a bad paperback 
novel. One which seems more contentious and 
convoluted with each passing day. I feel utterly 
impotent, irreparably damaged, empty, alone. My 
inescapable sense is that I’m spiraling into an abyss of 
unknown profundity. 
 
“I can’t do this.” My voice sounds foreign, hollow. I 
am trembling with antipathy as I scrutinize the face in 
the mirror, and pain surges through this body at mind-
numbing levels. This body which, now more than ever, 
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feels disconnected, broken, poisoned, and polluted 
passed any hope of repair. My eyes are that of a 
helpless victim. My jaw is clenched in a contorted 
scowl. Hot tears roll down my sunken cheeks. In a 
cracked, desperate sigh, I whisper “There has to be a 
better way.” Lightning flashes, then everything goes 
black. 
 

**** 
This wide, broad hall is steeped with the intoxicating 
scents of rose and sandalwood. I inhale, and swoon 
with the intensity of the perfume, as soothing music 
fills my ears. Soft, golden light rains down from the 
enormous, crystal chandeliers, hung high above my 
head. 
  
Everything, every detail of this place, feels almost 
disconcertingly gentle; lighting, colors, ambiance, 
smiling faces of the happy people. It’s all so… nice. I 
feel awkward, and out of place. Like a lone storm 
cloud in a clear blue sky. Everyone here seems to be 
dressed in similarly elegant, white, temple garments. I 
am wearing my usual tattered jeans, black tee-shirt, 
and combat boots. The convention hall is packed, 
bustling, and yet all those in attendance seem calm, 
almost serine. I, on the other hand, am my usual self; 
a high-strung mess of twitchy anxiety. I’m wishing that 
I had a cigarette. Though it's been months since I quit, 
I still crave them. 
 
I'm waiting in a long line of several hundred 
enthusiastic devotees, here to receive a spiritual 
blessing from a holy woman, whom I have never met, 
and who is seated at the front of the hall, surrounded 
by doting followers. This holy woman, a revered saint 
hailing from southern India, travels the world offering 
her blessings to millions of attendees to her free public 
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programs. Whether in a third-world slum, or the 
convention hall of an opulent, first-world hotel, her 
individual blessing always comes in the form of a 
compassionate embrace. 
 
I’m twenty-one years old. I am not sure why I’m here, 
apart from an unshakable certainty that I could really 
use a hug, and I have no idea, not even the vaguest 
notion, of how formative this experience will prove to 
be. 
 
I have been efforting to personally shift my physical 
and mental health by alternative means for several 
months now. I have slowly, arduously begun to come 
out of my lifelong story of brokenness. In small 
choices, in lifestyle changes, and with holistic health 
care, I am mending. I’m finding a better way. I’ve 
weaned myself off of a large majority of the addictive 
maintenance medications which I once considered 
essential to my survival. Furthermore, I’m sober, and 
have been so for the longest contiguous period since 
the age of twelve. I currently remain dependent 
upon several substances and medications. However, 
they are all mild, herbal treatments instead of 
dangerous chemicals. Baby steps. The pain is 
lessened, my breath is deeper, my body is stronger. 
My heart is still lost in a bottomless abyss. 
 
I raise a noticeably trembling hand up to wipe 
nervous sweat from my brow, and internally ask 
“What on earth am I doing here?” I've never done 
anything like this. Words like “blessing" “spiritual” and 
“holy" are not typically featured in my regular 
vocabulary. Neither faith, nor devotional practice 
have played prominent roles in this life, thus far. I 
consider myself to be critically agnostic. Nevertheless, 
here I am, in a crowded room filled with adoring 
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followers of a saintly guru, awaiting my turn to kneel 
at her feet. 
 
As I move forward along the line of those who’ve 
come to receive blessings, drawing nearer and 
nearer to the low podium where the guru is seated, 
my inner narrative of resistance is becoming 
increasingly loud. There's a lengthy index of reasons 
why I don't belong here, accumulating in my mind. “I 
should just go home” I mutter under my breath. I’m 
certain that no one near me could have heard me, 
but immediately, as if in response, the man in line 
ahead of me turns around to face me. His luminous 
blue eyes are simultaneously kindhearted and 
piercing, as he utters the single, potent word “Stay.” I 
smile, tentatively, not knowing how to respond. I am 
wholly unused to feeling deeply, intuitively seen to 
such an extent, by anyone, much less a total stranger. 
He turns once more to face the front of the hall, and 
the line shuffles forward. I raise my hand again to 
wipe my brow, and in doing so, realize that my face is 
wet with tears. I’m unsure when it was that I began to 
weep. I don’t feel sad, no more than the usual, 
morbidly depressed baseline of this life entails. There 
has been no clear, decisive moment during this 
experience at which I have felt cause for such an 
emotional release. 
 
As I approach the podium, the unexplained, and 
increasingly unrelenting torrent of tears continues to 
flow. Stumbling, I am no longer able to see where I’m 
going, my vision being now all but completely 
obscured by the torrent. My turn to receive the guru’s 
blessing is upon me, and a wave of intense panic 
moves through me, as I’m unable to discern where to 
go or how to move. The wave of panic is followed by 
an equally intense wave of relief, as I feel the 
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compassionate touch of several disciples reach out 
to support me. I am gently guided to kneel before the 
seated saint, and as I look up, my blurred vision clears 
just enough to see her face. She smiles, a soft, warm, 
knowing smile, and without words, seems to say, 
“Welcome home, child.” She hugs me to her chest, in 
a stupendously loving, all-encompassing embrace, 
and I just… let go. I let it all go. With a deep sigh, I 
release all that which I have carried for so long. All at 
once, I realize why I came here. I came here to be 
transformed by compassion. I came for a healing of 
the heart. 
 

**** 
It’s dark. Only a few, scattered candles illuminate the 
dusty interior of this old, adobe house. Machiavellian 
shadows dance along the walls, playing tricks on my 
eyes, as several women silently come and go from 
the room where I am kneeling, hunched over a chair. 
I’m nine months pregnant, and I’m in labor. I’ve been 
laboring for what seems like an endless, boundless 
expanse of time. The full moon is rising, and her 
haunting silver glow is present in the skylight window, 
high above my head. This home was built for my 
grandmother, years before my birth. My grandmother 
was a hardened, determined woman, and though I 
only vaguely remember her (she passed when I was 4 
years old), I feel her spirit is present here tonight. I can 
sense a host of my ancestors standing around me, 
supporting me, as I navigate the ebb and flow of 
bringing this child within my womb into the world. I am 
grateful to feel the strength and support of my 
ancestral lineage.  
 
I'm twenty-eight years old. I’ve moved through nearly 
innumerable challenges in this life thus far. Yet this, 
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without question, and by many orders of magnitude, 
is the greatest challenge which I have ever faced. 
 
I hear a voice, one which I am immediately uncertain 
as to whether it is, or is not my own, say the words, 
“You can do this.” My answer comes, without thought 
or explanation, “I’m not sure that’s true.” 
 
I have spent nearly a decade actively working to 
heal myself, physically, emotionally, and spiritually, 
and to build the trust in my body which I previously 
lacked. I’ve come so far in this healing journey. 
Studied and trained in traditional Chinese, Ayurvedic, 
herbal, and energetic medicine modalities. Sought 
out support from a lexicon of practitioners and 
mentors. Experienced success upon success in taking 
charge of my own wellbeing. I've flown in the face of 
countless allopathic doctors who once diagnosed 
me as incurably, irreparably ill. I've healed my body 
and I've healed my heart, two feats I once believed 
to be insurmountable. 
 
Nonetheless, I am now filling with self-doubt. The last, 
forgotten layers of an old narrative are resurfacing; 
stories of poor genetics, of this body being a 
poisoned “lemon," of me being damaged, broken, 
helpless. What if I was wrong to believe that I could 
ever birth a healthy child through this flawed body? 
What if I've been deluding myself? What if I can’t do 
this? What was I thinking? 
 

**** 
I'm fighting an internal battle, and I feel myself to be 
losing ground. 
 
I’m pulled from my inner battleground by the midwife, 
who is now standing over me. She is concerned, 
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saying something about the need for a hospital 
transfer. I’ve been in labor too long, she says, sternly. 
She and her team fear the worst. My heart sinks, my 
thoughts race. I stammer out the question foremost in 
my mind “Is the baby in danger?” The midwife 
explains that the baby is fine; strong heartbeat, 
responsive moments. It’s me she's worried about. She 
thinks that I can’t do this on my own. 
 
“You can't do this on your own.” With these words 
something within me just… snaps. It feels like a dam 
breaking, or a crack of lightning across a pitch-black 
sky. Breathing, I stand, and face her, as a bolt of 
potent energy which, in this moment, feels altogether 
alien, surges through my body. I look directly into her 
eyes, and in a tone voice which sounds almost 
uncanny in its powerful confidence, I speak the 
declaration “I have to do this on my own.” She seems 
taken aback, and truthfully, I am as well. “This life has 
been one long, cyclical story of victimization, self-
doubt, sickness, and suffering,” I continue, “that story 
ends here. 
 

**** 
No more than thirty minutes later, with determination, 
grace, and deep faith in the ability of this body, my 
healthy, happy, radiant daughter is born. 
 
The familiar rumble of distant thunder rolls in through 
an open window. Soft, summer light filters through 
murmuring leaves, and cascades into the room 
where I'm seated on a small bed, watching my infant 
daughter subtly giggle in her sleep. It's been just over 
a year since her birth. Even in repose, her energy is 
potent, joyful, and vibrant. There’s a hint of rain on the 
gentle breeze. It’s late morning, and though a few 
scattered clouds are toying with the potential of a 
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storm, the desert sun has already begun to create a 
faint haze of heat, which shimmers ethereally over the 
garden. A small group of chickadees flutter and chirp 
restlessly in the weighted branches of fruit trees, and 
the cicadas are buzzing hypnotically.  
  
A wide, oak framed mirror is mounted on the wall 
alongside the bed, such that as I lift my gaze from my 
slumbering daughter, I immediately peer into my own 
eyes. In these eyes, those of a body which feels 
strong, powerful, healthy, and whole, I see a deep 
and unmistakable peace. “When did I start to like my 
reflection?” I sigh with hushed, breathy wonder. I 
don’t readily find a concise answer to the question. 
Somewhere in this story, I began to believe in myself. 
Somewhere along this timeline, I began to love 
myself. At some, undefined, yet pivotal point, I came 
home to myself. 
 
Nearly a year has passed since my last personal visit 
to any sort of healer, medical doctor, or alternative 
medicine practitioner. Moreover, I have also been 
without any sort of self-medication, herbal nor 
pharmaceutical, for a full six months. The significance 
of this reality has not fully anchored into my 
consciousness before this moment. Since infancy, I 
had been dependent upon medication, whether 
pharmaceutical or herbal. Since infancy, I required 
near constant care from psychiatric, allopathic, or 
naturopathic doctors. Since infancy, I had been 
unwell. Quite unambiguously, all that has changed. 
 
Tears of reverent joy begin to flow down my cheeks. 
Looking into the face of a body which has walked 
across seemingly endless oceans of fire, and 
emerged carrying a torch of blindingly bright light, I 
feel humbled, grateful, and profoundly privileged to 
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be alive. “Thank you, old friend,” I whisper to this 
precious, resilient, miraculous body “for all of it… each 
irreplaceable moment, every sacred breath.” 
 

**** 
The air is cool, and humid tonight. There’s a pair of 
doves, cooing back and forth to one other on the 
front porch. I am seated in my living room. My 
daughter, now close to three years old, is playing 
nearby. As I complete the writing of this narrative, I 
am struck by the near incredible richness of this life. If I 
had been asked, at any point along the path, to 
pierce the veil of time and foretell the future, not 
even the wildest reaches of imagination would have 
ever led me to predict this as a potential outcome of 
my journey.  
 
Nevertheless, here I am — healthy, happy, whole. 
Spiritual seeker; medicine keeper; proud parent to a 
thriving, radiant child. My days are simple, and 
tranquil. My body is strong, flourishing. My mind is 
peaceful, easeful. My heart is grateful, joyful. 
 
I have healed myself, and thus become a healer. 
Following more than a decade of continuous study, 
both scholastic and autodidactic, in the field of 
holistic health, I am now privileged to offer my 
accumulated knowledge, in service to the world. 
Where this life was once singularly, breathlessly 
focused on my own suffering, now I am blessed 
beyond measure to focus spaciously, expansively on 
the healing of others. Every day, often multiple times 
in a day, I am approached by an individual who is 
currently working to traverse challenges, which, while 
specifically unique, are essentially similar to those I 
have faced. Whether in childhood trauma, medical 
trauma, sexual trauma, emotional, psychological, or 
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physiological illness… We, as human beings, carry 
kindred scars. I now know what I thought was “my 
story” to be a collective story. A story of which we are 
all moving through, together. 

 
My once small, limited 
story has become a 
grand and potent form 
of medicine, for me, and 
for countless souls with 
whom I am connected. 
That which I was once 
ashamed of, I now 
celebrate. My scars have 
proven to be my greatest 
strengths. My journey is 
my destination, my path 
is my purpose, and my 
presence is my most 
earnest prayer. I lovingly 

embrace all of what came before and stand in the 
immense power of unabashedly owning my 
distinctive experience. By so doing, I know, 
unequivocally, that I am freeing others to do the 
same.  

**** 
This life is, and has always been, a gift of 
indescribable beauty. 
 
At this moment, comprehensively considering the 
entire, beautiful spectrum of this life’s experiences, I 
can objectively perceive two distinct chapters, or 
phases. The first, could be simply summed up by the 
word “Fear.” The second, which is currently unfolding, 
in an equally simple summation, is defined by 
“Gratitude.” The miracle, the bridge, which led from 
the former to the latter, is decidedly “Compassion.” 
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Like a swift sunrise after a seemingly endless night, 
compassion illuminated the darkness of this life, and 
brought movement to that which had once been 
sequenced in stagnation. In the light of compassion, 
doubt became faith, anger became acceptance, 
isolation became connection, sorrow became joy, 
and fear melted into a river of limitless love. In the flow 
of love, a life of dis-ease was miraculously 
transformed into a life of peace. Now, all that remains 
is gratitude. 
 
Profound, omnipresent gratitude. For all of it. For all 
that which was. For all that which is. For all that which 
will be. 
 
Blessed be. 
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GRACE 
By Heather Lauter Clay 

 
The intuitive mind is sacred gift and  

the rational mind is a faithful servant.  
We have created a society that honors 
The servant and has forgotten the gift. 

Albert Einstein 
 
She began to call out to me weeks before I knew her. 
A giraffe entered my dreams and consciousness. I 
would see images of her on children’s t-shirts and 
billboards. I noted her, filed her away into the back 
burner of my mind, not sure why she was trying to get 
my attention. However, I had learned to trust these 
intuitive signs and I knew that they were important. 
She needed my help… 
 

 
 
When I was a baby, my parents had adopted a 
golden retriever puppy, Taffy (named after salt water 
taffy in Ocean City, New Jersey). She was my first 
“sibling” and also my first love. We developed a very 
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strong bond, as we were always together. She 
travelled with us. Throughout my father’s violent 
alcoholic outbursts, when my mom and I would need 
to leave the house, we would take her with us. None 
of us were safe. Through this experience, we relied on 
and trusted each other. She loved me unconditionally 
and was my protector, my savior. So, when she 
needed saving, I was psychically attuned to her, and 
became her savior, her protector. 
 

 
 
After my father unexpectedly died when I was 4.5 
years old, instead of a traditional neighborhood, my 
mom chose an unconventional lifestyle for us in the 
boating community of San Diego. We moved onto 
our small boat with my two-year-old sister, Dawn, and 
our dog, Taffy. My mom felt safe and secure in the 
marina. She met my stepfather at the marina and 
they sold their smaller boats and bought a large one 
for all of us to live on. The boat often needed 
maintenance and my parents hired repairmen. 
 
On one particular morning, as I was getting ready for 
elementary school, the workers arrived, and I 
immediately felt uneasy. I didn’t want to leave Taffy, 
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as I was concerned that they wouldn’t keep her safe. 
The entire day while sitting at my desk at school, I 
kept thinking about Taffy. Tick tock, tick tock, the 
clock moved so slowly. I felt tremendous anxiety. By 
the time that my mom picked me up from school, it 
was early evening. When we arrived at the marina, I 
felt a sense of urgency to get to Taffy as quickly as I 
could. Our boat was at the end of the dock, and a 
long walk. As I began to walk, my pace soon turned 
into a hysterical run. When I arrived at our boat, I 
looked into the water and Taffy was swimming! I 
began screaming to my mother that she was in the 
water and she/we needed help. She survived, and 
we do not know how long she had been swimming, 
maybe two hours, maybe ten hours. This was the first 
time that I was aware that I had been having an 
intuitive/premonition and that my psychic ability was 
real. After this experience, my mother and stepfather 
never talked about what had happened. I felt terror 
of the possibility of Taffy dying and losing her. I shut 
this part of myself down. 
  
Twenty years later, while working as a flight attendant 
for United Airlines during September 11, 2001, this 
ability was reawakened, and I began to understand 
my true nature. In the six months leading up to 9/11, I 
began to feel extreme sadness, depression, 
restlessness and anxiety. I felt myself shifting internally, 
drawing in, and closing my heart up. I had been flying 
for six years and I thought that perhaps I needed to 
go to graduate school and change careers. I was 
married and commuting between Hong Kong and 
Davis, living two very different lives, and the toll of 
flying was affecting my marriage and well-being. I 
had also sensed things shifting within the airline 
industry and felt an uneasiness. Miraculously, I was 
guided to see an intuitive healer in Hong Kong.  
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During this healing session, I experienced my very first 
chakra alignment and healing. At one point she said 
to me, “You’re not here for what you think you’re 
here for.” As she went through my chakras, she asked 
me to bring up an image that reminded me of the 
color orange. She also asked when was the first time 
that I experienced love. I said, “My dog, Taffy, who is 
a golden orange, is my first love.” I left this healing 
session feeling such a deep sense of connection with 
myself and those around me. I saw colors more 
vividly. While in the Hong Kong airport, as I was 
walking to my flight, I could see the white outline of 
auras surrounding people. It was extraordinary. I felt 
such a deep sense of peace, excitement, and 
connection to an otherworld that I knew existed.  
 
I began acquiring new tools for protecting my 
energetic boundaries. Working with 400 people per 
flight often left me feeling emotionally depleted. One 
simple resource was to surround myself in light and 
then to surround all crew and passengers (even the 
ones who triggered me) in light. After each flight, I 
would take energetic baths to wash away the 
residual energy of all the people that I had interacted 
with and return to myself. I began realizing how 
sensitive I am and was learning new ways to support 
myself. 
 
I was soon invited to attend a women’s healing 
retreat at “Hearts and Hands” in Northern California, 
led by artists and a musician. I had never been to a 
retreat before and considered canceling many times. 
On the drive from Davis to Mendocino, hawks guided 
my way. I was a little familiar with animal medicine 
and knew that these birds were considered 
“messenger of the gods”. It was the sign that I 
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needed to keep going. When I arrived, I was greeted 
in love, which was so unfamiliar to me. I was asked to 
hand paint my name for a badge that I would wear 
all weekend. It felt so incredibly nurturing, that simple 
act of painting my name. A beautiful introduction to 
claim and share my name with others. Later that day, 
I would experience my first group healing session.  
 
After our dancing, drumming, and singing circle, we 
were asked to “paint what we felt”. The artist had 
given us brief instructions about how to paint with 
water colors. We had large pieces of paper and she 
said that we could use a spray bottle to add more 
water, blend colors. Since I was new to painting, I 
took this advice to heart. She had us separated into 
two different groups, so that when one group was 
painting, the other was still drumming, dancing and 
singing. As I stepped outside into the warm sunlight, I 
became a little concerned, as I didn’t know “what” 
to paint. How do I paint what I feel? This was so new 
to me. I began to sway my body, and rhythmically 
feelings of joy, love, acceptance, nurturance, 
sisterhood, moved through my body and out onto my 
paintbrush and canvas. I chose peaches, pinks, 
yellows, oranges. It looked like a big happy smiling 
blob. Yes, it was a blob! 
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However, after the second healing circle, something 
miraculous occurred. For this particular circle, each 
woman received individual healing. We were asked 
to lie down in the middle of the circle and receive the 
singing. The musician chanted, “Om Tare Tuttare Ture 
Soha” and the entire circle of women joined her and 
directed their loving energy toward the woman in the 
middle. The artist then invited us to go outside and 
paint what we felt. As I laid down in the middle of 
circle, I didn’t know what to expect and soon my 
entire being was enveloped in love. A thousand tears 
rolled down my face, as I received this healing 
support. My thoughts reflected back to the sadness 
that I was feeling as well as to the death of my father. 
With each tear, I released a long-held memory of my 
early childhood losses.  
 
Outside, ready for my second painting, I stood with 
my paint brush in hand, and looked to another 
woman for guidance. I caught a glimpse of her 
painting which was a huge and beautiful heart. As I 
began to make my first brushstroke, I knew that I 
wanted this to represent my heart. And, as was true 
with the other painting, I was creating another 
symbolic blob. I used the same peaches and pinks. 
On the edges I added a little blue, to represent those 
parts of my heart that were still healing. As I looked at 
my painting, and glanced at others, I wished that I 
had painting talent. As an afterthought, I grabbed 
the water bottle and sprayed. I then placed my 
painting to dry in the sun and rejoined the group to 
chant and support another woman who was 
receiving her healing. 
 
When I went to pick up my painting, I was shocked! In 
the center of my “heart”, a hand with five fingers had 
appeared. It looked like tears were coming from the 
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heart and the hand was soothing it. I immediately 
began crying, as I knew with all of my heart and soul, 
that this was a physical sign from my father and my 
spirit guides. They were supporting me from the spirit 
world. I needed to know this, as my world, our world 
would soon dramatically shift. 
 
While at this retreat, the musician mentioned that she 
was leading a women’s pilgrimage to Malta in three 
weeks for the fall equinox. I said to my husband, “This 
makes no sense, but I need to go to Malta.” In my 
head, I thought, “It’s really expensive, we’ll need to 
cancel our vacation to New York City, it’s three weeks 
away, and I have no idea where Malta even is. I 
don’t know any of the women going. I’ve never 
participated in a Goddess ritual or ceremony. It’s not 
rational.” However, my heart said, “Yes! Yes! Yes!” He 
was quiet for a minute, looked at me, and said, “Ok, 
we’ll make it happen.” 
 

**** 
I arrived in Malta on September 10, 2001. The 
following day was the first day of our tour and I was 
walking around the cobblestone downtown. I felt 
nauseous and homesick. I went to a store to buy soap 
and as I stepped onto the street, my legs gave out 
from under me. A woman and child helped me up. 
They asked if I was ok, and I said yes, even though I 
really didn’t even know what had just happened to 
me. I sat for a moment, in front of a doorway. I was 
feeling panicked and thought it was because I was in 
a foreign country and wasn’t with my group at the 
time. I went back to my hotel and called my 
husband, who was in California, eight hours ahead of 
Europe. I said to him, “I’m not feeling well”. He 
replied, “Something is happening”.  
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As he shared that airplanes had flown into the World 
Trade Center, I already knew deep in my heart that 
they were United Airlines planes. In the summer of 
2001, I had been on a layover in Manhattan from 
Hong Kong and had lunch at a cafe at the bottom of 
the World Trade Center. As I was waiting for the 
subway train to arrive that was located beneath the 
WTC, I began to feel claustrophobic. There weren’t a 
lot of people around, but I felt nervous. I thought, 
“Wow, I must be really jet lagged. I need to get back 
to my hotel.” I was unaware in that moment that I 
was sensing 9/11 months ahead of time. 
 
This psychic connection ran deep. I had an intuitive 
feeling while I was working on a flight from Hong Kong 
to San Francisco of what was to come. Prior to taking 
off, we had a mechanical problem and sat on the 
tarmac for several hours waiting for a repair. It was 
summertime, and the humidity was palpable. As we 
sat in an unconditioned airplane, with a creeping 
delay and little information about whether or not we 
would be able to depart, passengers became 
increasingly angry and agitated. I could sense and 
feel their emotions, beyond the words. While sitting in 
my jump seat, facing the passengers, I needed to 
release what I was feeling. I was reflecting on how 
grateful I was that the mechanical problem 
happened on the ground and not in the air (which I 
had experienced before). I also thought that we 
never know what is going to happen. On the 
passenger manifest, which was the only paper that I 
had available to me, I jotted down a quick poem. I 
had never written a poem before on an airplane. 
Several weeks later, I would read this same poem as a 
tribute for my fallen colleagues. 
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As we sit, we long for the comforts of home. 
When will we begin our journey? 

You and I, to share space for a moment in time. 
Our destinies and fate are intertwined. 

 
During the two-week pilgrimage in Malta, my psychic 
senses were reactivated. I had visions of what 
happened to our second airplane. This was the plane 
that the crew and passengers overtook and crashed 
into a field in Pennsylvania. In a church in Malta, that 
is home to the Black Madonna, I connected with the 
spirit of some of the crew members of the other 
planes. I allowed myself to feel all of it. I must have 
cried 3000 tears, for every person killed on that day, 
especially my coworkers. I also connected deeply 
with myself. All of the depression, sadness, and 
anxiety that I had been feeling and sensing for the six 
months prior to 9/11, I now understood. 
 
The last day of our trip culminated in a sunrise equinox 
ceremony at a megalithic temple, Mnajdra, which 
overlooks the Mediterranean Sea. As we witnessed 
the sun illuminate the center of the temple, my center 
illuminated too. It was here that I fully reclaimed who I 
was and felt a glimpse of joy. Our leader, who I had 
met a few weeks prior in California, gathered us 
together for our closing song circle. As she stood in 
the middle of our circle with her guitar, we held hands 
and danced around her, chanting a Native 
American prayer, “Sundancer, dance into the light. 
We give our whole being to open up our sight. That 
we might see the vision, every landscape unfurls. That 
we might dance through the cracks between the 
worlds.” When I flew back to the United States from 
Malta via London on September 22, 2001, I vowed 
that I would live my life in a very different way. 
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**** 
SHE BEGAN TO CALL OUT TO ME WEEKS BEFORE I KNEW HER… 
 
It was Sunday, October 8, 2017, and my husband and 
I had planned to celebrate our wedding anniversary 
in Sonoma, California. My mom was visiting from out 
of town and was going to watch our 7 year-old child. 
It had been years since we celebrated a special 
occasion overnight. We were looking very forward to 
it. 
 
The morning that we were due to leave, strong winds 
swirled and kicked up dirt and leaves in Davis. I 
sensed an agitation rising within me and I mentioned 
this to my mom. “I’m not sure why I’m feeling this 
way.” As usual, she thought nothing of it and said, 
“Let’s keep working and get your kitchen organized. 
We have a lot to do.” As the hours went by, my unrest 
grew, and I couldn’t shake or ignore it. I said to my 
husband, “I don’t want to go to Sonoma. I know that 
we have everything lined up for a special night out, 
but let’s cancel. I’m not comfortable leaving our 
family.” He agreed and felt similar. He knew to trust 
my intuition. He was also trusting his. 
 
That evening, as we snuggled into our beds at home, 
with the push of the winds, a fire was making its way 
to within a mile of our in-law’s home in Sonoma, 
which is where we had planned to stay. The next 
morning, we learned that the neighborhood had 
been evacuated at midnight and that homes had 
burned to the East. The fire was not contained and 
was growing stronger. 
 
As I took this information into my empathic heart and 
soul, knowing that I intuitively knew and had sensed 
this fire ahead of time, I began to tap into the beings 
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who were still in the midst of this disaster. I 
immediately sent prayers of safety and support to 
keep them out of harm’s way. As the morning went 
on, and the fire was still nowhere close to being 
contained, in a flash of divine insight, I realized, 
“OMG…the animals!”  
 
I went to my computer and searched for “Safari 
West” which is 30 miles from Sonoma. Safari West is a 
conservation park, nestled in the heart of wine 
country, with nearly 1000 African animals….rhino, 
giraffe, zebra, antelope, cheetah, flamingo and so 
many more animals (not to mention local animals). I 
scrolled through the updated emergency information 
and pictures. And then…I saw her! *She* who had 
been calling out to me on the ethereal planes. A 
Masai giraffe. In this picture, she was standing and 
surrounded by smoke. She needed my help. As I 
looked at the CAL Fire Map, what I saw took my 
breath away, as spot fires were surrounding them. I 
became distraught and began crying. How do I help 
Her???? They are trapped!!!  
 
At that moment, I had to pick my child up from 
school. As I walked into the school yard, I was a 
“crazy mama” on a mission. I ran into a friend who is 
vegan. I asked her, “Are you Spiritual?” (We had 
never had that conversation before) I shared with her 
that the animals needed our help at Safari West! I 
said that I believe in the power of prayer. I asked her 
if she could send good thoughts to the animals. She 
looked at me baffled. I then ran into another friend 
who had been to Safari West before. I desperately 
asked her if she could pray for their safety. She said, 
“Yes! I’ll have my kids pray too!” 
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When I arrived home, I took out my special crystal 
sound bowl, which is made with sacred ash from 
Yagya ceremonies in India and lit a candle to pray 
and meditate for containment of the fires, safety, 
strength and love. From my temple space at my 
home in Davis, I transported myself to where *she* 
was and envisioned myself in the center of Safari 
West. I could feel the ground beneath me. As I 
moved the mallet around the crystal bowl and the 
angelic sound began to emanate in circles around 
me, I used these sound waves and my voice to 
encircle the animals and the park in safety and 
protection. I created a force field of love that the fire 
could not penetrate. I envisioned the fire being 
pushed out of the park and drawn deep into the 
earth, where water resides. This would be my 
continued prayer for the next five days until she was 
safe. Until they were all safe. Until WE were safe. 
 
On the 4th day of the fires, this channeled poem 
came through me. It was my way of bridging what I 
was feeling and sensing on the physical and spirit 
planes. It was also important for me to “release” the 
anxiety and emotion that I had been feeling for the 
days/weeks prior to the fire. Writing, art, dancing, 
singing, and creative processes assist me with this. 
 

She began calling me two weeks ago. 
 

Through the ethereal planes 
 

Through our subconscious 
 

I listened. 
I heard her voice, received her spirit. 

She would appear through images, through words. 
All signs which I did not understand until now. 
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She began calling me, 

entering my consciousness 
because she needs me. 

She needs us. She needs you, me, We. 
We are all she has. 

 
She 

stands 
tall & strong. 

A mama Spirit. 
She sees. She hears. 

 
She has an ability to see far. 

She can see the flames, 
She sees it coming for miles. 

 
And yet, 

She stands, because that is all she can do. 
She is trapped 

Within the confines of zoos. 
 

She stands at the center of the fire. 
She is at the heart of the fire. She is the fire. 

Her heart is afire. Her presence is flames. 
Her love cannot be contained. 

 
She stands strong 

for her baby and the 1000 
other beings that are with her. 

 
If she is to panic, 

they will too. 
They are looking to 
her for guidance 

as they wait for their fate. 
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She knows 
The power of her presence, 

her spirit. 
 

On ethereal planes, she 
contacted you—yes, you. 

Can you receive this? 
Take this in? 

With your heart? 
 

She needs you, 
just as much as you need 

her. 
 

She was one of the 
Chosen ones on Noah’s Ark. 

Again. 
She is chosen, 

and you are too. 
 

(Journal entry 10/12/17, 4 days after the Tubbs fire began) 
 
After the fires, I made a one day “pilgrimage” to 
Safari West with my child and his friend. I had never 
visited this conservation park before in person. This 
was to be my first time. I heard giraffe call again. This 
time though, it was for closure. It was for affirmation. 
And it was for gratitude. She no longer needed my 
help. I also needed to physically see the animals and 
park for myself. After 9/11, I chose not to visit the 
World Trade Center, even though as flight attendants, 
we had special permission to go to Ground Zero. I 
remember a crew member saying that, after she had 
visited, she had holy ash on her shoes, the ash of our 
colleagues. It was important for me to bridge my 
psychic and intuitive experience directly with the 
physical experience. 
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As my child and I rode on top of the open-air jeep, I 
took this beautiful Masai giraffe, her baby, and all of 
the other animals deep into my heart. Tears filled my 
eyes, knowing that all 1000 animals miraculously 
survived. As I looked all around, charred landscape 
could be seen everywhere. Our guide said that of 400 
acres, 150-250 were burned. Spot fires came very 
close to the animal enclosures, which the owner of 
Safari West, with a small hose was able to put out. He 
was not going to leave his animals. I was not going to 
leave giraffe. Within a mile of the park, it was an 
apocalyptic scene, with many homes burned. 
 
In animal medicine, a giraffe represents 
farsightedness. Because they are so tall, they have an 
ability to see great distances. On a metaphysical 
level, this can be seen as “foreseeing events that are 
to come.” They are also considered bridges to help us 
cross over into new realms and new perceptions. 
Three horns sit atop their head, and one of these is 
located directly just above the eyes. This is the “third 
eye” which is symbolic of intuition. (Page 277, Animal-
Speaks by Ted Andrews) 
 

**** 
As a child, I was born with this intuitive 
(psychic/premonition) ability. In fact, we all are. For 
some of us, it is stronger than others. However, unless it 
is affirmed, nurtured and reflected back to us, it is 
easy for it to be shut down and turned off. It has 
taken a lifetime for me to remember who I am, 
rediscover and relearn my true nature. Like a late 
blooming flower, my gifts blossomed in their divinely 
appointed time. As a child, I had an ability to sense 
and create change on an energetic level, however, I 
was unaware that I was doing this. I just did it. My 
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heart and love were so wide open and my 
connection to God/Creator/Spirit was so strong. With 
9/11, I was deeply connected to source, and was 
aware of my intuitive connection surrounding the 
tragedy. Now, at age 45, when I intuitively sense 
something, I have the presence, ability, and tools to 
consciously work on an empathic and energetic 
level, and support those who are physically in the 
center of the disaster. While the firefighters, first 
responders and others are doing their part, I am 
doing mine too. With the Tubbs Fire, it was the first 
time that I was actively able to go into a disaster and 
assist on an energetic level. While I sensed that the 
Mama Masai Giraffe needed me, ultimately, it was I 
who needed her. And, it is WE who need each other. 
We are all messengers for God. Our presence is 
powerful, prayer is powerful.  
 
Over the past twenty years, as I look back on the 
spiritual practices that sustain me, I am forever 
grateful to the many teachers, friends, and spiritual 
circles that I have been blessed to be a part of. Thank 
you! Thank you!  
 
I’m also grateful to have travelled and lived in several 
different cultures and countries. I carry with me an 
eclectic array of traditions from many of the world’s 
religions and sacred traditions. While in Malta, I was 
introduced to women’s spirituality and indigenous 
peoples’ honoring of equinox and solstice and 
participated in my first ceremony. To this day, I carry 
with me that early imprint and hold these ceremonies, 
publicly and privately, always acknowledging Mother 
Earth in some way. Daily prayer and meditation are 
an important practice for me. I work directly with 
earth energies and crystals, using crystal sound bowls 
and singing/toning. Additionally, creative expression 
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brings balance, whether it is through prayer, 
jewelry/beading, art, writing, singing or dancing. And 
lastly, nature and the animals are integral for me, as 
they speak of living in Oneness upon this earth. 
Animal medicine continually guides me. Mama 
Giraffe, thank you for your divine grace…She began 
to call out to me weeks before I knew her.  
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PART 7 

FULL EMBODIMENT, FINAL THOUGHTS  
by Krishna Guadalupe 

 
Love,  

A mystery that travels without  
boundaries or restrictions.  

An experience that reminds us  
of the vastness of our existence.  

A boundless vibration that brings us  
into alignment with Creator’s heartbeat.  

An interactive energy that transforms  
human conditions into wellness.  

An undefinable force, the miracle of life itself.  
May love guide our journeys into  
the Heart of Remembrance! KLG 

 
Generating the idea and beginning the process for 
this book was easy: a dream manifested through the 
subconscious mind and the dreamer took the initial 
footsteps and converted the dream into a reality. The 
path and passages encountered during the 
development and completion of these pages 
generated experiences that go beyond what has 
been disseminated here. The group dynamics (i.e., 
individual and collective processes) witnessed 
through the birth of these pages affirmed to this writer 
(KLG) that constant and conscious exploration of our 
narratives can be a pathway to living intentionally as 
the transmission of imprinted intergenerational and 
transgenerational family - societal healthy and 
unhealthy experiences (i.e., joy and trauma) are 
explored, embodied, and/or dismantled as needed. 
Intergenerational transmission refers to beliefs, 
behavioral patterns, and experiences passed on 
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among individuals in diverse generations of a family 
or a society (i.e., between elders - parents, 
grandparents, aunt, uncles and those in younger 
generations - children, grandchildren, nieces and 
nephews). Transgenerational transmission represents 
beliefs, behavioral patterns, and experiences passed 
on across multiple familial – societal generations (i.e., 
great-great-great-grandparents to great-great-
grandparents to great-grandparents to grandparents 
to parents to children; as well as diverse ancestral 
lineages interacting and impacting one another).  
 
The purpose of attentively exploring our narratives 
and addressing painful experiences did not have an 
intention of blaming or shaming those who came 
before us, as they have had their own inheritance 
(i.e., healthy or unhealthy genetic characteristics, 
environmental conditions, or immaterial possessions 
such as emotional energetic imprints, cognitive, 
social, and cultural patterns transmitted from one 
generation to another). The objective here was to 
demonstrate that a narrative explored with the 
intention of healing trauma or unhealthy emotional-
cognitive patterns can stimulate wellness. In this 
author’s experience, and as observed through the 
narratives in this manuscript, intentionally exploring 
and sharing our narratives can provide an 
opportunity to fully embody our inheritances before 
deciding, or as we determine, what to keep or what 
to let go. This allows for a conscious experience of 
what this author has referred to, within a different 
context, as the intersectionality between cultural 
influences (conscious or unconscious systems of 
beliefs, values, ways of thinking, believing, and 
behaving, being perpetuated through human 
encounters and reinforcements from one generation 
to another) and cultural choices (conscious 
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identification and exploration of inherited beliefs, 
values, ways of thinking, being, and behaving, 
followed by a determination to embrace these or 
active engagement in conscious transformation). 
 
Personal stories reflect interpretations of historical 
contexts and encounters promoted through 
individual and collective interactions, conscious or 
unconscious processes of events, as well as levels of 
consciousness - awareness. Personal stories are small-
scale histories of joyful, misfortunes, and/or painful 
events generated by collective interactions. History, 
as it has been observed when exploring macro level 
events occurring in a society as a whole, can be 
perpetuated or transformed depending on the 
attention given and decisions made. Histories also 
occur within a continuum. Thus, it is this author’s lens 
that when narratives are mindfully and intentionally 
explored a bridge can be built between healthy and 
unhealthy ancestral patterns, current manifestations 
of these patterns in our lives, and the potential to 
purposely and deliberately determine what is 
transmitted to generations to come. 
 
Authentically exploring our stories, whether verbally or 
written, is a form of bravery. Suppressed pain or 
trauma reflected in our individual and collective 
narratives can simply lead to prolonged suffering. 
How much air can we put in a balloon before it 
explodes? Thus, releasing that which no longer serves 
our lives can create the space for growth and 
expansion. Conscious narratives can serve as vehicles 
for the transmission of redemption, renewal, and 
wholeness.  

 
While ultimately, we are not necessarily the 
experiences, emotions, and beliefs that we 
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encounter; many of our experiences, emotions, and 
beliefs seem to profoundly impact our notions of self 
as well as decisions that we make in our daily lives. A 
major theme observed among the narratives 
presented in this manuscript was that when an 
individual was blinded by fear, doubt, anger, or 
ignorance, different decisions were made than when 
individuals consciously explored these occurrences. It 
is not uncommon knowledge that emotions are 
generated by beliefs implanted by internalized 
experiences. Yet, when a conscious exploration is 
made, one can witness that many of the 
experiences, emotional and behavioral patterns that 
we encounter did not begin with us, but rather long 
before. Thus, conscious exploration of our narratives 
can take the form of deliverance for those who came 
before us, for us, and those generations yet to come. 
It is like cutting an umbilical cord so our ancestors, us, 
and new generations can breathe without 
restrictions.      
 
We live in a society/world where mental illnesses (i.e., 
major depressions, posttraumatic stress disorder, 
bipolar disorder, anxiety disorder, stress related 
disorder, etc), addictions, poverty, homelessness, 
personal and systematic oppressive forces, diseases 
(i.e., cancer, diabetes, etc.) and violence, among 
other causes of trauma, are highly prevalent. It is 
common knowledge that environmental conditions 
and nutritional status contribute to the 
aforementioned challenges. It is also common 
knowledge that genetic factors impact psychiatric 
disorders and physical illnesses. Can all the 
aforementioned occurrences be also perpetuated by 
transmissions of imprinted intergenerational and 
transgenerational familial - societal experiences (i.e., 
trauma)?  
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As it is the case with environmental and genetic 
factors being passed from one generation to another, 
it should be of no surprise to the reader that intra-
transgenerational emotional — cognitive — 
psychological patterns (i.e., mass consciousness) are 
also transmitted from one generation to another. 
Intentionally digging into our narratives can support 
increased awareness of this phenomenon. The 
evidence emerging through research conducted by 
scholars such as Dr. Ruby Gibson (see her book "My 
Body, My Earth: The Practice of Somatic 
Archaeology) supports that a journey into wellness 
can be strongly enhanced through an exploration 
and healing of ancestral cellular memories. This writer 
perceives such processes as using our narratives for 
tapping into ancestral resilience in order to address 
hidden ancestral wounds reflected in our current life 
experiences. Dr. Gibson stresses that our bodies have 
an “archaeological site” that stores and organizes 
historical experiences as well as wisdom of our 
remarkable life stories. “Historical amnesia,” she 
observes, locks our stories in the body and as a result 
unhealthy emotional and behavioral patterns, 
disease, addictions, and repetitive occurrences are 
manifested. It is this author’s perspective that as a 
people, we can reduce or perhaps totally eliminate a 
possible perpetuation of this phenomenon into future 
generations through conscious exploration of our 
narrative, promoting recognition of options, and 
conscious choices. Attention and intention, gratitude 
and forgiveness, reflection and conscious action can 
be six principles guiding this process.   
 

**** 
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Individual processes generated through the writing of 
this manuscript surprisingly presented some of the 
writers with experiences that connected them with 
ancestral multigenerational patterns not previously in 
their awareness. While writing their narratives, some 
authors experienced dreams revealing information 
regarding diseased family members which was 
verified during conversations with other elders who 
are currently alive. Experiences like this one, supports 
that the lives of our ancestors and dynamics created 
through previous societal occurrences do not just 
promote genetic – DNA (deoxyribonucleic acid) 
transmission from one generation to another, but also 
inheritances of emotional – cognitive – psychological 
patterns. Thus, our narratives are not simply stories to 
share, but vehicles through which we can attempt to 
connect the missing pieces.  
 
Through research on trauma, we have learned that 
transmission of beliefs, behaviors, and/or social 
patterns do not always occur directly or consciously. 
Undealt with trauma experienced by parents is likely 
to impact children, especially when parents have 
been blinded by the trauma that they have 
encountered and little to no relief of such energy has 
occurred. It is not a secret that strongly internalized 
beliefs and behavioral patterns frequently require 
direct attention and time for desired transformation to 
be manifested. Thus, conscious exploration of our 
narratives, as this writer has experienced through his 
personal (i.e., exploration of inter-transgenerational 
familial - societal experiences of trauma) and 
professional encounters (i.e., over 25 years of 
experiences as a clinical practitioner working with 
children and families encountering traumas) assists us 
to deliberately dig into memories that reflect the 
intersectionality of decisions that have led to freedom 
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or imprisonment of our soul. Within another context, 
the process of “mending” or restoring the 
“fragmented” or split soul has been called “soul 
retrieval” (see the work by Sandra Ingerman), the 
process of fully acknowledging and experiencing our 
inter-transgenerational inheritances before 
determining what no longer serves us for maintaining 
and promoting our individual and collective 
wellness—wholeness.   
 
The fields of psychiatry, psychology, and counseling, 
among others, have powerfully focused on the 
impact of healthy and unhealthy childhood 
experiences (i.e., the experience of love, effective 
communication, connectedness, addiction, poverty, 
violence, to mentioned a few) in our adult lives. Great 
and valuable discoveries have been made, 
influencing approaches enhancing our journeys and 
wellness. Yet, room for additional knowledge and 
practice modalities is available. Modalities that honor 
and consider cross-sectional intra-transgenerational 
historical transmissions of dominant imprinted 
experiences continually affecting our psychic, 
genetic, and molecular biology.  
 
Consciously exploring one’s narrative, while allowing 
others who are willing to respectfully bear witness, 
can be good medicine for the body, mind, soul, and 
spirit. We do not have to experience the pain alone, 
the same way that we don’t necessarily disconnect 
or run away from others when the heart is being 
caressed by joy. Our narratives can allow for the 
recognition of all that has been, respect of all that is, 
and embodiment of all that could be. As others bear 
witness by holding space for our processes, body-
stress responses can be lessened and eventually 
turned off. Wellness can be encouraged and 
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strengthened through nonattached honoring and 
acceptance of imperfections within the space of 
intimate connections.  
 
Our stories matter; thus, they need to be consciously 
claimed. Our stories are more powerful than the 
credit oftentimes given to them. Through the seed of 
expanded awareness and implementation of 
practice modalities (i.e., breathe work, meditation, 
journal writing), intra-transgenerational transmissions, 
as well as their effects within our current life 
experiences (i.e., fears, disassociations, unhealthy 
patterns, survival stress, ripple impacts) can be 
addressed, regulated, and/or transformed. We are 
resourceful and powerful beyond measure! Thus, let’s 
excavate the mountain filled with symptoms of 
unfinished business (i.e., inter-transgenerational 
familial - societal transmissions no longer servicing our 
wellness) with the intention of fully embodying our 
true nature, LOVE! ♥  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


