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Welcome Traveler,
Life has a way of keeping us on the edge of our seat, doesn't it? Sometimes every day can 
feel like a series of surprises, most of which come at the most inconvenient time. It's like 
life is asking us if we are willing to change and set aside our agendas, willing to accept 
what is happening and learn to play with, or at least participate in, the present moment.

I know for me it's easier sometimes to avoid or be angry about what life puts in front of 
me.  I don't feel strong enough to face certain situations or seasons. I start to wander 
down the road of wishing I had another more pleasant, perfect, or successful life like 
that person. This mindset of comparison keeps me distracted, unable to love my own 
life and befriend the here and the now. 

When we can't receive reality with open arms, regrets pile up, often without us even 
knowing it. Sadly, when we near the end of our life we see all the paths we didn't travel, 
the people we passed by, the fears and worries that gripped us, the gifts we buried, and the 
love and happiness we never pursued. 

But what if it was possible to start emptying our bag of a few regrets already?

Consider this issue a doorway into the world of savoring, where we explore what it 
might look like and feel like to go all in with our life instead of waiting for everything to 
be just so. 

Learn how to keep your eyes wide open with wonder, your heart guided by intuition, 
your soul pulsing with creative rhythm, and your days marked by a slow, delightful 
intention. Tucked within every story and prompt, recipe and conversation, is this 
reminder: you don't have to wait until the last chapter of your story to finally realize 
what's most important in your life. You can start to savor it all now. 

Breathe in life's alluring beauty with us and discover the wealth of connection, 
inspiration, and enchantment waiting for you today. 

Charissa
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"Gratitude is the understanding that many millions of things must come 
together and live together and mesh together and breathe together in 

order for us to take even one more breath of air..." 

David Whyte - Consolations
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S A V O R

Breathing in life's alluring 
beauty
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There’s a small overlook in Cherokee National 
Forest that I hold close to my heart. It’s a pretty, 
west-facing spot that overlooks the Ocoee River 
and surrounding Blue Ridge Mountains. The first 
time I visited, I was nineteen. At 31, it still feels a 
little like magic to me. I’ve spent countless mo-
ments here: watching vibrant colors fade into 
twilight, running my fingers across purple asters, 
counting satellites as they move across a starry 
sky, and delighting in hundreds of fireflies light-
ing up the trees. It’s a place that has held both my 
joy and heartbreak. It feels like home.

I used to spend a lot of time noticing the small 
things. I never missed a sunset, whether driving in 
my car or sitting on a mountaintop. I always made 
sure to pause and soak in the ordinary beauty 
around me. Seeing a meteor streak across the sky 
was a regular occurrence for me—not because I 
was lucky, but because I was always paying atten-
tion (though maybe those aren’t such different 
things). As I’ve gotten older, that has come less 
naturally. Not just because of how fast the days 
go, but also because I’m more acutely aware of 
the world’s suffering. I was so naive back then; it 
was easier to see the beauty.

—

Social media has been both a blessing and a curse 
in my life. I’m sure you can relate. It has connected 
me to some of my favorite people, given me a cre-
ative outlet, and opened my eyes to realities and 
perspectives that are far different from my own. 

It has also given me instant access to the suffer-
ing of the whole world, along with the pressure 
to react and somehow solve it immediately. Be-
cause it’s a constant stream with no room for real 
processing or rest, it’s easy to feel like every single 
wound is mine to heal.

For a long time, I carried a near-constant guilt for 
feeling joy or wonder. It felt wrong to indulge in 
happiness, as if it were a betrayal of the rest of 
humanity. The list of things to grieve and protest 
and rage against is long; there’s no room to sa-
vor sunsets or mountain drives or purple flowers. 
After all, people are dying. Forests are burning. 
Rivers are drying up. And yet, without joy, what’s 
the point? Do we set it aside until there is no more 
suffering? Is beauty for us, or only for some distant 
utopian future?

—

“What we practice at the small scale sets the pat-
terns for the whole system. … ‘Transform yourself 
to transform the world.’”
– adrienne maree brown, Emergent Strategy

Sometimes, engaging in joy can feel like an ex-
cuse. After all, it’s not uncommon to see others 
using “love and light” as a way to bypass pain and 
responsibility. But healing isn’t linear, and joy and 
suffering don’t exist in a binary. They can—argua-
bly must—be experienced simultaneously.

It’s necessary, I think, to imagine the world we 

by Brittany Stoess
Relearning How to 

Wonder
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hope to co-create. Many of us get caught up in tearing down oppressive sys-
tems and eliminating needless suffering (both of which are critical), yet we for-
get to envision what we want to build in their place. When I think about the 
world I want to live in, is it one full of justice and equality, but devoid of joy and 
beauty? Of course not. Rather, those are central elements that we can cultivate 
now. They are the elements that give us the hope and strength to keep moving 
forward.

—

“Even a wounded world is feeding us. Even a wounded world holds us, giving 
us moments of wonder and joy. I choose joy over despair. Not because I have 
my head in the sand, but because joy is what the earth gives me daily and I 
must return the gift.”
– Robin Wall Kimmerer, Braiding Sweetgrass

Things have changed a lot over the years. My little overlook is still there, but 
the rock I like to sit on is covered in graffiti. The road that weaves alongside the 
river is being expanded to encourage more traffic, and surrounding land is be-
ing cleared for development. Everything inside me aches when I drive through 
because, well, loving anything hurts. It applies to landscapes, too.

I notice the pain, and yet, when I turn left to wind up the mountain, my body 
relaxes. I arrive at the overlook and can breathe. I look past the scribbles on the 
rock and sit down, letting it hold me as it always has for over a decade. Here, the 
sun still paints the sky with pink and orange, the asters still bloom, the constel-
lations still glow, and the fireflies still dance in the bushes.

Beauty is still here. Joy, too. Even amidst the suffering and destruction, they are 
there, waiting for us to see. They aren’t something we have to earn by ridding 
the world of pain; they are gifts to us now. Our only choice is whether we will ig-
nore them or savor them. They aren’t just distant possibilities; they are available 
to us in this very moment. We only have to learn to notice again.
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"Adopt the pace of nature. Her secret is patience."

Ralph Waldo Emerson
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by Jane Woods 
Portals of Presence

You think you’re so conscious until you start trying to 
notice every doorway you walk through. Maybe this is 
especially true for me, in my hundred-year-old home, 
with so many doorways my children can run in a com-
plete circle. But is it not our human predicament? The for-
getting. I continue to ask why it is like this – why do we for-
get who we are upon our earth arrival? I’ve heard some 
very interesting answers, the most interesting being 
that this is an alien experiment to test whether we can 
attain collective remembrance.

Don’t scoff yet. “Alien” has become such a derogatory 
term in our culture. Those in the field prefer “ET” and 
others stick to “light being.” If you go with “light being,” 
then you have to wonder how far it is from “angel.” It’s 
the psychics who are perpetuating this preposterous 
idea that humanity could be an alien experiment. Those 
psychics, with all their inner knowing and spiritual 
practice and Oneness talk. “Psychic” has gotten a bit of 
a bad rap too, wouldn’t you say?

Did Jesus not predict his own death, among other 
things? I read the most fascinating book called Jesus 
and the Essenes which stages quite an argument that 
Jesus studied at the Essene Mystery School at Qumran 
with John the Baptist. Do you know what a mystery 
school is? It’s where they learn to be psychics, perform 
energy healing, and bend utensils with one’s mind, 
along with other mysterious phenomenon.

We don’t want to believe Jesus was actually human. If 
we did that, we would also have to recognize our own 

inherent potential and get on with achieving it.

I’m proposing that it all begins with the doorways. 

The exercise is to become aware of each doorway you 
walk through and then pause to count to three. Every 
doorway transports you back to the present moment. 
Now, maybe you’re already realizing your Jesus-nature 
with great success, but I’m going to go out on a limb 
and say you’ll be surprised how sleepy you truly are. 

The doorway exercise comes from Russell Schreiber in 
his book The Transformational Psychology of Gurdjieff: 
The Art of Compassionate Self-Study. It is a beginning 
exercise of the Fourth Way to start cultivating expand-
ed awareness. There is the way of the fakir, the way of 
the yogi, the way of the monk, and then there is the 
Fourth Way. This Fourth Way is G.I. Gurdjieff’s multidi-
mensional philosophy, metaphysics and praxis devel-
oped for people living uncloistered lives. Instead of 
sitting for hours in meditation, we notice the doorways 
through which we pass our busy and demanding lives.

And, if you’re anything like me, your attempts to no-
tice the doorways will result in a new realization that 
you are mostly passing this one, precious life in a state 
of sleep. Upon which, you might be tempted to hate 
yourself and wonder what effect all those years of med-
itation really had? 

Notice Schreiber’s subtitle, The Art of Compassionate 
Self-Study. It isn’t simply that we pause and notice the 

Exercises for Waking Up
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doorway. Perhaps even more importantly, we must 
also exercise tenderness toward ourselves when we 
miss it. This exercise is a portal to the expansion of both 
our consciousness and our self-compassion. 

From the doorways, the exercises become progressive-
ly more embodied, because our body is always in the 
present moment. Once you’ve practiced the doorways 
for a week or two, start to notice your feet. When you are 
driving, washing dishes, scrolling Instagram, changing 
diapers, reading this article, divide your attention so 
one part of you is aware that you have feet. 

Go ahead and notice your feet right now. Direct your 
attention to only your right foot. Close your eyes and 
hang out here until you begin to sense the energy in 
your foot. For me, it’s a tingling sensation that comes 
online after five or ten seconds. 

Notice how your feet are alive; they contain an ener-
getic profile which sustains them even beyond your 
conscious efforts. This is my proof of God. The beating 
of my heart. The rise and fall of my breath. The filling of 
my bladder and the filtration of my kidneys. The subtle vi-
bration of my feet.

Consider the threshold that is your body. For at least 
three seconds, can you stand here and notice it? You 
are not this body, but the One who notices it. And yet, 
your body is the most transcendent portal of Presence. 
It is the doorway of your awakening, should you en-
deavor to creak it open.

About 
Jane

Jane Savage Woods is 
a writer and spiritual 

companion living with her 
husband, two boys, and two 
fat cats in the North Carolina 
foothills. She loves the blues, 
her front porch, and chai tea 
lattes, especially at the same 

time.

Instagram: @waking.house
Website: wakinghouse.com
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Top 10 Ways to 
Capture Real Life 
on Camera

by Jenna Winship

To truly savor a moment, we have to be fully present. But, on the occasion that we want to not only savor a moment, but 
also save it… we turn to the camera. Whether you’re an iPhone photographer or a hobbyist photographer, here are some 
fun tips to help you capture the perfect photo in the moment!

XO, Jenna

1. Capture them in their own element. 
Kids (or your dog, or your spouse, or that bird you see on your 
nature walk… you get the idea) don’t often love to be posed, 
so don’t force it! Catch them when they are immersed in an 
activity they love - don’t force them to look at the camera or 
strike a pose!

2. Capture what matters. 
You don’t need their whole body in-focus. Whether you’re 
using a phone or DSLR, you can focus on what’s important! 
Their eyes are often essential, but sometimes it’s what they 
are holding, or another special feature of theirs that you want 
to focus on.

BEINGHUMANMAG.COM
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3. Capture emotion.  
With my daughter’s permission, I photographed her in a 
moment of sadness, because our lives are a composite 
of emotions, each mattering as much as happiness.

4. Natural light is your friend.  
Photograph outside or near a window. You want their 
face facing toward the light. Overhead sunlight isn’t 
good - try for morning or evening angled light.

5. Capture little details.  
Rayne’s eyes aren’t showing in this photo, but her eyelashes 
and dimple (and the little ladybug she is looking at so ador-
ingly!) are front & center. 

6. Capture their energy. 
Let the essence of someone shine through by letting
them act natural and move unhindered.

17



7. Capture the moment. 
Let a photo be about remembering a moment - in all of its 
sticky gooey mess.

8. Capture the profile. 
We often have photos of faces, but profiles tell us a whole 
different story.

9. Capture the whole scene. 
Sometimes we need to take a few steps back and allow the 
surroundings to add contrast, texture, and depth.

10. Edit 
I love the @vsco app for editing (shoutout to A6!) but 
you can make a big difference even with a quick edit in 
your iPhone camera app. Simply do a small exposure 
bump, a tiny shadows increase, bump the contrast up, 
then add a little bit of warmth for glow.

BEINGHUMANMAG.COM
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My Son's 
Obsession 

by Charissa Steyn 
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I keep my mouth shut when I walk past my son at the dining room table, taking note of the two stiff, dead, yet still 
perfectly shaped grasshoppers beside him. I don’t say a word about his crunchy specimens because I am learning 
to let him be during drawing time. The Prismacolor pencils are scattered across the table, his head bowed in deep 
concentration. Sometimes he’ll be perched here at the table for an hour, and other times it takes him a series of 
days to complete a drawing. 

When he was about 3 years old, David discovered paper and pencil. Very quickly, it became his primary way to process 
his fascination with the living world. I remember the day it all started. I was trying to cook dinner and I showed him 
how he could sketch out the banana on the counter or the tree out in the backyard. It was merely meant to be a 
way to hold his attention and stave off boredom while I prepared dinner. It didn’t take but two seconds for him to 
catch on to this novel activity. 

Little did I know that tiny moment of instruction on white printer paper would turn into a furious obsession. 
Since then, pencil and paper are always beside him. It is how he expresses himself and his unique creative genius. 
It’s the way he honors, remembers, and delights in all the interesting creatures he observes on a daily basis. 
His art continues to evolve as he grows older. Now that he is nine years old, the details of his drawings are exquisite, 
the colors are blended with care and precision, the shading is incredibly realistic, enough to make everyone stop 
and stare. The time, the attention, the care, and the energy he pours into his art is unmistakable, you can feel it 
emanating off the page.  

I watch how the sheer sight of him drawing at the dining room table fills our entire home with a swirling spirit of 
creativity and imagination. His ability to give himself to the moment without even glancing up for lunch inspires 
the rest of us in the family to also delve within our souls for that spark of wonder and passion. It’s like we all want to 
join him in our own way, participating fully with the ideas bubbling up from the secret wells within. 

Many mornings when I step into the house from my morning workout, I hear the electric sharpener buzzing and 
see a small boy in blue glasses hunched over a work in progress. Surrounded by animal or insect books, images 
propped up of what he’s attempting to illustrate on paper next, it’s a sight to behold, to witness this devoted artist 
at work. I will cherish it for all my days.  I peer over his shoulder, as I tend to do, with anticipation for what I’ll find 
on the page. 

A horse with her mane blowing in the wind? A praying mantis thinking about his next meal? Or possibly a hummingbird 
drinking nectar from a hibiscus flower?

It is apparent this child of mine holds the world close to his heart. Showing amazement towards the creatures that 
cross his path is like breathing for him. It never ceases, it comes naturally, without effort. 

The world has become his sanctuary. Have you ever been around someone like that? It seems like they are rare. For 
David, there’s no other way for him to walk through life. The way he carries himself on the earth is the birthplace for 
his art. In our backyard his nose is always inches from the ground because he wants to study every creature, flower, 
or blade of grass with an intensity most of us adults have lost and might never recover. Then, he promptly grabs a 
pencil and paper to assimilate this daily experience of awe. 

More than becoming a profitable artist one day, I hope my son stays in love with the world and never stops holding 
tiny bugs and slimy slugs, stuffing interesting rocks into his pocket, or collecting crabs and shells at the beach. I 
want him to remain an enchanted observer of all that breathes and lives among us. 
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I want to nurture his insane ability to appreciate our beauty-saturated earth and in response to keep infusing it with 
his distinctive creativity. 

So, I keep fresh pencils and white paper on the table ready to capture the stirrings of his imagination. 
I prop the doors of our house wide open no matter the season so nature can awaken our senses. 
I let him read the heaviest bug encyclopedias even though chapter books might be the requirement in third grade. 
And perhaps most importantly, I watch him, and I learn anew how to let the ground beneath my feet be the starting 
place for all my best work to come forth.  
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"I don't know exactly what a 
prayer is.
I do know how to pay 
attention, how to fall down
into the grass, how to kneel 
down in the grass,
how to be idle and blessed, 
how to stroll through the 
fields,
which is what I have been 
doing all day."

Mary Oliver, The Summer 
Day
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Stones
by Lindsay Rowe

I stood at the edge of the river with two stones in my hand. 
I wondered what led them on their journey to end up on this land.
Out of hundreds of others, these two caught my eye.
They must have spoken to my heart as I was walking by.

The smooth one had clearly been tumbled while traveling along it's way. 
Great waves of life told the rough edges they simply couldn't stay. 
Do stones feel pain as they transform into something new?
Do they cry out in heartache as they lose parts of themselves, too?

I imagined spinning in circles felt scary and confusing,
bumping up against all the others as the water kept them moving. 
Then the water whispered, "Trust me dear one, I will help you get thru this.
In the end you will lay on the shore with a smile of great bliss."

Receiving this compassion started to change the stone's heart.
There were others who needed this love and support.
So it started listening to the songs of all the others.
Quickly realizing they weren't enemies trying to hurt, 
but actually sisters and brothers.

They held each other close as they sang beautifully together.
Knowing they couldn't rush the changes happening on this adventure.
Finally, a big wave pushed this stone up on the shore,
it could sense the changes weren't done, but there was just one thing more.

Turning toward the light now, it was grateful the water kept it going. 
For faith is trusting you'll get there without really knowing.

Next to it laid a rough stone it was hugging,
afraid of the water and change, it needed some nudging. 
The smooth stone smiled before it began to speak,
"The water will dissolve those rough edges that are weak.
You will never be alone as you are tumbling thru and under.
Remember to keep a thankful heart full of love and wonder."

Just then those stones were lifted in my palm above the earth,
Sending me their energy of love and rebirth.
Feeling the peace of creation as it danced all around me,
I let go of resisting change and decided to just BE!

BEINGHUMANMAG.COM
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Smoked Salmon 
at Home
Adapted from How to Smoke Salmon by Hank Shaw1

Nothing beats a salmon fillet that has been freshly pulled from Alaskan waters.  But a fresh salmon only lasts so 
long.  Our family has discovered the best way to savor our summer catches is by smoking them.  

The process is simple and does not require any special equipment.  You don’t even need a smoker.  All you need is a 
charcoal grill with a thermometer attached and you are set.

First you need to brine the salmon fillets.  One quart of cold water mixed with a cup of brown sugar and 1/3 cup of 
salt works well.  You can modify it based on your personal tastes.  You want to use a pure salt; pink Himalayan is 
our go to, but kosher salt also works.  You can add other spices to the mixture as well.  Garlic, pepper, bay, celery 
and chile peppers are all popular options.  Mix the ingredients together (no need to heat them) in a large plastic 
container.

Make sure the fish is completely covered in the brine and refrigerate it for between 4 and 24 hours depending on the 
thickness of the salmon and the amount of salty flavor you want to come through.  I usually refrigerate overnight for 
an average size sockeye fillet.

Once the salmon is brined, remove it from the liquid and pat it dry.  Place it on a wire rack, skin side down and 
allow it to dry in a cool breezy area.  Preferably below 60 degrees with a steady breeze.  Allow it to dry out com-
pletely for a few hours until it develops a shiny film (this is what the smoke will stick to).  You can refrigerate it 
again if needed until you are ready to smoke it.

To smoke the salmon, you want the heat to be around 150 to 170 degrees Fahrenheit.  You don’t want to go 
above 200 degrees or white liquid will bleed out of the salmon and it will be too dry.  Alder is the most common 
type of wood used but apple and cherry are also good option.  Allow the salmon to smoke for one hour and then 
baste with birch syrup.  You can use maple syrup or honey as well.  Continue smoking, basting every hour until the 
fillets have an internal temperature of 130 to 140 degrees - about three or four hours.

1 https://honest-food.net/how-to-smoke-salmon-recipe/

by Ben Winship
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If you do not own a smoker, don't worry!  You can still smoke the salmon.  Here’s how:

Step 1: Stack coals in a line around the edge of your grill, about two thick and three 
high.  

Step 2: Soak your wood chips in water then pile them generously on top of the coals. 
 
Step 3: Use tin foil to create a tub that you can place in the middle of your grill on the 
bottom.  Fill the tub with water.  

Step 4: Light four or five coals and place them against the beginning of your line of 
stacked coals.  This will start the rest of the coals progressively burning around the 
edge.  

Step 5: Place the salmon in the center of the grill, away from the direct heat.  If the 
temperature gets too hot, add ice to the water.  
Your temperature should stay around the 170-degree range. If needed, after a few 
hours of smoking, you can finish the fillets in the oven at 200 degrees.

The smoked salmon will last a few weeks and you can eat it dozens of ways.  I love the 
classic - on a bagel with cream cheese, red onions, capers, and a sprig of dill.  It also 
looks great as the centerpiece of a charcuterie board.

Cover Photo by Amy Wagner

Smoking Salmon on the Grill

About Ben
Ben lives in Alaska where he works in law 
enforcement, but he spends his free time 
focusing on his true passions: baking, writing, 
and adventuring with his family.
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by Lyndsey Medford 
Creative Journaling for 

the Adventure
A Mindful Travel Practice

I'm writing from a little apartment near the heart of 
Rome after a lunch of prosciutto and Buffalo mozza-
rella pizza. Smooth tile work cools my tired feet and 
medieval walls over a foot thick feel like a haven after 
a morning in the summer sun.

Whether we travel 30 minutes to a campsite or 
cross the ocean to explore the world, we travel to 
savor moments like these. I wish it weren't true, but 
it sometimes feels like wonder, pleasure, adventure 
and delight become lost arts in my day-to-day life. 
I travel to remind my body how to be enveloped in 
pleasure, my mind to hold the future lightly, my heart 
to lean into joy and hope.

I travel as pilgrimage. I ask myself what I am looking 
for and ask God what I'm meant to keep an eye out 
to learn to see. I try to stay open to noticing that the 
most frustrating, perilous, or unexpected part of the 
journey may turn out to be the very reason I've come 
all this way - because if I expect to come home changed, 
these are where transformation can occur.

As a writer and a pilgrim, I'm slowly becoming more 
and more committed to continuing my daily writing 
practice in some fashion while I'm traveling.

I haven't always thought about writing in the middle 
of exploring, journeying...and of course, eating. But 
writing sneaks up on me at times wherever I go - and 

I've noticed that taking time to gather, name, and 
share my days (even with myself ) reminds me of St. 
Ignaitus's prayer practice of Examen.

The Examen is traditionally done every night, taking 
a few minutes to review the day in prayer. We give 
thanks for the day; review what happened that day; 
notice where we felt far from God, and where we felt 
near to God; and look forward to the next day. Its 
power doesn't necessarily lie in labeling parts of the day 
(or of ourselves) as "good" or "bad," but in teaching us 
habits of noticing God's presence in our mundane lives 
at every moment.

I first started intentionally writing my way through 
my travels on a big backpacking trip through Eu-
rope in college. I knew I wanted to remember every 
single thing that happened every single day of that 
trip. So at the end of the day, I wrote down absolutely 
everything I could remember.

I loved spending a little time winding down from the 
excitement of the day with gratitude and savoring 
every moment. I've since journaled my way through 
other trips like this, and even through my wedding 
day.

It's only several trips later - and reading back over 
my Europe journal from ten years ago - that I realize 
the real beauty of this practice. It's in relishing the 
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About Lyndsey 
Lyndsey Medford is a writer and activist in Charleston, SC. Right now 
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her rescue pup. Lyndsey writes a weekly newsletter about Jesus, but 
with swears.

Instagram: @lyndseymedford 
Website: lyndseymedford.com.

tiny moments, jokes, surprise detours, the delight 
of your companions, unexpected tears, details, rain 
showers, weird snacks - all the little things you might 
not think to take a photo of, or that a picture might 
not fully capture.

Like the Examen, a travel journal helps us remember 
that life doesn't just consist of landmarks and high 
points, but really takes place in the unnoticed in-be-
tween. It lets everything belong on our journey, 
whether it's Instagram-worthy or not.

If writing down every single thing sounds more tire-
some than joyful, there are other ways to play with 
revisiting your travel day. Following the Examen for-
mat to spend a few minutes each day in prayer and 
journaling could be a simple way to savor a day and 
listen to your life.

Another way to take a creative, reflective moment 
while traveling is to write some quick poems. I don't 
mean compose masterpieces. Recently at a writing 
workshop I was challenged almost every day to write 
a poem such as a sonnet, haiku, or haibun in ten min-
utes or less. Setting a timer helped me drop all the 
pressure to write something "good" and instead just 

try to capture a feeling or a moment. Try picking one 
moment from each day to write into a different po-
etry form. It's just a journal!

Last, try documenting a trip with art and/or nature 
journaling. Bring a guide to flowers or birds and 
keep a list of the ones you find. Draw some land-
scapes and some tiny mushrooms or berries. Press 
some leaves and flowers. Write the story of how time 
was suspended, every sense engaged, when you en-
countered a turtle or a deer.

Now that I've finished writing this article on buses 
and afternoon breaks, I'm headed to wind down for 
bed with my travel journal (a slim, stapled journal 
with a kraft cover is my favorite). I'll tape some tick-
ets into the pages for today, but the most important 
things I record won't be the headline events. They'll be 
my husband's excitement about the map room at 
the Vatican Museum, the kisses we stole in a botan-
ical garden, and the taste of ricotta, chocolate, and 
pear gelato.

They'll be the little things that make this journey my 
journey - and make life, life.
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Intuitive Painting 
“Follow your intuition” was a directive from the beginning of my life that was given to me with the 
same weight of importance as “Look both ways when you cross the street” and “Say Thank You”. It was 
important for my safety, well-being, and being part of community. It’s just what you did. And like all 
repetitive phrases, it became part of my behavioral vernacular, rote, taken for granted. 

At some point in my life, as I was emerging from my juvenile solipsism, I realized that following one’s 
intuition was not necessarily ingrained in everyone around me. There were books, workshops, retreats, 
support groups to assist a person to hear their inner voice and heed their guidance. Because I grew up 
with it right alongside peas and corn, I didn't understand that it was a “thing”. 

At some point, I started to second guess that I was even following my intuition at all, because it was 
always so easy for me, and, according to all the brochures, this was hard to do and could take half 
a lifetime to master. And like what sometimes happens to aspects of self along the trajectory of life 
experience, I would at times forget and ignore who I am. 

My life went along like this - easy, guided, trusting, adventurous, joyful. And then I became a mother 
and my intuition suddenly felt locked away in a double-door safe, for which I had neither key nor combina-
tion. But I digress. 

One day (week, month, year!), I was feeling the very strong pull to REMEMBER my essence. I could feel 
an energetic buzz and swirling within and around me. I kept saying that I could feel that I was stand-
ing on the edge of a precipice of transformation. It felt literal. I kept following the trail of thought and 

Featured Artist Shawna Morris

"Standing Bow" (Left) // 48x60x1.5 Acrylic on Canvas

Description: I am not a yogini. I have not trained and sculpted my body to be able to achieve 
flexible and powerful postures.However, I have a deep appreciation and respect for the practice 
of yoga and those that devote themselves to it. Why am I painting yoga poses? Because I can 
and am called to do so, actually. But, even more, I am in love with symbolism and making mean-
ing out of something that just is. While this painting depicts a physical posture, the energy that is 
created and that I felt while painting it, is so much more. As I said, I don't practice physical yoga, 
but I daresay I spend a lot of time practicing and honing my spiritual and emotional flexibility. I 
feel the energy that this physical body in this strong pose is emitting, and it deeply inspires me.
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"Drayton Harbor" // 40x30x1.5 Acrylic on Canvas

Description: Every once in a while, a feeling that wants to be expressed on canvas will take hold of me 
and persist until I honor its presence. This is one of those paintings.

There's a brief stretch of road along Drayton Harbor in Blaine, WA that is dangerously beautiful. It is 
hard to keep the eyes on the road. When the waters ebb, this captivating inlet reveals hundreds of 
stone "pedestals" on which solitary and still herons are poised for their next meal. At day's end, the 
impossibly beautiful sunset bouncing off the water, catches my breath in my throat.

This is what inspired this painting. I held those images and feelings in my mind and heart as I allowed 
the intuitive process to guide my every move and color choice.
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senses. I was led to a YouTube video of an artist named Flora Bowley, who was demonstrating her 
process with intuitive painting. 

My being exploded like a Pollock painting splattering into the multiverse. Sounds dramatic, I know, 
but I was ripped wide open and immediately returned to my true Self, to my home within. I was all at once 
deeply grounded in a knowing that I had stepped over the threshold to transformation and simulta-
neously grasping to hold onto at least one of the thousands of ideas and images that began swirling 
around me. I was INSPIRED. The way Flora demonstrated and described intuitive painting was the 
deepest call to action I had ever known. 

Right away, I set myself up to explore intuitive painting. I was stunned that intuition could be used 
in this way. For me, it was literally just part of being alive - used for the mundane mostly. Not even 
“used”, just part of the entire experience. Within one session of painting like this, I discovered that not 
only was this an incredibly exciting and satisfying way to create art, but it actually was honing and 
strengthening my capacity to hear my inner guidance. 

I committed to an intuitive process that entailed not making a move or decision with my mind or 
judgment but waiting until I felt compelled to act. I would literally speak aloud to the canvas in front me 
at each session, “I am in service to that which desires to be seen.” I paid close attention to these compul-
sions and started mapping out the physical sensations that were associated. My intuition was literally 
landing in or maybe generating from my body, and I was learning how to recognize it in a concrete 
way. With daily practice, I quickly recognized the visceral cues that would cause me to act. In the 
painting process, this looked like action related to color choice, mark-making, tool choice - all of it. 

I committed completely to this process and produced about 40 large pieces in 4 months. The compul-
sion to paint was so strong at times, that I would get up in the middle of the night and paint for hours. 
I was being guided through massive waves of emotions and images like never before in my life.
 
What happened nearly immediately was an absolute and undeniable clarity of mind for me off the 
canvas. I started experiencing the physical sensations that I recognized as the seat of my intuition, 
because I had practiced that so intently. It allowed me to move through my life with so much more 
courage and resolve, knowing that I was following my intuition. The more that I painted in an intuitive 
way, committing to being present and attuned to the miniscule nuances of guidance, the more that 
I was able to be that way in my daily life. I was literally strengthening my intuition and my concurrent 
faith in it. 

The blank white canvas looms before me. 

I approach it in a state of serenity, humility, and openness. I take a breath and as I exhale, I state my prayer 
and intention for remaining open to my creative Source. 

I gravitate toward a color and feel an impulse to arc my arm across the canvas, weaving and circling with 
the sponge or dipped fingers. I am now in a dance. Responding and interacting to what I see before me, 
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and at the same time to what I feel within. 

The head and the heart learning to co-exist; taking turns leading and following. Each trusting and acqui-
escing to the other's impulses and suggestions in a seamless and balanced choreography. 

The impulses subside, and I can feel that it is time to wait. I move away from the canvas and toward my life 
as a mother, attempting to bring that grace and flow with me as I go. I move in and out of the canvas' field 
for days and weeks, continuing and building upon this beautiful dance. 

Eventually, an image reveals itself to me. This happens while I'm painting, but also while I'm doing other 
things, such as driving, cooking, or sleeping. This is the pivotal moment that defines "trusting the process" 
and letting go. I follow the lines and draw out the image that wants to show itself. I do this even if I don't 
particularly "want" to paint that content. I am committed to this process and to letting go of my judgments 
and attachments. 

As I continue to interact with what is emerging, I use my sense of design, color, and composition to co-cre-
ate with my inner voice. 

At some point, and often quite abruptly, we are done. The painting has been brought to fruition, and I 
know this because it has a distinct feeling that I experience in my solar plexus. I have no other way to de-
scribe this. I just know that the painting is done; I am complete.
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"Blue Bird" (Left) // 20x24x1.5 Acrylic on Canvas

Description: Dare to be different. Dare to shine your light. Dare to sit in the confidence of who you are. 
Dare to love and accept others for who they are. Dare to do the same for yourself. Dare to be you!

"Uncaged" (Above) // 18x24x1.5 Acrylic on Canvas

Description: At first, becoming unfettered and free, can shackle us to the ground with fear and worry. 
But once we take flight, there is no turning back.
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"Moving Mountains" (Above) // 18x24x1.5 Acrylic on Canvas

Description: Nothing is impossible. Sometimes I feel stuck between what my heart desires and my 
head resists. One of the beautiful side effects of this intuitive painting process, is I get to fully experi-
ence letting go of resistance and lean into desire. It's safe, because it's only paint on a canvas. I allow 
desire to lead me, and I swiftly work through when resistance rises. What appears before me is the 
evidence of that energetic shift. Allowing and forcing are two very different energies. And, often, that 
energetic shift follows me out of the studio.

This piece just so happened to coincide with a major transitional decision in my life. As I painted, I al-
lowed the images of my real life and the looming mountains of decision and confusion to rise and fall. 
I painted through the experience. Clarity came fairly effortlessly. Change happened. It quite literally 
felt like I was moving mountains.

"Dance" (Right) // 12x15x1.5 Acrylic on Canvas

Description: I love the playful sparring and flirtation that showed up between these two figures on 
my canvas. This piece reminds me that there is beauty in the simplicity of human interactions. Raw, 
innocent, and pure, just for the sake of enjoyment and connection. Why not?
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About Shawna
Shawna Morris is an entrepreneur, artist, singer/songwriter, domestic 
goddess, wife, mama to 1 teen boy and 4 hens. Her passion lies in 
delving into spiritual matters and connecting with people about 
whatever matters most to them. She is a devout follower of intuition 
and whimsy. She wears her heart on her sleeve and says out loud most 
of what comes to mind. With a foot halfway out the door, ready for 
adventure, she is rooted in the Pacific Northwest running the Living 
Pantry Refillery. 

Instagram: @living.pantry.marketplace
Website: www.shawnamorris.com
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10 Simple Practices to 
Let Your Inner Writer 
Flourish

by Bec Ellis
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I wake up with an unexpected alertness and glance at the clock: 5AM. The house is quiet, other than 
the sound of my husband and 4 year old humming with sleep beside me. The light is just barely peek-
ing through the gap between the curtains and I am given a choice: sink back into the warmth of the 
blankets or listen to the quiet voice inside begging me to slip out of bed and let my creativity out early.

A moment later and I am out of the covers, tip-toeing just right so the hallway floor doesn’t creak and 
wake anyone. Once down the stairs, I pause a moment to listen: no one has stirred. After making a 
cup of coffee, I settle down on the couch and crack open my laptop. As I slowly feel the caffeine begin 
to work its magic on me, I pull open a fresh document and wait for inspiration to shoot from some-
where to my fingertips.

And I wait.

I finally begin to move my fingers across the keyboard, hoping inspiration will come as I type, but 
everything feels dull and trite; sentences seem to lack movement, feeling. Before I know it, the chil-
dren have awoken and the bustle of the day has started. I close the laptop thinking, “at least I tried”, 
but I also feel my tired heart ask: “why do I even try?” and “who are these words even for?”

---

Does this story sound familiar? Perhaps some of the specifics might differ for you, but what about the 
feeling of not being able to get any good thoughts down in writing or the doubt that anyone needs 
to hear your words in the first place? I am often asked about my own writing practice, how to tap 
into creativity and write something that resonates with others. Well, it might not work the same way 
for you as it does for the next person, but here are some practices/tips that have helped me over the 
years develop my craft (which is still an ongoing process and evolution of its own). Maybe something 
here will inspire you, too.

1. Free-Flow Journaling
Get yourself a notebook you love to write in - I mean, really love. Pay attention to the feel of it, the 
way it rests when open, how your hand settles on it. Add a pen or pencil that lets you write with 
ease (I find that my writing stamina really depends on this). And then, just journal without any end 
point in mind and see what comes. You could literally be writing about the soup you had for lunch 
and something can pop in there unexpectedly that might inspire further thought. (And sometimes, 
you just write about the soup and there isn’t anything deeper there. You have to accept those times 
as part of the process, too). If you feel really stuck, there are some great Instagram accounts and 
blogs with writing prompts that can take you a little deeper. I especially like going back to childhood 
memories and specific moments from life. These seem to  stir up plenty of deeper feelings that 
easily translate to poetry or more vivid writing content. A couple of places to start are @tellherco on 
Instagram (this is a safe place to start posting and tagging your work, too) or this list of prompts from 
yourbodythetemple.com
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2. Share Your Work 
This one can be the hardest on the list. I have written and shared online in some format since I was 13 
years old (livejournal, anyone?) and have some cringe-worthy blogs still existing in some dark corners 
of the internet. It was only a couple of years ago, however, that I started to share my poetry. At first, 
it felt cheesy to me and I didn’t know if anyone would resonate with a single line I wrote, but I just 
went for it. I created an Instagram account and put my design/photography skills to use alongside my 
poetry. I was shocked when within a few months I had gained 800 followers with very little effort and 
now, I am nearing a humble 6000. You never know how your work will be accepted or if it will connect un-
til you put it out there for the world to see. There have been times I’ve seen my work interpreted in much 
different ways than I expected and I’ve lost tons of followers over the years. But that is the whole 
thing - not everyone is going to resonate with what you write and really, they shouldn’t! The people 
who stick around to support you are the ones who are actually getting something meaningful out of 
your words and art. And that is a beautiful and worthwhile thing, no matter what number of followers 
you have.

3, Make Time to Create
This is another area where it’s easy to get overwhelmed - so many of us are living crowded lives with 
an already overwhelming amount of commitments; how can we possibly find more time to create?  
As someone who works a full-time job and has three kids to take care of, there are days (sometimes 
weeks) where it feels impossible to carve out any time for creativity and I feel this creative-time 
scarcity in a very real way. I am often asked: what does your daily writing practice look like? My answer is 
usually a bit bewildering, because on the surface, it looks like I don’t have one. At least, not a regular 
one. This is because some days my writing practice looks like writing video scripts and responding 
to work emails. Some days it’s reading a book or article. It might be painting or cooking nourishing 
meals, or just writing in my journal. And other days, it’s pulling up a word document and typing with 
abandon. The thing I had to realize is that ALL of this is part of my creative process and writing prac-
tice. Because throughout every minute of life, we are creating. I believe deeply in this intrinsic drive 
we each possess to create in some way. We are all gifted in different areas and it might not all look as 
wildly creative as that one really cool artist, but we all have the capacity to create. So yes, sometimes 
we do need to set aside intentional time to dive deep into projects and dreams. But also, look around 
at the ways you are already creating and consider how that could be a part of your practice, too. And 
then, grab a piece of paper and pen or open up the computer and get those thoughts out!

4. Find What Works For You
Maybe you like to get up at 4AM and write out your very first fresh-morning thoughts. Or maybe 
you stay up past midnight because the creative bug strikes and you can’t fall asleep.  Maybe you are 
sporadic or more disciplined.  Maybe you process verbally and prefer to record your thoughts and 
transcribe later. There are no rules about how you get your thoughts out - just find what works for you and 
adjust as you go!
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I read somewhere that if your words aren’t published, they are already dying. Sometimes we think we 
should hang on to our words and save them for the perfect moment or publication or until we have 
them edited just right. And while this might be true at times, in our modern climate where informa-
tion and content flies in and out of our brains fast, there isn’t much to lose by getting your work in 
front of others. I can’t tell you how many times I post something on my social media and then within 
minutes, reread it and wish I had eliminated a word or two or moved the lines around.  Instead of 
deleting the post and re-posting with my edits, I take a breath, make the edits in my word document, 
and keep on going with my day.  Why? Social media moves so fast - no one is able to remember 
everything they see nor are you promised everyone who follows you will even see it. I save my edits 
and repost at a later date when it feels like some time has passed. If it was really a great piece and 
people resonated with it originally, no one will even notice the change. And for me, I embraced the 
process, got my words out of hiding and refined my work a little bit more because of it.

6. Remember to Subtract
In his book, Subtract: The Untapped Science of Less, Author Leidy Klotz presents years of research that 
highlights how humans rarely think of subtraction when it comes to solving problems - we like to 
add. And because of this, we can miss out on refining our work and ideas in a way that will actually 
connect more easily with others. Addition seems bigger and more noticeable, but subtraction takes 
more intention. What does this have to do with writing? If you are feeling stuck and like you don’t 
have anything new to add, consider going back to older pieces of writing and seeing if there are 
edits - or subtractions - you can make there. Also, keep in mind that addition isn’t bad, but when we 
remember the power of subtraction, we are given a both/and situation. Often the best edits I have 
received back from others have several things crossed out, as well as a couple words or punctuation 
marks added in, which completely transform my work. 

7. Read the Work of Others
Reading is a huge part of writing. It helps to read all sorts of different authors with different voices. It 
can inspire you with new thoughts to expound on or new styles to try. I find that when I am working 
solely on a collection, I try to limit reading poetry that sounds a lot like my own so I don’t accidentally 
plagiarize and have to scrap poems. But otherwise - read as much as you can from as many different 
authors as you can! There are even some really fantastic young adult novels and children’s books that 
can get your imagination stirring.

8. Tap Into Your Inner Voice
When I go back through my Instagram posts and see which poems seem to resonate the most with 
others (mostly judged through engagement/shares), I can tell why: they came from a deep placewithin. 
Writing is first and foremost a practice for myself - it is how I process, heal, confront my prejudices, 

5. Let Go of Perfection
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About Bec
Bec Ellis is a writer, poet, artist & photographer living in Central Oregon 
with her husband and three kids. A seeker of questions and deep noticer, 
she began writing at a young age and has now found healing and 
connection in recent years, by sharing her words through poetry and 
short prose. She has a strong belief that our stories are what bring healing 
and unite us together, finding deep beauty in the curves and scars of our 
lives. 
Instagram: @bec_ellis_writer 
Website: www.bec-ellis.com

9. Create Ritual
You might roll your eyes at this one, but a ritual is really just any practice that helps us put our inten-
tions into reality. Rituals ground us and add a sensory element to our environment which helps us 
transition from everything going on around us to focusing on specific work. Maybe it’s lighting a can-
dle, turning on a diffuser, pouring a hot cup of tea, listening to your favorite playlist, repeating a mantra, 
stretching - anything that helps mark space and time as set aside for writing or creating.
 

10. Finally...Just Get Started!
This one seems obvious, but sometimes all it takes is starting with an open mind and self-kindness 
toward yourself. We are definitely our biggest critics and it’s easy to feel inadequate when we com-
pare our writing to others. Whether you jump into sharing your work in a visible way or just keep it to 
yourself, I hope you will start writing and see where the journey takes you. I know I have grown both in 
my craft and personally as a human being, as I have taken time to intentionally process through the art of 
the written word. 

re-learn how to speak to myself with kindness and compassion. And that kind of vulnerability really 
connects with others. Sometimes things just flow without much thought, but other times, I have to 
be really intentional about settling, quieting myself enough that I can hear the whispers rising within. 
There are so many mindfulness techniques that can help with this - I find that almost all of them can 
translate to a clearer mind and body when writing or creating and finding that “flow” state.
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A Quick Guide To Letting 
My Inner Writer Flourish

Free-Flow Journal Journal without any end point in mind and 
see what comes.

Share my work

Find what works for me

Let go of perfection

I never know how my work will be accepted 
or if it will connect until I put it out there for 
the world to see. 

Make time to create
Look around at the ways I am already 
creating and consider how that could be a 
part of my practice.

There are no rules about how I get my 
thoughts out - just find what works for me 
and adjust as I go!

Don't hang on to my words and save them 
for the perfect moment or publication or 
until I have them edited just right.

Remember to subtract
Think of subtraction when it comes to solving 
problems. Refine my work and ideas in a way 
that will actually connect more easily with 
others.

Read the work of others Read as much as I can from as many different 
authors as I can!

Tap into my inner voice Quiet myself enough that I can hear the 
whispers rising within.

Create ritual Add a sensory element to my environment to 
help me transition from everything going on 
around me to focusing on specific work.

Sometimes all it takes is starting with an open 
mind and self-kindness toward myself.Just get started
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by Sue Fulmore
How to Picture God
Even though I was practically born in a pew, it was 
not until midlife that I realized throughout my life a 
question had been hovering on the periphery of my 
thoughts - “What does God look like”?

On Sundays I was dressed up and taken to church. 
Every week, barring illness, I would go to what we 
called Sunday School.  I sat with my friends and heard 
stories from the Bible about Jesus, Noah, Abraham, 
and David, often accompanied by flannel figures on 
a board as illustration. For much of my childhood we 
attended church in a school, our fledgling congre-
gation had yet to build a permanent home, we were 
first Baptist, then independent, then merging with 
another small homeless congregation. 

Most other days of the week, I lived in a world of 
make-believe; of images in clouds, fairies and wood-
nymphs. My companions were often the insects I col-
lected and kept in tiny homes, and characters who 
came alive from the pages of my books. My childhood 
friend and I adored Anne of Green Gables and we 
lovingly named stands of trees and neighborhood 
landmarks in the spirit of the precocious Anne 
Shirley. Neither my parents nor my teachers appreci-
ated my imagination, it was a liability to be worked 
out. I was regularly reprimanded for daydreaming. 
I often got the impression that the adults in my life 
wished this undesirable trait could be removed like 
the unsightly moles the doctor cut from my body. 

The stories I heard at church somehow fell short of cap-
turing my imagination. Perhaps this was because they 
were taught not as stories full of mystery and magic, 
but as a vehicle for moral lessons. The creation story 
was not poetry celebrating the birth of the cosmos, 

the incredible diversity of life in our world, or the 
magnificence of humanity. It was more a cautionary 
tale of the dangers of disobedience. 

Maybe it was this that kept me from imagining what 
God looked like. 

The first time I felt personally drawn to God was 
when I experienced a kind of love I had not previ-
ously known. I walked down the street to a backyard 
camp held at Mrs. Heineman’s house.  I sat in the 
grass listening to stories of how deeply I was loved, 
as my six-year-old self. Through the attentiveness of 
my adult teacher, I knew I mattered. I was not a nui-
sance even though that label had been given and 
persisted like a brand on my skin. While I could not 
glimpse this God, I sensed it was someone who saw 
and loved me for who I was, not for how I behaved 
nor how “seen and not heard” I was. 

Since I attended church most often in a school gym-
nasium, we did not have icons, statues, or stained 
glass – the places one might turn to for an image of 
the Divine. There were no pictures on walls or cruci-
fixes in our home to help me form a mental picture 
of what God might look like. 

Years passed and a picture of God remained elusive, 
but there were times when I sensed a presence which 
was barely discernable and impossible to confine to an 
image. A flicker, a hint of something beyond. Weight-
lessly floating in a blow-up dinghy on the clear tran-
quil waters of the bay, casting lines and watching 
our little red bobbers. I am fishing with my dad. The 
silence gathers me in, enfolds me, giving me a sense 
of “all is well” as we sit suspended over an entire 
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world below the surface. 

This inner sense of wholeness, contentment, and 
well-being felt like a brush with the Divine. These 
tenuous moments, I bottle up and take with me, to 
savor when God feels distant and unreachable.

Within a short drive from where I grew up was an 
Amish community, a sect of Christianity which es-
chews modernity and has strict rules for everyday 
living. They make dolls, but always without facial 
features, since to do so is to break the command-
ment against having an image of God. To put a face 
on a doll was to give it the look of a person who, as 
was taught, carries the likeness of the Creator. Per-
haps these views seeped into my consciousness, an-
other barrier to picturing God, convincing me that 
imagining God was reprehensible. 

Over the years, I learned much about this God we 
discussed at church. I could recite whole passag-
es from the Bible by heart. I knew how to behave; 
I knew what I should believe. This only seemed to 
reduce God to a list of acceptable moral standards, 
and a set of ideas one could intellectually assent to. 

Where was the God who I was told created the plat-
ypus, puffer fish, and lady slippers? Where was this 
imaginative source of such diversity and uniqueness? 
And what would such a God look like?

Humanity has always sought a way to represent that 
which is transcendent. Painting, sculpture, and song 
all seek to bring that which is ephemeral into the 
realm of reality. We are creatures of physicality and 
perhaps our longing for an image of what we call 
God is an attempt to relate; to taste, touch, and see 
the mystery which is beyond us. We want to know; 
however, we envision the Divine, that this God is 
close enough to touch, is involved in our lives, and 

is a source of help and comfort. 

An image of a mothering God came to me later in life. 
After becoming a mother, and repeatedly being bro-
ken open and given for the life of others, I felt myself 
gathered up in the hands of something much great-
er than I. 

It was with a longing for a connection with the God 
who always seemed more accessible to others that 
I attended a spiritual retreat for women. It was here 
the leader asked me to close my eyes and imagine 
myself with God. What did it look like? How did I 
feel? Here, finally, I was invited to embrace my intui-
tion, my instinctive knowing, and my imagination. I al-
lowed my collected glimmers to gather and morph 
into a shape solid enough to hold on to. The image 
remains with me.

A cupped hand, womb like, holds me as I rest, curled 
in fetal pose. A place of generativity, safety and 
sustenance. Nestled in this darkened sanctuary, I 
begin to believe I am wanted and loved, as an ea-
gerly-awaited child. In the cradle of God’s hand, I 
am re-mothered and reminded of my innate worth, 
which is not tied to performance or adherence to a 
set of beliefs.

I could just be and know that was enough. Here finally 
was a picture of God I could embrace. 

This image sustains me as I return to it again and 
again. Amidst days when I struggle to believe I have 
value, I remember this place.  When truth is twisted 
and shame comes calling, when anxiety attempts to 
swallow me whole, I return to my held-ness. “Though 
the earth give way and the mountains fall into the 
heart of the sea”  I am safely cradled. In times of si-
lence, I linger here and know Love holds me.  
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About Sue
Sue Fulmore is a freelance writer 

and speaker, seeking to use words 
to awaken mind and soul to the 

realities of the present.  Like a 
prospector panning for gold, she 

uses her pen to uncover beauty and 
truth hidden just below the surface 

of our lives. She is the mother of two 
adult daughters and lives in sunny 

Alberta, Canada with her retired 
husband, plant babies, and robust 

shoe collection.  
Some of her work has been 

published at Ekstasis Magazine, 
Red Letter Christians, Christian 

Courier, The Perennial Gen, 
Convivium Magazine, Joyful Life 

Blog, and Asbury Seminary Soul Care 
Community.

Instagram: @suefulmore
Website: www.suefulmore.com

I suspect our vision of the Divine will always be lim-
ited, more impression than solid fact. I wonder if the 
God we are looking for appears different for each 
one of us, designed in the shape of our yearnings.  
In the ancient poetry of the Middle East, one writer 
expresses his profound longing and describes it as 
deep calling to deep; something deep within reach-
es to find an answer to a question we may not know 
we are asking...This has been my story. 
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by Alisha Miller
Savoring Our Humanity

Remembering Ancient Practices & A Recipe 
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Modern amenities have changed life drastically. 
In the home, running water and electricity, not 
to mention dishwashers, washing machines, and 
robot vacuums, have turned tasks that used to 
consume an entire day into ones that can be done 
much quicker. Cars and planes allow us to travel 
faster and farther. The internet allows us to connect 
with people around the world and gain knowledge 
with the click of a button.

These amenities allow most of us to enjoy life more 
fully. We can’t imagine a world without them. They 
are good, and we are thankful for them. Yet, I believe 
there is a yearning in our soul to connect with our 
ancestry. To be a part of the earth in a way that those 
who came before us were. 

This won’t look the same for all of us. There are so 
many ways that we can connect with our ancestors. 
When we do this, we connect with the earth and 
with the Divine. We slow down and feel the rhythms. 
We sit with our finiteness, yet feel the everlasting.

Some ways we can do this:

• Spend time in nature. 

The ground we are walking on is ancient, and the 
trees and plants and animals surrounding us have 
been appreciated through the eyes of people for 
hundreds of years.

• Cook and bake from scratch. 

Not only is there nutritional value in this, but 
the kneading of bread, cutting of vegetables, 
and shredding and seasoning of meat is an 
intentionality that provides us familiarity with 
our food. In this time of slowing down while in the 
kitchen, we can meditate or invite others and enjoy 
the connection we create.

•Read and write. 

Reading is a way that connects us with thoughts, 
ideas, and stories from the past. Writing allows us 
to sit with our humanity and express that which is 
deep inside of us. It allows us to leave thoughts that 
document this point in humanity.

• Dance and sing. 

Our ancestors were dancers and singers. Dancing 
and singing have always been a part of humanity. 
There are many times now where we see these 
practices as being reserved for a few—for those 
who are especially gifted. But when we choose to 
engage in these forms of art, just for ourselves or 
with or for others, we connect with a deep part of 
our humanity.

• Grow a garden. 

Humans have always grown food. There was a time 
when it was necessary for survival, and there are 
still places in the world where it is. But even today, 
when a stocked grocery store is a short drive down 
the road, we can find a joy in savoring this ancient 
labor of planting, growing, and reaping a harvest.

• Build. 

Today we can hire someone when we need 
something built, and I am very thankful for this. 
There is a satisfaction, though, that comes with 
building something, even if it is small. Experimenting 
with tools, balancing caution and force, and gazing 
with excitement at the finished product are parts of 
building that have been around for millennia. 

This list isn’t meant to be exhaustive, but hopefully 
it will stir ideas inside your own heart of how to 
connect with your ancient roots. In these moments 
of savoring, we are deeply aware of the beauty and 
difficulty of being human. Even with the freedoms 
and advantages that come with living in the 21st 
century, we still recognize our humanness. And 
here, in these ancient practices, we savor our 
humanity.

One of my favorite ways to savor connective 
practices is to bake. I began grinding my own wheat 
four years ago, and since then, I’ve baked all of my 
bread from scratch. Grinding my wheat is easier 
than it would have been for my ancestors, as I buy 
the wheat berries in bulk from a store and use an 
electric grain mill to grind the wheat berries into 
flour. But there is still an awe in experiencing the 
hard berries being crushed into soft flour.
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Working my hands through the dough and waiting and watching as the dough rises are practices that are 
rhythmic and restful while producing results. 

Below is the recipe I use to make my own bread. I use my own ground wheat in the recipe, but you can easily 
use any store-bought flour as well.

Yeast Bread Recipe
Ingredients:

•  1 ½ cups hot water
•  1/3 cup oil
•  1/3 cup honey
•  2 tsp salt
•  4 ½ cups flour
•  1 tbsp quick-rising (instant) yeast

Directions:

1.  Grease two loaf pans.
2.  In a large bowl, combine hot water, oil, honey, and salt.
3.  Add 3 cups flour and mix. Sprinkle yeast overtop and continue mixing. Gradually add remaining flour.
4.  Knead dough until smooth and elastic, about 5 minutes. Let rise in a warm place until doubled in bulk, about 
an hour.
5.  Divide dough equally among loaf pans. Let rise in a warm place until doubled in bulk, about 30 to 40 
minutes.
6.  While loaves are rising, preheat oven to 350°. 
7.  Bake in oven for 20-25 minutes, or until browned. Remove bread from pans and transfer to wire rack to cool.

About Alisha
Alisha Miller is a writer, editor, and mother. She has four daughters whom 
she homeschools, and she loves curating a curriculum that is diverse and 
inclusive. She is thankful for the journey of life--a journey of learning, loving and 
becoming. She loves reading and dabbles in many things, including sewing, 
gardening, painting, photography, and house renovations.

Instagram: @littlewomenfarmhouse 
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I used to think that being a “creative” was all about skill. If you are a good enough painter or writer or musician 
or photographer or poet, then you’re in. That’s not it, though. We are all designed to create. I love that God’s first 
act in the creation story is just that: creation. “In the beginning, God created.” It’s in our genetic makeup to create.

Have you ever noticed that kids are uninhibited and naturally inclined to creativity? They love self-expression 
whether it’s through art, writing, singing, movement (gymnastics, sports, dancing), building, or another form. 
But something happens along the way to adulthood, and we tend to shut down that part of ourselves. Some-
where on our journey, we decide that if we aren’t being creative for a job, an income, or even simply for praise 
and compliments, then we aren’t a “creative” at all. 

I was always more left-brained growing up - I was good at math and memorization and facts. So I shut down my 
right-brain creative side, because I assumed we had to be one or the other (how very dualistic of me).

I secretly coveted the right-brain chosen ones, though… the “real” creatives.

It continued that way into adulthood. I’ve always had creative outlets - photography, writing, and artistic hobbies 
- but I’ve continued to tell myself the lie that I’m not good enough. I’m not a legitimate creative, I am somehow a 
fraud. I think this is a common lie among the creative community (and humanity in general), thanks to the thief 
that is comparison. 

The key to being a “real” creative? Vulnerability. 

Since we are all wired to create, being creative isn’t the problem that we need to overcome. The real roadblock is 
being vulnerable enough to take the next step. That next step is different for every single person in their own crea-
tive journeys. It might mean simply picking up the paint brush. Maybe it means pressing submit on the blogpost. 
Maybe it means sending your manuscript to a host of agents. No matter where you are in your creative journey, 
there is always, ALWAYS, a next step to take.

A couple of years ago, I wrote a children’s book. That creative process was an endless opportunity to take the next 
step. Originally, I just wanted to write the story for my own children. It was a concept that I had been teaching 
to adults for years - how to take the negative self-talk we fill ourselves with and replace it with positive identity 

by Jenna Winship
How Vulnerability 
Released My Creativity
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truth. I wanted to translate the concept into a kid-friendly story and let my kids learn it much earlier in life than I 
had learned it. Early on in the process, though, I decided I wanted to make this available to others too, so I went 
down the road of self-publishing. Ironically, my writing/publishing journey was its own adventure of trading a lot 
of negative self-talk for positive truth.

My first step of vulnerability was the actual writing of the story. I wrote the story out and read it to my kids (my 
biggest fans, thankfully. It helped having an initial audience that adored my work). The next layer of vulnerabil-
ity - sharing it with a few close friends and editors, was a little bit harder. In fact, each next step of vulnerability 
got harder. Hiring an artist (how vulnerable it is to let someone else bring our story to life!), sending the book 
to a printer (being hopeful that a few people will want to actually buy a copy of the book!), promoting the book 
(maybe the most vulnerable step of all)… and the hundreds of tiny steps in between each of those. 
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During the almost two-year process of publishing my book, I came close to quitting countless times. I told myself 
lies over and over: 
You’re a terrible writer. 
You don’t know how to do any of this. 
You aren’t qualified to do this. 
You won’t be successful. 

But each time that I almost quit, I chose to reject those lies and I focused solely on the one next step ahead of me. 
If I looked at the project as a whole, it became too overwhelming. But as I tackled each step with vulnerability 
and courage, I slowly made my way through the whole project. 

Eventually, my book was completed (and miraculously people actually bought copies of it!). My success, though, 
wasn’t dependent on people liking my work as much as it was on me actually producing my work. I’ve written 
other things that have been a total flop. But none of my projects have been a waste in my creative journey. Each one 
has been an opportunity to vulnerably express myself.

You cannot create for the sake of approval. You have to create out of the identity truth that you are a creator. 

So what is your next step? 

Is there a creative idea you’ve had in your mind but never pursued? Are you a writer or artist or musician and 
have never shared your work with the world? Maybe you love gardening and are ready to add some new plants 
to your collection. Creativity can be found in so many areas of life… not just behind a canvas. 

Are you mid-project and on the verge of quitting? Maybe you are wrestling with some of your own negative self-
talk lies. Here are some truths to get you through to take the next step:

You are designed to create.

You are creative.

Your work matters.

You have something to contribute to the world.
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Nature’s first green is gold,
Her hardest hue to hold.
Her early leaf’s a flower;

But only so an hour.
Then leaf subsides to leaf.

So Eden sank to grief,
So dawn goes down to day.

Nothing gold can stay.

Robert Frost
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Beholding Beauty  
by Andy Lang

"Once we decide to behold, we are available for awe 
and wonder, to be present to what is, without the filter 
of our preferences or the false ledger of judging things 
as important or not important. A much broader, much 
deeper, and much wider field of perception opens up, 
becoming an alternative way of knowing and enjoy-
ing."  Richard Rohr

I sat atop the rocky Washington beach, watching 
the waves of the Puget Sound coming and crashing 
against the shoreline. Somewhere in the distance, 
a small boat had just steered itself through the 
passage, making its way to who knows where. The 
memory is faded by now, but I like to think it was 
the Victoria Clipper on its twice-daily trip, carry-
ing people up and down the channel to and from 
British Columbia.

I had been there for hours, watching as the tide 
came in, moving closer and closer to where I 
perched myself, with my shoes and a book off to 
one side. The blue-green waterline was still many 
yards away, my bare feet not yet in danger of being 
overtaken, although I carefully minded it so as to 
not be surprised. Looking out beyond the rhythmic 
crashing and splashing of the waves, my eyes found 
themselves transfixed by a patch of calm about fifty 
feet offshore. It seemed such an odd reality that just 
past the turbulent activities of the right-before-me, 
there lived a space of such gentle stillness. 

I wondered what the critters swimming around 
thought of it: was it a peaceful oasis before the com-
ing chaos? Was it a warning to turn back now to avoid 
rapid delivery to the shore? Or was it a gathering place 
for some school of young fish learning to navigate 
through the environment they call home?

It was as I stared deeply at this mysterious space 
that my imagination took me somewhere I had 
not yet been before, which seems to be one of the 
great benefits of beholding Beauty.  I imagined 
the body of water before me as an ever-expanding 

body of my ancestors, stretching back to the 
beginning of time, composed of all that had come 
before me. Its depths filled by protons, neutrons, 
and electrons just as I was, I became overwhelmed 
by a sense of cosmic kinship, as if I were witnessing 
a great family reunion. 

These same building blocks of life that manifested 
in everything I saw around me also helped to create 
me, which meant we were in some way biologically 
related, interconnected as part of a bizarre and pecu-
liar web of being. Neil DeGrasse Tyson’s exclamation 
of “we are all stardust!” fluttered into my ears as if 
being spoken directly to me by the waves.

The moment began to slip away as quickly as it had 
come and though I tried to cling to it, the normal 
wanderings of my mind crept back in regardless of 
my wishes. I lingered at the water’s edge, con-
templating my experience, trying to draw conclu-
sions where I could, but soon a family with young 
children pranced along the rocks and all hope for 
deeper thoughts disappeared. I watched as the 
adventurous young ones looked for beach crabs, in-
vestigated the multitudinous communities of mussels 
hanging onto the larger rocks, and laughed with joy 
as they discovered more of the world around them. 
Wasn’t it Mary Oliver who said we all have a place in 
this “family of things?” 

Here I sat at the feet of my ancestors, listening for 
their words of wisdom while partaking in the sacra-
ment of the present moment.

I still try to make sense of what exactly I experi-
enced that day as I sat and watched the waters. It 
seems as if I had ever-so-briefly seen beyond some 
sort of veil. Or perhaps there is no veil at all and I sim-
ply looked deeper than I ever had at what is always 
waiting to be seen: a momentary taste of that which 
is infinite and always present, a bit of eternal truth 
hidden in Life’s waves.
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About Andy 
Andy Lang is a high school teacher in Tacoma, Washington and a 
student in Richard Rohr’s Living School for Action and Contemplation. 
For the past eight years, he has enjoyed leading community workshops 
focusing on contemplative practices, spiritual development, and 
leadership development.

Website: www.AndrewGLang.com
IG: www.instagram.com/andylang35 
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by Jessica Welter-Kolbo
Getting Lost at 
Home
“And into the forest I go, to lose my mind and find my soul.” John Muir

As I have grown and become more enlightened of myself, I have realized the significant relationship I 
have with nature. As a child, it was my playground. As an adult, it continues to be that, but also so much 
more. 

It is my healing, it is my grounding, it is my release, it is love and life. 

I have always found a deep connection to nature. I grew up with my dad taking me fishing, camping, and 
all sorts of outdoor adventuring. I learned to appreciate what it offered to us and respect what it was even 
in its most raw form. I was, and continue to be, fortunate enough to live in the Pacific Northwest where 
every corner has beauty unparalleled. 

From the mountains to the rivers and lakes and to the ocean’s shores. I welcomed all of it and felt it fuel 
my soul and heal my heart. 

Through my journey of becoming who I am, I understand nature to be a part of me, a need of my being, 
as much as the air I breathe. I crave it. 

When times feel chaotic, I take a walk in the forest. 

When I am feeling lost, I sit on the beach as the waves crash on the rocks. 

Any sort of disconnection or interruption in my fulfilled state, I seek nature. It takes care of me in ways that 
I can’t find anywhere else and it’s my greatest sense of home. 

__

When I fully relish in nature, I am completely aware. I take in every detail, and I am mindful of each sense.  
I used to live by a river where I spent most of my summer days. I haven’t lived there for almost 25 years, 
but my ability to observe and feel the path that led us to the water where I swam and played is completely 
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engrained into my memory. The details being the narrative. If I close my eyes and let the memories flood, 
it’s almost like I’m still there. 

With each step, I looked all around. I would watch the tall alder trees swaying in the breeze.  I could hear 
the creaking of their trunks in their slow movement. How their leaves danced in the sun, casting patterns 
over us. The wet earth under my bare feet warming and releasing a rich scent of soil and foliage, which 
intensified as we reached the forest’s edge. Reaching my hands out to the edge of the path to feel the 
soft grass or brightly green horsetail weeds tickle my palms. Listening to the rush of far rapids and birds 
chirping from the trees. Putting my toes in the cold, clear water. Watching each flex over the collage of 
colored rocks smoothed by years of erosion. I would just lay there feeling every ripple of water tickle and 
cool my sun-kissed skin. 

I would turn my face up toward the sun and breathe deep, expanding my lungs with the fresh air, feeling a 
moment of perfect presence. 

__

While I did this even as a child, I of course, didn’t realize the importance of what I was experiencing and 
practicing. As I have built this awareness, I now know how to harness it even more, not just at the river, 
but in every moment that I am privileged to have in our planet’s charming creation. 

I make sure I give nature the attention it deserves and that I yearn for. Losing myself in the details. 

Whether it’s a few minutes sipping my coffee on my front porch, exploring my garden to find any first 
emerging treats with my dog, or the more elaborate adventures trekking into the mountains, I seek the 
details. I pay my respects in every observation and feel gratitude for the beauty and wonder we are gifted 
with. 

I give the moment my attention and accept all it offers me. For getting lost in the presence of nature is 
also where I find myself. 

About Jessica
Jessica is a Certified Life Coach focusing on a heart-centered and 
holistic approach. Outside of her career, she is also an artist and nature-
enthusiast. Fueling these passions, she lives in the beautiful state of 
Washington, which she enjoys exploring with her husband, Stefan, and 
pup, Echo. 

Instagram: @cinder_coaching
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Exploring Seasonal 
Living 

by Kamea Black 
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Walking into the field I carry a subtle sense of melancholy. July sun sinking into my skin, I recognize 
that I am less infatuated with the harvest than my younger self once was. Instead, I am dutiful, filled 
by a love earned over many years. I begin to work my way down the bed and firmly rip head, after 
head, of bright purple skinned garlic out of the earth. 

 The pungent fragrance warms my senses.  

I recall my first harvest. Completely unaware of the shift of the season that I was participating in, 
caught up in the wonder of it all. I was amazed that food could be so beautiful and strained to hear 
the whisper:  this is the medicine. I have spent years chasing that calling but only begun to listen.  
The act of harvesting garlic marks a turning point in our year when we nod our heads toward winter. 
No longer filled up with the hope of new beginnings, we begin to prepare for the diminishing light. I 
feel the work bring heat to my lower back as I work. Settling into my body: I am present. 

Modern lives hinder our ability to tune-in to and live by natural rhythms. Our sense of time is dic-
tated by 24 hours instead of seasonal shifts. I find this factitious way of living to be contradictory to 
my lived experience. As a woman, I shift through menstrual cycles and note how I bleed every new 
moon. I go through creative cycles, find fluidity in my sexual drive, and do my best to follow the ebb 
and flow of my energy stores. But the truth is life urges me--us--to ignore these natural rhymes and 
to perform at all times.

I invite you, dear reader, to lay anchor and postpone the flood of social influence by noticing your own 
season. Both internally and externally. 

 This may look like writing observations of what is occurring in your natural environment and noting 
what you anticipate the next season will bring. Consider interacting with the incoming fall by cook-
ing your own applesauce, making a wreath of dried flowers, or learning more about wine grape har-
vest. Internally, you could be experiencing a season of growth, or one that requires you to lay fallow. 

Perhaps you are in a space of transition and find yourself in a season that isn’t easy to name. Noticing 
your own season can empower you to engage with yourself exactly where you are. Not where you 
want to be, or where you think you should be. Much as we can anticipate the natural turn of the 
calendar, we can begin to create plans based on our internal rhythms if we start paying attention to 
them.

The act of seasonal living keeps me rooted in being human. When I peel back the papery skin and 
toss fresh cloves of garlic into a skillet, I savor the aroma and return to a deep state of presence. 
Precious seconds of being able to hold my own attention and feel what is without fear of what will be.  
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Finding Your Rhythms 
Seasonal Living Prompts
Carry these questions to a riverbed, park, or porch swing. Sit with them in a space where you can observe your natural 
environment. If you can, lean into self-reflection with curiosity, not judgment.

W H A T  I S  T A K I N G  P L A C E  I N  M Y  N A T U R A L 

E N V I R O N M E N T  A T  T H I S  M O M E N T ?

H O W  M I G H T  I  C E L E B R A T E  T H I S  S E A S O N ?

H O W  A M  I ? H O W  M I G H T  I  C E L E B R A T E  T H E  

S E A S O N  I  A M  I N ? 

Note the time of year, the way the air feels on your skin. 
What can you hear? What do you see? Do you enjoy this 

time of year?

Do you want to visit a place that is beautiful this time 
of year? Do you want to cook something that uses a 

seasonal ingredient? What might you try? What might 
you create?

  Be honest. How is your energy? 
What are you thinking about?

Do you want to implement a new self-care strategy for 
this season? Do you want to learn a new skill? 
What might you try? What might you create?
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“Sometimes the smallest things take up the most room in our hearts.”

Winnie the Pooh 
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How do I savour this present moment? 
Right here in current swift 
Driven to the sound of clocks moving forward 
Treadmills never ending
Tensions ever rising 
Days of hustle running through fingers like sand
Racing through time 
Missing the show 
Fears and regrets blocking the view 

Joy sits before me as a child 
Beckoning me to slow down 
It’s okay to stop. 
Close your eyes 
Smell the fragrance after the rain 
Notice the rainbow gracing our sky 
Take off your shoes dear one 
Jump into the waters of compassion 
Your exhausted soul pleads with you for kindness 

I notice the gentle way glowing light 
Is dancing through the trees above 
And I soften 
A thousand shades of green surrounding me
I see a burning blush sky 
Reflected glass upon a silently still shore
And I can’t tell which way is up 

I am held; nurtured
Connected back into this day 
Lost in beauty - time stands still 
The rhythms of the wild 
Reminding me that I am free to be 
There’s space to breathe again 

Here stillness comes 
A settling; an accepting 
In the ache of not yet contentment is a weapon 
Gratitude making way for peace to grow 
Beauty opening the door to wonder 
Mystery waters grace upon my unanswered ques-
tions
Bringing me back to this present moment 
To simply be here. Timeless 

I am alive 
Living through the unfolding of time on this 
strange earth 
Each moment a unique experience 
Instead of survival, existence becomes a miracle 
May I learn to savour the sacred 
To taste and see 
All that is being offered by love 
May I learn to see ordinary things as wonderful.

Slow Down
by Gaylin Isobel Higginson 
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About Gaylin
Gaylin is a free spirit and lover of paint, words, and wonder. 
Originally from South Africa, she now lives in Scotland with 
her husband Mark. She leads an online community called ‘The 
Art Table' where she helps people to connect with their divine 
creativity. 

Gaylin is a self-taught artist and embraces a contemplative 
spirituality. With a curiosity for the human condition, Gaylin’s art 
and poetry explores the power of beauty, the mystery of life, and 
the healing message of listening within. 

Gaylin is happiest when adventuring in the wilds of Scotland, 
swimming in lochs, and drinking good coffee with friends.

Instagram: @the.evergreen.project
Website: www.gaylinhig.jimdofree.com/
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by Gaylin Isobel Higginson
Unlock Your Playful Self

A Prompt
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1Where did you notice yourself feeling stressed 
or challenged?

 Where did you notice goodness, beauty or 
something worth savouring? 

Creatively express this through colour, line, texture or 
words. You can also use a mind map style, go abstract, 
or use mixed media. 

What are you learning, 
experiencing or noticing? 

Use whatever materials you 
like to express this in a visual form, 
reflecting on this period in your life as 
you create. 

Take note of the colours you are drawn 
to use - these can hold meaning in what 
you are creating. 

It might help you to start by writing 
down a few key words. 

Let go of perfectionism and allow 
yourself to create without judgment. 

2
Review your 
week

Your 
Season

This can be a peaceful exercise that brings 
you back to the here and now. 

Go for a reflective walk in nature. As you 
walk, observe your environment, and choose an object 
that stands out to you to take home with you: a leaf, a 
pinecone, a seashell, or branch. 

Draw your chosen object on a blank piece of paper, with 
whatever medium you choose. You can use pencil, pick 
a colour or use multiple colours. 

Study your object. As you draw, spend more time 
looking at the object than at your page. You don’t have 
to draw it perfectly, just draw how you see it in your 
unique way. 

You can choose to draw the same thing a few times in a 
few different mediums or colours.

3
Grounding 
sketch 

Shake the tension out of your 
hands for a few seconds. 

Now allow yourself the 
freedom to doodle and play with colour 
or lines. 

You can use a watercolour bleed or 
take a pastel and draw twirls or lines 
through your paper. 

Just be led by your brush or pen. See 
what emerges. Let it be okay to create 
something childlike. 

4
Free 
Drawing

If you feel it’s safe to do so, try releasing 
emotions or thoughts through your drawing. 
Utilize colours that reflect your mood.  

Don’t overthink or filter, but express honesty in your 
own way. It might help to draw a big heart and ask: 
‘What is in my heart?’ or ‘If my mood had a colour what 
would it be?’

If you connect with something negative, make sure to 
focus on positive elements too. If it helps you can utilize 
words or journaling within your art piece.

5Emotional 
release

Start by creating space at a table or surface and collect a few simple art materials to use: paper, pencils, watercolours, 
or just a simple black pen. Take a few moments of silence to let go of any distractions: Take a few deep breaths, scan 

your body from head to toe to notice how you are feeling. Practice being fully present to yourself and the divine 
inside of you. Allow yourself the freedom to have fun, the goal is creative play not production - let go of the need to 

have a masterpiece at the end. 
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Allison Davis &
Mother Praxis

BEINGHUMANMAG.COM

72



Hi Allison! Welcome to Being Human! When I (Charis-
sa) first crossed paths with you and your work at 
Mother Praxis I immediately knew I wanted to learn 
more about you and collaborate with you so I could 
share your work and wisdom with our readers. 

Q:  To start with, we’d love to hear a bit about 
your own personal journey and perhaps how 
certain aspects of your story fueled your passion 
for maternal mental health and led you to start 
Mother Praxis podcast? 

My journey into motherhood deepened my relation-
ship with my “ecological self” (Naess & Rothenberg, 
1995), or my ability to experience myself as a part 
of the larger whole of our living Earth. Through em-
bodied experiences of nature connection, initiated 
through the developmental period of motherhood 
called “matrescence” (Athan, 2015), I began to feel 
a more expansive identification with and responsi-
bility to the natural environment. Eco-philosopher 
John Seed (1985) described this shift as a move from 
“I protect the rainforest” to “I am that part of the rain-
forest that protects itself. I am that part of the rain-
forest that recently developed thinking” (as cited in 
Strumse, 2007). My work over the past few years has 
been to raise awareness about this fairly common 
experience in the transition to motherhood and 
create structures that midwife mothers through this 
ecological awakening.

Mothering in this time of the Anthropocene 
(Crutzen, 2002), where we’re all increasingly aware 
of humanity’s ecocidal behavior and its effects, has 
profound implications for maternal mental health. 
Through my research interviews I’ve heard so many 
stories of mothers opening to their ecological selves 
over the last few years as I’ve been asking questions 
about the effects of environmental factors on our 
(mothers’) mental health and wellbeing. As with any 
growth, though, this opening comes with risk. I’ve 
also heard just as many mothers gripped by thoughts 
of future harm, suffering from pre-traumatic stress 
response (a before-the-fact version of classic PTSD) 
and connected challenges like anxiety and depres-

sion because they feel the increasing distress of the 
Earth. I’ve found this is an often-overlooked aspect 
of mothers lived experiences and naming it could 
play an important role in addressing (and even pre-
venting) the rising rates of maternal mental health 
challenges, especially in the perinatal period. 

Everyone’s mental health is both personal and 
planetary. Nature affects us and we effect nature, 
whether we’re conscious of this connection or not. 
We’ve gotten to a point where human-caused en-
vironmental changes are greater than at any other 
known point in our history, and technological solu-
tions aren’t likely to reverse this trend fast enough to 
secure our future. Although opening to an ecologi-
cal self as an advocate for the expansive self can feel 
like a “coming back to life” (Macy & Brown, 2014), it 
can also challenge the denial that some use to resist 
facing the psychological toll of our reality head on. 
This denial is both cause and consequence of many 
of our contemporary mental health issues. We need 
to attune to ecological interactions in understanding 
mental health as well as mental health care delivery 
(Pompeo-Fargnoli, 2018). I try to contribute to this 
necessary adaptation by bringing a psychoecolog-
ical lens to my specialty in maternal mental health.

Q:  Throughout your work you talk a lot about 
“challenging motherhood norms and reenvision-
ing mothering practice." What are some of the 
norms and practices you constantly run into that 
don’t support women and our mothering? 

The “good mother” normative beliefs and expec-
tations about mothers are a set of motherhood 
norms that are incredibly common and pernicious. 
Although this “good mother” norm, a myth really 
(Thurer, 1995), shifts and changes based on context, 
a mother can see what version lives within by pic-
turing the perfect mother and then describing that 
figure down to what the mother looks like, feels like, 
and is doing. We can listen to family and cultural 
prescriptions of the “good mother” in the same way. 
Unlearning these prescriptions individually and col-
lectively is important if we’re going to create space 
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for empowering maternal practices.

These norms often don’t serve mothers (or those in 
their families and communities) or reflect mothers’ 
lived experiences. Instead, they create a tremendous 
amount of shame and guilt. Mothers who hold these 
beliefs and/or who live in family systems that hold 
them to be true can also experience higher anxiety as 
a result of chronic stress and ultimately parental burn-
out. This is especially true when the “good mother” 
norms intersect with the rising norm called “inten-
sive mothering”, a gendered model that pushes 
mothers to expend a tremendous amount of time, 
energy, and money in raising children in isolated 
home environments (Hays, 1996).

Understanding the powerful effects of these some-
times unwritten and unspoken norms can help 
mothers consciously challenge them and normalize 
a different understanding of motherhood for them-
selves. Reenvisioning ultimately has the power to al-
ter “good mother” attitudes and conceptions overall. 
It’s this reenvisioning that is at the heart of what I 
think of as “mother praxis”, the possibility of a dy-
namic interplay between the theory and practice of 
mothering as we reflect on harmful structures while 
simultaneously finding liberatory ways to work 
within and through them… ultimately transforming 
them (adapted from hooks, 1994).

Q: You talk about the “foundational mother 
wound” being a “rupture in our birthright of 
deep interconnection with nature as a part of 
nature, rather than apart from it.” What do you 
think it is about our interconnection with nature 
that is so transformational and healing?

Through the last few generations, we’ve been dis-
connecting from the mothering we’ve historical-
ly experienced within our natural environment as 
we’ve become an increasingly indoor species. With 
worldviews shaped by human exceptionalism, we’ve 
been undermothered. We’ve denied and rejected the 
consistent care of nature. We’re missing nature’s ma-
ternal thinking and caregiving labor - the mother 

work of the Earth — that produces a “sense of place, 
comfort, and connection to living on this planet and 
feeling at home in one’s own bioregion” (Talomo, 
n.d.). The results of human-created separation from 
our living system, a separation that is both inner and 
outer, has enormous implications for our individual 
and collective health and wellbeing.

Mother wounds form when a child's needs aren’t 
fulfilled. In human-centered understandings of at-
tachment wounding, a child either does not receive 
what she/he/they needs because of chaotic care 
responses or the child's needs are ignored. It is the 
same with the “foundational mother wound”. Experi-
ences of psychological and emotional safety, uncondi-
tional acceptance, felt connection, and reciprocal love 
common to humans experiencing time in nature are 
either inconsistent or absent in our modern childhoods 
and lives (Louv, 2010). 

Using the phrase “foundational mother wound”, 
has been my way of acknowledging the animism 
inherent in mothers awakening to the ecological 
self as well as the powerful relationship all people 
have with place.  Through the individual and group 
nature connection practices I facilitate, mothers of-
ten share a new sense of belonging to an expanded 
sense of community, with increasing sensitivity to 
understanding the art of relationship with other na-
ture beings. This increased capacity for relationship 
is really the catalyst I’ve seen setting mothers on var-
ied paths of self-development and growth, as they 
work to resolve the foundational mother wound and 
the manifold ways it has diminished their ability to 
be in harmonious relationship to themselves and 
others (human and more-than-human, individual 
and collective).

Q:  In your work with mothers you get to witness 
how they awaken to their relationship with the 
earth and their place in this one living eco-sys-
tem. Could you speak to all of us about the power 
of what you call “radical relatedness” and what it 
holds for our planetary and personal well-being? 
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Mothers situate their ecological awakenings within 
relationship — with their child(ren), their families, 
their human communities, and increasingly their 
more-than-human community —  spiraling in and 
out from the micro level of their specific place to the 
macro of Life on a larger scale. Many mothers I work 
with are asking themselves, “How can I grow more 
accountable to expanding concepts of Self and deep-
ening experiences of relationship in my daily life and 
mother work?” 

The struggle invites a reckoning, sparked by an eco-
logical self that radically challenges dominant cul-
tural norms like anthropocentrism. A mother starts 
to feel the pain of other’s experiences in a very deep 
way, feel the grief at having been asleep to the beau-
ty and vitality in the natural world, feel the shame 
of one’s complicity in a life-destroying worldview, 
and feel the distress of having one’s values changed 
in ways that necessitate big changes in one’s family 
and professional life. I labeled this emergent theme 
“radical relatedness” because it represents the thor-
ough deviation from dominant understandings of 
the ego-centered self in relationship and the result-
ing ongoing struggle of walking through life with 
growing accountability to one’s ecosystem in an ec-
ocidal cultural landscape. 

I see radical relatedness as profoundly hopeful 
growth, but as I mentioned before, this growth holds 
risk.  Without support and some success, the win-
dow of opportunity to create positive change can 
close, with an awakening experience even injuring 
the person against future considerations of change. 
So my hope is by exploring psychoecological develop-
ment within motherhood, we might better understand 
and support the potential of mothers’ radical related-
ness to challenge and shift structures that threaten life 
on our planet. 

Q:  As mothers, what do we have to offer the 
world when it comes to how to cope and how to 
hope in times of change? 

Mothers are either caretakers of nature or we are 

complicit in retelling the life-denying “status quo 
stories” of the dominant Western culture (Keating, 
2010). Status quo stories are “worldviews that nor-
malize and naturalize the existing social system, val-
ues, and standards so entirely that they prevent us 
from imagining the possibility of change” (p. 34), like 
the human exceptionalism that accepts and causes 
ecocidal behavior. Mothers are central perpetrators 
of worldviews that serve existing power structures 
and resulting power imbalances. Yet, so many of us 
are being called to reenvision a form of maternal 
practice where we might contribute to co-creating 
a culture rooted in serving life with one another and 
the more-than-human world. I think this has to be a 
central part of mother work (through mother prax-
is): challenging normative worldviews that see some 
life as disposable and stepping into our responsibility 
to nurture and protect the resources that sustain all life 
on this planet.

Our planetary story right now is one of a birth cri-
sis: we’re being expelled from the old world into 
the new. Every day I see mothers going through an 
extended rebirth as we experience ourselves and 
others (often young people) throughout the long 
process of emergence. Despite being undervalued, 
mothering is an important activity where we can 
co-create knowledge about how to midwife the world 
through these difficult birthing times. Although moth-
ers’ experiences should be valued in and of them-
selves, I think we could use mothers’ wisdom about 
how to navigate the often painful transition of birth 
as well as how to dig into this ongoing work from a 
mothering standpoint committed to long-term, col-
lective thriving. 

Q:  What are a few steps you could recommend 
that we can take in our own lives to unlearn this 
overarching story of separation and individuali-
ty that is so rampant and destructive in our cul-
ture today? 

We heal the foundational mother wound the same 
way we would other attachment ruptures. We reat-
tach by working through the experiences in our lives 
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that caused this painful rupture. We revisit childhood 
wounding through an ecological lens. What hap-
pened when we “learned” Nature was dead matter 
as we saw role models act violently towards it in 
a way that split us from our own felt experiences? 
What resulted when we were segregated from more-
than-human community and placed in human-built 
“learning” environments that produced a slow for-
getting and distrust in our relational connection to 
Nature beings? 

Healing the mother wound requires us to remember 
how to relate in healthy ways with the natural world, 
opening ourselves to trust, bonding, and intimacy with 
the more-than-human world. Healing can look like 
these (and many more things):

- Reflecting on ones natural surroundings over time 
and noticing the healing metaphors that arise,

 - Creating art with nature beings to open to new 
dimensions of communication and guidance,

 - Asking for an invitation to connect with a nature 
being and strengthening that relationship with con-
sistent presence over time,

- Opening to a deeper, intuitive connection with the 
more-than-human beings in your household,

- Exploring your motherline, your mothering stories 
and wisdom (Lowinsky, 2009), as a way to experi-
ence “deep time”, an understanding of our position 
in the vastness of time (Macy & Brown, 2014),

- Reckoning with one’s complicity in the ongoing 
severing of indigenous lifeways in your lineage and 
where you live, and

- Practicing “ancestral skills” with the intention to re-
connect with Earth-honoring ways of being within 
your lineages.

Healing this wound is a process. Although diffi-
cult, the healing process is supported by nature as 
a present, consistent, responsive mirror for our full 
selves. The experience of being held fully in natural 
community is a resilience-building reparative expe-
riences we can’t get in human-centered health care 
environments.

Q:  And lastly, we’d love to know what emotions, 
images, thoughts, or ideas come to you when 
you hear the phrase “being human”?  

Native American philosopher Viola Cordova, in her 
book How It Is, shares an indigenous understanding 
that we become human as we deepen our relation 
to our people and to our places, and as we under-
stand the responsibilities that grow from those re-
lationships. Becoming human through a greater 
understanding of our “ecological niche” (p. 152), or 
our unique purpose in the Earth's environment, is 
an ongoing process of maturation where we might 
always become more “fully” human. 

As many feel called to center nature's wisdom in our 
lives, to reenvision ways of living that don't damage 
the social and ecological systems we need to sur-
vive, this honoring of difference within ourselves 
and others seems to be key. We have to resist the ho-
mogenizing effects of our dominant culture to ensure 
full representation of all parts of our ecosystem, not 
just out of respect for others, but from the ecological 
self that understands every living thing is a unique part 
of a dynamic whole that is also ourselves, the body of 
the living Earth.
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by Sonja Cox
Into The Deep

At the age of eight, I was baptized a member of 
The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints, also 
known as, The Mormons. It was a beautiful and spe-
cial ceremony where I entered a font full of water, 
dressed in white, to symbolize the washing away of 
my sins and being born anew.

I remember I loved my dress. I remember being 
slightly annoyed that the man conducting the cere-
mony pronounced my name wrong. I remember the 
water being cold. My body tensed as it acclimated 
to the temperature. Only men hold the authority to 
perform this ritual so my father immersed me in the 
water.   

Only, I didn't feel any different. The most common 
question I was asked by all the adults that day was, 
"How do you feel"? "Good", I replied, knowing that 
was the right answer, but wondering when I would 
be overcome with some transcendent feeling of 
transformation, joy or love from on high. 

From that moment forward, I spent my entire life try-
ing to stay clean. I followed all the rules as outlined. 
And the list was long. Keep the commandments. 
Wear this, eat and drink that, watch and read from 
this approved list, surround yourself with these peo-
ple, avoid those. Follow this path that has been laid 
out before you and never deviate from it. The path 
was linear and narrow. You could stop for rests, but 
must keep pressing forward. Stay on the path.

To be sure, I had moments of happiness and clari-
ty and transcendence, but they always seemed to 
get almost immediately swallowed up with won-
dering if it was enough. So I'd do more, experience 

the feeling I got after doing good, and so on, then 
wonder if it was enough. I was trapped in a shallow 
whirlpool of doing this over and over again. I was 
overwhelmed, overworked, overanxious and overly 
worried about everything. This whirlpool seemed 
to never end or never get me anywhere. It kept me 
in the shallow end of life. I rarely ever went deep or 
breathed deep, or felt deeply loved. 

Until one day my heart screamed, with the most 
powerful, loving voice, "STOP". 

And everything stood still for a moment. Completely 
still. 

Then the unexpected happened. The ground shook 
beneath my feet. It rocked me to my core. It crum-
bled my foundation. 

This soul quake tore open a crevice as wide as the 
Grand Canyon right through the center of my heart, 
completely emptying the shallow whirlpool I'd been 
swimming in all my life. 

It emptied out all over the ground revealing a new 
deeper source of water seemed that seemed to 
emerge in the place where the shallow whirlpool 
used to be. 

"Enter in", my heart whispered, as it called me by name, 
"this is your true baptism". 

I dipped my toe in to feel the water. It was like silk, 
only more smooth. The temperature was so perfect 
and so comforting, it drew me right in. I savored 
every step as if it were my first and my last. As if I 
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were the first and the last. Each step I took felt like 
a returning, a remembering, a homecoming. With 
every step I took, everything I was carrying that was 
not in alignment with love was washed away and 
transformed. 

I kept going until I was completely submerged in 
this deep and deeply life giving water. The depth of 
it never seemed to end. I felt weightless, held, free, 
whole, home. I was completely at rest. Completely 
at peace. I'd never truly felt it before. I savored every 
second. I never wanted to leave. 

I realized this water, was like the same dark, nour-
ishing, life giving, sacred water this human body of 
mine grew in, until it was time for me to enter the 
world. This was a rebirth. I never wanted this mo-
ment to stop. 

"I'm always here when you need me", my heart whis-
pered. "I've always been here within you. You are the 
only one who holds the authority to baptize yourself 
over and over again as often as you need to, dear 
one. You never needed to engineer the perfect hu-
man from the outside. That's shallow living. All you 
needed to do, my love, was go deep, breathe deep, 
listen deep, feel deep. You are already whole, clean, 
perfect. Your job is to return and remember." 

Now, as often as I can, I savor every deep breath, 
because Love is the air flowing through my lungs. 
As often as I can, I savor every deep feeling, because 
every beat of my heart pumps Love through my 
veins. As often as I can, I savor going deep, because 
the source of Living Water is found inside the deep-
est part of my heart, where no outside engineering 
of the perfect human ever needed to happen. 
Because I already am. That is what I savor most.

About Sonja
After experiencing her own  “dark night 
of the soul”  Sonja became a passionate 
seeker of the Divine within herself. She 

enjoys learning through a variety of 
sources including books, nature, and 

her own inner wisdom. She is a mom of 
3 boys and lives in Salt Lake City Utah. 
You’ll often find her hiking the canyon 

behind her home (in all seasons!), 
walking around her neighborhood 
listening to music or a good book, 

in nature listening to the trees, or in 
her backyard meditating after a yoga 

practice. 

Instagram: @wherefaithblooms
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by Kamea Black 
Apple Of Our Eye
A Recipe
Since the day we met, humans have been captivated by apples. Luscious, rounded curves, reminiscent of 
our foremother’s bosom. She provided us with a storable source of sugar right as the weather turned cooler. 
Apples offered nutrition that boosted our spirits and mental capacity. Then as they rotted, and we observed, 
apples taught us about vinegar and alcohol, both of which proved to be invaluable to our survival.

Yet, what strikes me the most about our collective relationship to this fruit, is the way we have woven apples into 
our stories. Listen and you will hear depictions of apples everywhere. In the Garden of Eden, in illustrations of 
the goddess Venus, in childhood fairy tales. Baskets of apples and potatoes used to be given as payment to 
teachers in Denmark and Sweden. Bobbing for apples was originally a game for unmarried women with rule 
variations leading to dreams of future lovers or direct matchmaking.

When we look at apple symbolism the common thread does appear to be related to fertility, sexuality, and 
femininity. In some stories the apple is praised as a symbol of joy and abundance. In others apples are seen 
as sinful, representations of that which tempts us.

Folklore aside, the world of apples is vast, full of flavor and nutrition. 

As the autumnal breeze starts rolling across the hills, I feel an urge to get cozy with hot cider and apple pie. 
When I was a child, my mother would offer applesauce to soothe gastrointestinal stress and control watery 
stool. I have since learned that the fiber in apples does indeed help regulate our bowels. Additionally, there 
is evidence to suggest that stewed apples serve as a prebiotic and could make a valuable contribution to our 
gut health regime.
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Medicinally used to soothe upset stomachs, and diarrhea.  A gentle food, for babies and the elderly. A delicious snack. 

•  5-7 lbs apples, washed
•  ½ cup water
•  1 Tbsp. lemon juice
•  Optional spices include cinnamon, allspice, and cloves
•  Ascorbic acid (natural produce color preservative, optional) 

Roughly chop apples into chunks, discard seeds and stems. To preserve color, drop chopped apples into a bowl 
or sink of water with ascorbic acid. Place chopped apples into a crockpot. Add ½ cup of water, lemon juice and 
spices. Set the lid askew to allow steam to escape the pot. Set on low for 8 hours. Blend until smooth.

A note on apples:

Apples may be a mixed variety. A blend of sweet and tart apples, or a variety that is naturally both is best. Graven-
stein apples make a delightful sauce. Folks also like gala and pink lady apples for sauce.

Storage: 

Applesauce will keep in the fridge for about a week. Sauce can also be frozen into pucks (using a muffin tin) and 
kept for a year. Applesauce is a great food for beginning home canners, however most home canned recipes call 
for removing the skins. Please follow a tested home canning recipe and reach out to experienced canners if you 
are feeling uncertain.

About Kamea
Kamea has spent the last decade learning to live in tune with the 
Pacific Northwest seasons. Long time farmhand, writer, and home 
cooking mentor. She offers space for folks to learn and get curious 
about their food in online courses and  the soon to be released 
food ways coaching program. Kamea  is the co-host of Thyme to 
Chat, a podcast about our personal and societal relationship to 
food. When she is not looking for snacks, you can find her weeding 
her large medicinal herb garden, or following her husband and 
rescue mutt up a steep trail.

Instagram: @tastysaltyreal
Web: kameablack.com
Newsletter: tastysaltyreal.substack.com
Podcast: Thyme to Chat 

Crockpot Applesauce
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"Rest and laughter are the 
most spiritual and subversive 
acts of all. Laugh, rest, slow 
down.” 

Anne Lamott
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To become earth, you must 
first gather, then scatter
the seeded imaginings of you--
the crepe myrtle tree pinker 
than a supernova trailing 
on the wind, now to cast itself
in a snow over your body again,
its delicate demand, Grow Soft,
Be mine. To welcome each seed
like a child to cradle and feed 
your mammoth body -- a cave,
a storehouse, an ocean.

To be earth, you must
love dead things, awake
in their brightness & their be-
coming, yielding sustenance
to everything that would keep
living, ancestor bones into
wild blueberries, we eat
each other’s essence, life
in the marrow, life in the ecstatic
kneeling before the blood-red 
rose opening its petaled thighs 
to the light, stem having broken
through you.

To remain earth, there must 
be a hunger in you to watch 
things grow, their naked shoots

shaking like tongues of fire,
digging in, pushing out,
spirit and angel rooting for each
curling green and gold, knowing
you won’t ever touch corona,
knowing that sky and wind will steal 
the fragrance of fruit, maybe send it to you
in an envelope of leaves. No matter,
you say, all mat(t)er you are, 
the gravity of you, the wings of you,
our birthing, our edge of turning tide. 

Becomings
by Simona Chitescu Weik 
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This is from a series where i take each element and dream/meditate/play with becoming it, asking it to 
teach me something of its essence. i have been spending long periods of time sitting, lying, walking on 
the earth. Also digging, smelling, tasting, reminding myself of being a child and interacting more intimately 
with the soil. Seeing its colors and textures, marveling at the shifts from one day to the next. 

The siren call of the earth is a reminder she is source and final resting place. It also summons a deep an-
cestral remembrance that our relationship to her was once far more intimate. We live in sanitized spaces 
where we make sure we rid ourselves of dust, insects, dirt, and where the accumulation of these indicates 
sloth or lack of health. While i am not advocating that we stop cleaning our homes, i do wonder how we 
can reinvigorate our connection to the soil and, subsequently, to the planet, so that we can return to our 
original belonging. I don’t mean an intellectual recognition that at best compels us to good deeds, but 
a deep, visceral, experiential/sensory one that makes it impossible for us to harm that which is also our 
body. In other words, the planet is the larger body of the individual, the totality of consciousness AND 
matter, etymologically from mater which means mother and opens up a whole world of meaning inside 
its lexical relationality. 

So, here is your invitation, go outside, smell and touch and truly see –savor— the soil, plant something, eat 
something straight from the ground, and come to know the largeness of this blue planet dancing circularly in 
space, tethering us to her (our) body.

Author's Note

About Simona
Simona Chitescu Weik, PhD is a poet, professor, and spiritual mentor born 
in Romania, currently living in Atlanta, GA with her husband and their 
wild & beautiful daughter. She is studying to become an embodiment 
& somatic practitioner, editing two manuscripts, teaching classes on 
archetypes of the Divine Feminine, and embracing all dimensions of 
mothering.  Her work appears in Rattle, The Cimarron Review, Terminus, 
The Adirondack Review, The Harvard Review, among others. If you are 
interested in pursuing coaching in order to discover your wholeness and 
live life from an integrated, spiritually awake, and (self ) compassionate 
space, Simona is currently taking clients. You can connect with her below:

Instagram: @simonaisabella 
Email: simonaweik@gmail.com
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The breath in me coming out 
raspberries, dripping my lips with the juice 
of a life well lived.

Hands on my scalp running through my hair 
with praise, a candle on the table 
flickering the entire veranda.

A flight in me taking off no matter what 
the people planned for my agenda. 
Taking joy in the airport transitions of soul, 
making our way.

Refusing a cave for existence, 
allowing a mess to become a joyful thing. 
More splashing in mud puddles, 
more barefoot wandering.

Loosening the ties of rein and bridle, 
preferring bareback to a saddle, 
preferring the rain.

Lying full bodied under the summer stars 
until the sun begs to show her form, 
tracing the light shooting across the dark, 
watching the ripe melon underbelly of horizon 
blush into dawn, receiving the first rays 
on my sky-open face.

Drinking coffee like it’s my first and my last cup, 
stopping for scent and for flavor. 
Forgetting about what my piano playing 
sounds like to the mockers, making music 

like love is made.

Sweating on a long walk that ends with a jump into 
water, feeling water on the entirety of body, 
not ashamed to be naked, 
not ashamed to be me in a body.

God in me loving my body, God in me 
loving my existence, both laughing and crying 
and shouting out into the dark and the light, 
both of us laughing and crying. 

Who made the flesh but the One who formed 
clay, who made the pleasure in the folds of my 
body, who made the light in me able to come 
out, to become our own flesh and blood children?

Ice cream off the fingers and chin of me, sharing 
the ecstasy of a moment that comes with the sweetness 
of joy and pain that is somehow holy as well, 
can you see it?

Taking time over all that is real, making time 
for imaginations of colour and movement, dancing 
over the space we create for our born and alive days 
to become and to be what they are, 
without sorry. 

by Jenneth Graser
Taking Time Over 
All That Is Real
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About Jenneth
Jenneth Graser is a writer, contemplative pianist and homeschool 
Mom, living in the Western Cape of South Africa with her husband 
Karl and three daughters. She is the author of several poetry and 
devotional books. Jenneth loves her library of second hand books, 
practicing the presence of God in nature’s cathedral and flying 
in airplanes on her way to new adventures. She believes in the 
healing power of heart conversations, centering prayer, and the 
constantly transforming journey of the inner life. 

Facebook: Secret Place Devotion 
Website & Book - Unlocking the Secret Garden
Instagram: @jennethgraser 
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"Each moment is a chance for us to make peace with the world. "

Thich Nhat Hanh
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by Felicia Murrell 
An Invitation To Pause  
I remember watching my dad as he lay dying in hospice. Attempting to wrangle the most out of each precious moment, 
I watched his blanket with fierce intensity. Savoring each rise and fall of the coverlet. Each held breath filled with pre-
cious memories and unspoken words, both mine and his. Longing trapped between us. Longing for more time, for a differ-
ent outcome, for do overs… I could have easily fallen into a rabbit hole with my grief, consumed by what was on the horizon. 
Thankfully, I’d had enough mindfulness training that what arrested me most was the desire to savor each moment with 
Dad as if that one moment might be our last together.

I studied him as he slept. I noticed more deeply his hands and toes when I assisted him. I listened more intently for his 
breathing amid the moans. And while he was still lucid, I paid careful attention to his requests, his words. Slowing down 
to savor and being mindfully present eased the ache of longing.

What do you long for? What lingers on your tongue? Whose scent remains long after a deep hug or coupling? Which 
memories of pleasure have burrowed their way into your psyche like grit underneath your fingernails? Close your eyes. 
Inhale deeply. What does your senses conjure? 

Long walks in the park. Hands held. A nearness so close, your hip bones touch.

The art of a mother’s eyes locked on the face of her newborn
The smell of Sunday dinner 
Pot roast  and cabbage 

An uncorked bottle of wine 
Left open to breathe 

Summer rain
Freshly mowed grass
Earth turned over, ready for seed and mulch

To savor is to participate in the wonder of noticing
To see
To appreciate
To love

In a world that walks swiftly, unconsciously, largely moving by rote muscle memory and habitual patterns through the 
cares and normalcy of life, I wonder: What invites you to pause? What wonderful, majestic moment creates a disruption big 
enough to savor? And how could moments become mindful intention so that we are present in our lives in ways that 
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About Felicia
Felicia Murrell is a certified master life coach and former ordained pastor 
with over twenty years of church leadership experience. She also serves 
the publishing industry as a freelance copy editor/proofreader and is 
the author of Truth Encounters. Felicia resides in Albuquerque, New 
Mexico with her husband, Doug. Together, they have four adult children. 

Instagram: @hellofelicia_murrell
Website: http://FeliciaMurrell.blogspot.com

make savoring a constancy?

We rush to devour, to sate our lust
Unhurried, we linger to savor
Exploring the unexplored with controlled discipline
Taking it all in, Filling our senses
Relishing in the taste, touch, feel, smell, sight of someone or some thing’s presence 
being thoroughly and utterly enjoyed
Relishing instead of ravishing
Savoring instead of devouring

Yet, I wonder how might the Divine be inviting us to savor the beauty of the world around us? To delight with utter 
enjoyment in the diversity of bodies around us. And how would our world differ if we savored one another’s unique 
personhood with the same fascination and appreciation for beauty and awe that we offer when savoring nature or a 
meal or a moment. 

What is it to look in the face of another and savor what we see? To be moved to linger with such controlled discipline 
that we couldn’t turn away if we tried. Arrested by the majesty of our beholding. 

What can savoring teach us that fast consumption and hurried unconscious movement doesn’t? What if we held tender-
ly the rise and fall of each breath beating in the breast of another? How might it ease the longing trapped between us?

BEINGHUMANMAG.COM
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"Normality is a paved road: It's 
comfortable to walk, but no flowers 
grow on it." 

Vincent Van Gogh
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You Shouldn't Be 
Doing This

by Charissa Steyn 

My fingers feel tingly. The words are bubbling up. I want to write. I won’t ignore the desire, not today, not right now. 
I will jot down a few lines, letting the inner dialogue find its way to the page. I will express my heart in choppy sen-
tences and simple language. 

I open a document, this document actually, while in the middle of a completely different task. But then, it only takes 
a few seconds before I hear, 

“You shouldn’t be doing this right now... 

You’re irresponsible. Scatter-brained. Wasting time. 

You should be… reading aloud to your children. Checking off your ever-growing to-do list. Pre-heating the over for dinner. 
Watering your plants. Reading a book. Taking a nap.”

Endless in length, the list reeks of urgency, tempting me to step away from this present act of creativity and intuitive 
flow. 
__

I spend so much of my life worrying about what I should be doing right now. It makes being here impossible when I 
am constantly seeing and naming all the other things that might be better ways to spend my time. 

But therein, lies my problem- viewing time as a product to be consumed and used up…spent. This means time is 
always disappearing, running away, moving too fast. To fight back, I attempt to make time, create time, or slow time.

Does it ever really work though? 

Eventually, it seems I run out of time. The kids interrupt me. My body collapses. The alarm goes off. The celebration 
stops. The friends go home. The door closes. The lights fade. The creative energy dwindles. 
__

But here I am still writing. I am still giving my fingers permission to play on the keys and my mind freedom to flow. 
I realize I am staging a small rebellion against our Western society’s obsession with seeing time as two dots- a start 
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point and an end point. When I am overtaken by a moment like this one, the ticking clock quiets down and I grow in 
my deep connection with the world and myself.  Time feels more cyclical in nature than straight.  

I stare into the clock face, like I would another human being, and I greet it but I also don't let it control or boss me 
around. 

I read an article in the Harvard Business Review that said these words, “Time is viewed as limited in supply, so West-
ern people structure their lives, especially business operations, by milestones and deadlines. Failure to meet them 
could be interpreted as having a poor work ethic or being incompetent.” 

The author goes on to say, “getting the job done on time is the primary capitalistic driver of being first to market. It 
often takes precedence over whether relationships may be negatively impacted. Time often literally equals money, 
in terms of costs, profit margins, and beating the competition for market share.”

Business or not, we can all relate to this feeling of time equalling money. It can be spent, or it can be saved. 

But what if we could ease the pressure of having to save or spend time wisely like money? I wonder if this would help us 
to enter more fully into the flow when it beckons, follow our deepest intuitions, and learn how to play again on the 
canvas of life? 

Only one of my young kids has learned how to tell time, and I’ve immediately noticed how it is affecting her. Simply 
by contemplating the numbers on the clock, she can send herself into a frenzy of panic or sadness. She can decode 
that we’ve run out of time, we might miss out on something, or we won’t be able to do this or that because we are 
late. Whining, fear, angst, and anger follow all because she looked at the clock. 

I’m the same exact way. 
__

There are so many things I should be doing right now, it's true. But for this one hour, I choose to sink into my creativ-
ity. In this moment I practice suspending my scarcity mindset around time. There is an abundance of time, I repeat to 
myself. 

I silence the seconds screaming at me to use them well. 

There is enough time when I release it to just be, to travel 'round and 'round in smooth patterns across the sky.
I link hands with time instead of fearing its passing. At 5:00 pm on this Wednesday I can walk joyfully in playful cir-
cles staying in step with time instead of competing against it. Suddenly, I stop forcing everything to fit into an hour, 
trying to pack all I can in this brief moment before it is over. 

I let the clock create with me. Together, we transcend a cautious, calculated existence. 

We can learn to tap into an eternal reality, where time stands waiting for us to say yes to the circular dance of life, 
where abundance flows without favor, and time invites everyone to join in its generous nature.  

Have I animated time- giving it feelings, longings, a personality? Perhaps. I think it helps me. Time doesn’t have to be 
an enemy controlling us, or something we cage up, manage, or secretly hoard. 
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I learn to love time when I can let it go. 

Time can run.  Time can change. Time can grow. Time can evolve. Time is 
free to flow.

Then, time becomes my friend. I can surrender to its constant evolution 
because I know there is enough for me and you. It will never stop giving to 
us and inviting us into limitless possibiities. 
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"Peel your own image from the mirror. Sit. Feast on your life."

Derek Walcott
95
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The Power Of The 
Digital Detox

My relationship with social media has always been somewhat strained. As I’m sure anyone who 
identifies as an introvert will agree, the ever-increasing volume of a sea of voices all speaking at once 
can feel extremely overwhelming at times. Instagram is a place that many of us love to hate, perhaps 
even more so now that they are actively transitioning towards becoming a video and entertainment 
platform, a decision that has left many users reeling (no pun intended).

For writers and creatives like myself this change has presented many questions: will what I am cur-
rently offering become obsolete? Can I adapt the way I am sharing in order to stay visible? And most 
importantly of all: do I even want to?

I have always considered myself somewhat of an analogue girl in a digital world, at least once a 
month I feel the pull to turn inward and withdraw my energy from online life. My need for respite 
from this place that feels too fast paced is something I am always trying, and often failing, to meet but 
since I started practicing cyclical living meeting it has become a necessity.

For anyone who is currently menstruating, taking at least a few days to sink into deep rest and renew-
al at the very beginning of each cycle is so nourishing. It is a decision that you will continue to feel the 
effects of in the weeks that follow. Rest truly is a rebellion: a return to self. We mustn’t underestimate the 
power it holds, not only for women but for humankind as a whole.

Our minds never fail to find reasons to keep us tied to old habits, especially when they are so deeply 
engrained. Yet it is by actively choosing change that we shape a more aligned future, not by repeating 
the patterns of the past. 

On the next pages, I share an epiphany from each day that I spent offline, in hopes to offer you some 
encouragement. I have also included some questions for you to consider if you choose to dive into a seven 
day digital detox of your own! 

by Laura Lewis

Savoring a week without social media
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Saturday

Sunday 

It has become clear that I am chronically distract-
ed.

It’s almost as though I have forgotten how to 
be fully present. The number of times I have 
reached for my phone today for what would 
have been a mindless scroll is truly shocking. 
Sitting down to write completely uninterrupted 
feels foreign, the clarity and focus with which I 
have been blessed are gifts that I have wel-
comed with open arms and empty hands.

If you often spend longer than you would 
like to scrolling through your feed take a 
moment to tune into how you feel in your 
body afterwards. Do you come away feeling 
energized or drained?

There is a price to pay for making myself available 
to everyone.

I am noticing how many opportunities to 
connect with those I love are lost when my 
attention is divided. The subtleties of human 
interaction that I often miss entirely when I am 
trying to straddle two worlds are gateways into 
deeper intimacy and understanding: a linger-
ing gaze or a slight change in facial expression 
tells me more than words ever could. I can see 
that a life lived online often comes at the ex-
pense of such meaningful moments with those 
who matter most and this is something that I 
am determined to remedy.

Who are the people you value the most? 
Are you fully present and ready to connect 
with them or is your attention pulled in two 
different directions?

A Peek Into Laura's Journal

& Questions to Guide Your Own Digital Detox
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Monday
Time is my most precious resource, and this 
comes with great responsibility.

I’m feeling acutely aware of the sacrific-
es I make when I choose to spend large 
chunks of my day on social media. Today I 
have devoted my time to what truly lights 
me up: writing. Having ample time to let 
my thoughts drift and allow the words 
to ruminate has proven invaluable. I am 
now 1000 words into a book I’ve been 
too “busy” to begin and there is no doubt 
in my mind that this wouldn’t have even 
been a possibility if I had been attached to 
my phone.

What do you truly enjoy doing? What 
would feel more rewarding to you than 
time spent on social media?

Tuesday
Some moments are meant to be savored 
alone.

I’ve been lost in thought, wondering 
whether I'm living my life focused on how 
it looks or how it feels. I’m beginning to 
see that I can keep some special moments 
sacred, for my eyes only, and that this 
doesn’t diminish their magic in any way, 
in fact it seems to enhance it. I am on a 
mission to reclaim my intrinsic motivation: 
asking myself the difficult questions and 
sitting in the discomfort of the silence as I 
wait for the answers to reveal themselves. 
The knowing that not every part of my 
process needs to be documented offers 
me a little relief at least.

How does your life feel right now? 
When was the last time you did some-
thing solely for yourself, without the 
intention to share it with the rest of the 
world?
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Wednesday
Intention is not the only ingredient needed 
for a successful digital detox.

I have tried and failed to pry myself from 
the unrelenting grip of social media many 
times and I believe this is because inten-
tion alone is simply not enough. Especially 
when it comes to a habit that could quite 
easily be considered a compulsion. Before I 
began writing this article, I decided to take 
aligned action: deleting all social media 
apps from my phone and ensuring I was 
logged out of my accounts on both my 
phone and laptop browsers. I also made 
a commitment to myself not to use my 
phone before 9am or after 9pm, some-
thing that has prevented me from slipping 
into bad habits during those times when 
my energy levels are lower and my will is 
weaker.

If you’re feeling drawn towards trying your 
own digital detox, what aligned action could 
you take to help keep yourself accountable?

Thursday
The remedy for impatience is found in sur-
rendering to slowness. 

It may sound simple enough, but this 
is no easy feat in a world where almost 
everything is available to us in an instant. 
I’m surprised by how much I’m enjoying 
lingering in the liminal space between 
thought and action, between wanting and 
having. I find myself wanting for a lot less 
than I usually would and appreciating the 
slow unfolding of each morning as I sink 
into my cherished rituals. This simplicity 
feels far more freeing than I could have 
ever imagined it would.

What are some of life’s simple pleasures 
that bring you peace? How can you 
create more space for slowness in your 
days?
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Friday
I am more at peace without an optical illu-
sion of perfection to compare myself to.

I’m finding a bespoke kind of beauty in im-
perfection that I would usually be blind to. 
I see now that self-actualization will never 
be attained by cramming myself into a tiny 
one-dimensional box for the consumption 
of others. Being human is as messy as it 
is miraculous; the complexity of it simply 
cannot be confined to a flawlessly de-
signed feed or a short and sweet 350 word 
caption. It’s been a week and, without the 
ceaseless reminder that I am not enough 
as I am, the most incredible shift has taken 
place: at last, I’m beginning to feel ground-
ed in and grateful for my own gloriously 
chaotic existence. Perhaps these changes 
that are chiseling the world of Instagram 
into a new form are taking place at the 
perfect time after all.

Are you resisting the beauty that re-
sides at the core of your own chaos? Are 
there any parts of yourself that you shy 
away from sharing with the world for 
fear of judgement?

About Laura
Laura is a single home educating mother 

of three beautifully wild children. The 
moments she manages to steal away 
for herself are usually spent reading 
and writing, most often focused on 

exploring, unpicking and reweaving the 
meaning of womanhood into something 

that feels closer to truth.

Instagram: @re_weaving
Website: https://www.lauralewis.uk/
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Charissa Steyn
Charissa began dreaming up Being Human when she realized how 
much compassion and groundedness she experienced when she 
gave herself and everyone around her permission to simply be and 
become. She and her South African hubby have made their home on 
three different continents and now reside in the Pacific Northwest. 
Together, they have four wide-eyed little explorers and endless wild 
ideas. Charissa is an early morning runner, word weaver, outdoor 
lover, deep thinker, and adventure seeker.  

@charissasteyn

The Creators

Brittany Stoess
Brittany is a writer, artist, and outdoor educator living in 
Chattanooga, Tennessee where she lives with her husband Mike and 
their dog Riley. Whether in the forest with kindergartners or hiking in 
the mountains, nature is her best teacher and where she feels most 
at home. She’s fascinated by the intersections of spirituality, culture, 
and human development, and hopes her words can play a small role 
in bringing us into deeper connection with each other and the world 
around us. 

@brittanystoess
brittanystoess.com
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Jenna Winship 
Jenna lives with her family in Alaska and uses story-telling to teach 
her kids (and herself ) about the world around them. She's a self-
published children's book author who also has a deep passion for 
photography, nature, adventuring, her family, and coffee.

@jennawinship
jwinship.com

Anna Naylor - design & layout
Anna identifies as a nomadic homebody, relocating every couple 
of years for work, and has grown to love the quest of finding home 
wherever 'right here' is. After getting her English degree and 
qualifying as a teacher, Anna changed her plans and pursued a career 
in marketing. She is happiest spending time with her husband Josh, 
drinking good coffee, bbq-ing on the beach, and creating beautiful 
things. 

@letteredbyanna
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Being Human is a creative community daring to live into the collective, unfolding story of our sacred kinship with 
everything and everyone by seeking to practice a lifestyle of inclusive love and solidarity. We invite you to read the rest 
of our story here.

We are both a website featuring fresh, engaging words and art every week, and a bimonthly digital magazine.

The digital magazine contains four sections:

• Breathe: in which we address topics surrounding the contemplative life, meditation, introspective practices, prayer 
and journaling

• Seek: this section focuses on nature, earth care, sustainability, a lifestyle of learning and curiosity, creating, and 
making art in all forms

• Gather: this would be all things relating to connection, togetherness, community, eating, celebration, recipes

• Dwell: a section devoted to addressing theological concepts, God/Divine, spirituality, noticing and honoring the 
sacred all around and within us

We are looking for the following types of pieces for both the magazine and website:

• captivating, vulnerable stories (fiction and non-fiction)
• intriguing essays on specific topics
• poetry
• art: recipes, photography, painting, sketches, etc.
• meditation guides
• creative prompts
• “how-to” articles or list style
*All stories and essays need to stay within the range of 600-1000 words.

We are ready and excited to see what you come up with!

But please do read our story first and become familiar with the heart behind Being Human before you submit your 
piece for consideration. Then, glance over our editorial calendar on the next page to see submission dates and themes 
for our upcoming digital magazines.

Note: In regards to the website, you can submit final draft pieces any time for consideration.

Join Us ?



Upcoming Themes and 
Submission Dates for 
2021:
Issue 4: SECRET
Submission Date: October 9  2021
Publication Date: November 2021

Please note:

• Submit only final draft pieces for consideration to: hello@beinghumanmag.com

• Please do not send us work that has been used elsewhere.

• You will hear a response from us within 2 weeks.

• If you are an artist or photographer with a portfolio- please send us a link. We are always looking for nature-themed 
photos and artwork to fill our pages!

• As stated above, Being Human is an inclusive community and we are open to all!



https://beinghumanmag.com/

Being Human is a Wild, Winding Experience. 

Every moment is a choice to turn towards light, love, and hope. An adventure we cannot rush. We go our 
pace and pave our paths, honoring our persistence to keep growing.   

Being Human is an Invitation to Embrace Our Wholeness.

We offer ourselves compassion instead of criticism. We befriend our fears and wounds, staying curious to 
who we are becoming through it all. 

Being Human is a Practice in Holding Paradox.

Releasing the need to have the answers, we instead cherish the mystery and nuance embedded within 
the Universe and our own soul.

Being Human is an Opportunity to See Everyone through Eyes of Wonder.

We are all a collection of unfolding stories in need of space to expand, evolve, change, stretch, and trans-
form in our own way. It is through seeking to understand and see ourselves in one another that we heal. 

Being Human is a Declaration of Our Sacred Kinship with One Another. 

The world is pulsing with possibility, every created thing has a song if we only take time to listen. We are 
family, an intricate ecosystem. We believe walking forward in solidarity and empathy, while recognizing 

our innate goodness is how we will collectively flourish.


