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revealed the evil-doings of the Ameri-
can empire, and appears to have just 
scratched the surface.

The good news is, along with the awful 
truth comes the awesome opportunity.  
The veils are also being lifted on ancient 
spiritual practices kept in “protective 
custody” for millennia, so that now any 
individual with the desire and focus can 
learn shamanic healing, chi kung and the 
secrets of the Kabala.  In other words, 
the veils are being lifted to reveal our true 

power, our true destiny so that we can “overgrow” a system of 
domination that has “outlived its uselessness.”

All around us, we see institutions that once served society – 
the health care, economic, education systems, for example 
– devolving into dysfunction.  Combine this with accelerat-
ing environmental and political crises, and we seem to be 
facing a mega-crisis that cannot be solved by more of the 
same.  It would seem that some kind of miraculous healing is 
required.

It turns out that we actually have a template for miraculous 
healing.  It’s called “spontaneous remission.”  Every day 
individuals are told they are terminally ill, and that there is 
nothing more that medicine can do for them.  And a certain 
percentage of these folks – you may know one, or you may be 
one – miraculously recover.  One day the disease is there, and 
the old test results show it, and the next day it is not – and 
the test results show that too.

We can simply ascribe this spontaneous healing to amazing 
grace or a Divine intervention or simply an unexplainable 

As the date “2012” looms 
closer and closer, there 
seems to be a quickening.  
Every planetary crisis – eco-
logical, economical, political 
and spiritual – is intensifying.  
There is a sense of impend-
ing apocalypse.  The scientists 
are pointing to what they are calling 
the 6th great extinction.  Evangelicals 
are speaking about the “end times” and a rapture that will 
sweep them into the sky and leave their clothing for the rest 
of us.  Others are buzzing about changes that will be ushered 
in by 2012.  In other words, everyone knows there is some-
thing unprecedented going on.

However to truly understand these times, we must consider 
the original meaning of the word “apocalypse.”

 “Apocalypse” means “the lifting of the veils.”

Indeed, the veils are now being lifted on political horrors and 
economic exploitation that many of us have been unwilling 
to look at.  A new book by Christian theologian Jim Doug-
lass called JFK and the Unspeakable:  Why He Died and Why 
It Matters, offers compelling evidence that John Kennedy’s 
assassination was orchestrated by America’s military indus-
trial complex.  Another noted theologian, David Ray Griffin, 
has poked holes in the official 9/11 story through The New 
Pearl Harbor, and several subsequent books.  Wikileaks has 

.  Ascension and 
Spontaneous Evolution .

“We are here to re-grow the Garden, and have a heaven of a time doing it.”
                                                                                                                          Swami Beyondananda

 “The good news is, love is more powerful than fear.  Otherwise we’d be singing, ‘All You Need Is Fear.”
                                                                                                                                                                               Swami Beyondananda



fluke of nature.  However, there may something more tan-
gible at work.  In his study of numerous patients who under-
went spontaneous healing, Dr. Lewis Mehl-Madrona (Coyote 
Medicine) found that these healings were often preceded by a 
“change of story.”

This is right in line with the work of cellular biologist Bruce 
Lipton (The Biology of Belief) who shows, from a biological 
standpoint, how our beliefs and perceptions determine our 
reality.   Bruce and I have co-written another book, Sponta-
neous Evolution:  Our Positive Future and a Way to Get There 
From Here, which applies his breakthrough ideas to our col-
lective beliefs.  In other words, it could very well be that the 
key to planetary healing and transformation is a change in 
our collective story.

Perhaps the changes we can anticipate around 2012 involve 
a critical mass of the heretofore-uncritical masses releasing 
the old story of dominate-or-be-dominated in a “me vs. you” 
world, and embrace the new story that takes evolution one 
step further.  Every phase of evolution from the first single 
cell organisms combining into multi-cell ones, to the de-
velopment of complex 50 trillion cell communities like our 

own bodies, has involved two things:  Expanded awareness, 
and increased community.  This increase in connection and 
consciousness would indicate that the next phase of human 
evolution is recognizing that we are each and all cells in a 
new super-organism called Humanity.

If we look at our human collective consciousness right now, 
we might conclude that a better name for our species would 
be Inhumanity.  By default -- and through fear, manipula-
tion, and programmed beliefs we have until now accepted 
this as “reality” -- we have allowed the worst of our so-called 
“human nature” to rule the world.  However, this rule by the  
“lowest common dominator” is no longer workable.  The 
survival – and thrival – of Humanity depends on our will-
ingness and ability to “think like a species.”

And more and more, research shows that “thinking like a 
species” begins with “thinking from the heart.”  The Beatles 
said, “All you need is love,” and now science is proving them 
right.  Thanks to the work of Dr. Leonard Laskow (Healing 
With Love), and the HeartMath Institute, we now know 
that positive, loving intention can shrink cancer cells in a 
Petri dish, and that human hearts entrain with one another 
like vibrating tuning forks.  We’ve seen experiments where a 
threshold number of Transcendental Meditators measurably 
reduced the crime rate in Washington, D.C.  A gifted healer, 
Mahendra Krivedi has likewise directed the power of Uni-
versal Love to heal disease in plants, animals and humans.

Could it be that what we call “ascension” is really the applica-
tion of this mysterious loving force in our daily lives?  Is 2012 
the time when this power of love and coherence is publicly 
acknowledged, and we spontaneously evolve from struggling 
individual cells into a sane and healthy Humanity?  Is our 
spontaneous remission really a spontaneous “re-missioning” 
to live our love fully in the context of connection with not 
just other humans, but all our relations?

We seem to be right on the cusp of this spontaneous healing 

and emergent change.  What is required is the “practice” of 
evolution – expanding our individual awareness, and linking 
up with others willing to gather under “one big intent”:  To 
re-grow the Garden and have a heaven of a time doing it.

Will we achieve this evolutionary transformation?  Join the 
“up-wising” and stay attuned …

“We are not here to earn God’s love – we’re here to spend it  !”       Swami Beyondananda

“Let’s go for heaven on earth – just for the hell of it.”      Swami Beyondananda                                                                                                                                     

This increase in connection and consciousness would indicate that the next 
phase of human evolution is recognizing that we are each and all cells 

in a new super-organism called Humanity.

Steve Bhaerman 
is an internationally-known author, comedian and 
political visionary who has spent the past 25 years 

writing and performing as Swami Beyondananda, the 
“cosmic comic.”  On the serious side, he is the author with 

Bruce Lipton of Spontaneous Evolution: Our Positive 
Future and a Way to Get There From Here (Hay House, 

2009).  He is also active in transpartisan politics, and 
can be found online at www.wakeuplaughing.com



It’s evening and the house settles down 
to the sounds of quietly occupied family members: typing at 
the computer, comfortably reading, or getting ready for bed.  
My oldest daughter comes clamouring down the stairs to do 
her evening chore of washing the supper dishes when she 
drops the bomb: “I’m gay!”  She is excited and maybe even a 
little frightened of the words that have just erupted from her 
mouth; a challenge thrown out at me. 

If her intention is to shock, it isn’t going to work.  She is 
always challenging me with new ideas.  Since she started high 
school she has a ‘gay’ friend she hangs out with quite often.  
She even joined the Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, Transgender and 
Queer (GLBTQ) organization with him to give him moral 
support.  I’m guessing this is another one of her latest investi-
gations. 

It would be fitting.  
All her life she’s 
explored what it 
feels like to be in 
another person’s 
shoes.  This has been largely through acting ‘characters’ from 
favorite books: Pooh Bear from Winnie the Pooh, Thomas 
from Thomas the Tank Engine, Princess Elizabeth from The 
Paper Bag Princess, Frodo Baggins from Lord of the Rings, 
Artemis from the Artemis Fowl series and, most recently, Roy 
Mustang from the Full Metal Alchemist - Japanese Manga, 
graphic novels.  She’ll dress up in outfits that her ‘characters’ 
wear, create props, and act out favorite scenes relating every-
thing in her real life back to the character she is emulating. 

So ‘lesbian’?  Could be her latest way of finding out more 
about who she herself is.  Another exploration undoubtedly.  
“You’re just going through a stage,” I reply, flippantly because 
I really don’t believe she is gay.  I mean, what evidence, what 
signals has she shown up until now of ‘gayness’?  None that
   

  

My oldest daughter comes cluttering down the 
stairs to do her evening chore of washing the 

supper dishes when she drops the bomb: “I’m gay!”

I’ve noticed. 
“You don’t get it mum,” she answers, angry with me now and 
my nonchalant response.  “I like girls.”

I’m listening attentively now but how can she 
know that she’s gay when she is only fourteen?  How can she 
possibly label herself at that age?

“Why not?” she wants to know.  “You knew you were 
straight by fourteen didn’t you?  Did I?  I never had another 
choice.  I wasn’t even aware that same sex relations existed, 
having come of age in a conservative African country where 
homosexuality is a well kept secret and any deviance from 
the norm (if you consider polygamy normal behavior) is 
punishable by law.  In Cameroon, a man can have as many 
wives as he pleases - a symbol of his status and virility.

According to research, my daughter tells me, it’s not about 
choice.  You can no more choose to be homosexual as you 
can choose to be heterosexual.  She’s always felt different, she 
tells me.  She never wanted to face it until now - afraid of 
what that would mean in a society where being gay is ‘wrong’.  

So is this real?  I have to ask myself some tough ques-
tions.  Who am I to say whether it is real or not?  Real to 
whom?  I decide then that if it’s real to her, then it’s real.  End 
of story. 

Only it’s not the end of the story.  It’s the beginning.  I ac-
cept what she says is true because I don’t take issue with it.  
But how are the younger siblings taking it and what will my 
mother say?  How will I feel weeks later as she constantly an-
nounces it to the world at large? 

Wonder Years
Wonder Years



bow represents sexual inclusion 
and diversity) in every local book 
store.  “If they don’t want to, they 
don’t have to,” he argues.  “It’s 
their choice.”

An unacceptable way of thinking, 
according to my daughter. 
In the same way, homophobic 

comments by classmates do not go 
uncontested in her presence.  She is compelled to confront 
the offending person, asking them to think about what they 
are actually saying when they say, for example, “that’s so 
gay!”

She tells me that her efforts have produced results.  Her 
teachers support her efforts to speak out about homophobia 
and the principal of the school praised highly the letter she 
wrote to the school trustees encouraging them to continue 
with their efforts to create safe spaces for GLBTQ youth. 

I have a long personal history of being on the ‘outside’ – liv-
ing alternatively (i.e. ‘unschooling’ my kids (this is self-
directed, interest based learning outside of curriculum and 
school), social activism, environmentalism, living without 
a car, etc.)  And yet it is uncomfortable for me, this new 
dimension of herself that she has laid out. 

Ever since she was a very little girl both 
her dad and I have included her in our activism and she 
has always been eager to join us.  She has leafleted, staffed 
booths, educated people as well as lending her numerous 
talents to the cause be it through music, writing, acting or 
art.  My big-hearted, justice-loving daughter has always been 
at the helm.  So why be surprised that she is loud and vocal 
about gay and lesbian rights? 

Naturally she will be the first to speak out against ho-
mophobia and fight for the right to be with the one you 
love.  But I am not so brave.  Maybe it’s because I’m not 
comfortable with talking about sexuality?

One evening, at a family supper gathering, wanting to pre-
vent a confrontation or feelings of embarrassment in front 
of the family, I try to steer the conversation away from my 
daughter’s ‘coming out’ about her sexuality.  My Polish aunt 
will want a translation.  My sister, prone to saying inap-
propriate things, might hurt my daughter’s feelings.  Their 
reaction?  My brother-in-law disbelieves her and my mother 
repeatedly says to me, “Kids these days are exposed too 
young to too many adult concerns, putting ideas into their 

The deeper I delve into 
my feelings, the more I start to 
worry.  How can I protect her 
from getting hurt or scorned and 
possibly even attacked for her 
beliefs and for who she is?  Ho-
mophobia is rampant everywhere 
even though we live in a country 
where gay marriage is now legal 
(Canada).  I’d prefer that she keep it quiet for now; let 
people gradually get used to the idea.  “Don’t rock the boat 
with announcements of your sexual orientation.” 

But that’s not her way.  She wants to measures a person’s 
‘worth’ by how they respond to her announcement of her 
sexual orientation!  I worry at her judging them harshly if 
she is not met with instant enthusiasm and approval. 
Sexuality has hardly been a topic of discussion with my 
children (the younger girls are ages 12 and 11) up until this.  
There just hasn’t been much interest in it and I haven’t given 
much thought to sex education. 

So in many ways, this is proving to be a positive thing as we 
discuss identity and love and respect.  But often it is a cause 
of ambiguity and concern.  My 12 year old questions the 
need to talk about one’s sexual orientation at all.  “Why,” 
she wonders, “do people need to know?  Straight people 
don’t go around announcing that they are straight.” 

We talk about privilege and oppression and how people in 
the dominant group do not need to announce themselves 
because they hold the power and their world-view is never 
questioned.  But those groups that are oppressed or in the 
minority must speak out in order to be recognized as people 
with equal rights.

My 12 year old is unsure how she feels about this latest twist 
in oldest sister’s life.  “I’m not against ‘other’ sexuality but 
I don’t want to have to read ‘gay’ books,” she says fretfully.  
“And she’s trying to make me and I’m not interested!”
In her enthusiasm and campaign to educate on GLBQT 
issues (‘all who cometh in contact with me’), my oldest 
daughter has become overzealous.  “She is threatening to 
drag me to a GLBTQ meeting when I start high school,” 
her younger sister says apprehensively.

Unfair?  Maybe.  Not everyone wants to be on the front 
line when it comes to these issues.  An outgoing ‘gay’ friend 
of hers prefers to keep a low profile.  He wonders why she 
insists he join her efforts to get ‘rainbow books’ (the rain



heads too soon.”   

“Let’s stop talking about this now,” I say gruffly.
I see my daughter’s face redden, her hand around the glass 
trembles.  She is trying hard to keep the tears from flowing, 
to keep her cool.  I see all this 
and do nothing in her defense.  
What has happened to standing 
up for my daughter?  What has 
happened to “stand up for what 
you believe in?”  Why am I tell-
ing her now to be quiet?

Later she cries.  I have disap-
pointed her.  Didn’t I raise her 
to be outspoken on issues that 
matter?  I have let her down.  I 
know now how much it would 
have meant to her to have had 
her mother’s support. 

And I am no measure 
for this brave and beautiful 
daughter. 

As the next few months unfold, 
I learn to come to accept my 
new daughter and the responsibilities that go with support-
ing her.  It is not enough to say I support her.  I have to act 
in ways that support her.  I begin to align myself with my 
daughter.  I make it up to her.  I become the pillar I vowed 
I will always be.  I read the books she gives me, educating 
myself on the issues.  We watch some really heart-wrenching 
films about gay people and what their struggles have been 
and are in many countries around the world.  I support her 
decision to come out to her dad’s side of the family at the 
Thanksgiving dinner, and we are surprised and heartened by 
their warm, embracing response.

When we learn about the recent suicides of a handful of 
U.S. teens (some as young as 13) due to lack of support and 
acceptance of who they are, it is what absolutely and  irrevo-
cably opens my eyes forever to the dire need to keep GLBTQ 
issues on the public radar.  We should never have to lose 
loved ones because of whom they love.

And so now I, too, wear the buttons my 
daughter has made.  I am her ally.  I wear the rainbow rib-
bons around my wrist and on my bag and speak out along-
side her on what I truly believe - love whom you will.

Beatrice Ekwa Ekoko
 is a free lancer writer. 

She and her husband Randy have three daughters, 
one who is unschooled.

Beatrice works with an environmental 
not for profit organization. 

She lives in Hamilton, Ontario

And so now I, too, wear the buttons
 my daughter has made.  

I am her ally.  
I wear the rainbow ribbons 

around my wrist and on my bag 
and speak out alongside her on 

what I truly believe - 
love whom you will.



My eyelids are heavy and begin to droop 
closed while I rest comfortably in the passenger seat of the 
car.  The sun glides right through the windshield and lands 
on my face and naked arms and warms my body just enough 
to help the drowsy state I’m in.  The kids are talking in the 
backseat, although I don’t really know what they are saying.  
My husband’s hand rests reassuringly on my thigh, while the 
other one steers the course.  It’s unusually warm weather for 
a winter day; so warm that we are able to go hiking through 
the Cypress tree swamp; one of my favorite places to soak 
up wonderful healing tree energy.  I have a book that talks 
about the energy of trees and what each specific tree repre-
sents spiritually.  *It says: “The Cypress tree encourages us to 
explore the sacrifices that we are making within our life.  It 
can stir the feminine energies and the creative forces that are 
static in our life.  Cypress trees represent opportunities of 
healing.”  It was the perfect place to spend the afternoon. 

And now as my eyelids close and I feel warm, safe and happy. 
I see the truth of the turbulent past several months.  That is 
what I am most tired from.  The war that was waged long ago 
that finally came to its last battle.  My soul is weary from it, 
but much lighter.  And I am ever grateful because I realize 
how blessed I am that someone loves me as much as my hus-
band does.  If only I could have realized that nine years ago.  
Time would have been spent growing in that love, instead 
of fighting it, pushing it back and taking it to the breaking 
point where the word “divorce” was actually uttered.  But 
I cannot have regret.  That is not a word I utter.  Instead I 
move forward and flourish in the love that honors me every 
day and my scars begin to heal.

The battle that I speak of was one that was begun without 
my consent when I was just a tiny little girl.  Unspeakable 
acts were done to me.  My innocence, my safety, and my right 
to be a child, was all stolen from me time and again.  My 
body replaced goodness with guilt, shame and unfairness.  I 
have carried those beliefs in my sacred areas for 33 years.  My 
vulva became a dark seedy place filled with demons.  When 

Healing My Marriage
to heal myself



the memories of the molestation started surfacing, I shut the door on my divine femininity.  
I only had sex out of necessity to keep my husband around and to create babies.  I managed 
to get the baby thing right, two times; after which point I honestly could have become 
celibate forever.  In fact, that’s what I was trying to do.  My husband was not on board 
with this at all.  His happiness level in life plummeted severely along with my desire to be 
intimate with him.

He kept trying to explain to me that it wasn’t just about the physical act.  It was about shar-
ing space, energy and love.  This coming from a man I didn’t think knew a thing about en-
ergy and was probably skewed on his version of love.  (Or was I?)  I was good at deflecting; 
so good that I spent nine years trying to make him see my point of view.  This is that sex 
is bad, wrong, and dirty and that he was evil for wanting it so much.  I even went so far as 
to accuse him of having a sex addiction.  I did my best to tear him down to meet me in the 
place where my sexual being was bogged down.  But he fought it.  I think he almost gave 
in at one point and I remember feeling relieved.  But instead he came up fighting harder; 
either that or ready to give up - not just on having sex with his wife, but on our marriage. 

It was beyond a stressful few months.  There was so much anger from both of us.  There 
was such ugliness spewed from him.  He refused to see my way and I refused to see his.  
We were completely stuck in our ego-selves and it wasn’t doing a damn bit of good.  It was 
very frustrating for me because I was employing all my usual energy and healing tactics 
only to yo-yo between the Spiritual and ego.  I Feng shui’ed the relationship corner of the 
house and burned sage to clear the negative energy.  I applied self Reiki daily.  I prayed, I 
meditated, and I called upon the violet flame.  And then there was the book I was writing.  
Chapter one: Take responsibility.
I very clearly told my husband on many occasions to take responsibility for what he had 
created in his life, just like the first chapter in my book states.  But of course, what it really 
amounted to was that I also had to take responsibility for the situation in front of me that I 
had co-created with him.  Time to face the truth.

While meditating during this difficult time, it became clear to me that my husband had 
something to offer me that no therapist could, no energy work could completely take care 
of, and something I didn’t seem to be able to do on my own.  He could offer me healing on 
the most intimate, sacred level: healing of my Yoni, my sacred place from which my divine 
feminine resonates.  I realized that if I would surrender myself to my husband in complete 
trust, he would guide me through the pain that seeps out of me, and I could make it to the 
other side. 

This was the one last piece to healing from the sexual abuse that occurred to me when I was 
a young girl; the piece that separated me not only from my husband, but from my inner 
Goddess; the piece that prevented me from experiencing  an orgasm which is a moment 
when time is non- existent and when the veil between your physical reality and your Spiri-
tual reality is very thin.  You are whole in heightened states of sexuality.  Your realities col-
lide into light, love and sensations, just as they’re supposed to.  It’s a beautiful thing.  Well 
it’s supposed to be, but I wouldn’t know. 

He refused to see my way and I refused to see his.



So one day I had a conversation with my ego self.  I stroked it, as the ego loves 
so much to be, and I asked it if it wanted to go take a long hot bath.  I told ego 
Jamie that it always worked so hard and I appreciated it, but now I needed it 
to step aside for just a minute so that higher-consciousness Jamie could step in.  
As this occurred, my husband arrived home from work and I asked him to talk. 
(But not before I prayed that his higher conscious self join the conversation as 
well.)

I expressed these things I thought to this beautiful man sitting across from 
me; weary just as I was and ready to give up on everything.  Yet as my words 
reached him, I saw a complete shift in his being.  His body language changed 
from stiff and closed to relaxed and receptive.  His aura grew brighter and his 
eyes got a little twinkle back in them.  The twinkle that is special to me, and for 
me.  I realized in that one moment that all he has ever wanted from me was to 
trust him.  That was so obviously the most effective way to demonstrate my love 
to him.  He isn’t a wordy man.  He really doesn’t ask for a lot in life.  He doesn’t 
typically complain much.  He doesn’t really need much to feel happy.  And all 
this time he tried his best to be satisfied with everything else I gave him, but the 
one thing he wanted most was trust. 

And as I sat there telling my husband I was finally ready to give him what he 
needed most from me (which was not homemade meals, perfectly clean floors, 
a successful business woman, nor even an exceptional Mom), everything in him 
gave way to forgiveness.  The anger vanished instantly and everything was so 
clear to both of us.  We just completely crossed the moat into a new realm of 
our relationship.  That look in his eyes right then and that feeling of being pro-
tected helped me to choose to completely trust my husband and recognize the 
love he has for me and see his willingness to bear any pain with me.  So I began 
to let his love wrap around me like a protective shield and we began the journey 
of intimate self-love and intimacy as a couple from a whole new perspective.

We chose the Tantric path of love making from that point on.  We consciously 
created safe space for me as well as encouragement for him (this was necessary 
because of the belittling I had done over the years).  We focused on the full 
aspect of body, mind and soul through meditation and color therapy together.  
Sometimes it was as simple as spooning clothed or not and I allowed him to 
breathe love energy into me.  All my wounded parts began healing.  The scars 
melted and I no longer needed to identify with them.  By letting my husband 
be a man and allowing him to express his healthy sexual desires, together we 
formed an ecstatic union that could not be bound by time and space.

The demons are releasing one by one.  It seems true that light reigns over dark-
ness.  And it turns out that I do feel sexy and beautiful, regardless of what my 
current weight is or whether my hair is done or if I have make up on.  Shock-
ingly, I do have a desire to be intimate with my husband.  But the biggest 
surprise of all is that it seems to rival his healthy level of desire.

The demons are releasing one by one. 



The best part is that I feel complete within myself finally.  My creative center is 
wide open to experience life in the fullest form.  My lower two energy centers 
are no longer stagnating.  They are spinning widely, clearing out the negative 
sludge that had been drowning them.  I am more in touch with myself than I 
have ever been and it turns out that I am safe, I can trust and I am not wrong 
or bad or guilty of anything except loving myself. 

My husband and I are reveling in this new aspect of our relationship nine years 
later.  There is complete truth in saying that we love each other all over again.  I 
revel in the way that my husband’s eyes have begun to sparkle again.  Although 
I do have moments where I am completely saddened that my darkness tried to 
stamp out his light.  But this experience has shown me that he is more power-
ful than I ever realized.  I have also 
realized how little my husband re-
ally wants from me.  And by giving 
him complete trust he has and will 
continue to bestow more love on 
me than is logical. 

I see how mean I’ve been and 
sometimes  I weep over that.  But I 
know it wasn’t me.  It was the pain 
and hurt speaking so I would be 
left alone.  Isn’t that all a child that 
is being harmed wants?  To be left 
alone? 

I no longer want to be left alone.  I 
want to be embraced by this person with whom I share this amazing life.  This 
final piece to our puzzle fits perfectly and is not the jagged edge I had thought.  
Our entire world is shifting with the new energy we have brought forth.  Our 
level of joy both individually and personally has grown.  Our patience with 
each other and our children is infinite.  We are re-inspired in the direction 
we’re going as a family.  We feel more abundant than we have in a long time. 

These thoughts move through my mind as the car hums along.  The kids have 
quieted down because they have fallen asleep.  I feel so at peace.  I barely open 
my eyes to take a peek at the man next to me.  And a little smile curls at the 
corners of my mouth. 

*The book referred to is Nature-Speak: Signs, Omens and Messages in Nature by 
Ted Andrews.
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My mother gave me 
an old clothbound book 
when I was nine years old.  It 
was her childhood copy of 
The Secret Garden by Frances 
Hodgson Burnett.  I felt a 
sudden tug of connection to 
the little girl my mother once 
was, especially when I found 
her name carefully penciled 
on the inside cover.  Right 
away, I signed my name under 
hers. 
 

Although written in 1911 and 
clotted with Yorkshire dialect, 
that book became an essen-
tial nutrient to me.  It told 
the story of orphaned Mary 
Lennox who was sent to live 
with her silent brooding uncle 
on the English moor.  Little 
Mary had no lessons imposed 
on her and was given the op-
portunity to explore.  I envied 
her freedom.  A character 
named Dickon befriended 
animals so easily that they gathered at his feet 
and ate from his hand.  I, too, liked to go in the 
forest behind our house in hopes that wood-
land creatures there would come to accept me.  
And I understood Mary’s response when her 
uncle inquired if she wanted anything.  He 
suggested toys or dolls.  Instead she asked, “Might I have a 
bit of earth?” 
 

More than my favorite book, The Secret Garden provided 
comfort at a time when I could find no other solace.  The 
year I received my mother’s copy was also the year that one 
after another of my grandparents succumbed to long, painful 
illnesses.  By the time I turned ten, all my grandparents had 

died. 

I’d watched them struggle 
for each breath but it 
hadn’t occurred to me that 
they wouldn’t get better.  
That’s what doctors and 
medicine were for.  That’s 
what prayer was for.  Now 
we would never have Sun-
day dinner together again.  
The seasons would come 
and go without canning 
applesauce or planting 
bulbs or going to the lake 
with my grandparents as 
we always did.  I couldn’t 
stop thinking about death.
 

Other children probably 
weather grief with more 
resilience but that year was 
a dividing line for me.  The 
blithe happiness of my 
childhood came to a halt.  I 
couldn’t bear the idea that 
everyone I loved would 

die someday - my pet rabbits, my friends, and worst of all, 
my parents.  My mother assured me that God simply called 
people home to heaven when it was their time.  I kept ask-
ing why, if God were all-powerful, would He allow people 
like my grandparents to suffer so horribly before they died.  
She said His wisdom was beyond our understanding.  Her 
answers left me with more and more questions.  I could see

How a Children’s Book          saved me

Little Mary had no lessons imposed on her 
and was given the opportunity to explore.  

I envied her freedom.



asking them only intensified the sorrow she felt.  So I tried to 
keep my worries to myself.  
 

Now added to my fear of this unknown thing 
called death was a new bleakness.  Where I once 
prayed and worshipped without doubts, I was set adrift 
somewhere beyond my parents’ beliefs.  Religion seemed 
piteously small when confronted with bigger dilemmas.  And 
more of them occurred to me each day.  What was 
the purpose of existence in a universe 
of unimaginably vast time and space?  
How did everything start when it had 
to come from somewhere?  How did 
our tiny lives matter?  I didn’t like 
the thought that adults believed in 
something that made no sense.  I felt I 
was standing in a blizzard outside the 
warmth of answers that faith provided.  
It was lonely.

I tried to reconstruct my comfortably 
safe worldview with the tools I’d been 
taught were the most powerful: good 
behavior and prayer.  I knew I wasn’t re-
ally the good girl I seemed to be.  I was 
a picky eater.  I argued with my sister.  I 
was lazy about chores.  So I tried hard 
to be better, to be so worthy that no one 
else I loved would be taken away.  The 
effort was a useful distraction from my 
preoccupation with big questions about 
death, meaningless-
ness, and infinity.  

And I prayed, fiercely 
and in my own way, using pictures in my head and silent 
words.  It was a gamble because I was no longer sure that 
God existed or if He did, how on the job He was.  But I 
needed to do my best to keep my beloved family alive.  Here’s 
how the keep-them-alive game worked.  If I thought of peo-
ple I loved I had to pray for them.  This was somewhat less 
burdensome at school because I was busy.  It was overwhelm-
ing when my parents went out for the evening.  I thought of 
my mother and father  constantly, each time silently praying

that they would come home safely.   I summoned up images 
of my parents driving, chatting with their friends, driving 
home, then walking in the door.  My whole body could feel 
the relief of that imaginary return.  But as the evening wore 
on my prayers got more fervent and I took up a position 
watching cars go down the street.  They were always later 
than I expected, probably because I was constantly willing 
them home.  As soon as their car pulled in the driveway I ran 

to bed, feeling a sense of 
blessed completeness I 
couldn’t explain.  They 
were back.  Everything 
was okay.  It was ex-
hausting.

I couldn’t imagine how 
but my parents weren’t 
fooled by the cheery act 
I put on.  My mother 
told me that sometimes 
people need more help 
getting over their grief.  
She made an appoint-
ment for me to see 
a psychotherapist.  I 
knew full well what 
this meant.  I’d read 
my share of children’s 
books where unfor-
tunate characters are 
locked up in institu-

tions or sent away 
for their own 
good.  It rarely 

went well for them.  I was determined to act as un-crazy as 
possible.  The day of my first appointment my mother made 
me wear a summer dress, sweater, and saddle shoes - the 
clunkiest fashion statement imaginable even to my ten-year-
old sensibilities. 

My mother usually stayed with me in the pediatrician’s office 
so I expected the same.  Instead I was ushered in to see the 
doctor by myself.  An older lady sat behind a large desk.  
 

I knew I wasn’t really the good girl I seemed to be. 



She asked me to sit facing her in a chair much too large for 
me.  I sat, my throat clenched with so much tension that it 
was hard to swallow.  She asked me how I felt about coming 
in.  I knew it wasn’t 
polite to admit my 
true feelings.  Kids 
constantly have to 
filter what they do and say 
to please adults.  So even 
though I feared and de-
spised everything about the 
appointment I told her I 
was fine and didn’t need to 
be there and I was perfectly 
happy except for the embar-
rassing outfit I was wear-
ing.  I said it nicely.  In fact, 
I thought my comment 
about the outfit was a light-
hearted joke.  The doctor 
turned it into the topic of 
a lengthy question and an-
swer session.  She seemed to 
think I hated my mother for making me wear clothes I didn’t 
like.  I couldn’t imagine that she’d had a mother recently or 
she would know that mothers make you do all sorts of things 
you don’t want to do - eat all your dinner, clean your room, 
write thank you notes, well the list was endless.  Frankly a 
dorky outfit was the least of it.  Clearly I would have to filter 
what I said even more carefully. 

Next she got out a series of large black and white photo-
graphs.  She said it was a fun kind of test.  I always got good 
grades on tests at school but the rules were pretty flimsy for 
this one.  All I had to do was look at the pictures and tell 
her a story about what was happening.  That included what 
happened right before the picture was taken and what would 
happen immediately afterwards.  The first picture showed a 
dark-haired woman walking by herself on a beach.  She didn’t 
look all that happy.  Right behind her was a man with his 
arms reached up in such a way that he seemed ready to choke 
her.  The look on his face was creepy as well as dangerous.  
But I put the lightest tone possible in my voice and told the 

doctor that it was the woman’s birthday and she didn’t know 
her friend had come to surprise her.  He was going to put his 
hands over her eyes and ask her to guess who, and she’d be 

delighted.  Nearly 
every picture was 
equally disturbing.  
I churned through 

them with Pollyanna-ish stories in my attempt to demon-
strate just how mentally healthy I could be. 

Next she brought up my grandparents’ deaths.  
The questions she asked were so upsetting and intrusive that 
I couldn’t answer.  I shouldn’t have been shocked but I was.  
Having  a stranger try to get me to tell her things about those 
who were newly dead alarmed my whole body.  I could feel 
every inch of the chair touching me.  The smell of the office, 
dusty and airless, made me want to choke.  Although I willed 
them away, tears kept springing up in my eyes, and I set my 
mouth as tightly closed as I could.

The doctor changed her tactics back to the earlier conversa-
tion about my mother.  I tried to unlock my mouth into a 
smile but I desperately wanted to run out the door.  I knew 
my mother would be waiting, ready with a comforting hug.  
All I needed to do was just hold on until the appointment 
was over.  Then the doctor made a statement so insane that 
it seemed whole adult world might be slipping away on a 
raft built without logic.  She told me I was upset because I 
wanted my mother dead. 

That was it.  I was willing to sacrifice the time I’d 
invested in good girl behavior but I would never go back 
there.  I would do whatever it took.  I would throw fits if 
necessary but I would not speak to that doctor again.  On 
the drive home and all through supper I tried to figure out 
how to best make my stand.  I decided to be logical and calm, 
although I wanted more than anything else to climb into my 
mother’s lap.  That evening I sat with my mother, the person 
I prayed for most often, and lost my struggle to keeping from 
crying.  I told her the unspeakable thing the doctor had said.  
My mother was gratifyingly appalled.  She hugged me for a 
long time and then we talked as if we were on one side and 
the doctor on the other.  It was delicious.

My mother called the doctor the next day and afterwards 

I knew it wasn’t polite to admit my true feelings.



despair.  Then I could sleep.  

I don’t regret the fears and doubts of my childhood.  They 
set me on a richly rewarding lifelong path 
of seeking answers to big questions.  But 
I didn’t realize why I turned to The Secret 
Garden until I found the book years later.  
I opened it to see two childish signatures, 
my mother’s and my own.  Rereading it, 
I recognized the passages that sustained 
me when I felt most lost.  Each one was 
about nature’s wisdom, redemption, and 
what I needed most of all, simple hope.   
 

If I could meet a person from history, 
I’d choose Frances Hodgson Burnett.  I 
now know about the losses she suffered, 
the despair she fought, and the writing 
that was her life’s work.  I’d tell her, a 
bit shyly, that I make a living as a writer 
too.  I don’t think I could express how 
profoundly her book calmed a little 

girl too upset to 
sleep but I’d want 
her to know that 
her words were 
a soothing balm 
during those dark 
nights.

And I’d tell her that The Secret Garden didn’t just save me, 
it also shaped my future.  Today I live on a small farm where 
my children have no lessons imposed, just like Mary.  The an-
imals here eat from my hand, as those in the book did from 
Dickon’s hand.  Maybe I’d simply say, “Frances, our land is 
named after lines you wrote. We call it Bit of Earth Farm.”  

confirmed that I was a good judge of character.  I would not 
have to go back.  I overheard her telling my father that the 
doctor “didn’t have her head screwed on tight.”  But 
my mother did think the 
doctor was right about 
one thing.  I wasn’t getting 
over my grandparents’ 
deaths. 
 

That wasn’t it.  The loss 
of my grandparents had 
tossed me into a realm of 
questions I couldn’t ask and 
worries that faith couldn’t 
explain.  I knew my parents 
were concerned about me 
so I ramped up the cheer-
ful act.  Masking my fears 
actually helped, at least 
during the day.  But at night 
I couldn’t sleep.  If I didn’t 
work hard to 
steer my mind 
relentlessly to-
ward peaceful 
thoughts, I’d 
feel as if I were 
falling into 
dark nothingness.  The galaxies we learned about in fourth 
grade, black and endless, seemed like a void that would swal-
low up everything I knew.  On the worst nights, I could feel 
the fabric of the ordinary world stretched thin over a much 
larger unknown.  Then I couldn’t even cry myself to sleep. 
 

So I resorted to the distraction of reading.  As soon as the 
rest of my family went to bed, I turned my light back on.  
Most often I chose The Secret Garden.  I turned to the same 
passages over and over.  I read about the garden that seemed 
dead in the early spring chill until Mary cleared away branch-
es and leaves to find tender green sprouts in the soil.  I read 
about the crippled boy whose limitations Mary refused to 
accept and of his triumphant recovery in that garden.  I read 
about her sorrowful uncle who awakened to joy after years of

I don’t regret the fears and doubts of my childhood.  
They set me on a richly rewarding lifelong path 

of seeking answers to big questions.
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A Recipe for Making Lemonade 
What is a good way to kill myself?  Or better yet, “How 
can I kill my father and get away with it?” I know it sounds 
weird but these are the questions that plagued me as a little girl.  I was miser-
able and had no hope.  I walked around with a huge rock in my throat and a 
dread in my stomach all the time.  I don’t know when it started but my earliest 
memory of my father touching me inappropriately was on my 6th birthday.  I 
also remember there always being this little voice in the back of my head telling 
me that this is not all in vain.  Someday, this will all turn around and become 
lemonade.  I wanted to die but the voice inside my head encouraged me to 
be strong.  My childhood sucked but it has made me who I am.  Today, in my 
mid-forties, I love who I have become.  I love my life and I am excited about 
my future.  But don’t assume it’s been easy.  I have arrived here on a road paved 
with glass, traps and pitfalls.  However, the voices were right.  It was not in 
vain.  I am using my crappy childhood experiences to empower me and instill a 
drive to help other women and girls heal from societal backlash.  I am turning 
lemons into lemonade.

The deep woods of Louisiana were a great backdrop to 
learn about Jesus and how he suffered for my sins.  We 
were a good Christian family.  My father was raised by a good Nordic farm 
family in Michigan and my mother was raised by a rebellious Amish drop-out 
and a mentally ill German immigrant.  My parents’ marriage was the result of 
my father raping my mother in the backseat of his car while parked in the front 
of her house at the young age of fourteen.  Because he got her pregnant, mar-
rying her was the good Christian thing for him to do.  I was her second child, 
born when she was only sixteen.  By the time my mother was 21, I was the only 
girl of 4 children.  At first, Daddy only came home to take a shower, eat, get his 
laundry, and re-impregnate mom.  Later, he added messin’ with me to his list.  
Unfortunately, we got older and Daddy began to spend more time at home.  
That’s when things began to get really bad.  So many times, I remember him 
kicking my brothers ‘til they were bloody and beating us until we had welts.  
He was a scary monster.  Mom was scared of him too.  She had good reason to 
be.  However, the day he almost killed me everything changed.

I should have died.  It’s a miracle that I didn’t.  My skull 
was used to catch a big rock my father hurled at me.  That happened when I 
was nine and I still have a porcelain plate in my head guarding the entryway 
the rock created.  Mom had a rude awakening.  She realized she really needed 
to make a change or she would lose her children and possibly her own life.  She 
went back to school to get her GED then on to nursing school.  This is when it 
got really bad for me.  

Mom was gone a lot, therefore Daddy had 
many more opportunities to mess with me.  
Sometimes I came home from school and 
saw his car in the driveway and that hers 
was not.  I knew if I went in the house he 
would mess with me so I sat in the yard and 
hid until Mom came home.

When I was on the verge of becoming 
a woman, about 13 years old, I lost my 
virginity… or more accurately, my virginity 
was stolen from me.  What really sucks is 
that girls, as they mature, like to share their 
stories of losing their virginity.  The story 
of my father coming to my school cafeteria 
and pulling me out of school to take me 
home to selfishly steal what belonged to 
me was not a story anyone wanted to hear.  
I thought he was killing me that day.  I 
was not aware that bleeding was normal.  
Thoughts that he was killing me permeated 
my mind.  I screamed and screamed.  It 
only took one good slap, though, to silence 
me.

By this time my mother had graduated 
from nursing school and was working the 
graveyard shift fulltime.  Not good for me.  
Daddy was visiting my room late at night 3 
or 4 times a week.  I tried to tell my friends 
and my boyfriend but any hint of my 
truth caused them to behave toward me as 
though I was the perpetrator, so I just lived 
it out in silence.  Okay, you’re probably 
thinking, “why didn’t you tell your mother 
what he was doing?”  Well… I wanted to.  I 
wanted to so badly.  Nothing consumed my 
thoughts more.  But, why tell?  What good 
would it do?  Nobody cared.  Many times 
while she was a student I told her.  She 
kicked him out of the house and made him 
go to therapy a couple of times.  His crying 
and begging routine worked on her.  She 



let him return every time.  The last time I told her about what he was doing 
to me she slapped me with, “What do you want me to do?  Leave your father, 
quit school and go on welfare?”  Of course a 10 year-old girl does not want to 
be blamed for destroying the family.  So I shut my mouth and submitted to be-
ing Daddy’s sick fantasy.  After all, by this time I had no soul left anyway.  Like 
I said, nobody cared.

Needless to say, after my virginity was 
robbed from me I was a mess.  After 
several months of repeatedly being 
abused, I decided to tell an older 
friend, Dana, who lived across 
the street because she often 
made jokes about how creepy 
my dad seemed.  I told her I 
planned to run away that night.  
I had to leave.  I couldn’t take it 
anymore.  Telling Mom would not 
help.  I had to leave.  She told me to 
please not do anything tonight and she 
was promised to make some calls 
and try to help me.  I was scared but I knew I 
had to do something.  The next day at school, a school counselor sent for me 
while I was in my 8th grade classroom.  Both counselors sat at a table with me 
and asked about what Dana had told the voice on the child abuse hotline the 
night before.  I told them everything and then I told the same story to the po-
lice when they showed up.  It had never occurred to me that what he was doing 
to me was illegal… well, sorta illegal.  You’re not gonna believe what happened.

He ran.  Somehow my dad got a tip that the police were coming for him and 
he ran.  He hid in a hotel for three days then gave himself up.  Are you ready 
for this?  He got 3 days in jail and a five hundred dollar fine.  He was sentenced 
with a first degree misdemeanor - contributing to the delinquency of a minor.  
So it seems that there really wasn’t a law against raping your own under-aged 
daughter back then.  The law against rape applied to any female except those in 
your own family. 

I swore to myself I would never marry a man like my 
father.   My husband will never hurt me or push me around.  He will never 
oppress me or take advantage of my more vulnerable female position.  I always 
dreamt of having daughters that would have the father I never had - one that 
they could love, respect and trust.  It would be different for them.  As a moth-
er, I would never abandon my children to seek out my own interests.  I would 
be a part of the lives of my children and protect them at whatever cost.  It will 
be different for my children, someday.

My teenage years were filled with Pink Floyd, The Doors and Led Zeppelin.  
The listening of my music clouds many of my memories.  It’s difficult to 

explain those years.  I was a mess.  I was 
dead inside on many levels.  In some ways 
I saw myself as a good girl but in many 
other ways I was not attached to myself.  I 
felt nothing but was in constant emotional 
pain.

My mother f inally followed 
through on a divorce to the bitter 
end after the police would not return me 
to her until she proved to them my father 
was not allowed back in the house.  They 
kept me in a shelter home for a week 
after that day I talked to the police at 
school.  However my mother, being as 
naive as she was, had this stupid idea, or at 

least that is how she explains it now, that I 
needed to work on my relationship with my 
father.  So, every other weekend she sent me 
to spend quality time with him.  He swore 
he had changed.  Well, he had changed but 
only about as much as a recovering heroin 
addict.  I was sixteen when my mother 
married again.  She was on her honeymoon 
the day I decided I had had enough.  She 
was really angry that I ruined her special 
time with her new husband just because 
I did not want to submit to this stupidity 
anymore.  My father had not full-on raped 
me again but had kept it down to mild 
touching with sexual intentions.  If I said 
anything, I was threatened, as always, and 
told I would be beaten.  However, this day 
I mustered what little power I had, got up 
in his face and screamed at him, “Don’t you 
ever fucking touch me again or I will kill 
you, you fucking bastard!” 

The next day he begged me to tell his 
wife that I only made it up because she 
overheard me crying to my mother on 
the phone about what had happened.  He 
threatened to take me to the airport and 
send me home if I didn’t take it back.  Hell 
no!  I’m not gonna deny my own experi-
ence and lie for him.  I wanted nothing 
more than to ride to the airport and be sent 



home.  That was a “ride of shame” I looked forward to.  He finally took me to the airport and I flew 
home.  That was the last time he ever touched me inappropriately.  Nevertheless, it was too late.  I 
was already destroyed.  I have spent the greater part of my adult life trying to rise above it all.

I used promiscuity, drugs, alcohol, food, money, television, shoplifting, 
partying and a hard, fast-paced life to cultivate sanity for myself.  Of 
course, none of it worked.  In the deep recesses of my mind I always believed that I would 
rise above it, that he would not define me, that what he did to me would not completely destroy me.  
Somehow, someway, I would rise above it.  Somehow, someway, I would turn this around and make 
lemonade.  Therapy was my next avenue.

I don’t really want to dredge through my years of stupid choices with relationships, my own body 
and providing for myself, so I’ll just say that I did make it through high school without doing any 
hard drugs or being promiscuous.  Fortunately, therapy taught me to value myself, how to manage 
my panic attacks and view broader options for myself.  It took ten years of therapy before I felt like I 
could manage my life on my own.  I did one-on-one therapy with various therapists as well as some 
very beneficial group therapy situations.  I met other women and listened to their stories.  It was 
great to be able to tell others my story and know that they could truly empathize with me.  We got 
angry together, cried together and mourned the loss of our childhood together.  Group therapy is 
where I first heard about homeschooling.

During this ten year period I earned a living doing things I’m not ready to discuss, had a couple of  
abortions, gave away my first born through an open adoption, graduated from Fashion Design and 
Patternmaking classes, got married and had a couple of babies.  Now I’m going to tell you my story 
of what happens to a woman who is a wife and mother that has had an effed up childhood such as 
mine. 

My life was a mess and I needed to do inventory and clean it up.  At 
the age of twenty-two I had just left my crystal addicted, loser boyfriend and needed some space to 
reevaluate the direction I was going.  I headed to east Texas to where I could be alone with myself.  I 
spent the next several months in an old trailer house in the forest off Palestine Lake.  I embraced na-
ture and myself.  I took long walks on the lake and through the forest.  I started a garden and played 
with my dogs.  Unfortunately, I also embraced the neighbor boy one lonely night.

The day they took my son away was the most painful day of my life.  I 
felt like my broken heart would never mend.  I felt like I would never stop crying.  I knew I could 
not keep him.  What if I am a monster like my father and I hurt him?  I had to protect him from me 
and my crazy family.  That night I sobbed myself to sleep.  A dream that I will never forget came to 
me.  It appeared as more of a feeling than a visual dream.  It was a feeling of calm and peace.  How-
ever, I did see a man in my dream.  It struck me as really weird.  He had a blonde ponytail, blue 
jeans, blue eyes and was tall.  The feeling from the dream still lingered when I awoke and carried me 
through the next few days.  The feeling dissipated as I began to recover from my heartache.  It was 
about a month later that the emotion of that dream returned and took my breath away.

The day I met him was a beautiful spring day in March.  My best friend, eager to ease my pain, want-
ed to buy me some marijuana, so she called her friend she had met at a catering job.  The friend said 
to come over to her brother’s apartment and meet her there.  We arrived at his apartment together 
and walked inside as she introduced us.  When I looked into the brother’s blue eyes I was struck 
with the feeling that rushed over me.  It was the same feeling from my dream.  He had a nagging 



familiarity that made me gasp for air.  I said nothing the 
whole time we were there at his apartment.  It was one of 
the few times I was ever speechless. When we walked 
out of his front door my exact words to my friend 
was, “Tell your friend to tell her brother that if he ever 
wants to take me out I will be happy to go out with 
him.”

Within a week I was sharing a box 
of red wine with him at my place.  He 
elevated my world with our f irst kiss.  
Five months later my dream man and I were walking 
down the aisle together.  We planned a five day trip to 
the Bahamas for our honeymoon.  It was so roman-
tic.  We had such a nice time.  Our fourth day there, 
though, brought it all to an end.  A big chunk of my 
soul which I had worked so hard to retrieve through 
years of therapy just 
dissipated right in 
front of my eyes.  It 
was the beginning 
of a long and drawn 
out end.  Our first of 
thousands of argu-
ments about money 
and blame directed at 
me for any number of 
problems began to unfold.

Three years later I graduated from the community college 
with two associate degrees and was five months pregnant 
with my first daughter.  She was three months old when the 
condom broke and number two was on her way.  I loved be-
ing a mother.  It was way better than being a wife.  I juggled 
my mommy life with working part time at a successful design 
company.  Being successful made me uncomfortable.  I was 
still used to the conditioned way of thinking about myself 
as a child, that I was the loser in the family.  Dreams don’t 
come true for nasty little girls.  It was difficult for me, strug-
gling with my husband about the time it took to have a job, 
borrowing our only car, managing child care for the girls, 
and keeping up with household responsibilities.  I felt tired 
all the time.  After a couple of years, I quit my great job and 
took a position at the local fabric store.  It was easier, more 
comfortable, and flexible.  I was appreciated for my skill and 
experience. 

 Being successfu l made me uncomfortable.  
I was still used to the conditioned way of thinking about 

myself as a child, that I was the loser in the family.  

I was closer to home and craft supplies when I worked at 
the fabric store.  It was kind of fun.  I learned all kinds of 

cool crafty things that I 
shared with our un-
schooling group.  Back 
when I was in group 
therapy, before I met my 
husband, I met a woman 
with two daughters 
that she homeschooled.  
When she answered my 
question about what 
homeschooling was, I 
instantly knew that this 
would be my path in 
life.  No public school 
for my kids!  I hated 
public school when I 

was growing up.  It was an instant soul killer, feeling just as 
abusive as my father. 

When my second daughter was only an infant, I decided to 
begin to research homeschooling and learn more about how 
it was done.  I already knew in my gut that it probably didn’t 
consist of desks and piles of pointless textbooks.  I had an 
instinct that it was likely more natural.  The way I began was 
by visiting the local bookstore with my mind open to learn-
ing.  I headed straight to the Education section and began 
to browse.  Out of shelves and shelves of books on force 
fed education, I found one lonely book on homeschooling 
entitled The Homeschool Reader, produced by Holt Asso-
ciates - creators of the classic Growing Without Schooling 
magazine.  This was a pivotal point in my life.

As I cradled my baby in my arm and nursed her, I held the 
book in the other hand.  Voraciously I read each word.  As 
the text spoke to me and validated my deep primal being, I 
entered a road that took me down many paths of self-discov-
ery and healing.  While my marriage constantly challenged 



me, my role as a mother healed me.  I read articles by icons 
such as John Holt, the father of unschooling, John Taylor 
Gatto and Linda Dobson.  I truly believe that it was divinely 
ordained that this book reached my hands.  It contained 
a phone number to subscribe to the Growing Without 
Schooling magazine (out of print).

Through contacts I made there, I was led to many books and 
a community that felt as comfortable as an old pair of shoes.  
The books Dumbing Us Down by John Taylor Gatto and 
The Continuum Concept by Jean Liedloff both validated 
me and exploded my world.  And, of course, I read several 
books by John Holt, not to mention devouring my Grow-
ing without Schooling magazines. It was in 1995 when we 
attended our first conference just for unschooling families, 
the Rethinking Education Conference. We listened to greats 
such as Pat Farenga, Linda Dobson and John Taylor Gatto.  
I felt like I was on the front line of a great movement to free 
the children from the captivity of ignorance. 

Lifelong friends were met at the conference over the years.  

These people were my family.  They un-
derstood me.  They encouraged me.  They 
respected me.  They laughed at my jokes and embraced 
me with a warm hug each time we got together.  They were 
my family for the next several years.  We went on women’s 
retreats, kneaded bread, pieced quilts, molded clay pots, 
butchered hand-raised chickens, burned Yule logs, cried, 
laughed, sang, chanted, and purged our deepest emotions… 
together.  But, most important to us all, we raised our chil-
dren together.  Our families found life-long friends within 
our community.  There is just nothing like being around 
like-minded people.  It is so very healing.  Many of us had 
suffered a screwed-up childhood and had terrible experiences 
from public and private schools.  We wanted to nurture and 
uplift each other.  We all wanted to heal and provide a better 
life for our children and our families.

This sounds like a nice ending to a story with a crappy 
beginning but wait… there’s more.  My marriage sucked and 
my spiritual journey hasn’t even been touched on yet.  My 
husband turned out to be a rage-aholic who blamed me for 
everything.  Being too emotionally and spiritually weak to 
defend myself, I believed I deserved everything he dished 
out.  I worked hard to make him happy and still provide the 
girls what they needed.  He supported the homeschooling 
because he also had some really bad experiences in public 

school.  However, it was difficult because he never tried to 
provide me with a car or basic school supplies.  Sometimes 
he called me a “freeloader” and tried to tell me to get a job 
but then complained because I was not home when I was 
working.  If I wanted to attend our unschool gatherings 
then I needed to get up really early in the morning and take 
the girls from their soft, warm beds so we could take him to 
work to keep the car.  But on those days he called me all day 
and became super angry when I was not home to answer the 
phone.

Financially contributing to raising our children became a 
huge issue for us.  My little paycheck from the fabric store 
was never enough to cover unschooling expenses as well as 
clothes for their fast growing bodies.  I felt trapped, relying 
on the kindness of others, and it sucked. 

My parents helped buy clothes and other assorted things 
as did his parents and sometimes my friends.  Luckily our 
unschooling community had a clothing and educational 
supplies network.  We gave, traded, loaned, and shared just 
about everything.  Many of them went out of their way to 
pick up our family and drop us off.  I never had money to 
give them for gas.  I always felt like crap but consoled myself 
that they empathized with my situation and were therefore 
happy to help me out.  I would not have minded struggling 
so much if my husband would have listened to me and talked 
to me. 

Maybe I should have left him.  For so many years he con-
vinced me that if we only needed less then we would be bet-
ter off.  It’s like he felt that we could achieve zero consump-
tion and cost him no money if I and the children would 
just sit in a box and have absolutely no needs whatsoever.  I 
tried hard to make him happy with what I had to offer.  It 
was not easy to make twenty dollars feed four people each 
week or homeschool my daughters with basically no bud-

get.  Maybe I should have left him, but go 
where?
I felt like I trusted him and he betrayed me.  Living the life 
of a devoted homeschool mother and earning only the most 
minimum American income made me vulnerable.  I could 
leave him but then what?  More pieces of my spirit were 
chipped away.  Sure, I could go get a job and put the girls in 
public school.  For me that would be just as soul-killing as 
my present situation was.  So, just like with Daddy, in silence 
I endured.  But hey, thank God for the Goddess… and the 



met Canitha Graning, aka Lady Hawk, High Priestess of the 
group Circle of the Stargoddess.  Religiously, we followed 
Lady Hawk to monthly rituals where I learned to meditate 
and visualize what I wanted for myself.  She trained me as 
a High Priestess and encouraged me to exercise my natural 
power as a leader.  I cleaned off the top of my dresser and 
created my first altar.  Bye-bye, Christianity.  It was not long 
into this lifestyle that the Tarot found me.

It was weird.  I just woke up one morning, liter-
ally, and a vision hit me upside my head like a 
ton of tarot decks.  I saw myself as a well-versed 
and confident user of the tarot as well as stand-
ing behind a podium lecturing to the masses 
on the topic of tarot.  Using the tarot has been 
the single most empowering tool I have ever 
found.  Within a few months of owning my first 
tarot deck, I was giving powerful readings to all 
my friends.  I developed a technique for using 
the cards that teaches people they already have 
what they need to acquire the future they want.  
I used the cards to show them this instead of 
passively expecting the cards to tell them the 

future.  We, I teach, create our own 
future, not some unknown magi-

cal energy.  I conveyed this fact over and 
over to those I read for, but it was about 
three years of using the cards before I be-
gan to hear this message for myself. 
It has been a combination of things that has carried me 
through and kept me from ending up like many of those I 
met in therapy - homeless, drug addicts and/or ex-cons.  The 
goddess worship period of my life ended when I acquired 
two abscessed teeth and my husband just shrugged his 
shoulders and said, “Sorry, I have tooth aches too but I just 
learn to live with it.”  He had never bothered to get insur-
ance for us.  For months I couldn’t eat, sleep and manage 
my emotions.  Each waking day was more pain and more 
anger.  I got so I never talked anymore, only screamed and 
cried, going to bed with a sore throat from the giant lump of 
anguish, stripped from screaming.  I knew I needed to make 
a change.  I needed to take control of my life in a way I never 
had before.  Today, six years later, I am about to begin a new 
journey in my life, perpetuated by the abscessed teeth. 

internet!

I think it was 1998 when we got our f irst 
computer and were hooked up to the inter-
net.  It was my highway to self-discovery 
and spiritual development.  There were so many 
websites on Wicca, witchcraft and the goddess religions.  
This was actually the begin-
ning of a relatively good 
period in my life and my 
marriage.  I wish I’d begun 
to realize that to fully turn 
my life around I needed to 
embrace my own goddess 
within and find my person-
al power.  But no, I was not 
yet ready to trust in myself 
that way.  My husband, 
through following my lead, 
began to serve me up a 
little more of the respect 
I deserved because he met 
some powerful women he 
became really close to.  These women demonstrated power, 
leadership and self-respect.  I was put in leadership roles and 
was shown that I have a lot to offer.  I began to make lemon-
ade from my life.

As a Baptist, I was taught that I was 
born an evil sinner and the only way out of 
it was to invite Jesus into my heart.  Before 
my third daughter was born, a beautiful product of a more 
tranquil period in my life, I had already come to the con-
clusion that all of my Baptist teachings as a little girl were 
designed to manipulate and control.  It was at this time that I 
devoured and embraced Marianne Williamson’s book, A Re-
turn to Love, after I saw her on Oprah.  Soon after, I joined 
an online Wicca and Witchcraft group.  I learned from the 
best books on the market about the feminist religions.  I read 
authors such as Starhawk, Scott Cunningham, Margot Adler, 
Raymond Buckland and Silver Ravenwolf.  I scoured the 
bookstores and the public library for anything I could get my 
hands on.  I shared the information with my husband and he 
followed me through sampling the Unity Churches and later 
the Unitarian Universalist churches.  Through them I 



Each first and third Wednesday of the month, my Tarot 
study group met at the used bookstore.  We met regularly for 
years.  I loved my group.  You really get close to people when 
you study and use the tarot cards together.  I had my tarot 
friends give me many readings while I was trying to decide 
what to do with my life.  After months of regular readings, it 
hit me like that morning in my bed years ago.  I knew what 
I would do without a doubt.  I would go back to school and 
get that anthropology degree that I have dreamed about for 
so many years.  I could apply anthropology to the tarot in 
a new way.  It was not obvious to me all the details of what 
that would entail, but I just knew for certain that this would 
be my next avenue.  The details would be revealed to me as 
needed.

Now, at the age of 46, I will be graduating with my Bachelor’s 
degree in Anthropology.  My studies center on Latin Ameri-
can cultures.  I am getting a double minor in Spanish and 

Women’s Studies.  It has been a chal-
lenging road but I am so happy 
that I have made the invest-
ment in myself.  I left my husband over 
three years ago.  We are still friends and try 
to put our children first.  My son and I were 
reunited about a year ago.  He lives only an 
hour drive away.  We are spending a lot of time 
together and cultivating a relationship.  It is 
healing for us both. 

My third daughter is ten years old right now 
and lives with me in the beautiful city of San 
Marcos, Texas.  Her beautiful spirit teaches the 
beatnik college culture about unschooling.  We 
live in an adorable old house with an awesome 
dredlocked art student just a couple blocks from the univer-
sity and the town square.  We walk everywhere.  I have lost 

eighty pounds.  I jog and work out in the gym regularly.  I 
am in better health than I have ever been.  
Many students look up to me and see me 
as wise and strong.  I must admit, I agree 
with them.
Using the study abroad program at the university, I have 
traveled some through Central America.  I am so hungry to 
explore that world more and write about it so that my

experiences might benefit me and others.  With graduation 
around the corner, it is time to move onto the next part of 
my life.  There are many options for a passionate anthropolo-
gist with my background.  Sitting at a desk from nine to 
five is not an option.  I am looking at non-profit organiza-
tions that may have me working in Latin America with my 

unschooled daughter by my side.  I don’t think of 
su icide ever anymore.  I have so much to 
which to look forward.  I see myself traveling with my 
daughter through Latin America, studying culture, “hanging 
out deeply” as we anthropologists do so well, learning more 
Spanish, writing for magazines and my autobiography.  I see 
myself continuing to turn my crappy childhood experiences 
into sweet lemonade well into the unknown future.

La Vonne Tobias Parker
 has been an unschooling mom of three girls for 18 years. 

After a career as a pattern-maker and designer in the 
Dallas industry, at the age of 40, La Vonne returned to col-

lege to fulfill a lifelong dream of obtaining a degree 
in Anthropology. She enjoys gardening, crocheting, 
self-teaching, cooking and juicing, and working out. 

La Vonne currently lives in San Marcos, Texas with her 
daughters and her awesome, art student  roommate.



As an aspiring photographer in the Pacific 
Northwest, I often found myself heading 
to Abiqua Falls - a little known hidden gem of a waterfall, 
tucked neatly away in the foothills of the Cascade Mountain Range 
in Oregon.  Having recently left the Information Technology field 
behind to pursue photography as a vocation, I pulled myself out of 
bed one morning last December to get some frozen waterfall shots.  
As I drove around second guessing my decision to leave a stable, well 
paying job, I once again found myself at Abiqua.  

In May of 2009, I had just about reached my breaking point.  I had 
been in the IT industry, in one capacity or another, since months 
after the Y2K scare.  Initially, the only reason was because I needed 
a job badly and my girlfriend’s mother, who worked for IBM, could 
land me a low level position.
4As the years went by, the pay increased with each new position and, 
in turn, so did the demands on my life.  It was never my plan to stay 
in IT.  But as the paychecks grew, my lifestyle expanded accordingly.  
Taking a queue from the mistakes of my parents, I never lived above

Finding Myself  at Abiqua

my means.  I can’t say I lived below them though 
either.  While I was saving some money, I was living 

right to the very last penny.  Over the years, this life-
style became the norm and I was now tied to the pay 
that this industry provided.  I had convinced myself 
that we were, indeed, living humbly.  The fact that 
we needed this paycheck just to maintain meant that 
there was no way I would be getting away from this 

There was never any down 
time.  But at least I would 
be able to retire a few years 

early.  Then I can travel, 
and relax, and really 

enjoy life, right?



job anytime soon.

My health was deteriorating.  I was doing a lot of 2nd and 
3rd shift work.  I was eating terribly, not exercising enough, and good sleep 
was a thing of the past.  I was now on call 24 hours a day, 7 days a week.  I was 
sleeping, and I use that term loosely, 
with my Blackberry on my pillow.  Even 
when I was not technically the guy on 
call, it was now instinct to check my 
email obsessively.  There 
was never any down 
time.  But at least I 
would be able to retire 
a few years early.  Then 
I can travel, and relax, 
and really enjoy life, 
right?

The end of my daugh-
ter’s school year was 
approaching swiftly.  
Being that she was only 
7 years old and that my 
wife works full time 
as well, our daughter 
was going to have to 
be placed in daycare.  
Daycare is by no means 
a death sentence, but 
it is in no way, shape, 
or form something my 
daughter wanted to par-
ticipate in.  It was about 
this time that I started 
re-working our budget.  
With the support of 
my wife, it had been de-
cided that we were going to make a quality of life decision for the betterment 
of our family.  I was quitting my job.

I would be lying to say that we weren’t a little 
bit scared.  This decision also drew more than one sideways glance 
from those that thought quitting my job in this economy wasn’t the act of a 
sound mind.  I held steadfast in my belief that we were doing the right thing.  
The problem was that as the weeks turned into months, we were backsliding 
financially and I needed to start bringing in some cash in short order.

The plan was to make a run at being a photographer.  Since moving to the

Northwest, we had enjoyed family hikes 
and driving through the Columbia River 
Gorge quite a bit.  I was now to become 
an avid hiker and take great photos of the 
places I visit.  The problem with the plan 

was that being a 
photographer in 
this part of the 
country is much a 

kin to being an actor or actress in Southern 
California - everybody does it.  Truly, for 
every amazing photo I got of a wildflower 
meadow set beautifully against a cascade 
peak, there were twenty or more photos 
I saw from other photographers that put 
mine to shame.  It was clearly time to step 
up my game and get serious about taking 
some real money shots!

The bread and butter prints for many a 

 I held steadfast in my belief that 
we were doing the right thing. 



landscape photographer in Oregon are those of 
frozen waterfalls.  They’re majestic.  On top of 
that, tourists aren’t out in force when the tem-
perature is in the single digits.  The second week 
of December provided a string of days when the 
waterfalls would be crawling with photographers.  
I had gone out and risked frost bite with many of 
them during the first day of the cold spell.  I cap-
tured many of the popular Gorge waterfalls in all 
their frozen splendor 
and took the next 
few days off.  It was 
all I could do to leave 
the warm cocoon 
of my bed on what 
was supposed to be 
the final day of sub 
freezing tempera-
tures.  I wanted to go 
to Abiqua Falls, but 
good gravy if it isn’t a 
two hour drive from 
home.  Add that 
to the fact that in 
order to get the good 
“morning light”, I 
would have to get 
out of the house mighty early.  Oh and I did men-
tion that it’s 15 degrees outside, right?  I loaded 
up my gear, my coffee, and my dog and headed off 
into the hills.  There was a chance I wouldn’t even 
be able to reach the trailhead if the road was too 
iced over or in any other way inaccessible, which is 
not uncommon.  But this was my chosen profes-
sion now, so it was stiff upper lip time.

During the long and often painfully slow drive to 
Abiqua, I began to question my decision making 
ability.  It was now December and I wasn’t close to 
scratching out a living.  We were now paying for 
groceries with credit cards and while my wife still 
supported my decision, I could tell her patience 
was wearing thin.  Was it time to give up?  How 
long could I keep doing this before I drive us 
headlong into financial ruin?  For everybody who 
chases a dream, there comes a point where you 
have to let go if you haven’t attained it.  It’s one of 

the great life deci-
sions that many 
people are forced 
to make along 
the way.  How 
much longer do I 
grind it out in AA 
Baseball before I 
call it quits and 
finish my degree 
in accounting?  
How long can I 
keep playing in 
this band without 
having enough 
money to buy 
more than Ramen 
noodles?  These 

decisions aren’t all tied to grand aspirations either.  Somewhere 
along the road to adulthood, most of us come to grips with the fact 
that what we are going to do in life is nowhere near as fun or impor-
tant as we had hoped.  For some strange reason, I was running my 
career path out of sequence.  I didn’t give my dreams a chance out 
of high school.  I went straight into the military for 8 years, then 8 
more in the office world.  Mid to late thirties seems like an odd time 
to start doing what you love for a living.

I was able to get to the trailhead and scurry my way down the un-
maintained trail with relative ease.  I reached the falls and they were 
absolutely more breathtaking than I could have ever imagined.  I 
un-holstered my camera and began to take as many “classic” shots as 
I could.  I would reset quickly and shoo the dog out of frame every 
time he dared to step into my field of view.  After about a half an 
hour, I packed my camera and started to make my way back up the 
trail.  Only the dog wasn’t leading the way down the trail as he is 
prone to do.  He was standing back in the basalt amphitheater look-
ing at me quizzically.

We were now paying for groceries 
with credit cards and while my wife 
still supported my decision, I could 
tell her patience was wearing thin.  

Was it time to give up?



This was my first time visiting Abiqua as a “photographer”.  I 
had been there, and many other places in the past with him, 
as a hiker.  It seemed as though he just couldn’t understand 
why we were leaving so painfully soon.  I looked back past 
him up at Abiqua without my camera in hand and I didn’t 
understand either.  This was, after all, one of my favorite 
places in the world.  Photography, sadly, had turned into 
work.  I had just spent a half hour taking pictures I thought 
other people would want to see.  I started back towards the 
falls, which instantly sent my dog into a long tongued gal-

lop around the currently frozen splash pool below the falls.  
We played, with no camera.  I sat, looked, and listened.  I 
released the stress that had compounded over the last few 
months from financial worry.  I then pulled my camera back 
out and began taking pictures of my dog, pictures of icicles, 
and pictures of curious ice patterns in the creek.  I was tak-
ing all the pictures I would have taken when we moved here 
three years ago, just with a more expensive camera.

There were a number of revelations that occurred to me over 
the next two hours of play and relaxation.  I had left a high 
paying job I hated, to turn one of my most pleasurable hob-
bies into a low paying job that was quickly headed down the 
same road.  If I couldn’t enjoy the positives of this “quality of 
life decision”, what good was it?  I had just spent an amazing

summer with my daughter that consisted mainly of hiking, 
backpacking, and sleeping in.  I had to find a way to enjoy 
these things and still pay the bills. 

We continued to downsize our lives.  We found great 
pleasure in saving money here and there, without ever 
sacrificing to the point of discomfort.  The amount of 
money I needed to make in order for us to get by continued 
to shrink.  At the same time, our satisfaction with life was 
becoming more robust.

I was so narrowly fo-
cused on making a liv-
ing out of my favorite 
pastime that it never 
dawned on me that 
there are many things 
I enjoy which could 
earn a modest liv-
ing.  I would continue 
trying to market the 
type of photography 
that I enjoy.  I would 
also, however, seek out 
employment of any 
sort that seemed like 
it would be fun and 
enjoyable.  That led me 
to writing.

I now manage to eke 
out a living as a writer/
photographer/radio 
host in Portland.  We 

live on a pretty tight budget, but we’ve never been happier.  
I might not be able to take my wife out to dinner quite 
as often as I used to, but she appreciates the clean house, 
folded laundry, and cheery disposition.

 
Adam Sawyer

is a writer/photographer based out of Portland, Oregon. 
He writes the bi-weekly column 

Portland Family Outdoors, is the 
co-host of the KEEN HybridLife Radio Show, 

and a tour guide for Portland Walking Tours. 
For more of Adam’s writing, reviews, and photos, 

visit AdamSawyer.com.



Lost



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  Lost the will, the stamina, the purposed effort.  
The will to create and do.  

My efforts of doing have been applied to the wrong deeds.

Mindless, numb thinking, in circles.  
Rotating and swirling down into the abyss of blindness. 

Hearing, but not seeing.
Clarity left.  

She slipped away almost unnoticed, yet abruptly.  
I missed her and knew she had taken her bow.

Yes!  Knowledge.  
The first step to getting my groove back.  

To rethreading the gears.

I hear my niche faintly calling through the fog.  
Self-absorption of circumstances and mindset has spun 

its ugly web of deception and defeat.  
Where has the woman gone who pushed the envelope 

with a belief system not so politically correct, 
long before it became progressive orthodox or mainstream?  

What happened to the woman who ushered myself and others 
into thought provoking evaluation of their own lives?  

Where is she?

She is reemerging.  
She is reaching and stretching through the hardened soil, 

groggy from years of dormancy.  
This is the year to relocate and reestablish that woman 

as a progressive and essential organism of society. 

Her existence will count. 

She will again become a force to be reckoned with.  
Her debut is imminent.  Her one act, one-hit wonder life is over.  

The horizon is looking clearer, my friend, 
and I am eagerly waiting to be center stage once more.

No more understudy life.

I’ve got the lead role and I’m running with it.



I wrote this passage at a time in my life 
when I felt I had no options left; when I real-
ized that depression and anxiety had stolen 
enough of  my life.  Not only my adult life, but nearly 
my entire life.  I now know that depression, in my case, is 
generational and, although I have not devoted much time 
to the scientific and genetic proof of this through research, 
I know that it can be a learned behavior as well.  If it is the 
only thing that you know, and the only behavior that you 

have witnessed, it becomes 
you.  All of you.  It became me.  
All of me.  I suffocated in the 
life that was given to me, but 
also the life that I was quickly 
learning, was continually cho-
sen by me as well.  Although 
a betrayal - two deaths of my 
beloveds within six weeks of 
one another - and chronic sick-
ness had consumed my time 
and emotional energy, I was 
beginning to realize that I did, 
in fact, have choices; choices 
to ingest and digest the soap 
opera that my life had become 
and decide what to absorb and what to expel.  I had had 
enough of my current mindset and wanted a change.  I took 
the time to reflect back on the happier and more productive 
times in my life.  What I found was a busy, hands on and 
proactive woman who was bold and unafraid and confident.  
Busyness counts for something.  I’ve decided that even if 
I don’t like a place, or an activity, or a job, that I will try to 
embrace it and all it has to offer as long as it keeps me busy.  
Busy hands are happy hands, in my case, and it makes for a 
lot less time for thinking and analyzing.  That is not healthy 
for me, as my mind begins to wander, and contemplate,  
worry, and second guess myself.

After realizing that I wanted a different life, I 
was angry and empowered all at once.  I wrote

the emotional vomit and felt unburdened afterwards, lighter 
than I had been in a very long time.  I was determined to 
become the woman that I knew was already inside me wait 
ing to come out.  It has been a long process of learning and 
discovery and it isn’t always easy, even now, but I am on the 
road to wellness and wholeness.  Currently, my book is being 
reviewed by a publisher and I write for several magazines.  I 
now live, work and travel full-time in an RV, and you can 
read about my unconventional life and experiences at www.
randomroadmama.blogspot.com. 

 

I had had enough of  my current mindset and wanted a change. 

Jennifer Figueroa 
prepared a brief YouTube video for you about 

herself and her submission:

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ex2C1FQUieI



Barb:  

One of the big messages we impart with each 
issue of REM is to slow down, listen to the little voices in 
your head and make changes that allow you to move closer to 
doing what you love and loving what you do.  This easily ap-
plies to work we do but is also very relevant to the relation-
ships we have with not only others but ourselves.

I often talk to folks who love this message and the feeling 
they get from the fantasy of doing what they love, but in the 
end feel powerless to make real change or, if change is made, 
it is short lived as they fall back into their well established 
patterns of routine, doldrums, feeling less than wonderful 
and fully alive, unloved and/or unappreciated, etc.  

Sarah: 

Yes!  There are several pieces to this.  Since 
most people tend to focus on the financial aspect, I want to 
tackle that first.  In our industrialized society, where educa-
tion is the key to doing ‘better’ (financially) than our parents 
(aka- success), the focus in childhood and adolescence skews 
the perspective of our entire lives.  Most of us get to middle 
age and have a crisis of longing for happiness rather than the
doldrums of the treadmill we’ve found ourselves on.  I’m 
finding that people are getting this longing earlier but lack-
ing an appreciable way to financially maintain the life they’ve 

Is Doing What You Love 
Realistic  for Everyone?

 

created for themselves and their families on said treadmill.  

I know many who have always had a latent dream or hobby 
and have simply begun by spending more time cultivating 
that - giving it the time it deserves and watching it blossom.  
For some, the dream is buried under so much dogmatic, 
societal B.S. that they spend years trying to ‘find themselves’.  
In my experience, this is often more wheel spinning and
squanders the NOW.  Living a life divergent from societal 
norms in premise yields an awareness found in many of 
REM’s stories - what we’ve been enculturated to believe are 
‘needs’ are not.  Usually they’re not even ‘wants’.  Getting 
to the root of our personal desires and actual needs is very 

revealing and empowering. 
Feeling unloved and unappreciated is another layer of the 
issue - more important and more difficult to face.

Barb:  

Ahh, love.  We’re all familiar with the maxim that says 
“you can’t really love another until you really love yourself ” 
and it makes at least esoteric sense to most of us, yet we are 
also conditioned to believe that putting our primary energy 
into the very personal wants and desires that drive us are acts 
of selfishness, and that’s bad, right?  Wrong!  I am reminded 

a  short conversation between publishers Barb Lundgren and Sarah Parent

What does it mean to live divinely selfish?



of a quote by Richard Bach, author and metaphysician, 
that has influenced me profoundly on the subject of self-
ishness and he said, “Anybody who’s ever mattered, anybody 
who’s ever been happy, who’s ever given any gift into the 
world has been a divinely selfish soul, living for his own best 
interest. No exceptions.”
 

What does it mean to live divinely selfish?  Let’s look at 
an average day in the life:  I awaken at the crack of dawn 
when my husband’s alarm goes off.  I know I have a busy 
day ahead and yet I am in the middle of a dream that I 
want to finish.  Rather than compel myself to get up and 
get busy I turn over, close my eyes and drift back to my 
dream, awakening 45 minutes later when it ends and my 
sleep feels finished.  I continue to give myself another 
beautiful chunk of time daydreaming before getting up, 
knowing (from experience) that when I feel rested and 
ready, my day will flow just as I wish.  What do I want to 
do today?  I consider the things that are on my schedule or 
those that must be done, and contrast them with other ac-
tivities that are occurring to me now that I see the weather, 
think about a friend, feel artistic or productive or contem-
plative or giving or fired up.  Everything shuffles and rear-
ranges itself as I establish new priorities for my day.  I have 
learned through much experience that my days will always 
feel joyful and full, my life rich and satisfying when I allow 
my world to reshape itself as a function of what feels good 
right now.  

Do I ever manage to get to all things that 
must be done?  What must be done?
 

Sarah:  

Only the individual can know their own 
perfect answer at any given time.  All of this 
comes down to having a deep, intimate connection with 
ourselves, our gut, our knowing, our spiritual selves, and 
our physical bodies.  And this takes some serious practice 
when we’re so externally conditioned.  For most people, 
there’s a void.  We fill it with food, shopping, gossip, fear, 
tasks - all manner of vices, things, and pretenses.  We’re so 
used to living with it and not addressing it that this is what 
feels normal – this surface life.  The side effects of this life 
are manifested in disease, discomfort, anxiety, bills we 
stress over, etc. that continue to unravel and perpetuate the 
dis-ease we call our lives.

So how do we get back in touch?  The answer 
is not really ‘how’, actually, but ‘when’.  NOW.  In this mo-
ment we can choose the words that feel authentic to our 
inner being, the foods that heal and nourish our bodies, 
the people with whom we choose to connect and relation-
ships into which we put our energies, the ways in which 
we spend our time, and the monetary and emotional value 
we put on our time.  If what we are doing, eating, speak-
ing is not feeling true to this, we must ask ourselves ‘why’.  
Then comes the enlightenment – the sometimes painful 
work that peels the layers away to reveal our bright and 
shining selves.  This is the most perfect gift we can give 
ourselves and others. 

Anybody who’s ever mattered, 
anybody who’s ever been happy, 

who’s ever given any gift into the world 
has been a divinely selfish soul, 
living for his own best interest. 

No exceptions.
Richard Bach



but the reality that comes with the awareness of an inten-
tional life is that we create and continually redefine these 
relationships.  We say, “Hello.  How are you?” to a stranger 
at the market or on the street.  Do we wait for the re-
sponse?  Does it matter?  Indeed, it does.  Every word that 
we speak is an expression of our being.  We choose to live 
on the surface or we choose to be honorable to ourselves 
and genuine to others.  It’s as simple as this:  Connect with 
the feelings in your body.  Be ever present.  Ask the ques-
tions to which you want the answers.  Speak truly from the 
feelings in your body.  Evacuate excuses and connect with 
your inner desires, intentions, dreams, and value.  Each 
word and action will be a genuine expression of self.  This 
is at the core of “doing what you love” – loving ourselves 
enough to truly FEEL and translating this into the way we 
live our lives.  Like learning a new language, the internal 
translation slowly fades to fluency as this becomes second 
nature.

 
Barb:  

This was a fun conversation.  
Let’s do more for the next issue, 
shall we?  

 

Barb:  

You state that the feeling of not being 
‘true’ to one’s thoughts or actions is a 
guideline for change and I couldn’t agree more.  
It really is all about feelings, not thoughts, as intellectual 
or well thought out they might be - in fact, it’s that kind 
of thinking that really messes with our ability to tune into 
how our body is feeling about a thing.  When we let go 
enough to abandon our intellectual justifications for our 
behavior and simply, very simply, allow our feelings to rise 
to the surface, we learn that our bodies always know in a 
way the brain does not what is right and desirable action.  
When we allow our brains to create thoughts and action 
based on how our body is feeling about a thing, we are 
then able to move toward making choices that feel the way 
we like to feel.  And there is no right way to feel as every 
person is not only different but changing all the time.

Begin thinking of life from this moment on as an ongoing 
experiment in feelings.  From the moment you open your 
eyes to the time you drift off at the end of the day, try sit-
ting quietly for a moment with your body and it’s feelings 
as you move through your day of activities, conversation, 
relationships, food, work and play.  What is your body 
telling you?  Do you feel tense and anxious for example 
or does your body feel relaxed and at ease?  When you are 
feeling dis-ease, imagine how you might make a change 
so that your body felt the way you want it to feel?  Experi-
ment with making that change, or at least begin imagining 
and fantasizing about making that change - envision the 
change.

Sarah: 

I can think of no finer place to begin than 
in our relationships.  We each live in a complicated, 
interconnected web with our families, friends, co-workers, 
and new people with whom we come into contact every 
day.  It may feel like a web that you have found yourself in

Begin thinking of life from this moment on 
as an ongoing experiment in feelings.

We say, “Hello.  How are you?” 
to a stranger at the market 

or on the street.  
Do we wait for the response?  

Does it matter?  
Indeed, it does.
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Listen to the mustn’ts, child, listen to the don’ts.

Listen to the shouldn’ts, the impossibles, the won’ts.

Listen to the never haves, then listen close to me.

Anything can happen, child, anything can be.

Shel Silverstein

Join us for our 15th annual international conference event!


