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Chapter 1
Did Somebody Take You Away?



			It always comes back to Story.


			Your Author proclaims you are not who you think you are, and your story is not what you think it is.


			And one six-year-old girl’s story helped change mine forever. It influenced me to write this book.


			A mother put her baby girl into her crib. She probably sang lullabies to her in Spanish and marveled at how much a mother could love a child. Mija. She stepped back and admired the beautiful daughter she had longed for, now finally resting in a peaceful sleep.


			An adult can look into the mirror over the course of several years and see the gradual effects of the passage of time. But there are “glitches” when a parent can almost pause time and, in an unveiled moment, the same deteriorating and aging eyes in the mirror can clearly see the brevity of life while observing their growing children.


			Kids can grow up seemingly overnight. Perhaps the mother gazed down at her sleeping daughter and realized she needed to memorize these daily moments before they were gone.


			Hours later, everything changed. A fire engulfed her daughter’s bedroom. The lifelong dream of having a daughter ended in minutes. The mother was unable to rescue her love. Her daughter was gone. The fire was so extensive and the heat so great there were no remains left.


			Though her baby was gone, the mother never completely let go of the love she had for her daughter. Though her daughter and time passed, her love never did.


			A few years later, the woman was at a child’s birthday party, surrounded by kids, each child a reminder of how things could have been if her daughter was still alive. How many times in the last six years or so did she wonder if her daughter could have been like yet another little girl before her.


			And at this party, she fixated her attention toward another random six-year-old girl who reminded her of herself and what her daughter would have looked like if she were still alive.


			Her hair would have probably been the same color and length. Those eyes. Those deeper-shade-of-brown eyes reminded her of her own mother, passed down to another generation. How tall would her daughter be now? What would her personality be like?


			But something was different this time. This birthday party was different. This little girl before her was different from any other six-year-old girl she had encountered before.


			She is my daughter.


			A mother knows these kinds of things. But how could this be? This six-year-old girl right in front of her? She stood out from all the other kids running wild at the party. Something awoke inside the mother. A memory of the last time she’d put her daughter down to sleep.


			Though other kids at the party stopped for no one and continued running and screaming in joy, the ticking clock of life paused as the mother gazed into the eyes of the girl in front of her. All was quiet around her. Except for the woman’s own voice in her head.


			She is my baby.


			But how could the girl in front of her be her daughter? Her daughter had been killed in a fire six years before. But the screaming kids at a loud birthday party could not quiet the voice in her head.


			What could she possibly do if her little girl was no longer dead and was now at the party accompanied with her “parents”? Did she rise from the dead? She could not go to the parents and say, “Your daughter is mine. I am taking her home now.” Right? The woman went to the little girl in secret and told her she had gum in her hair and that she could help her take it out. The mother took a few strands of the girl’s hair.


			Through DNA testing, she discovered the girl was her daughter.


			She later found out that someone had abducted her infant daughter and burned down the house to cover up the crime.1


			You and Me


			When I read this story several years ago, I thought I was like that little girl. I too believed someone’s lie, which influenced me to believe I was somebody other than who I was meant to be. I lived somebody else’s lie. I believed in a coming death sentence. This lie changed my life.


			I sometimes still struggle with my old false identities and fear of death today. I have come to believe that, to varying degrees, you are also like this little girl. To varying degrees, we have each believed lies about who we are.


			Have we, in a sense, been taken away from our true home and groomed to live a lie apart from who we really are? As we wander and drift away from our true Story, are we living in the fullness of liberty and strength? In our relationships, do we freely move and grow in full faith and confidence? Or are we stuck in broken ways, entangled in the webwork of invisible scars from old physical and spiritual injuries, weakened by our beliefs that we are who someone else has defined us to be?


			Deception is the most powerful tool used against us. How often do you and I know in the moment that we are deceived? What lies are you and I living without even knowing we are living a lie? Can we get back to who we really are?


			This is at the heart of what we will explore in this series.


			A Little About My Backstory


			A life-changing death in my family “abducted” me and rooted deep within me, influencing what I believed to be my identity and fate (more on that later). Unseen wounds and injuries locked me and restricted me within myself, like an internal mobile and invisible prison.


			I grew up wanting to participate in the healing of others as well as my own. I became a physical therapist to literally get my hands on what ailed fellow wounded travelers in life. Along the way, I learned how our physical challenges are interrelated with our internal spiritual victories and losses.


			I also learned about story structure and started a fictional series moving from the beginning of time and through the eras of slavery, the Mayflower, and the Revolutionary War. I hope to take that story from the past to our present and into our hope in a full-of-light future.


			The story of the mother and her abducted daughter illustrates how the system we live in attempts to abduct us away from home and attempts to define, identify, and groom us to place our trust in untrustworthy sources.


			But Someone refuses to believe the lie of your death. Someone refuses to believe you have no more remains. Someone has not given up on you and draws you closer to tell you who you really are and to reveal your Story—the one you are not aware of.


			Spiritual Injuries Invite a Spiritual Question


			We each have our individual painful stories. We have our mental/emotional/spirit and physical injuries. We have our wounds. Our injuries and wounds limit and restrict how we move. We each desire to move with more spiritual freedom of movement, strength, and power in our lives.


			Can the principles of physical rehabilitation and Story break through our spiritual scar tissue?


			I will share with you what I have learned in my career in physical rehabilitation and Story and how this transformed me and allows me to navigate and move in new freedom and strength in a new identity—and how this can change you.


			I Am Confronting a Story of Atrophy and Paralysis


			We can lose our normal and healthy movement and strength in life. We can get spiritual atrophy and paralysis too.


			This is not a self-improvement book. I will actually present the case for the exact opposite. Stop beating yourself and others up because you cannot self-improve with only your limited vision and willpower. We will see how this is the best news you have heard in a long time.


			I’ve had patients on their first physical therapy visit tell me that I could not help them because of all their previous injuries and surgeries and long-term degenerative changes, and they were not even sure why they were there to see me, because nothing could be done. I enjoy confronting that same common narrative in our heads regarding our lives. You know it well, because I know it for myself: No one can change my past, present, or future life story with all my mistakes and the mistakes committed against me. I am who I am.


			Can you change your broken story? Can you change your past?


			Your past story may have parts that look broken and unfixable with your mistakes and the mistakes of others affecting you. Perhaps you have believed and adopted a name, an identity given to you. Loser. Perhaps you wonder if you will always lose in your relationships and dreams. That’s just the way it has always been in your family.


			But there is more to your Story.


			What I Know


			Perhaps you have a history of trauma and/or great pain. Or maybe you made a bad decision that changed the course of who you were. Maybe words were said over you that cut so deep. Perhaps you continued the flaws and weaknesses of addictions, fears, or anxiety from previous generations of your family.


			We each, in a real sense, have scar tissue from spiritual wounds, our mental and emotional wounds, but there is an Author who desires to heal us and break through our webs of interconnecting scar tissue to free us into full freedom of movement and strength and into His unveiling narrative.


			You can know more of your unlocked life to then move confidently in your newfound growing faith and into the coming difficult and joyous chapters of life.


			What Your Physical Rehabilitation Storyteller Has to Offer


			I have two passions that have directed much of my life. I have been a physical therapist treating and assessing movement and strength and function for over thirty-seven years. I estimate in the near future I will have provided close to ninety thousand patient treatments in my career.


			I have also studied writing and story structure for the last twenty years. I have written three fiction books, taken a writing class, attended writing conferences, and read dozens of books and articles on writing. I have been known to ruin a good movie with family and friends by deconstructing narrative structures and raising questions.


			If each person has a superpower, perhaps mine is the ability to see and connect patterns. I have a knack for connecting the dots of events from the past, present, and the future into the form of story, utilizing principles of movement and strength.


			I will show you how there are pixels of the principles of physical therapy and Story (there is an Epic God Story and our little stories) when placed together that form part of a clearer picture of the lives of people. You will see the same pattern within you and in people you know.


			My hope in this book series is to present a unique perspective pointing to a unique solution with a fresh blending of revelatory, entertaining, visionary, emotional, and cerebral ideas in a way that you have never seen before.


			What’s in the Coming Pages


			I will share with you four of the most important questions we can ever ask and answer, which should point us toward destroying mediocrity in life. You will learn a spiritual movement and strength analysis to help you break free. You will use a medical progress note format to navigate and move toward your own healing. I will show you how your Author wants to free you as He utilizes the components of story in a way to understand and move in strength in this challenging, difficult, and wondrous world.


			Somebody Wants You


			Someone is seeking you, even courting you, when others, including yourself, have thought that who you hoped to be was long dead years ago. But there is something special in your DNA. An identifying marker that reveals a message.


			Come join this wounded physical therapist in the wild adventure of navigating through a wonderful and dying world with a history of a broken story as we together utilize principles of physical rehabilitation and Story.


			This book is for anyone stuck with a broken story and who may be lacking movement and strength for what you were created to do. It is time to break through the invisible scar tissue and move freely through an unveiled, brand-new Epic for the first time.


			There is a future revolutionary transformation for you. You will never be the same.


			Leave the spiritual atrophy and paralysis behind and walk into life-story rehab.


			Become who He says you are, for the first time.


			Prayer


			Take some time and converse with God about Him and you. If you want help with specific words, you can use the following:


			Lord God,


			Who are You? Who am I? I am tired of being stuck where I am. Unlock me. Free me up. Remove any barriers to hearing You above all others. Soften and sensitize my heart. I want something new, and I want to try what You want. Have Your way with me. Show me You, and show me who I am in You.


			Amen.


			Questions


			•	Who are you?


			•	Are you living out who you are supposed to be? How?


			•	What false names and beliefs have you believed for yourself?


			•	You have had physical injuries. Do you think you have had injuries to your spirit? Share what those may be.


			•	How do you feel about the possibility that, despite the reports of your early death of who you were supposed to be, Someone wants you and is courting you?


			










Chapter 2
The Fear of Death and the Accompanying Scar Tissue



			In 1966 my cousin Clive Junior, at eighteen years of age, decided he would fight for the country he loved in the Vietnam War. His home of Morenci, Arizona (my hometown), produced a hardy stock of young men that military recruiters longed for. The Morenci boys and their families, most Native American, Mexican American, and Caucasian, were segregated into different parts of town. But in school and in their personal lives, they did not have the contemporary racial divides of our day and were united in their love of their United States. They were good hunters in the nearby hills. There wasn’t much room for pacifism in Morenci in those days.


			Clive Junior became a marine. According to old family reports while I was growing up, and consistent with Kyle Longley’s book The Morenci Marines: A Tale of Small Town America and the Vietnam War, Clive Junior became an elite Ranger who was eventually selected to be a guard for President Johnson on a visit to Guam. He became a sergeant at the age of twenty-one and led his men, literally led his men on their missions with the increased vulnerability that came with that decision, and he lost his life when an explosive device went off while on patrol in Vietnam in 1969.


			My mom was devastated at losing her nephew. Clive Junior’s family even more so. There was a heaviness and sense of loss that was new to me as a seven-year-old. It was the first time I remember experiencing the invading occupier of death. The sadness for my immediate and extended family is still felt today all these years later. It eases at times but never fully goes away. Some family members never fully recovered, and despair hovered over their lives until their last days.


			Shortly after Clive Junior’s death, I remember his remains in the casket in the front of the church memorial service in Morenci. Though I do not think of myself as an ultra-empathetic person, I know what I felt during that service. I have never been in a building with such a heavy weight of so much sadness.


			I never second-guessed anyone’s decision allowing me to attend at a young age. I needed to be present. As I grew older, I knew that something good would eventually come from me being there. But if I can be honest with you, this melancholy and sometimes lonely kid left that church on that day accompanied with a new, uninvited guest within me.


			Death.


			The fear of death.


			Something entered and rooted deep inside me during the service and for the rest of my life. It influenced me in ways that only recently can I now partially see and understand.


			It started with a visceral fear that I would die soon.


			Years after the church service, the fear morphed. I grew up with the radio playing top-forty music (seventies and eighties were the best!) and the radio and TV news proclaiming the local and international concerns every day. In those days the reporting told us we should be concerned and prepared for a nuclear war with Russia at any moment.


			Some things remain the same.


			Those concerning days hit me on a visceral level. Do you have a deep-rooted fear of something that you just can’t explain or completely shake? I was afraid that the country I loved would draft me for the next war and that I would die at an early age before I could live my dreams.


			At the minimum, I would have to say goodbye to my family and friends and the rest of my short-term dreams and life. I wanted to be the first Mexican to play in the NBA for my favorite Lakers. How could they win another championship if I could no longer play basketball because of a war injury or if I was dead from the next war?


			I lived with the soundtrack of war, or coming war, in the background of my life. I carefully paid attention, over the next several years after my cousin’s death, as debates continued about whether our country would reinstate the draft. This sometimes kept me awake at night.


			The depth of my fear was irrational and in some ways made no logical sense. But how often does a gripping fear make logical sense? It still rooted in me, grew, and lurked within me like a scary and somber song in the soundtrack of a horror movie. It was at times so subtle and in the background that I just acclimated to it without fully realizing it existed. I could never fully exorcise it.


			I was going to die in a war in another land. It affected me in ways I could not discern until much later in life. Something downloaded into me without any obvious consent on my part. My default internal program spread pessimism. In most situations I assumed and expected the worst-possible outcome. After all, I was going to die at an early age . . . like my cousin . . . in a war. I had difficulty fully imagining a long-term future. I did not dream of marrying and having a family.


			Kind of like a glass always half-empty and laced with cyanide that I would someday soon have to drink. What a miserable outlook.


			When dying in a war did not happen in my teens, it then morphed from dying on a foreign battlefield to just dying. Over the years, when any bodily or mental issue arose, I convinced myself that I had things—heart disease, multiple sclerosis, cancer, a permanent back injury, or any other ailment—that would slowly kill what I thought my life was supposed to be and that would end my career as a physical therapist.


			I had no awareness or idea how to shake the fear of death. It fought a stealthy special ops mission within me that extracted any great hope I had. There was a great war in this life, and I was going to hopelessly die fighting and losing in it.


			It was like someone edited out my past and present story and convinced me to live someone else’s script for me.


			It was like someone made up a new name and identity from the one I was born with and took me away from the home where I once dreamed.


			In hindsight, I wonder if that influenced my childhood interest in the Civil War, slavery, war in general, injuries and wounds, healing, and how we view ourselves. I was never drafted. But I did enter into the healthcare field to treat wounds from this life that is at times a battle and war. I wanted to help people heal and to help free people from pain, impaired function, and fear and anxiety accompanying the injury, and to be free to move their injured and broken body in newfound strength.


			I am not a psychologist or mental health professional, but I know enough to know we are not robots. We have feelings, concerns, anxiety, and fears that are connected to our physical ailments, and some of those I treat indirectly as a physical therapist. I saw connections between mental and physical health, and I saw mental health improve with improvements in physical health.


			Yet the fear of death, in its various cloaked forms, still pulled and controlled my leash.


			The PT Point of View During the First Visit


			Let me share what I see in a day as a physical therapist (PT). The first visit with a patient is what we call an “initial evaluation.” One of our awesome physical therapy aides has usually already brought my new patient into a private room.


			There is so much that occurs in the first few seconds of entering into the room for the first time to meet a patient. Back in the day when there were not too many dark-skinned PTs like me, there was sometimes an awkward look of disappointment, and/or doubt, about my skill level when a patient first saw me. I learned to not make that personal.


			Or sometimes I would have a patient who was African American, or of a foreign culture, with a look of doubt. I sensed that they wondered if I was going to treat them fairly or that perhaps I might have prejudices against them. Fortunately, at least where I live, there is much diversity in people, so these awkward scenarios are a lot less frequent nowadays.


			Most of the time my patient and I click within the first few minutes and the preliminary obstacles are pushed aside. Sometimes patients have had such a bad previous experience with healthcare that it can take longer. Every once in a while, our personalities just don’t click, and that is okay. I then try to help them link up with someone else they can be comfortable with.


			Sometimes the internal world of fears and pain spills over into the external world with crying. Any PT who has been doing physical therapy for at least several years will tell you that patients crying during the evaluation, or succeeding treatments, happens now and then. And despite our industry’s reputation, it is rarely because of pain from treatment. It is almost always related to the emotional and physical roller coaster of being in pain, and its ramifications, and sometimes with the relief of pain.


			Mixed in with the personality dynamics in those first few minutes is sometimes something else. There is a fear or concern in many patients’ eyes that has nothing to do with me or physical therapy. It is a fear of what will happen if they don’t get better and how that will affect the rest of their lives, and the lives of others.


			I see this on that initial visit, and sometimes with following treatments, because their pain and injury may affect their ability to function in their career, provide for their family, or continue their favorite activity, hobby, exercise, or sport.


			For the younger patient and their parents, will they be able to get that dream sports scholarship if they don’t get better? Or with others, will they be able to care for someone at home when the only caretaker is now injured? Will they be able to physically work both their jobs when there is a family to care for and a mortgage and bills to pay? What will happen if they lose their job, and their health benefits, when someone at home has a chronic illness or injury? Injuries and pain, along with fear of loss of function and finances, creates a powerful combination.


			Sometimes their other health issues play a role, as now with their present pain and injury, they may not be able to exercise to lose that extra weight—and now health issues related to being overweight will get worse. Imagine not being able to do what you love or not being able to work and pay your bills. Scary stuff, if you ask me.


			Fortunately, I would estimate that about 85 to 90 percent of the patients I see get better and often are able to eliminate all or most of their symptoms and loss of function. But there will always be a percentage who need surgery or something else I cannot help them with. Perhaps the injury was so extensive, or a joint was too damaged, along with excessive scar tissue, and we were not able to get full range of motion and function back. This smaller percentage of times, when treatment does not bring the desired effect, is always frustrating for me and my patients.


			The rest of the evaluation consists of asking questions to learn about them and their condition. I then look at their posture, their range of motion, their strength and flexibility, neurological status, and how they walk, and then conduct special tests. If the patient has made it through the medical system far enough to get to orthopedic physical therapy, then they most likely have pain and limited movement, strength, and overall function.


			After we finish the patient’s history and initial physical testing, I then have the patient do specific therapeutic movements, and then I retest their original findings to see if the movements changed their condition.


			Often hope enters the room and pushes fear to the side when patients see that after movement-analysis testing, followed by performing certain movements and exercises, improvements in pain and function are unveiled. Their eyes open in pleasant surprise, and an invisible weight is lifted off their burdened shoulders. I am a McKenzie therapist, otherwise known as mechanical diagnosis and therapy. Most times with the first visit, we find a movement that improves their condition. Sometimes it takes additional visits though.


			What Is Scar Tissue?


			As an orthopedic PT, I see people who, in many cases, have sustained an injury or had surgery. Surgeons and physical therapists see the negative effects of the body laying down excessive scar tissue after an injury or the trauma of surgery.


			Scar tissue is a fibrous tissue consisting of cells that the body lays down to heal the trauma. Sometimes the process goes into overdrive. Sometimes, if treatment is nonexistent or too delayed, both internal and external scar tissue can become more of a problem than the original injury or surgery.


			Think of any major cut on your skin and how the body uses scar tissue to heal the open wound to then close it. Now think of internal scar tissue in overdrive, which haphazardly binds down with pain and impairs movement, adheres, and significantly limits once healthy movement and range of motion and strength. An injured knee or shoulder, with varying degrees of pain, now cannot bend or straighten or raise up as it should. Surgeons can see the scar tissue during a subsequent surgery and sometimes surgically remove the visible scar tissue.


			Future Physical Therapy Treatments After the Initial Evaluation


			Every succeeding visit I continue the same process of hearing the patients’ recent subjective experience, and combining with my objective findings, I then put the theory of what is causing and helping the condition to the test. I prescribe exercises to address the patients’ physical deficits, both in the clinic and for the patient to perform at home. Sometimes I perform specific treatment techniques to help the patient become more autonomous with their self-care. When things go according to plan, each visit is another piece of the puzzle to complete the picture of what is happening.


			One pattern I usually see is a postural, or positional, issue and/or an injury or surgery that leads to the loss of normal movement, strength, and function. A postural or positional issue could include someone with neck pain and a long history of daily sleeping on their stomach with their head always turned in the same direction. Or a patient recently having a total knee replacement who cannot straighten their knee. The loss of normal movement, strength, and function then contributes to more pain that then causes an increase in loss of normal movement, strength, and function. It is a cycle that can be hard to turn off.


			In the majority of cases, as the postural and positional issues are dealt with, and as the patient is freed up to move more normally, the pain improves, even to the point that the patient is better than before experiencing their pain and/or injury.


			The Daily Initial Evaluation of Life


			When I walk into a different part of this big treatment room we call the world—when I go for a walk, do an errand, visit a friend, go to work, or virtually explore new areas through podcasts or the news—my initial evaluation on a daily basis is similar to yours.


			In the clinic, I see the effects of fear and the loss of normal and healthy movement and strength, because of physical injuries from trauma and surgery, further complicated with corresponding scar tissue. Is it possible that we can also have similar effects of fear and loss of normal and healthy movement and strength because of invisible spirit injuries and trauma, further complicated with corresponding invisible scar tissue?


			I believe that just as a patient with excessive physical scar tissue struggles with pain and loss of movement, strength, and normal function, each of us can have restricting and painful invisible scar tissue after sustaining spirit injuries with corresponding pain and loss of normal movement, strength, and normal function in our relationships.


			From a biblical point of view, I believe we are body, soul, and spirit. When I mention spirit, I am referring to the general population’s idea of the immaterial part of us, the “spiritual” part of us.


			For example, a heartbreaking betrayal from a loved one can injure a person’s spirit, and the pain and memories of that injury can, in a sense, produce invisible scar tissue where that injured person may then have difficulty giving their love to another. Imagine a webwork of invisible spirit scars consisting of painful memories with fear, guilt, shame, and regret, which restrict our attempts at healthy movement.


			And just like I see in the clinic with orthopedic issues and the physical consequences from injuries, we can sustain internal wounds from our various emotional injuries and become spiritually stiff, stuck, and weak in our broken ways—which limits our ability to move freely with strength or power in our stories.


			When I am out and about in the waiting room of life and waiting for my name to be called, I see and hear fear and concern about personal, local, and world events in almost everyone—even with those who attempt to ignore the background-news soundtrack. I believe that you also sense that same degree of fear and concern about life around you.


			You and I see, with our self-evaluations, a loss of freedom of movement and strength from previous spirit injuries. We each scar down and get stuck in our broken ways and lose the movement and strength that we perhaps once had, or always wanted to have.


			How does this happen?


			Our Injuries


			We each, to varying degrees, make the same mistakes and succumb to the same toxic appetites that are common in each of us. I have had issues with viewing pornography in my past, but that might not be your issue. Perhaps you just can’t separate yourself from your unhealthy appetite for illegal drugs, excessive alcohol, food, sexual sin, money, power, control, etcetera. There are challenges common to all of humanity, but each vary by degrees on an individual level.


			When you walk around in the waiting room, or treatment room, of life, you see what I see. Excessive stress and anxiety. Depression. Suicides. Division. Crime. Homelessness. Drug and alcohol issues. Various health issues. Words spoken that cut and twist more than any physical knife ever could. A death of a loved one, relationship, or dream. I see people in spiritual pain isolating themselves, while others heroically battle through their pain to make this a better world.


			As I share these same emotions and challenges, I wonder about each person’s story, and I wonder what labels or false names we each carry, as if they are our real name. Here are some possible names: Hopeless. Loser. Regret. Addict. Unfaithful. Stupid. Timid. Selfish. Fear. Death.


			If we are honest with confronting the challenges of life, we should be able to perform an initial evaluation on ourselves every day. We can see the results from our tests and examinations of movement and strength in our relationships—if we dare to.


			Optimally, there should not be estranged relationships with spouses, ex-spouses, children, friends, coworkers. But there is. Perhaps when we look at our lives straight on, there is a loss of healthy strength and movement accompanied with fear, which has moved into the big room and pushed hope aside.


			You see all the findings from your own testing. You know something is not healthy, and it affects each person. If you had to summarize your initial evaluation of yourself, what would your diagnosis be? If we cannot find the right diagnosis to reveal the concern, it will be difficult to fix the problem with the right treatment.


			How do we navigate and make sense of life as we wander in the big waiting room, dreading to be called in for testing that will find us wanting?


			Same as I do with my evaluations and treatments in the clinic.


			With questions.


			What are the most important questions we can ask and answer that can help us diagnose what we know is broken and stuck?


			Prayer


			Take some time and converse with God about anything. If you want help with specific words, you can use the following:


			God,


			Do I have any deeply rooted fears?


			Where have I had injuries to my spirit?


			Show me where I have unhealthy appetites.


			Show me how you evaluate me and show me how You can heal me.


			Amen.


			Questions


			•	Have you ever had a deep-rooted fear that forced someone else’s script on you?


			•	How have your fears influenced who you are today?


			•	How are you moving and how is your strength in your life and relationships?


			•	What is your initial evaluation of many around you regarding how they move and how their strength is in their relationships and lives in general?


			•	Considering your spirit injuries and their effects on you—have they affected how you navigate in life?
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