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This offering is dedicated to

Nisa Camille Vanzant

Omo Obatala Emi’Olade

and

Carolyn Reidy

Thank you for seeing in me what I did not

and could not see in myself.

In honor of your name and love…

“May this offering move on the wings of your light

into the hands and hearts that need it most.

May every page ripple with healing.

May every soul who touches this work remember their radiance,

reclaim their power, and rise in wholeness.

May the one who birthed this work be continually replenished,

protected, and honored for the gift released into the world.”

With reverence and gratitude always.

A’mari El’Naiya (known to the world as Iyanla)






Welcome Beloved One,

Welcome to this sacred space of healing, remembering, and a deep inner truth.

What you are holding in your hands is so much more than a collection of bound pages. The topics, insights, and teachings within these pages are tools offered to support you in clearing away what is heavy, preparing you to return to what is holy, and connecting you to all that is aligned with the highest version of yourself.

We live in a world that clamors for our attention, feeds our fear, and teaches us to forget our sacred nature. I pray you will discover and receive this offering as a Divine call to return: to slow down, to feel again, to choose clarity over clutter, alignment over chaos, and spiritual power over people-pleasing, ego-gratifying performance, and insatiable external validation-seeking.

In all that is presented, all that I will share, and all that we will explore, you are not asked or expected to be perfect. You are simply invited to be present. Present with the words. Present with your own needs and desires. Present with the places within you and in your life that are calling out for peace, the places that require some tender loving care and attention. Also, I invite you to be fully present with the greater possibility that can and will unfold with the practices of good Spiritual Hygiene.

As you explore, examine, and contemplate what is offered within these pages, be on the lookout for gentle invitations:


	To speak your truth

	To reclaim the parts of yourself that may have been lost

	
To release what was never yours

	And to fully embody your identity as the clean, clear vessel of Divine presence that you came here to be



Take your time with every page, inquiry, and practice. Trust your internal rhythm of knowing what to do and what you may not be ready for… yet. Receive what you can and leave what feels like too much for later. Let these pages serve as a mirror, a medicine chest, and a Divine map guiding you on a sacred journey.

I am so honored to walk with you.

With clarity. In courage. With sacred commitment and love.

I Am,

A’mari El’Naiya–known to the world as Iyanla
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There comes a time on our individual path of spiritual evolution when lighting a candle to feel grounded is no longer enough. You brush your teeth and wash your body every single day to prevent disease and stay clean. But what do you do every day to heal your soul?

At some point, you will realize that healing does not come just from what you do, but from what you’re willing to face.

You will face a pivotal moment when your soul begins to ache, not because you have done something wrong, but because it’s time to return to your essence. That essence is innocent. That essence is pure. When I look around the world today, I sense that this is that time. We live in a world that demands our attention, steals our breath, and teaches us to forget who we really are. We are conditioned to perform rather than feel. To pretend we are OK instead of doing the work required to be OK. Unfortunately, you cannot decorate internal debris. You cannot pray away the pain you deny or the mental chatter you won’t face. You cannot shift, change, grow, evolve, or heal if you are dragging the weight of what you have not cleansed or released. Having learned this the hard way, I now know with every fiber of my being that Spiritual Hygiene matters.

I think of Spiritual Hygiene as the daily, sacred devotion of clearing your inner space. It is the loving commitment to honoring your thoughts, emotions, energy, and soul with the same reverence you give to your sacred belongings. Your mind is an altar. Your heart is a temple. Your presence is holy. And sometimes, the most powerful revelations come through your deepest pain.

I had once lived there too. In the trenches of fear and survival. Over time, with practice and pain, guided by Spirit, I gradually climbed my way into a different consciousness. I discovered a world where everything is energy, and nothing is personal. I entered a higher level of spiritual consciousness, where love doesn’t need to be earned or proven. Where you know deep in your bones that you are a soul, not just a body. I learned that you can delay, deny, resist, and avoid healing, but you cannot fail at it because healing is real, and forgiveness is freedom.

I am not where I am today because I’m better, stronger, or more talented than you or anyone else is. I’m here because I choose, moment by moment, day after day, to practice Spiritual Hygiene. To cleanse the debris of what I have encountered and endured throughout my life with forgiveness.

Our physical world is collapsing. What once worked to keep us safe is no longer effective for moving forward. But our spiritually energetic world is rising. The spiritual world beckons us to question most of what we have been taught. Some of us, as teachers and lightworkers, are building bridges between the two depths of life and understanding. Some are still stuck in the rubble. As I began to prepare to write this book, I reviewed my own life. I examined my thoughts, emotions, regrets, and practices. I realized how essential this work is not just for our peace, but for our survival, the survival of this world we all love.

Whether you are new to this type of work or returning to what your soul has always known, these pages are for you. I pray that what I share here will become your sacred yes. I invite you to allow one moment of one thing you read on these pages to be the moment you choose clarity over confusion, alignment over exhaustion, and Divine presence over performance. Do you want to feel inspired again, like everything you do is in step with your Divine purpose? Do you want to feel authentically connected to both your inner truth and a community that supports you? Do you want to find joy in the small things you experience every day? Let this truth be your invitation: You can choose a different reality. You can rise above anything and everything. You can cleanse your mind and heart because your soul was never soiled. You can remember who you truly are. And when you do, not only will you be free, but your presence demonstrates to others that it is possible for them to choose freedom too.
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You are here because a part of you remembers the truth. The light in you is still intact. The voice of the Divine within you is still sacred. The soul in you is still willing. It is your soul that is guiding you toward a sacred return to the truth of your being, and this stage on the path of Spiritual Hygiene, which is healing. This means you must be willing to give yourself permission to slow down, to listen within, and to acknowledge the temple you are. This is not the end of your struggle. It is the beginning of your sovereignty.

Let us walk with clarity toward what you will encounter at this stage of the journey, and what you will be asked to do along the way. We begin with a definition of healing, what it entails, and the potential results that can occur when you commit to engaging in a healing process.

For the purpose of Spiritual Hygiene, healing means remembering what was forgotten, restoring what was lost, and realigning what was distorted within the sanctuary of your own being. It is a return to wholeness in which your mind, heart, and soul express naturally and freely through your physical body. True healing is not the act of erasing wounds or pretending that your pain does not exist. Healing, in this context, is the holy work of becoming aware of what you carry, honoring its impact, and releasing what no longer serves your Divine unfolding. It is the clearing of energetic residue from inherited pain, internalized shame, and emotional clutter. It is learning to hear your own soul again, through the noise of anger, guilt, and shame. It is releasing the masks you wear, the roles you have played, and the defenses you have engaged to keep yourself safe. Healing is not arriving anywhere. It is a rhythm you live within. A sacred return to mental and emotional clarity, to your authentic presence, and to the truth of your soul. Healing is the soil in which Spiritual Hygiene begins.

To activate the healing process, you must first awaken to the need for healing. This means recognizing that the mind, your inner Throne of Thought, belief, and perception, has been occupied by unexamined narratives, inherited fear, internalized judgment, and reactive survival patterns. It means becoming aware of the mental noise that drowns out inner wisdom, the self-talk that reinforces shame, and the illusions that keep you stuck in a cycle of confusion and control.

Awakening to the need for healing is not about blaming yourself for your thoughts. It is about reclaiming your authority over them. The work you will encounter at this stage invites you to sit upon the throne of your own mind, not as a ruler driven by fear, but as a steward of sacred clarity. It is here that you will begin the practice of observing, naming, and gently cleansing the mental debris that has clouded your vision and dulled your power. Healing does not begin when the pain ends. It begins when the patterns are seen, acknowledged, and accepted. Only then can they be blessed for the safety they provided and released for something grander.

In Level I, you will be introduced to the four pillars of awakening to the need for healing:


	Self-Awareness: “What am I thinking and feeling?”


	Self-Honesty: “Am I telling myself the truth?”


	Energetic Responsibility: “What am I allowing to occupy my mental and emotional fields?”


	Permission to Grieve: “What have I not yet allowed myself to feel?”




As you move through the sacred process of becoming aware, you will begin to notice the subtle (and sometimes not-so-subtle) patterns that govern your thoughts, emotions, reactions, and choices. This is the work of Self-Awareness, the first pillar of this journey. Awareness is not about self-blame. It is about sacred noticing. You cannot cleanse what you do not see. You cannot heal what you are not yet willing to feel. But awareness alone is not enough. You will also be called, gently and compassionately, to become honest:


	Honest with yourself about what you think and why you think it.

	Honest about what you’re holding that doesn’t belong to you.

	Honest about how you’re really doing, beneath the roles and routines.

	Honest about what’s no longer sustainable, even if it used to work.



This is the second pillar: Self-Honesty, the courageous tool that clears the fog from the mind and the clutter from the heart. Without honesty, your awareness cannot find its foundation in reality. Honesty is the clearing blade and the sacred broom. It sweeps away the false narratives, the outdated masks, and the emotional debris that block your vision. As the mental fog lifts and the emotional clutter is removed, something extraordinary begins to happen: Your energy expands. This expansion is not just a feeling. It is a shift in frequency, an opening of your inner space. With this expansion comes Energetic Responsibility, the third pillar. No longer ruled by emotional reactivity or unconscious thought patterns, you begin to choose what stays and what goes. You become the gatekeeper of your internal world.

With this newfound space, this breath of clarity, comes the deepest invitation of Level I: Permission to Grieve. This is the fourth and often most tender pillar. Once you see and tell the truth, you must give yourself permission to feel the impact of what you’ve been carrying, suppressing, or ignoring. You grieve not to fall apart, but to come back together, to make space for joy, clarity, and peace; in other words, clean living. You are free from the past, open to the present, prepared and preparing for what you now choose to create and experience, and you are doing this with a clean slate. In this way, the four pillars of Level I are not linear steps. They are a living spiral, a sacred internal rhythm:


	Awareness opens your eyes.

	Honesty clears your lens.

	Energetic responsibility stabilizes your field.

	Grief purifies your heart.



With each turn of this spiral, your inner light returns. Your clarity sharpens. Your patterns reveal their value and their teachings, so that finally, your soul can breathe. This is the foundation of Spiritual Hygiene: to clear what clutters your sacred inner space so that you can live, lead, and love from truth.

These four pillars are also principles and tools for reflection. Consider them to be living gateways that will support you in naming, feeling, and clearing what has clouded your mind and polluted your emotional field. You will be asked to name your fog, identify your patterns, and allow yourself to know and feel the truth about what is and has been going on within you. This information is essential for your preparation to enter Level II, the cleansing stage.
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Beloved Presence of All That Is,

Anchor me now in Your peace and perfect wisdom.

Today, I call forth the sacred flame of courage.

Not the absence of fear, but the holy willingness to move forward anyway.

Let courage rise in me like the morning sun,

warming every place within me that feels uncertain or afraid.

Divine Light of truth,

I ask that you clear my mind.

Wash away the fog of confusion, the heaviness of doubt,

and the noise of every voice that does not belong to me.

Make my thoughts clear, focused, and honorable.

Help me to see with spiritual eyes, so that I will choose with sacred discernment.

Guide me to speak only what is rooted in integrity and love.

I open my hands and my heart now, ready to receive Divine instruction

so that I will walk in alignment toward my greater good.

Guide me. Strengthen me. Clarify everything I hold in my mind.

May every step I take today be a step toward truth and peace and my own divinity.

I Ask. I Allow. I Accept.

Amen. Aṣẹ Aho.

And so, it is.
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In every soul’s journey, there comes a time when personal healing, growth, and development are no longer a luxury. It becomes a lifeline. A moment when suffering, survival, performance, and pretense begin to crack under the weight of unspoken fear, guilt, sorrow, and unresolved wounds.

This chapter begins with one such moment.

One day in the mid 1970s, I decided I was going to take my life. I was twenty-one years old, caring for a six-week-old baby and my two other young children. It was a Friday, and my husband had promised us that we were going to move, to a bigger place where we could thrive as a family. I sat there all night waiting for the moving van because he said he’d done all this stuff to prepare. But it didn’t come, and neither did he. The next day, I scooped up all three of my kids and jumped in a cab from East New York to Flatbush to talk to the landlord myself. I asked if we could move in on Monday.

He looked at me like I had sixty heads and said, “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Your husband never came back to sign the lease.” I had been struggling with postpartum depression, but when I realized the impact and implication of him lying to me, it pushed me over the edge. How could I go on like that?

My husband was asthmatic, so he had all kinds of pills. I swallowed them all, everything I could get my hands on.

I was losing consciousness in the kitchen, when I found myself on the floor. Then I had what I can only call a visitation.

I heard a voice say, clearly, “Do you want to die, or do you want to stop hurting?”

And I said, “I want to stop hurting.”

And then the voice said, “You hurt because you don’t know how to live.”

Later, in the psychiatric ward, after they pumped my stomach, I asked the nurses for paper. I wrote down all the questions and thoughts that had been festering in my heart. My prayers and pain spilled out on the page. That’s how I started conversing with God. I realized that I did want to live, but for it to stop hurting, everything had to change.

That was my first flicker of self-awareness, the first step of Spiritual Hygiene.

But as you’ll see on these pages, healing myself wasn’t a straightforward process. To fully embody my life and become present for myself every day, I still had so much to learn. So my question for you is: Do you know how you want to live? Do you want to stop hurting? What do you want from your life? Understanding how your mind is shaping your daily experiences is the only way to begin to understand.

Some things happen to us. Some things happen for us. Other things happen around us and leave a lasting impact on who we are, and how we approach our life. If you have ever been in an airplane that suddenly flies into turbulence, you have an idea of the impact the environment plays on your mental and emotional state of being. The apple juice is on your tray. You are digging in the bag to get those last few pretzel crumbs when suddenly, everything goes flying in the air. The juice has spilled out onto the tray and your lap. In your efforts to catch your cup of juice, you have dropped the pretzel crumbs onto the tray and your neighboring passenger. Everything in the plane has been affected by what is going on outside of the plane. Everything within you is reacting to what has impacted the plane.

Thoughts are not merely fleeting ideas; they are energetic seeds that can create emotional needs. Every thought, whether you are conscious of it or not, carries a vibration that influences your perception, feelings, and responses, and contributes to creating your reality. The mind is the space where the energy of your thoughts takes form. Thoughts lay the foundation of your belief system, which then shapes your perceptions of possibility.

Taking care of your mind is like cleaning a cluttered room. It means slowing down and looking at everything and evaluating what to keep and what to throw away. Do you really need this? Does this really reflect who you are? That’s how it is when you consider the hundreds of conflicting thoughts crowding your mind. You become aware of every idea and ask yourself: “Is what I’m holding in my mind actually true?” When you discover that a thought you are having or holding is not true or productive, you can choose to have another thought that will help you grow into the best version of yourself. Without this level of awareness, you will constantly react to external events that trigger internal energy. This concept is crucial for good mental hygiene because shifting perspectives requires recognizing what affects the mind, and what occurs in the mind, which is revealed as what you are experiencing in life. I call this process Spiritual Hygiene because it’s a practice that must become part of your everyday life. To be effective, it should become part of the bedrock of who you are.

In the years following my own awakening, I devoted a considerable amount of time to refining my spiritual practice. It wasn’t a direct process, and I fell short many times, but at some point I thought I’d gotten through it. I thought I had discovered a better way to live, which I’d imparted to my children. But as it turned out, it was not that simple.

Through the story of my Beloved daughter Nisa, I offer not only a window into the fragility of the human heart but a doorway into the sacred necessity of tending to the mind, our inner throne.

Tending to your mind, the seat of the Divine’s creative source energy, is a privilege. Yet the only way you will benefit from having that privilege is through the practice of awareness; awareness of who you are and how to stand in for, and as, your true, authentic self.

As a little girl, Nisa was both angry and imaginative. Brilliant and misunderstood. She seemed to always want something that I or the world did not have to give.

Nisa’s love language was words and gestures of affirmation. She needed constant hugging. Constant kissing. Constant reassurance. She needed affection. But for the bulk of her childhood, I was “neck-down-dead,” a condition I will explain in detail later in these pages. I didn’t know how to give her what she needed in the way she needed it. This was in part because I had never received it, in part because I had denied giving it to myself. To add salt to her wounds, I was exhausted most of the time during her younger years—mentally, emotionally, and physically drained. I did the best I could to feed, clothe, and shelter my three children after ending a long-term abusive relationship. I focused on giving my children things: the things I never had, the things I thought they needed. The only thing Nisa wanted and needed was to sit in my lap, to feel my hand stroking her face as she listened to my heartbeat. Unfortunately, when Nisa was a child, my lap was filled with my own unhealed stuff.

Nisa grew up to be both beautiful and quick-witted, the kind of woman who could turn a trip to the grocery store into a party, a family gathering into a comedy show.

She led from her intuition and lived from her heart. She worked for several years as a home health-care aide for a three-hundred-pound patient with dementia. Nisa said that no one in the family could move her, and when no one would help, Nisa hoisted her from the hospital bed into her wheelchair by herself. On holidays and when the family she worked for went on vacation, they took Nisa with them, treating her as if she were family. If I was exhausted and ready to wrap work for the day making my body-care products, Nisa would keep grinding, hand-crushing black soap and straining essential oils until the work was done.

But when it came to the needs of her own heart and spirit, Nisa turned a blind eye to them. And as her mother and a long-time spiritual teacher, as close as we could be, I always came up short in her eyes.


Mama Cannot Know Best… All the Time

Most, if not all, mothers know about deep pain related to their children because there comes a time in a mother’s life when love alone isn’t enough, when words run out, when even prayer feels like throwing stones into a storm. That was me. That was us. My daughter Nisa and I. We loved each other. Fiercely. But we lived in different worlds. She lived in a world of hard edges. A world where survival was the goal, pain was familiar, and love always had a price. That was her reality, where everything was physical, separate, and fixed. She believed in suffering as if it were her birthright. Believed in betrayal like it was gravity. Nisa believed that if love didn’t hurt, it wasn’t real. She was a millennial, a member of a generation that was either taught or somehow learned to wear trauma and abuse like badges of courage. They seem to idolize what is wrong, with no awareness that trauma, abuse, and dysfunction are spiritual pollutants that are often in competition with emotional denial and mental resistance. I acknowledge that my generation and those right below me were conditioned to perform rather than feel. We were actually taught to pretend we are OK instead of doing the work required to be OK.




Knowing and Not Knowing: A Mother’s Two Realities

In the material realm, Nisa was a diabetic who didn’t tend to her condition or care for her basic needs. In the spiritual realm, she was desolate and disconnected from her core. I knew she was going to die. The spiritual technician within me, a spiritually centered teacher, had seen it coming over the course of about two and a half years. That part of me had come to a place of somber but quiet acceptance. My soul was at peace, but the mother in me… She was hysterical! She was heartbroken. Devastated. And desperate. I remember the day I called a dear friend, a former student, in a complete and total breakdown. I had wept to the point of nausea and vomiting. I heard myself repeating:


“I cannot bury another child! I just cannot do it! Why would God ask me to do it? I just can’t.”



All she could say was “I know Iya. I know.” When I was calm enough to speak without babbling, we devised a plan, a plan that we hoped would help my baby girl get on the track to wellness and well-being. Unfortunately, we made our plan without consulting or including my daughter. When it comes to good Spiritual Hygiene for the mind and heart, planning for others never works out well for anyone involved. As if I needed evidence of what I already knew, none of what I had planned for happened the way I thought it would. The physical cause of Nisa’s death was sepsis. She was resistant to all medical advice. She even refused available alternative methods that could have facilitated her mental, emotional, and physical healing. She broke her ankle during COVID. As is common with many diabetics, the break did not heal. It also required three surgeries to set and reset the bone. Each surgical intervention required more time to heal, which kept her in a cast for more than two years. During the healing process, one of her toes became infected. The doctors said they would have to scrape the bone and possibly remove one or more of her toes. She wanted time to think about it. The doctor was clear that if she did not address the toe quickly, it would not have a good outcome. I asked her what she thought that meant, if she understood what would happen if she didn’t act. I will never forget her words.

She said, “I’ll die.”

When I asked her if that was what she wanted to do, her response was,


“I have nothing to live for. And I cannot live without toes. How do you expect me to walk without toes?”



That was not a response. It was a declaration of despair. I wanted to scream at her: You are not your toes! You are not your pain! You are not your past!




How Your Thoughts Can Infect Generations

I did not practice good Spiritual Hygiene on any level when I was pregnant with Nisa. I lived in a hard-edged reality. I believed I was doing my best, or at least what I thought was sufficient. For instance, I knew enough to quit smoking when I discovered I was pregnant, but I lacked the courage and emotional strength to remove myself from the toxic and abusive relationship with her father. My choices were driven by survival and fear rather than a deeper understanding of emotional well-being or self-care. Back then, though I checked in with my spirit sporadically, I didn’t realize that maintaining my own mental health and emotional stability was not just beneficial for me but crucial for the tiny life growing inside me. Instead of prioritizing peace, I found myself trapped in cycles of emotional chaos, unaware of how these waves of stress and fear could ripple down to Nisa, shaping her even before she took her first breath.

I also underestimated how deeply a mother’s inner world, her thoughts, fears, joys, and pain influence the unborn child she carries. Without realizing it, I allowed fear and insecurity to seep into the bond I was creating with Nisa. At the time, I was blind to the silent witness she was becoming to my emotional struggles. It wasn’t until much later that I looked back and recognized how much of her spirit and personality reflected the woman I had been during my pregnancy; a woman yearning for acceptance and love who was deeply entrenched in a sea of turbulence.




The Mirror Talks Back

The impact of our mental and emotional inheritance is a truth that often eludes us until its echoes reverberate in unexpected ways. When Nisa was born, she carried more than just the genetic markers of her father and me; she carried fragments of my lack of self-awareness, my unresolved fears, my unspoken guilt, and the turbulent waves of chaos and insecurity that had shaped me during my crucial months of creation. It is as though the bond between a mother and child exists beyond the physical realm, weaving elements of spirit and emotion into the fabric of a new life.

I began to see glimpses of myself in Nisa, not just in her eyes or smile, but in her emotional responses and behaviors when she was about two years old. Her moments of joy mirrored the fleeting happiness I had felt during my life, while her struggles often reflected the shadows of fear, loneliness, and worthlessness I had failed to unpack. It was a realization that felt both heavy and urgent: The inner world I failed to nurture had left an imprint on hers. In the process of my own healing and introspection, I started to explore the concept of mental, emotional, and spiritual healing more deeply. It became evident that cultivating mental clarity and emotional stability was more than just an act of self-care; it was an act of love and responsibility for those I had birthed into the world. Each thought I had, every fear I harbored, had been a silent message to Nisa that she outlived until her last days on earth. It was a language she absorbed before she ever learned to speak. While I could not rewrite the past, or undo anything we had experienced, I understood the importance of shaping the present for both of us with a clear intention, commitment, and loving care.

As I learned to recognize the power of my thoughts to create reality, I started to practice holding space for my children. This meant allowing myself to feel, to grieve the mistakes of the past, and to celebrate even the smallest steps toward a more peaceful mind. Over time, my emotional landscape softened, and I began to appreciate that transformation, both for myself and for my children, was not a destination, but a continuous unfolding, a journey shaped by attention, intention, and the courage to say yes to the light, even in the presence of shadow. This profound realization brought me to the understanding that while I could not undo the threads already woven into the fabric of my daughter’s spirit, I could begin weaving new patterns of hope, healing, and clarity. The journey toward this shift was neither linear nor simple; it demanded an unflinching gaze into my own soul and a willingness to excavate the stories I had long buried that Nisa was now living out.

By examining the thoughts that dictated my actions, I began to see them for what they truly were: constructs of fear and survival that not only defined me but also served as the blueprint of my relationships and life. Instinctively, I knew that my mental cleansing would not only lighten my heart but also create a healing atmosphere for the bond I shared with all my children. Each day became an opportunity for me to rewrite my mental scripts, not just for myself but for the legacy my children would create. The practice of holding on to thoughts that served me and releasing those that caused me mental confusion and emotional harm became my way of recalibrating the unseen dynamics of my relationships with both of my daughters. It revealed a truth so simple yet profound: The energy we carry within not only shapes our lives, but it also impacts, affects, or infects those who move within our emotional ecosystem.

You cannot think or live for other people. Not only is it poor Spiritual Hygiene, but it is a disrespectful act that causes you mental fog and emotional clutter, and which obscured my own path to the truth. Without self-awareness, the first step in Spiritual Hygiene, you will not be conscious of or connected to the thoughts you are thinking, the narratives you are repeating, or the beliefs you are silently obeying.

Self-awareness teaches you how to ask:


	“Am I seeing clearly or through the lens of pain?”

	“Am I trying to control, fix, or rescue?”

	“Am I projecting my beliefs onto someone else’s soul journey?”

	“Am I present enough to sit with what is, instead of insisting on what should be?”



The Spiritual Hygiene of self-awareness is not just about noticing your thoughts; it is also about feeling your feelings with honesty and tenderness. I had to learn to sit with my helplessness. To admit my rage. To befriend my own pain. I had to stop pretending that prayer and planning were enough to override my daughter’s right to choose her path because I disagreed with her choice. This is hard spiritual work. It is the hygiene of humility.




The Throne of Thought

In our everyday reality, the concept of a throne is something we are all familiar with. A commonly accepted definition of a throne would be:


A seat of power and authority, symbolizing the place from which decisions are made, rulership is exercised, and order is established.



In the spiritual context, however, the throne represents the inner seat of dominion within the mind, heart, or soul, where Divine truth or distortion can reign. The Throne of Thought is the energy created within and through your mind. The energy that pervades your life is the demonstration and manifestation of how and what you think.

As an aspect of Spiritual Hygiene for the mind, the Throne of Thought is the sacred seat of consciousness within the mind where beliefs are crowned, perceptions are enthroned, and inner narratives govern our reality. Like a royal seat, whatever occupies this throne has ultimate authority over your inner world, shaping how you see, feel, act, and ultimately, who you believe yourself to be. Every thought you think is more than a simple mental event. Your thoughts are the seeds of creation. When a thought is repeated, believed, and emotionally charged, it is elevated to a position of rulership. It becomes a ruling principle, dictating what is possible, permissible, and powerful in your life.

Your soul establishes the throne of your thoughts as a sacred space within you. It is filled with Divine presence and power. It is meant to be occupied by truth, wisdom, and Divine intelligence. In response to life’s events and experiences, your throne can be taken by fear, confusion, distortion, or inherited falsehoods. When this happens, the entire inner kingdom falls into disorder. Spiritual Hygiene for the mind begins by identifying who or what has taken the seat of authority in your mind.


Who or what is ruling you from within? Is it guilt? An old story of inadequacy? Inherited cultural programming? Or Divine insight and liberated thought?



Recognizing who or what rules your mental throne is how you awaken to the need for healing and develop deep self-awareness.

In Stage I of Spiritual Hygiene, the soul begins to awaken to its own contamination. As this unfolds, whether voluntarily or involuntarily because of experiences, you begin to identify the psychic debris, emotional clutter, and mental misalignments that you have been carrying unconsciously. Common signs of contamination of the Throne of Thought may be:


	You find yourself looping in worry, doubt, or harsh self-judgment.

	
Your decisions are based on survival, not sacred alignment.

	Your inner voice is primarily critical, anxious, or defensive.

	You unconsciously re-create cycles of fear or unworthiness.

	You struggle to access clarity, stillness, or spiritual wisdom.



While the experience can be extremely disturbing and deeply exhausting, these are not signs of your personal failure. They are sacred invitations to cleanse your mind and reclaim your mental throne. It can begin with the simple practice of sitting quietly each morning and asking: “Who or what is sitting on the throne of my thoughts today?” You are the keeper of the Throne of Thought. To awaken is to take responsibility for what governs your inner world. To heal is to purify the seat of power within your mind. To experience mental and personal freedom is to allow the Divine mind within to think through you, as you, with you. Recognizing when this is happening consistently and when you are mentally blocked or congested is the essence of self-awareness.




Not All Awareness Looks the Same

Healing the loss of Nisa did not mean I needed to spend all my time looking at her. I also had to look at myself to assess my own level of self-awareness. As her mother and a teaching facilitator of healing, I sensed that what I would discover would be as profound as it would be healing. My awareness was layered with grief, Sacred Responsibility, and the silent suffering of one who carries the burden of clarity while witnessing the suffering of others.

I was deeply aware of Nisa’s choices, my own reactions, and the spiritual dynamics playing out between us. I could identify what was happening, observe the energetic patterns, and discern the soul contract beneath the chaos. I recognized that this was not an ordinary sense of awareness. It was the call of my personal sovereignty and spiritual maturity. At the same time, my mental and emotional minds carried immense weight:


	
The weariness of having tried so many times.

	The sorrow of knowing that awareness does not always translate into changed behavior.

	The grief of watching truth fall on ears not ready to hear.



As her mother, I was aware of my own pain, but I could not or did not have the time or space to tend to it. At the same time, being aware revealed another truth: I could see what was happening, but I could not stop it. Knowing it brought me deep sorrow. I have been in that seat many times, with many people. One of my elders told me that being aware yet powerless over another person’s choice is the unique burden of being self-aware. Having done so much of my own internal work, unpacking my own pain, I really understood the lessons beneath Nisa’s resistance. It was that awareness that led me into moments of overwhelming inner conflict between what I knew and what I felt. I finally had to acknowledge that I was still a human, and even spiritual and sacred awareness may come with an ache.

Over time, I have come to understand that the gift of awareness is not control, but presence. Awareness is not the authority to change the path; it is the graceful maturity to hold space for transformation. My work was not to force Nisa’s light to come on, but to tend the flame of hope in my own heart, quietly, faithfully. I was called onto the throne of loving and letting go. This awareness was both humbling and liberating. It softened my judgment, deepened my compassion, and called me to a gentler form of seeing myself and others. True self-awareness is the ability to honor the mystery at the heart of every soul’s unfolding.

Self-awareness is not a single light switch; it is a multi-leveled awakening, filtered through life experience, emotional readiness, soul assignments, and personal wounds.

Self-awareness is not the performance of your spiritual insight. It is the capacity to meet your inner truth, and either tend to it, or hide from it until you feel safe enough to care-front it. When we judge someone else’s resistance, it is a sign that we have forgotten our own former fears. When we honor a person’s path of readiness, even when we disagree, we become midwives, not masters of healing light and love. Walking with my baby girl through the darkness of our shared shadows reminded me:


	You must always check who is seated on your inner throne.

	You must be willing and ready to dethrone what no longer serves.

	You must know that even when we make mistakes, we are worthy to rise again as our own rightful ruler.



When I finally stopped trying to think for Nisa, feeling for her, planning for her, and trying to pray her into my vision of who she should be, I came home to myself. That is when the real healing began. That is when the fog lifted. That is when I reclaimed the throne of my mind. When I accepted that her life had ended on her terms. It was then that I also remembered that I knew how to release and bury a child. I had already done it once, and nothing but my own thoughts could stop me from doing it again. This time, however, I would do it with grace. This time, I would do it with self-compassion. This time I was fully aware that although my baby girl had left her body, nothing and no one could remove her from my heart, and her presence in my heart need not be painful.









[image: ] Self-Reflection


As you enter the sacred space of self-reflection, may you do so with tenderness, not judgment. If you hope to receive the full medicine of this journey, you must begin to track your own needs, not just what you think, but what you know you must know. This is the beginning of self-awareness: not fixing, not forcing, but simply noticing. Let these pages be a mirror and a sanctuary. Allow them to show you what is ready to be seen, honored, and gently tended within you. You can respond to these inquiries in your private journal, or on your device. Whatever you choose, you are encouraged to be fully present with yourself and the inquiry, and to honor anything and everything that comes forward. You can also bypass the inquiries now and move into the next chapter. This would mean that you are saving your personal healing until the end of the journey. This is perfectly fine; however, you are encouraged to be willing to come to the well of these inquiries if or when the journey becomes overwhelming.


	
1. What part of me most deeply resonates with Nisa’s pain, her resistance, or her silence?
“Where in my life do I choose/have I chosen despair, detachment, or denial because I didn’t know how to receive love?”



	
2. What part of me most resembles the mother who loved fiercely, but couldn’t reach the one she loved?
“What am I still trying to fix, prove, or plan for someone else because I haven’t released control?”



	
3. Where am I still rehearsing an old version of someone, holding them hostage to who they were, not who they are now?
“What would it mean to release that person from my expectations?”



	
4. Have I been emotionally or mentally unavailable to someone I love—because of what I’ve not yet given to myself?
“What truth have I been unwilling to feel?”



	
5. What is the energetic inheritance I may be passing on, unconsciously, to those I care for?
“What would I need to clear in my own mind or heart to shift that legacy?”



	
6. What is currently sitting on the throne of my mind?
Reflect on the dominant thoughts, emotions, or patterns that are guiding your decisions and inner dialogue at this moment.

“Is it fear, guilt, control, regret, or love, peace, trust?”

“How does this influence how I treat myself and others?”



	
7. Where in my life am I trying to “think” for someone else?
This inquiry invites a reflection on control and projection.

“Am I carrying mental clutter by trying to fix, save, or manage someone else’s journey?”

“What would it feel like to release that role?”

“What part of what I may project onto them is mine?”



	
8. What pain or emotional imprint from my past still speaks as truth in my mind?
Drawing from your childhood experiences of violence and silence, this question supports awareness of inherited thought patterns.

“What belief did I form during a painful moment that I now recognize as false or harmful?”

“Am I ready to lay it down?”



	
9. What is one memory I’ve used to define myself that needs to be reexamined with compassion and clarity?
This invites a compassionate revisiting of a memory or story that may still color your current identity or relationships.

“Am I ready to see that moment through the lens of growth, not shame?”

“What does it teach me about who I have become?”



	
10. What do I need to witness, feel, or admit to come home to myself?
This deepens the inner inquiry of self-awareness and guides you toward emotional honesty and a state of presence.

“What part of my pain have I tried to bypass?”

“Can I sit with it long enough to hear what it must teach me? If not, why not?”











[image: ] OPENING PRAYER


Beloved Divine Presence,

Keeper of clarity, Guardian of Truth,

I enter this moment not to control, dismiss, or deny what I feel.

I enter to honor what I carry.

I call back my energy, my power, from every place I have left it or given it away

through fear, through silence, through performance, through pain.

I gather myself with compassion.

I collect myself with courage.

I recalibrate myself as a sacred act of return.

Cleanse my field of what is not mine.

Clear my body of the memories I no longer need to hold.

Disconnect me from the voices that no longer serve.

Anoint me with the wisdom to know the difference between what protects me and what imprisons me.

May my breath become my anchor.

May my body become my ally.

May my emotions become messengers.

May my thoughts be freed from the rules of fear and filled with the knowing that I am Divine.

I now step into energetic responsibility, not as a job or burden, but as a blessing.

I choose to tend to the field within me as a holy ground where truth may live, where light may rise, and where I may remember:

I Am the keeper of my inner field.

I Am the steward of my personal power.

I Am safe to be aware, aligned, and free to choose.

Amen. Aṣẹ Aho.

And so, it is.







[image: ] CHAPTER 2 Breaking Through the Smog


Until you become aware of what you do, how you do it, why you do it, and the consequences of doing it, you will remain enslaved to the illegitimate rulers in your Throne of Thought. The three most notorious rulers you will have to face and dethrone are mental clutter, emotional clutter, and spiritual smog. These forces do not serve your authentic identity or respect Divine authority; they distort it. Mental clutter floods the mind with noise: overthinking, worry, distractions, and inherited patterns of thought that block clarity and peace. Emotional clutter weighs down the heart with unprocessed pain, buried grief, suppressed feelings, and unresolved reactions. Spiritual smog is the invisible veil that forms when you’re disconnected from your inner truth. The smog accumulates when guilt, shame, confusion, or disillusionment impedes your inner knowing.

Mental and emotional clutter remains invisible until you feel enraged, overwhelmed, or stuck. It manifests as the moments when you cannot focus, when your thoughts won’t stop spinning, or when you feel stuck in loops of fear, judgment, worry, or indecision. Mental clutter is the accumulation of unprocessed thoughts, unresolved questions, outdated narratives, and inner dialogue rooted in fear, doubt, or self-judgment. It is the noise that fills your mind and heart, contaminating the mental space that is meant for Divine communion and instruction. Mental clutter may look like:


	
Overthinking and overanalyzing

	Playing out worst-case scenarios

	Replaying past conversations

	Holding on to “shoulds,” regrets, or imagined futures

	Internal contradiction between what you say you believe and how you think



The more cluttered the mind, the more difficult it is to receive Divine wisdom or spiritual insights. The voices of the past and fears become louder than the voice of truth. Mental clutter keeps you occupied with thoughts that have no power to move you forward.


When the Mind Spills into the Heart

How Mental Chaos Pollutes the Emotional Body

The mind and the heart are spiritually intertwined. A cluttered mind will infect the emotional body. A cluttered emotional field can distort your thoughts. When your mental space is unclean, the heart cannot release what it may be holding. When your emotions are backed up, the mind works overtime trying to make sense of the chaos. This is why Spiritual Hygiene for the mind is not just mental—it is emotional and energetic. When you clear your thoughts, your feelings have permission to soften and be noticed. When you purify your mental atmosphere, your emotional atmosphere begins to stabilize.

Emotional clutter refers to the accumulation of unprocessed feelings, repressed grief, reactivity, shame, fear, or apathy. You start to feel everything and nothing at the same time. You may find yourself emotionally fragile or emotionally numb. Emotional clutter forms when:


	You suppress emotions because they feel unsafe or inconvenient.

	You inherit and carry the emotional pain of others—family, partners, ancestors.

	
You avoid emotional truth to maintain peace or prevent conflict.

	You cling to guilt, resentment, or unexpressed grief.



When the mind is cluttered with worry, your emotions cannot rest. When your emotions are clogged with unprocessed pain, your mind becomes hypervigilant, trying to create order. The two, the mind and heart, are tethered. Both are affected by the nature, quality, and consistency of your Spiritual Hygiene, or the absence of it.




The Mind Carries Dust from the Past

Emotional clutter grows every time you bite your tongue, swallow your tears, or tell yourself to “get over it” when your soul was asking to go deeper into it. It isn’t always dramatic. Emotional clutter can also be quiet, subtle, and habitual:


	Smiling when you are hurting

	Suppressing what you feel because you feel unsafe or when a feeling is inconvenient

	Avoiding confrontation, even when the truth is needed

	Carrying unspoken disappointment

	Feeling resentment but not expressing it

	Volunteering (consciously or unconsciously) to carry the emotional pain of others, family, partners, ancestors, etc., because you think it is your responsibility to do so



When these emotions accumulate without a conscious and sacred release, they begin to alter your emotional landscape. You begin to lose access to joy, compassion, tenderness, and openness. You feel heavy for no reason. You feel guarded but don’t know why. You find yourself overreacting, or under-responding, to real life. This is emotional clutter, and like dust in a room, it will cloud the light of truth within you.





The Original Wound and the Birth of Emotional Clutter

How Early Separation Becomes a Core Belief of Unworthiness

Emotional clutter is the active manifestation of a wound that has been left unattended. From both a psychological and spiritual perspective, the original wound refers to a rupture or severe disturbance in one’s sense of safety, belonging, or Divine connection. It is a soul-deep imprint of separation that ultimately shapes our identity, beliefs, and behaviors until it is healed. For some, the wound occurs at birth. Being ejected from the womb and severed from the umbilical cord, the only known source of nourishment, destroys the sense of safety and support. For others, the wound is often the first experience of abandonment, rejection, or violation of trust that shatters a child’s sense of wholeness, worth, and belonging. The experience could be:


	A parent’s absence (whether emotional or physical)

	A moment of shaming or punishment for being authentically expressive

	Not being seen, heard, or loved for who they truly are, without performing to keep others comfortable or happy



Though the situation may vary, what matters most is what the child begins to believe in the moment of the experience. It is this experience that gives birth to a distorted core belief wound, like:

I am not enough. I am unlovable. I’m not worthy. I must be different to be safe. It’s my fault.

Emotional clutter doesn’t just impact how you feel and what you do; it also distorts your perceptions and how you see the world. It clouds your vision of yourself, others, and the Divine. Rev. Steven Furtnick, Pastor of Elevation Church, told his congregation, “The presence of God is not where you go to bypass your feelings. It is where you go to process them because you are allowed to feel.” For this reason, hygiene for the mind and heart is considered “spiritual” in nature. When old emotions linger unprocessed, they become spiritual filters. You start to view love through the lens of betrayal, guidance through the lens of disappointment, and possibility through the lens of fear. In its most dangerous and damaging manifestation, emotional clutter does not stand up and shout within you. It hides behind the veil of busyness, blame, or burnout. When this happens, there are clear signs you must pay attention to:


	You feel tired, even when you have physically rested.

	You avoid silence because it feels uncomfortable.

	You struggle to access joy, softness, or peace.

	You are easily irritated or unexplainably sad.

	You have difficulty trusting others or receiving love.

	You lash out or shut down in emotionally charged situations.

	You feel numb, like you are watching your life instead of living it.



This depth of emotional clutter forms and operates in a loop.


	A feeling arises. You feel disappointed, afraid, or hurt.


	You avoid or suppress it. “This isn’t the time for that,” “I cannot deal with this right now,” “Let it go and move on.”


	The feeling sinks beneath awareness. It does not leave your energy. Instead, it is buried alive and is stored in your emotional body.

	The same or a similar feeling resurfaces later, in an unrelated event or experience. When it does, it is louder, more distorted, or in a moment that seems unrelated.

	You judge yourself for feeling it. The shame loop begins and distorts the next unpleasant feeling.




This cycle becomes a silent, ongoing emotional weight that affects the mind. Over time, it can manifest as anxiety, depression, emotional instability, or chronic disconnection from your own heart.





Emotional Clutter Has a High Spiritual Cost

Emotional clutter does not mean you are broken. It means there is something within you that longs to be felt, heard, and freed. Unprocessed emotions block your ability to hear Divine guidance clearly. They dull your intuition and keep you attached to the memories, wounds, and trauma of the past. In the absence of mental and emotional Spiritual Hygiene, you mistake your emotional reactions for Divine revelations. You confuse fear with discernment. You spiritualize your self-protection by calling it wisdom. The truth is: You cannot embody Divine clarity if your emotional field is chaotic. You cannot be a sanctuary of light while living in the darkness of emotional congestion.

Emotional clutter is the fuel that feeds emotional dishonesty and the ways we lie to ourselves and about ourselves. The reason emotional dishonesty is so pervasive on the internal landscape of so many people in today’s world is that few of us recognize the distinction between an emotion and a feeling. The two are similar, but in the realm of Spiritual Hygiene for the mind and heart, they are distinct.




The Distinction Between Feelings and Emotions

The Moment’s Message vs. the Memory’s Echo

As a student of A Course in Miracles, I am a firm believer in its teachings that “… there are only two emotions, love and fear.” At the same time, I am aware that the average person embraces a reality that is concrete and fixed. This reality is based on what is already known, which sets the stage for what is expected and anticipated. In this third-dimensional reality, what you know is what is, period. It is this interpretation of reality that blurs the distinction between feelings and emotions. From the perspective of Spiritual Hygiene, giving credence and deference to traditional psychology, emotions tell the truth of the moment. Feelings carry the memory of past wounding. Every wound has a story that is waiting to be told and witnessed.

An emotion is a pure, instinctive, momentary signal generated by the nervous system. It is a subtle, brief, and deeply honest whisper or nudge from the soul. Emotions arise as a direct response to what is in front of you and occurring in the present moment, without the layers of interpretation or memory. They are chemical reactions triggered by your perception of what is going on. For example, you might feel a sudden tightness in your chest when someone speaks unkindly, or a flutter of warmth when you hear a child laugh. An emotion will only last a few seconds to minutes unless it is resisted or suppressed. Emotions signal, alert, protect, and connect. They are the body’s first language and are not burdened with meaning or wrapped in defense. They are simply the truth in motion, in the moment, within your being.

Emotions are the body’s way of saying, “This is what is happening in me now.” When acknowledged, an emotion will rise and dissipate like a cloud passing across the sky. This is a foundational teaching of mindfulness, a practice of the Buddhist faith, where observing rather than engaging emotions is a path to peace. When we are spiritually clean, we can acknowledge and name an emotion, allowing it to move through our mind. When, however, we develop the practice or habit of suppressing or ignoring our emotions, especially the tender ones like grief, joy, desire, or vulnerability, they will harden and become something heavier. They become less like clouds and more like storms. When this happens, it means a feeling has begun to take root.

A feeling carries the echoes of unspoken stories and has a deeper energetic response, one that has been shaped by history, memory, belief, and meaning. Feelings often arise when an emotion is not fully felt or understood—they are the labels we give emotions and often come with a story attached. Unlike the momentary rise and fall of an emotion, feelings linger. They carry the echoes of wounds we have yet to heal and truths we have been unwilling to tell. Where an emotion might say, “I’m hurt,” a feeling will scream, “I’m always abandoned. No one really cares about me.”

Because they are deeply connected to our experiences and stories, feelings are sacred, but they are not always reliable. They are truthful in that they reflect something real in our experience, but they are also tainted by the past. They can protect, project, and deceive you into believing what you choose to believe rather than what is true or possible. You might feel justified in your anger in the moment; however, the story, memory, and emotion underlying the current anger could be a long-standing resentment, shame, or grief that you have never felt permitted to express. You might feel uneasy around someone, and the “emotion” that arises is fear, but that emotion may not be about them in the moment. It may be the echo of an old story that is being triggered now, inviting you to revisit an old wound that has been reawakened. If what gets triggered is a past betrayal, rejection, or breach of safety, that emotion will be elevated into a feeling.

When we are young, we don’t just witness experiences, we absorb them. When we live in environments shaped by violence, silence, chaos, or betrayal, our tender young minds form meaning from what is required to survive in those environments. We craft meaning from the ways we are treated and how we observe the interactions between those in power. Those meanings—It’s my fault, There’s nothing I can do, Love is dangerous, Help won’t come—become the thought-forms that occupy the throne in the sanctuary of the mind.

They also become the emotions that leak into the sanctuary of the heart. In this way, the past becomes a sacred agreement of sorts that we are unaware we have made. As we begin to practice Spiritual Hygiene, becoming aware of our mental and emotional patterns, we can hold them up to the light of truth, and ask: “Is this the voice of my soul—or an echo of survival?”




Spiritual Smog: The Clouded Temple

When Clarity Is Lost and the Inner Light Is Dimmed

In the physical world, smog is defined as air pollution that reduces visibility. It is fog, made heavier by smoke and chemical fumes. In the spiritual realm, smog is an invisible haze that forms when the mind, heart, and spirit become congested with unresolved thoughts, stagnant emotions, false beliefs, energetic entanglements, and unaligned behaviors. Like pollution in the atmosphere, spiritual smog clouds your sense of inner clarity, dulls your intuitive knowing, and distorts your perception of who “you” are, what “it” is, and what you’re responsible for at any given moment. I am sure that you, like me, have heard people say things like “I just can’t take it anymore.” In those instances, the “it” is everything in or about life. Or “I don’t know what is wrong with me.” While they may not be able to put their finger on it, they do know that something is off. These are sure signs that their mental clutter is out of hand, their emotional clutter has become too heavy to carry, and there is spiritual smog hovering over their internal and external experience.

Spiritual smog forms when:


	You are mentally overloaded with information but are spiritually undernourished.

	You are emotionally burdened but spiritually disconnected.

	You maintain outer routines but neglect inner alignment.

	You speak spiritual language but suppress emotional truth.

	You live by reaction rather than authentic self-expression.



Like mental and emotional clutter, spiritual smog creeps into your mind and heart over time. By the time you realize that something is not quite right, the smog is showing up and out as:


	A lack of joy or inspiration

	Decision fatigue, or back-and-forth in decision-making

	Persistent doubt or confusion

	Feeling cut off from your inner guidance

	And at its worst: Isolation from the people and activities you once loved



Spiritual smog is what takes over when your inner temple is cluttered, but your outer life keeps moving. Stillness is replaced by people-pleasing or obligatory performance. In addition to an overwhelming yet understandable amount of mental clutter, it became quite apparent that Nisa’s life had been infiltrated by spiritual smog. According to Michael J. Lincoln, PhD, in his book, Messages from the Body: Their Psychological Meaning, diabetes often relates to themes of disappointment, loss of control, and the need for deeper self-awareness and acceptance. His interpretations link the physical manifestation of diabetes to the inability to process life’s “sweetness” or joy. Linking it to the family, Dr. Lincoln suggests that the disease stems from the experience of not receiving the “sweetness” one deserves. It can also be seen as a call to address deeper emotional or spiritual imbalances and to find strength and meaning in faith and spirituality during the management of the condition.




The Unseen Weight of Dust and Clutter

How Emotional Congestion Becomes Emotional Dishonesty

There is a space between what we know and what we say, between what we feel and what we express. This space, often silent and swollen with unspoken truths, is where emotional dishonesty lives. The heart, when clogged with emotional dishonesty, becomes a heavy, reactive place. When this is cleared through self-awareness and self-honesty, it becomes a chalice, a holy cup of compassion, clarity, and love.

The truth must be integrated into the emotional body, into the wounded places where feelings have been muted, distorted, or buried. It must touch the crevices and chambers of the heart where sorrow has been swallowed, where joy has been suppressed, where needs have been silenced until they echo as suffering.




When the Heart Remembers: A Mother’s Realization

The Places Where Our Children Reflect What We’ve Hidden from Ourselves

You cannot achieve true Spiritual Hygiene through truth-telling at the mental level alone. The mind may acknowledge, but it is the heart that remembers. Where the heart has been trained to lie to stay safe, truth must be reintroduced, gently, compassionately, and consistently. I did not know how to do this with Nisa. Instead of safety, I attempted to give her structure. Instead of gentle honesty, I offered her correction. I gave her rules that I believed were helpful. I learned that for her, they felt like demands for perfection. I wanted her to grow. I wanted her to succeed. I eventually came to realize that I wanted her to be OK enough to make me feel like I had done all the right things, the perfect mother things.

I am now aware that at first, I wanted her to make me look good as a person. Later, I wanted her to look and feel good about herself. Both unconscious needs were laced with love. They were also tinged with expectation. She felt it. She once told me, “I’ll never measure up to you.” I told her I had no expectations of her or for her, I just wanted her to be happy. I am now aware that my speaking was dishonest. I did have expectations. Subtle ones. Energetic ones. Unspoken ones. I wanted her to rise out of what I perceived to be her slump because I had not yet forgiven the part of me that had fallen. I wanted her to shine because I had not yet acknowledged, accepted, or blessed the places in me that were still in shadow. As my light began to shine brighter, Nisa’s began to shrink. Not because she lacked brilliance, but because she did not feel safe in my reflection.

Nisa was my mirror. She was the one of my three children who reflected to me the pieces of myself that I had disowned: The emotional weight. The longing to belong, to be accepted. The silent suffering. The shame. The survival. The hunger to be affirmed was in fierce competition with the fear of not being enough. When I realized what was going on within me and between us, it broke my heart. It also cracked my heart wide open. I realized that Nisa didn’t feel unwanted because of anything I said or did. She felt it because I was still rejecting the parts of myself that she embodied. Children feel energy. They may not always have the words to explain or describe it, but they know when love is knotted with anger, fear, denial, or avoidance. I always say that children bring to life the unconscious issues of their parents because they live in their bodies. Most parents resist the notion of this, but the truth is, our children know us from the inside out. Nisa knew I loved her, and she also felt my fear of her pain, because it mirrored my own.

My awareness of all that was going on beneath the surface, all that was affecting and impacting my relationship with my baby girl, pushed me deeper into my own Spiritual Hygiene. I worked on my own need to forgive myself for who I had been when she was becoming. I had to affirm her. I understood why I had to affirm her as she was, not for what she could become. I had to acknowledge and bless her broken yet brilliant self, not despite her brokenness but because of it. I had to accept that, like me, my daughter, who had lived in my body, was also learning how to survive a lineage of unhealed pain.

Journaling had become a major aspect of my spiritual practice. Through journaling, I eventually realized that my relationship with Nisa’s father was not safe or healthy for me or my three children. It would not be accurate to say that we argued. He was six foot two. I was five foot six. He weighed a good 240 pounds. I was a solid 135. We didn’t argue because the moment I attempted to respond to his accusations of unfaithfulness or disrespect of his manhood, he would grab me by my throat and whisper in my face what a bitch I was and how easy it would be for him to kill me. I would fight him off silently, punching and scratching without a sound, hoping that the children wouldn’t walk in on us. On those rare occasions when he didn’t choke me, he would put me in a choke hold, drag me into the bedroom, and threaten to kill me if I opened my mouth. We didn’t argue, but we did fight. Perhaps it would be more accurate to say that I got beat up. He would knock me down, threaten to kick me, or tell me if I moved, he would choke the shit out of me. I knew to stay in a fetal position to protect my face and my ribs. Sometimes it worked. Sometimes it did not. Over time, I learned how to reduce lip swelling and conceal a black eye. When the children would ask me what had happened to my face, I would say, “Nothing. I’m OK.”

My mind was filled with imprints and scripts that made violence in my home acceptable. I had never seen a woman leave a man because of his violent behavior. I had a deep desire to leave, but my spiritual and mental hygiene practices were not strong enough to support my desire. Where would I go? My father made it clear that I had made my bed, so I would have to lie in it. My brother told me it was none of his business. My stepmother encouraged me to get out. However, she was also very vocal about her fears that he would kill me, whether I left him or not. My poor mental hygiene and the lack of physical support took their toll. With no plan, few resources, and a limited amount of courage, it took me three years to leave. The truth is, he left me after I stabbed him.

In the process of healing my pain, I learned Nisa did not enter this earth to teach me how to be a perfect mother. Her life assignment was to help me remember how to be a truthful one. She taught me how to accept and finally admit: I hurt you, because I had not yet healed myself. That truth was not the end of our healing. It was the beginning. God’s grace, her freedom, my return. The truth that I had hurt my child did not destroy me. It delivered me. It lifted the veil of emotional dishonesty that I had unknowingly placed between my heart and hers. As the veil lifted, I gained a profound understanding: Emotional dishonesty doesn’t always manifest as lies. Sometimes it shows up as silence, as pretending, as deflecting, or overexplaining. It showed up for me and was mimicked by Nisa as saying “I’m fine,” when our souls were aching. It can even show up in our attempts to love someone who reflects to us the parts of ourselves we have not yet learned to love. Nisa was that mirror for me. I now understand that what I once interpreted as manipulation or resistance was, in truth, her way of surviving a reality in which she never felt fully safe to be herself. Her behavior was not a betrayal. It was code. It was her asking, in her own way: Can you see me, even if I can’t tell you the whole truth?
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