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To those who carry love 
in the shape of loss: 
May this light find you too.

 

Dedicated to my sister, Erin.

 

 

Foreword

 

 

To walk alongside this journey has been both a gift and a grounding. Thank you.

I’ve known Kema for over fifteen years, through laughter and heartbreak, distance and intimacy, long phone calls and long silences that still felt like presence. What began as friendship grew into sisterhood: a bond shaped by time, trust, and the quiet witnessing of one another’s becoming. I’ve watched Kema evolve through seasons of light and shadow, and her growth has been nothing short of luminous.

To edit this memoir was more than a task; it was a sacred offering. A way to return, in a small way, the grace and generosity she has offered so freely to others for so long. Kema is a Light; radiant yet grounded, nourishing all those she encounters. She gives without needing to be asked. She shows up without needing fanfare. She stands, unwavering, even when the world shakes beneath her feet.

Even in her lowest valleys, Kema has been cradled by love, guided by spirit, and held, sometimes invisibly, but always fiercely, by a community that knows her worth. As you move through these pages, clear windows into a nine-year cycle of pain, rebirth, tragic loss, and spiritual clarity, you’ll encounter more than just a woman’s story, you’ll witness a soul in communion with the divine, in deep dialogue with herself.

Her strength is not loud, but it is unshakable. Her resilience is not for display, but it lives in every word, every reflection, every choice to keep going. I found myself learning new truths, shedding tears, and rediscovering the beauty of perseverance. Kema has always been a force of nature, but this memoir brings you closer to her interior world; the silent reckonings, the raw honesty, and the deep faith that root her love for Nick and reframe what it means to survive.

Where The Light Comes In is many things: a roadmap for healing, a chronicle of survival, and at its core, a timeless love story. But to me, it is also a letter from one sister to another, from Kema to all of us, reminding us that brokenness can birth beauty, and that faith, when held closely, can carry us home.

May Kema hold this work with deep pride. May she know that she has offered the world something rare, tender, and enduring; something Erin and Jasai would be absolutely giddy about, arms waving, spirits twirling.

From today until forever, I am truly grateful for you, Kema. For your story. For this sacred project. For the sisterhood that has held us and keeps holding.

 

With love and reverence,

Miesha Rice

 


Preface

 

 

“You have breast cancer.”

 

These four words would change my life forever. 

 

I didn’t know it then, but that moment cracked my life wide open. Not just because of fear, or the diagnosis itself, but because it forced me to let go of a version of myself I thought I’d outgrown. That woman didn’t survive; and honestly, she wasn’t supposed to.

People always say life breaks you down so you can build something stronger, but what’s never discussed is how messy and painful that process actually is to experience. For me, my cancer diagnosis was the first event in a series of symbolic deaths that stripped me down to almost nothing. I call that stretch of my life “the great awakening”. I was unraveled and reborn at the same time.

Putting myself back together didn’t happen overnight, and I didn’t do it alone. I was led. By God. By Spirit. By the earth itself. There were times I felt like I was drowning in the unknown. Whether it was a kind stranger, a soft breeze through the trees, or that quiet voice inside whispering, “Keep going”, Spirit would show up, right on time to rescue me.

Nature became my loyal teacher. She showed me that healing doesn’t move in straight lines. It circles back, it spirals, it pauses, it blooms, and it breaks. Just like the trees that shed their leaves in the winter and still come back full in the spring, we too have to release what’s no longer serving us. Trauma, expectations, and old narratives, we should let them fall, and in time, something new begins to grow.

The healing didn’t come in grand, dramatic ways. It arrived in stillness and in the soft, barely-there moments. Healing was the wind in the trees outside my window and wildflowers blooming through concrete that reminded me: I’m still here and still alive.

This book is about all of that and more. It’s about how I found God in the dirt, in the silence, and in myself. It’s about how death, both literal and symbolic, taught me how to live. 

More than anything, this book is for you. To remind you that no matter how many times life tries to break you, there’s always a way forward.

You can always find light; especially where you thought there’d only be darkness.


Prologue

 

The Light Beneath

 

In 2012, I joined a virtual women’s group called What Eve Never Told Us, WENTU for short. It was created and curated by a woman who would go on to become a close friend and mentor in my life: Jasai Madden. At the time, the group was small, maybe 25 of us, but it felt intimate and sacred from the start. We were a sisterhood during a time when I really needed it. 

I invited two of my friends, Amber and Miesha, and the three of us grew in ways none of us expected. WENTU was a cornerstone in my evolution as a woman. It’s where I started to find my adult self. It’s also where I learned to trust my own voice, recognize the voice of God, and feel the whispers of Spirit. The group offered a space for us to openly share our wins, our heartbreaks, and the weird signs from the universe that no one else understood. It was in this sisterhood where it all made sense . We became bound by more than just friendship. 

Fast forward to February 2016, we finally met up, in person, in Los Angeles, California. That was the first time I saw Jasai face-to-face. Amber and I traveled from the east coast together and stayed at Jasai’s house. From the moment we stepped through the front door, it felt like home. No awkward energy, no weird pauses, just flow. When Jasai saw us, her face lit up with the biggest smile and said, “I cannot believe y’all are actually here in the flesh, let me kiss your face.” That was Jasai, always so full of love.

After that, I made a point to visit her as often as I could. She attended my wedding in Costa Rica, I saw her in LA, in Houston, and later in Atlanta. Every time we were in the same room, our bond grew deeper. In 2019, I traveled to LA with my husband, Nick and, before the 2020 global pandemic hit, I spent two weeks in LA with her. Jasai was a guide and divine presence in my life that I’m still grateful for.

My story didn’t begin or end with WENTU though. I come from a long line of powerful, spiritual women. My grandmother (Gan-Gan), my mama, and my Tee-Tee were the first circle of strength I ever knew. My mama made the brave decision to leave everything familiar and join the military so she could give Erin, my sister, and me a better life. I can only imagine the fear she must have felt, leaving a small town on the Arkansas side of the Mississippi River to step into the unknown. While she completed her basic training, Gan-Gan and Tee-Tee held my sister and me down. That kind of love is the legacy I carry. There is no doubt that some of their strength lives in me. A quiet inheritance that rises when I need it most.

Alongside WENTU, another sacred circle emerged in my life: my Golden Girls. This crew started with Amber (always) and Randi, who I met through Amber in college. We grew tighter than tight while planning Amber’s wedding, and even after that season passed, the bond remained. Over time, our circle expanded to include women like Aleena and Christyn, each of them bringing their own light, their own rhythm. The Golden Girls were (and still are) a wellspring of love, laughter, check-ins, and prayer. When life gets hard, and it does, they’re the ones holding me up. Whether physically present or sending love from afar, their presence is a steady reminder that I am not alone.

These two communities, WENTU and the Golden Girls, taught me the sacred power of women gathering. They showed me what it means  to be held and loved without condition. In moments when I forget who I am, they remind me. Consistently.

When life got real and I was stripped bare, trying to find my way back to myself, it was their prayers and belief in me that I carried. I didn’t know it then, but those circles were preparing me for the storms I didn’t see coming. They were my anchors. My steady in the middle of so much unknown.

 

Chapter 1

 

God Push Me￼[image: Group WTLCI Photos.png Caption: Nick, Kema, and Aaralyn… Nick, Kema, and Aaralyn
Houston, TX 2015 ]

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My journey of transformation began shortly after the WENTU gathering in 2016.  That gathering laid a beautiful foundation of community. My world felt full and secure. I could have never imagined how quickly things would change.

On March 16, 2016, my then fiancé, Nick and I went out to celebrate my 34th birthday. Now, I may have had a few too many drinks, but nothing that would’ve made me imagine things. I was in the bathroom brushing my teeth, getting ready for bed, when I noticed a pain near my left armpit. The pain was subtle, but something about it felt off. I did a self-exam just to be safe. By that point in my life, self-exams were second nature. When Erin and I were teenagers, my mom was a stickler about us doing routine breast exams. She had a breast model hanging in the shower to show us what to look for during our exams. Mama made sure we completed them, monthly. Self-exams became a habit, one I didn’t think much about until that night.

I found a lump.

I immediately sobered up. I called out to Nick from our en suite, “Honey, I feel a lump under my arm. Can you come and feel?” He walked over, gently touching the spot where I had pointed. I searched his face, looking for any confirmation that he felt it too. Instead, I found a completely calm face. He tried to reassure me, saying, “Let’s talk about it tomorrow when we’re clear-headed.” I could tell he didn’t want me to worry. The next day, I couldn’t remember the conversation. Nick had to remind me, “Hey, Love, you were really concerned about a lump under your arm?” He phrased it as a question. So I checked again, and there it was, hard, painful, and ominous.

Without hesitation, I made an appointment with my doctor, who then referred me to Dr. Baird, a breast cancer specialist who happened to be the father of my daughter’s classmate. I saw him on March 23rd, exactly seven days after my birthday. Dr. Baird tried to reassure me that cancer is not usually painful, but it was hard to absorb his words with the lump still there, an ever present reminder of everything I didn’t want to face. He scheduled my biopsy for April 7th.

Fifteen days.

Those 15 days dragged on like molasses in the wintertime. Each day carried a mix of denial and dread, and the uncertainty was suffocating. I would wake up at 2 a.m., my mind racing with ‘what-ifs,’ and I’d end up staring at the ceiling, struggling to get back asleep. On the outside, Nick appeared calm. He genuinely believed things would turn out fine. He always did. I, on the other hand, was unraveling. For two weeks my heart wouldn’t settle. Like my body knew something was wrong, even when I tried to pretend everything was fine. I repeated the words “I am healthy” and “It’s gonna be fine,” but if I am honest, I didn’t believe any of it. Rule #1 of manifesting is to believe what you’re saying. Believe the words that come from Spirit and out of your mouth. Sadly, I didn’t come to this realization until much later on. 

During the day, I busied myself, but everything seemed to remind me of the fate looming ahead. I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that life as I knew it was slipping away. The official diagnosis had not even been delivered, but I was rightfully unsettled. Every small twinge of pain made me panic, made me wonder if the cancer was spreading, or if it was even cancer at all. I couldn’t tell if the symptoms were real or if my mind was creating them out of fear. The stress  of not knowing wasn’t helping. 

Nick and I didn’t tell anyone. We wanted to shield our people from the fear we were experiencing. No point alarming folks until we knew for sure. So we went to a wedding, danced, smiled, celebrated; all while subconsciously dreading the biopsy results.

Two weeks after the wedding, Dr. Baird called us back into his office. As soon as I saw his face, I knew. It’s strange how the body knows, even before the mind can catch up. There was something in the way he looked at us, his blue eyes heavy with sympathy. The room suddenly felt smaller and colder, or maybe it was just me. My body was tense. I could hear the steady hum of the air conditioner, and nothing else. The weight of his silence was heavy on my chest, then he spoke the words: 

“I’m not gonna beat around the bush. It’s cancer.”

My mind couldn’t process it; a fog settled over my thoughts, muting everything else. I stared at Dr. Baird; all I could hear was the pounding of my own heart, loud in my ears. My mouth was a desert. My awareness shifted to my hand, which was intensely gripping Nick’s warm hand, in an attempt to ground myself.

I looked over at Nick. His face was surprisingly calm, but I saw his jaw was clenched. He didn’t look at me, not right away. Neither of us knew how to respond. We just sat there, absorbing the shock of it. The world outside that office continued on, oblivious to the bomb that had just detonated in our examination room.

I thought about Aaralyn, my then seven year old daughter and everything suddenly became uncertain. I started making a mental list of all the things cancer might take from me. My entire life had been planned out and with one word, cancer, my life-plan drastically shifted. The diagnosis was my turning point, when I felt my old self slipping away. Something new, unfamiliar, and unshaped was beginning to rise in her place.￼[image: Ornament 16 Ornament 16]

 

 

 

Every plan, every assumption about our future, had been pulled out from under our feet, leaving behind a dark cloud of uncertainty. The world around me sped up, faster than I could keep up with. The doctor’s voice was clear but distant, as if the words were echoing from somewhere far away: “I’m so sorry guys but it’s cancer.” We listened to the mountain of words that revealed a diagnosis of HER2+ Stage 2b breast cancer in my left breast. 

The events that followed the diagnosis were swift and decisive. By April 26th, the port to receive chemotherapy was implanted on the right side of my chest and the first round of chemo was scheduled for the following day. I hadn’t even had time to fully process everything, but this was happening. I was on a conveyor belt, being ushered from one treatment to the next appointment to have a conversation with doctors. Everything moved so fast, and I didn’t have time to catch my breath.

Nick and I took a couple of days to process the news before telling anyone. It was a selfish, but mindful, choice. Honestly, we didn’t even know how to deliver such heavy news. We didn’t know how to call our family and friends and tell them that our lives, as we knew it, had just changed forever. We told my sister Erin first. That face to face conversation with Erin revealed her true strength. She was supportive and took the news really well. Her intuition figured something more was going on because we kept asking her to pick Aaralyn up from school while we went to ‘appointments’. I found out later that she went home that day and cried. She always managed to hold it together in front of me. That composure never wavered, not once, all the way through.

The phone calls were emotionally draining. The initial reactions of my loved ones were too much to bear. Many of them thought we were calling to share the joyful news. They thought that we were pregnant. Their faces lit up when they saw ours on the screens, their voices rose in excitement only to later falter at the delivery of this devastating news. One call after another we crushed their spirits and watched their expressions change, from joy, to shock and then to sadness and fear. It was beyond painful.

The call to my best friend, Amber was the hardest. Her father was fighting his own battle with cancer at the time and I really dreaded giving her this news. She had already been through so much, and now this? Just a few short weeks after I delivered the news, her father passed away. I was in the middle of my own treatment and despite the fog of chemo I tried to be there for her as much as I could. Somehow, alongside the presence of her own grief, she continuously showed up for me. She took her turn on the support rotation, stood by my side as the maid of honor at my wedding, and invited me to be a bridesmaid in her own wedding. Even though we lived in two different states, I saw her 5 times that year. For me, this was a true testament to the kind of friend and sister she is, and continues to be.

Telling Jasai was another emotional mountain to climb. I didn’t call her during the 3 day spree of telling everyone else. I decided to call her just before the port placement surgery. This call was no different. I entered with the same trepidation I’d felt with the others. Jasai didn’t panic, nor did she cry. Instead, she paused, took a deep breath, and asked, “How are you?” This was the moment I finally let myself cry. I unloaded. I told her how overwhelmed I was, how rushed I felt, how the doctors seemed to be forcing me into decisions before I had enough time to really think about them.

“Kema,” she said firmly, “LISTEN to me, you’ve had cancer for at least 30 days. Give yourself a full week before you let these people inject you with poison.” Surprisingly, I felt frustrated. How could she possibly understand the magnitude of this? It was the best advice that I never took. I felt like I didn’t have the time to wait, every second mattered, and I was being dragged down a path without any control. If I could go back to that moment, I might have done things differently. Even though I snapped at her and ignored her advice, she still held my hand through it all. That’s what I love most about her. She never judged me; she just supported me, no matter what path I chose, even when it didn’t align with her guidance or opinion.

From that moment on, the support system that formed around me was nothing short of miraculous. Erin, my sister, created a Facebook support group where friends and family could keep track of my treatment schedule and offer messages and gestures of support. The people in the group rallied in ways I could have never imagined. They didn’t just offer emotional support, they created a structured plan for members to follow. There was a schedule for who would accompany me to chemo and who would stay at our house afterward to help take care of me. They arranged where my daughter would stay for the weeks after my infusions and made sure Nick had all the support he needed, both emotionally and functionally.

To this day, I can’t put into words what all that meant to me. My family and friends built a fortress around me, and it was their strength that allowed me to focus on getting through each day, one treatment at a time.

Beyond the physical support, other pieces of advice and words of wisdom stayed with me along the way. One that stands out came from my college track coach, Bob Olsen. When I called him to share the news, he was not only supportive, but voiced confidence that I could beat this. He then gave me one piece of advice that I’ve carried with me until this day. He said, “Kema, you have to be selfish right now. No one’s feelings, opinions, or needs matter more than yours. Make sure you have the right people around you and the atmosphere that supports your healing.”

That advice became a cornerstone of my journey. It gave me the strength to put myself first in a way that I hadn’t before, to protect my peace and make sure that every decision I made aligned with my healing. The journey was mine to walk, supported by a community of strength and love, but it also demanded that I uncover my own resilience within.

 

 

✦ ✦ ✦

 

If you’re reading this and recalling a moment when life unexpectedly shifted, know that you’re not alone. Perhaps it was a loss, a diagnosis, or some other change that altered your path. What was that moment for you, and how did it reshape your world?

It may not have been a cancer diagnosis. Maybe it was the loss of a job, the end of a relationship, or the sudden death of someone you love. Whatever it was, life has a way of pushing us into these moments that feel like the end of everything. Yet, it’s often in these moments that we find the beginning of something new.

 

Prompt: Take a moment to reflect on your own life. When have you faced a turning point that you didn’t expect? How did it change you?

 

When life sweeps you into a direction you hadn’t prepared for, how do you cope? Where do you find moments to breathe amidst a whirlwind of appointments, decisions, and fast-paced conversations? If you’ve experienced that overwhelming rush, consider how you managed to navigate it.

 

Prompt: What gave you strength during those times? Was it a person, a practice, or something within yourself? Reflect on the tools you used to keep going, even when each day felt like a quiet battle just to keep moving.

 

 


Chapter 2

 

Medicine￼[image: Group WTLCI Photos (1).png Caption: Erin and Kema, First Infusion… Erin and Kema, First Infusion
Houston, TX April 2016]

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chemotherapy was hard. I hadn’t anticipated the many ways it would affect me. Even before the first infusion, my biggest concern was losing my hair. I had scheduled an appointment with a loctician in late April, weeks before my diagnosis, to start my loc journey. Once cancer entered the picture, I realized this wasn’t the right time. I canceled the appointment. My mom bought me cool caps, freezable caps designed to minimize hair loss during chemo infusions. I was holding onto hope that they’d work.

The cancer center smelled like antiseptic and something faintly sweet, like the flowers someone had left at the nurses’ station. On the day of my first infusion, Nick and Erin were with me, sitting on either side of me in the small, sterile room. The low buzz of machines and the soft beeping of monitors filled the space, mixing with the murmur of other patients talking to their families.

I was nervous; my hands were cold and clammy despite the warmth of Erin’s grip. The chair I sat in was surprisingly comfortable. I hadn’t expected it to feel so cozy. I kept trying to tell myself it would be okay, but the sharp scent of alcohol swabs and the sight of the IV drip hanging beside me sliced through my focus. I couldn't focus on anything other than the reality of what was about to happen.

The nurse’s voice was calm, almost too calm, as she explained each step of the process. I nodded along, trying to keep my breathing steady, but the anxiety gnawed at the pit of my stomach. 

The infusion took the entire day, from 9 AM until nearly 6 PM, as the medical team monitored me closely, watching for allergic reactions after each step. Strangely, I felt okay afterward. I was surprised by how normal I felt. I kept waiting for the wave of nausea or bone-deep exhaustion everyone had warned me about, but it never came. I remember leaving the hospital, thinking: Maybe I’ll get lucky. Maybe it won’t be as bad as they say.

At home, I felt a strange sense of relief. The anticipation of chemo had been worse than the actual treatment, at least for now. I could move around the house easily, even cook dinner. There was a lingering taste of chemicals in my mouth, but it wasn’t overwhelming. I didn’t feel like myself, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as I’d feared. Thankfully, I didn’t have to worry about Aaralyn. Our friends Angela and David had taken her in for the week of each treatment, keeping her safe and letting her have a “second home” in a loving environment. Lindsey even picked her up from school so she could spend time with her best friend before spending the night at Angela and David’s. Knowing she was surrounded by familiar faces and love helped ease my mind and allowed me to focus on resting and recovery.

It wasn’t just me receiving thoughtful gifts and care packages; friends sent Aaralyn books, stuffed animals, and cards, understanding that, in her own way, she was navigating the confusion and challenges of this time, too. These acts of love and support for Aaralyn were a lifeline for both of us, a way for our community to embrace her through the storm as well.

The next day, reality hit. After a shot to stimulate white blood cell production, my body reminded me exactly what I was up against. The bone pain crept in slowly, an ache that began in my legs and crawled up to my chest, settling in with a stubborn intensity. My sister tried her best to massage the pain away, but nothing seemed to help. It was a pain I just had to endure, a reminder that this was only the beginning of a long journey, one that I couldn’t rush or avoid.

The pain was so severe that my doctor agreed to reduce the dose for the next round. Chemo is cumulative. I hadn't fully grasped that after the first infusion, so the initial lack of side effects and illness lulled me into a false sense of security.

I was prescribed six rounds of chemo, spaced three weeks apart. When I asked why six, the oncologist explained that it was based on the average treatment needed for this type of cancer. When I pressed her to explain why the treatment wasn’t more tailored to me, she brushed off my concerns. My relationship with the oncologist was tense from the start. She was detached, more interested in the science of the case than in me as a person; she wanted to treat the disease without considering the human. At one point, when I mentioned I was plant-based, the oncologist asked me, “How do you get protein?” I was instantly mortified. This was the person responsible for my care? She didn’t even understand my lifestyle choices.

After each infusion, I had a predictable recovery pattern: a week of being bedridden, followed by a week of working remotely from home, and by the third week, I’d return to the office. I expected the fatigue, nausea, and hair loss that came with the cancer treatment, but no one had prepared me for some of the more unexpected side effects. My mucus membranes dried out entirely, every single one of them. My mouth was sore, my skin changed texture and color. I experienced chemical heartburn that felt like it was burning me from the inside out. Even in exhaustion, sleep wouldn’t come. I couldn’t read or watch TV because focusing on anything for more than a few minutes was impossible. Even the most basic comforts such as sleep, food, and focusing felt out of reach. 

A few days before the second infusion, I went to see a natural hairstylist. She attempted to wash my hair and it fell out in clumps. We both cried. Despite my best hopes that the cool caps would save my hair, it wasn’t enough. It worked in spots, particularly where my hair was shorter because I had been sporting a mohawk since 2014. In hindsight, if I had cut my hair even shorter before starting chemo, I might have been able to avoid total baldness, but by this point, it was too late. I eventually lost all the hair on my body. 

My head was sore. I wasn’t ready for how much that would affect me emotionally. Erin offered to cut off her waist length locs in solidarity, but I told her it wasn’t necessary, not to mention, she did not have the head shape for it. My mom and Erin were there for the second infusion, which left me more exhausted than the first. Despite reducing the dose of the white blood cell shot, the bone pain persisted, and it took me longer to recover. I returned to work in the third week, but the struggle was real. 

I was juggling my new reality while making life decisions about Nick’s and my upcoming wedding, which was already set for July 30th. At one point, I seriously considered postponing the wedding. But my boss, Joanna, insisted that I shouldn’t. “Don’t cancel your wedding. Cancer has taken so much from you; don’t let this be another thing on the list,” she told me. Her words stuck with me. So, we moved forward with our plans.

My godmother Marilyn, affectionately known as AMJ, wasn’t going to be able to make it to the wedding in Costa Rica, so she and Aunt Wilma threw us a beautiful civil wedding in Texas. It was small, only about 25 people, but it was perfect. My dear friend Yisel, who was visiting at the time, attended, and she was also a bridesmaid in our Costa Rica wedding.

By the time I was preparing for the third infusion, I had lost 30 pounds. AMJ and my cousin La’Twanna came with me for this round, and I could barely keep up with my own body. My light was fading fast and I was no longer sleeping in my own bed. I had to sleep in an electric recliner to help me stay propped up because the chemical heartburn was unbearable. I was so weak that holding a conversation left me breathless. Talking wasn’t just physically taxing, it was mentally exhausting. I had been trying to stay active by walking and doing yoga, but by the time of that third infusion, walking even 40 steps felt like running a marathon.

We didn’t know it at the time, but that would be the last￼[image: Ornament 16 Ornament 16] infusion for me.

 

 

The aftermath of the third round of chemo was harrowing. Even though we were down to a quarter of the original dose of the after-shot, it still sent my body into 24 hours of agonizing pain. In my diminished state, it felt so much worse. I was beyond exhausted and merely existing in an emaciated state. There were days where death’s rescue would have been welcomed  just to be free from the pain. It was June, in Houston, but I was always cold, shivering under blankets as though my body had somehow forgotten how to keep warm.

Noise became intolerable. All I wanted was total silence, to be alone with my thoughts, or maybe it was a subconscious plan to escape them. I would lie on the couch or in the recliner, staring out of the window at the large oak trees across the street from our condo. From my vantage point, I could only see the tops of those trees, swaying in the wind on some days and standing still on others. There was something comforting about watching them. The stillness and the sway became my companions, a kind of rhythmic reassurance that even in my stillness, life was still moving. I didn’t realize it then, but silence would become one of my greatest teachers, a conduit for connecting with Spirit in ways I had never known before.
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