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Our fourth issue marks one year of publishing REM - we are celebrating, rethinking and changing -
 the effects of immersing ourselves with the energy of fresh, bright and full-on living has been momentous 

for both of us as publishers.  What have you noticed?  Talk to us - we’d love to hear from you!

  Our international conference was out of this world incredible - be sure to take a look at our video scrapbook in this issue.

Love,   Barb and Sarah
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I raised my first 
two children in 
the traditional 
role that my par-
ents had raised 
me and in which 
their parents had 
raised them - 
passed down through the generations.  Oh, I am sure 
there were minor changes with each new generation 
of parenting, but nothing that could be pointed out as 
obvious.  It was a strict tradition of chores, rules and 
authority with punishments doled out for those who 
broke the rules.  The rod was not spared to ensure we 
would not be spoiled.  Without ever questioning this 
system, I continued this parenting tradition with my 
first two children, resulting in a house of pain and cha-
os.  I am close with my eldest daughter, yet distanced 
from my eldest son.  He never calls and, regrettably, 
I believe he is an addict.  I never know where he is or 
what he is up to.
My eldest son is what I used to call my ‘challenge child’.  He was always testing; 
always doing things to get a reaction.  He loved a good argument and our house 
seemed always full of chaos and yelling when he was around.  He was labeled a 
‘bad child’ by all who knew him - especially those in the schools that he attended - 
crushing the high spirit that encompassed who he was and breaking my heart as I 
watched him slip through the cracks.  The labels he grew up with sealed his destiny 
as they were spoken of way too freely and often for his ears to hear.

Later, when my children were 9 and 10 years old, I was blessed with a second 
chance - a do-over - with the birth of my third child and second son, Shae.  Three 
years later and re-married, my fourth child and second daughter, Corin, was born - 

 

 It was a strict tradition of chores, 
rules and authority with punishments 

doled out for those who broke the rules.  
The rod was not spared to ensure we would 
not be spoiled.  Without ever questioning 

this system, I continued this parenting 
tradition with my first two children, 

resulting in a house of pain and chaos.

finding my authority

another high spirited child with a 
mind of her own.

When Shae was four, he went off 
to preschool and, for the first time, 
I started rethinking everything.  
He was such a happy child, yet the 
school was already using labels freely 
in front of him.  He was considered 
speech delayed, and this and other 
labels were spoken of with him 
present.  They were already trying to 
change my beautiful little boy who 
lit up a room with his smile.  I re-
member how angry I felt that teach-
ers sometimes talk so freely in front 
of children.  I was angry because I 
was all too aware of how a child can 
become these labels and fulfill the 
prophecy. 

My eldest son had been there; con-
stantly compared to his physically 
impaired sister that the teachers 
adored.  My eldest son was hyperac-
tive, a free thinker, intelligent, and 
spoke his mind.  The schools did not 
like that and would separate him 
from his peers.  Every time a new



school would go up - as the county grew in record numbers - they would 
transfer him to the new school so they did not have to deal with him.  He was 
constantly labeled a Tasmanian devil, a bad child, hyperactive, disruptive, not 
applying himself, a slacker, and more.  He did not disappoint them as he lived 
up to these labels in the 
fullest possible extent.  
It broke my heart and, 
as a hard lesson learned, 
I knew I was part of 
that problem.  I did not 
know as much about 
child development or 
psychology and the 
effects of labels back 
then.  Nor did I realize 
that I needed to keep 
a high energy child 
active.  We had raised 
him in our belief that 
more rules and disci-
pline would keep a child 
straight.

Now at the preschool 
with Shae, I sat there as 
if finally coming out of 
a deep sleep, thinking 
there must be a better way.  My sweet, intelligent boy was 
being told he was speech delayed and behind his peers and the mother bear 
in me was surfacing.  I was not about to let those labels determine who he was 
to become.  I also worried about the future of his sister Corin, for I did not 
want her free spirit to be stamped out in the name of conformity.  I knew full 
well there was no place for individuality and free thinkers in a classroom.  I 
felt the seeds of change stirring deep within and just knew there had to be a 
better way.

I began looking into educational alternatives, spending many days and hours 
researching homeschooling and the laws.  We decided to at least go for the 
kindergarten interview and not rule it out.  Upon doing so, I had never been 
so disappointed in my life - the school was a dark prison, dimly lit with no 
color whatsoever.   They asked me if I wanted him in ‘all day kindergarten’.  
When I asked what that was like, I was appalled when they answered, “Well, 
they go to the few hours of kindergarten then repeat it all over again!”  I felt 
sick to my stomach with such a bad taste in my mouth that tears welled up in 
my eyes.  I left, never to return again.

The decision was made to homeschool after the kids completed preschool, so 
I started homeschooling Shae while his sister went on to preschool.  We felt 
they would have fun in preschool and be able to interact with kids their age.  

Yet even preschool was difficult for 
Corin as she suffered real separation 
anxiety.  This left me having to go to 
preschool with her every day and remain 

there with her.  Eventu-
ally, she finished preschool 
and we went on to home-
school both children.

If I had it to do over again, 
I would have learned 

about Attachment 
Parenting and at-
tended La Leche 
classes.  While LLL 
encourages and sup-
ports breastfeeding, 
Attachment Parent-
ing expands on that 
to include extended 
baby carrying, sleep-
ing with or near 
baby, and other 
things to develop 
bonds and respond 
to your baby’s 

needs.  I believe if I would have been 
more aware of these things it would have 
aided me tremendously in becoming 
a more nurturing mother - attending 
respectfully to the needs of my children 
and understanding them better.  They 
also never would have gone to preschool 
and would have been unschooled from 
the start.  Unschooling is different than 
homeschooling.  Where homeschool-
ing is set up to be a “school-at-home” 
method with schedules and forms of 
curriculum, unschooling is a child-led 
learning approach where the lessons 
come from living life and nurturing the 
child’s passions with the parent as a facil-
itator, not a teacher.  However, I cannot 
change the past.  I can only work toward 
changing our now, each and every day 
working toward better relationships and 
understanding. 

My sweet, intelligent boy was 
being told he was speech delayed 

and behind his peers and the 
mother bear in me was surfacing.



But oh!, the plans I had then for our new life path 
of school at home!  While we could not afford 
to buy a pre-set curriculum, I spent many hours 
making lesson plans, finding activities and buying 
as many books as I could on Amazon!  We spent 
four to six hours daily working on our school-at-
home approach. 

I remember a big challenge within my home-
schooling community being that moms had a 
hard time getting their kids to cooperate when it 
was time to do school work.  I was 
very blessed in that, while my kids 
were obviously not thrilled (as 
shown by the rolling of their eyes 
or snide comments of distaste), 
they were very studious.  I really 
never needed to use a reward and 
punishment system, however 
there were a couple times when 
video game time was threatened.  
They would simply just do the 
work and, if it was a hands-on 
activity, they would typically 
seem to enjoy it.  However, as 
soon as a text book came out, 
their eyes would glaze over and any 
listening came to a stand still.  In the end, I felt 
they never retained any information delivered 
from texts or work books.

Homeschooling was rough on me and, admit-
tedly, the very first year I was really horrible at it.  
Housework and my other duties always took pri-
ority that first year.  After that, I realized school-
ing must be the priority and the housework got 
moved down the list.  The schooling was working 
much better but exhaustion was setting in and 
my house was in distress.  I just could not seem 
to figure out how to do it all.  Each passing year I 
vowed to do better at homeschooling and caring 
for my home.  Each year I seemed to fit more in 
than the last as I developed new habits.  The last 
year of our homeschooling journey, I decided I 
wanted to crack down and make it the best year 
yet.  I wanted to give them the best of me as a 
teacher and thought of all the wonderful learning 
that would take place!

I set out to make a killer plan and spent the whole three months of 
summer planning and organizing the coming year.  It exhausted me, 
overwhelmed me, and, even worse, stole the summer that I should 
have spent with my kids.  Typically, as my kids asked me to do things 
with them, my answer was, “No, mom is just too busy!”  I look back 
upon that even now with deep guilt and shame.  When the school 
year started back up, those plans and lessons I’d spent so many hours 
on - which by the way my children both hated - lasted a grand total 
of one week!  Even though I had asked them in the planning stages 
what they wanted to learn, their interests in those subjects had been 
lost by the time we got around to them.  We also had way too much 

book work for a high energy child with no 
outlet for her energy.  
They found the tedious 
work of repetition and 
worksheets to be a bore 
and I did as well.  Learn-
ing had lost its fun.

When the week ended, 
I knew there had to be a 
better way.  I had heard 
of unschooling during 
the time I had been plan-
ning lessons.  Just from 
being online with other 
homeschoolers, the talk 

of unschooling from those who led the 
unschooled life piqued my interest.  I had not heard much other 
than the term itself which led to my curiosity.  I decided it was time 
to really research it, thinking perhaps it could work for our family.  
I ran an online MSN community for Pagan Homeschoolers called 
Witches Who Homeschool.  I knew there were some members that 
were unschoolers there, so that is where my search started.  I asked 
question after question.  The members were very patient and I am 
very grateful for the time they took to help me in seeking answers.

I needed to understand the whole idea of unschooling and how it 
worked.  Some of my main questions had to do with how do you 
know your child is learning everything they will need to know?  The 
replies were simple enough: you know what your child is learning 
because you are with them all the time.  I was also told that learning 
will not look like the learning that takes place in a classroom and, as 
the unique individuals they are, they would learn what they needed 
to learn for the unique paths they followed.  What about rules, no 
bedtimes, no food restrictions?  I found out that many unschooled 
with rules, bedtimes and routines.  An emerging group of unschool-
ers, referring to themselves as radical unschoolers however, did not,  



and I truly thought they were nuts!  I was confused and 
learning as fast as I could.

I thought there was no way a radical unschooling philosophy 
would ever work in my home, nor did I want it to.  I could 
not understand how it could work - raising kids with 
no rules or restrictions, no authority - and not 
have the kids turn out darn right rotten, wild, 
and spoiled to the core.  Again, I was wrong and 
I am still finding out at my old age of 41 that I 
tend to be wrong a lot!  I have many preconceived 
notions of how things work based on my own life 
experience and change is a difficult process.  Still, 
I wondered if at least unschooling could work for 
us.  After all, that is how I always learned best and 
I truly loved the concept of a child-led, natural 
learning process.  I was hesitant, wondering how 
they might learn to read (while my son could read 
at the time, my daughter could not) or do math, but figured 
I would still continue researching the subject.  I think the 
main reason for my interest was that I was well aware that 
real learning takes place when there is an interest in the sub-
ject matter.  I myself had learned best this way throughout 
my life so why would it be any different for my children?  It 
simply made sense to me.
 

Around this time, we watched the movie Accepted, a won-
derful movie about an average high school graduate who 
starts an alternative college.  This college had neither re-
quired reading nor any tests to turn the mind numb.  Learn-
ing took place directed by the students, and the students 
were the teachers.  I remember getting excited, thinking 
this is what learning should be!  Their strength was in their 
interests and they were growing out of the desire to better 
themselves through their individual passions in a stress-free 
environment.

At this time, I made the decision to simply and without judg-
ment become a quiet observer of my kids to see who they 
were as people, what they did on their own, and what they 
were interested in.  The results of those observations shocked 
and excited me.  If I quietly walked by son’s room and peeked 
in without him knowing, I would see him reading all on his 
own.  I also noticed that, while he typically hated reading 
books, if the right kind of books were in the house, he would 
devour them.  These included certain comic books, books on 
ancient civilizations, Naruto, and books on pirates.  When 
his friend would come over, they would spend hours writing 
their own newspapers, pretending to be reporters.

My daughter was learning how to ride a bike and coming 
up with all sorts of neat craft projects to do on her own.  I 
started observing just how much my children were inter-
ested in and how interesting they were as people!  To an 

outsider it would not 
have looked like very 
much, yet to the quiet 
observer that watched 
over a time span, 
learning was happen-
ing in little bits, all 
the time!  Questions 
and discussions were 
frequent occurrences 
and time together 
was spent playing 

many games - some for learning and others 
for the simple pleasure of playing.  I had opened my mind 
to the possibility of natural learning. 

I also read books that started making sense and bringing 
real meaning into our lives. These books changed our lives 
forever.  As a result of my research, I began opening my 
eyes to the reality that there was a gentler, more respectful 
way to parent; that sight words and phonics can do more 
damage than good when learning to read; reading can be 
learned naturally and simply by having ample access to the 
written word - with books of all kinds and developmental 
levels - as long as they are interesting.  From my own read-
ing and online research, I started getting a solid grasp of 
how unschooling can work.  I could now see that the points 
raised were valid and held a lot of truth - a big one being 
that a child naturally wants to learn and learning is impos-
sible to stop!  Most important, unschooling was about 
building strong connections and relationships within the 
family, and that rang a strong chord with me.

I began sharing my thoughts with my husband and sought 
his.  He told me that he had serious doubts about home-
schooling in the traditional school-at-home manner.  He re-
ally thought the only way a child would learn was by getting 
a good education in a public school.  I can’t blame him - 
many feel this way because it is the only way they know.  He 
had doubted my ability to teach our children.  His doubts 
were quickly allayed when he saw how much our children 
were learning.  The biggest factor here was when our son, 
Shae, took off reading.  His reading progressed so rapidly 
that, before we knew it, his reading surpassed his grade



level by several years.  When our son read words my hus-
band could not pronounce, he changed his mind about 
homeschooling.  He had come to fully support and believe 
in homeschooling.  The shift to unschooling made sense to 
him and he was willing to give it a trial run for a year.  So, 
the decision was made to spend a full year unschooling to 
see how it worked and what it was all about.

Our first year was pretty bumpy; so bumpy in fact, that at 
the moment I started announcing our unschooling plans, 
the foundations of a ten-year friendship started to crumble, 
as my friend could not understand what it was I was trying 
to do.  She had begun homeschooling her own boys due 

to my influence and now she felt I was somehow betray-
ing her.  The bumpy year had many more obstacles with 
family and friends opposing the idea and of my being 
wobbly and unsure of myself - not yet ready to fully 
embrace unschooling.  We had good days where I could 
see the learning but other days, slow days, where not 
much would happen and complete panic would set in.  
I had a hard time trusting the process that first year; so 
many moments in which I wondered if I was doing the 
right thing in the best interest of my children’s learning.

Going through the de-schooling process was what I needed 
and it proved to be slow and subtle.  It took 18 long months 
of de-schooling myself to realize I had even been de-
schooling, transforming, and learning to see learning from a 
non-classroom point of view.  It is one thing to understand a 
concept in theory, but something entirely different to apply 
that concept and establish it as a way of life. 

As my de-schooling life went on, I became starkly aware of 
things I’d never noticed before.  I noticed I did not like how 
often we said “no” as parents, and that I was not directly 
involved enough with them when they were in school.  Yet, 
as unschoolers, I did not think they were learning near 
enough, and moments of guilt and panic would set in.  
My daughter began begging to go to public school as she 
wanted to be with friends and do real school work.  It was a 
subtle and gradual process for me to stop looking at learning 

in the same ways that I saw in a classroom.  I had to grow in 
order to trust in the process and this is what de-schooling 
allowed me to do.

This past fall I remember being so overwhelmed with self 
doubt that I anguished over what to do for the new school 
year.  Would I go back to traditional school at home?  
Would I give unschooling one more year?  While our first 
year had its trials, it was a learning process for me as much 
as it was for my children.  The biggest obstacle I had to 
face was our son’s video gaming which I went from loath-
ing to seeing as his passion and a valid tool where learning 
can happen.  I also had to recognize and honor those small 

moments when he was 
choosing to do other 

things besides video 
games, like reading or 
going to the park, or 
researching something 
on the computer.

There were many ex-
clamations of, “Mom, I 

am bored!” that first year.  
Sometimes I provided suggestions 

for them of what we could do.  Other times I would simply 
smile and ignore their declaration of boredom.  I knew they 
had it in them to find something to do and had to let them 
get use to their newfound freedom where someone was not 
telling them what they needed to do throughout the day.  
While it took time, it did work.  They still declare boredom 
occasionally nowadays but not nearly as much as they used 
to.  When they do, I have found that usually they are just 
stating a need for someone to be involved with them and 
this is easily remedied.

Then, without knowing what had hit me, it clicked.  I got it!  
I finally understood what this whole unschooling thing was 
about!  I am, to this day, not sure what it was that finally 
registered; I can not pinpoint it to a single moment.  Yet it 
was the most life-changing moment of my life.  All of a 

When our son read words my husband could not 
pronounce, he changed his mind about homeschooling.



ing before I could understand unschooling.  Now I see how 
valid it is to apply the same philosophy and trust to all areas 
of our life.  I am now able to trust my children on such a 
deep and respectful level!

My life is a transformational work in progress at this time 
of writing, an ongoing shift with many changes taking 
place.  We are working on them as a family, though.  And I 
am striving to continue my transformation toward kinder, 
more respectful ways of parenting and learning.  We have 
a ways to go before being able to consider ourselves radical 

unschoolers, yet I would say we have grown so much.  We 
are far more open-minded now and question societal norms 
and the way I was parented and how it shapes the way I see 
the world.  We question these beliefs and ideals now, chang-
ing them to fit our family and lifestyle with ones that make 
more sense and feel more authentic to us. 

For example, forcing chores does not ensure a child will 
learn those life skills and use them in adulthood.  My 
children help me with my chores not because I force them 
but because they are genuine in wanting the help lessen my 
load, knowing I work hard for them.  How enjoyable to do 
chores alongside people who want to help!  There are, by 
far, fewer power struggles as we work toward a gentler par-
enting style and, as a result, happier family members.  We 
see learning all around us in everything we choose to do.  I 
no longer resent doing chores while others play; in fact, I 
have learned to look at doing those chores as acts of love I 
am grateful to give.

When the rules started to fade away, I learned to trust my 
children.  In doing so, it opened up a level of communica-
tion far beyond what I ever could have imagined.  I always 
had beautiful kids but I put too much focus on negative 
behavior.  As I realized this was due to my preconceived 
personal expectations, I learned to release those expecta-
tions and relax, allowing me to enjoy my children for the 
individuals they are.

Since I have always been a typical workaholic, even as a 

sudden, I became passionate about unschooling and em-
braced it fully.  Not only did I embrace it but I wanted to 
start moving towards a radical unschooling lifestyle choice!  
Through this monumental process, we have all become 
closer and more respectful of each other. One of the shifts 
that has taken place is occasional co-sleeping where we all 
gather in the living room with our bed rolls to be together 
for the night.  We say “yes” to their requests more often 
when it is within our means to do so and will not cause 
harm to anyone.  Bedtimes have been done away with as we 
see no need 
for this 
constraint 
when no 
one has to 
be up early.  
They still 
receive the 
same 8 hours of sleep as any other child, just in a different 
time frame.  They have more freedom in food choices and 
when to eat.  When they do not feel lack from food being 
restricted and a variety of choices are available, they choose 
the foods their body needs.  Little by little, they are gaining 
more freedom and our need for control has been drop-
ping away and replaced with trust.  My husband has a little 
farther to go in this area, but he is working on it.

While we are not yet completely a radical unschooling fam-
ily, we are working towards it a little bit every day.  No mat-
ter how busy I am or tired I am, I try to meet my children’s 
needs and when they ask for help, I help.  I am involved 
with them and they are involved with me.  I think my fully 
embracing the lifestyle has made everyone much more 
relaxed, since I am more relaxed.  It has meant freedom for 
each of us in a way that we never knew possible.  My daugh-
ter no longer asks to go to public school; however she does 
want me to start a local unschool group so she can meet 
more friends.  I am working on that now and hopefully will 
find others in our area for an active unschool network of 
friends and support. 

Unschooling now makes sense to me.  I have learned that 
this is a beautiful way to parent!  Unschooling does not just 
apply to academics but is naturally applied to a whole-life 
approach!  It is amazing what a simple shift of conscious-
ness can do for a life-changing alteration.  I have become 
more like the radical unschoolers I once thought of as crazy 
people!  I guess I could not understand radical unschool-

Through this monumental process, we have all 
become closer and more respectful of each other. 



stay-at-home mom, I have challenged myself to balance 
work, chores and time with family as leisure and fun.  

This has led to a feeling of ecstasy and pure enjoyment of 
life.  Everyone pitching in helps me to do this and I have 
the time to really be involved with them 
now.  While I still work 
hard, I play hard too!

They also have no limits or 
restrictions on the television 
or computer.  I have found 
no need for this as both of 
my children tell me, step-by-
step, what they are doing!  
For example, Corin and I, 
a few weeks ago, did some 
research on the computer 
and found a series of anime 
she really enjoyed called 
“Wolfs Rain”.   She came to 
me and told me it was a little 
violent but she really enjoyed it and asked if she 
could watch it.  I told her “yes” and then a little 
while later she came and whispered in my ear, 
asking if it was okay if there were just a couple 
of bad words in it.  Later, I rented these for her 
from Netflix.  We watch them together to share 
something she is thrilled about, and really they 
are not that bad.  I can see why she likes them 
so much.  I know my children are not negatively impacted 
through viewing violence or language in movies.  They 
know real from fantasy and are raised in a caring, giving, 
loving environment which, in return, is how they behave.  
They do not use foul language unless used in context of 
a movie title and they are very kind individuals that treat 
animals and people alike with kindness.  They behave in the 
manner which is being modeled to them, not what they see 
in fantasy worlds.

If they see something they really enjoy on television, they 
announce it to the family in hopes they can pique someone 
else’s interest in watching it with them.  Sometimes it is just 
one other member that wants to watch it, sometimes the 
whole family.  If they find something on the computer they 
know a particular family member would enjoy computer or 
that may be deemed questionable, they announce these too. 

My children are less moody now that they know their needs 

are just as important as ours.  Since we say “yes” a lot more 
now, they are more accepting and understanding in the 
times we do say “no”.  Since I have taken the lead down this 
path, the rest are starting to follow suit - not because I said 

they have to but because 
my actions and shift in 
consciousness have been 
contagious.  Yes, I have 
talked to my husband 
about it, but as he is, 
himself, an individual, 
I cannot force him to 
change.  Yet, he is seeing 
the changing taking place 
and it is causing him to 
want to change as well.

Shae and Corin do not 
lie, steal or hide things 
either, for I am not creat-

ing any blocks preventing them from what it is they want.  
They are brutally honest and open and have no fear of 
punishment, knowing that we will not resort to such tactics, 
preferring open and honest communication to fear-based 
parenting.  They do not have to sneak around parental re-
strictions or steal an item they want as we make it a priority 
to honor their needs, wishes, desires and dreams and either 
make items ourselves or talk with them about how to work 
together to create their desires. 

I no longer focus on my children’s negatives but celebrate 
them for the perfect beings they are as individuals.  They are 
exactly where they are meant to be for the path they follow.  
They do not need to fill my expectations; they are working 
on becoming the person they choose to be, one step at a 
time.  Oh, they may make some bad choices from time to 
time, but that is okay.  Don’t we all?  That is simply part of 
life’s lessons we all need to experience in order to learn and 
grow.

My children are less moody now 
that they know their needs 

are just as important as ours. 



My children are amazing, kind, loving, and interesting to 
talk with and be around.  I am blessed for this lifestyle to 
truly know these awesome kids!  My job is not to mold them 
into my pre-set image of what I want them to be like through 
the use of correction and discipline.  They are free to create 
themselves according to the lives they want and who they 
want to become.  They have the freedom to be who they are 

in this moment; who they are right now and today.  They are 
incredible people with whom I get to share my time.  There is 
no need to change them.

While I have always loved my children, life used to be hectic 
and chaotic and filled with power struggles.  It was over-
whelming at times.  While we did always share fun times, it 
was overshadowed by our overriding feeling of needing to 
control and be in control.  While I always viewed myself as a 
fairly easy going, laid back mother, we still had rules and au-
thority, correction and discipline.  Working towards radical 
unschooling has opened our eyes to a better way; a gentler 
way where the family is more at peace and respectful and 
where the children’s needs are no less important than ours as 
parents. 

Life is now amazing each day, each moment, in which we all 
have the time to pursue our passions.  There are no moments 
of drudgery, knowing a power struggle is right around the 
corner, like before.  I do not get too angry to play a game 
with them now and life is fun and exciting!  We’re learning, 
playing, and laughing together as we each decide our activi-
ties in freedom.  Sometimes members don’t join in; other 
times the whole family jumps in together for an activity.  
When the choice is made in freedom, then it becomes an act 
of joy.  I now find myself excited to get up in the morning, 
wondering what the new day will bring, knowing whatever it 
does bring will cause it to be an amazing day!

ing our family for the better and forever.  Our family connec-
tions grow closer everyday and our house is one of mutual 
respect for each other, loving, and caring.  Learning takes 
place as a constant byproduct of living a full life, rich with 
self chosen experiences.  Our time is well spent together as a 
family unit, living in harmony with one another.  What more 
could a mother ask for? 

Rainbow recommends the following books:

Why Johnny Can’t Read by Rudolph Flesch
Radical Unschooling: a Revolution has Begun 

by Dayna Martin
The Unschooling Unmanual by Jan Hunt 

Our family connections grow closer everyday and our house 
is one of mutual respect for each other, loving, and caring. 

Learning takes place as a constant byproduct of living a full life, 
rich with self chosen experiences.  Our time is well spent 

together as a family unit, living in harmony with one another.  
What more could a mother ask for?

Rainbow Rivers 
was born in 1968 in Michigan 

where she attended public schools 
from kindergarten through high 

school.  At the time, chores, rules, 
schedules and discipline were 
highly enforced. As an adult, 

Rainbow has broken out of the box, 
finding new ways of learning and 

parenting.  She now resides in rural North Carolina 
and is a passionate unschooling parent.  

Rainbow enjoys a wide variety of activities including 
camping, hiking, writing, fishing, gardening, cooking, 

reading, nature, playing games, and living life 
to the fullest with her family.  She is mother to 

4 children, ages 24, 23, 12 and 9, 
and grandmother of 2 children, ages 4 and 5.  

She has been married 11 years to her best friend. 



A shorter version of this article was published in FLARE 
magazine in September 2008. 

Everything looked perfect from 
the outside:  I had accomplished 
the things that were important 
to me, namely achieving hon-
our roll grades, becoming a role 
model at my dance studio, and 
being popular in junior high.  I 
excelled at tap dancing and was 
even allowed to go up on pointe 
shoes that year in ballet class - 
quite the feat for someone who 
never wanted to do pliés and 
jetés.  It was all such a pretty pic-
ture for those who believed in 
my bubbly deception.  Behind 
my smile, though, was a com-
pletely different image.  I spent 
my time in school lying to those 
around me, skipping classes to 
binge on fast food, running on 
the treadmill until I couldn’t 
stand, and nodding off in class 
from the sheer exhaustion of it 
all.  Yet somehow, no one knew I 
was bulimic.

It started when I was 
12 years old.  No, I 
remember compar-
ing my thighs to my 
best friend Melissa’s 
when I was seven years 
old and feeling FAT.  
Looking back at old 
photos, though, I was 
never an overweight 
kid.  Actually, I was 
quite cute and, be-
cause of having a very 
active childhood, my 
body was always fair-
ly fit.  Maybe it was 

the teen magazines I saw on the newsstands, 
the language adults around me used when talking critically 
about their own bodies, or maybe I picked it up from TV.  I 
really don’t know.  What seemed real to me, though, was that 
the thin people I saw represented in contemporary media 
were always happy or, if they were going through some-
thing dramatic, they still seemed glamorous.  During that 
transitional period from elementary to junior high school, 
I wanted to be in the thin and glamorous category.  Forget 
feeling awkward or going through teen angst, focusing on a 
diet soon became a much simpler task to deal with.  If I had 
the perfect body, everyone would like me, right? 

Maybe if I cut out meat, ate less and started working out, 
I’d lose weight and gain praise for my effort.  I sure did like 
being patted on the head for doing good things and pleasing 
everyone around me.  And having a sculpted body would 
certainly help me in dance class, where I stared at my thighs 
in the mirror four days a week, seeing them as flabby exten-
sions of my fleshy stomach, when in reality I had an average-
sized body for my 5’2” frame.  This distortion I blame wholly 
on teen magazines.  By the end of elementary school, I read 
them like bibles and compared myself devotedly to the glossy 
models who graced the pages. 

behind my smile



So I dieted.  I focused all my energy on my body and 
forgot about the pressures of fitting in, keeping top 
grades and feeling awkward at an age when awkward is 
a right of passage.  My new plan was to keep dancing 
four days a week, maybe five, run on the treadmill ev-
eryday for an hour - even if I had already danced - eat 
only fruit, veggies and grains, and let no one distract 
me - not even my friends.  Especially my friends.  They 
were now second on my priority list, the first being 
to get skinny at all costs.  I dropped five pounds in 
the first two weeks and became deliriously obsessed 
with the compliments I received from people at 
school.  “Wow, how do you eat so well?”  “How can 
you go to the gym so often?”  I was obviously doing 
something right if everyone was impressed by my new 
habits.

But this was the point when “just a diet” became 
dangerous.  I fell through the rabbit hole and into the 
underworld of eating disorders.  There is a line, imper-
ceptible as it may be, that keeps those who like to be 
healthy in another realm from those who develop an 
eating disorder.  I crossed over it without ever noticing 
it was there.  In this world, the ideal body turns from 
slender to skeletal.  Fat became my enemy and it felt 
like a heavy blanket of flesh was covering my bones.  I 
would pinch my skin and cry, wondering why I was 
doomed to be fat; I would stare in the mirror in tears, 
wishing I could only see bones. 

But I soon discovered that the less I fed my body, 
the more food I craved, especially all those sweets I 
wouldn’t allow myself, carbs that were forbidden, and 
ice cream that I wouldn’t dare be seen eating in public.  
Those were the foods that fat people ate, I thought.  I 
couldn’t stop myself from binging on the foods I had 
denied myself, losing count after stuffing down over 
2,000 calories in half an hour.  But it all had to be 
hidden, kept a secret from the image I had created for 
those around me.  I would stop at nothing to maintain 
that healthy, bubbly person who was just an illusion.  
The fear of gaining weight was immense.  After a 
binge, I would try to make myself throw up to rid my 
body of the disgusting feeling of fullness, but it only 
made me feel better for a minute.  So I began going 
directly to the treadmill at home and running for two 
hours until I was shaky and pale.  I chastised my weak-
ness and vowed never to eat another “bad” food again.    

Yet when I looked in the mirror, I knew I had gained a few 
pounds.  My face now puffed out and looked bloated.  How 
could I let myself slip like this?  How could I eat so well and 
then ruin it all by binging?  My punishment was to eat less and 
workout more, even though this strategy clearly hadn’t worked 
in the past.  I was lost in a haze and now binging and purging 
up to four times a day.  I couldn’t see what I was doing to myself 
because my brain had 

stopped thinking 
clearly months 
before - partly 
due to malnutri-
tion, partly due 
to obsession.  It 
became custom-
ary to go to 
sleep sobbing 
in a pool of my 
own despair 
and waking 
up soaked in 
the lingering 
stench.  The 
only thing 
I knew was 

that I hated what I had become, 
despising myself even more than I did my body.     

No one knew of the secret life I was living, as the deeper I got 
entangled in my behaviour, the bigger the smile I would plaster 
on my face.  Even though I couldn’t get a full night’s sleep, I 
was permanently in starvation mode and my mind was fuzzy all 
day.  I could not stop my behaviour.  I was mentally too weak to 
realize that I needed to make a change and physically too weak 
to fight the eating disorder.  My whole spirit had been sucked out 
of me and I felt like an empty shell.  Yet, even those closest to me 
had no idea I was sick.  Ask anyone who has had an eating dis-
order and they will unequivocally tell you that they are the best 
liars in the world.  How was it possible to hide the fact that I was 
binging on copious amounts of food, working my body to the 
brink of a breakdown and controlling every crumb that went in 
and out of my body?  I lied.  I looked the people I loved most in 
the eye and I lied to them, each and every day, choosing bulimia 
over them without hesitation.  I had an excuse for everything:  
Why aren’t you eating very much?  I had a big lunch.  Didn’t you 
already have dance class today?  Why are you working out again?  
We didn’t do much in class today, mostly just stretching, so I feel 



like I need a good sweat.  You look tired, what’s wrong?  I’m studying for fill-in-
the-blank and not getting as much sleep.  Then I would perk up my smile even 
more, not wanting anyone to know that there was more going on.  I would use 
the money I was earning as a student teacher in my dance studio to buy binge 
food, trying not to ever binge on food at home for fear of my parents noticing.  
All of my behaviour was micromanaged so that I left no trace of my destruction 
behind, no sign that anything was amiss.  It took up every ounce of energy I 
could muster to 
maintain an eat-
ing disorder and 
to this day, I have 
no idea how I did 
it.  I guess when 
your mind is on 
autopilot, you just figure out a way to survive and get through each moment.

My life changed one day in grade 10.  I was working on a group exercise in 
drama class, trying to concentrate while my head spun in weariness.  I finally 
just let go, physically unable to hold up my body and tired of pretending I was 
fine.  My knees buckled and I came crashing down to the floor in a heap.  Time 
stood still as my classmates stared in bewilderment and the teacher finally 
asked if I was all right.  I laughed, knowing how far I was from being okay.  I 
just wanted to lie on the floor and go to sleep for eternity.  Instead, I muttered 
that I had tripped and excused myself to the washroom.   

Every step down the hall released an emotion that I had been bottling up for 
years.  Tears began pouring down my face and I ran down the hall into an open 
door, the counsellor’s office. 
“I’m losing it, I’ve messed everything up and now I’m fat.  I can’t do this any-
more.  I’d rather die…”  I babbled. 
“…It sounds like you have an eating disorder,” were the only words I heard.  I 
looked up from beneath my tears and stared in incomprehension.  Images of 
skinny girls with sunken cheeks and women binging on cookies rushed back to 
me from gym class videos: Was I one of those girls?  It was like being hit with a 
bat and rattled into clarity.  I had never thought of myself as bulimic, yet that’s 
exactly what I was.  I had been so caught up in the chaos of an eating disorder 
that I didn’t even grasp my own actions.  Sitting alone binging on ice cream 
and pizza, then running on the treadmill for two hours had become so normal 
that I couldn’t remember behaving any other way.    

My counsellor referred me to a team of doctors and I embarked on my first 
attempt at recovery.  Sitting one-on-one across the desk from a psychologist 
wasn’t working for me, though.  I got sick and tired of answering questions 
about what I had eaten that day (wasn’t there anywhere I could go where I 
could forget about food?) and exhausted with the analogies of what was called 
cognitive therapy; I was frustrated with being treated like a patient with a file 
number instead of a very vulnerable teenaged girl who just needed someone 
to tell her she was perfect the way she was.  So I told them what I knew they 
wanted to hear in order to get the hell out of there.  And it worked. 

But trying to fight an eating disorder 
without help is like swimming uphill.  I de-
veloped bulimia because it seemed like an 
easy solution at the time: My mind was so 
wrapped up in dieting, what size my body 
was and how many calories I was eating, 
that the step over that imperceptible line 

was the easiest 
decision I ever 
had to make.  
That also 
made bulimia 
become an in-
terwoven part 

of me. In order for me to separate myself 
from it, I had to know the tools that would 
re-build my other half until I didn’t need 
bulimia to make me whole.  Those aren’t 
tools I could teach myself, so within weeks 
I was back to my bulimic behaviour and, 
because I was now conscious of what I was 
doing, I hated myself even more. 

The worst moment came after I had been 
drinking all night and making myself purge 
the small amount of food I had eaten.  I 
kept repeating in my head, “I’m such a slob. 
Why am I such a fat pig?”  I woke up feel-
ing like death itself and I knew I needed to 
get help again.

Looking through a community newsletter, 
I came across one entry under the heading 
of “Eating Disorders”.  It was for a counsel-
lor named Shelley Jensen whose office was 
nearby.  It was there that I would learn the 
importance of not just finding a therapist, 
but the right therapist.  Shelley didn’t focus 
on what I was eating and how many calo-
ries I was consuming, but dug deeper into 
why I felt so overwhelmed.  Bulimia was a 
tool I reached out for to help me deal with 
my life.  Instead of dealing with the emo-
tions I was feeling, I would bottle them 
up and steer my mind to body obsession 
instead.  It wasn’t a positive choice, but it 
seemed like a simple solution.  Shelley’s 
philosophy is that if I could begin feeling 

You look tired, what’s wrong?



again, I could stop the bulimic behaviour because it would no longer be need-
ed.  Yet, this isn’t a simple task.  I had so many repressed emotions that needed 
to be brought out and dealt with, on top of dealing with daily life.  Every 
week for one hour we would delve into what Shelley called 
my “bottle” to pull out those emotions and 
give them a chance to be felt. This was the 
beginning of my true recovery, a process 
that took almost four more years.

It was a bumpy road separating 
myself from bulimia.  I would 
leave one session frustrated, not 
being able to understand why 
I couldn’t stop binging, yet I 
would leave another feeling in 
total control of my life.  Shelley 
would patiently explain to me 
the real facts about nutrition 
and I’d find myself asking her 
basic questions like, “Are you sure 
toast won’t make me fat?”  I had 
to re-learn how to eat and how to 
consciously replace my self-destructive 
behaviour with healthy activities.  Instead 
of starving or stuffing my body, I learned 
how to journal my frustrations, relax in yoga 
class, or take long, slow walks to calm the chaos in my 
mind.  Each activity allowed me to take the time I needed to pull out those 
emotions and give them light.  By doing that, I began replacing my urges to 
binge and purge with activities that made me feel happy.  I found out how little 
I knew about myself and how much work it takes to become whole again.  Bu-
limia had taken up so much of my personality and spirit that I had to replace it 
by learning more about myself.  This was the only way I could feel like myself 
again.  I would get glimpses of that illusive feeling of happiness by finding out 
what it was I loved spending my time doing.  I simply didn’t know how to exist 
without an eating disorder. So as I introduced myself to me, I was able to learn 
which things gave me fulfillment.  The more contentment I felt, the more I 
wanted to feel.  And bulimia was no part of that. 

I feel like I took as many steps backward as I did forward. The key to recov-
ery for me was to have a supportive hand to guide me when I faltered.  This 
I found in Shelley and the other professionals who helped me along the way.  
The hardest part was taking one day at a time and having the confidence to 
know that I was getting better, even when I binged yet again.  Shelley had to 
remind me that each episode was becoming less frequent and less severe.  Just 
as I had once been so hungry to lose weight, I was now just as hungry to feel 
whole again.  I eventually realized that I could live my life without the daily 
struggle of bulimia and live my life the way I wanted. 

I often felt like a fragile deer learning how 
to walk, except I was learning how to eat, 
treat my body well, and respect myself.  I 
had to use the dedicated energy that I had 
focused on bulimia and channel it towards 
getting better.  Recovery is such a difficult 

process to go through, but I found out 
that as soon as I could taste what life 

was like without an eating disor-
der, I wanted to keep taking steps 

to get there.  Like the prover-
bial dangling carrot, I chased 
it step by careful step until 
the carrot finally disappeared 
and I found myself back over 
that imperceptible line and 
into my life again, one that 
I could create in any way I 

wanted.  How fun is that?! 

My growing confidence al-
lowed me to try bold new things, 

things I would never have thought 
possible even weeks before.  I moved 

out of my family home and into the 
city of Vancouver where I enrolled in a 
full time theatre acting program.  Here I 
learned how to take the turmoil that had 
once handicapped me and express it on the 
stage.  It was illuminating.  I went on to 
get an agent and appear in many film and 
TV productions, something I would have 
shied away from while bulimic.  I began 
getting angry that fashion magazines only 
represented a certain type of woman and 
I decided to publish my own magazine 
that encouraged youth to question the 
media and how both women and men were 
portrayed.  I called it Beauty: You Define It 
and it was distributed from my small apart-
ment in Vancouver to high schools, dance 
studios and subscribers all over the region.  
I was kicking butt.  As I got further along 
the road to recovery, I was invited to sit on 
the advisory committee for Jessie’s Hope 
Society, where I advised the non-profit 
organization on how to connect with those 



that needed help and recommend ways that would 
encourage teenagers to get involved.  This led me to 
being a founding Director of Shelley’s Angels Society, 
a non-profit that I still proudly sit on the board of 
that fundraises to help those who cannot afford eating 
disorder counselling and treatment.  I am able to speak 
about the long journey of an eating disorder and tell my 
story to those who believe there is no hope.  I remember 
when I first started to recover, it was the personal stories 
of those who had become healthy again that inspired 
me to keep going.

Along this journey, I kept countless notebooks of what I 
was feeling, usually in the form of poems.  Eating disor-
ders are so intangible and powerful that I was only able 
to express myself through poetry.  There came a point 
in my recovery when I didn’t want the life I had hidden 
from everyone to remain secret anymore.  I wanted to 
tell the world that I was doing better and that it was 
possible to overcome bulimia.  So I sorted through all 
of my journals and chose the poems that I thought best 
expressed the journey I was on.  Displayed right there 
on the pages were all the cruel things I had felt about 
myself, yet also included was how I was able to trans-
form those thoughts into ones that ended up saving my 
life.  I self-published this collection as a full length book 
called, “Silent Screams,” filled with all the things I could 
not say while I was bulimic but was able to let out dur-
ing recovery.

I wrote poems like this one less and less often:
Save Me

Engulf me, rain,
wash me away
into oblivion;

sweep me past the day-old trash
into the gutters of my mind.  

Engulf me,
save me from the voice

 that compels me to destruct,
and drown its hideous sound. 

Recovery is like opening up Pandora’s box.  It takes 
courage to believe that what will come out of recovery 
will be worth it and faith that all the work will make a 
difference.  I attended Speak Outs, where people who 
were struggling, who were in recovery and who were re-
covered got together and told their stories.  At my first 
Speak Out, I got up in front of a crowded room of

strangers and told them my story, writing this poem after-
wards:

Breaking Free
I stand up to speak my voice
leaving Bulimia in my chair;

as I slowly walk towards freedom
I realize how much stronger I am without it;

and as my meek voice speaks louder
I can tell that people understand.

I hear clapping,
applauding of my courage;

as I return to my seat
I proudly sit right on top

of Bulimia
and smile.

I am still fully recovered today at 28 years old and am living 
a life I could never have imagined living.  In the darkness, I 
couldn’t imagine light, yet I have now created a life where 
all around me are things that make me shine.  In learning 
how to make myself happy, I built a life that bulimia doesn’t 
belong in.  I am asked all the time whether it really is possible 
to recover from an eating disorder and I always answer with 
the truth: Yes.  I know how much it seems like the darkness 
will never end, but take those little sparks of inspiration you 
stumble upon along the way and know that you, too, can 
step out of the shadows and into the life you haven’t even 
begun to imagine yet!

I have two little nieces who are growing up in the same world 
in which I developed an eating disorder.  It scares me to no 
end that either one of them could go through the same pain 
that I did and feel that overwhelming explosion of emotions 
that is inevitable when you become a teenager.  I hope I can 
teach them to make their own decisions and not base them 
on what they see in music videos and fashion magazines.  I 
believe that eating disorders need to be dealt with before 

 

Recovery is like 
opening up 

Pandora’s box.  



they begin: Teach children media literacy, since our culture is 
now based on TV and the internet; have conversations with 
them about how they’re feeling and how they’re deal-
ing with things; give them the tools they need to make 
their own decisions and provide an atmosphere where 
they are comfortable speaking up about their experi-
ences; let them express themselves so that they find 
out who they are and don’t need to seek out dangerous 
behaviour to make them feel whole.  This will make eat-
ing disorders and obsessing about their appearance seem 
like less of an appealing option and will give them the 
tools they need to navigate being a teenager.  I wish every 
adult could have had that upbringing - imagine what a 
difference that would make in our world today.         

As for myself, my philosophy now is to let nothing and 
no one hold me back, and to live by the rules that I alone 
create.  It sounds easy, and it is, now.  But because I did 
the work to find out who I was and what makes me tick, 
I have been able to design my life the way that best suits 
ME.  I discovered a love for travel and now work as a 
travel writer; I re-discovered my love for dancing, and am 
now writing a book on dancing my way across Canada.  Ev-
eryday I come up with new ideas and crazy plans that would 
have shrunk in the darkness of an eating disorder but thrive 
in the light of my new life.  Now when I smile, it’s because 
I’m genuinely happy, not because I’m hiding a despair that 
I’m too ashamed to let show.  I laugh because something is 
genuinely funny and I cry because I cannot hold my tears 
back any longer.  I really do believe that the possibilities to 
live a fulfilling life are endless and I refuse to limit them.  
 

Lori Henry
is a freelance travel writer 

based in Vancouver, Canada.  
Her battle with bulimia led her to 

publishing a book of poetry about her struggles, 
titled Silent Screams, as well as a magazine for teens 

called Beauty: You Define It.  
She can be found at any corner of the world 

studying new cultures and is working on her 
first full length book about cultural dancing in Canada.  

Most important, she is living the 
life of her dreams without an eating disorder.

Everyday I come up with new ideas 
and crazy plans that would have shrunk 
in the darkness of an eating disorder but 

thrive in the light of my new life.



In 2005 I was at a loss as to what to do 
with my boys’ education.  They were 
in 2nd and 4th grade, and they were 
getting bored with their curriculum.  
It was the A Beka Christian curriculum, 
and I’d been using it for about 3 years.  
Both of my boys had been to Kindergar-
ten at their grandmother’s house as she’d 
been a Kindergarten teacher at a small 
Christian school for 14 years previously, and I 
felt “safe” that they would at least learn to read in 
sending them to her house for a half day kinder-
garten class.  They loved going to Grandma’s, and 
she ate up the attention.   
After that first year in Kindergarten, my husband wanted me to put my son 
in public school. He liked what he saw as an educational result, but still 
wasn’t sure that we could homeschool in higher grades than Kindergarten, 
and he was afraid of our son not being “socialized”.  I went to the school to 
see their curriculum. The extent of them allowing me to peruse it was for 
them to sit across the desk from me and tell me, “Here, you can look at it 
but you can’t take it home.  And it may not be the same next year... we’re 
going to change it.”  This frustrated me.  I wanted to know what my child 
would be learning, and they weren’t even willing to give me an idea?  They 
just wanted me to hand my child over and trust them?  At the time, I had 
deeply held Christian beliefs, and was worried that my children would be 
exposed to un-Christian teachings.  I also believed that educationally, I 
could do just as good a job educating my children as the public schools.  For 
first grade, I began homeschooling them at our house.  We went the whole 
nine yards- right down to building a school room in our finished basement

with half walls so I could watch my other 
children play while my 1st grader and I 
kept to our schedule.

When we started that first grade year, I 
would stay up late at night poring over 
the curriculum, trying to get the details 
and timing down perfectly so that when 
the next school day came, it would go as 
smoothly as possible.  That was nearly 
impossible with my 3 and 2 year olds and 
my 6 month old needing me simultaneous-
ly.  Blues Clues can only entertain for so 
long...  I look back and laugh now at what 
I was trying to accomplish - the “perfect” 
school environment and being a mom to 3 
babies at the same time.  But I kept at it for 
3 more years!

My younger 3 kids were 5, 3, and 1 the year 
we discovered unschooling.  September 
came that year full of anxiety for me.  The 
curriculum was repetitive and boring for 
all of us.  Most of the previous year, the 
boys had been bucking me when it came 
to doing their textbook work.  They said 
it was boring.  They hated doing the same 
things over and over.  They wanted to 
know, “Why do we have to do this when 
we already know it?”  I didn’t have an 
answer for them... yet.

I was getting frustrated with the fact that 
my A Beka curriculum, although I thought 
it was very Godly, was quite repetitive.  My 
boys were bored and I wanted to challenge 
their intellects.  I just didn’t know where to 
start.  I knew that I wanted to keep 
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creationism in their learning.  And the ideas that Jesus Christ 
was the Saviour of the World and that the Bible (more spe-
cifically, the King James Bible) was the most important book, 
holding all the answers to life.  The A Beka curriculum had 
supported those beliefs.  I pondered where to go from there.

I only knew Christian homeschoolers.  Most of them used 
curriculum, although some were online schoolers who were 
very picky about the material they allowed their kids to use 
from the online public school.  They would weed out the 
evolution teaching or some of the reading material that they 
thought was too “worldly” for their kids to read.  I recalled 
the book I’d read before my first son entered Kindergarten 
- Using the World as Your Child’s Classroom.  It had spo-
ken of a much more free spirited method of learning that 
appealed to me.  There had to be some alternative to what I 
was doing.  I really enjoyed having my kids home with me.  
I didn’t want to send them away all day.  I saw my relation-
ship with them as so much closer than some of the public 
schoolers I was meeting.  And my kids were less concerned 
with the latest trends or fashions.  Not to mention, they got 
so much more play time and opportunities to visit museums 
and parks.  Yet, if the point of homeschooling was educat-
ing them and they weren’t enjoying what they were doing… 
then were they really learning?  Was all the information I was 
“putting into their heads” really sticking?

I decided to Google alternative schooling.  I was already al-
ternative in a lot of ways.  I homebirthed and didn’t vaccinate 
my children.  I was naturally minded, not medically minded.  
And I was way outside the mainstream Christian box.  Even 
in my Christian friends’ circles, I was considered to be ‘out of 
the box’ because of my beliefs concerning the Bible. I was not 
your typical believe in Jesus and you’ll go to heaven, Chris-
tian.  I believed in a specific type of doctrine, and that this 
was the only way to truly teach Christianity.  I believed that 

the interpretation of the Bible that I and a handful of other 
churches adhered to was the ‘right’ way to understand it.  We 
believed that God shows His Truth to those who study His 
Word properly and sincerely.  The small church I attended 
had about 7 families in it and my father-in-law, who was an 

authority in the church effectively chased away any visitors 
who came to check it out by lecturing them on our beliefs 
being the “right” ones the first time they visited.

I had no idea that the term “fundie” - short for fundamen-
talist - existed.  The dictionary actually has 3 definitions 
for fundamentalist; funny enough the first one refers to 
Christianity, and is too general a definition for how narrow 
my doctrine was.  Here is the first dictionary definition of 
fundamentalist (http://dictionary.reference.com/browse/
fundamentalist):

1. A movement in American Protestantism that arose in the 
early part of the 20th century in reaction to modernism and 
that stresses the infallibility of the Bible not only in mat-
ters of faith and morals but also as a literal historical record, 
holding as essential to Christian faith belief in such doctrines 
as the creation of the world, the virgin birth, physical resur-
rection, atonement by the sacrificial death of Christ, and the 
Second Coming.

My thoughts on fundamentalism line up with those above, as 
well as the third definition: 
3. Strict adherence to any set of basic ideas or principles: the 
fundamentalism of the extreme conservatives.

The basic idea, or doctrine, that I adhered to was that of 
being an Eternal-Security, Mid-Acts, Dispensationalist 
Christian.  The Eternal Security part means that you are a 
Christian who believes in only asking forgiveness once for all 
of your sins - believing that Christ’s blood shed on the cross 
(his blood, not his death!) covers all of your sins from birth 

Yet, if the point of homeschooling was educating them 
and they weren’t enjoying what they were doing… 

then were they really learning?  
Was all the information I was “putting into their heads” 

really sticking?



home with family, bringing my then 15 month old daughter 
along because she was still nursing.  My mother-in-law was 
there to help with my daughter while my husband and I at-
tended the conference talks.

Being my co-dependent mentor at the time (which is an-
other big story in itself ), she kept her ears open and attended 
as many of the talks as she could herself, my daughter in 
tow.   She also took the opportunity to socialize with un-
schooling mothers in the nursery play area.  She was keen 
on discovering for herself the cracks in this type of parent-
ing/homeschooling.  She and I would discuss how having 
no ‘discipline’ was going to lead the unschoolers’ children 
down the ‘wrong’ path.  Watching others and critiquing their 

lives was always a large part of our 
relationship. We believed that the 
Bible told us how to raise our chil-
dren and we would see them grow 
to be wonderful people because 
of our good works.  If we did not 
listen to the Bible’s admonitions of 
spanking our children into obey-
ing us, we were asking for heaps of 
trouble.
 

This played on my mind throughout the conference.  My 
mother-in-law was there to combat my alternative thoughts, 
as my mind ran back and forth, trying to decide what it 
could identify with between my Christian upbringing, my 
current beliefs and experience, and the words and sights 
and sounds and love coming from these unschoolers.  I was 
immediately blown away at the friendly atmosphere.  Such 
peace in a non-Christian place?  My mind could not compre-
hend what kind of devil’s magic these people possessed and 
how I could get some of what they had without pissing off 
my God.  I had been taught all of my life that people are only 
good based on their status as Christians or non-Chrisitians.  
Christians have Christ in their hearts and therefore have 
the capacity to be kind, loving, helpful, etc… by the power 
of Christ.  Non-Christians were selfish people who did only 
what was good for them.  Or so I’d been told.  How was it 
that these people were speaking of love, and had this won-
derful feeling of community?  Didn’t that exist only within 
the confines of Christianity?  And narrower still - the type 
of Christianity that I believed in?  I was always taught that if 
something looked good outside of my Christian box, it was 
probably “the Devil” tricking me.  Goodness had to come 
from some kind of higher power, based on the belief that 

till death.  There is never a need to worry that if you forget 
to confess or ask for forgiveness again that you will not “get 
into heaven”.  The more mainstream Christian belief (the be-
lief that Christ’s sacrifice only covered the sins you commit-
ted prior to asking for forgiveness and entrance to Heaven) 
was “dispensed” to a different time period.  I believed that 
there are/were different methods of gaining entrance to 
Heaven dispensed to different periods of time; hence the 
term Dispensationalist Christian.  The Mid-Acts part comes 
in because it was commonly held to in our belief structure 
that the “change in dispensation” happened in the Middle 
of the book of Acts in the Bible.  This was a change from 
a works based belief (needing to maintain a certain Godly 
lifestyle and ask-
ing forgiveness for 
sins often) to the 
grace based belief 
that we held (one 
in which you only 
asked forgiveness 
once and needn’t 
worry about daily 
living taking away 
your ticket to 
Heaven).  We also believed in other dispensations/methods 
of entrance to heaven at certain time periods... but this was 
the one that we focused on, as it is the time we are living 
in.  We referred to our dispensation as “The Age of Grace”.  
We took it upon ourselves to enlighten other Christians on 
their “incorrect” belief that they needed to ask for forgive-
ness more than once.  We believed this to be an unnecessarily 
binding belief that took away a person’s “freedom in Christ”.  
We wanted to show other Christians that, according to the 
Bible, the belief was for a different time period in history and 
is not necessary at this time.  They can be “more free” and we 
would show them how.  We had a trail of verses throughout 
the Bible that ended up seeming more like a maze to me.  But 
that was later on... after unschooling helped me open my 
mind.

In Googling alternatives to homeschooling, I found a confer-
ence that focused on unschooling.  I wanted to attend this 
conference.  My husband was all for us going as he knew that 
I’d been agonizing over the boys’ education and wanted to 
seek out an alternative for my sake.  So we packed up our 3 of 
our 5 children and my mother-in-law and headed 12 hours 
south to St. Louis, Missouri.  We left our 5 and 3 year-old
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Undisciplined - No.”

And when I heard all the talk about loving yourself, doing 
things for yourself, etc., I wrote these verses down from 2 
Timothy chapter 3, verses 1-7: 
“This know that in the last days, perilous times shall come.  
For men shall be lovers of their own selves... disobedient to 
parents...proud, unthankful, unholy, without natural affec-
tion, lovers of pleasures more than lovers of God.... led away 
with divers (many) lusts... Ever learning, and never able to 
come to the knowledge of the truth... From such turn away.”

In that way, I tried to make sense of what I heard and liked 
at the conference in relation to the beliefs I held that the 
King James Bible was the utmost authority in my life.  I was 
arguing with myself in my mind.  My mother-in-law was 
also arguing against the unschoolers’ points and agreeing 
with most of what I was writing in my notebook, as long as 
it opposed unschooling philosophies.  Alas, the unschooling 
philosophies played more appealing music to my ears than 
did the Scriptures I’d grown up with from a child.  I had 
never enjoyed spanking my children.  I specifically remember 
telling my 4 year old son once, just before I spanked him, “I 
don’t want to spank you, but the Bible says that I have to, or 
else you will grow up not listening to me, or to God.”
I loved the new ideas I was hearing about talking to and 
reasoning with your children without having to hit them.  
I had always believed in conversation with my children. It 
was in that way that I carried out the Christian teaching to 
them... the unschooling philosophy of reasoning with them 
made practical sense to me.  My kids were smart!  And they 
had good qualities.  I began to question whether I had to be 
as strict as I had been in the past with my kids... 

At one point during the conference, someone told me that I 
was “abusing my children by forcing them to do textbooks”.  
Although at first I was offended, that phrase stuck with me 
over the next two years as I began the transition to radical 
unschooling – the transition that helped unravel my hard-
core, fundamentalist, Bible thumping beliefs. 

human beings are incapable of goodness on their own.  Hu-
man beings were made from dirt, full of vile, sinfulness, 
and were not capable of goodness without some spiritual 
power, specifically the God of the Bible’s power. Anyone 
who ‘seemed’ good, and did not believe like I did, was most 
likely under the influence of Satan, who was always trying 
to pull people away from God.  Didn’t the Bible say that 
Satan was “A lion walking the earth seeking whom he may 
devour”?  This unschooling conference must be a dangerous 
place where I needed to carefully and diligently scrutinize 
these philosophies under the magnifying glass of the Holy 
Scriptures. 

I did this throughout the conference.  I kept a running 
dialogue with myself in a notebook.  As a speaker would 
say something that appealed to me but opposed the Biblical 
Scripture I had engrained in my thought processes, I would 
jot down a reference to or - if I could remember it- the actual 
Scripture verse that opposed what was being said. 
Looking back at those notes I took on October 7, 2005, I 
laugh at myself.  I was so programmed! Here are a few ex-
amples of my thoughts during the conference:

“If unschooling is undisciplined, then I am not a true un-
schooler.  These people come from unpeaceful homes where 
spanking is the same as treating your children with no 
respect... so they (the unschoolers), being human, run to the 
opposite extreme: no discipline, no rules, no absolute truth.  
I heard the phrase, “what is true in a child’s heart”, in the 
conference yesterday.  This goes directly against the Scrip-
ture, Proverbs 22:15:  “Foolishness is bound in the heart of a 
child, but the rod of correction shall drive it far from him.”  
Foolishness is bound in the heart of a child because we are 
born in a body of sin.  Most of these unschoolers would be 
horrified at the thought that their children could possibly be 
sinful.”

I also wrote:

“I heard, “Do not see yourself as your child’s teacher.”  This is 
directly opposite the Truth of the Bible that says, “Train up a 
child in the way he should go, and when he is old he will not 
depart from it.”  So far, my conclusion is, unschooling -Yes.  

I don’t want to spank you, but the Bible says that I have to, 
or else you will grow up not listening to me, or to God.



I was angry at him!  For a couple of years, whenever I had 
questions about the Scripture, I’d come to him like a good 
submissive wife looking to her husband for spiritual guid-
ance, and he had basically blown me off.  He’d been telling 
me to just “trust God” and not question what didn’t make 
sense to me.  I had listened to him!  And here he was telling 
me that he’d begun looking outside the Bible?

I’ve never asked him exactly why he didn’t share these explo-
rations with me, but I can guess.  Being the fundamentalist 
that I was, I was always on his back for not studying the 
Scripture as often or as deeply as I was.  As well as the Scrip-
tural “fact” that as the man of the house, he is ultimately 
responsible for the spirituality of his home, and should he be 
wrong in looking outside the Scripture, he need not share it.

 Well, it didn’t take me long to get over the frustration of 
his not sharing this with me, in exchange for the freedom of 
realizing that he’d just “allowed” me “permission” to pursue 
answers to my long years of questions.  We ran headlong 
into Paganism.  Nature had always called to both of us, and 
we felt so FREE!!  We fully immersed ourselves in studying 
and discussing the discrepancies we saw in the Bible.  Every 
chance we got, that was all that we talked about.  We also 
began enjoying nature in a whole new way - as beautiful and 
dripping with mystery instead of a sinful creation heading 
for extermination.  Six months later, I left our church and he 
followed me another six months later.  I’m sure the fact that 
he is a pacifist, his father was the pastor, and he didn’t want 
to upset his parents gave him reason to stay longer.  He is 
also someone who is usually set on the middle ground.  His 
parents were at one end of the belief spectrum and I was at 
the other.  He had yet to break the “children obey your par-
ents” mindset, regardless of the fact that he was 30 years old.  
It was a difficult decision for him to leave the church, and he 
does not make decisions quickly.

My experience with leaving Christianity was like breaking 
out of lifelong chains.  It was quick.  It was painful.  I felt so 
free, but the bonds still felt attached and my mental joints 
ached from lack of exercise.  All of my life I had lived ac-

One of my favorite things that I physically took home from 
the conference was the Certificate of Empowerment.  I will 
not reprint it here for the sake of space, but it is well worth 
Googling if you have not yet had the pleasure of reading 
it.  It basically gives you permission, if you are a person who 
requires permission that is, to live your own life, make your 
own decisions, etc.  I posted that on my refrigerator and took 
personal power from it for quite a while, probably years, 
before it got to crinkled up as papers on a refrigerator tend to 
do.  I also made good use of message boards, asking question 
after question, and getting answer after answer.  They seemed 
like Magic 8-Balls to me; such was the depth of wisdom 
therein.

Fast forward one year to the fall of 2006.  I’d been wrestling 
with unschooling philosophies and my Christian beliefs over 
that year, trying to reconcile them, and it wasn’t going so 
well.  I was quite frustrated with my church and, in the sum-
mer of that year, it only got worse.

Half of the church congregation was made up of my hus-
band’s family with his father being the financier.  That sum-
mer one of the families decided to leave, despite the fact that 
we were all very good friends, because the rest of the church 
told them that they could not lead Bible studies if they were 
going to use any Bible other than the King James Version.  
Shortly after that, there was a coup that threw out the pastor 
because he had some differing opinions on the Scriptures.  
My husband was frustrated with all the other men of the 
church.  He was not like them.  He’d never been a complete 
fundie, despite his parents’ teachings, and was finally real-
izing that he’d been faking it all along.  He now believes that 
it is differences in personality that account for this.  His 
brother, being raised in the same household, and coinciden-
tally being a black/white personality like myself, took all the 
fundamentalism to heart.  It became ingrained in his psyche, 
his beliefs were right, others were wrong.  End of discussion.  
My husband sees the world in shades of gray, and when he 
was presented with his parents’ fundamentalist beliefs, he 
sort of wrote them in a mental rulebook and just followed 
the rules.  That is, until he decided that he didn’t like the 
rules, and at that point he threw them out.  They were not 
ingrained in his psyche as in mine and his younger brothers’.

My husband announced to me in the fall of 2006 that he’d 
been looking into other religions for the past year, mainly 
Wicca!  (Hmm… any coincidence that he’d begun looking 
outside our religion about the time of the unschooling con-
ference?)  You could have knocked me over with a feather.  

Nature had always called 
to both of us, and we 

felt so FREE!! 



cording to “the Book”.  I had never written my own rules.  I 
hadn’t made many of my own decisions.  I had always felt 
that I had access to ‘all’ of the answers.

I began asking 
myself, “What 
do I want to be-
lieve?”  This was 
a completely 
new experience.  
I searched the 
Bible for all 
the things that had bothered me.  My husband showed me 
the differences in the Gospel accounts of the Resurrection 
stories, and we sat late into the night reading and marveling 
that NO ONE in our circles ever noticed these things!  We 
were like new lovers, obsessed with discussing this newfound 
information.  It was a love of freedom.  The fact that my 
brother-in-law was on the same journey gave us someone to 
discuss these things with outside of ourselves.  Mike had be-
gun this journey before us.  He’d actually been an apprentice 
to the pastor we’d had and been part of the coup to over-
throw him.  But Mike had gone too deeply into the Biblical 
rabbit hole.  He’d studied the Bible inside and out; his boring 
sales job giving him hours and hours of uninterrupted study 
time.  And we benefited from his knowledge of the Bible’s 
roots and the history of Christianity.  He told us things that 
blew our little fundamentalist minds - things like the fact 
that Christianity began as Catholicism, when Catholicism 
was taught to us to be the Anti-Christ’s religion... made by 
Satan...  We learned from him that Christmas, Easter and 
many other holidays were originally Pagan holidays.

My husband and I began our spiritual journeys anew and 
have both come so far from where we were.  I journeyed 
through the fear that God would strike me down for ques-
tioning Him.  I pushed through it and continued to ques-
tion.  I screamed out at Him, daring Him to punish me if He 
were real.  I cried out, begging for him to show me a sign.  “If 
you are real, then let me know somehow!”  I got nothing.

One day, I watched a promotional video for the Muslim reli-
gion.  Something a woman said stuck with me and impressed 
upon me that religion is a function of the human brain, not 
some supernatural event.  She was talking about the Koran, 
and she was very passionate about what she was saying.  She 
said something that I had said about the Bible to so many 
people, thinking that it was proof that the Bible is the only 

I began asking myself, 
“What do I want to believe?”  

This was a completely new experience.  

Word of the Christian God.  This Muslim woman said, 
“There are many times that I read the Koran, and I come 
across a very familiar passage.  I read it again and something 

totally new stands 
out for me!  This 
tells me that this 
book is the Word 
of God, a Liv-
ing Book!”  I had 
experienced this 
very phenomenon; 

reading a familiar passage and seeing words that I’d “never” 
seen there before.

I was stunned.  I had to rewind the video to hear her say it 
again.  Could it be that this “re-discovering” or new discov-
ery of something in a passage that you have read many times 
before, is just a function of the human brain?  Do we just 
read and skip whole sentences or possibly just forget that 
we’d read them before?  Otherwise, how could this be right?  
The Koran AND the Bible cannot both be the ONLY Word 
of God....  I have never forgotten that.  Since then, it has 
been another 3 years and I have come so much further in my 
beliefs or non-beliefs.  I now consider myself a happy agnos-
tic.  I toss around the possibility of Atheism, or Deism, or 
Spiritualism...  I don’t think anyone can ever KNOW Who 
We ARE, or What Our Purpose is, or Why or How we came 
here.  And I am content for now to be exploring the many, 
many beliefs of all peoples.  I am still fond of what I think of 
as Paganism, as well as a mix of Native American and Wic-
can beliefs, with a little New Age Law of Attraction thrown 
in.
   

The other day, I was contemplating decisions in my life that 
I do not regret, and right up there with birthing my children 
in my own home is the decision I made to leave Christian-
ity.  It’s not that Christianity itself is a bad thing.  It was the 
particular hold that it had on my heart.  The guilt and the 
fear were two things that had to go.  And for that to happen 
for me, the whole kit and kaboodle had to go.  For my hus-
band that was not the case.  He came to rest at a place that 
he describes as Christo-Pagan.  We are still evolving.  But 
I will always cherish the unschoolers for being the catalyst 
that allowed me to begin thinking for myself in so many 
areas - religion foremost, moving on to parenting, globalism, 
economics, politics, how I view others (less judgmentally 
now), and how I talk to myself with so much genuine caring, 
like I give to my kids. 



 The fear and guilt of the religion I lived with made me criti-
cal of myself, and all others.  I was unhappy with my life, as 
I feared making mistakes, and the consequences that would 
bring.  Here are a few verses that told me I had to live care-
fully:

1Cr 9:11
If we have sown unto you spiritual things, [is it] a great thing 
if we shall reap your carnal things?

2Cr 9:6
But this [I say], He which soweth sparingly shall reap also 
sparingly; and he which soweth bountifully shall reap also 
bountifully.

Gal 6:7
Be not deceived; God is not mocked: for whatsoever a man 
soweth, that shall he also reap.
 

I believe that the fire and brimstone preaching I sat under as 
a child played most heavily on my emotions.  I was told as a 
child that God hated sin and that I was nothing and lucky 
that God loved me.  Later in life, I was told that, as a woman, 
I was the weaker sex, I was to submit to my husband, and fol-
low his lead spiritually and practically in life.  Once I began 
questioning my spiritual beliefs, it led me to questioning my 
lack of individual strength as well. 

Religion had a grip of fear and guilt on me that I never 
would have shaken had it not been for attending that confer-
ence in 2005.  Thank you Kelly and Ben, for putting it on.  
And thank you Ren Allen, Danielle Conger, Sandra Dodd, 
and Anne Ohman for presenting ideas like trusting myself, 
trusting humanity, and allowing for diversity in spiritual 
beliefs as well as lifestyles.  These ideas shook me to the core 
and caused a wonderful spiritual and emotional fallout.  The 
years that have passed since then have been the biggest grow-
ing period I have ever had.

Eve recommends the following online Yahoo groups:

AlwaysUnschooled
UnschoolingBasics
ShineWithUnschooling

She also recommends Sandra Dodd’s 
Certificate of Empowerment
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Eve Latchouli 
lives in Ohio with her husband, six children, 

and their dog.  She and her family are always evolving.  
Fundamentalism is a thing of the past for her, 

which is scary and greatly exciting at times as well.  
A life of change is never boring.



Awake and Alive : 
   I Own It 

I am distraught.
I’m driving down a four-lane highway, wiping a 
steady stream of uncontrollable tears from my face, 
violently choking on my every breath.  
I frantically fumble with the door, desperate to feel 
a rush of fresh air.  I need to feel something - 
anything other than the heavy despair that has 
hijacked my every waking thought, leaving me 
feeling utterly defeated.  I am worn down and 
weary.  Fragile.  Broken.  Emotionally anorexic.  
These days, I am nothing more than a beautiful 
tragedy.  I am mourning the loss of my life - 
to the rest of the world, I appear alive, but I am 
not.  And it is with that knowledge that I sob.  
And I sob.  And I sob.  Until I look up from the 
steering wheel and, in a quick panic, notice that I 
am about to have a head-on collision with an 
oncoming tractor trailer.  
And in that very moment, I simply do not care.  

That was when I knew it was time.

!



Growing up, I was always a model 
child.  I acted like a lady, crossed my t’s and dotted 
my i’s, said please and thank you just as I was told to do.  
As a matter of fact, growing up, I did most of what I 
was told.  I didn’t talk back to authority, completed all 
of my homework, listened when the teacher spoke, and 
never had a month when I didn’t make the high honor 
roll.  

For me, getting that A was nearly a matter of life or 
death; I drew 
my self-esteem 
from it and 
took much 
pleasure in 
receiving praise 
from adults:  
“That Ashley, 
she’s going 
places, I tell 
you.  Some-
day, mark my 
words, she’s 
going to be a 
big shot CEO, I just know it.” 

I truly believed, like most American students are taught 
to believe, that if I just paid attention in school - if I 
just got good grades - then success would surely fall 
into my lap.  Success meant money, and money meant 
happiness.  The standard template of go to school, get a 
degree, get a job, get a spouse, get a house, have a baby 
and live happily ever after was never something that 
any of us questioned.  I know that I didn’t.  It was just 
what you did.  
 

Before long, college graduation had snuck up on me.  I 
arrived dressed to impress with pearls and a fancy suit, 
eager to please, on my first day at my first job.  At that 
point, I held my role, my boss and the whole world 
high on a pedestal.  I had been waiting for this my 
entire life.  This, I told myself, would be my big break.  
And in some respects, it was.  Within a short year of 
working for my company, I was offered a position to 
head up business development efforts, including a small 
share of the company in exchange.  I was ecstatic.

Yet, in a way that I couldn’t have anticipated at the 
time, as much as it was my big break, I wouldn’t know 

until much later how it would also be the very beginning 
of what would eventually come to break me.   As the days, 
months and years passed, I found myself resenting the very 
same life that I had pined after for so long.  Each morning 
my body would be jolted awake by the harsh sounds of my 
alarm clock - my greatest enemy - and I would lie in bed, 
staring up at the blank white ceiling whose stark empti-
ness mockingly mirrored that of my very soul, painfully 
reminding me of the profound void that I felt in my life.  
I would attempt to convince myself to be excited about 

the day that was 
ahead of me.  
I would give 
myself the old 
be-grateful-for-
your-health pep 
talk, and try to 
fool myself into 
being positive.  
“You can do 
this, Ashley.  
It isn’t half as 
bad as you’re 

making it out to be.  Suck it up, and stop being an imma-
ture, whiney child,” I would scold myself.  “This is the real 
world.  You’re an adult now.  It’s time to be responsible.”  

With that, I would begrudgingly force one foot down 
on the ground and, if it was a good day, the other would 
soon follow.  If it wasn’t a good day, however, a phone 
call would shortly be made, feigning some variation of 
yet another illness I was experiencing.  I would call the 
office before my boss was in so I could be certain to get his 
voicemail and not have to face my own deceit and hear my 
lies echoed back at me.  I didn’t know where the straight 
A, integrity-driven honor student had gone, but one thing 
was for sure:  she wasn’t anywhere to be found.  Nor did 
she want to be.  This wasn’t what she had bargained for; 

she expected so much more.  Was this all life had 
to offer?  A paycheck and happy hours spent drinking 
away sorrows?  Was this what I had waited so long for?  
Ho-hum routine, snarky office politics, and a world that 
judged me more by the emblem on my car than the inten-
tions in my heart?  

I felt trapped in my own life; I was a 
prisoner to the reality I had set up for 

I truly believed, like most 
American students are taught to 

believe, that if I just paid attention 
in school - if I just got good grades - 

then success would surely 
fall into my lap.



myself and harbored ill will at the four walls that sur-
rounded me from 8-5 every day.  I felt as if my life had been 
taken from me; after the work day was over, I would barely 
have enough time or energy to plough through rush hour 
traffic, carelessly throw together a quick meal and numb 
myself with an hour or two of television before going to bed, 
only to get up and do it all over again.  I felt as if I had no 
time for living; I wasn’t working to live, I was living to 
work.  
I would alternate being angry, sad, bitter, and intermittently 
happy - usually when accompanied by an oversized bottle 

of merlot.  On several occasions, during my 
lunch break, I would even sneak off to 
the nearest liquor store, purchase several 
mini bottles of vodka, and down them 
in the parking lot before heading back to 
the office.  I felt guilty about it, but my need to suppress 
my feelings of despair superseded my need to be responsible.  

That day - the day I came that close to the head-on colli-
sion with the tractor trailer - was a vodka soaked day.  It was 

at that point when I realized I needed to do 
something to help myself.  How had my life 
come to this?  Ashley, the big shot CEO had turned into 
nothing more than a faint version of someone who had once 
been.  I was once so optimistic and full of life, eager to take 
on new challenges, certain that I would always come out 
on top.  Friends commended me for my positive outlook, 
brazen confidence and unwavering cheerfulness.  And the 
best part?  None of it was phony.  Nothing about me was 
phony.  I was high on life, with nothing more than the wind 
beneath my feet and good, honest faith in the world.  How I 

missed that person.  How I missed being in awe 
of everything that life had to offer.  Now, 
I wanted none of it.  Worse, at that point, right when the 
world had collapsed atop all of my naive aspirations, I had 
nowhere to turn; my parents were both deceased by the time 
I was 21, rendering me homeless.  Yet soon I would discover 
that if there were ever an upside to tragedy, it’s that misfor-
tune makes you strong.  It forces you to be independent.  It 
teaches you how to take matters into your own hands, and 
happen to life instead of having life happen to you - and you 
just accepting it.  

So that’s exactly what I decided to do; one sober night, I had 
a heart-to-heart conversation with myself and became de-
termined to stop mourning the person that I once was and, 
instead, go reinvent her.  

Armed with a whim of confidence and the knowledge that if 
I didn’t do something to change my situation it would never 
change, I marched into my boss’ office, handed in my resig-
nation and, within a handful of weeks, started my freelance 
copywriting business.  At that point, I had nothing more to 

lose, but everything to gain.  And in the middle of 
the night, during those quiet moments 
of self-doubt that crept into my mind, 
I would force myself to remember just 
one thing:  The world is yours to take, if 
you just reach out for it.  
In retrospect, it’s so plain to see how too often society dic-

tates the course of our lives, rather than us.  Growing 
up, I had always followed the path that 
was laid out for me, instead of forging 
my own.  As a straight A student, my future had been 
pretty much decided; by default, I had certain expectations 
placed in front of me - I would attend only the finest univer-
sities, major only in the most respectable fields, and generally 
live an “honorable” life.  So with the big shot CEO title to 
live up to, I painstakingly endured accounting class after ac-
counting class, whilst longingly watching my peers with envy, 

...one sober night, 
I had a 

heart-to-heart 
conversation with 

myself and became 
determined to stop 
mourning the person 

that I once was 
and, instead, 

go reinvent her. 



many of whom were becoming dancers, artists, writers and 
designers.  And while I always had a secret urge to become 
a writer, I allowed the “starving artist” stereotype to deter 
me from doing what it was that I should have been doing 

all along.  Essentially, I let societal pressure 
determine how I should live life, rather 
than determining for myself not only 
how to live life, but to be alive.

Since my monumental transformation, I’ve seen this same 
scenario victimize the lives of others many times over - the 
pressure to be someone rather than be who we are is over-
whelming.  Furthermore, it seems that too often in life 

we’re scared.  We’re not scared of the world, 
but we’re scared that we won’t be good 
enough for it.  I know I was when I first decided to 
launch a career in writing.  As a result, we stay in our comfort 
zone, we stay at our desk job, we follow the life template, and 
we suck it up when we know, deep down inside, that we de-
serve so much more.  We’d rather live a secure life of misery 
than live an exhilarated life of passion, if it means that we’ve 
got to risk the possibility of complete and utter failure.  

And therein lies the key; in learning to 
accept failure as an option, we give our-
selves permission to pursue the things 
that truly light us up inside.  Failure happens 
to everyone, so if you’re going to fail at something, it might 
as well be something that you would have deeply regretted 
never having experienced.

Since starting my freelance business, I’ve dabbled in many 
other projects, some of which I’ve loved and others that I 
haven’t cared for so much.  Regardless, the thing I value most 
these days is not how much money I’m making, but rather 
the quality of life that I’m experiencing.  Sometimes money 

plays into that, but in most ways, it does not.  Too often, just 
as I did as a young college graduate, we fall into the money 
trap, making decisions based on a salary, and not enough on 

what it is that we, as individuals, need to thrive.  For me, 
I need time to thrive.  It’s having time for myself to 
sip on my coffee, slowly and with intention.  It’s having time 
to call my closest girlfriends, and truly listen as they share 
the most intimate details of their lives.  It’s having time to 
pull out paint and a canvas and spend an afternoon swirling 

colors, letting my creative side blossom.  It’s having time to 
ponder the meaning of life, love, relationships and whether 
or not that was a hint of raspberry or strawberry in my wine.  
It’s having the time to just be, instead of constantly do.

Knowing that I’ve reconstructed my life in a way that gives 
me time to do the things that bring meaning to my life allows 
me to thrive.  And for me, having that is far more important 
than any job title, promotion or BMW emblem.  

Unfortunately, I never would have found that out if I had 
continued crossing my t’s and dotting my i’s, saying please 
and thank you, just as I was told.  Unlike we’re taught to 
believe, true success doesn’t just fall into your lap once you 
have a college degree in hand.  The money might be there, 

but the most valuable lesson I’ve learned is that there’s 
a difference between having money and 
having success - yet too often, we conflate the two.  
Rather, at the end of the day, the definition of success is fluid, 
and is based on what matters most to us and whether or not 
we’re being true to that part of ourselves that is crying out to 
be heard, if only we’ll listen.

This time, I’m all ears.  

Though being all ears is harder than one might think.  

Being all ears requires trust.  It requires 
trust in the universe.  Trust in oneself.  And most 
of all, trust in our own abilities to do what it is we need to

We’d rather live a secure life of misery 
than live an exhilarated life of passion, 
if it means that we’ve got to risk the 

possibility of complete and utter failure.  



do.  Too often, we trust more in the opin-
ions of others than we do our very own 
minds; we hear that inner voice beckon-
ing to us, whispering, “What if ?”  And 
we foolhardily banish that voice, without ever stopping to 
wonder whether or not it actually might mean something, 
something profound.  We fall prey to history - we have faith 
in what’s been done before and what’s been proven to work 
in the past - yet ironically lack faith in the way that history 
gets written in the first place:  by getting beautifully tangled 
up in the unknown.  

And that’s precisely where the best outcomes lie - far, far 
away in a web of uncertainty that we have yet to unravel.  
Making the decision to work for myself presented one of 
those very webs, whose intricate weave seemed far too com-
plex, too impenetrable for a mere, small town Pennsylvania 
girl.  There were countless considerations to be accounted 
for:  How will I find work?  What if there isn’t any work?  
What if no one likes my work?  What if I am unable to write 
as quickly as I need to?  Will it resonate?  

But what I came to realize, as I wrestled with each of those 
questions, trying to summon the courage I needed to fly in 
the face of society, to defy my very own expectations that 
I had laid forth years ago for myself, was that none of the 
answers to those questions mattered.  Whether it worked, 
or maybe when it didn’t - what was important for me was 
knowing that I had gone forth, I had trusted myself, and I, in 
the end, knew that by simply having tried, I would have been 
far more successful than I could have been making $100,000 
for a faceless corporation whose goals I didn’t believe in.  
And that’s what mattered.

As I would later discover, the unknown is a gift that we too 
often ignore.  As it turns out, it’s usually worth taking the 
time to untangle some knots to reveal the beauty that’s been 
hiding all along - if only we take the time to look.  Wryly 
enough, most often the beauty that you’ll find, hiding be-

neath all of the uncertainty, isn’t a new career.  Rather, 
the beauty that you’ll find, in the end, is 
you.  

Ashley Ambirge
When not stalking Enrique Iglesias online, Ash spends the 

majority of her time thinking up big ideas and then 
executing them—usually to the chagrin of her friends, who 

can’t ever seem to track her latest endeavors, let alone her 
hair color.  When she’s not busy riding llamas in Chile or 

fending off cockroaches in Costa Rica, she’s usually figuring 
out her next destination—all while consuming impressive 

amounts of Twizzlers & blogging like a madwoman over at 
The Middle Finger Project, a website dedicated to 

questioning societal assumptions & providing 
encouragement to live passion-driven, adventure-filled 

lifestyles.  Ashley has dappled in a number of careers—from 
staffing to marketing, from advertising sales to teaching Eng-
lish as a second language, her vast business experience served 
to teach her one thing: Like Calculus class, you can be good 

at something and still not be inspired by it. That, and photo-
copying your butt isn’t as fun as it looks in the movies.  As a 

result, Ashley has pledged her undying love to 
entrepreneurialism, and strongly supports the principle that 
reality is negotiable--which sometimes gets her into trouble, 

but usually works out in her favor.



I was given up to my adoptive parents at three weeks old on 
the steps of a hospital in Worcester, Massachusetts.  In 1951, 
at least in my case, there was no psych evaluation prior to 
adoption.  My biological mother was eighteen and her par-
ents arranged the private adoption using a small town lawyer.  
Peg and Sam were good friends of my biological mom’s fam-
ily and so the adoption was pushed through, as was the adop-
tion of my brother five years earlier.  We both ended up being 
the victims of severe physical, psychological, and sexual abuse 
perpetrated by my adoptive mother.  My adoptive father 
was a battered husband before there was a name for it, so he 
couldn’t help us.  In fact, I protected him or at least tried to. 
My adoptive mother Peg would be diagnosed today with 
pyschosis.  Peg smoked 4 packs a day and walked around our 
house talking to herself.  She would hide behind furniture - 
the dining room hutch for example - and then jump out at 
me as I walked by, grab my hair and throw me to the floor 
while screaming that I was born bad, that I was a whore, and 
would never amount to anything.  I was a very curious child 
and would look up the words I didn’t understand.  Whore 
was a word I could make no sense of.  The definition I found 
in Webster’s made no sense.  How could it be describing me? 
I had no interest in boys except to play baseball or cops n’ 
robbers with them. 

I found Peg’s behavior to be odd, but never knew anything 
different, as she kept me socially isolated.  She would stay 
awake for days on end smoking and drinking black coffee, 
staring out of the window into the dark, talking.  She beat on 
my father with her fists, beat my brother and me with a razor 
strap, and molested him at bath time.  I watched and en-
dured it all and became adept at reading her body language, 
but could rarely escape when she would come after me.  I 
protected myself instinctively, but I never struck back.  How 
could I?  She was my mother.

The holidays always brought a new terror for me.  We would 
visit Peg’s sister and husband, both drunks.  Once Peg went 
into a tirade and stripped me naked, screaming that I was a 
whore as she literally tore my clothes off in front of them.  
I could see a look in my uncle’s highball-glazed eyes that I 
didn’t like.  He molested me for a year beginning that night.  
Once I was left alone with him while Peg and her sister went 
out shopping the Black Friday sales.  I went to the upstairs 
bath and locked myself in, drawing a hot bubble bath, think-
ing I would be safe.  I was wrong.  He broke the door in and 
raped me in the tub.  He told me that if I told, he would hurt 
my family.  So I kept my mouth shut for a year.  When I told 
Peg, she asked me what I did to provoke him.

I was 12 when that happened.  When I told Peg what hap-
pened, she asked me what I did to encourage him.  I felt 
betrayed, devastated and dirty.  I even wondered if I had 
done something to provoke him.  After all, I was told I was 
born bad and that I was a whore.  I thought I must be.  I just 
wanted to curl into a ball and die.

My brother left home at 18, moving as far away as he could 
get.  I felt more alone than ever.  My big brother was gone.  
Even though Peg worked hard to keep us fighting, I felt that 
at least I wasn’t alone in the house.  I thought Peg could kill 
me now with no witness.  My father needed me and couldn’t 
help.  I felt terrified and the emptiness I felt inside grew 
deeper. 

My physical and mental abuse lasted well into my thirties, as 
I chose to care for my mother in her home by working her 
into my visiting nurse schedule.  I was out of the house and 
had three children of my own, but felt a moral obligation to 
see to it that this monster was taken care of.  I was a caregiver 
by nature.  During that time she tried to push me down a 
flight of stairs, slammed a car door into me when I came 

Parents who suffer abuse as a child have a high incidence 
of passing the abusive cycle on to their children.  

The emotional and psychic wounds left by such trauma 
scar, but rarely heal completely. 

            Radical Forgiveness



around to open it for her and if I sat in the front seat with 
her sitting behind me, she would reach out and pull my 
hair.  She had a way of making me feel like a fearful child 
even at that age.  The physical abuse ended when I had her 
admitted to a nursing home after my adoptive father died 
and it became apparent that she could no longer manage on 
her own.  She was mentally ill and diabetic.  I hated her and 
thought this was my opportunity to tell her without her 
retaliating.  I leaned over and whispered in her ear, “I win. 
You’ll never hurt me again.”  I felt at that point that I had 
abandoned the high road to skirmish in the muck of dark-
ness with her, but I had to do something.

While growing up in the fifties and sixties, 
my pain manifested in behavior we now 
know is typical of the abused: I under-
achieved in school, socially isolated myself, 
and self-medicated using any drug I could 
find.  There were plenty to choose from in 
the sixties and seventies.  I was extremely 
shy, but I would run away with anyone who 
would take me, get caught in a week or so, 
and be sent back to Peg.  Finally, at sixteen, 
feeling alone and hopeless, I attempted 
suicide by taking all the pills I could find in 
the house and lying down on the couch to 
die.  My boyfriend came to pick me up and 
when he couldn’t wake me, called an ambu-
lance.  It was too late to pump my stomach 
and my parents were told I might not make 
it through the night, but I did.  I woke up in 
four point restraints with Peg standing over me 
asking me how I could have done such a thing 
to her.  Again, I felt like a lost child, afraid, tired 
of life, and hopeless.  A psychiatrist eventually 
questioned me, asking if I would ever try to kill 
myself again, and I said, “No.”  I tried to explain 
why I did it, but he didn’t believe me, because Peg said I was 
prone to making up stories to get attention.  I was released 
and instructed by Peg to say that I had been hospitalized for 
appendicitis.  I did.

Peg then filed against me in court for being a ‘Stubborn 
Child’.  She simply went to the police and told them that I 
was unmanageable and they filed charges against me.  Chil-
dren who ‘acted out’ in those days were not given help like 
they are now, and I was sentenced to do time in a detention 
center for my ‘crimes’.  I had to go before a judge who 

listened to Peg’s story of my rebelliousness, my running away, 
drug abuse, accusation against my uncle, and my suicide at-
tempt.  I was not allowed to speak on my own behalf, except 
to deny or admit the grievances Peg accused me of.  I admit-
ted to my behaviors and the judge did not want to hear any 
‘excuses’ for it from me.

The stubborn child law remained active until 1973 when 
children’s rights activists had it changed.  Now, children who 
act out are considered ‘Children in Need of Services’ and 
parents can file a CHIN’s petition which does not criminal-
ize the child.  

  To give you 
an idea of the 
type of chil-
dren I was 
housed with, 
I’ll introduce 
you to sixteen 
year old Mi-
chelle, who 
preferred 
to be called 
Mic.  She 
had been a 
ward of the 
state for 
as long as 
she could 
remember, 
had long, 
straight, 
brown 
hair, and 
always 
sat on a 

chair in the middle of everything, surrounded by 
friends, guards, and the rest of us, who just wandered around 
trying to be invisible.  Once a sunbeam found its way in and 
draped itself over the chair, lighting up her hair with golden 
streaks.  I thought that underneath the self-made tattoos and 
scars on her face she was pretty.  But her eyes looked empty 
and cunning and her lips naturally curved down around 
rotten teeth.  Someone told me not to come up on her from 
behind and I’d be safe.  I didn’t feel safe at all.  I felt confused 
and afraid, even though the place had a familiarity to it; it 
was like home.



When death did not rescue me from my situation, I decided 
to get pregnant.  I was seventeen and thought that having a 
baby would get me out of the house.  My pregnancy, com-
bined with my running away and the ‘lies’ I told about my 
mother, was enough to have me judged a ‘Stubborn Child’ 
again, devoid of rights.  I was 
sent to a home for unwed moth-
ers where once again I felt alone 
and abandoned.  I was terrified 
because I didn’t know how the 
baby was going to get out of me.  
When my labor began the pain was like nothing I had ever 
experienced.  I wanted someone who loved me to be with 
me - to hold, comfort, and take care of me.  Instead I was put 
in a taxi and sent to the hospital alone.  After giving birth in 
October, 1968, as I was alone in a hospital near to the home, 
Peg had my child given to an adoption agency before I was 
discharged.  I wondered why the nurses did not bring me 
my baby to feed.  When I heard the sound of the carts being 
rolled out my heart would first get excited and then break 
when they didn’t come to my room.  After discharge from 
the hospital, I was allowed to see my baby girl once a month 
at the social service agency.  I got an hour with her and 
would sob uncontrollably each time they took her out of my 
arms.  My father apparently could not stand to hear me cry 
myself to sleep every night and, for once, Peg listened to him.  

I woke up on Christmas morning to find my daughter under 
the Christmas tree sitting in her infant seat with a red bow 
on her head.  Peg had decided to give me my child as a pres-
ent.  I was overjoyed and proceeded to learn how to be a 
mother by reading books on the subject.  However, Peg had 
ulterior motives for returning my baby to me.  She wanted 
to raise her and so began a three year struggle watching Peg 
raise my child.  My daughter slept in Peg and Sam’s room and 
nothing I did could change the situation.  I was afraid for my 
child and so I did not interfere with Peg’s wishes.  She did 
not harm my daughter physically and praised me when I held 
her and loved her.  I was hungry for that praise.  

I was eventually rescued by a new boyfriend to whom my 
brother had introduced me; my baby’s father had long since 
been chased away by Peg.  My boyfriend moved me and my 
daughter out of the dreadful house I called home.  We got 
married and he was controlling, but not physically abusive, 
and I was grateful for having been rescued.  However, I 
discovered I was unable to live a normal life.  I suffered from 
severe depression and anxiety.  I could not drive a car.  I 

When death did not rescue me from 
my situation, I decided to get pregnant.

would get down to the end of our street and have to go home 
because I felt an unexplainable fear that threatened to con-
sume me.  I was afraid for my daughter and I gave up trying 
to drive.  I could not get even the simplest job because of the 
overwhelming sense of dread that accompanied me during 

all my activities.  I could always hear Peg’s voice telling me I 
was no good, stupid, and would never amount to anything.

I had my second child during that marriage.  My son was 
born with cerebral palsy and my husband did nothing to 
help me deal with my sons’ special needs.  He required total 
care as all babies did, but on top of that he had an underde-
veloped nervous system and did not suck well.  That meant 
that I couldn’t lay him down because he had an over sensitive 
startle reflex.  He couldn’t even sit in an infant seat because 
he was alternately spastic and ridged.  He cried all the time, 
constantly, unless I held him.  His inability to suck properly 
made feeding time an ordeal.  It would take me 2 hours to 
feed him his bottle.  Meanwhile, my 5 year old daughter was 
getting less attention and began having temper tantrums and 
sleep problems.  My husband became distant and stayed away 
from the house well after his work day ended.  When he did 
come home, he spent his time complaining about the babies 
crying and yelling at my daughter.  Even though once again 
the overwhelming sense of being alone threatened to con-
sume me and I began to have thoughts of suicide, I was moti-
vated by what I perceived to be his abuse of my children and 
I decided to make a change.  I felt like a failure as a mother 
and a wife, but the idea of leaving my children alone in the 
world ruled out suicide as an option, and fighting for their 
well being gave me the courage to keep on going.  Eventually, 
in an attempt to find myself and make a better life for my 
children, I left my husband and got my first apartment alone.  
I was determined to go forward and I felt I couldn’t do that 
within the context of that relationship.  I just made up my 
mind to leave and left, even though I was terrified.  Some-
thing told me I just had to make the move.  I was used to 
listening to my gut and decided to follow my urge to be on 
my own.  I wanted a ‘normal’ life for my children and felt my 
life was anything but.  I wanted to be able to do the simple 
things that I thought would make a childhood enjoyable.  I  



wanted to be able to take my children for a 
walk, go to the park, drive a car, get my GED 
and go to school to make something more of 
myself so I could provide for them.  
Alone in my new apartment, I developed 
intense agoraphobia - an unexplainable fear of 
leaving the house.  I also found myself yelling 
at my child for making too much noise or not 
getting dressed fast enough.  I heard Peg’s voice 
coming out of my mouth and I was so afraid 
that I was turning into her.  I got married again 
and again so I could have someone to take care 
of us.  By the time I was 28, I had been married 
three times and had three children.  I always 
ended the relationships because my husbands 
yelled at my children and the third cheated 
as well.  I didn’t like the pattern of becoming 
involved with controlling, emotionally unavail-
able men.  I knew I needed help.  I decided I 
could not continue to allow my problems to 
effect my children any more.  

I found and began a relationship with a psycho-
therapist that I saw three times a week for many 
years.  It was the best decision I ever made.  
This woman saved my life by allowing me to 
grow up all over again.

The psychoanalytic process, when done right, 
allows the person in therapy to form a new 
‘self ’ with a positive image.  The therapist 
‘holds’ the person’s ego much as a good mother 
does, allowing them to venture into the world 
and come back for reassurance and instruction 
in the ways of relationships, using the therapist 
and patient relationship as an example.  Even-
tually, the therapist’s voice - that of the caring 
mother for me - replaced the voice of the bad 
mother.  This voice in psychological terms is 
called the voice of the ‘introject’.  It is the voice 
that current self-help advocates call your ‘self 
talk’.  During our therapeutic sessions, I came 
to understand the physical and psychological 
damage that had been inflicted upon me.  This 
brought about a wide-ranging change in the 
way I saw myself and the world.  For example, 
I learned to distinguish the differences in a 
child’s cry.  

At one point, I could not tell the difference between a child that was 
crying because they couldn’t have a candy bar and one that was crying 
because they were hurt.  It was all the same to me before therapy.  When I 
would try something new and not be good at it, I heard a voice that said, 
“That’s alright.  Everyone takes time to learn a new thing,” rather than, 
“See?  You are stupid and will never amount to anything.”  My ‘self talk’ 
became positive rather than negative.  

Towards the end of my therapy I began studying graduate level psychol-
ogy articles that my therapist gave me.  The articles helped me to under-
stand the process we were going through and later, while studying for my 
B.A. in mental health, I learned that a child’s brain does not develop fully 
when repeatedly traumatized and that emotional milestones are delayed 
or simply never developed.  I did a major paper on the phenomena of 
resilience in abuse survivors.  The data thus far indicates that children 
who have a vivid imagination tend to fair better than those who cannot 
take themselves away from the trauma in such a way.  Later I would find 
that through my imagination I dissociated (distanced myself ) from some 
of the trauma and, although the defense led to huge gaps in my memory, 
it also helped to save me.

I learned that most abuse survivors live in a state of hyper-vigilance long 
after the original trauma has passed.  If something goes right in their life 
it is seen as a fluke and there is always the concern, the belief, that some-
thing will come along to ruin happiness.  Waiting for the next perceived 
threat to become a reality is tiresome business and takes its toll on a per-
son emotionally and physically.  It is difficult not to think that something 
awful is waiting to leap out and destroy the good fortune.  But, through 
gaining knowledge I understood better the feeling of doom that was my 
constant companion, even when I was successful at something; just like 
Peg jumping out from behind furniture to hurt me.  I learned that abuse 
survivors become adept at reading body language, reading between the 
lines in conversation, and reading facial expressions.  This talent can be a 
gift, but a curse when it is driven by the abuse survivors distorted per-
ceptions of events.  Without help, these distortions remain and affect a 
person for life.  I learned many more things, but one thing in particular 
that every abuse survivor needs to know, is how to forgive their abusers.  
Now you may wonder - how can forgiveness occur after such trauma?  It 
happened in several phases for me.

First I had to integrate my traumatic experiences into my reality.  Trau-
matic experiences feel alien and dreamlike.  My abuse, initially experi-

I heard Peg’s voice coming out 
of my mouth and I was so afraid 

that I was turning into her.



more my feelings were brought into the light, dis-
cussed and examined, the less of a hold they had 
over me and the better I felt.  Many of my feelings 
became apparent as I began to write a deluge of 
poetry about my experiences and taking about it.  
It was not an easy task and there were many times 
when the threat of psychic disintegration (feel-
ing like I was going to break down mentally) was 
re-experienced.  But my therapist was my ‘enlight-

ened witness’ and held 
my ego as the threats 
came and went.  Eventu-
ally I was able to distin-

guish between current life stress and past trauma, 
thus decreasing the effect of the trauma on my 
present life experiences.  I then had to learn how 
to forgive.

Forgiveness is a gift for the survivor, not the 
abuser.  By forgiving your abuser you are not 
condoning what they did to you.  You simply ac-
knowledge that there is nothing you can do about 
the past and you have everything to be gained by 
turning the negative energy it takes to hold on 
to hatred, blame, and thoughts of revenge into 
positive motivation to move forward.  There is 
a sense of peace and freedom that comes with 
forgiveness.  One way I was able to attain this 
was to learn all I could about my abuser’s life.  In 
my case, I questioned relatives who were unaware 
of my situation and learned that my adopted 
mother had been abused by her own parents and 
that she’d struggled with this.  She’d also had 
the responsibility for raising her brothers and 
sisters during the Depression because her parents 
were drunks and unavailable.  My uncle was an 

active alcoholic 
who satisfied his 
perverted sexual 

needs by taking advantage of me.  It became clear 
to me why each would perpetuate violence.

In Peg’s day, the silence surrounding child abuse 
was even greater than during my developing years.  
I did not love her, but at least I could understand 
her and could feel empathy for what her life had 
been like.  Of course she would pass the abuse on 
to her children.  She had never had any help deal

enced as alien, was imposed from the outside upon me, the passive vic-
tim.  The events had to be personalized affectively as integral aspects of 
my history and life experience.  In other words, I had to confront, deal, 
and understand my pain on a deep level.  I needed to remember all of 
the horrible experiences and figure out what defense my mind had come 
up with at the time to lessen my pain or allow me to forget it.  Avoid-
ance is an example of a defense mechanism I used.  Avoidance took the 
form of dissociation - my mind simply went to parts unknown during 
beatings and sexual abuse, and I therefore had gaps in my memories 
of those things.  I could 
recall some details and 
not others.  I had to force 
myself to remember ev-
erything and even allowed my therapist to use hypnotism as one way to 
set the memories free.  When I came face to face with them, I re-expe-
rienced the overwhelming fear and panic as if it were happening in the 
‘now’ of things instead of the past.  I felt like the emotions were going to 
kill me, literally.  I was afraid that if I started crying, I would never stop.  
It was akin to living a nightmare that I was afraid I would never wake up 
from.  I then looked at how I used avoidance as a coping mechanism in 
the present.  For example, I could understand how my fears exaggerated 
normal conflict in any relationship into a much larger threat.  Because 
of that, I avoided making friends, staying in relationships with men, 
and trying new things.  My hyper-vigilance caused me to be suspicious 
of people, situations, and any positive thing that happened to me.  My 
suppressed anxiety was experienced as panic attacks, which seemed to 
occur for no reason - and agoraphobia.  I had to take a look at these 
massive defenses, initially established as emergency protective measures, 
and gradually relax their grip on my psyche so that the dissociated or 
alien experiences did not continue to intrude into my life and threaten 
to re-traumatize me. 

I would be re-traumatized every time I reacted in a way that was out of 
proportion to any real threat.  Anxiety builds upon itself; each experi-
ence of it strengthens the misperception it was born of and makes it 
more apt to occur again.  It is a vicious cycle.  For example, I would go 
out with every intention of going 
to the corner store to buy milk, 
but each time I tried the anxiety 
would be worse and thus I became convinced that I could never leave 
the house and be safe.  I had to work to de-condition my anxiety and 
the pervasive affects the trauma had on the way I viewed myself and the 
world.  That is to say, I had to learn how not to keep reliving the trauma 
through my thoughts, feelings, and images.  I had to sort out what hap-
pened to me and share it with my therapist and eventually significant 
others in order to adapt.  Putting  the feelings and thinking related to 
the trauma into words, speaking it aloud, was essential for me.  The

I had to confront, deal, and 
understand my pain on a deep level.

I then had to learn how to forgive.



I raised my children well, although I was not a perfect par-
ent - no one is.  I made mistakes, but I did not pass on the 
abuse to them.  The worst I ever did was yell excessively at my 
daughter when she was very young and that didn’t last long.  
Once I recognized what I was doing, I stopped by making 
a conscious decision.  It wasn’t easy.  I had to fight the urges 

to blow up and lash out constantly, 
much like an alcoholic must fight 
the urge to drink.  It happened for 
me by sheer force of will and educa-
tion.  And, unlike the alcoholic, 
eventually my new patterns for re-
sponding to stress replaced the old 
coping mechanisms and the urges 
disappeared.  My children say I am 
the only person they know who 
can yell without raising my voice.  
That is my greatest achievement.  
My children are now grown and 
happy.  My daughter is 41, has a 
master’s degree and teaches older 
women returning to school.  She 

and her husband have four wonderful, bright children.  My 
youngest son is 33 and a musician living in Philadelphia.  My 
middle son lives in an apartment with a care-giving couple 
and happily goes to work every day.  

I am 58, not married, but in a satisfying relationship, retired 
from nursing, and have begun a new career as a writer.  I 
remain single because I find I can deal better with life when 
I rely mostly on myself.  I help other people by using my 
understanding of the importance of bringing bad feelings 
out into the light and subtly guiding them in the direction of 
forgiveness and self love.  I am certified as a writing facili-
tator and provide therapeutic writing workshops to help 
people deal with grief, disease management and the general 
stress life brings by putting their feelings down on paper.  My 
writing groups allow a person to express themselves in a safe 
environment - confidentiality is a class requirement - and I 
use my own feelings to help me understand what others are 
feeling.
 I am now pursuing an MFA in creative writing through 
Goddard College in Vermont and my thesis will be a novel.  
This study is a gift I give myself now that my kids are happy 
and self-sufficient.  Life is as good as it gets and all because I 
learned to forgive. 

ing with her own nightmare childhood.  What my uncle 
did was more difficult to reconcile.  In fact, I just had to 
accept that it had happened, there was nothing I could do 
to change it, and move on with my life.  I used many tech-
niques to keep myself from allowing the intrusive thoughts 
generated by the pain it caused to supersede ‘normal’ 
thought processes.  For example, I would practice deep 
breathing during anxiety and consciously 
replace the bad thoughts with visions of a 
pleasant experience.  When I was able to 
let go of the ‘bad’ feelings I had of Peg and 
my uncle, I began to feel much better about 
myself.  It helped me to see that I wasn’t such 
a bad person after all; I wasn’t to blame.  I 
began to heal and see a positive future for 
myself and my children.  This was forgiveness 
that I kept to myself.  I could not ever tell 
Peg that I forgave her because I did not in the 
normal sense of forgiving.  My uncle died a 
painful death from liver cancer and emphysema 
and I thought that a fitting end to his life. 

I became a nurse and made a career of caring 
for the underserved populations of disabled and abused 
children, drug addicts, domestic violence survivors, and 
the mentally ill.  I understood their suffering and used 
that understanding to help others, even when their tough 
words were saying they didn’t want or need help.  I became 
the nurse who got the cases no one else wanted, because I 
could get through to difficult patients.  I once had a patient 
that would not let any nurse in.  Her curtains were always 
drawn, but one glimpse of her through the door revealed 
a disheveled woman whose ability to accomplish routine 
activities of daily living such as personal care was seriously 
impaired.  I knew that she was afraid, as many of the infirm 
elderly are, of being ‘put away’ in a nursing home.  It took 
me three weeks to get her to trust me and finally let me 
in.  I played on her sympathy, asking her to just let me in 
so I could take her blood pressure and report back to her 
doctor so I wouldn’t get in trouble.  Once in, I helped her 
realize she needed some help with personal care, house-
keeping, and a nurse to monitor her medical conditions.  I 
never mentioned a nursing home.  Instead, I focused on her 
strengths and the services I could get for her that would 
help her to remain in her home.  I had many cases like that.  
With each new accomplishment, I was feeling better about 
myself and my place in the world. 



system failure
the liberation of a teacher 

When I dropped out, I called the alternative ed office to see 
if I could take an alternative route to a diploma; when they 
asked me what classes I needed, and I asked for AP history, 
AP English and algebra II, they laughed and told me I had 
the wrong number.  They refused to continue the conversa-
tion and told me I’d just have to get GED.  

College was more of the same; professors insisted 
that students regurgitate a set interpretation and 
not deviate.  Classes weren’t particularly hard, once 
you figured out what the professor wanted; then you 
showed up, sat there and learned nothing but how to 
go along to get along.

I became a teacher to combat the forces of evil and 
change the world, choosing middle school specifi-
cally to give kids a better experience than I had.   My 
Master’s thesis focused on Teaching for Under-
standing, pioneered by Harvard’s Project Zero and 
Howard Gardner; the theory behind this is that 
certain student-generated activities work to help a 
student actually understand the material (as op-
posed to memorizing it) so they can transform it and 
utilize it in other situations.  Teaching for Under-
standing takes into account the individuality of each 
student and urges teachers to offer choices based on 
the multiple intelligences; our main intelligence tells 
us the best way we learn and demonstrate learning.  
Someone with musical intelligence, for example, 
might best learn a concept through a song, or they 
might be able to explain how something works in a 
rap, rather than an essay.

I was lucky enough to pair with an amazing mentor 
teacher and then to get a job at a progressive public

school that embraced looping, multi-age classrooms, 
block scheduling, inquiry- and experiential learning 
and community service.  It was the most challenging, 
exhausting, exhilarating, intellectually stimulating 
non-job-like job I had ever had; I truly felt I was do-
ing something in the world.

Fast forward five years.  A family illness forced us to 
move across the country; I had to give up the school 
I loved, and I eventually found my way to a standard 
public school teaching gifted students part-time 
(changing to full-time after one year), the only job I 
could find, one that started two weeks into the school 
year.  The six years I spent in that district were the 
antithesis of why I became an educator.  Individual-
ity was not prized – test scores were.  As I continued 
in the district, standards became more of the focus 
and educating students receded into the background.  
Getting off the dreaded “Needs Improvement” list 
became of paramount importance.  Administrators 
yelled at us in staff meetings; we were given more 
paperwork and test practice and worksheets and 
structure.  The all-important state test was the focus 
of the year; my more perfectionist gifted kids threw 
up from stress in the weeks leading up to it.  Teachers 
in the building taught only to the test, handing out 
worksheets and discouraging questions; the district 



itself focused on cosmetic initiatives that sounded great on 
paper but were completely useless in practice and really had 
no place in the classroom.

I developed crippling anxiety attacks; I suffered from faint-
ing episodes and dizziness.  I 
spent one summer in doctors’ 
offices trying to figure out why 
I suffered from constant, low-
grade nausea, headaches and 
shortness of breath.  I lost 25 
pounds, suffered severe, recur-
ring insomnia and yelled at my 
family.  Vacations weren’t long 
enough; it took me weeks to 
relax, and then we had to head 
back. I was told that teachers 
are a dime a dozen, and we 
were lucky to have jobs at all.  
Meanwhile, my child had 
entered school, showing 
giftedness herself.  Much like 
me, she was very advanced in 
reading, but she also showed 
potential in math.  We asked 
that the school move her to a 
higher math class; we asked 
that she be given higher-level 
reading materials.  The school 
was reluctant, and we were told 
that she was no better than 
other students.  She spent a year in the back of a classroom, 
reading, while everyone else caught up, before we could 
convince the school that she needed more.  I cried when she 
got her first ‘B’, thrilled that she was now struggling a little 
more.

Back in my classroom, parents complained.  Couldn’t their 
kids just have worksheets?  Why did they have to have three 
drafts of writing?  Did they have to read so much?  Then 
the dog-and-pony aspect:  designing projects just to parade 
in front of prospective parents, many of whom were fleeing 
public schools in droves.  The late nights with no compen-
sation.  The additional responsibilities with no thank you.   
The parents who wanted an “A” because their child had 
never before received a “B”.  The sniping among teachers 
who began to eat their own as the pressure mounted.  The 
annual comparison of apples (one group of students) 

to rocks (the next year’s group of students).  The standard-
izing of curriculum (all in the department had to teach the 
same concept in the same time, regardless of the students 
in the classroom).   The utter disregard with which teach-

ers were treated by parents and 
administration – no better than 
domestic help, and far more 
expendable.

I stepped off the wheel this past 
year and decided to return my 
focus back to where it belonged 
– my classroom.  I would focus 
all of my time and energy solely 
on those things that made my 
students (and my instruction) 
better.  I would differentiate 
like a master, meeting students 
where they were and raising 
them to my expectations.  I 
would teach up and give stu-
dents the tools and the time to 
expand, explore, choose a differ-
ent path or go deeper.  I would 
tutor for both remediation and 
extension, my students only.  I 
would develop deeper relation-
ships with my students; I would 
attend plays and sporting events 
and dance recitals whenever I 
could.  I would not be a depart-

ment head, committee chair or volunteer anything – my 
focus would be my students.

Things went well until January, when I sent out notices for 
tutoring.  Of the 25 invitations for extension, four accepted.  
Parents couldn’t understand why I would want to tutor 
their student if they had already met the basic standard 
(80% in my classroom; 65% in others); why did they need 
to do more or go deeper?  Wasn’t that just extra work?
Only six showed up regularly for remediation.  Parents told 
me that their kids were good test-takers, and isn’t that what 
mattered?  When I explained that my goal in remediation 
was to give them another way to understand the material, 
not just a drill-type situation, they still refused.
Finally, and fatally, I was informed that I was not to speak 
directly to a student in my class.  This student did not like 
to be corrected, either what I said or how I said it.  I was 



told that the situation was very political (the parent catered 
the principal’s wedding and also served on the School Gover-
nance Team), and I needed to relax my standards a bit.

I’ll be frank.  That sat me on my ass for a good long while.  I 
had a difficult time being professional and respectful to the 
man who hired me to re-write the curriculum so it was more 
challenging.   Ultimately, that day, as I sat in the principal’s 
office, I decided to drop out again.  I hemmed and hawed, 
waffled a bit, threw up a lot, didn’t sleep much.  

On Labor Day, I quit my job to start HoneyFern, a non-prof-
it homeschool consulting and curriculum design business 
that focuses on and specializes in middle school gifted stu-
dents.   I pulled my own kid, now a 
lazy 5th grader for whom nothing 
much has come hard, out of her 
school with extreme prejudice and 
will be homeschooling her, as well 
as a couple other students who will 
come to my farm a couple days a week.

I have spent the summer trying to decompress while start-
ing a business, a process that has educated me more in two 
months than possibly the whole of my public school sojourn.  
For the first time in years, I am excited about education.   
Students, my very favorite part of school, are now front and 
center as I design online classes and think about eclectic ho-
meschooling; I get to offer the opportunity for kids to study 
things that mean something to them.  I am not shackled by 
the state test.  We can spend as much or as little time investi-
gating something, not caring if we “cover” all of the material 
or delve into material not mentioned in the standards.

I have also suffered from a severe crisis of confidence; the ups 
and downs of school were at least predictable and financially 
sound.  The devil I know has been replaced with intellectual 
and economic uncertainty; I lost my investor and started 
to trim excess expenses for the lean times that will certainly 
come in the next few months.   I have had to teach myself 
how to build and market a website.  I have had to look at 
what matters to me, truly, and make some changes, and I 
have had to clearly define what I want to focus on in my 
work instead of being ripped in twenty different directions 
on a daily basis.  I was never a rat-race kind of person, but I 
had hopped on the treadmill and was churning away, sucked 
into the abyss of administrative bulletins and double-speak, 
absorbing the daily negativity from burnt out teachers and 
students who were suffering from the same middle school 

experience I had twenty-five years ago.  I have escaped that 
and stepped into another experience that also pulls me in 
multiple directions and forces me to prioritize, but they are 
now my priorities, not the priorities of a junior administra-
tor trying to pave the way to the superintendent’s job.

This is a chance to get back on the road I was traveling 
when my father’s cancer changed our lives.   It has not been 
easy, and I suspect it will get harder, but it is a harder that 
is valuable and productive and enlightening and intellec-
tually rewarding.  I will get to know my rapidly-growing 
child; other people were raising her while her mother tried 
to keep it together for other people’s children while satisfy-

ing the unreasonable 
demands of unrea-
sonable people.  I 
will get to come back 
to the roots of my 
educational philoso-

phy and share my passion for learning with a new group 
of students in a way that doesn’t need the four walls of a 
school.  This connects to the hopeful child I was every fall, 
when September was a new beginning and a chance to be 
incredible.  School has come back to me, finally.

Suzanne shares a few of her influential resources:
Readicide: How Schools Are Killing Reading and What You Can 
Do About It by Kelly Gallagher
Weapons of Mass Instruction: A Schoolteacher’s Journey 
Through the Dark World of Compulsory Schooling,  John Gatto
Pedagogy of the Oppressed by Paulo Freire
Fifty Dangerous Things (You Should Let your Children Do) by 
Gever Tulley
Americorps/VISTA:  http://www.americorps.gov/about/pro-
grams/vista.asp
Day Zero Project: http://dayzeroproject.com/

Suzannah Kolbeck
 is the founder of the non-profit HoneyFern 

(www.honeyfern.org), an educational homeschool 
and curriculum design company whose mission is to 

develop a community that cultivates caring,
 intelligent and curious learners who indulge in deep 

thought, study and discussion, exploring what 
intrigues them in a way that is productive, responsive, 

creative and unique to them.  Mostly she just wants 
to get back to the roots of what it means to teach and 

learn.  Suzannah lives in Marietta, Georgia.

Finally, and fatally, I was informed 
that I was not to speak directly

 to a student in my class.  



At the age of 19, I went to the Doctor’s 
office and let them know this.  I left the 
office with a prescription for anxiety 
and an explanation that this was not 
uncommon.  I depended on this drug 
to calm my anxiety and OCD; in fact, 
at times of distress, I would often ask 
for an increase and this was done by my 
Doctor with no questions asked.  I soon 
discovered weight gain and sleepiness 
were common with these drugs - but no 
anxiety.  I was gambling with my mental 
health and with my physical health.  I 
would be on the drugs for the next 12 
years.

Life moved forward.  I went to college, 
graduated, found a grown-up job, moved 
out of my parents’ house, fell in love, got married.....and then 
boom!  A year later...I lost my hair to Alopecia Universalis.  I 
struggled with this disease for 5+ years,  often leaving work 
to go get cortisone shots to help my hair grow back.  I would 
ask the dermatologist from time to time, “Will I ever lose all 
my hair?”  And he assured me that I wouldn’t because I 

would have 
lost it as a 
child, not as 
an adult.

And since 
it was only 
a dime size 
or a quar-
ter size of 
hair loss 
at a time, 
it never 
was a real 
concern of 
mine ei-
ther… until 
I lost my 

eyebrows.  Now more cortisone shots.  These were a real 
drag.  I would sit in the parking lot after my injections 
with the gauze pads on my eyebrows until the bleeding 
stopped and I could drive.

The Alopecia became more aggressive.  I would shower 
and clumps would be between my fingers.  I would wake 

I have remembered myself having Obsessive Compulsive 
Disorder (OCD) since the age of 9.  No one knew I had it 

except for me since I was embarrassed, and not really sure why I 
had this.  I would find myself repeating, ritualizing, obsessing - 
having extreme bouts of anxiety if I did not complete a ritual.  

Flicking light switches, washing hands, re-checking things,
 driving by a traffic light or telephone pole and if I thought a 

bad thought…  I would have to turn the car around and 
re-think a good thought and then continue on my drive.....

. saving myself .



up in the morning to find strands of hair on my pillow.  More 
cortisone shots.  What a drag!!!!  I had asked the Doctor, 
“Are these safe?”  Again, I was naively assured that they were.

I was able to hide my hair loss for the most part.  Big head 
bands, combovers... until one day I went home and realized 
I could no longer hide it....   I opened the bathroom drawer, 
grabbed the scissors and just snipped the last few chunks of 
femininity I had left.  I did it even without crying.  It was 
almost robotic .  A 
few minutes later, I 
heard my husband 
come home from 
work.  At this point, 
I had plopped 
myself down on the 
bed and was Goo-
gling anything and 
everything I could 
about Alopecia.  I 
normally would 
have run downstairs 
or hollered down 
from the stairs, “Hi 
Babe.”  But not 
today.  As he walked 
upstairs, he made 
a pitstop in the bathroom.  Mind you all the hair was still 
sitting on the bathroom sink and I heard him say, “Uh-oh....
Babe??”  He then came in the bedroom and we caught eyes.  
There I sat there with my bald head, him with his sympathet-
ic eyes.  He then approached me, hugged me...HARD and 
said, “It’s okay, Babe!” 

I cried until utter dehydration.  Here I was at 30 years old, 
newly married and now no hair.  I found myself at a wig shop 
petrified at the reflection in the mirror as I tried on wigs.  I 
eventually pulled it together and told myself, ‘Oh it will 
grow back.  This wig is temporary.’  Denial was my ally!  If I 
could deny to myself, I didn’t have to admit this to anyone!  
In fact, the wig was so similar to my natural hair that I was 
successful in hiding this from the public and co-workers. 
 

I eventually met a girl who was out in public one day who 
was wearing a bandana.  I approached her and asked her, “Do 
you have Alopecia?”  Her face lit up like a Christmas tree 
and she replied, “Yes!!  Yes I do!!”  She was quite excited that 
I didn’t approach her to ask if she had cancer.  We exchanged 
info.  I soon learned we were the same age and that we’d both 

lost our hair a year after our weddings.  We soon became 
each other’s life lines - a sign of hope.  That next Monday 
I walked into work with a bandana on.  I admired all the 
stares.  Go ahead, get a good look.  It’s okay!  I was finally 
okay with bald myself.

Life went on....  We tried for a baby with no success.  I 
had not been on my OCD meds since I knew I wanted a 
baby and wasn’t sure how I felt with introducing a baby 

to medicines.
We eventually did fertility treatments and 
soon learned I was pregnant!  My OCD 
increased, worsened.  I worried for this 
baby.  I was going to do everything in my 
power to protect it and not miscarry or 
jeopardize the health of the baby.  The 
hand washing increased, germs became the 
enemy.  I could no longer complete simple 
tasks.  Touching the grocery cart at the 
store was unimaginable.  It contained so 
many germs and then I would contaminate 
all the food I put in the carriage.  I found 
myself trapped but unable to combat the 
OCD since this was bigger than me, much 
bigger.

I tried taking my mind off the anxiety 
and OCD by focusing on preparing for 

this baby.  I was realizing that more and more pregnant 
moms were taking organic routes in their pregnancies.  
You know, the “do’s and don’ts”.  The No VOC Paints or 
not painting at all when it came to  the nursery, buying 
organic sheets and mattresses for the baby, not using any 
lotions or soaps that had the word “fragrance” in the 
ingredients or not wearing nail polish as the Toluene in-
gredients seeps through ones skin and can enter the cord 
blood of the baby.  WOW - who knew?  I immediately 
started incorporating all of these things.

I was about 5 months pregnant when the smell aversions 
came on.  It was never my cube mate’s Hot Pocket or the 
smell of fish cooking from a microwave.  It was synthetic 
smells - chemicals.  I hated the smell of anything chemi-
cal.  Perfumes, lotions, dryer vents in the summer air.  
The months went on and I felt crazy, anxious, the OCD 
just got worse and, with all the worrying, I soon saw a 
counselor.  She helped... a little.  I often combated her 
with logic since I came to my sessions prepared with the 
research I had done. 



me.  I soon learned that the chemicals in per-
fumes, detergents and fabric softeners WERE 
extremely toxic to one’s health and there were 
millions of Americans who suffered from what’s 

call Multiple Chemical 
Sensitivity.  FINALLY!  
I had an answer - but 
no cure.  Each one of 
these individuals said 
they were told by soci-
ety and their Doctors 
that it was in their 
heads and they were 
referred to a shrink 
and recommended to 
take medications?!?!

I was scared to 
death.  I searched 
and searched and 
searched for answers 
but came up with 
nothing.  I soon 
gave up looking and 

started a downward spiral.  Hope was 
gone as I knew it.

My husband then brought me back to the OB.  
She said you have post-partum (depression).  
Let’s get back to the counselor I was seeing when 
I was pregnant.  Post-partum?  I loved my baby.  I 
didn’t know what she meant?  I don’t have prob-
lems bonding with my baby.  I was depressed 
that I couldn’t go out into society because smells 
everywhere made me sick.  Sigh...

The counselor assured me, “Christine, it’s not 
Multiple Chemical Sensitivity.  It’s your OCD.  
You’re obsessing about these smells; therefore 
making yourself sick.”  I went numb.  I blocked 
her out.  I kindly gave my $20 co-payment and 
left.

I went back home and back online only to con-
tinuously scare myself and get more and more 
depressed.  I contemplated suicide.  My life as I 
knew it was over.  I had this beautiful boy.  He 
didn’t deserve a wacko mom like me.  And my 
husband didn’t need to have a wife who wouldn’t 

I would explain to she and my OB how I would get a sore 
throat and a stomach upset from these smells.  They as-
sured me this was normal and that this would go away with 
delivery but advised I start anti-anxiety medications while 
pregnant!  I refused outright!  I said, “NO, absolutely not!”  
I was told that 25,000 
babies have been born 
to women on Prozac!  
What?  How could you 
expect me to put MY baby 
at risk and find comfort in 
your obnoxious statistics?  
I trucked on.  As my due 
date approached, I was 
getting intolerant of these 
smells.  My mother was a 
huge fan of her clothes hav-
ing that ‘fresh clean’ smell.  
It got to the point that I 
asked her not to come over 
due to the sickness I would 
endure from her clothes 
scents.

Finally!  My delivery had 
come.  We had welcomed a son into the world!!!!!!!!!!  It was 
amazing!!!!

Weeks went by - still the bloodhound nose was still here.  I 
soon went to my post delivery appt and asked the Doctors 
about the smell issue and why chemical scents still made me 
so sick.  I was assured it was because I had just delivered and 
that my hormone levels needed to come back down.

I would avoid people at all cost.  I stayed in my house with 
baby so I would not get sick as a result of others’ fragrances, 
perfume, detergent, and fabric smells on their clothes.  My 
mother who would try to come over and help but would be 
turned away because she was one of the people whose scents 
made me sick.

Weeks went on and it got worse.  Even going to the store, I 
would be assaulted by people and then come home and be 
sick for hours.  This time I went my primary care Doctor - 
only to be brushed off and told, “Give yourself ONE YEAR 
for your body’s hormones to be normal again!”

I left that appt feeling worse than when I went in.  Frus-
trated, I went home and sought answers online.  This did not 
provide comfort; only more doubt that no one could help  



be able to leave the house.....  I began to write my suicide 
note.  I had heard once that if you write a note, you will 
likely reconsider.  My note just gave me more conviction 
to do it.

Well, as you can see I never did it, but my husband did 
find that note and back to the shrink’s office is where I 
landed.  At this point, it was 
a crossroad.  It was either get 
admitted to the hospital or go 
on anti-depressants.  I was also 
referred to a medication man-
agement therapist who would 
decide which drug I would be 
on.

We went to the med. manage-
ment therapist with baby in tow.  
This alone was enough guilt.  Here I was getting psycho-
analyzed and my 6 week old son was with me.  This wasn’t 
how I had pictured motherhood to start out.

My husband did most of the talking for me since I could 
have cared less that I was there and since whatever I had 
to say, they had some pill to fix it.  Three weeks went by 
and I refused to take the prescription.  I even threw them 
out.  I was nursing and refused to put that toxin in my 
body only to have my baby absorb it.  I was assured it 
was safe, but I didn’t buy it.  Eventually, it got so crazy, I 
wasn’t eating, sleeping....   I was eventually just broken.  I 
begrudgingly gave up breast-feeding. I cried for about 
3 weeks over having to stop.  And although all the docs 
assured me it was “safe” to still breast feed and take an 
anti-depressant; I refused. Once Avery took to the bottle 
I surrendered and took the pill.  It was a horror show.  I 
felt like I was going to black out.  The Doctors assured me 
I was in the care of professionals and this feeling of being 
light headed was normal; it was the drug entering my 
bloodstream.  EWWW!!!  Weeks went by and magically 
I felt better.  No more worrying; in fact, I didn’t worry 
about anything.  WOW!  I was all set.  I still hated the 
smells of chemicals but with this magical pill I was able to 
ignore my body’s physical reactions to them.

We still eliminated all fragrances from our home and my 
mother was sweet enough to change her detergent to a 
no-perfume so I was able to finally be around her again.  
I would see my shrink and med. management guy from 
time to time.  I would often let them know I was gaining 

weight and I thought it to be from the drug - only to be 
pooh-poohed and told, “No, it’s because you’re back among 
the living and you’re eating again.”  I was also told, “Maybe 
we can switch you to one that suppresses appetite.”  This all 
seemed to bizarre to me.  I was now getting upset because 
I was so big and this did not feel right.  I wanted off these 
meds ...

I eventually weaned myself off of the medications and, as I 
was decreasing in the dose, the weight started to come off.  I 
did find myself increasing with anxiety.  I no longer had the 
crutch of having a magic pill wash all my worries away.

The anxiety grew ... and grew ...and grew!!!!!  But I refused to 
get back on those drugs.  I was ready to take control of MY 
life and fix myself the only way I knew how ... the Self-Help 
section at Barnes & Noble Bookstore ..

I came across the book, “Never Be Sick Again” by Raymond 
Francis.....  This is when the healing began..........
 

I had no idea that this book I was holding would change my 
life and my family’s life forever.

I sat in the passenger seat on the way home with the interior 
light on as my husband drove.  I continuously asked him if 
the light bothered him.  He looked at me and said, “It’s sym-
bolic.  It seems like we have been left in the dark long enough 
- keep reading, Babe.”  So I read and I read and I read.......

Emotions consumed me.  Relief, anger, shock.  This author 
KNEW me!  He talked about his experiences with chemi-
cal sensitivities.  He talked about all types of toxins we as a 
society are exposed to on MASS levels everyday.

Normally when you say the word toxin, you don’t think of 
your household products.  You think of toxins on a huge lev-
el like… air pollution.  Think twice.  Do you know what’s in 
your toothpaste?  Do you know what’s in your food?  Have 
you ever read the labels for ingredients or is it all words you 
can’t pronounce?  Do you know what’s in your soaps?  What 
are diapers made of ?  What about mattresses?  Perfumes/

The anxiety grew.....and grew...and grew!!!!!  
But I refused to get back on those drugs.  

I was ready to take control of MY life and fix myself
 the only way I knew how.....the Self-Help section at 

Barnes & Noble Bookstore.....



toxins and one day my body said, “No more.”

FINALLY... I had an answer.  Oh, I had to swear a lot 
about all those Doctors that told me it was in my head.  
I also was relieved that I WAS NOT CRAZY!  I kept 
reading..... Scared at times, I would put the book down 

only to then say to myself, “Christine - you should be 
scared.  WE ALL SHOULD BE!”  And then 

I would pick it up again and read and read 
and read.

I also learned that my anxiety was 
stemming from my diet!  Yes, that’s 
right, my food intake!  My body 
could not process these “foods”.  
Processed foods are “make believe” 
foods, as Raymond Francis put it.  

My brain was absolutely suffering 
without the nutrients it needed and 

therefore not knowing how to func-
tion.  How could I have not known this?  

This seemed SO logical to me.  No Doc-
tor had ever taken stock of what my diet intake 

was!!!!????  
They told me it 
was hereditary 

- that it was normal, wrote me a prescription and sent me 
on my way....only to poison me more with their drugs.  I 
had been off and on meds for half of my life.  And that’s 
not even counting birth control, allergy medications, 
and the cortisone shots I had endured for years.  I wrote 
down all the drugs I had ever been prescribed, realizing I 
didn’t need any of them.  All they were doing was taking 
a toll on my liver, my mental, emotional and physical 
health; they made me almost end my life.....

I remember in college I was on allergy meds for a couple 
of years.  I was allergic to everything it seemed.
 A good point that was raised in the book was: have you 
ever stopped to wonder how people are allergic to cats or 
flowers?  How could that be?  We have lived with flowers 
and animals FOR YEARS.  No one 10,000 years ago was 
allergic to these things.  It’s cellular malfunction.  Some-
thing in the body is not working correctly and therefore 
is creating this reaction.  But no Doctor is going to 
tell you that an allergy is abnormal because society has 
adopted this as normal.  Well, it’s not.  The reason I was 
allergic to everything was because it was probably the 

FINALLY... I had an answer.

Colognes?  Straight up toxins!!!!!!!  Things that were never 
meant for the body’s consumption.  Sounds harsh right?  
Well it’s the cold truth.

Raymond Francis stated there is only ONE disease.  It’s 
called cellular malfunction.  Cellular malfunction is when 
your body is not functioning right because 
there is toxic overload in the body 
AND that the body is not getting 
all the nutrients it requires to 
perform adequately.

Whatever you breathe or 
consume - whether it be 
orally or topically via skin 
- is being taken into your 
body.  It’s not just con-
sumed, it’s bioaccumulation 
in your body.  Think about 
it.  If you can make a bomb out 
of your household products, why 
the hell would you ever put them 
together in your body?  Think about it.  
You use soaps, shampoo, perfume or co-
logne.  Then you probably use nail polish, 
hair dye, harmful detergents to wash your 
clothes (yes these seep into your skin as well).  These are all 
mixing together in your body after application.  Scary right?

When they clash in your body - huge toxic overload.  This 
is why we see and know so many who are affected by can-
cer and all these other 21st century diseases.  Does anyone 
ever stop and think about that?  People didn’t have cancer, 
ADHD, diabetes, years ago.  No, we’re doing it to ourselves.  
We are the consumers buying all the products on the shelf or 
taking medicines prescribed by Doctors.  Just like I did, we 
assume that if something is on the shelf, it’s safe.  But indus-
tries and manufacturers have different levels of what they 
deem to be “safe”.

When I see or hear parents suffering with a child that has 
ADHD or diabetes or worse, I immediately think, “What 
are they eating?  Processed foods?  What chemicals are they 
exposed to on a daily basis?”

We trust that manufacturers, the FDA, the Doctors, etc., are 
here to protect us and not hurt us.  Not true - think again!  

As I read, I learned that ALL my life I had been consuming 
toxins from food, medicines, hair products, perfumes, nail 
polishes, smoking, etc.  I was bioaccumulating ALL these 



most toxic overloaded time of my life - smoking, binge 
drinking, eating poorly, applying perfumes ALL the time, 
living in an apartment complex where there was bad indoor 
and outdoor pollution.

I put the book down at one point and immediately thought 
of my cupboards and fridge.  I was reading labels – well, let’s 

say I was trying to decode them since it wasn’t 
in plain English to me.  I threw out even 
foods that I thought were healthy.  One box 
in particular made me stop and think:  
“What is in these cheese and crackers that 
allows the cheese to not be refrigerated?”  
Eww!!  Out those went!

I then targeted the bathrooms.  I threw 
out the toothpaste, soaps (even the ones 
that I thought were okay).  I looked for 
all the dangerous ingredients - i.e. sodium 
lauryl sulfate, parabens, fragances, phta-
lates, etc.

The book pointed out how many people have 
gum disease and tooth problems nowadays - 
more so now than ever?!  Hello, it’s the poison 
in the toothpaste.  If you think this is too extreme, ask 
yourself, “Why does it have a poison control number on the 
back of the tube?”  And your answer is probably that it’s in 
case you ingest more than the normal amount.  Well, the 
FDA has their quota of what is TOO much but in a human 
body, any poison is too much and, again, it’s ALL bioaccu-
mulation.  The FDA thinks if it can’t kill you instantaneous-
ly, then it’s not harmful.  It’s a slow process.  People don’t get 
cancer overnight.  Rule of thumb: don’t use anything that 
requires you to call poison control if ingested.  I replaced my 
toothpaste with Weleda toothpaste - no harmful chemicals.

About a month later, after eating non-processed, all organic 
foods (none made with a microwave) and getting rid of all 
other toxins within my home, my anxiety decreased signifi-
cantly.  It was amazing!!  I could finally get through the day 
without getting all anxious and have to ritualize with my 
OCD.  I was still sensitive to chemical smells but not as 

bad.  The months went on.  THE OCD WAS GONE!!!!!!!  
GONE!!!!!!!  As in bye-bye!  I was living proof that this 
was NOT hereditary.  This was not a disease.  This was not 
something for which I needed medications.  It was all about 
removing and not putting toxins in my body.  The human 
body is truly a sophisticated organ system.  It knows what it 

needs and it’s not meds, it’s nutrients.  REAL 
FOOD!

My life now has more meaning and empow-
erment than ever before. I am no longer 
mentally ill.  I can officially say I am cured 
100% from OCD.  I didn’t think curing 
OCD was a choice!  I didn’t know I had 
a “right” in this decision making and no 
Doctor was ever going to tell me this.  I 
no longer feel trapped by my thoughts, 

rituals, obsessions, compulsions and I can 
live a lot less stressed.  Simply by remov-

ing toxins from my diet and environment, I 
finally know the true meaning of freedom.

It was a long process to get where I am today.  I’ve 
had long chats with my parents who were luckily very 

open to understanding toxins in our environment.  They also 
decided to change their food intake and remove toxins from 
their homes.  I let them borrow Raymond Francis’ book 
“Never Be Sick Again” and the impact of hours of stimu-
lating conversations that stemmed from us all reading this 
book was enormous.  Other family members were not that 
receptive.  They felt it was my OCD still driving this change 
and enthusiasm for the change.  I accepted that they were 
not ready for a change and it certainly wasn’t my intent to 
cause mass hysteria amongst others.  I wanted to give all of 
the knowledge I had both to non-receptive family members 
and to friends who weren’t convinced but I knew it wasn’t 
something they were ready for.  I would try again later. 
 

Many other great things have stemmed as months went on.  
We were trying for another baby!  Yes, we were ready and 
excited about a new life to join us.  We tried and miscarried 
twice.  Heartbroken, we went to the Doctor’s to see if 

The FDA thinks if it can’t kill you instantaneously, 
then it’s not harmful.  It’s a slow process.



fertility treatments were something we were going to do.  We 
knew we didn’t want do medications but perhaps we needed 
some help.  Again, we left our appointment more disappoint-
ed than ever.  The Doctor talked about DNA incompat-
ibility, blood tests, fibroids on my uterus, blood thinners…  
WHAT????  This was way too much for us and we left that 
appointment even more disappointed than ever.  We knew 
we were on our own when it came to this next baby.  We 
didn’t do any test except for checking my uterus – the results 
came back a-ok!  We trucked on.  I kept eating right, taking 
the recommended vitamin supplements, working out, pray-
ing, and just staying psychologically strong.  A few months 
went by...we tried again...I was pregnant!!!  We were over the 
moon and still are as we await our second baby’s birth.  We 
have since changed from an obstetrician to a midwife and 
couldn’t be happier about our decision. 
 

As I wait for my baby bump to show, I am getting a total 
kick out of watching my hair grow.  Each morning I like to 
count how many eyelashes I have or how many new eyebrow 
hairs have come in.  The hair that I have on top of my head is 
blonde while the hair on the back of the head is dark brown.  
It is not yet nearly enough to not wear my wrap.  I do, 
however, shampoo my hair and condition it and that alone 
gives me a smile.  Do I think my hair will ever grow back 
all the way?  I don’t know.  I think at this point it’s much 
more important to be happy and healthy minded than have 
a full head of hair.  Besides, at times I do find it amusing to 
have total strangers follow me because I am wearing a wrap.  
Clearly I offer way too much entertainment to some folks...
ha!!!
 

Life still has its normal struggles.  Do I still loathe the smell 
of synthetics?  Absolutely!  I will never be fond again of 
perfumes or anything of that nature unless it’s an essential oil 
or derived from nature.  My toxin-free body still warns me 
of these dangers and I will politely remove myself from these 
scents or walk away when I do smell them.  I do not feel as 
sick as I once did in their presence.  My body is more pre-
pared and able to fight off these chemicals but still no reason 
to expose myself to them unnecessarily.
 

I also face struggles from time to time when it comes to non-
like-minded mothers and fathers.  Luckily, we have found 
other parents who do share the same values and strategies 
for raising their kids as well as for themselves.  We still try to 
help others if they feel they are open to change or are inter-
ested.  I have become more involved in companies who will

go up against congress and spread the word that toxins are 
everywhere (I am currently writing a story for Safer Chemi-
cals, Healthy Families).  Everything from the pesticides in 
the clothes you’re buying to the hormones they are pumping 
into your food to abestos in your car!  Yeah in your car!  
Thank you all for allowing me to share my story.  And, of 
course, thanks to God, a very special hug to my husband 
Karl, my son Avery and to our little one growing inside me - 
you are my life, my happy kisses...
 

With much love and good health! 

Christine recommends:

Never Be Sick Again by Raymond Francis
Beyond Health on Facebook
Safer Chemicals, Healthy Families
Environmental Working Group (EWG)

Christine Barney
lives in New Hampshire.  Her family spent their time 

extensively exploring the outdoors and traveling to 
Germany and surrounding countries.  The love for exotic 
travel has continued into her adulthood which she shares 

with friends, husband Karl, and son Avery.  She finally did 
make it to Disney World at the age of 21!  A 2000

 graduate of the University of New Hampshire, she worked 
in the financial industry for 9 years and recently became 

the stay-at-home mom of 2 year-old Avery and the newest 
Barney family member expected to arrive in March, 2011!  

Parenthood has changed her mind, body, and soul.  
She feels grateful for the networks of holistic and natural 

moms’ groups, eco-friendly and eco-minded organizations, 
the ASPCA, farmers’ markets, and all things local for the 

growth and support they supply.  She believes in simplifying 
and in nurturing her children’s inner authenticity.  

She and Karl don’t allow societal norms to dictate what’s best 
for their family.  They are constantly seeking new ways to de-

toxify, go more organic, and support the Earth.  
Says Christine, “We simply believe time, love, and 

patience are what people need; not things.”



So, the White House is growing their own organic, first 
family garden and Jamie’s Food Revolution is inspiring a 

national run on home gardening supplies.  Just before 
following this welcome trend and jumping with abandon 
onto the family gardening bandwagon, what if we paused 

long enough to shift the impetus for polishing our hoes from 
fear of fast food to appreciation for life?   

Would a mindful approach to growing food ensure our 
investments weren’t based on fads, 

but our commitment to sustainable living?    
Could an intentional, simpler approach to growing 

our own food reveal insights that would allow us 
to see the world in our backyards? 

Mindfully
 Growing Greens, 

from Sprout 
to Leaf 

to Smoothie!



During the years that I ran a Community Supported Agriculture 
program, CSA, on my small farm in Virginia, I taught numer-
ous newbies how to plan a family garden to grow a portion of 
their own food.  Many of these “highly motivated” souls were 
recovering from a first glance at the industrial agriculture origins 
of the Standard American Diet (SAD) through documentaries 

like The Future of Food, 
and were wondering 
where to begin to grow 
their own food, as their 
grandparents did.  Again 
and again, I witnessed the 
same obstacles to success. 
The cultural conditioning 
and industrial paradigm 
values we all share – pro-
duction, performance and 
constant evaluation – con-
sciously or unconsciously 
imposed the idea of per-
fection on garden plans 
and crop yields, ultimately 
diminishing the joy and 
wisdom readily found in 
connecting with the earth.  

Watching myself and oth-
ers approach a whole, complex garden plan in a frantic frenzy, 
with multiple crops and planning times, preparation and storing 
needs, it became apparent that something was missing, a crucial 
piece that might be the main point of all of this well-intentioned 
busy-ness.  Curious, and probably a little burned-out, I decided to 
cull this sacrosanct and grand process down to the simplest form 
I could find.  I shifted my focus to one type of crop, the ubiqui-
tous one offered on menus around the country as a panacea to our 
shared epidemic of chronic health ailments: greens. Specifically, 
Red Russian kale.

The idea became to cultivate a “relationship” with this 
nutrient-dense, raw food favorite that was edible at all 
nine stages of its life cycle, from sprouts and micro-
greens, to baby greens and mature plants.  Working 
with just one crop to discover all its possibilities, and 
to witness those trans- formations up close, 

was a fascinating pro-
cess. It inspired me, 
my family and my 
gardening students 
to slow down and 
consider the rev-
elations springing 
forth from a Mason 

jar, seed tray, homemade 
salad box and outdoor salad 
patch.  In retrospect, I had 
decided to mindfully grow 
food.  

The versatile Red Russian 
kale is the perfect food to 
teach us mindful growing.  
Spoonfuls of its seeds can 
be scooped into a Mason 
jar, converted into a mini-
greenhouse on a kitchen 
counter with cheesecloth 
and a rubber band, where 
they grow the most en-
zymatically perfect food 
ever: sprouts (see sidebar 
for steps).  Children will 
enjoy spying on tiny 
leaves and shoots burst-

ing from their shells and can 
help with daily rinsing.  Spouts can be grown from an 
amazing variety of leafy greens, as well as other veg-
etables.  Most sprout seed today is screened for E. coli, 
but check your source to be sure.  Always purchase 
organic seed.

A handful of seeds sprinkled into compost-rich soil 
in reclaimed buckets, pots, seed trays, or “salad boxes” 
(made from untreated timber), will grow quickly into 
the sought after and expensive “micro-greens” seen in 
upscale restaurants and farmers markets.  A large tray 
of micro-greens can be selectively thinned to allow the 

Curious, and probably a little burned-out, 

I decided to cull this sacrosanct and grand 

process down to the simplest form I could find.



  

remaining greens to develop into another expensive delicacy, 
baby greens!  

Allowed to grow to their full glory, Red Russian kale in a 
large salad box or outdoor patch can offer “cut and come 
again” abundance.  Because of its hardiness, kale is an excel-
lent year-round crop that has been known to over-winter 
well in many parts of the country.  We’ve had kale patches 
last for two and three seasons.  Their stalks get woody, but 
their leaves are still delish (a tip for the lazy farmer or per-
maculture enthusiast!).

Raw food activists know the satisfaction of stuffing handfuls 
of raw kale into blenders for nutrient-dense smoothies, but 
as this daily health routine requires a steady supply of kale, 
don’t hold back when planting your kale crop!  If unused 
plants “go to seed”, you have your next planting on the way.  
As experienced farmers know, you only need to allow three 
percent of your entire crop to form seeds to have enough for 
the next planting of the same size.  And finally, spent plants 
can retire to the compost pile where they form new soil for 
new plants and help to complete the cycle of life.

Well, not really finally.  Most of the sprouts, micro-greens 
and mature leaves we reverently harvested from their vari-
ous growing mediums were proudly presented at our family 
dinner table where the prayerful hands that grew them and 
people who knew them, encircled and blessed them.  It turns 
out, mindful growing also leads to mindful eating!

How to Grow Spouts
These days, you can order seeds for sprouting that 
have been tested for E. Coli.  Check to make sure 
your source is organic and the seeds are approved 

for sprouting.  To sprout seeds, use Mason jars that 
have been sterilized in hot boiling water, but are cool.  

No fancy sprouting equipment is required.   
Your seeds will come with instructions that you 

will need to follow, as each variety of seed will have 
a different amount to put into the Mason jar and a 
time for completion of sprouting, just a few days. 
 Put seed in jar with warm water and allow them 
to soak overnight.  The next day, pour seeds and

 water into a strainer.  Put rinsed seed back into jar and 
cover with cheese cloth, secured with a rubber band.  

Place jar on side and cover with cloth. 
 Rinse at least three times daily

 until the sprouts fill the jar!

The process of mindfully growing Red Russian kale, in a very 
practical way, helped to reaffirm our reasons for growing a 
family garden in the first place: not fear of something outside 
ourselves, but because we are grateful for our connection to 
the earth and awed by the natural life cycles that nourish us.  
Integrating these mindful growing exercises also helped to 
till up some of the old industrial beliefs like “bigger and com-
plicated is better” with “simpler and slower yields wisdom 
and insight not otherwise obtainable”.  We still grow our 
family garden, but with mindful growing exercises as a part 
of our process now, we embody a deeper appreciation and 
awareness of life processes taking place all around us, below 
and above ground, and more importantly, within ourselves.    

Lisa Reagan
 is a free-lance writer and editor.  She lives with

 her family on their small farm in Toano, Virginia.

Still not sure how to sprout? 
 Check out this YouTube video:

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=F-
1V4vtV8Yo&feature=related



I had an awakening, 
and it is ongoing...full bloom 

spirit propelled expanding into 
previously unthinkable positive, 

loving, laughably different realms!! 
Truly amazing and so grateful...

THANK YOU.

The entire experience 
was flat-out fabulous for 

me AND my family.

Our 14th international 

Rethinking Everything Conference 
was everything we hoped it would be: 

a 5 day celebration of life, change, love, 
profound self discovery, fun and - of course - rethinking!



i lovelovelove RE and I’ll be present each year for 
this glorious celebration of thinking, living and 
being FREE!  Full expression of human potential is 
a big turn on;-).  Thank you, Barb, for your vision 
and courage to ‘sing out and be free’!  you 
inspire me BIG!

Thank you 
for opening 
our eyes and 

hearts!

THANK YOU 
for such an awesome, mind-blowing,

 life-changing phenomenal 5 days.  
I was so inspired that just the thought of the 

possiblities has kept me high for the past 
weeks.  I have definitely been making some 

changes in my life and Rethinking is the
 reason.  Thank you for reminding me 

that I have the power.

What better way to lead up to our fourth issue of the first year of REM than with 
five full days of Rethinking?  There isn’t one.  We begged the question, “How would you live 
if you were free?” and hundreds of people  answered for the fourteenth annual Rethinking 

Everything Conference.  Their responses came in the forms of laughter, tears, long embraces, 
inspired chatter, song, dance, art, intellectual sparks, deep conversations, and as many other 

ways as there were attendees.  If you haven’t heard, this is the only conference of its kind - fully 
devoted to supporting and inspiring personal growth and freedom.  There is no way to fully capture the 

fire this conference lights and stokes each year for those coming for the first time and those that have 
not missed a year since its inception.  The Rethinking takes shape around every societal or cultural norm 

that has ever been accepted but not fully chosen, perpetuated but not necessarily joyful; education, 
wellness, healthcare, work and careers, religion, labels – you name it, we’re Rethinking it. 

The atmosphere at the American Airlines Training and Conference Center in Dallas-Ft. Worth, Texas was 
jubilant and electric.  Authors, scientists, world travelers, unschoolers, entrepreneurs, and many other 
inspiring and fully aware speakers gathered interested and enthusiastic souls ready for discussion and 
growth.  Hallways and couches became areas for deep connection and the starting lines for relationships 
built on authenticity and bold new steps in the direction of FREEDOM.  The vast and abundant venue 

fully supported and rejoiced in the freedom of our families.  Yes, there is even a photo of one of the 
cleaning ladies hooping!  Joy is contagious.  Freedom is exciting.  

Wow.  
We were blessed and 

renewed with vision at 
the RE.  Much new focus 

for us.Children are all 
glowing and we are 

learning how to respect 
and live full-on together.  

Our love grows!



www.  rethinkingeverythingmagazine .net
stay in touch!

at the center of your being you have the answer; 
you know who you are and you know what you want.

lao tzu


