COMING HOME | ]

I’m obsessed with cults. It’s a running joke in my
family - anything that faintly smells a little bit culty is
something I will seek out, devour, consume. I think
my fascination with cults mirrors some of my own
disorienting experiences of having lost myself and
needing to find my way back home to my true self.

I have read lo so many books about women who have
rescued themselves from abusive polygamous
families. Their courage, grit and fortitude is inspiring.
These women were led into lions’ dens where their
purity and preciousness were ripped to shreds. They
had such wholesome hearts and were led straight into
abuse by those who should have protected them and
then they were surrounded by communities that
supported it all. Eventually, miraculously, finally a
light would go on in their hearts and once it did, they
could do nothing but run for salvation.

These rescue stories always get me. One day, a
knowing arrives that cannot be unknown. Once that
bell rings, it cannot be unrung. Everything looks
different and change must happen. I have had that
kind of knowing. I have heard that kind of bell. In a
season when holidays are upon us, it feels important
to invite us all to come home to our sweet selves.

COMING HOME PRACTICES
Read a Poem: Poetry can open inner doors that
Do some Art: The Art Way, Nov. 14 at 10 am - 1 pm; logic cannot. It may move you in
or spend some time create something mysterious ways, revealing something
beautiful that reflects how you are now; you didn’t know you knew;
Embodied Agency: Take a moment to breathe. Listen to a Song: Music magically moves our
Scan your body. Note where there is bodies, our souls and our true selves;
discomfort. Adjust to create comfort; Write Something: Try free-writing without
Go Outside: Let yourself soak in the sights, smells, stopping. Or dialogue with your younger
sounds and textures Mother Nature has self, your future self or write a letter from

present today just for your sweet self; the Divine to your present self.



