
The Guidebook



This book is dedicated to my 
sisters, Camille and Agathe; to 
my mother, Sylvie; to my 
grandmothers, Reine and Marie 
Therese; to my great 
grandmothers, Armandine and 
Marie Therese; and to all the 
women in my family whose blood 
and experiences I have had the 
privilege to share.



You exist on a spectrum.
To BE, really means to FEEL.

But when you were little, 
sometimes it wasn't safe to feel
at all;  and being you, didn't get
you the love that you needed.

You became half invisible: you 
put away the parts of you that 
seemed unlovable. As an adult, 
you continue to pretend your 
other half doesn't exist, because
it feels safer like this. Your 
other half stays in the dark.



But what if it were safe to 
become whole again? What if 
there was nothing wrong with 
you?

There is grace in your wounds. 
When you allow yourself to be 
whole, the world becomes whole, 
too: bringing love into fearful 
places is the antidote to hate 
and separation.



WHAT CAN I DO WITH THIS DECK?

You can use RECLAIM to:

. make sense of your 
emotions
. connect the dots in 
your psyche
. explore core beliefs and 
repressed feelings
. revisit the past
. make a decision
. help a friend
. complement a tarot 
reading
. understand someone



. check in with how you 
feel 
. inspire your creative 
work
. indulge in selfD care
. hold space for your 
truth

These cards are the jumpstart, 
but you are driving. Your 
emotional healing journey will 
take you to uncharted 
territories; it will push the 
boundaries of what you deem 
acceptable. 



EMBRACE YOUR DISCOMFORT.

Pain is neither good nor bad. It 
just is. It's just felt. 

It is the thoughts we attach to 
the feelings, that make us hurt.
Pain is a great catalyst, and 
every emotion is a gateway to 
another one.



HOW TO USE THE DECK:

On first use, get to know the 
cards by holding them in your 
hands: look at them, say the 
words aloud. 

Flick through this book for 
inspiration and spread ideas. 

Give up on thinking.

Welcome feelings and emotions 
within your being without trying
to understand them logically. 



Connect with your own 
experience. Feel everything. 

Allow images to take root in 
your mind. 

Follow the trail of feeling to 
your innermost self.

Journal, keep track of your 
discoveries!



IMPORTANT:

The purpose of this tool is to 
acknowledge the wide spectrum 
of the human experience. I want 
you to feel safe as you are 
using it: you are welcome to 
remove from the deck a card 
that hurts you. 
You are not expected to face 
something you are not ready  
face.



CARD SPREADS



TO CHANGE A CORE BELIEF

. what core belief am I attached 
to?
. what caused it to take root in 
myself?
. what is it shielding me from?
. how to uproot this core belief?
. what new belief can I plant in 
its place?



TO HEAL A CONFLICT

. what fear is expressing itself
through this conflict?
. what am I projecting onto the 
situation?
. what does my unconscious need 
me to know?



TO UNDERSTAND SOMEONE

. what emotion lies beneath their
actions?
. why do they feel this way?
. how can I help them?



TO REALLY FEEL A FEELING

. what am I feeling?

. why am I feeling it?



TO INTEGRATE AN ASPECT 
OF YOURSELF

. which aspect of myself wants 
to be made conscious?
. how does it manifest itself in 
my life?
. what would happen if I claimed
it as a part of me?



TO HEAL A MEMORY

. what memory am I feeling 
today?
. what was my lesson then?
. how can I honor the memory 
and move on? 



GLOSSARY



ABUSE

As a child, you were powerless 
to what happened to you. 
Repeated abuse wired itself into
your young brain and became 
your default programming: it 
was internalized. As an adult, 
you perpetuate the abuse 
through the same programming: 
it has become self imposed. 

Taking responsibility for the 
harm that was done to you 
doesn't mean that any of it was 
your fault. It means that you 



decide whether or not the abuse 
you suffered in the past will 
continue to rule your life.

ACCOUNTABILITY

Self accountability is the 
practice of acknowledging, 
validating and claiming 
ownership of your feelings. You 
have control over the way you 
feel. The past does not decide 
for you. You can choose not to 
attach pain to your thoughts; to
end the cycle of abuse; you can 
choose to forgive and you can 



choose to let go... when you're 
ready. The power is yours to 
reclaim. It was always yours: 
you just didn't know.

CORE BELIEF

“Nobody loves me.“ “I'm a liar.“
“Money is bad.“ “Life is hard.“
“I can't be trusted.“ 

Would a child feed themselves 
these terrible lies, or is 
someone doing it to them? Core 
beliefs are developed in 
childhood after exposure to 



trauma. It's a belief about 
yourself that you've become so 
attached to, that you hold it as 
the only truth. It is food for 
your inner critic. Your core 
beliefs are so embedded in 
yourself that they've become 
your identity. But your identity 
is not who you are: it is only 
the way you perceive yourself.

EMOTION

Emotion is a feeling seen 
through the lens of personal 
experience. When they are too 



painful, you store your emotions
in your subconscious, but this 
part of you is still feeling 
them. Then, you act them out in 
ways that don't make much 
sense... until you remember 
where they came from. There is 
no such thing as an appropriate 
emotional response.

FEELING

A feeling is a wave passing 
through you, animating every 
inch of your body. You are 
always in a state of feeling, but



you are not always aware of it. 
Your brain uses a library of 
stored memories to help you 
understand your reality. To 
truly feel, you must remove 
yourself from the thoughts and 
emotions that your brain has 
attached to a situation. Feeling 
is free of thought.

HEALING

Healing is not the end goal. It is
not a state of perfection. 
Healing is the process of moving
through life, noticing your 



wounds and allowing them to 
speak to you. Healing is being. 
It means “I am aware of my pain
and I am committed to loving 
myself regardless.“

RESISTANCE

Resistance is denying yourself 
the right to feel. Your 
perception of reality is shaped 
by your own past experiences: 
underneath your feelings of 
resistance is a fear of getting 
hurt, somehow. Your wounded 
self is trying to keep you safe.



Ask it: “WHAT ARE YOU TRYING 
TO PROTECT ME FROM?“
The first answer you receive is
most likely the right one.

RESPONSIBILITY

“I am responsible“ does not mean
“it's my fault.“ Being 
responsible means taking charge
of the way that you feel. It's 
taking ownership of your 
emotional response, and claiming
these emotions as a part of you 
–  even when they are 
temporary.



SELF 

The self is your identity. It is 
your conscious mind looking at 
itself and thinking: “this is me.“
The self is protective and 
anxious. It knows that you want 
to feel whole but it won't let 
you because it is attached to an 
illusion of who you are, and is 
afraid of being erased.
Talk to your self; say: “I love 
you, but I need to grow and it is
safe for me to do so. I believe 
that I deserve to be happy, and 
it safe for you to let me.“



SHADOW

The shadow is the sum of all 
the parts of yourself that you 
are hading away. In fact, you hid
them so well that you forgot 
about them. Shadow work is the 
practice of reclaiming your lost
half. It's remembering how to be
you.

THOUGHT PATTERN

Your brain is just like a 
powerful computer: it records 
your every thought and emotion, 



and uses them as reference to 
analyze every new situation. 
Your brain makes connections 
and decisions based on what it 
knows; this is how it protects 
you. If you think the same 
thought often, your brain 
creates a shortcut and it 
becomes default. Emotions are 
powerful: when the wounded self
distorts reality, you get stuck 
in selfD hate, distrust or any 
belief that you hold as true 
instead.



VULNERABILITY

Vulnerability is not weakness: it
is allowing yourself to be, to 
feel and to express your truest 
self even if it means showing 
your pain for all to see. 
Vulnerability is selfD love. It 
doesn't just mean having a 
public meltdown... although it 
happens, too. It's also: serving 
with intention, being honest with
yourself and with others.



HOW TO INTERPRET THE CARDS:

The following pages are filled 
with my own mental images 
translated into words, to give 
birth to your own mental images.
For each card, I wrote a short 
poem. These are not definitions:
we all have our own feeling 
experience and I want to honor 
that. Every word will hit you 
differently. Allow them to take 
a life of their own in your 
mind.



ABSENCE is when I refuse to be 
in the body; when heart and mind
become strangers; when the soul
escapes because it is no longer 
safe to inhabit the wounded 
vessel. Absence is when the 
earth vanishes into the night. 
Absence is a moonless sky; it's 
the light that hits me long 
after the star ceased to glow. 
It's the empty belly; the missing
face in the photo.



ACCEPTANCE is when the wounded
body becomes a home and I stand
quietly under its crumbling door.
The skies could collapse on my 
head but I choose to stay here, 
because I know it is safe. It is 
my birthright to live in the 
home I have chosen; no matter 
how shattered, no matter how 
empty. It is safe to just be, and
let you be with me.



ANGER is when my needs are not 
met and I want to break the 
silence. When I cannot bear to 
feel so much, so I take it out on
a world as mad as me. Anger is 
the fire in my gut asking to be 
freed. It has a way of making 
me say what I didn't mean.



APPRECIATION is a quiet joy, 
when my heart beats softly and 
my hands tremble with the 
summer breeze. It's smelling 
roses and they smell good 
enough. Appreciation is seeing 
the value in the unseen. It's 
giving thanks before being given
anything.



ARROGANCE is failing to see 
your value because I cannot see 
mine. It's faking greatness to 
convince myself that I belong in 
the light. Your kindness scares 
me. It makes me feel small; I 
need to walk over you to feel in
control.



ATTACHMENT is rooted in the 
fear of losing everything I dare
to love. It's merging with a 
feeling to the point of losing 
touch with my true identity. My 
things and I are bound so tightly
that I cannot tell them from me.
My pain and I are bound even 
tighter: losing it would be 
losing me.



BETRAYAL is breaking the trust 
that was placed in me by a 
loving hand. That hand may well 
have been mine. I betray when I 
pretend to ignore the value in 
myself. I betray when I take 
more than what was given. I am 
betrayed when my boundaries and
crossed; when my body, my mind 
are taken advantage of.



BLAME is holding a mirror to 
you, hoping you will take the 
responsibility away from me. 
You hand it back to me, but I do
not want it. The mirror grows 
wider, thicker until the whole 
worlds fits into it and suddenly 
no one can remember who it 
started with.



BOREDOM is when the world is 
standing there but I am afraid 
to join it. Not because I can't 
but because I don't think I 
should be. Boredom is thinking 
my hands are too small for my 
dream so I stay here, invisible 
and tiny. I am safer when I 
remove myself from a world 
that pretends it doesn't need me.



CHANGE is snake skin, petals 
falling. It is the water and the 
wind. Change is the end, the 
beginning and everything in 
between. It's the blood rushing 
to the beating heart; the cells 
born every second; the thoughts 
bouncing back and forth. 
Embracing change is accepting 
the everD mutable nature of life
and loving the little deaths 
along the path. 



CLOSURE is not saying goodbye 
and it's not forgetting. It's 
walking back and saying “thank 
you for teaching me about 
myself.“ it's looking at the past
with peace in my eyes. When I 
make sense of the pain, all the 
pain goes away.



CONFIDENCE is knowing I am 
strong and worthy of my dream. 
It's standing tall, ready to face 
the wind. It is meeting the world
halfway and not shying away 
from what I truly want to do 
and be and say. Confidence is the
path of knowing my worth and 
allowing the worlds to mirror 
everything I have to offer.



CONFUSION is not knowing what 
to do because I don't remember 
who I am. If only I could trust 
that my heart already knows 
what's right for me. But my 
heart is quiet. I shut down the 
lights a long time ago.



CONNECTION is the thread 
between my heart and yours; 
between my body and my soul. It 
is the sap rushing to the tree's 
every branch and every leaf, so 
I can breathe, and my breath 
fills the air; the tree takes it 
back and grows bigger; it 
breathes into more of us until 
the whole world inhales, exhales 
and gives birth to more of us. 
We plant more trees to keep 
breathing together.



CONTEMPT is pushing away the 
part of you that resembles me 
because I am not brave enough to
accept it as a part of me. I am 
not ready to be full of my pain 
so I throw it at your face, 
hoping you'll run away with it. 



CONTROL is the spider weaving 
her web in a haste. It's holding 
on to people and places and 
feelings that make me feel safe
even when they're unsafe to hold
on to. Because the world i've 
built in my head is an illusion 
that keeps me from seeing that 
I feel powerless. 



COURAGE is being afraid and 
doing the thing anyway. It's 
saying no but my yes is louder. 
Fear dares me to walk through 
her and I know that when I do, 
the fear will remain and grow 
bigger: I will keep walking 
through and through. The fear 
will never go away so I might do
it anyway. 



CRITICISM is a voice from the 
past written into my skull, 
printed onto my ears, stuck in 
front of my eyes. It's a poison 
that runs in my blood. It's the 
words I tell myself in the dark,
learned from another wounded 
soul who likes to point at all 
the things that they couldn't do 
right.



CURIOSITY is saying yes to 
opportunity. I am curious when 
the excitement of discovery is 
stronger than my fear of 
getting hurt. I am curious when 
I dare open the door to 
possibility, unsure of what the 
future holds but sure that it 
knows where to take me.



DEFEAT is giving up before I get
started. It's believing I can't, so
why bother trying. It's burying 
my dream because it hurts too 
much to think that I could fail 
at bringing it to life. It's 
looking at myself and only 
seeing the scars while I miss 
out on the light that runs under
the skin. 



DENIAL is when I pretend not to 
feel. Lies pour out of my mouth,
my ears fill with cotton and my 
eyes get foggy. But the truth 
will find a way out of my body 
when I am not looking. From the 
darkness a great light will come
knocking and remind me of how I
feel; how I made them feel; what
I've done and what was done to 
me.



DESIRE is the raw material, the 
itch in my heart. It is the spark
that fuels the will. It's the pure
dream born of my gut, begging 
to be seen. It is the fruit of my
soul, forever expanding. But a 
wounded soul produces oddities. I
am the judge of my own desire, 
the sole creator and executor of
my destiny.



DESPAIR is lying still at the 
bottom of an ocean, heavy as an 
anchor with a head full of 
dreams. In those dreams I reach 
for the surface and a wave 
takes me to shore. But the 
dreams never come true. I never 
see the surface. I never reach 
the shore; I am lying still in a 
great darkness and no one is 
coming.



DETACHMENT is a departure 
from the self; from one 
another; from the place where I 
belonged. It's letting go because 
it's time to go. Detachment is 
not abandoning, but allowing 
myself to be free of thought, 
free of pain and free of you, if
that's the best thing to do.



DISAPPOINTMENT is not seeing 
the beauty in our differences; 
the grace in my mistakes; the 
value in my shortcomings. It's 
hoping and not getting because 
you failed to believe in me, so I
stopped believing, too. Look at 
me. I am not you. Don't make me 
do what you couldn't do and 
pretend that I betrayed you. 
Cheer me on and I will heal both
me and you.



DISCONNECTION feels like I lost
a part of me. I float in the 
heavy air and I watch my legs 
float away from me. I was once 
whole and now I am too. I was 
once whole and you were there, 
too. Disconnection is an illusion 
rooted in a heartbreak that was 
real. There is nobody here but 
me. There is nobody here: I have
left my body.



DISCOURAGEMENT is when my 
hands are worn out from trying 
and failing; when I don't see the
full picture; when i'm obsessed 
with the last fall. If I rest for
a moment, will I miss my chance 
to make it all the way? Is it 
okay to pause and catch my 
breath; make sure I still want 
all the things that I wished for 
when I was suffering?



DOUBT is needing to know what's
on the other side. When ic an't 
see the blessing in messing up, 
when there is no room for 
error. I climb up the ladder with
a weight on my chest and I poke 
a hole in the wall to peek at the
other side. But the future is 
empty. It hasn't happened yet. It
was always up to me.



ENVY is wanting something I 
don't have. Not because I need it,
but I need it to feel whole; I am
not small, no, but I feel small 
and the hole in my heart needs 
filling. Envy is wishing for 
someone else's dream because my
own feels unattainable.



EXPRESSION is telling the truth 
of who I am and what I want and
what I feel. It's putting on a 
show to inspire the world. When 
I breathe, it blooms and glows. 
It grows. My silence is my 
grave. My power is my voice. 
It's turning all the lights on in 
a quiet house.



FAIRNESS is restoring balance in
the place of chaos; opening the 
door to forgiveness and love. 
Justice and freedom go hand in 
hand: what is freedom without 
boundaries? There is a middle 
between your happiness and 
mine. There is a spot that feels
right. 



FAITH is trust with a pinch of 
doubt. It is not like knowing: it 
is wanting to know that I want; 
that the seeds will come out of 
the ground, that they will reach 
for the sky and I will be there 
to watch them grow into 
gorgeous flowers of light. Faith
is tricking myself into knowing 
for sure that everything will be
alright. 



FEAR is the absence of knowing 
and the mother of pain. It is 
half the root of our humanity. 
Fear is knowing there is an end,
but not knowing after each end 
is another beginning. There is 
no way out of fear. The only 
way out is by walking right 
through it. 



FORGIVENESS is remembering but
choosing to love anyway. It's 
when you hold my hand after I 
tried to give it away. When I 
look in your eyes and I see a 
sparkle where there used to be 
tears. It's looking at my scars 
and they glow underneath. It's 
moving on, not because I have to 
but because it is fair to me and
you. Forgiveness is choosing 
that the past doesn't choose for
me.



FREEDOM is letting the world 
take me where I am meant to be.
It's giving purpose a chance; 
living according to me. I am 
alive because I said so. I am 
free when I let myself feel 
everything. When fear becomes a
friend instead of an enemy. 



FRUSTRATION is not a block on 
the road: it is a block in 
myself. There is no point on 
hating the block or even the 
mind that created it. I am better
off loving the mind that won't 
believe and the hands that feel 
incapable. Frustration is an easy
fix for a willing soul.



GRIEF is the memory locked 
inside a tear. When my tear hits
the ground it grows into a 
plant. I cultivate a garden of 
memories –  some painful, some 
happy. Grief is learning to live 
without a dream that didn't come
true. Small things need grieving,
too. There is no forgiveness 
without grief, no acceptance 
either. Grief is a doorway to all
that life has to offer.



GUILT  is a heavy loaf on my 
shoulders, a devil I used to be. 
It is the ache in my skull when I
poke at the memory. I didn't love
the teacher but the lesson was 
good. I didn't know before. I was
fooled. Guilt is the voice that 
whispers in my ears that I do 
not deserve to breathe. It is the
blaming hand, the dull ground 
under my feet, cold and 
accusing.



HATE  is when fear fills my 
belly and wakes up the child 
that was asleep in the dark. The
child says “protect me“ and my 
mouth opens to let the fear out.
It grows into a giant that 
breaks everything it touches and
spread fear everywhere it goes.



HOPE is pretending that 
everything will be okay when I 
don't really know. Hope is a 
child of faith. It is the bird 
sitting in the nest, unsure that 
the egg will hatch but staying 
regardless. Hope is a smiling 
face on a rainy day. It's 
picturing a better world and 
choosing to believe that we can 
give it birth.



HUMILIATION is when judgment 
pierces through my skin. I only 
show them the shame: they 
mirror it back to me. But those 
wounds will scar and the scars 
will tell a story: the story of 
my strength, for all of them to 
see. 



HUMILITY is kneeling in front of
a single flower, in complete 
fascination for its simple 
beauty. It's knowing that I am no
better or bigger or wiser than 
this flower in front of me. It's 
sitting quietly in appreciation 
of everything that I am and 
everything that they are. It's 
letting another soul share what 
they're seen and fit their 
wisdom next to mine, adding 
value to my reality.



IMPATIENCE  is obsession with a 
dream I don't fully believe in. it
is the flaw in my excitement. 
It's hurrying along to the other 
side of fear, hoping with all my
heart that the dream will be 
there, waiting for me. But the 
dream has gone. I scared it off 
with my disbelief.



INHIBITION is a flower shying 
away from the sun. it is the 
dream not chased, the voice 
drowned in a crowd because it 
felt inadequate. It's sheltering 
within because the world has 
grown too mean. It's giving up 
because the light I seed burns 
when I look at it, so I walk the 
other way, hurt and defeated.



INJUSTICE  is imbalance. It's 
knocking the moon over and she 
spills out darkness. If I am 
responsible then we are all 
responsible. If I am sorry then 
you should be sorry, too. What 
you do affects me. What I do 
affects you. 



INSECURITY is when my feet are 
too frail to be with the earth 
and plant themselves where they
belong. It's feeling unsafe 
because I never got a chance to 
bloom. It's doubting that what I 
want is within my reach and 
failing to see that I deserve 
what I wish for, every night 
when I go to sleep.



INTEGRITY  is being full of 
myself. There is nothing more 
beautiful than a world full of 
people full of themselves. There
is no vanity in being no more 
and no less than my self; in 
speaking from the heart; in 
letting love guide my choices. 
Integrity is brave.



JEALOUSY is being afraid to lose
you because I feel unworthy of 
the love I crave from you. My 
heart breaks a little when you 
smile. I am never warm inside. I 
worry the love I give won't be 
given back.



JOY is in the breath. It is the 
breath. It's the space above my 
head at night, the invisible 
threads between my arms and the
constellations. Joy is walking 
barefoot in the air; it's 
swimming naked in a lake and 
the water embraces you. The 
water becomes you. You were 
water all along.



KINDNESS is a gift that keeps 
on giving. It's a feather on my 
cheek; a warm blanket in the 
winter. It's what I do for you 
and what you do for me. It's 
giving without expecting 
something back; giving for the 
sake of giving. It's lending a 
hand to a broken man who forgot
how to say thank you.



LIMITATION  is being small on 
purpose. Not that smallness is 
bad, but choosing fear over 
growth is telling the world I 
don't have what it needs. It's 
saying no, I can't. No, I 
shouldn't and making up reasons 
to disappear into the walls I've 
built between ma and my fate. 
Limitation is not imposed: it is 
chosen long after the walls were
lifted away. 



LONELINESS  is the last petal on
a rose, the last leaf on the 
tree. It's believing I don't belong
and staying here, in the middle, 
hoping someone will take me. It's
not seeing the thread of light 
between you and me because I am
too heartbroken and no one 
taught me that love is there 
even when I cannot feel.



LOSS  is absence without hope. 
It's the end when I didn't want 
it. It's the hole in my heart, the
space you left when you 
disappeared. Loss is being 
without. Can I lose and still 
love? Can a memory be enough? 
Can I lose and still be loved?



LOVE  is the mother of all 
things. It has no end and no 
beginning. It stands still on the 
air and holds everything 
together. Like an ocean under 
the ocean, like the heart within 
each heart and the star that 
appears when you look at 
another: love goes on forever.



LUST  is joining forces. It's 
being in the body, with a body, 
connected like an octopus; 
holding tight and letting go. 
There shall be no shame in lust 
or else it is wasted. Lust is 
expressing love by way of 
physicality. It's always love 
even when we don't want it to 
be.



PASSION is not acquired, it is 
tapped into. It isn't real until I 
act on a feeling that I cannot 
explain. My hands tingle with 
impatience while the world is 
sitting there like a blank 
canvas, waiting for me to throw
my colors at it.



PATIENCE is wise and free. It 
does not respond to fear for it 
know all too well that things 
unfold on their own, and letting 
them in being strong. Patience is
trusting that i'll be okay, 
eventually. It's knowing that i've
done my best and I should not 
worry.



PEACE is standing at the 
crossroads between past and 
future, in the spot where I don't
need to think. It's a dream; a 
fleeting feelings that I 
constantly chase when it has 
been with me since the 
beginning.



PERSEVERANCE is using my 
stubbornness to turn a no into a
yes. It's meeting my dream 
halfway: the first half is 
action, the other half is trust. I
persevere because I am willing 
to learn. There is value in 
failure; it's a lesson for the 
most curious of us.



POWER is showing up when nobody
asked me to. It's joining the 
conversation. It's knowing 
dreams comes true when I get 
behind the wheel. Power if 
feeling safe in my ability to 
face the obstacles in front of 
me. I am most powerful when I 
trust completely.



POWERLESSNESS is power without
presence. It's a deflated balloon.
It's not knowing I have a say in 
my circumstances. There is 
power in knowing I am the sole 
owner of my life. There is 
power in fear, too. At any 
moment, I could choose to be 
free.



PRESENCE is being here: in the 
body, in the heart, in the world 
and in the soul. It's a trip to 
the center of myself; the 
conscience within the walls I 
have chosen, the love under my 
skin. It's staying here with it 
all even when it hurts a ton. 
Presence is being vulnerable.



PRIDE is needing the world to 
know that I know who I am, when
I am the one who needs 
convincing. Pride holds a little 
bit of shame in its center; a 
soft spot that hurts when you 
touch it. It's my weakness. It's 
shouting louder than the fear I 
am fighting to keep secret.



PROTECTION is the arm I put 
around you because I remember 
feeling small and I don't want 
you to feel the way that I used 
to. You don't need to know how 
bad it is out there. I keep you 
safe in my body, in my arms. 
Sometimes I become small on 
purpose and crawl into the shell
that shields me from a world 
that could take it all away from
me.



PURPOSE is the song of the soul.
It's the reason I was born, the 
secret wire connecting each 
experience. It is not meant to be
found in the world, but 
recognized in myself. It is my 
heart tugging at my hand, eager 
to breathe into a vision.



RAGE is when the fires of 
injustice burn inside me, 
begging to be freed. I let a 
flame out of my finger, and 
another once, and another one 
until all my fingers come alive. 
With my hand I set fire to the 
world and the world says “I'm 
sorry. I didn't see you.“ Rage is 
a beast that stumbles in the 
dark it's a chaos that wants to 
be seen.



 REGRET is wanting to go back 
and do it all over again. Regret 
is felt the second I miss the 
chance and it lingers long after
it's gone. I feel it in the 
morning before I open my eyes. I
feel it when I close them at 
night. I never cease to remember
the emptiness; the blank 
memory. The ghost of a missed 
opportunity.



RELEASE is when there is no 
more reason for remorse or 
regrat. It is all love, all 
tenderness. Memories take on a 
new shade and the feelings 
change, too. I warm up at the 
thought that used to make my 
stomach churn. I am okay.



RESPECT is observing the 
boundaries that you set for me. 
It's leaving signs for the world 
to know how to speak to me, how
to touch me or not touch me at 
all. Respect is an exchange of 
trust that only works both ways.
It only works when I care enough
to see you as a part of me.



RESENTMENT  is holding on to 
the feeling that broke me. When 
I am hurt but I keep quiet until 
of wound gets itchy. I take it 
out on you. You throw it back to
me. Resentment is a fight 
between two souls blinded by the
light of their own suffering.



RESILIENCE is knowing that life 
is made of lessons and each one 
must be cherished. The more I 
learn the closer I get to putting
my perfectly imperfect self 
back in my body perfectly 
imperfect body; a body that is 
brave and knows that trying and
failing is more valuable than 
failing to try at all.



REVENGE is the desire to make 
you feel the pain that you awoke
in me. It arises when I am 
wronged, when I cannot bear to 
watch you walk away, proudly 
and unharmed. I must push you 
away. I have lost faith. I take it
upon myself to tip the scales.



SADNESS is walking in the 
summer rain because it feels 
warm and the water that seeps 
out of my eye smells like old 
roses. It's a blanket on a heavy 
heart; a cloud above my head. 
It's an old friend, a lover I miss
because of the way they held me,
one particular morning. Sadness 
is crying and enjoying it 
because it means that I'm alive. 



SCARCITY is looking up and 
thinking I am due something that
I forgot to claim. It's ignoring 
how rich I really am. It is the 
wealth within my bones, the 
warmth in my heart, the beauty 
in my soul, that I cannot see. 
It's the bare soil under my feet.
My empty hands. It's choosing to
be unhappy because changing 
scares me.



SECURITY is my two feet on the 
ground. From my feet, roots are
shooting. The roots reach for 
the earth. The light of the 
earth shoots out of my soul, out
into space and beyond every sun 
in sight. I am one with the 
earth, one with the night. I am 
the tree that keeps on growing. 
I am anchored into pure love and
into every planet. I become love.
I am infinite.



SHAME is the wound that will not
close despite all my efforts and
the tears I pour into the broken
skin and the old bone. When I 
want to but I cannot scream. 
Shame feels like it's my fault 
even when it's not. It lives in 
the body that I lo longer touch.



SINCERITY is heartfelt. I am 
giving you a piece of what I 
feel without holding back. If 
what I feel is pain then you will
get a taste of pain. If I feel 
love then you will get a taste of
love. If what I feel is numb then
you will go numb, too. Sincerity 
is telling my truth regardless. 
And when I am true, they notice.
 



STABILITY is finding balance 
among the storms that rage in 
the night. It's pausing to collect
my thoughts and my urges; 
taking notice of my breath, of 
the wind gushing through my 
hair, tangling and knotting away.
It's undoing the knots, calmly 
and with purpose. It's knowing 
that the peace that lies beneath 
all this intensity can never be 
taken away from me.



STILLNESS is a little peace. It's 
a feeling I notice, a little boat 
on the river. I watch it float 
by, without interrupting. 
Stillness is a soft wind in the 
spring; a teardrop in the 
morning, running down my sleepy
cheek. It's being here, now, 
knowing that now is all I have 
and being okay with it.



STRENGTH is rising from the 
ground after a heavy rain. It's 
the kindness in my heart. It's 
knowing I am safe as long as I 
love and this love is my shield. 
It is the fire and air, the water
and the earth embodied together.
Strength is seeing through the 
pain the promise of a joyful 
day. It's moving forward but 
never forgetting how I got here 
in the first place.



SUCCESS is meeting my dream 
after believing enough to make 
it real. I am successful, not 
because I can but because I 
believed I could. Success is felt 
long before it happens. It's a 
product of love, a child of faith
in a new beginning. Success is 
when the stars align because I 
made them; because I was 
grateful for the stars to begin 
with.



SUPPORT is when I've got you and
you've got me. It's the block 
under a crooked table; the salt 
in the dead sea. I don't need 
your support but it's nice to 
have it. When I am afraid, 
support is the air under my 
wings; the floor beneath my 
feet that I take for granted but
never fails to hold me.



SURRENDER is another word for 
letting go. It's looking and 
something and seeing what's 
missing, but loving it as it is, 
with the absent pieces. It's 
taking a leap forward, not 
because I know it is safe but 
because I trust that it will be, 
somehow. And I know the future 
holds a light I cannot see but is
worth every fear I have to face 
in order to get there.



TRUST is a warm presence, a 
knowing within. I cannot explain 
how I know what to do, how I 
know where to go and I cannot 
tell you how I see with eyes 
closed, beyond the shadows and 
the tombs of past experience. 
Trust is choosing love. It's 
growing a garden of faithful 
flowers. From each flower 
grows a new love and from this 
love grows a whole world for me
and you.



UNWORTHINESS is the unbearable
pain of not belonging. It's 
failing at getting love because I
could not love myself. It is the 
curse of the unwanted; the 
unconscious punishment of those
who weren't held enough.



VALIDATION  is holding your 
hand through the tears without 
trying to stop them. It's 
laughing with you, feeling with 
you. It's holding space for 
everything that you are and you 
do the same for me, because 
flowers need room to grow and 
there is grace in accepting 
difficulty. Validation is shining 
a light on the shadows and they 
reflect our beauty.



WEALTH is allowing; knowing how
bountiful I am. From my belly 
sprouts a seed; I put it in the 
ground. It grows into a plant 
and I water it with my tears. 
They could be tears of joy or 
tears of fear. It does not 
matter: the earth will take 
anything. Where there was a seed
is now a forest. Where there 
were tears is now an ocean; one 
big happy planet, full of life 
and grateful for it all.



WORRY  is wrapping myself in a 
blanket of fear. It follows me 
to bed and sneaks into my head, 
little monster that won't be 
still. Worry ceases when I take 
my thoughts and put them in my 
heart. It ceases when I choose to
trust, because it hurts less than
to picture all the ways that I 
could fail. 
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