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Welcome Traveler,
What secrets are pent up inside of you right now? The secrets you hold close to your
heart aren’t a cause for shame, but a reminder to remain open to the ambiguous and
obscure aspects of reality. Secrets are an inevitable part of what it means to be human.
I once listened to an interview with psychologist and author Michael Slepian in which
he discussed the extensive research he’s done around secrets. He talked about how we
all carry multiple (and similar!) secrets at once, usually regarding relationships, extra-relational thoughts, self-harm, trauma, discontentment, money, habits, addictions, and
ambitions. Furthermore, he explained how exhausting and isolating it can be to keep our
secrets.
I remember a late morning last year when I decided to share a particular secret with my
husband. It was a secret I had been keeping for a couple of years. I was nervous because
I didn’t know how he would respond.
He listened intently while I confessed in hushed tones, and often through tears, a personal struggle I wanted him to know about. Turns out I had nothing to fear.
To my surprise, he met me with kind eyes and a tender heart. He understood how significant it was for me to trust him enough to want to share myself in this way.
Although I had toiled back and forth about whether to tell him, in the end I’m so glad I
took the step. It led to deeper connection, conversation, and compassion between us.
We hope Issue 04 feels like sitting with a trusted confidant, a close companion, while
you exchange untold stories, speak of buried wounds, and explore your wildest dreams.
Within these pages, you’ll read about the beauty that awaits each of us when we attune
our souls to the deep mysteries of life.
We will never escape the presence of secrets, but we can breathe a great sigh of relief.
We are all trying our best to stay vulnerable and open to discovering the hidden layers
resting just beneath the surface of everything and everyone.
Indeed, life is brimming with all kinds of sacred secrets...let's carry them together.

Charissa
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"Here is an unspeakable secret:
paradise is all around us and we do not understand.”

Thomas Merton
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by Felicia Murrell

Don't Fear the
Unraveling
8

There are good secrets and there are bad.
Secrets rise to the fore, unbidden. I hear the exhale of my breath, its sharp intake. I feel my heart
lodged against the back of my throat. What are
these secrets asking of me? Who are they asking
me to be?
Feel, the secrets beg. Remember, the secrets invoke. Tears prickle my eyes.
My body is full of secrets. Some, I can explain.
Some, I cannot.
Some I’ve let hit the air, the need for them to
diminish, to release their power over me, great.
Some I have stitched to my ribs. Hid inside in the
depth of my being where words and understanding would fail to illuminate the magnitude of their
significance.
There are secrets and then there are secrets. We all
have secrets.
Some secrets are dark, cutting into the body like
stinging tattoos freshly etched. Blade after blade,
dug deep, piercing through to the soul.
Damn the secrets, shut up in my bone. How do I yield
to their beseeching?
Every secret laid deepens the chasm between
communal intimacy and me. How can I allow
myself to be witnessed when the secrets blind my
own self sight?
How do I offer myself the courage to be present
with these secrets? The ones that scare me and
the ones I scare by turning my attention toward. I
must first witness myself apart from the stitching
of these secrets. Unweave. Unbind.
May the kiss of Love sustain me in my brokenness
that I might cross the chasm between my secrets
and me. Come close enough to touch the thread
that binds them tightly, knit so fastidiously some
feel as if they’ve always been with me. If I can’t
touch them, I can’t heal them.
When the shadows fade and the lights dim and
there’s no one but me, am I in my skin or in my secrets? My feet tingle. My legs thrum. My hip pricks.
There is a cord of tightness along my neck. My
body clothed in skin and secrets. How wonderful
and damning to have both things.

Are my secrets healthy or dead weight? Am I
participating in vitality or rushing headlong to
demise? Those questions are for the body. How
do my secrets, these things of the past guide me?
Am I conscious to their poisons, the toxins I ingest
when I remember what I long to forget? Is denial
killing me softly with its lullaby? Lulling me into
inactivity while I wish all the secrets away.
Secrets I have amassed for a lifetime– some mine,
some others. Some leak out when I least expect.
Some, I never want to tell. Those, they eat away
at my gut microbiome. Destroying my immunity,
allowing more invaders in when what I desire is
protection. From myself, from the onslaught of
their torment.
Secrets drown out the knowing, but my body
bears the burden of trauma. Like a heavy weight
it holds memory and secrets…the cries, the
torment. Nestled within my adipose cells, they
absorb and absorb, the fractured, the shattered.
My body holds all the dismembered parts of every
secret, waiting within, raging within, until I am ready
to re-member.
What changes in the body when I say yes to
participating with Love in the un-wrathing of my
secrets?
To divest of the bad stitched into my skin, I must
purge the toxins and poisons of my perpetrator’s
shame, the judgments and actions of another that
weigh me down.
I tell myself: Let go. I am safe. Let go. I am here, and I
am alive.
When you are safe, let go. Release the tangled
mess you have stored within. Move your hand
along your belly counter-clockwise, unwind all
that has wound you up. Release and Let go.
How will you know when it’s time? Pay attention to
the signals the body offers. And be kind, gentle
with your heart. Gentle with yourself.
Should I take the scissors and snip away at my
secrets, or do they too belong? Are they too a part
of the mystery? If I cut at the knotted pieces of
thread, won’t the whole of it unravel? Is that my
desire, to come apart?
Yes. Yes. Sophia wisdom presses into my heart.
Crowned in resplendent knowledge—of Love,
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of self, of the cosmos, of ancestry, Sophia guides
me to Truth. I can live in the mystery of how all is
woven together, even my secrets like the knotted
underbelly that mar a beautiful tapestry. I need not
fear the unraveling.
We are dismembered to be re-membered. Sifted.
Refined. Purified in the fire wrought by suffering
and tragedy. Tragedy not borne of Love, but certainly able to be redeemed by it.
It is a courageous thing to stay in the fire when all
I want to do is flee. I steady my feet to the ground,
hand over my heart and resist the desire to flee
from the discomfort of peering into.
Because Love is with me, I can face the remembering with fear and curiosity. I do not have
to allow my fright to invoke flight. I can stay
present to my own discomfort. I can look into
myself and face the secrets that are there.

being, never lost. That is the voice of Love.
Love loves us through and through, even amid
secrets that weigh us down. Love invites our participation. Love invites us to re-member. Each body is
as human as you. There is no touch from a master
that stops the issue of blood. No one to abdicate
you from doing your own work of participating
with Love. Had the woman not stretched forth her
hand to touch his hem, the life energy (chi/ase)
that flowed from within Jesus would have never
shifted.
With Love’s help, cross the chasm. May your soul
be anchored in deep, energy shifting Love. For
there you shall live free.

In the Light of Sophia wisdom, I lay my secrets
bare on Love’s altar. Unrobed. Fully disclosed.
There, in the sanctuary of safety, I watch Love tend
my disclosure. Handling each shattered, fractured
shard with tender mercy and loving kindness.
The breath of Love kisses my painful, traumatic
dismembering with Truth. And there, under the
banner of Love, I am born anew.
Secrets disavowed. Cells restructure. Body reclaimed.
The body re-membered.
Secrets that once threatened to pull me under
and destroy the weave of my tapestry are integrated like veining. Not cut off and forgotten, as if I
have not walked through hell and survived. Sharp
edges smoothed by Love; prickly thorns that once
marred the surface bent. Where the breath once
caught and stitched with the inhale of each
painful secret, now I can exhale – fully, deeply.
When the blinding pain of secrets gives way,
what is left is a mirror. A resonance. A knowing. A
freedom. The place of refuge within, where you
can find rest and be re-membered. There in the
solitude of peace, what you’ve always known to
be true will rise to the fore. There in the absence
of the world’s slights, in the silence of your secrets’
demands and accusations, there you can hear with
great clarity, something that rises unbidden from the
depth of your being. Something imprinted. Something knitted into the fabric of your DNA before
you were even born. Passed down from Being to
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About Felicia
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publishing industry as a freelance copy editor/
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her husband, Doug. Together, they have four adult
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Instagram @hellofelicia_murrell
Website: FeliciaMurrell.blogspot.com
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by Gideon Heugh

The Gardener
So you walk through heaven's gates
(which of course are not gates,
are nothing that can be narrow,
nothing that can be closed)
and you are surprised to find yourself
not in a throne room,
but in a garden.
There are sweet peas and sunflowers,
there are bees among the lavender,
there are roses. There are thorns
on the stems of the roses.
The soil is dark,
and not unfamiliar.
Looking for the one in charge
you notice the gardener.
They are pottering about;
they are idling around;
there is dirt beneath their nails.
You notice the sort of smile that suggests
they are about to reveal
the most wonderful secret.
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About Gideon

Depending on who's asking, Gideon is either a poet who
moonlights as a writer for a humanitarian agency, or a
writer for a humanitarian agency who moonlights as a poet.
Either way, he loves playing around with words to try and
help make people's lives a bit better. When he's not walking
up a mountain somewhere, you'll find him in his garden
in Berkshire, England, where he lives with his wife and
daughter. He's obsessed with blackbirds, roses, good coffee,
and pointing out how gorgeous the world is.
Instagram: @gideon.heugh
Facebook: facebook.com/gideonheugh
Website: gideonheugh.com
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by Amber Adrian

A Chronology of
Hiding
Have you spent any of your life in hiding? I know I have.
People who know me might be surprised by this—I’ve always given off a pretty self-assured vibe—but
it’s been only recently that I’ve started to embrace all of who I really am. Over the years I learned many
ways to keep parts of myself hidden away. It didn’t take me long to come up with a list.
I learned to hide my sensitivity.
I was 8 or 9, and I have a clear memory of playing softball with my dad. I felt like he was laughing at me
and it hurt my feelings, so I dropped the bat and ran away. I remember standing on the other side of a
barn, letting the big emotions pass through while the tears fell.
I’m not sure what happened after that, but I do know that I was embarrassed at the way I’d acted. I absorbed a clear message from a young age: I was too much. “You’re so sensitive” had nothing but a negative meaning, so over time I learned to tone down my emotions and perceptions.
I learned to hide my abilities.
In seventh grade I won a local art contest. I predicted my homeroom teacher would bring it up to my
class, as he liked to start the day by talking about the previous day’s newspaper, in which my drawing
had been published. I was horrified by this, so much so that I called him at home and asked him to please
not talk about it. I didn’t want the praise or the attention. I wanted to make myself small so others wouldn’t
feel threatened.
I learned to hide my body.
In my early twenties I studied abroad in Spain. Once I was with a friend at the beach, and if you’ve been
to European beaches, you know that clothing is sometimes, well, optional. My friend and I decided to
lose our tops. The guys we were with took notice, and my friend turned to me in what felt like anger and
said, “I’ve never felt as insecure about my body as I do now.”
I don’t recall what happened after that, but I remember feeling like I’d done something wrong. The messages from Christian purity culture I’d grown up with were only reinforced in this moment: cover up.
I learned to hide my real thoughts.
In my adult years I’ve often felt alone because I don’t neatly fit with a group or a label. As a mother, I’m mostly
at home but I also write, so am I a “stay-at-home mom” or a “working mom”? Politically, I live in a middle
ground that feels too liberal for conservatives and too conservative for liberals. And in my spiritual life,

14

my contemplative Christian faith isn’t easily accepted: off-putting to friends who aren’t people of faith at
all, and heretical to friends in a different stream of Christianity.
It seems that nuance isn’t much welcome these days, so I’ve often avoided certain topics with certain
people or stayed silent altogether.
That’s a lot of hiding, and I’m sure I could think of more.
In the last few years my self-love has grown in leaps and bounds. I’ve un-learned a lot, including the idea
that I can’t be who I am. Glennon Doyle puts it well: “I will not stay, not ever again—in a room or conversation or relationship or institution that requires me to abandon myself.”
YES.
I thank God I’m finally there too, but it didn’t come easy. It’s taken work, and courage, and lots of good
books (like the ones listed after this article). Hiding is so appealing to our human nature. As inherently
relational beings, being disliked feels like the worst thing ever, especially for women, so we disguise or repress
our true selves to be more pleasing to others. It makes total sense why we choose to hide.
Yet it serves no one.
I have a Marianne Williamson quote beside my bed on a small card, and it reads: “As we let our own light
shine, we unconsciously give other people permission to do the same.” Being ourselves isn’t a hindrance to
others—it’s actually a gift, even if they don’t realize it.
Although I can’t say I’m always 100% myself, these days I don’t do much hiding. I’m okay if I’m disliked or
misunderstood or slapped with a label, because I can imagine a world where we all embrace exactly who
we are, and it’s a much more authentic, interesting, and beautiful one. My contribution—especially in
this season—is to do what Marianne says: let my own light shine.
What would it take for you to unapologetically be your unique, complex, messy self? What do you think is
holding you back? I invite you to sit with those questions, and in the meanwhile, I want to encourage you
that it’s worth it. So worth it.

About Amber

Amber Adrian is a former English teacher and current writer, seeker,
and mother to three girls. She loves good conversation about
motherhood, spirituality, and culture (and she’ll want to know what
you’re reading). Amber lives with her family in the Midwest and is
working on her first book.
Instagram: @amber.adrian
Website: alternativegrace.com

15

BEING HUMAN MAGAZINE

Recommended Reading
Women Who Run With the
Wolves
by Clarissa Pinkola Estes, Ph.D
“I hope you will go out and let
stories, that is life, happen to
you, and that you will work with
these stories... water them with
your blood and tears and your
laughter till they bloom, till you
yourself burst into bloom.”

The Dance of the Dissident
Daughter
by Sue Monk Kidd
“The way to find your thread
again is to be still and remember
who you are, to listen to your
heart, your inner wisdom, as
deeply as you can and then give
yourself permission to follow it.”

I Thought It Was Just Me (But It
Isn't)
by Brené Brown
"Shame unravels our connection
to others. In fact, I often refer to
shame as the fear of disconnection - the fear of being perceived
as flawed and unworthy of
acceptance or belonging."
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A Woman's Worth
by Marianne Williamson
“You need not apologize
for being brilliant, talented,
gorgeous, rich, or smart.”

Untamed
by Glennon Doyle
“I will not stay, not ever
again—in a room or conversation or relationship or
institution that requires me
to abandon myself.”
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by Lyndsey Medford

Shopping for
Goldenrod
Long before I could articulate a strong critique of neoliberal economics and global resource extraction,
I was suspicious of stores. I went to Christian college and learned the words "social justice" right when
a few evangelical men were making their careers out of shaming everyone around them for not being
Radical™ or Crazy™ enough. If the Gospel is really so life-changing, they harangued, where are all the
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Christians doing spectacular things for God?
I absorbed it all eagerly. God had never invited me, thus far, to do anything particularly “crazy,” but I certainly resonated with the critique of the comfortable Christian club that Southern evangelicalism seemed
to be. I learned about the slavery and exploitation too often used to produce such innocuous treats as
coffee, chocolate, and new clothing. I vowed, in true nineteen-year-old fashion, not to become part of that
sinister machine.
In one of those college classes, we read Don DeLillo's satirical novel White Noise. Shame rose in my pink
cheeks as he described the satisfaction grocery shopping brought to one of the characters. How capable
and in control it made them feel to choose their items carefully, to look at the full cart, to glide through
the checkout—even though the careful design of the supermarket was just as handily controlling him.
I knew that feeling. I knew how grocery shopping brought a sense of order to my day, the full pantry a
feeling of sustenance and abundance to my home. But so much of the bright packaging only concealed
the true origins of it all. What was wrong with me? What was wrong with us?
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I don't want to be the kind of person who lets myself get
tricked into trying to fill the holes inside me with stuff.
In the ten years since college, my analysis has become more nuanced and my personal morality less strident. After all, capitalism is
gonna capitalize, whether I participate in it or not. There are better
ways for most of us to try and make change in this complicated world
than contorting ourselves to avoid stores and shelves.
So I’ve quit castigating myself for having basic human needs and
desires; but I've still always gotten frustrated at myself for wanting
to go shopping.
Not just grocery shopping, although I love a grocery store and will
go to one when I do not need a single onion. I like shopping with
a list, but I also like shopping for anything and nothing. Every few
days, I find myself trying to think of something I need so I can go to
a store. I love browsing. Thrift shopping. Strolling around. Finding a
surprise. Finding a deal.
Growing up, this is one way we saved money: yard sales, clearance
racks, buying clothes in the off-season, all reward the shopper
who’s not laser-focused on any specific item. There’s a bit of magic
in a hunt like that. Even when I don't buy anything, sometimes, I
feel like I belonged on that search.
Still, other times I end up in a store and then feel depressed and
panicky, asking: Where did all of this come from, and who made it?
How soon will it end up in a landfill? Does anyone really need any
of these things? What is wrong with us?
A few weeks ago I stepped out of a doctor's appointment feeling
restless, trying to think of some reason I needed to go to a store.
But I noticed one of Charleston’s beautiful, broad oaks hanging
over my car, and as I wondered whether there were ever mushrooms there I realized—if I could really do anything at all in that
moment, I'd go foraging.
I've nursed a fascination with foraging over the last year. I still know
hardly anything, but I know that I want to know. The few species of
plants I’ve learned about have made me more attentive and appreciative toward everyday places and beings like that parking-lot oak.
I’ve become more aware of the abundance surrounding us, the
possibilities for life and enjoyment that are already given to us if we
will practice paying attention.
That mushroom moment put it all together for me: I’m
convinced that the instinct to go out and find things, pick them
up, and bring them home every few days is a positive
evolutionary trait.
The seasons change from week to week, and fresh food doesn’t
keep. Like clearance shopping, if you’re feeding yourself from the
Earth, it makes sense to go browsing every couple of days, whether
or not you have a specific “target.” Maybe there’s a reason it feels
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calming, purposeful, and pleasurable to seek out a favorite spot, to
look high and look low, to discover something that fits our families’
needs.
This is also the kind of underappreciated, deeply skilled work of
maintenance and care that women, especially, have been doing
for millions of years. All those critiques of shopping and shoppers
I absorbed back in college now seem loudly, conspicuously male.
The truth is, shopping can be done well or badly—and either way, it’s
a necessary chore. The old cultural trope of women giddily “going
out to spend the family’s money” ignores the complexity of a task
that—if we’ve been raised from birth to do it—women ourselves
don’t always realize requires a lot of expertise.
We may not be cataloguing leaf shapes and lookalikes, but we are
sifting through information about stores, brands, ingredients or
materials, and prices to make the right decisions for our families’
budgets, needs, and contexts. As often as not, we’re crafting menus, outfits, or tidy, cheerful interiors in our heads as we go. Shopping isn’t just a distraction. It’s skillful, satisfying work.
I no longer automatically equate “shopping” with “joining the unholy consumerist hordes.”
But in the process of befriending my own treasure hunting impulses, I’m looking for opportunities to turn my restless feet toward
other sources of unexpected beauty, sustenance, and support for
my family. Maybe there is more to living justly than simple self-denial.

About Lyndsey

Lyndsey Medford is a writer and
activist in Charleston, SC. Right
now she's probably pulling
weeds in her vegetable garden
or playing with her rescue
pup. Lyndsey writes a weekly
newsletter about Jesus, but with
swears.
Instagram: @lyndseymedford
Website: lyndseymedford.com

There is food, flavor, medicine, and even “seasonal decor” all around
us, if we undertake the disciplines of respecting elder and Indigenous knowledge, treading carefully upon the Earth, and paying
attention to and learning from the land itself.
There is a sacred practice of care and abundance available to us—
along with the primal thrill of the hunt.
A few days ago when I just needed to go somewhere and get
something, I remembered some flowers I’d seen by a retention
pond near me. Instead of driving to a concrete box of fluorescent light, I thought, I could spend a healing hour with my
neighborhood ecosystem. I got curious about goldenrod, walked
down the street, and (only a little self-consciously) snipped some
stems from the edge of the wide, waving basin. Like bringing some
of that famous autumn afternoon light inside, my golden bouquet
felt like the very stuff of October.
In a vase on the counter, it became solid proof of some of the
truths that have come to slowly break open the condemning messages of my younger days:
that desire really is trying to point us toward the good;
and the Creation really is supporting and sustaining us already;
and God has placed enough here for everyone, if only we will learn to
see it.
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“Mystery is
endless
knowability.”
Richard Rohr
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by Heather Walker

(This)
This moment in life
This blip on the map
This dot in the sky;
Is one of a million orbits

This aching is but a dream
So hold on
It will pass
Even if for now it feels like a black hole
Matter collapsing on matter
With no sign of light
A reminderBlack holes are at the center of every galaxy;
Even yours
Creating explosive beauty in their own right
Unknowns
Uncertainties
Endless energy abounding
Building blocks
To the universe that is you
-infinities

A thought: if you are part of the universe and the universe is a part of
you; then why wouldn’t you have moments of dark? Black holes even?
Black holes are at the center of every galaxy, even our Milky Way.
And if the natural world around us mirrors/patterns our human life;
wouldn’t those patterns extend to you?
If you are made of stardust (like Carl Sagan suggests) and bits of
space particles and periodic chart are swirling in you; come close
now, listenStars go through a series. A series of birth, life, death and rebirth. So
why not you? And I mean in all sorts of ways. (Day to day and existentially). Mini cycles of star moments, supernova experiences, processes,
explosions, and growth throughout your life.
You.
You are a living breathing mini universe occupying this moment in
time. Imagine that. You are literally made of stars.
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About Heather

An aspiring writer and poet; Heather
hails from the soil of love and
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rekindled her passion for words by
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thoughtful noticer of the natural
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Instagram: @heatherruby
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by Jenneth Graser

Hidden Wound
I have a wound hidden under my wing; nobody can see it, but you. Thomas is my brother, he sits in his despair, not listening to the others, he wants to see for himself. I have my own doubts, buried in my wound.
I, too, want to see for myself.
You invite me into your wounds and scars, and I lift my wing for you to see, the wound hidden in
me. There is no proving or justifying, no anger that could be buried too deep. Come into my wound; I want
you to see for yourself, not a second-hand report. Firsthand, we will encounter each other and I will feel
the anger begin to move from out of me and into your welcoming wounds.
I will feel my doubts cradled by you like a nestful of eggs. I will not hear you handing out easy answers;
it’s not what I’m here for. You are comfortable with emotion and engaging with me in this mess of my
human experience. Comfortable with my anger and frailty, with despondency and doubts, with my questions in the wound; comfortable, not shocked or surprised.
And still, I lift my wings for you. I lift my wings into your embrace.
My feelings will flow and clear the way for creative expression. My pain will move upon a canvas with
the colours of every emotion I have to express. My questions to you are beautiful, not made of shame. I
would rather have questions than easy answers. I would rather not be so sure and make room for mystery in
the great unknowing of life. I would rather have a spacious interior of soul, uncluttered with certainty. Yes, this
one life so precious I have to live. I would rather make room for faith to grow. The less I am certain about
things, the more your light enters my space, where you are also fond of asking questions.
I open my wings for our feelings to flow between us where there is nothing to hold back from, in a love
that sees me so fully, all of it, with love no words can ever explain. If I look on my own weakness with the
same unconditional love, I know the light will expand and burst right out of my wound. My questions are
my treasures.
I will begin to see with a fresh palette of colour, with greater dimension, towards a widening horizon of
hopeful thinking, where things can begin to happen again. Because you are not afraid of my feelings and
neither are you afraid of me.
Even if I don’t see a breakthrough just yet, this trembling faith will cause my questions to flower in the
wind. The sun will find me opening and letting my nectar go, in the quiet making of seeds. And my wings
will catch the wind, strong enough now for the updraft, strong enough for a flight to who knows where.
But I’m going to be okay, because you are here.
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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
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Instagram: @jennethgraser
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Interview

Meet Bethaney
Wilkinson
We offer you this small glimpse into the heart and
story of another traveler, Bethaney Wilkinson, in
hopes that we can practice building connection
through our shared humanity. Rob Bell likes to
remind us, “The real art is: Can I look far enough
inside of you to find me?”
As you read, may you discover commonalities, engage in the art of deep listening, learn anew, sit with
the truth of someone else’s experiences, and see into
the heart of a fellow human without categorizing
them or making judgments.
With that said, we'd like you to meet Bethaney!
Bethaney is a writer, researcher, and social entrepreneur who has dedicated more than a decade
to exploring the intersections of community, racial
justice, and social change.
Bethaney began her career as co-founder of Atlanta
Harvest, a high-production development farm on
a mission to create jobs and strengthen economies
in disadvantaged communities. She then founded
G.Race Dialogues, a faith and community-based
initiative designed to support individuals and organizations pursuing racial reconciliation. Bethaney
expanded her research and broadened her reach after joining the team at Plywood People, a non-profit
in Atlanta leading a community of startups doing
good.
Bethaney is a host of the popular podcast, The Diversity Gap, and is the founder of The Diversity Gap
Academy, an online learning platform for leaders
seeking to pair their good intentions for diversity with true cultural change. Her first book, The
Diversity Gap: Where Good Intentions Meet True
Cultural Change, released in October.
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And now onto the questions!
The first question we always ask is this: What
emotions, images, thoughts, or ideas come to
you when you hear the phrase “being human”?
A swirl of contradictions comes to me when I
heard the phrase “being human.” There is struggle
and there is ease. There is anxiety and there is also
overwhelming peace. There is our immense fragility, as well as our resilience. Life as a human being
is a mixed bag. Given this, I suppose we’re all simply
finding our way.
What are some of the unique and/or basic contemplative practices that you have in your life?
I’m learning to cultivate contemplation and
mindfulness in my daily tasks and activities. When
I wake up, I stretch and breathe before jumping
out of bed. I am intentional about the ways I open
the curtains to the morning light and adjust the
temperature of my bedroom. I am learning to
set my intention(s) for the day and I’m practicing
saying “no” to the daily pressures that don’t align
with my priorities. I also make it a regular practice
to be outside and to work with my hands as much
as possible.
I know these aren’t particularly extraordinary examples of contemplative practice, but I find these small,
daily choices to be sustainable and lifegiving.
Why do you think it is so difficult for us as humans to accept our innate wholeness and dignity? What (moments, books, experiences, etc)
or who has helped you along in this journey?
It is difficult for us as humans to accept our innate

uality and daily life? How do you keep the
artist inside of you awake and alive?
Creativity is one of my greatest motivations and
joys. I love making things. I love generating ideas.
I am always chasing beauty. When it comes to the
products I purchase, the content I share online, or
even the way I write…I’m always asking, “Is this
beautiful? Is this out-of-the box? Am I bringing my
creative essence to the table?”
I keep my inner artist awake and alive by honoring
her presence and by following her intuition.

wholeness and dignity because there are cultural
and societal stories that are always telling us who
we ought to be. And how we ought to be. These
stories are different for all of us, based on our
social location (i.e. who we are born to, where we
grow up, the religious and educational environments of our youth, etc…). One step towards
accepting our innate wholeness and dignity is
making space to interrogate those narratives. We
must discern whether or not those stories are
actually true for us.
I recently read a quote by Prentis Hemphill and it
says, “Healing is the work of getting other people’s
stories out of your system, other’s people’s shame out
of your body.”

I surround myself with items that inspire me,
including simple things like hand-thrown pottery
mugs for my daily coffee, or the dried hydrangeas
that are on my desk year-round.
I’m intentional about the tools I use, so my daily
journaling practice is in a finely crafted notebook,
and I write with a heavy, metal fountain pen. All
these little choices honor my love for creative
living. They nurture my spiritual world. They teach
me that my inner life is worthy of space and expression. Creativity is a sacred practice.
What are you currently reading and/or listening to that we need to know about?!
I’m currently reading Women Who Run with The
Wolves by Dr. Clarissa Pinkola Estes and Abuelita
Faith by Kat Armas. I’ve been deepening into the
tradition of the sacred feminine and these books

Have truer words ever been spoken?
In terms of those who are helping me along this
journey, I must say that my world has been transformed by the spiritual guidance and embodied
wisdom of women of color. Learning from Black,
Indigenous, Asian, Latine, and biracial women
has been healing and grounding for me. There’s
nothing like witnessing other women come alive
to the truth of who they are, and I’m grateful to
those who share their journeys.
Interestingly, I’ve also learned a great deal from
those who haven’t honored my innate wholeness
and dignity. While those relational experiences were
painful, they were also some of my greatest teachers.
How does creativity play a role in your spirit-
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have been some of my guides.
Rilke invites us to “Live the questions now.”
What questions are you living into these days?
The biggest question I’m living into these days is,
“What is my sacred work?”
I have many gifts and I bring tremendous passion
to most everything I do, but I’m learning that just
because you can do something doesn’t mean you
have to do it. Just because you’re good at something doesn’t mean it brings you joy. I’m curious
about where my competency and my creative
passions overlap. Perhaps this is idealistic of me,
but I’m hopeful that the next phase of my life will
be more inclusive of work that is not only helpful
to the world but is also deeply nourishing to my
soul.
Or maybe, perhaps for the first time, I’ll focus on
nourishing my own soul and I’ll leave the work of
changing the world to someone else.
Ikigai (ee-key-guy) is Japanese for “the reason
you wake up in the morning,” and their supposed secret to a long and happy life. What
currently makes you excited to wake up and be
alive in this world?
A couple of years ago, my husband and I moved
out of the city and bought an acre of land in rural,
middle Georgia. Creating a life on this acre of
land is what makes me excited to wake up and be
alive. We are in the final stages of constructing our
home. We recently finished building our greenhouse. And I am so looking forward to not only
cultivating life in this little ecosystem, but to creating
a sanctuary for my healing and for the wellness of
my family.
The acre is so peaceful. It is quiet. At night, it’s
incredibly dark. There are pecan trees, cedar trees,
and a large magnolia tree. There are bobwhite
quail, blue jays, hawks, cardinals, and woodpeckers. It’s a woodland-lover’s dream. Waking up each
day to invest time and energy into our homestead
has been more than worthwhile.
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About Bethaney

Bethaney is a writer, researcher, and
social entrepreneur who has dedicated
more than a decade to exploring the
intersections of community, racial
justice, and social change.
Bethaney is a host of the popular
podcast, The Diversity Gap, and is the
founder of The Diversity Gap Academy,
an online learning platform for leaders
seeking to pair their good intentions
for diversity with true cultural change.
Her first book, The Diversity Gap: Where
Good Intentions Meet True Cultural
Change, released in October.
Instagram: @bethaney.wilkinson
Website: bethaneywilkinson.com/
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by Alisha Miller

Expelling Secrets
Finding Our Authentic Selves
32

Secrets exist in our bodies
Because we fear the fallout
Of being fully exposed to a world
That holds expectations and casts judgment.
In my body, secrets hide in my gut.
They spin around and around
Until I feel so sick that my mouth
Must regurgitate them.
I learned to keep secrets
In a home that shamed too much leg exposure
And infused a fear of hell
If I didn’t say a prayer just the right way.
When we are told that love
Is conditional, dependent on actions,
We will stuff secrets inside our bodies
To desperately ensure love remains.
I was 23 when I was handed
Another person’s deep secret and
It was then that I first allowed a secret
To destroy me; establishing unhealthy loyalty.
I was 25 when I had an affair
And carried the secret for 7 months
Before my gut went sour
And spit it out, my heart bleeding.

I was 31 when I learned boundaries,
But boundaries led to sexual abuse,
And it was 3 months before a therapist
Gently pulled that secret from my traumatized
body.
Now I know that secrets cannot be contained
When kept to protect an image.
They will devour and destroy
Because flesh and bones cannot conceal truth.
May we be free of a culture
That insists we be this or look like that
At an expense far too great,
For our very hearts and souls are at stake.
May we venture forth unafraid
Of what truth may cost,
Bravely exposing our secrets—
The ones that keep us from our authentic selves.
May we live bold and brave
And free our bodies of all
That ravages to steal our selves.
Let us know life and have it abundantly.

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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by Sarah Southern

Beyond Beliefs
When I was in college, a Christian apologist visited
our secular campus to give a presentation to a
roomful of skeptical students on the facts proving
Christianity. His arguments covered historical
records and first eye accounts. He cited revered
atheists and agnostics, crushing their claims with
his own, building up to his ultimate thesis: “I don’t
have enough faith to be an atheist.”
Apologetics is a form of reasoned debate, the
presentation of defenses to affirm and uphold
particular religious doctrines, beliefs, or theories.
In many Christian circles, apologetics is revered
as an art form. I was captivated by this particular
apologist’s ability to argue well. His “proof” verified
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my already deeply held beliefs, while obliterating
any opposition. He made doubters appear ignorant, which confirmed my own presuppositions.
As an impressionable college student, I thought
good Christians were supposed to argue for
Truth. In naivete, I absorbed the warnings against
secular culture. If defending the faith was the mark
of a good Christian, I was determined to do it. Even if
it meant steamrolling anyone in my path with loud
but faulty arguments.
But through the years, this perspective has begun
to unravel with the realization that my posture
was far more about winning than loving. In reevaluating the 1 Peter verse often cited as reason for

defensiveness and ready arguments, I no longer
think the purpose is to encourage debates. The
verse is a mirror: it’s about knowing and holding
Truth for ourselves. The Message translation says,
“Be ready to speak up and tell anyone who asks
why you’re living the way you are, and always
with the utmost courtesy.” In other words, live in
such a radically kind, loving, and redemptive way,
so when people ask why we know the answer. To
respond in courtesy is free of mockery; an invitation
and opportunity for sacred hospitality.
I’m convinced even the most thorough arguments
are poor tools for convincing. Our inner selves
consist of mind, heart, soul. Good arguments have
a place in the world, but relationship-building
is true kingdom work. People don’t want to be
argued with or made to look ignorant.
In arguing, we tend to hijack authority, make
assumptions about our “opponents,” push certainty instead of nuance, mystery, or exploration.
It creates enemies of neighbors, builds divides
between those with whom we share ontological
sameness.
We are created for wonder, but sometimes we lose
the beauty of it in the push for certainty.
Exploration is sparked by curiosity, a quality
squashed when we presuppose we’ve arrived at
knowledge, that our faith is complete as if the process of “asking Jesus into our hearts,” and reading
our Bibles for the next 50 years is enough. I’ve met
many who have grown increasingly disenfranchised with the rigamarole of certainty, the lack
of creative expression and genuine exploration in
churches and faith-based communities.
Perhaps we’ve spent too much time focusing
on arguments to win, rather than people (from
diverse perspectives and beliefs) to learn from
and explore with.
What if, instead of telling people why we don’t believe what they believe, we listen, live consistently,
show charity and courtesy for others we may not
understand. In The Wounded Healer, Henri Nouwen writes: “The paradox indeed is that hospitality
asks for the creation of an empty space, where the
guests can find their own souls … through this common search, hospitality becomes community.”
The apologetics model is often flawed because

it seeks certainty within the mystery. It makes assumptions of those who don’t believe and instead
of crossing bridges, erects walls. And though
there are times people need more convincing,
more often they need the creation of an empty
space, a place at the table to sit, listen, and
share. This is the kind of work that can take years,
decades; a lifelong process of laboring, learning,
and loving.
In Sue Monk Kidd’s beautiful novel, The Book of
Longings, the character Yaltha is reconnected with
her long-lost daughter, and asks her to come live
together in a holy settlement. But the daughter
says, “I don’t worship your God.” Yaltha replies, “We
will teach you about our God and you will teach
us about yours, and together we’ll find the God
that exists behind them.”
God is in the secret things, in the midnight wrestling and desert wanderings, in the verbal and
internal confessions of belief and disbelief, in the
empty spaces and table conversations. To find
God requires seeking, a heart full of wonder, a soul
fueled by curiosity, a willingness to befriend the ones
who may make us uncomfortable; to sit and listen
without argument or underlying agenda. Together,
in remembrance of our similarities, our shared
Imago Dei, we can find the God who exists behind
our beliefs.

About Sarah

Sarah Southern is a writer, novice
sourdough bread baker, and weekend
hiker. She and her husband, Jordan, are
from North Carolina and currently live
in Denver, CO, with their rescue pup Lucy.
Instagram: @sarahbsouthern

35

BEING HUMAN MAGAZINE

by Rachel Eleanor

Nooshen

A Story from the Wilderness
36

I am an ex-evangelical, "spiritual but not religious" person currently illustrating a children’s Bible.
I want to occupy in-between spaces and to be Christianity-adjacent, although I am no longer a Christian myself. I know that these statements may seem to be in conflict with one another. But let me try explaining it to
you another way. Maybe this would all make more sense if instead of discussing beliefs I told you a story.
Let’s imagine I was born in a little town named Oakspire in a beautiful valley in the region of Nooshen. In
our region, we were proud wine-makers. We believed our hills made the sweetest, truest wines. In fact,
the only real wine. We shared our treasures with all we met, selling far and wide trying to win all over to
our drink. We believed our land was magic, making our wines truly extraordinary and that only our wines
could fill a person’s heart with song and feet with dancing.
We rolled our eyes and sometimes even distrusted those foreigners who imbibed other spirits, or heaven
forbid, didn’t drink at all! They might like their ale or vodka, but how could those drinks be as good for
you as the wine from our hills? No, our land was best and our wines were proof. Our hearts were filled with
song. And so, as a proud Nooshener, lover of my land, my culture, my community, I also did my best to tell all I
met about our wine.
But, as I grew older and sought to learn more about the making of our wines, I stumbled upon
dark stories of our past, and even worse, corruption in the town’s current dealings.
I learned of how my town’s leaders strived to protect and excuse all the ill we’d done and were still doing.
I was distraught. But I still loved my town and the people in it, and our wondrous wine that overfilled our
hearts and cups.
So I first sought to change things from the inside. But I found that the problems went beyond my town and
were present across the entire region. I struggled quietly for a long time. Soon it became too much. When I
drank our wine it tasted bitter and made my heart sick. How could this be? After years of trying, I decided
to leave. Heartbroken, fearful and a little guilty, I quietly slinked out of my hometown and left the region
completely.
I wandered, mulling over my feelings of longing, disgust and disappointment. I spent time visiting other distant lands and broke bread with many strangers. I was delighted to raise glasses with new friends and learn
how they lived. I felt homesick and confused, but also free. After a time of roaming far and wide, sometimes staying in inns, and at others spending lonesome nights camped out in the woods, I found myself
near the border of my old region. There on the border, passers-by carried my accent in their mouths. At
the tavern I was gently prodded by sounds and smells that for years had triggered mixed emotions of
nostalgia, pain, nausea, longing.
But now, no longer completely immersed in those sensations, I found I could sit down to table and dine
on a few half-forgotten favorites. I could even drink a glass of Nooshener wine. It was no longer my favorite drink, but tasted both familiar and strange to me. I felt I knew it in a new and deeper way.
I met travelers who shared my story. Some wanted to leave Nooshen but were afraid of disappointing
their families and distrustful of the outside world. Some had been wandering for longer than me. Others
had even returned home and were trying to change things as I had, but with allies, and they were making progress. I found that I wanted to settle right there on the border and support all of those in-betweeners.
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I wanted to help them find new homes, or to support their continued wanderings, or even to aid
their return to their birthplace. Some of these travelers had children and wanted to raise them in
Nooshen. I wanted to help them, too, to find a new way to feel at home in their hometowns. Just because
I didn’t live there anymore, didn’t mean that I didn’t love it. And it also wouldn’t stop me from visiting
from time to time, or enjoying a glass of Nooshen wine, or feeling affection for the people who brought
me up and taught me how to love in the first place.
I would remain here on the border, offering shelter for those passing through. Together we could talk of old and
new things, drink wine, ale or even tea, and try our best to live well. And that is how it is for me today.
I have left Christianity, but I still would like to sit in this space where I rub shoulders with all sorts: deconstructing Christians, persons of other faiths, wanderers like myself, atheists, and even people who have
left and want to return but on their own terms.
I want to re-enagage the old songs and stories of my upbringing, to reclaim some of these treasures,
read them as I would folk tales, and to make them my own. Not because I think that they are spilled from
the mouth of God, the best or the most true, but because they are part of my heritage and not evil in
themselves. It is how they have been wielded that has done damage.
I don’t believe the Bible is the inerrant word of God, that it should be used as an instruction manual,
or that it is the only way to hear from the divine. But, I do think that any text written in love and read
through a loving lens can be treated as sacred, or at least used as an instrument for reflection and
growth. And even flawed texts (aren't they all?) may have something to teach us about the nature of
being human.
Most of all, I want to help make a better way for the hurting parents and their fresh wee ones. They deserve honesty and mystery and expansive love from these stories.
It is for all of these reasons and more that I am illustrating The Book of Belonging. I look forward to sharing more of this journey with you this year.
The Book of Belonging is an updated Bible story book for modern and mindful kids, written by Mariko Clark
Straton and illustrated by Rachel Eleanor. It contains diverse and beautiful stories focused on identity, wonder
and contemplation. Learn more at thebookofbelonging.com.
All illustrations by Rachel Eleanor.

About Rachel

Rachel is an illustrator and picture pilgrim. For her, drawing is a form
of meditation and pictures are a path of pilgrimage, a way to pencil
herself into distant lands in search of deeper connectedness and
meaning. Illustration is a spiritual practice in constructing a personal
mythology, creating a cast of characters to send out on quests
exploring the wilderness within and without. Delight & Disarm is her
motto, and she hopes her pictures, like friendly companions, help you
on your own journey into the great wide world.
Instagram: @rachel.eleanor.art
Website: www.rachel-eleanor.com
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by Lindsay Rowe

Pieces

What if you were sent here with a heart full of love,
Meant to fully embrace every soul from above?
Every single soul who is different than you,
Has a heart full of love to give away, too.
How can love escape if every heart is tightly closed?
Hiding behind the door so they won't be exposed.
To the person sleeping in the park at the end of the street.
To the stranger you walked by and allowed your eyes to meet.
To the one who looks and acts different than you,
That you noticed looks lonely, scared, and blue.
To the discouraged mother holding her crying child.
To the neighbor who is resting in bed, sick and tired.
How does the heart get opened to give that love away?
It wasn't made to have every piece of it stay.
Just like the river whose waters always flow,
The waves push and change the shore as they go.
When life gets hard and you have to slow your pace,
That's when your heart can truly focus and embrace.
You will start to see the beauty, even in the pain.
Your heart will give away empathy on others like rain.
Every little drop that flows out will leave traces of your love,
It will help others know that they are worthy and enough.
We are all on this journey to learn and to change,
To give pieces of our heart to others in exchange.
In the end of the journey I hope that I can say,
"I gave every sacred piece of my heart away."
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About Lindsay

Lindsay resides in beautiful southern Oregon. She
is a wife, mother, home educator, nature group
leader, writer, and artist. She loves meditating,
hiking, and living with intention. She has passion for
photographing hearts in nature with her children. In
nature she feels most at home in herself and deeply
connected to the Divine.
Instagram: @thewildrowes
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by S.E. Reid

Secrets to Raising
a Writer
For Claire
From the moment your gazes meet, you will see something strange behind her eyes. This is because
writers are born with a head full of ghosts.
But if the ghosts don’t frighten her—and they won’t—then they shouldn’t frighten you, either.
Her appetite will be voracious. She will gather stories to herself, tasting each one to find her favorite
flavors. Some she will consume over and over again, as if they contain secrets that only she can know.
Some she will taste once, and then discard. Her bedroom will be littered with the bones and scraps.
When she is small, she will steal. Shamelessly. She will tell you stories you’ve already heard, written in
crayon as though they were hers. The one about the lion who grows up to be king. The one about the
cursed princess awakened by the prince’s kiss. The one about the young boy with a pocket full of monsters. She will swallow stories whole and feed them back to you, as if you’re the baby bird. As if you’re the
one growing.
But every time she feeds you, she will grow taller, somehow.
She will play with things that scare you. Death. Destruction. Disease. Little heresies, and heavy blasphemies. She will hold them with child’s hands, ungraceful. She will wield them without any idea what they
mean. God is just a story, for her, for now. Death is just a plot device for her, for now. She won’t know yet,
how to pray, how to grieve. Not yet.
If you’re smart, you’ll let her play, knowing that life will teach her better than you can. Knowing that God
is reaching up for her through the words trapped in her pencil, in her childlike scrawl. He is whispering to
her. There are ghosts behind her eyes. There are spirits in her steps.
Besides: if you ask her not to tell stories about death, about disease, about God, she won’t hear you.
Growing writers do not heed advice, unless it arrives in the form of a story.
There is one story she won’t tell you: the story of herself. Because it’s the one story she doesn’t know.
She will try on masks upon masks, change her styles often, because she’s always looking for something
unique, something new.
What she is looking for is Her Voice.
When she is older, she will read books that change her life. She will read L’Engle, and Tolkien, and Alcott,
and Carroll. She will read them as though they were speaking directly to her, and only her. Now that she is
older, when she swallows their words, their voices will emerge in her writing. That summer she obsessed over
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James Joyce will manifest in stories disjointed and strange and mysteriously autobiographical. Her winter
venture into George Orwell will turn everything to searing allegory, even if she herself doesn’t understand it. Flannery O’Connor will curse her with second-sight. Toni Morrison will split her in half.
But all the while, she’s searching. Let her search.
Her Voice is not something you can give her.
She may try to send her words away, to the critical eyes of strangers who have never hosted ghosts.
There will be contests, scholarships, awards, publications. She will learn a new word: submissions. She will
try. She will learn a new word: editors. She may fail. She will learn another new word: rejection.
Hold her. Let her weep, if the tears come. Feel her spine turn to iron as she resolves to try again. Because
if she feels compelled to try once, she won’t be able to help trying again. Nothing you do can soften the
sting of rejection. But you can hold her, stand her upright, remind her of the stories she fed you
when she was small, the ones that made her grow.
Remind her that you raised her body, but God raised her soul.
The secret to raising a writer is to listen without fear. No matter what she tells you, no matter what she
plays with, no matter whose voice is speaking through her.
There are times you will not recognize her. There are times you will not agree. She may throw ideas like
bones across the carpet and come away with a prophecy that you never considered, that you were never
given. She will consult oracles on mountaintops you never knew existed. She will sit on the thresholds of
temples beyond your boundaries.
All the same: she is yours. And she is hers.
The next time she tells you a story, look close. Closer, into her eyes. See the ghosts dancing there that have
been there since her birth.
If they don’t frighten her—and they won’t—they shouldn’t frighten you, either.

About S.E. Reid

S.E. Reid is a freelance writer, editor, and poet living on a patch of wooded wetland in
the Pacific Northwest with her craftsman husband and her big black dog, Finn. Her
nonfiction work previously appeared in the now-retired Plants Are Magic magazine
in the UK, her short fiction “The Book” was published by Mysterion in April 2019, and
in 2020 she self-published a poetry-based Advent devotional called Pilgrim God. As a
Celtic Christian and a student of Christian mysticism, she loves to hear and tell stories
about nature, history, ghosts, and God, and believes that the Creator can be found
hiding in and around even the most unlikely corners of His Creation. When not writing
she loves to cook nourishing food, read widely, and tend to her vegetable garden.
Instagram: @thewildrootparables
Website: https://writersereid.wordpress.com/
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by Jane Woods

Trees

Sabina is my psychic writing mentor. She is a gorgeous, celery-eyed Romanian with a heart as full as
her chest. When I met her for the first time in person,
she wore a light pink muslin dress that bared her
delicate shoulders and dropped to touch her leather sandals, her meticulously painted toenails. She
smelled like a spring forest and ate her brunch with
the attention of one practiced at cotillion, which, all
together, reinforced my impression that she is both
highly educated and magnetically down-to-earth.
Recently, I messaged her while in existential crisis.
I’d grown unexpectedly apathetic in my writing practice and all other necessary functions of life. “The only
thing I enjoy is sitting alone on my porch reading. Every.
Other. Thing. is an enormous chore,” I texted her.
She replied, “I’m going to sit in silence and share what
arrives from Sophia.” Sophia is the feminine energy of
God, the ethereal messenger with whom Sabina most
intimately connects.
After her sit, Sabina told me I am like a large,
fruit-bearing tree with under-developed roots. I meant
to save the voice message but it disappeared while
I was listening the second time through. My roots
don’t match the outer expression, she says. Haven’t
I known this? My fallopian tubes gave me away. In
our last session, Sabina guided me through a second
chakra meditation and I noticed how my left tube is
less vibrant than my right. If my right tube is perfectly
healthy, my left is like a withered branch. And isn’t it
interesting that a branch is what I saw.
—
Reflecting on Sabina’s insight I was reminded of the
tree that fell in our backyard the week we moved in
three years ago. The massive hemlock fell from root
rot, which is not the same thing as having under-developed roots. And yet, if a tree outgrows it roots and
the condition persists, eventually it will fall. Falling isn’t
the worst thing. Three years later, we are still burning
fires with the wood from that tree. But it was the end
of the tree, as a tree. After the fall it became logs, the
logs became ash, the ash became dirt.
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Dirt can become just about anything, including,
eventually, human.
In an early mystical vision I had, I appeared as a tree
by a stream. Jesus tended to me gently, pruning my
branches lovingly, snipping away my angry limbs so
love could bud. Later, I discovered Psalm 1:
“Happy are those who do not follow the advice of the
wicked, or take the path that sinners tread, or sit in
the seat of scoffers; but their delight is in the Lord, and
on his law they meditate day and night. They are like
trees planted by streams of water, which yield fruit in
their season, and their leaves do not wither. In all that
they do they prosper.”

Another time, I was a plant growing in a field like a
cornstalk, but instead of a cornstalk, I was a human
body. Pristine. I saw myself as if outside of myself,
rooted to the earth and blossoming. Jesus tended
again to my plant body, this time kissing every inch of
me as if to say with each kiss, “It is good. I love it. How
delicious.”
I learned then that my body is sacred. And made of
dirt, which can become just about anything.
—
When Sabina told me about the under-developed
roots, it confirmed a deep fear: I am mostly bark. That
was the message of the left fallopian tube too: the left
tube represents one’s inner life and the right tube testifies to one’s outer expression. All the insights align.
My outer expression is strong, even fruit-bearing, but my
roots have not yet reached the water table.
This incongruency results in the feeling that I am constantly constructing something out of nothing. I keep
trying to bud new oranges, but there is not enough
nourishment to support them. For a year or so, I
made it work funneling the last drops of nitrogen up
my plant channels on sheer will and a begging prayer.
Now I’m shit out of minerals. My roots are worn out
from reaching. All they want to do is soften and allow.
Sabina said she saw the earth rising up to meet my
roots, because isn’t that just like the Mother? Doesn’t
the wild orange tree drop many more oranges than
anyone can eat in a season?
—
Here’s another thing about trees. They talk to me. Since
that tree fell in our backyard, I have been terribly
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afraid another one would drop itself on the room where my two babies sleep. Every night for nearly three
years I worried about it as I drifted off to sleep. If it was windy or storming, I consoled myself with ritualistic prayers and the fact that I’ve never actually met someone killed by a tree crashing through the roof
(they are, no doubt, dead).
One night, the tree broke through my consciousness. The Pecan closest to our house, languishing precariously over my children’s bedroom. I don’t recall how he announced himself, but he presented a masculine energy, old and confident. Cutting through my fearful thoughts, the voice said quite clearly: “Don’t
you see how the Hemlock fell perfectly? Missing the house, the deck, the tree house, anything at all of
significance? Do you not trust our intention to protect you?”
I learned then the trustworthiness of trees.
As I consider the evidence, it now seems true that I am also tree.
Did I not see myself as such, a tree by a stream, a tree (of sorts) in a field; did I not appear a large fruit-bearing
tree in Sabina’s vision; do I not speak tree through the invisible mycelium of consciousness? What about these
stout limbs I call arms and the delicate branches of my fingers or fallopian tubes? See here, the corona rising
over my canopy.
Every tree falls eventually.
Every tree on earth finally outgrows it roots.
Then it becomes logs, and it might become ash, but it always, certainly becomes dirt.
And dirt can become just about anything, including, eventually, human.

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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by Charissa Steyn

10 Poets to Guide You
on Your Journey
Over the last decade I’ve had to replace my desire for answers and doctrines of certainty with a deep
gratitude for the murky waters of the unknown. In surrendering to this ambiguity and reveling in the
ridiculousness of life, I also began to hunger for the voices of those who offered nuanced explanations
and layered perspectives. Those who weren’t afraid to sink into the complexity and contradictions, and
acknowledge the paradox embedded into our existence.
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To my surprise, I found myself jotting down lines from poems in my journal, keeping stacks of poetry
books on my bedside table, and searching the shelves of my local library for Rilke, Oliver, and Rumi, and
memorizing the lines of Wendell Berry’s “The Peace of Wild Things.”
I admit, I always assumed poetry wasn’t for me; it still leaves me scratching my head sometimes. Yet I
keep coming back to it again and again for that very reason. Poetry crept into my life when words failed
me, begging me to slow down, listen intently, and seek out new meanings of things. In the words of
Eugene Peterson, “Poets tell us what our eyes, blurred with too much gawking, and our ears, dulled with too
much chatter, miss around and within us. Poets use words to drag us into the depth of reality itself.”
Poets speak the language of our heart. They are attentive to the sacred details of our common human
experience, giving us lyrics to sing when nothing in life seems to make sense.
Take the hand of some of them in this list, let them be a companion for your journey. Sit with them for a
few minutes every day. Let their words trickle down into your soul, cutting through the constant noise,
and find a home inside you. Watch how you start to see the world with fresh eyes.
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1
Rupi Kaur

5
Mary Oliver

to heal
you have to
get to the root
of the wound
and kiss it all the way up

When it's over, I want to say: all my life
I was a bride married to amazement.
I was the bridegroom, taking the world into my arms.

2
John O'Donohue
Awaken your spirit to adventure;
Hold nothing back, learn to find ease in risk;
Soon you will be home in a new rhythm,
For your soul senses the world that awaits you.
– from “For A New Beginning”

3
Maggie Smith
Life is short and the world
is at least half terrible, and for every kind
stranger, there is one who would break you,
though I keep this from my children. I am trying
to sell them the world. Any decent realtor,
walking you through a real shithole, chirps on
about good bones: This place could be beautiful,
right? You could make this place beautiful.
– from “Good Bones”

4
April Green
i am complex and fragile
with torn paper wings.
…but I can still fly.
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When it's over, I don't want to wonder
if I have made of my life something particular, and real.
I don't want to find myself sighing and frightened,
or full of argument.
I don't want to end up simply having visited this world.
– from “When Death Comes”

6
Cleo Wade
kept looking for goodness
kept asking everyone
where I could find the good in the world
it was not
until I
looked within
and
grew
my own
goodness
that I
began
to see it
everywhere

7
Rainer Maria Rilke
I live my life in widening circles
that reach out across the world.
I may not complete this last one
but I give myself to it.
– from “Widening Circles”

8
David Whyte
Sometimes it takes darkness and the sweet
confinement of your aloneness
to learn
anything or anyone
that does not bring you alive
is too small for you.
– from “Sweet Darkness”

9
Rumi
This being human is a guest house.
Every morning a new arrival.
A joy, a depression, a meanness,
some momentary awareness comes
as an unexpected visitor.
Welcome and entertain them all!
– from “Guest House”

10
Ross Gay
curl your toes
into the grass, watch the cloud
ascending from your lips. Walk
through the garden’s dormant splendor.
Say only, thank you.
Thank you.
– from “Thank You”

To explore more poetry be sure to check out:
•
•
•

Poetry Foundation: www.poetryfoundation.org
The Poetry Exchange: www.thepoetryexchange.co.uk
On Being's Poetry Unbound: www.onbeing.org/series/poetry-unbound
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by Emily Dobberstein

Sleeping Separately
A Secret for Long-Term Partners
52

Like many who were raised in a fundamentalist,
conservative form of Christianity, I was given an
extremely narrow concept of what constitutes a
healthy marriage. There were rules that were never taught explicitly, but somehow, because of the
communal shame and fear of divorce that defines
many Christian spaces, I was fully aware even as a
child of red flags to look out for which hinted at an
unhealthy marriage or the possibility of divorce.
One of those red flags involved sleeping arrangements.
When I was young, I remember being hyper-aware
of whether my parents were sleeping together
or not. Church culture gave me the impression
that if married people ever did not sleep in the
same bed, it meant something was wrong because “married people should always want to
sleep with their spouse.” If my parents ever slept
separately, I felt anxiety, fear, and dread because I
thought it meant my parents were going to get a
divorce.
I never critiqued this view as a child, but then my
faith and all of its constructs unraveled in my early
twenties, including the construct of marriage.
Then, last year, I married a partner who is equally
committed to curating a partnership that breaks
down the “traditional” boxes of marriage. One of
the first conversations we had before moving in
together was about our preferred sleeping arrangements, and the decision we came to is fairly
unconventional.
Here’s my secret: I am madly in love with my partner, and our relationship is stronger than ever,
but I do not want to sleep with him every night.
And guess what, he doesn’t want to sleep with me
every night either.
Peter and I are both introverted, and we knew
there would be aspects of living alone that we
would miss once we got married. For example,
we both enjoy sleeping in a room alone after a
long day of socializing, spreading out in bed, not
having to worry about waking another person up
if we get up in the middle of the night to pee, and
not being disturbed by someone having a persistent snore or an early alarm.
So did we decide that we had to sacrifice these
preferences just because we were married now,
and “married people are supposed to sleep together all the time”? No! We decided that so long as

we were emotionally connected and in a good
headspace individually and collectively, we would
intentionally sleep separately three nights a week
on average, every week, all year long.
This is under the agreement that we always
check in before bed and make sure sleeping
separately on our “separate” nights is still what
we want at that moment in time. If there is ever
a night when one of us has a really hard day and
needs some extra love and physical touch, we will
break the routine and sleep together. On the other
hand, if one of us needs more space on a night we
typically sleep together, it is understood that we
have the full freedom to have an open-communication conversation and sleep alone that night.
Are we crazy? I’d argue that we are not. Though
many people are surprised when they find out we
sometimes sleep separately, the most common
responses we hear are along the lines of “Wow, I
need to talk to my partner about doing that,” or
“I’m stealing that idea if I ever get married!” Is our
relationship an anomaly? Heck no! If people were
honest, I’d say that there are plenty of couples that
would choose to sleep apart from their partner
occasionally if it was more socially acceptable and
affirmed. The fact that we don’t always want to
sleep with our partners is normal, and it doesn’t
have to be a secret. It is possible to figure out a
sleep schedule that works for each specific partnership. For some couples, that means sleeping together every night. For us, that means
sleeping separately three nights a week.
For others, that means sleeping separately
every night of the entire year. Each of these
realities can represent a version of a healthy
partnership or marriage!
Here’s the secret for all of you long-term partners
and spouses out there: intentionally sleeping separately within a long-term partnership or marriage,
though unconventional, can be totally healthy,
beneficial, and preferred for many couples, and it
does not automatically mean that the relationship
has a lack of connection, love, health, or stability.
If you are one of the many partners/spouses who
want to sleep alone sometimes, there is nothing
wrong with you, and it doesn’t mean you don’t
love your partner or are not happy in your relationship.
It is important to recognize that any couple’s
ability to sleep in separate beds or rooms involves
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a significant amount of privilege because that
means there is excess space in the home to spread
out in. Sleeping in separate beds or rooms is not
possible for folks who do not have the privilege of
a guest room or a room that does not belong to
their children. For those that would sleep separately but don’t have the space, there are still ways
to make it happen, such as taking turns letting
one partner have the bedroom and the other have
the living room couch. It’s not ideal and requires
more creativity, but it is possible.

Overall, health in marriage looks different for
different couples, and sleeping arrangements are
only one of the many ways that this difference
can manifest. The more we all give ourselves
permission to name our secrets and shape our
partnerships in the ways that work for our specific
humanness, the less we are defined by the narrow
constructs we were handed in childhood, and the
less likely we are to give our own children rigid
boxes which make them feel anxiety and fear like
I did.

About Emily

Emily Dobberstein is a writer, community organizer, backpacker,
and world traveler based in Asheville, North Carolina. Emily is the
author of the recently-published spiritual adventure memoir, The
Courage to Go. She feels most herself when cooking an exquisite
dinner for a large group of friends, tending to her vegetable garden,
or hiking on a remote trail in the wilderness foraging for gourmet
edible mushrooms. Emily is an advocate of radical vulnerability and
authenticity, and she is dedicated to fostering spaces where everyone
belongs and all are welcome at the table.
Instagram: @emdobberstein
Website: www.emilydobberstein.com
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Interview

An Interview with
Toko-pa Turner
We are so excited to be able to introduce you to
Toko-pa Turner. Toko-pa is the founder of the Dream
School, where she blends the mystical tradition of
Sufism with a Jungian approach to dreamwork.
Toko-pa is the author of a beautiful book which I
(Charissa) could not put down, Belonging: Remembering Ourselves Home. I tried to read it slowly, a
few pages every morning, and then proceeded to
carefully underline every other sentence along the
way. We are thrilled Toko-pa agreed to join us here
within the pages of Being Human for a more indepth conversation about the book and the messages she holds so dear to her heart.
To start with, we are so curious to hear what
led you to start writing your book Belonging? What was it about your own journey
that spurred you to birth this project into the
world?
Like many people, my search for belonging was first
seeded in exile. In the book, I trace this seed back
into my childhood, and further, into my Ashkenazi ancestry. But this odyssey began when I was
shunned from my community for expressing
disagreements with a prominent spiritual teacher
who many of my friends were following at the
time. The event itself wasn’t significant in the
grand scheme of my life, but the gestalt around it
echoed what turned out to be an ancient wound
that was ready to be addressed. Mostly out of my
wish to no longer be governed by the unconscious
ache to belong, I began to write. The more I wrote,
the more questions arose. I don’t think I realised
I was writing a book until I’d filled two handwritten journals with the stories, dreams, and inquiry
that came from that readiness.
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There is so much I’d love to ask you about when
it comes to this concept of belonging, but
perhaps you could expand upon this central
question you start with in Chapter 1, “But what
if belonging isn’t a place at all, but a skill: a set of
competencies that we, in modern life, have lost
or forgotten?”
One of the most fascinating early discoveries
that I made in my research for the book was
that very few people I spoke with felt an intact
sense of belonging in their lives. Even those who
appeared to belong (from the outside looking
in), described feeling like an outsider in their own
lives. So I set out to understand the origins of that
estrangement on three levels; personal, cultural,
and ancestral. This is our starting place. Before we
even ask ourselves how to heal our estrangement,
we must first sink down into the wound itself and
apprentice ourselves to it.
We all have stories of exile, whether personally or
intergenerationally, that have shaped our lives.
Our capacity for belonging tends to pivot around
how we integrate those experiences. In the book,
I put forward the idea that those exile events
can be seen as a form of initiation out of “false
belonging.” False belonging are those places,
relationships, or groups that offer us conditional membership, requiring us to cut parts of
ourselves off in order to fit in.
False belonging begins at the level of culture,
where certain qualities and attributes are cherished and accepted while others are devalued,
dismissed, or unacknowledged. Even in the family
home, one may learn that if they want to be loved
or remain safe, they have to shape themselves in
exclusion of any devalued attributes. With enough

Learning how to live unsplit-off from our shadow
selves is the foundation upon which belonging
can be built in the world.
But it is so much more than a personal practice.
The way that I understand it, dreaming is nature
naturing through us. Just as a tree bears fruit or
a plant expresses itself in flowers, dreams are
fruiting from us. The production of symbols and
story is a biological necessity. Without dreams, we
could not survive. And though it is possible to get by
without remembering our dreams, a life guided and
shaped by dreaming is a life that follows the innate
knowing of the earth itself.

reinforcement, these outcast parts of the self
become strangers even to us. But if we can begin
to recognise the systemic patterns, even across
generations, that gave rise to these striations, we
are already on the road to reparation.
True belonging is a choice we have to make every
day, to either cut parts of ourselves off in order to
fit in, or become hospitable towards those refugee
aspects of the self.
You talk a lot about the importance of welcoming the dark guests, the shadow sides of
ourselves, and the ability to “dance with the
inconstancy of life” and all the adversity that
comes our way. What practices might you suggest for learning to belong to ourselves and our
lives more fully?

Like mycelium to a forest, it is this Otherworld that
pulses connection, creativity, and direction into
ordinary reality. When we develop the aptitude to
perceive this invisible world, not only do we experience an integrated sense of self, but life begins
to feel meaningful, directed by a greater knowing.
You have a few concepts in the book, Belonging, that stood out to me on healing, “Healing
is like this. Relinquishing the race to arrive for a
tender devotion to being present with what is.”
And this one, “True healing is an unglamorous
process of living into the long lengths of pain.
Holding the tension between hoping to get well
and the acceptance of what is happening.” How
we can walk this path of healing every day with
joy and perseverance knowing that it will take
a lifetime?

Our dreams are the first place where the alienated
self will appear, so dreamwork is the most powerful
way that I know of to practice at belonging. The
words have almost become synonymous for me,
because until one addresses abandonment in
the psyche, it will always be projected onto the
outside world. The central tenet of dreamwork is
to become hospitable towards the dark, repulsive,
ambiguous figures that appear in our dreams. Instead of running from conflict, we practice curiosity
towards what is chasing us, so that we can find out
what it really wants.
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Belonging is an endeavour that can only be made
with patience, an aptitude for grief, and a willingness to assume a stake in the way things turn out,
even if we won’t live to see all the benefits.
It will take many generations to heal the overculture, especially towards the other-than-human
world which is in extreme crisis. At the scale that
we need to see change, a great deal of perseverance and many of us working through diverse
channels will be required.
But every one of us has a private gateway into affecting real change, at the level of consciousness.
Every small triumph you make to unhinder the
person you are becoming will free up vitality for
you, and contribute to the sea-change we need.
Near the end of your book in the "Tending A
Village" chapter you hit a nerve with many of
us, how we yearn for village life but can’t seem
to find it. Can you tell us more about this idea
of a “shared self” that you mention and why
our modern, capitalistic society makes it exceptionally difficult for us to make this a reality?
I love the architectural image of the reciprocal
roof to describe how a village is made. It is a
self-supporting structure that can be made up of
as few as three beams, up to any quantity, which
are balanced on each other to create an extremely
strong frame. Because its centre is everywhere, if
you remove even one of the beams, the roof will
collapse.
In modern culture, we are so accustomed to the
transactional, money-for-service relationship that
characterizes our capitalist paradigm that, outside
of our immediate families and close friendships,
we rarely experience reciprocity at the community
level. If there is something we need, we think of
buying it before ever considering relying on each
other for help. This individualistic framework is
the enemy of community.
Before the invention of money, and in societies
where consumerism has yet to dominate, trade,
bartering, skill sharing, and collaboration are
fundamental to village life. Like the reciprocal roof,
every individual is recognized as having something
to contribute to the whole, making everyone essen-
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tial to its well-being while acting as a support upon
which all can depend.
In replacing reciprocity with capitalism, we lose
the underlying indebtedness of the kin structure which keeps us beholden to each other.
We lose the idea of a shared self. Instead we
become strangers unto whom we owe nothing,
and further, with whom we are in competition
for resources.
Considering how fractured and displaced we are
as a culture, it’s rare to find an intact village life
in a physical location. But it helps to remember
that most people have not been taught the skills of
belonging. It’s not their fault they don’t know how
to show up for you, as nobody has likely shown up
for them. If you are able to share values with even
one or two people in your life, you’re doing well in
these difficult times.
In the end of your book, you commission us
to “Be the Longing,” and you share a thought
from your wise teacher who told you to, “discover what you are most missing in your life…
and then give that thing away.” Can you share
with us how this one thought has transformed
you personally, how it helped you to create and
sustain a village in your life?
Writing Belonging, which was the single greatest
problem of my own life, has connected me with
thousands of soulful, like-minded people around
the world. It took enormous courage to tell my
own story of becoming an orphan, but I was
rewarded with tremendous warmth from my readers. This has been deeply healing for the archetype of the outcast in me, and I can say that, after
years steeped in this subject, I no longer yearn for
that ephemeral acceptance from the outside as I
once did. I recognise that my own life and work has
become a shelter of belonging for others.
Toko-pa, thank you for validating and giving
language to our elemental human need of
belonging. Indeed, you have become a guide for
us as we traverse these mysterious waters of our
connection to one another and the more-thanhuman world. We are grateful for your generous
work and we hold your words out like a compass,
pointing us toward our true home.

About Toko-pa

Blending the mystical tradition of
Sufism in which she was raised with
a Jungian approach to dreamwork,
Toko-pa founded the Dream School
in 2001 from which thousands of
students have since graduated. She
is the author of the award-winning
book, Belonging: Remembering
Ourselves Home, which explores
the themes of exile and the search
for belonging. Sometimes called a
Midwife of the Psyche, Toko-pa’s work
focuses on restoring the feminine,
reconciling paradox, and facilitating
grief & ritual practice.
Website: toko-pa.com
Facebook: facebook.com/
TokopaTurner
Instagram: @tokopa
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by Jessica Welter-Kolbo

Entity Aches
It’s like an emptiness that aches
A fever that never breaks
A dread for the mundane
Feeling crazy, but not quite insane
It’s silent while it creeps
Midday or in between the sheets
It knows no boundary
Each move more arbitrary
But its goal clearly in sight
Its success only depends on my fight
To sit and rot, it will win
It will revel in its own sin
And it strips me of my power
Too much, and I will cower
A darkness that eats away
Day after day
It’s not me, though
I didn’t birth this woe
This is a separate entity
For some reason, it was sent to me
I fight the constant war
And I feel bloody and sore
Battling for the throne
My kingdom, my own
You cannot govern in the wake
You cannot devour when there’s nothing left to take
Will we both die in the absence
Lifeless consequence, indifferent difference
Courage is what I send for
So I can combat once more
Will my sun rise, will I wake
Like a gun for the dark, victory I must take
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Depression can be a silent turmoil. It’s pain and dread and overwhelm.
It’s a part of me that I wish wasn’t. It’s a part of me that I don’t like to
share. I hide it behind a smile or a kind gesture. And for a moment I can
forget it lingers. It always finds its way back, and it makes me feel weak.
I don’t like feeling or looking weak, which is why I battle mostly in my
own silence. I find private moments in my life to interact with it, to understand it, and to try to heal it. But I don’t want people to worry about
me, and I don’t want others to tie it to my identity. So I find ways to cope
in my own secrecy, optimistic for a day when it finally leaves me and
there won’t be a reason to hide it.
Poetry has helped me process and identify this “entity.” Simply writing
a journal entry about my feelings or issues doesn’t always do me well
and I find having a creative and more abstract approach allows me to
fabricate my feelings.
Also, looking at my depression as an entity creates a separation between myself and that space that it can take up in my life. It becomes
something outside of myself and the more I can detach from it, the
more opportunity I see that that space can be used for something better.

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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by Shaleen Kendrick

Skeletons in
my Closet
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I am a white mother with two Black daughters and
two white sons at a time when America has cracked,
and our racism is on display for all to see, mine included. "Do your work," Black voices call out to me.
Do my work…
There are many ways I am working to confront
and dismantle racism in my life—one of which is
looking back over our adoption process through
the lens of anti-racism.
What do I need to confront? What do I need to dismantle? What racist skeletons are in my closet?
We entered the adoption process over a decade
ago, and in a short time, it became apparent what
a mess it was. For us, adoption is about actively
participating in the joy, horror, and turbulence
we experience as one human family. A mother’s
choice to give birth and not parent combined
with another mothers’ decision to adopt a child
birthed by another paint a metanarrative of
humans navigating life together. Individual stories
intersect with one another to create a bigger story
that can be tragic and life-giving. It’s a mixed bag.
Ten years ago, I was blind to how my white
privilege and white savior mentality factored
into our adoption process. In this reflection, I will
share Asha and Belle’s adoption stories with broad
strokes. This is the story of my own awakening to
the ways I participate in systemic racism, oppression, and—Oh God—possibly even the brutality
of Black surrogacy. I will not hide behind good
intentions, it is past time to see and take responsibility for my impact in the world. I recognize
ways I have participated in systemic racism, not
as absolution, but as a means to do better. I am
not the same woman I was when we began the
adoption process. I am not "woke" either, the
journey of unlearning continues.
—
We got the call one spring afternoon from the
adoption agency telling us a baby girl was about
to be born. We listened to the birth mother's story
and said YES, we’d love to be considered as an adoptive family. We were ecstatic to find out her birth
mother chose us as a possible family for this child.
The adoption agency facilitated the process. We
spoke on the phone with Asha’s birth mother and

her social worker a handful of times. We heard
the beauty of this woman’s heart and parts of her
story as she spoke of her desires for herself and
her child. We understood and upheld that before
legal placement, this special baby was her child,
not ours. She alone was Asha’s mother and was
the most qualified and equipped human to make
the best choices for herself and her baby. We
expressed our desire to support her whether she
chose to place her child for adoption or to parent.
We navigated the adoption process with all the
honor and integrity we knew how; however, there
are places we were blind and wrong.
I did not interact with one Black professional
in the adoption agencies or the courtrooms
throughout the adoption process. White professionals in white institutions facilitated the entire
proceeding. To me, this sobering reality reveals the evil
of systemic oppression. The scarcity of representation
in the adoption field and court rooms highlight how
Black communities disproportionally experience
systemic poverty and are not granted access to basic
resources afforded to the dominant culture such as
quality education and healthcare.
When Asha’s birth mother was making her choice
to voluntarily and irrevocably relinquish parental
rights or choose to step into the role of parenting,
there was no Black professional to journey this
life changing moment with her. I was blind to this
reality and how it shapes the adoption process.
The respective social workers assigned to Asha’s
birth mother and myself were trained in social
work, but to my knowledge and experience with
the adoption agency had very little if any anti-racism training. In the rear-view mirror, I see that
professionals and legal systems that lack anti-racism
understanding and Black representation are illequipped to facilitate transracial adoptions.
In the same vein, adoptive parents who lack
anti-racism training are ill-equipped to adopt
Black children. I know this because I was one of
them. Transracial adoptions can be a beautiful
experience for everyone involved in the adoption
triad. But they sure as hell should NOT take place
without anti-racism understanding and trained
professionals, advocates, and adoptive parents.
Asha’s birth mother choosing not to parent was
a pivotal moment in all of our lives, and I experienced white dominance at play. In my opinion,
our systems do not support Black women in the
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same way they advocate, support, and promote
white men and to a lesser degree white women.
I believe the adoption process would be different if more Black voices were speaking into and
reshaping this field. I was complacent in the
whitewashed legal environment, and I never
questioned it.
In hindsight I understand how the adoption agencies we chose had policies that provided little to no
support for birth mothers who decided to parent after giving birth. For example, the adoption agencies
would fly and house a birth mother until their child
was born, and a match with an adoptive family could
be made. However, if a birth mother chose to parent,
the agency all but severed their relationship and
support, providing new mothers very few resources,
aside from a bus ticket home. While I understand
that choosing to parent is a great responsibility and
comes with a financial burden, the practice of minimal support for any woman in these circumstances
reflects a broken system.
Although these policies did not sit well with me, I hid
behind my ignorance by claiming I was "powerlessness" to change the system. I was silent. I was wrong.
At one point in our journey, I witnessed our
white male lawyer aggressively question and
intentionally intimidate Asha’s birth mother
in court. In the moment, I was shocked, horrified,
and confused…and I was silent; it benefited me
to not speak up and speak out. My white privilege
kept me blind to seeing how much work needs to
be done in my life and our systems.
The last five years has me playing catch up doing
the work I should have done decades ago. Reading Delores Williams and other Womanist scholars
I am beginning to understand how systemic racism is embedded in my psyche and our systems.
I did not use, abuse, or brutalize a Black body for
my own gain, and also through my socialization,
compliancy, and silence I became a cog in the wheel
of a system of whiteness that can separate Black babies from Black mothers. Patriarchy, shaming single
mothers, systemic poverty, and the intersection of
poverty and race keep this wheel rolling.
—
How would our adoption process be different
if Black women were supported by our systems
from birth to students with access to stellar
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education, to reproductive agency, and finally, as
professionals and mothers (single or married)?
Imagine a world with less need for adoption, fewer
children in foster care, and fewer families in hardship.
Imagine a world where adoptions took place inside
just systems that thrive in diversity and fought for
equity. Imagine a world where birth mothers were
equipped and supported in the early stages of
parenting if they so choose. Imagine birth mothers
choosing to place a child for adoption out of their
sole desire not to parent, instead of the bi-product of
lacking representation and/or scarcity of resources.
I will not apologize for saying yes when chosen by
her birth mother to become Asha’s forever mama.
That is a choice I will never change my mind on or
back down from. Our adoption processes taught me
to see in shades of grey and recognize the juxtaposition of beauty and horror in life’s choices. It reflects
the full human experience: pain, sorrow, joy, tears,
laughter, mistakes, courage, humility, arrogance,
ignorance, and wisdom. It’s all there.
Maya Angelou’s wisdom echoes like a mantra:
“I did then what I knew how to do. Now that I
know better, I do better.” For me, knowing better
demands I do better.
Anti-racism work is not about apologizing for my
white skin; it's not about white guilt or shame.
Anti-racism work launches me into healing and
reconciliation with myself, our beloved daughters,
my greater human family, and hopefully with the
birth families of two incredible girls. This is not a
confession; it is a expose of how the construct of
whiteness shows up in my psyche and in our systems. It is not good enough to be “not racist.” For
me, parenting Black daughters as a white mom
requires my willingness to dig deep, to look back
over my life and history to confront, take responsibility for, and dismantle damaging ideologies
embedded in me and our systems.
For my white-identifying friends and family, what in
your life demands you do your anti-racism work?
Anti-racism work is necessary to co-create a new
world. A world where this generation pushes the
human race forward. A world where all humankind
can flourish. Let’s do the work, listen, learn, imagine a
more beautiful world, and co-create it together.
Start with your skeletons…and let it ripple out
from there.

Resources for
Anti-Racism
Personal Action Plan
Listen & Learn
•
Read books and articles by Black authors,
scholars, activists, and artists
•
Participate in anti-racism workshops
•
Get certified in DEI education
•
Follow Black leaders on social media

Take Action
•
Publicly acknowledge and stand accountable
for ways I have participated in systemic racism
•
Share social media resources and ways I am
currently participating
•
March in demonstrations
•
Financially invest in Black businesses,
colleges, and movements
•
Confront and dismantle racism that comes up
in personal conversations
•
Shut up and listen

Books

Movies

These are some ideas to start with. We invite you to
spend some time with these resources (among many
others!) and contemplating your own plan of action
to engage in anti-racism work.

•
•
•
•
•

The Cross and the Lynching Tree by James Cone
Stamped from the Beginning by Ibram X. Kendi
Sisters in the Wilderness by Delores Williams
Indigenous People's History of the United States
by Roxanne Dunbar-Ortiz
So You Want to Talk About Race by Ijeoma Oluo

•
•
•
•
•

Rosewood
Just Mercy
Antebellum
American Skin
The Hate U Give

About Shaleen

Shaleen is a public theologian, podcast host, and co-founder of
Desert Voices—a resource hub designed to inspire and connect those
exploring their spirituality. She is also an Executive Coach specialized
in coaching individuals, groups, and business teams looking for
depth and transformation through the Enneagram. She is drawn to all
things wild, free, majestic, and mysterious. A mystic at heart, Shaleen
believes salvation speaks to unity and harmony with God, creation,
and each other...here and now in ordinary life.
Instagram: @desertvoices_
Website: desertvoices.com
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“And above all, watch with
glittering eyes the whole
world around you because
the greatest secrets are
always hidden in the most
unlikely places. Those who
don't believe in magic will
never find it.”

Roald Dahl
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by Gaylin Isobel Higginson

The Secret Life
of Hiddenness
For the past five years I have lived in obscurity and limitation, whilst aching to have opportunities to give
myself to work that makes me come alive. I’ve longed to be seen and known whilst living in the shadows,
with the haunting of what has felt like a lost purpose. Failure to launch. I’ve felt lost in an undefined,
unstructured field. Attempting to build something in the dark. Attempting to offer the world something
of worth. Hoping that somehow my gifts would meet a need, be received, or make an impact where I am.
I’ve longed to be a part of something bigger than myself—to work alongside like-minded people in a
field that I love. I’ve wanted to know that my presence here is making some sort of difference.
And perhaps these are normal human needs.
However, these feelings were amplified by the culture of the extraordinary that I spent my twenties living
in: “If you’re not living a radical life, changing the world with large scale impact and doing great things—then
what are you doing? Don’t waste your life. Don’t miss the big plans God has for you. Get on with it!”
Although there is value in making a difference in the world (and I deeply wanted to live an extraordinary
life, and still do), this mindset put a lot of pressure on me to perform. It contributed to the belief that my
worth is based only on the impact that I make. It suggests that if I am not out there hustling and doing
big things, then I am of no value. When I went through a geographic life transition, which ushered
me into a long season of hiddenness and limiting circumstances, my daily life was flooded with
feelings of crippling insignificance, illegitimacy, and failure. It left me spiraling, and wishing I was
somewhere other than here…living another life.
Why did I think life would be better if I achieved big impossible dreams? In our supersized, franchise-obsessed world we have attributed personal significance to big accomplishments and doing ‘great things’,
whether in a religious context or not. How complex it is to separate the two. In my context achieving an
impossible dream would validate my faith in God, and prove that I heard right—but what happens when
we ‘fail’?
We are born into a culture that applauds succeeding. And for good reason—we do need jobs to be
done. We have societies to run, children to be taught, and passions that are worth pursuing. How do we
hold that tension of pursuing a worthwhile dream, whilst not attaching our identity to it when circumstances
change? What do we do when we find ourselves in hidden seasons?
For me, it was finding joy in the small seemingly mundane things that saved me; that brought peace
to my aching soul. Evening light found me in the shadows, and gently ushered me to see the simple
miracles. Having the eyes to recognise the small gifts that life brought my way was like coming up for
air. Breath to my lungs. This led me to see the wonder in ordinary things that I had never considered
before—to see that maybe less is more. That quality is better than quantity; depth over breadth; private
over public. That extraordinary things are right in front of me daily, and I can progress even if no one
sees my slow steady growth. In an age of sharing every moment and experience on our social media
platforms, keeping our world secret and hidden for the purpose of being present with ourselves
and the ones we are with is greater than all the ‘likes’ and applause in the world.
What about the significance of invisible things? The things that go unseen every day. The anonymous
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heroes of the earth; without which we would not survive. Like fungi breaking down dead matter into
organic life; chemical bonds keeping atoms and molecules together; hormones; street sweepers; smiles;
yeast; oxygen; apologies; plankton; gravity; and salt! What if it’s the things that go unwitnessed that make
all the difference? What if it’s just as extraordinary to live a hidden life; being faithful to the ones you are with?
And, of course, this is not to discount when truly impossible things happen—when the sick are healed,
or we do manage to make a big dream a reality. However, these have been raised up as the only litmus
test for success. I am learning to hold both—the small ordinary wonders, and the big impossible miracles
when they do happen.
Mother Theresa said it best: “Do small things with great love.” Perhaps smallness is not the enemy of
achieving dreams and goals. Perhaps it’s the way we live our lives that matters more than what we do.
The truth is that we are already seen and known by love, whether we are living in obscurity, in the spotlight, or somewhere in-between. We are seen in our glory, and in the shadows, and that’s all part of the
beautiful story of our lives that is being weaved into the future.
For me, the secret to finding more balance is to notice abundance in simplicity.
To have eyes to see the miracle of my husband kissing me goodbye every morning;
the connection of deep conversations between cups of coffee;
the thrill of submerging into the icy water of a Highland loch;
finding something to laugh at with a perfect stranger;
bringing soup to comfort a sick friend;
or watching a young child play.
My significance is not equivalent to the big things I do for God; or how qualified, successful, or talented I
am. It is found in the small insignificant moments that go unrecorded. Perhaps we can learn lessons from
fungi and gravity and realise that being unseen does not mean we do not matter.
May existence be the indicator of your true worth. And although there will always be longings for the ‘not yet’
and unfinished dreams, rest easy in your belovedness. Let the future unfold as you notice how extraordinary it
is to simply be alive.

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, where she works for a
Christian charity with a focus on creativity and addiction recovery. She also 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. She has been exploring the connection between creativity, faith, and
healing for many years. 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,
climbing mountains, swimming in lochs, and drinking good coffee with friends.
Instagram: @the.evergreen.project
Website: gaylinhig.jimdofree.com/poetry/
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by Celeste Sangster
You Deserve

Brush your teeth.
Wash your clothes.
Clean your room and cleanse your face.
You deserve to be clean.
You deserve more than you give yourself.
You deserve more than the tears you cry.
Take a look around you.
You’re not happy.
You need to realize that,
Some things are more important than others.
Today, your health is more important.
Today, your health is more important than perfection.
Today, your health is more important than what’s
in your bank account.
Take a breath. Take a break. Take care of yourself.
You are not your grades. You are not your record.
You are who you are when no one is watching.
Look around at the colors, smell the air.
Experience life and let yourself live.
Because you deserve to live.
You deserve joy and love…
Brush your teeth.
Wash your clothes.
Start fresh.
Because you are worth it.
Celeste is a midwifery and nonprofit leadership
student who is working towards revolutionizing
maternal healthcare around the world. She has a
special passion for mental health and is involved
in several youth-based organizations, empowering young people to discover their talents, fight for
what they believe in, and make their voices be heard.
Instagram: @celestesangster
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by Sophie Killingsley

They Knew You
Before

Before you came into
Your power
They knew how to take your hands
And drag them apart
To mould and scorn
Those precious parts of you
That you had to
Find again
But you don’t need to attend
Their words now
No repentance is needed
To grasp what was always yours
And enjoy it
Soft and firm
Nurtured and now
Protected
Open to skies and thoughts
They will never see
But you will
Roam
And in knowledge
Be free
Sophie is a freelance artist who focuses largely on
bold, bright, text-based work. She loves to find
the gaps in life to see both the ridiculous and the
profound, and where humans can ask questions
and laugh. She currently lives in Surrey, England
with her pastor husband, two autistic children and
their cat, Major Tom.
Instagram: @perishandfade
Website: www.perishandfade.com

by Julia Frontz

by Mike Fitts

Step Forward in Inside Out
Faith
Truth held secretly
Decaying

May I never forget the prayers whispered for me
when my lips can’t form the words I need
when silence arrests my intentions,
may I remember that someone else
has been my substitute
and spoken the truth over me
that I am still trying on:
I am worthy of having places prepared for me
and stepping into belonging
like it is my promised land.
May I stand on new ground
held by whatever emotion comes
and know that even fear
cannot take this place from me—
that this is my prepared place
no matter how fiercely my feet may wish
to run back to the comfort of yesterday’s land.
May I allow myself to be held
by the love of open hands,
the warmth of needed conversation,
and by the moment,
where the path is beautifully uncertain
but wildly purposeful
and I am just a footstep away
from finding more of myself.
Julia Frontz is passionate about writing, coffee,
and relationships. She is in flawed but continual
pursuit of connection with God and the people
around her. She is driven to create by the beauty
she observes in the ordinary moments of daily life.
Instagram: @restorativerhythms
Website: liturgiesofbalance.wordpress.com

Soul brushed against soul
Healing
Fear, guilt, shame
Flaking
Life revealed
Opening
Love conquered
Freeing
Mike, a lifelong Ohioan, lives in Akron with his
wife and son. A self-proclaimed dreamer of big
things, he thinks a lot about building community
and relationships. With an inquisitive spirit and
a deep love of ecology and systems thinking, he
enjoys connecting humans to each other and the
natural world.

Special thanks to our readers who
submitted these poems through our
website! We are always looking for new
artists and writers to share their work
with us. If you're interested in creating
for Being Human, visit beinghumanmag.com/submissions and follow the
instructions for submitting your work
for consideration. We look forward to
hearing from you!

71

BEING HUMAN MAGAZINE

by Simone Chitescu Weik

Whatever We
May Lose
It has been twenty-four years since my family emigrated from Romania, leaving behind all that was
familiar and simple for a country where, we believed, milk and honey flowed unabashedly, where material prosperity would mean generosity of spirit and celebration would be the course of every day. In
some ways we have found it to be so, although the initial disenchantment that follows all desired things
inevitably came and had to be embraced. And in the embracing of what was real we found a new home,
although the definition keeps changing. But this is a story for another time….
Of the many things my adolescent self didn’t anticipate – that young girl that for five years had yearned
for this country, its people, believing they were her people too – longing was the most surprising of all,
longing for what had been the only home I knew.
A place where poverty and plenty intersected in bizarre and exquisite ways, where the queues for milk
or bread were hours long, where butter and bananas were a luxury, but the summer markets spilled over
with sour cherries, radishes the brightest fuchsia, watermelon so sweet it made the brain hum with happiness. I loved the markets as a child, the toothless women selling bunches of spinach and spring onions,
lily-of-the-valley and violet bouquets so cheap we could fill our arms and apartment with flowers. I loved
the voices of people haggling for tomatoes the size of cantaloupes, arguing over whose blackberries
were the ripest, and I would sneak away with the boon of a wild strawberry to satisfy my never-ending
child hunger.
After the markets came the best part: my mother magically turning what I saw as disparate ingredients into beloved dishes. Stews with bright vegetables and sparing meat to which my father would
add red or green chilies for a bit of burn. Soups finished off with luscious dollops of sour cream, dill or
parsley.
On the weekends, my mom would ask what we were craving, and my predictable answer was potatoes
or matzoh ball soup (yes, I was strange little kid).
Though childhood has now slipped, and the mother country has faded a bit into the stuff of stories, the
longing for its familiarity still catches me unawares. I turn a corner and smell bread baking, and I am there
again walking home after hours in line, clutching my plastic bag which is slightly melting from the heat
of loaves just out of the oven and into our greedy and delighted hands.
Or I walk into my parents’ house in a quiet neighborhood of Charlotte, NC, and for a moment I am back in
the kitchen of my childhood, where my mother’s golden head is bent over a pot of steaming soup, and
her voice exclaims in delight that the spherical matzos are weightless as clouds. I sit at the table and turn
eleven again, asking for seconds and thirds, not worrying about calories or nutritional value, but intoxicated with this moment where my soul and body become undifferentiated in their satiation before the
hunger sets in again.
I make this soup for my husband and friends, some of which don’t know where Romania is on a map, but
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who eat this cross-cultural dish greedily, asking for seconds and thirds. They don’t always know it, yet for a few
minutes they share in a small thread of my childhood and whatever I thought was lost comes back to me fuller and
more complicated than before.
Our bellies become full and warmed, and I am humming again with the wonder that home ultimately
lives inside my body.
“To crave and to have are as like as a thing and its shadow. For when does a berry break upon the tongue as
sweetly as when one longs to taste it, and when is the taste refracted into so many hues and savors of ripeness
and earth, and when do our senses know any thing so utterly as when we lack it? And here again is a foreshadowing—the world will be made whole. For to wish for a hand on one's hair is all but to feel it. So whatever we
may lose, very craving gives it back to us again.”
– Marilynne Robinson, Housekeeping

The Recipe
Chicken Stock

Yields approximately 3.5 quarts.
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

3 1/2 to 4 1/2 pounds chicken necks, backs and wings
3 celery ribs, cut into big chunks
3 carrots, scrubbed and cut into big chunks
2 parsnips, scrubbed and cut into big chunks
2 onions, unpeeled and quartered
1 head garlic, cut horizontally in half
1 Turkish or 1/2 California bay leaf
1 tablespoon black peppercorns
1 tablespoon Kosher salt
4 quarts cold water
Optional: Any vegetables you have stashed in your fridge

Bring all ingredients to a boil in an 8- to 10-quart heavy pot. Skim froth.
Reduce heat and gently simmer, uncovered for 3 hours. Pour stock
through a fine-mesh sieve into a large bowl and discard solids. If using
stock right away, skim off and discard any fat. If not, cool stock completely, uncovered, before skimming fat, then chill, covered. Reserve a few
tablespoons of the skimmed fat if you wish to use them in matzo balls.
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Matzo Ball Soup
Matzo Balls
•
•
•
•
•
•

1/2 cup matzo meal
2 eggs, lightly beaten
2 tablespoons reserved chicken fat or vegetable oil
1 teaspoon salt
1/4 teaspoon black pepper
2 tablespoons chicken stock or seltzer (both of our mothers swear
bythis for making the balls extra light)

Yields 8-12 matzo balls
Soup
•
•
•

2 to 3 quarts prepared chicken stock (recipe above)
1 carrot, thinly sliced
A few sprigs of dill

Mix all matzo ball ingredients in a bowl. Cover and place in the refrigerator for 30 minutes.
Bring 1 1/2 quarts of well-salted water to a brisk boil in a medium sized
pot.
Reduce the flame. Run your hands under water so they are thoroughly
wet. Form matzo balls by dropping spoonfuls of matzo batter approximately 1-inch in diameter into the palm of your wet hands and rolling
them loosely into balls. Drop them into the simmering salt water one at
a time. Cover the pot and cook them for 30 to 40 minutes.
About ten minutes before the matzo balls are ready, bring prepared
chicken stock to a simmer with the sliced carrot in it. If you’d like you
can add meat from a roasted chicken that you’ve pulled apart with a
fork. Ladle some soup and a couple matzo balls into each bowl and top
with a few snips of dill. Eat immediately.
*Recipe adapted from my mother with some inspiration for the best kind of
stock from Smitten Kitchen.
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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 4-year-old 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.
Instagram: @dr.simonaisabella/
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by Tabitha van der Lee

Crossing Over
It’s this crossing over, isn’t it? It’s an act of bridging the distance. Between me and something else. Between me and someone else.
“God’s secret takes form in your loving.”
			
–Rumi

I look at this leaf right in front of me. This smooth and dark green ficus leaf. I look at this leaf and love it.
Its denseness and its sturdy structure. It’s flowing edges and pointy tip.
Tell me, what happens when you love a leaf? What happens to your eyes that look? To your hands that
touch? To your lips that decide to press their softness against that flowing edge?
Perhaps when we love we dissolve the distance. Perhaps we dissolve the distance that separated us.
We bridge the gap. We cross over and take that pointed tip to ourselves. Without asking that tip to be
anything else than it is: a dense, and dark green tip.
A secret…something closed waiting to be disclosed? Something unknown wanting to be known?
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I know—when loving this leaf—that I needed to notice it first. To become aware and present to it. To its
colour and shape and leaf-ness. I needed to wrap myself around this leaf. In all of my colour and shape
and me-ness. To connect with it without changing it. Or myself.
Richard Rohr writes: “Love always means going beyond yourself to otherness. It takes two. There has to be the
lover and the Beloved. We must be stretched to an encounter with otherness, and only then do we know it’s love.”
Lady Julian of Norwich uses the idea of “oneing” to describe this process of embracing: “The love of God
creates in us such a oneing that when it is truly seen, no person can separate themselves from another.”
And Rumi exclaims in a moment of exuberant love: “there are no separating distances here!”
“God’s secret takes form in your loving.”
When a secret takes form, it’s given a shape. It becomes tangible, touchable. When we love, we give form
to Life’s secret. We embody the secret, give it our shape, and in doing so make it touchable.
In touching my hands and eyes and lips to this leaf, I am part of a secret. The secret. In touching ourselves
to this ‘otherness’ and loving it we reach over, and embrace, and participate in the secret.
Still, the secret will also remain a secret. Never fully known. As there is always another separating distance to bridge and new categories to be dissolved. Outside of us and inside of us.
Like the one between me and the something that still irritates me. Between me and the something that
still scares me. Between me and the someone I still get angry with. But also between me and my habits
that still irritate me. Between me and my fears that still scare me. Between me and the parts of myself I
still get angry with.
And as we reach over and embrace still more outside of us and still more inside of us, we grow our loving.
We become the forms Life’s secret is disclosed in.
I touch my hand to a second leaf. I touch my eyes to the skin of my hand where a new age spot has appeared this week. I touch my heart to the critical voice inside that tries to convince me that this age spot
will somehow result in me being less beautiful and therefore less worthy.
And I embrace this second leaf. And my spotted skin. And this fear-based voice.
And know I’ve just uncovered a tiny bit more of God’s secret.

About Tabitha

Tabitha is a mom of two children, living in the Netherlands with her
beloved of the past two decades. She’s always been fascinated by the
ways we are touched by life and grow from experience. We are – as
life is – forever becoming. Starting out with a degree in International
Development (MSc), she later became a psychosocial Coach, Trainer
and Learning & Development Specialist: finding places, organizations
and people with whom to celebrate this becoming.
Instagram: @humanbeing.nu
Website: www.humanbeing.nu
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by Laura Lewis

Family
Secrets

will you look
into their eyes,
half yours and
half mine,
and tell them
of the lethal
cocktail of rage
and guilt and
sorrow that
coursed through
your veins as you
clasped your hands
tight around
my throat?
should I tell
them how
I dug my nails
in far deeper
than I needed to
in some desperate
attempt to
claw back some
semblance of control
over the chaos
that our lives,
that our love,
had become?
shouldn’t we
reveal to our
children that
their parents
are not gods
but mere
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mortals
moving
through this
life with all
the grace they
can muster?

we open our
mouths but
something in
their untouched
innocence stops
the words dead
before we
can speak them
instead we
resign ourselves
to a life of
pretending to
believe that
those grief fueled
shadows of our
past selves
will carry the
shame for us
if we bury them
deeply enough
even though in
our hearts we’ll
always know
that it just
doesn’t work
that way

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
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by Sonja Cox

Can You
Hear It?

I was born whole, still connected to the moon, the
softness of my body, and the rhythm of my own
heartbeat. I saw myself and the world around me
with complete wonder and awe.
At some point, very early on, I bumped up against
the hard edges of this world. In one way or another, my needs weren’t met, I experienced pain and
fear, and began to close and separate myself from
the tender parts of my heart in order to protect it.
I believe that from that very moment, my heart
began to whisper to me from within, “Come back
home”.
Without this vital connection to my truest self and
that steady flow of love within me, I began to look
for what was missing outside myself. Because I
separated from it, I could no longer hear my heart
affirming my innate worth, so I desperately sought
the validation of others.
I listened to those who claimed authority over me
as they taught me that my worth is earned, and
love is conditional. I set about trying to valiantly
engineer or manufacture the kind of person I
“should” be by quieting, shrinking, burying, and
discarding the parts of myself that didn’t fit the
narrative.
I made every effort to constantly seek out and
bask in the light while avoiding and banishing the
dark.
All the while, my heart continued to whisper from
inside me, “Please come home”.
Unable to rest from the hustle for my worth, I
entered into a state of intense internal criticism. I
felt perpetually inadequate. I was never enough.
To be sure, there were moments of breakthrough,
moments of peace, deep love and connection,
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and joy, but when they faded, as they do, I blamed
myself for not doing enough, not being enough.
So I chased them, with more diligent, obedient, hard
work and rule following. And I pleased and pretended and smiled through it all.
At this point, the voice within my own heart, started to get a little louder.
I see now that every time I felt the heart wrenching pain of injustice and inequality, my heart was
calling me home.
Every time I felt dissonance with my religious
teachings, my heart was calling me home.
Every time a hard question arose within me, my
heart was calling me home.
Every time resentment, anger, frustration arose,
those feelings carried a powerful message to me
that I was out of alignment with my original home.
Every time darkness came knocking on my door,
and every time those parts of me that I discarded
began to rise up and haunt us again, that was my
heart calling me home.
After a period of time, exhausted, in excruciating pain, deep emptiness, and a starving heart, I
reached the edge. The place where the method
in which I’d been operating, no longer worked.
The beliefs that carried me through each day,
started to crack at the foundation. The spiritual
practices that gave me peace and connection to
a higher power, stopped working. The woman I
had become, could not carry me any further.
She could not see us through to the other side
of this.
—
And there, standing on that edge, my hearts sent
out the loudest call yet. “Please, please, come home!”
This call sent out a reverberation from a place so
deep inside me, I didn’t even know it existed. It
caused everything I was carrying that was not
mine, to crumble to dust.
With all that was false gone, I could finally hear
what was true. I could finally hear the voice of my
own heart welcoming me home.
I was equal parts drawn toward it and terrified of

it, so I waited there on the edge, in the dark, in
the liminal, for as long as needed, to gain enough
strength and courage, to take that first step into
what seemed to be unknown territory.
When the day came, I embraced, thanked, and
grieved the loss of who I was, with so much love,
for carrying me this far. Then I shed my own skin,
and took that first terrifying and simultaneously exhilarating step, not knowing what lay
ahead. I wasn’t sure if I this would be the end or
the beginning of me.
—
What I thought might be my death, was actually
my birth. And to my own surprise, what I found
was myself. My heart and soul, delivered me here,
to my own expansion, and I was completely transformed. It was me who pushed through the heavy
resistance. It was me who finally listened. It was
me who finally had the faith it took to step into
the dark. I am the woman who saved myself. I
was the one I’d been waiting for. I delivered myself
to the straight and narrow path back home to my
wholeness, my connection to the moon and stars,
my soft body, and I began to see the world with
wonder and awe once again. I was home.
I found that my heart is big enough and open
wide enough for every part of me. My joy and my
pain. My faith and my doubt. My highs and my
lows. My comfort and my discomfort. My dark
and my light. No part of me better or worse than
another. No good or bad. Everything a natural
part of my beautiful human experience. All of
it needed.
I learned that the more I allowed, accepted, and
met myself with love, the deeper and more beautiful the human experience becomes.
This was, perhaps, the very first time I experienced
love without condition. And that’s when I learned
the greatest secret of all: The only thing I ever needed to do, was change the amount of love I offered to
myself.
So I began the process of letting love reach the
parts and places of myself I never let it go before.
I’m learning now that life will unfold as it does.
The darkness and the light will come and go. I will
experience periods of comfort and discomfort,
connection and disconnection, sorrow and joy.
Each experience and every emotion is an invita-
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tion to extend the reach of my love even wider and
farther. Every time feeling more and more alive,
connected, and whole.

Spiritual Practice
Take both hands and place them over your heart.
Take a few slow deep breaths. Sink deep into your heart.
Give thanks for every aspect of your experience.
Thank your heart, for calling you back home. Say to
yourself: I hear you now. I feel you now. I choose you
now. I love you. I am listening. I am here.
Be still for several minutes and listen to the voice of
your heart.
When you are ready, let the words flow from your
heart, down your arm, into your fingers, and through
a pen, onto the pages of your journal. Let it all pour out.

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: @sonja.l.cox
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by Bec Ellis

Dropping the Veil
“You’re so mysterious” he said to me, after a few minutes waiting through a quiet lull between dialogue;
him facing me with a look that expressed he was contemplating something deep.
I smiled. “Maybe we should keep it that way,” I say in reply. The coyness worked—he was intrigued and
perhaps, slightly disappointed as well. But this wasn’t the first time I had received this comment from
someone and I relished in it each time, wearing my “mystery” like some sort of badge I had earned.
I was maybe 16 years old at the time of this encounter. He was just some guy I happened to be sitting
near at a party. I don’t remember anything about the party other than this exchange and I am always
surprised at how it stuck with me through the years, because I didn’t have much to do with this guy then
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or after this moment. We had been around each other a few times, but never really talked. I wasn’t talking
much now either and he seemed to be straddling a line of both interest and annoyance from the scarce
amount of personal information I offered in response to his questions. I didn’t care much for him (I can’t
even recall his name at this moment), but I did enjoy keeping someone interested in me, peering in from
just outside the edges of who I really was.
Turns out, this is how I kept myself feeling safe most of my life. I let people get close—but not too close.
I knew how to stay small and quiet, but every once in a while, I would let something surprising leak out.
And then I just let others assume about me, read into my silence however they wish. Sometimes this
little game worked to my advantage—other times, not being upfront about your true opinions costs you
something.
And for me, the “something” was being authentically known.
—
In high school, my favorite novel was Till They Have Faces by C.S. Lewis. Based on the Greek mythology of
Cupid & Psyche, the story follows three royal sisters’ lives in the small, fictional kingdom of Glome. One
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important dynamic that drives much of the story’s
narrative is how the eldest sister, Orual, is incredibly
ugly and knows it from a young age by the comments
and treatment she receives. Her younger sister is
beautiful, but dim-witted. And the youngest half-sister? Perfection. Psyche, the youngest, is idolized and
loved deeply by the eldest—she can really do no
wrong, almost to an annoying level and there are all
sorts of layers of jealousy and grief mixed up in their
relationship. I resonated most with the eldest, as I
also worked through my own complexities of feeling
ugly but trying to make “what’s on the inside count”.
Like Orual, void of any natural beauty, who held other
virtues leading her to becoming a solid queen one
day, I felt like I could create myself in spite of how I felt
about my outer appearance or how others responded
to the sight of me.
But the most alluring part of the protagonist's transformation from girl to a woman of power, is in the way
she was able to hide parts of herself from others. Once
crowned, she not only dons the title, but also begins
to wear a veil over her face. A veil which was originally
forced upon her to hide her ugliness at her father’s
wedding, but now is used as an act of rebellion, a tool
for power.
The veil creates mystery around her and shrouds her
ugliness. It amplifies her other qualities, without the
need for her to appear pretty (a tension many of us
who identify as women are accustomed with from an
early age). She is a clever and just queen who does
good for the kingdom, so it creates this intrigue where
she becomes mysterious, terrifying and possibly the
most beautiful woman who has ever existed. Who
knows what lies beneath? The veil—the mystery—gives
her power.
I wanted that, too. Perhaps this is why I reveled in
being told that I “seemed mysterious," the power it
seemed to grant me over creating myself.
It would be years later before I understood the cost
of maintaining such a distance from others though;
before I began to see how much we learn about ourselves in proximity to and community with our fellow
humans.
Because in those moments when we find ourselves
being vulnerable and sharing the pieces of us that we
think make us alone—when we, quiver-voiced and
brave, speak them out loud expecting to be met with
blank stares, but instead begin to see chins nod up
and down around us—we start to realize these are
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actually the parts of us that make us the most like everyone else. And for a moment, the veil drops.
These are the core human experiences that nearly everyone can relate to in some shape or form, but they
can be scary to share, because we think they define us or narrate a story about our innate weakness. So
we do our best to hide them, act strong by pretending they don’t exist. The problem here is that we end
up robbing ourselves of the opportunity to discover who we really are and the shared stories we each
carry. We begin to feel more and more unworthy, undeserving, alone; we distance even ourselves from
meeting who we really are.
But we aren’t nearly as alone as we think.
I lived years of my life thinking I was strange and alone and no one was like me or could truly understand
me. And I am grateful for the many people who didn’t give up on me and taught me what being known
and seen actually feels like. It’s terrifying and wonderful.
But also, I can’t help but ask: what if all those years ago, I had chosen to be vulnerable? What if I had shared
more of who I was and who I was becoming? What if I had believed that I actually had something worthwhile
to give to the world and there were people who cared? What if I wasn’t so terrified of rejection? What if I had
removed the veil and let myself be known?
—
At the end of the story, Orual is a withered, bedridden woman at the end of her life. She finishes dictating
her argument against the gods and then, finally receives this vision explaining who she really is—it is
revealed to her that all along, she was also the beloved sister, Psyche.
And suddenly, it all makes sense; the veil is fully dropped, and she finally is able to let go and die, no
longer driven by her anger and unrest, no longer keeping parts of herself invisible. She has been fully exposed.
And I wonder, how in the act of keeping herself hidden from others, attempting to keep herself safe, she
actually prevented herself from knowing who she truly was; the very veil that gave her such power and
mystery, also took an even greater power away—a deeply embedded understanding of who she really
was: beloved.

About Bec

Bec Ellis is a poet, writer, photographer & family pastor who is
invested in following threads of connection through vulnerability
in both her writing and conversation with others. Located in Central
Oregon, she is currently working on her first full-length poetry
collection and writes on themes of embodiment, self-compassion
and motherhood.
Instagram: @bec_ellis_writer
Website: bec-ellis.com
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by Gideon Heugh

To Live
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Do you think that your life has a purpose?
Do you believe that it should?
What is it you are meant to be doing
with the tangle of light and shadow that is you?
—
I asked the gods
(there were three on this occasion)
if it was enough just to live.
One of them began to sob.
One of them—truly—
got down on their knees and began to pray.
And the last one it seemed was struggling to contain
their laughter.
As I was leaving, this god, now in fits of giggles,
caught up with me, gesturing to the wide doors
that led outside, ‘Yes! Of course yes! But my friend,
what do you think that living is?’
—
Once you have the right question
you might discover that you already have the
answer.
—
The angels are not writing an evaluation,
they are simply gazing (a little awestruck)
into your face, waiting for your eyes
to widen in wonder,
your mouth to arise into a smile,
your cheek to be blessed with tears.
You only have to live.
Every creature except the human being
will tell you this.
—

If I am to do one thing it must be this:
to teach you that the Earth is a gift
to be joyfully and solemnly received,
and that you yourself have a gift
to be joyfully and solemnly given.
Life—yes, the life that you so crave—
is this simple, this gentle exchange.
—
I walk beneath the trees,
oak and ash and beech,
each one content (and nothing could convince
me otherwise)
with both its uniqueness
and its utter reliance on all that is not itself.
In the holy earth, the tips of their roots intertwine
with the long fingers of fungus that cross the soil,
sharing sustenance and information
and who knows what else
with the greater web of life.
A prophet could not have said it better.
—
Do you think you are self-sufficient?
Do you think you are self-made?
Do you think you can do it on your own?
The air would beg to differ, as would the flesh of
the plants, and the animals.
Let us speak then—and without cynicism—of love.
Let us give thanks that we are not alone.
Let us know it deeply.
—
The sun and the rain and the soil give life.
The world offers freely its beauty and delight.
Reciprocate.
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Join Us?
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 at beinghumanmag.com!
We are both a website featuring fresh, engaging words and art every week, and a quarterly magazine.

The magazine contains four sections:
•

Breathe: Here, 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 is for 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!
Please 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 magazines.
Note: In regards to the website, you can submit final draft pieces any time for consideration.

Upcoming Themes and
Submission Dates:
Issue 05: Mend

Submission Date: February 20, 2022
Publication Date: Spring 2022

Issue 06: Motion

Submission Date: April 17, 2022
Publication Date: Summer 2022

Issue 07: Legend

Submission Date: June 19, 2022
Publication Date: Autumn 2022

Issue 08: Remember

Submission Date: August 21, 2022
Publication Date: Winter 2022

Please note:
•
•
•
•
•

Submit only final draft pieces for consideration to: hello@beinghumanmag.com
Please do not send us work that has been published 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!
Being Human is an inclusive community and we are open to all!

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 transform 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.

beinghumanmag.com

