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Dedicated to all who are weary 

and longing

for a place to rest.

Inside these pages may you find your burden lifted

as you are restored—revitalized perhaps—

and plugged into your true energetic well-being, 

which is who you really are.

***
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And to my Muse, my Coach, my Friend

Anne Wondra

For hir continued years of 

being at my side

‘Tha Wind Beneath My Wings’



Courtship of A Soul

You look at me with disdain and shun your own Self.

You fear me; you close your eyes to hide

In desert storms of relentless doing,

Afraid of your own

Brilliance.

You say I am a burden; ha! I am your light.

You say I make you feel small...weak...defeated.

You say I am responsible for your weariness,

Yet it is you who will not claim your own

Wonder.

You call to me from shifting crevices in your own soul.

You yearn to embrace your own Self, 

Yet expect me to beg forgiveness, 

As if I offend you as I reveal your own

Beauty.

I am your deepest longings;

Tears within you weeping in vain to water seeds 

You sow in barren sands of unworthiness,

While you prefer to deny your own

Glory.

Yet my purpose is clear; my message, wonderful.

Come along with me into a lush garden of presence,

Here we will sow seeds of truth in fertile soil. 

Open your eyes and you will see your own

Wisdom.

I am a teller of stories to relieve – not hinder you.

It is a simple yet restoring message I offer.

Embrace me and rest from your labors.

Let us sit and marvel at your 

Majesty.

I am who you long for;

A beginning of your rest and glorious resurrecting.

Be weary no more.

Come one and all together and dance.

Vivian R. Probst

April 2005; revised March 2012
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FOREWORD
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Completing Book One, Tha Womun Who Forgot Who Shi Was, left me exhilarated and free of my great burden of despair over my debt. Both disappeared so quickly, and I was ecstatic—and perhaps, naive.

Imagine my shock to find how exhausted I was after such triumph! As I re-entered life as I had known it, I had no energy for it. How was it possible? Completely captivated by what I had learned in Book One—why did I want to put my feet up and do nothing? 

My body refused to pick up my life where it had left off. Furthermore, my mind continually assaulted me. Who was I to think I was worthy to bring such a glorious story to life? Who on earth would care? And how, exactly, was I to make it known? I was not famous—why would anyone want to publish my writing, much less purchase and read it?

I remember holding that first hardbound copy of Book One in my hands at last. I trembled at what I had achieved, but not with rejoicing—I trembled with fear. 

***
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WHAT HAD SEEMED TO be an incredible gift, now felt like an even weightier burden. I didn’t fit into life as I had known it any longer. Over and over again I asked, Why was I given such an incredible story?  Why not give it to someone who has a more outgoing persun ality? Why me? 

It was a crushing blow to be so overjoyed with enthusiasm, and yet feel so responsible. It overpowered me, and I sank into a great weariness. Eventually my body collapsed from traveling tha country with my consulting business and working to market my precious gem of a story.  

My doctors told me I would need to stop traveling in order to recuperate—not a welcome idea to a small business owner who earned hir living on tha road. It was years before webcasting and ZOOM.  Instead of soaring into success; I fell into bed. So much for greatness, abundant joy, and incredible fun, I decided. 

As I hid under blankets of pain and sorrow, I descended deeper inside myself, where another story claimed me. My muse was awake and raring to go.

Thankfully, as I wrote Book Two, a marvelous dream relieved a great pressure I had put on myself. I learned more stories were on their way; that I shouldn’t attempt to publish anything until four books in tha series were complete.  

Writing was easy, even joyous. Book Two poured through me, enchanting me with its wonder and truth, even though I was not quick to take its messages in.  

If Book One exposed me to tha true cause of my despair and left me gasping in awe at concepts of greatness, abundant joy, and incredible fun, Book Two removed layers of self-loathing and lifelong feelings of unworthiness, leading me to experience unimaginable bliss and thrilling self-respect. 

Interestingly, my second journey was more painful than my first had been. I confronted a deeply rooted fear, embedded in a life full of trauma. I refused to consider I was anything like my main character, Avery Victoria Spencer. I did what any desperately resistant persun would do in order to ignore truth; I tried to climb back into life as I had known it.

As my grasp weakened, at last I let go and fell, terrified and sure my life was over.  In an important way, it was—I could no longer hold onto a past that not only did not support me, but tortured me.  As I tumbled downward, I fell abruptly into wonder and peace. Imagine!  The end of striving, seeking approval, and trying to do too much! No more trying to copy and keep up with others. Now my life became a marvel of reveling in my own splendid uniqueness.

Could our weariness issues stem from a profound sense of unworthiness—believing we’re not good enough as we are? Is it possible that our physical and nonphysical problems originate in a cesspool of paralyzing burdens and crushing loads we place on ourselves, because we’re sure we’re inadequate? 

***
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IN NINETEENTH-CENTURY America, Henry David Thoreau aptly observed people living lives of ‘quiet desperation.’  The only difference I see today is our suffering is no longer quiet. We live much noisier lives—so much so, we may no longer have a sense of how unhappy and tired we are. 

Book Two is a stunning look at my own weariness—its roots bound deeply into my psyche and a traumatic past I had ignored. Now showing up in physical form, it screamed through circadian rhythm dysfunction and interstitial cystitis until I listened.  Even though a doctor diagnosed my condition as incurable and sentenced me to a life of pain, I knew deeper work needed to be done. I began to understand only a little of what I know now—much of our physical pain is actually a cry for rescue from an old, long-ignored wound we can’t see. As we repair our psychic traumas, we restore ourselves.  

Life forced me to confront my own addictive tendency to do more—to always try harder—as a way to validate myself. I had to give up searching futilely for a fulfilling life in relentless activity. What a terrifying journey and what a thrill to arrive at such a great insight!  

As Avery Victoria Spencer traveled into hir originating source of weariness, I tiptoed behind her, writing my way through thundering cries of unworthiness, howling winds of emptiness, and driving, screaming neediness, into a precious and perfect place of unutterable calm, as truth restored me to well-being.

If you too wish to be free of weariness, come along with Avery Victoria Spencer on a second fictional journey. Find your own perfectly restful place of peace and bliss within—where you can thrive as you nurture your very own soul.  

Come along, my friend—it is such a wonderful, surprising, and restoring story I share with you. May we find those parts of ourselves begging to be cradled in our own arms and loved into wholeness.
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Introduction
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I used to ask myself, ‘How could it possibly take twenty years to write a novel?” And my husband, oh, how he dreaded hearing ‘I’m done,’ because I wasn’t but I didn’t know I wasn’t. Not in all those years.

Now, I understand I was working on a story jigsaw puzzle, and each piece had to be specifically crafted to snap into place. I didn’t control tha jigsaw—the Universe did. I would sit with pieces of story scattered around until I could see where each one fit.

Unlike a puzzle, however, I couldn’t see an entire picture as I worked. More like an ancient tapestry, I could only see a section at a time, because working so close to each stitch, each section, each character’s story, each detail, I could not see a full picture. At last, I can stand back and smile at what has come to pass. 

***
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MUCH LIKE CHARLES DICKENS is presented in tha movie, ‘The Man Who Invented Christmas,’ characters own our stories; it is theirs to tell, to quibble over, and ultimately to inform an author what to write. To offend such an unruly tribe is to lose one’s sense of wonder—even if it takes years to put it all down, especially if one is given a new form of English to write with (or with which to write).



Welcome to WEnglish™!

Commonly asked Questions:


1)  What is WEnglish™?

WEnglish™ is a form of speaking and writing English created by author/linguist Vivian Probst to gender-balance English and bring respect to both genders. 

English is an antiquated and highly masculine language which subliminally discredits or ignores what Vivian Probst refers to as ‘That Which Is Not Male’ (TWINM). Shi seeks to restore honor and dignity for all, which shi calls ‘WEquality’™.

2)  How is WEnglish different from English?

WEnglish™ uses three primary methods to transform English into gender balance:



A)  THA: Changing how English spells ‘THE’. 


‘THE’ is our most common word in English and is known grammatically as a definitive article. It suggests a particular persun, place, thing. THE is ‘that specific one’ and its spelling ‘t-h-e’ is masculine. 



English contains one other article, for which it uses two words, ‘A’ and ‘An’ These are indefinite articles and suggest a more general, non-specific persun, place or thing. ‘The’ things are specific; ‘A/An’ things are not. 

Why does English have two spellings for ‘A’/’An’? Reaching back into early grade school days, we recall that ‘A’ or ‘An’ are used based on whether a consonant or a vowel appears first in a next word. For example:  (a chicken); (an egg).

WEnglish™ follows that same practice with ‘the’. It’s appropriate if we notice that we pronounce ‘the’ differently as we say ‘tha chicken (‘chicken’ begins with a consonant) versus ‘thē  egg’ (‘egg’ begins with a vowel). 

‘Tha Womun Who Fell Out of Fear’ is a more correct spelling based on pronunciation, and offers a positive gender benefit. Our most common word is no longer written as only a masculine word. 

Changing ‘the’ to be spelled as ‘the’ or ‘tha’, recognizes that it is pronounced differently as well. What a simple way to make English gender-inclusive!

b)  WOMUN/WIMIN:  ‘That Which Is Not Male’ (TWINM) is honored with our own word spelling. 

Are we aware that currently, English associates almost all words for TWINM with men? Woman, Women, Lady, Female, Girl. Unconsciously and subliminally, we recede in importance because we cannot speak of ourselves without referring to men.

WEnglish transforms such words to free us from being defined by. ‘man’ words. We do not dislike men. Quite tha contrary. But TWINM needs our own words to refer to ourselves. 

Very simply, WEnglish follows how words are pronounced to affect an incredible gender-balancing change. For example, WEnglish spells Woman as ‘Womun’ (which is how most of us pronounce it); Women is spelled as ‘Wimin’, again based on how we pronounce it.  We can now freely express our unique gender without any male word influence.  ‘Female’ is not used, nor is ‘lady’ or ‘girl’.

Did you know?

Most other languages already permit gender separation in word use and have done so for centuries. WEnglish is how TWINM can be free from being attached to ‘man’ words with words of our own!

c)  Beyond gender-specific words. Any words that spell or sound like ‘he’, ‘him’ ‘his’,  ‘man’ ‘men’ without a TWINM equivalent simply are not used and are replaced with different words. A thesaurus comes in handy. 



Examples of a few ‘man’ words WEnglish™ does not use:

He-al 

His-tory

Hy-men

Hymn

‘ish’ words (spelling ‘his’)

Men-opause

Men-struate

Men-tal

This

When



Take a look at any on-line dictionary to see thousands of words WEnglish™ discards because of those factors. Read WEnglish™ and see how easy it is to write, read, and speak without those.


d)  Words that appear derogatory to TWINM are also not used.

Examples: ‘Mis’-(followed by anything such as -take); 

‘Ev-il’,

‘Bridal’ (le)

e) ‘We’/’us’ words are used as much as possible.  Words that contain ‘we’, ‘us’, ‘al/all’ vibrate at a much higher frequency than other words. WEnglish™ uses those as much as possible.

WElcome to WEnglish™ and WEquality!



WEnglish™ believes our words, no matter if written, read, or spoken, are subliminally powerful and subversive against ‘TWINM’. Read any paragraph in English and note words highlighting man, men, he, his, male, male, sir and so on.. Without our realizing it, TWINM disappears into those words. 

Example:  ‘All men are created equal’. Isn’t it time to simply say, ‘We are all created equal’? WEnglish™ brings gender-inclusive peace and balance to our language and I believe, to our lives. Imagine having words of our own!

Finally, English is now our world’s most commonly spoken and written language. If we do not bring balance to English—if we permit words to continue to dishonor TWINM, our world suffers as we become irrelevant. I chose to bring such matters to light in 2020, our country’s 100th anniversary of wimin’s right to vote. I hope we will now celebrate wimin’s rights to our own words and to equality in English.

Vivian Probst hopes hir concept of a gender-balanced English will spread and give wimin a way to honor and recognize their separate, independent and equal existence, embracing their power and contribution to life, while honoring and recognizing men in an equal way. We all live on a gender spectrum. No two people are exactly alike, not even genetically. If we accept two primary genders, WEnglish gives us words to permit both freedom beyond what has ever been experienced. 
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