
Remembering Who You Are… 
    Remembering Who You… 
    Remembering Who….  



     ”What if the world is holding its breath -  

waiting for you to take the place  
that only you can fill?”    

~David Whyte 



 
Dear wild human beauties…. 

Dear ones who are the rushing torrents of desire for more, 
 You, who are the deep rooted ones standing tall and   
  flexible, 
   You, the weight of still boulders anchored   
    beneath soaring peaks,  



You, who are the skinny branches bending so far as if to 
break under the weight of it all, 

You, the immeasurable dark night skies, pin pricked with searing 
light, 

You, solitary wanderers, padding silently through landscapes of 
aloneness,  



You, wailing hungry wolves, fur gnarled and matted…. running wildly 

 in packs… 

   

You, tumbling seeds flailing for fertile soil, 

    

You… fragile fierce indomitable hummingbird hungry for sweetness 



You, fragile flower growing in the crack in the sidewalk, cut by 
your own confinement, aching for space to be all of you… 

You, desolate expanses of seemingly nothing… 

You who live awake in the arms of unseen forces. 

I welcome you…all of you. 





I call out to all of you and more of you….  
 You…. yes you!! 
  the one who is so Other than the life you are living.  
   
The one of you 
who daily picks up 
the tentative scent 
of something more 
for your life but 
is unable to follow 
the trail.   

I invite you now to STOP now. 
I invite you to carve out a shallow bowl of space and time, and 
step into its warm water.  Submerge…sink in… stop… listen. 



You are right.  

There IS something more. 

This life is NOT made simply for consuming,  

stumbling on lonely arguments,  

aching in your bewildered bones,  

longing for a love that you think is outside of you and 

unquenchable.  

There IS purpose here.  

I promise. 

YOU are here on purpose… 

Just as you are.  

You matter. 



Breathe now as your tired heart opens to allow the warmth of 
this time and space to sink in. 

Escape the cage of your routined mind and fly… 
soar through swaying tree tops and gain perspective.  

Look back at your life and see what is true.  
Can you see yourself? 

Can you see 
 the patterns of destruction, the wrong turns, the repetitive ways 

that do not feed you and lead you only to more pain? 



Stop… 
Stop now again. 

Return to your heart…to the place that is in your center that is 
only now beginning to feel held in this warmth. 

Breathe there and enter that truth…  
It may be a quivering place  

that is foreign to you… 
or someplace more like a feathered nest  

awaiting your calm. 



Can you bring some love to that place…right now?  
And now. 

There is so much that is unknown, but you know this place. 
Even if your mind can say absolutely nothing about this place, 

you can feel it. Can you feel its exquisite mystery and majesty? 
It is yours. 
Stay here…. 

This shimmering, incomprehensible place is yours and it can guide 
you. It knows you…  



YOU know when something feels right. 
…when you sense what is yours.  

This place is nothing that can ever be taken 
away. 

This is you… 
yours… 

unique, crystalline, genius, sacred, your 
illimitable and inexplicable design unlike any 

other.   
This is your poetry. 
Steal close in to it.  

 Lay your head upon its shoulders and lean 
into its fragrance.  

Feel its way…its sway…its numinous truth 
that is you.



This is ours to remember.  
If there is one thing that is more important than any other, it is to remember. 
Pick up all those scattered and tattered and wind blown, cast off, forgotten and 

dying pieces of you and bury them with love.  
They are no longer yours and you must allow the dying.  

Now return to this moment. 

Return to that warm, glimmering opalescent pool of your center and re-member.  
Truths of you will fly towards you, will rise from the ancient depth of this 
ocean of soul, will float in on a stream of invisible light that comes from 

nowhere and everywhere.  
Allow them in.  



 
Your body is 

an echo-
system.  

Your intricate 
watersheds 

and wild terrain 
are made to 

flourish with 
your true 

design.  
They are 

echoes of 
something far 
beyond this 
limited and 
confined 

existence we 
call our 

human life.  

You are integral to a universe of immensity. 
As you re-member, you will find the place for you in the world…. 

your Soul’s place… 
You will know yourself as a part of something far greater. 



There is a niche for you where you fit exactly…you bring it wholeness by 
belonging so completely to yourself.  

You are no longer afraid to fill the space.  

You are refreshed 

You are re-fleshed 

You remember 

You. 



~A gift to you…to remember~ 
By Jade Sherer  

In gratitude to all the image artists, known and unknown. 
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Stand Here 

Stand here 
where the scar was left. 

Sing and dance wildly. 
Story your truth into the world, 

flowing through your mouth like a 
river, 

this ancestral song. 

You have made this place 
your home. 

The Earth is not for you to own. 
Drink from her breast. 
Feed with her children.  

Listen, 
the Earth is speaking. 

Do you remember who you are? 

Your voice carries her song 
and, with it your own.  

By Joseph McCaffrey 
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