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      Good questions are powerful.

      As powerful as the moon controlling oceans from two hundred thousand miles away and turning perfectly upstanding citizens into werewolves against their will. Good questions are influential. As compelling as Julia Roberts’s crying in a movie—why do I immediately start crying too?

      Good questions are like that—they force the point.

      At least they do with me.

      Sometimes good questions knock me sideways with a perspective I’ve never seen before. Sometimes they work their way into the deep crevices of my mind, a surprise to unearth later—a forgotten piece of hard candy at the bottom of grandma’s purse. Good questions won’t let go until I’ve given them time and attention. Good questions can be a catalyst for change, directions at a crossroads, or the swift kick in the butt we need to push us out of our comfort zone.

      Six years ago, someone asked me a good question, and it changed the course of my life. If you could write a book about anything at all, and readers would actually retain what you share, what would you tell them?

      Before the prompt, I hadn’t even known I had an answer to that question. It must have been bubbling in my subconscious along with the dialogue to any Disney movie made before 1998 because just like The Lion King soundtrack, when prompted, it all came spilling out of me.

      What would I share with people if I could share anything? The hard truths and life lessons it had taken me decades to learn. I wrote the book I wish I could have read when I was twenty-five. I wrote a love letter to imaginary readers, the kind of things I wished someone would have said to me.

      Like, no matter how small you sometimes feel, you are powerful beyond measure. I shared what Epictetus said, that we can’t control what happens to us in life, but we can control our response to it.

      Ancient Stoics knew what was up.

      I wrote about surviving pain and trauma, how it can weaken us—make us bitter or terrified or mean. But it can also make us the strongest kind of warrior, able to lead ourselves and others with compassion and grit. I wrote about hardship and how the single determining factor in who you become on the other side of it is the meaning you place on the experience.

      I was so passionate about sharing all I had learned that I’d written the first chapter of what would later become Girl, Wash Your Face within the hour.

      I remember someone telling me, “Enjoy this process. You’ll likely only ever have enough ideas for one book like this.” As if at thirty-four, I’d acquired all the wisdom I ever would.

      Back when I wrote that first personal development book, I was so excited to share every idea that I thought might be helpful. Do this, or try that, or consider this . . . here are three different things that helped me, and maybe they’ll help you too! I’m so proud of those pages and the two self-work books that have followed it up. I’m proud that people have gotten something out of lines I wrote and still fairly shocked that anyone listens to my thoughts on the regular. But in the last eight years, you know what I’ve learned?

      I don’t actually know anything.

      Or really, I suppose that’s not accurate.

      I know lots of things. I’m a veritable treasure trove of ideas for self-improvement and random bits of pop trivia and historical facts and lines from movies and the lyrics to just about every song I’ve ever heard, especially jingles from radio commercials for small local businesses from my childhood. Marine parts are so easy to buy . . . at Galey’s Marine Supply. Toot Toot. That one has lived rent-free in my brain for thirty-five years.

      But what I don’t know are the answers that will be most helpful for you.

      The capital-T truths I believe today with all my might? Time has taught me that they might potentially be swept away at a moment’s notice.

      I wrote the chapters of this book, in no particular order, over four of the most challenging years of my life. I wrote through disillusionment and divorce. I wrote while my business, built around live events, burned down in the pandemic. I wrote while navigating new love. I wrote while recovering from a miscarriage. I wrote while parenting my four children through the grief of losing their father. I wrote while moving back across the country, starting where we once began, a fresh chapter after so many years of absolute shit.

      “Everyone has a plan until they get punched in the face.”

      Mike Tyson, the prophet.

      Life has punched me—and I’m sure you too—in the face many times, and in those moments of shock that immediately follow something hard or the months (OK, but really, it’s years) of overthinking I do in the aftermath, I often have a prospective shift about whole parts of my worldview. What I’ve learned is that, at any moment, I’m one life experience away from having a totally different belief about how the world works. All I know—all any of us can ever know—is what’s real and true for us, in this moment, today.

      But I had no idea that was the case when I began my self-work. How could I? When you’re starting to work on any part of your life for the first time (health, mental well-being, business, relationships), it’s pretty damn scary.

      Chances are you weren’t raised with a ton of resources or guides. You likely don’t have a lot of tools for emotional evolution in your toolbox, which is why you start looking for help. In the beginning, you’re not working on yourself because you’re great at it. I wish! You’re working on yourself because you’ve experienced a catalyst of such acute pain, you vowed you’d never find yourself there again. In those moments, we don’t even know where the hell we’re going—we just know we don’t want to be where we are.

      Enter: someone with ideas!

      No, not ideas. They’ve got answers.

      And they’ve got the charisma to propose those answers to you in a way that changes your whole perspective. Now you have a guide to help you down the road you started walking without any clear indication of where the path leads. This can be wildly supportive when you’re starting out. Nobody knows what they’re doing when they’re new to it, so it helps to have someone there gently reminding us what to do next. Like when you’re little, and you finally start using the toilet on your own, and every time you go, some older, wiser person has to remind you, Hey, buddy, great job. Don’t forget to wipe your butt.

      Sage advice.

      But just like with wiping your butt, if you’re truly evolving, then the guidance you start any journey with will have a natural plateau. The excitement and energy you had at the beginning of the marathon will be long gone when you’re at mile twenty-two and there’s no gas left in your tank. The swagger you possess as a small business owner with your first customer is MIA three years later when the economy is in a nosedive and you’re not sure how you’ll make payroll. The euphoria you experience as a first-time parent holding your newborn to your chest is hard to tap into when you’re trying to calm a threenager in a temper tantrum or a fifteen-year-old who’s struggling with anxiety.

      As our lives change, as the journey takes new twists and turns on the trail, we need new skills, new knowledge, and new perspectives.

      And that’s where I find myself . . . both as a student of life and as a sharer of ideas.

      Once upon a time, I thought I needed to have all the answers, both for myself and for anyone who might read what I wrote or listen to me speak or watch something I create. But the older I get, the more I understand that if you’re looking to someone else for your answers, you run the risk of getting a watered-down version of a truth that only applies to you in some areas. Worse still, we’ll raise up subsequent generations without the ability to think critically, utilize common sense, and hold space for the magic and mystery of a universe so vast, we’ll never be able to understand it all.

      And if we’ll never be able to understand it all, why would we assume we can ever really, truly have capital-T truths about any of it?

      So, my friend, I’m no longer looking for answers; I’m looking for wisdom.

      I’m collecting stories and ideas and thoughts and experiences like a little girl catching fireflies, and I’m doing it with a similar sense of wonder.

      My core value in life is growth, and I spent the early part of my adulthood believing that growth looked like rising up. But now I think growth might actually be growing out.

      And down.

      And sideways.

      Growth is a stretch in every direction—even directions you didn’t know existed.

      That kind of growth happens when we learn, yes, from others, but most especially when we learn ourselves. The single greatest thing I can do in this life and with this work is not try to teach you what I think is true but potentially to ask you questions that help you discover your own truth.

      And so this isn’t a book of answers because only you have those; this is a book of questions.

      Because the right question can change everything.

      That’s what questions do . . . they teach us about ourselves, they make us think, and if we’re honest in the reply, questions have the ability to give us our own answers.

      That’s my intention with this work. It’s a collection of questions that I’ve learned to ask myself—a firefly in my jar. Might I suggest that as you read each chapter, you sit with the question for a moment (or a week?) before you ever read my take on it? After all, it doesn’t really matter what I think about it; it only matters what you think about it. The answers to these questions have had such a profound effect on my life that it changed something for me instantly. I hope these questions, and the pondering they produce, might have a profound effect on you too.

      But if not, that’s OK. We’ve established that I may not really know anything. I’ve just got some ideas that have been real and true and good for me . . . at least until I get punched in the face again.

      xo, Rach
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What Who are you waiting for?


      

      I’m not going to tell you what to do in this book. I swear I’m not.

      But if—hypothetically—I was going to offer you any advice, it would be this: Live Your Life.

      I know. It sounds as basic and as obvious as the “Live, Laugh, Love” sign your mom got on clearance at TJ Maxx, but this edict is actually surprisingly complex, and very few people truly pull it off. Let’s break it down.

      Live: If you ask one hundred people what it means to really live, you’ll get one hundred different answers. If you ask me, there is only one. To me, living means that we actively take part in the creation of the world we exist inside of. It means we become truly conscious that we’re not an NPC in someone else’s video game. You are the main character of your life, and truly living means you act like it!

      Don’t believe me?

      Scream. Scream right now at the top of your lungs. Or don’t, because that would be weird . . . but just imagine if you did scream. How would the energy in the room shift? If you’re on an airplane, you’re gonna cause some trouble—an air marshal will probably be called, and you’ll have to explain yourself. If you’re in a coffee shop, maybe you get some looks, maybe some people will leave (I definitely would). If you’re all alone, then at the very least, the scream probably woke you up and made your heart pump to a faster rhythm. Those are just a few possible outcomes for your scream—we didn’t even touch on how the outcomes differ when you adjust the variables.

      How you scream can change everything too: blood curdling, banshee, battle cry, samurai, little kid scared of bees, gale force winds through the trees, I scream, ice cream . . . all depends on how you scream.

      And then there’s what.

      What you scream adds in new elements:

      
        	Narwhals are the unicorns of the sea!

        	One hundred million dollars?!

        	Someone’s poisoned the water hole!

        	Carl, you pestilent whoreson!

      

      Try out any of those screams without warning—and as loudly as possible—and you’re going to get completely different responses.

      See, at any moment, with the smallest amount of effort, you can change the energy of the world around you. Screaming in public is obnoxious, yes, and chances are you’re not gonna do it for all the same reasons I’m not gonna do it . . . my point is, though, we could.

      We could also quit our jobs and move to Peru.

      We could finally learn to play the guitar or take up tap dancing or invest our life savings in an alpaca farm . . . I’m not saying we’re gonna do it—but we could.

      Living life means getting the most out of it that we can. And not in some greedy, selfish, consumeristic kind of way—but in a soak-up-the-goodness-all-around-you, embrace-the-hard-stuff-too, fill-and-feel-all-the-way-to-the-edges-of-each-day kind of way. But if you’re repeating the same patterns day after day, seeing the same people, eating the same food, telling yourself the same stories, the monotony isn’t a routine—it’s the death knell.

      To live means that you know that you are in the driver’s seat. Being in the driver’s seat doesn’t require you to go one hundred miles an hour . . . or anywhere at all. But living means every day you remain conscious of your ability to change direction and create a different life, different day, or even just a different experience in the next sixty seconds.

      There’s a brilliant idea in Seth Godin’s The Dip, and I haven’t stopped thinking about it since I read it years ago. The whole book is about what to do when something important in your life has become monotonous.

      In the book, Seth asks, What do you do when your life, relationship, career, model-train-building hobby goes stagnant or “dips”? Turns out, most people make the wrong choice when they’re confused about what the right path might be. When we try to decide if we should give up on the thing that’s lost its magic and momentum, most people make a decision to either quit or keep going, hoping things will get better. But—and this is the bit I’m obsessed with—“the opposite of quitting isn’t just to keep going,” Seth says. “The opposite of quitting is recommitting with passion.”

      Holy crap. It’s so good, it hurts my feelings that I didn’t think of that line first.

      How many people just “keep going”? They think that if they get through the next week or the next month or get the kids launched off to college, then things will really start to feel better and fuller and more energized. But that’s not how it works. If you want a life that feels better to you, you have to make it that way. Today. With passion.

      Living means you don’t simply exist; it means you actively create what’s happening.

      Your: Your life. Not your mama’s life or his mama’s life or your favorite influencer or your favorite saint.

      Your life.

      What do you like? What are you into? What do you think would be rad or magical or fun or outrageous?

      Do you even know?

      Because most of us walk a tightrope between the calling of our heart and what other people expect (and will accept) from us. When the fear of judgment is so deeply ingrained, it’s possible you’ve never even considered what you like or who you really are. You’ve maybe never considered who you really are because you’re so damn fantastic at being who everyone else thinks you should be.

      Disregarding your true nature in order to be a more likable version for someone else is sneaky. We often don’t actually realize it’s occurred until we’re deeply inside a life we just sort of went along with. I’m convinced this is actually what’s happening when someone goes through a “midlife crisis.” It starts with a dullness of spirit that catches us in quiet moments: Is this all there is? asks the voice in our head.

      The quiet desperation in that single thought is so visceral, we shut it down immediately. Instead, we pour a glass of wine, or dream about the next vacation, or plan a remodel of the kitchen cabinets . . . or maybe we should just sell this house and move somewhere else?

      Distractions, every single one.

      Distract yourself or numb yourself or deny yourself—do anything other than face yourself. Distract yourself enough, and this whisper will get even quieter. Distract yourself enough, and you’ll make it through your entire life a creation of someone else’s opinions and your unwillingness to challenge the norm. I suppose in that scenario, you really are the NPC . . . the supporting character in your spouse’s life story, or your parent’s happy ending, or your mother-in-law’s scripted drama.

      What a goddamn waste that would be.

      How about we don’t do that?

      How about you live your life—which means you spend every day that you’re able to figuring out what your version of life actually is?

      How about you try some new stuff and see if you dig it?

      How about you learn to look at other humans as individual players in their own stories without feeling the need to write yours the same way?

      How about you listen to your heart, your gut, your inner knowing—that still, small voice inside you that’s constantly giving truth and wisdom?

      That monologue will always shoot you straight. If only you’ll listen, you’ll hear it saying:

      
        	Yes.

        	No.

        	Not right now.

        	Dangerous.

        	Wonderful.

        	Worth trying.

        	Needs more salt.

      

      How about you give yourself permission to get it wrong? How about you give yourself permission to change lanes, directions, occupations, beliefs, and other things you need to on the journey of trying your best to do your best? How about you try things out in little, tiny inches or huge, gigantic miles depending on what allows for the healthiest, most vibrant version of you? And how about you do all of those things in pursuit of the best life you’re able to live?

      Life: You know that classic quote / mantra / bumper sticker that says, “You only live once”? At some point in the last decade, a very wise person pointed out how inherently inaccurate this statement is.

      You don’t live once—you die once. You’ll live (I hope) every single day from now until then. That’s the thing about your life and my life and every life in between—the one thing they all share is that eventually, they will end. So as Mary Oliver asks us, “What is it you plan to do with your one wild and precious life?”

      In the strict religious culture of my childhood, the focus was almost exclusively on the afterlife. The sermons and lessons I heard weekly from both my father and my grandfather (both fire-and-brimstone Pentecostal preachers) revolved around how you could live this life in such a way that you’d be guaranteed a beautiful existence after you died.

      Sometimes when I write about the things I was taught growing up, I feel like I’m writing about an alien planet. This is one of those instances.

      The idea that you would try to mold your one single life (a place you actually exist inside of) for the sole focus of checking enough boxes to get into heaven (a place you’ve only heard described) feels completely absurd to me. The idea that this life isn’t as important as whatever comes after it is deeply flawed. It’s an ideology that became a sort of numbing mechanism for so many people I grew up with. They’d find themselves in a hardship: troubled marriage, toxic work environment, financial struggles . . . and they’d repeat a mantra that was affirmed by everyone in their church family: “God has a plan.”

      They’d repeat this mantra while staying right where they were. They’d repeat it while carrying on at the same crappy job, with the same awful boss, year after year. They’d repeat it while their husband kept cheating. They’d repeat it while continuing to dig themselves into further debt.

      God has a plan, they’d say.

      You’re damn right God has a plan, Becky—but do you?

      Life is a joint collaboration. Life is a dance between you and something divine.

      Do you have a plan to meet God halfway? Because there’s no way that the only reason you’re here is to live your life following a course map that somebody else created for you.

      You will never convince me that the same source who created a trillion twinkling stars and white sandy beaches and underwater volcanoes and weenie-dog puppies and those vibrant tree frogs in the Amazon and a million other beautiful things—who created you and me and all that’s majestic—put us on a giant magical spinning ball of dirt just so we could properly follow enough rules to get to some other place.

      Did you know that there was a 1 in 400,000,000,000,000 chance of you even being born you? Seriously. Look it up. 1 in 400,000,000,000,000 were the odds that you’d even be here at all. Imagine for a moment that you were diagnosed with some rare form of cancer and they told you that you had a 1 in 400,000,000,000,000 chance at survival, and against those odds, you lived. I have a friend who beat a 30 percent chance of surviving cancer, and everything about her changed. Being told she was close to death only to find the strength to fight and live? It changed her approach to life, the abundance of her love for others, her presence in this moment, her use of time and energy, and even her willingness to splurge on the things she used to fear spending money on: things like delicious dinners or tickets to the Philharmonic. And that was a 30 percent chance to live.

      You and me and the weenie-dog puppies? We got a 1 in 400,000,000,000,000! But most of the population is sleepwalking through life believing it isn’t special or precious.

      You are both. You are extremely special and impossibly precious, and your unawareness of that fact is what allows you to treat this sacred opportunity that you’ve been given without intention.

      Let’s be intentional.

      Let’s realize that no one else can solve our problems, heal our wounds, or make the most of the opportunity we’ve been given. People can make your life fuller, better, and more beautiful—but no matter how wonderful they are, they aren’t the ones who will make the most of this experience. It’s on you. You are the hero you’ve been waiting for.

      Don’t waste the chance.

      My life experience continues to remind me, in the most painful ways, that tomorrow isn’t guaranteed. So don’t miss the opportunity to live your life, and live it well.

    

  
    
      
        
What must you let go of?


      

      At the beginning of each year, my friends and I used to host what we called a “Vision Cast.” We’d gather at some aesthetically pleasing local coffeehouse, commandeer a large table, then spend half a day planning for the year ahead. We called it Vision Cast because we were laying out the high-level vision for our lives . . . and also because it sounded cool.

      Sure, we could have planned our year out by ourselves, but having other people involved in our New Year’s resolutions elevated our individual visions. It’s way harder to sell yourself short when your hype squad believes you’re worth a million bucks. But more than that, all those other people hearing about your goals generates collective accountability. After all, if Mary Sue told you on January 10 that she really dislikes her job and she’s committed to finding a better place to work, it gives you full permission to challenge her on why she’s still trapped there when she complains about it in June. Not everyone is a safe space for your life’s vision; hopes and dreams are delicate little robin’s eggs and very easily shattered. But if you have people you can trust, I don’t know any better way to kick off a new year—especially if you enjoy deep conversation and espresso-based beverages.

      Having the group’s accountability throughout the year was awesome, but having their insight during the actual Vision Cast? Vital. Everyone came to the table with an idea or a process that had helped them the previous year. Over the years, we tested out each person’s ideas and frameworks and eventually distilled them down into a tried-and-true agenda we used again and again. The highlight of which were definitely the questions we each had to answer about the previous year in order to help us better prepare for the next one. The best of the best of these?

      What must you let go of in order to be the person you want to be?

      That right there is a hellofa question! Can we just sit with it for a minute?

      If you know the answer to that question, it can change your whole life. That’s some get brutally freaking honest with ourselves about why we keep holding onto the same people, practices, and habits that are destroying our potential!

      That’s a badass question right there.

      But this badass question started as an anemic, awkward version of the move-maker she would become. Back in the beginning, at the early Vision Cast get-togethers, the question we actually asked was, What do you need to let go of?

      OK, sure, it’s fine. It doesn’t blow my hair back, but it’s a good start for contemplation—particularly if you’ve never considered the idea before. But what we didn’t understand when we first dreamed it up is that this question doesn’t require any real commitment. If you’re really, truly trying to change your life for the better, you MUST be willing to commit or you’ll be saying the exact same stuff at Vision Cast again next year.

      If you ask yourself, What do I need to let go of?

      You can come up with all kinds of suitable answers:

      
        	
I need to let go of my dependence on alcohol as a coping mechanism.


        	I need to let go of unfulfilling sex as a substitute for intimacy.

        	I need to let go of this debilitating obsession with my parents’ approval.

        	I need to let go of those clothes and a fixation on a body I don’t have anymore.

        	I need to stop this never-ending toxic relationship with my ex-girlfriend.

        	I need to let go of worry about what other people will think if I come out.

      

      All of us can come up with things in our life that we know shouldn’t be there—but the power of the badass question is that it doesn’t ask what you need to let go of; it asks what you must let go of and then it doubles down . . . in order to be the best version of yourself.

      Must isn’t a possibility; it’s a necessity. The “best version of ourselves” leaves little room for negotiation or excuses. By changing the words we use to ask ourselves questions, the questions become more compelling. The more compelling, the more likely they are to give us answers that will provoke—at the very least—a different perspective and, at most, lasting change.

      This is powerful work at an annual get-together, a journaling session on your birthday, or a discussion topic at the top of a new year. But imagine—ooh hoo hoo, just imagine—how much your life might change for the better if you were to ask this question of yourself every single month!

      And this, friends, is how our annual Vision Cast morphed into the monthly Full Moon Dinner. We realized a year was too long to go in between check-ins. We wanted something more consistent, a regular way to touch base, see where we were and how closely our paths resembled the ones we said we wanted to be walking.

      A monthly check-in seemed much more effective.

      It was a great way to acknowledge the passing of each month, and frankly, I love any reason to celebrate, especially if it feels sort of witchy.

      Why do it on a full moon? Better question: why not? A little research revealed that the full moon represents the completion of a cycle. And not sure if this is true for my fellow bleeders, but the full moon is also when my period comes traipsing into town every month.

      TMI? OK, back to this thematic dinner . . .

      The full moon represents the completion of the lunar cycle, making that day a beautiful opportunity to review the previous month and practice gratitude for all that’s happened. And since my hormones are also at their peak, I started planning delicious dinners—usually heavy and laden with carbs—to go along with it. Fried chicken with 7Up, biscuits, and mac ’n’ cheese. Cavatelli swimming in a ragu that takes all day to simmer down to just the right consistency. Crusty bread seared in a cast iron skillet and then rubbed with so much fresh garlic it makes your toes curl. Full Moon Dinner became a monthly feast and the opportunity for equally delicious conversation.

      My kids, a motley crew ranging from age seven to seventeen, are usually accompanied by friends—also of various ages. These teens and preteens tend to be spiritually inclined (or maybe they just like my spaghetti and are willing to feign an interest in deep conversation in order to get it). If friends are available or colleagues from work are around, they’re invited. If my boyfriend is in town, he’s in, along with his world-famous homemade lasagna. My niece is there whenever she can swing it. Sometimes we bring in a sun-worn table from outside because there are too many people to fit comfortably at the dining table. It’s made for six but can technically accommodate ten if you squeeze four people in at the corners and force them to sit in folding chairs from the laundry room. The outside table can get us up to fifteen, and we’ll do it because a full moon requires—at least in my opinion—everyone with a seat at the same table. That way, when we get to the question portion of the evening, everyone is included. The Full Moon Dinner is always followed by the badass question.

      What must you let go of in order to be the person you want to be?

      Several months back, I was chatting with author Ben Hardy about his book Be Your Future Self Now. We got into a long—and fairly nerdy—discussion about Michelangelo (the artist, not the ninja turtle). Michelangelo’s life is a fascinating study in the kind of mindset personal-development geeks obsess over today. He embodied things like flow state, deliberate practice, and the endless opportunities found inside your proximity to power. (I mean, the Medicis? As patrons?! When you were still only a teenager?! OK, bitch, go off!)

      And he did all of that hundreds of years before anyone would classify what he was doing or have the language to explain why it worked. Of all the things he accomplished (painting, poetry, the Sistine Chapel, etc.), the most incredible, in my humble opinion, is his statue of David. If you ever get the chance to see it in person, you’ll be astounded at how massive it is. Unlike the Leaning Tower of Pisa, which will really bum you out by being shockingly smaller than you’ve been led to believe, the David will delight you by being bigger than the giant Philistine he was meant to be fighting.

      The attention to detail in the work, the way ancient Carrara marble almost looks like silk or wax because it seems so fluid no matter which angle you look at it from. It’s an utter delight to behold—especially if you happen to be an uncultured American girl on her first trip to Europe.

      It wasn’t until nearly two decades after visiting Florence that I sat with Ben Hardy and he told me the coolest thing about how Michelangelo constructed this masterpiece. Apparently Michelangelo said the piece was created not by carving David out of stone but by removing everything that wasn’t David.

      Y’all.

      Can we all just take a minute?

      This iconic work was created not by adding anything but by chiseling away at whatever shouldn’t be there.

      This is the opposite of everything we’re taught.

      We’re taught to buy more, invest more, add another accolade, procure a new degree, network for one more contact, add another friend, enhance the wardrobe, the house, the job. But what if . . . what if the way we’re actually meant to become our best selves is by a careful gleaning? What if we become not through addition but through subtraction—through a stripping away of ideas and beliefs and ways of being that we should have never carried in the first place?

      My favorite yoga teacher is a wise older man who, deeply on brand, wears tie-dye almost exclusively and travels everywhere with his own harmonium. I happened to take his class on a full moon once, and he mentioned that that particular full moon happened to fall under Scorpio. I don’t know much about astrology so I can’t even tell you what month it was, but I look for signs and lessons in anything. So after class, I googled scorpions.

      I never said I was cool, you guys.

      In my little research project, I was struck by several things. The first is that in order for a scorpion to grow bigger, it must completely shed its skin first. Its exoskeleton must be hard in order to keep it safe—awesome if you’re battling a tarantula but terrible if you’d like to expand in size or strength. If it wants to grow any bigger than it currently is, it must first remove its entire outer layer. Based on an image search, I can tell you that nothing about that process seems easy. In fact, when the scorpion sheds her armor, the shell she leaves behind looks very much like a lifeless version of herself.

      I couldn’t help but wonder how tight and claustrophobic it must have been constantly pushing against walls that were unable to expand with her. How long did she try to fit inside that smaller version of herself simply because it was easier? How scary it must have been to decide to evolve knowing the transition would be deeply painful. Why am I crying?! And when did I start seeing my story playing out in the life cycle of scorpions? Just wait, it gets even more poignant.

      The other beautiful lesson I learned is that when the scorpion finally makes the decision to leave her armor behind, she must live, sometimes for several days, completely vulnerable, without any protective coverings.

      My guess is that some of you are in a season like that—a time when you feel raw and exposed and without your armor. It’s SO easy in those moments to want to cling to what you know, to crawl back into a skin that no longer fits because at least it comes with certainty. I know this feeling well.

      Having gone through harsh, self-appointed transitions many times in my life, I can tell you this: the pain of suffocating in a life too small to accommodate our wholeness is far worse than the discomfort of metamorphosis.

      You, my sweet friend, you were not made to be limited by fear. You were made to carve out your own beautiful version of magnificence. Your next evolution will never be found inside a shell that can’t support the incredible thing you’re becoming.

      And so whether this conversation finds you at a new year or on a full moon or any old ordinary day, it’s worth your time to ask yourself this question. What do you need to lay down and leave behind? What must you let go of in order to become a better version of you? What parts and pieces need to be chipped away in order to reveal the masterpiece that is—and always has been—the real and authentic you?
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