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your heart and mind are fertile ground.
what will you grow today?

in this issue
we honor our whole story

Sprout online magazine uplifts & inspires

by cultivating color, beauty, & meaning in our daily lives.

[ a Persistent Green publication ]   Amanda Fall: editor, creator, publisher - December 2014

See last page for ways to connect with Sprout kindred, submit for possible publication, & more.
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sprinkle seeds of gratitude
nurture new growth
& harvest blessing in every day.



with deep love
& respect,
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Hello, beloved.
You are so
welcome here.

dear friends,
Have you ever felt unseen? Unheard? Un-
loved? This time of year especially has a
way of stirring up hurt feelings, misunder-
standings, and misplaced expectations. We
feel pushed and pulled, urged to experience
and express the holidays in a polished and
prettied-up way. But real life is messy,
complicated, tangled with grief and grace.

Beloved, I have always yearned for Sprout
to be your safe place, a haven where you can
be raw and real. Where you feel accepted,
valued, and supported.

Last month, we Gathered . . . claiming our
trusted tribe. And now, circled, we listen to
one another. Really listen. Deep below the
line of our own discomfort to the humanity
in each of us, the unifying force of our
authenticity. And we speak: telling our own
vulnerable truth, our hard-won hope, our
heartache and our healing.

It’s time for Sprout to step forward boldly.
To break open. To let go of old definitions
and limitations. To let our fear become our
fierce.

This issue, the last of 2014, will also
be our last as Sprout online magazine.
In January, we are reborn. We are The
Phoenix Soul. Together, we rise.

Together, we honor our grit, our grace,
and every sacred stumble in between.

Our magazine’s heart will beat the same––
but now with even stronger passion, with
even more tender space for our togethering
in a very real and honest way.

Two of our beloved staff creators are saying
goodbye this month: Natasha Reilly and
michelle gd. Tasha has brought a spirit of
enthusiasm and encouragement to these
pages, inviting us to express ourselves
creatively with confidence and joy. And
michelle brings clarity and mindfulness to
everything she does, honoring everyday life
through lens and verse. We will miss them
dearly, but how can we mourn when they
are moving on to honor their own stories of
rebirth in the new year?

In this month of Witnessing, we step
closer into the circle, trusting our tribe.
We speak. We listen. We honor the
stories only we can tell. Our truth.
Together. Come in, beloved. Come in.
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Today I Will...
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expression

Tasha’s Greenhouse
(Natasha Reilly)

Weeds & Wildflowers
(Maureen Helms Blake)

 {we’re listening.}



Since We Are Surrounded

by our own story, and the scattered
glory of those who hold
our hands
     (some we cannot
               see),
there’s sacred beauty in this sigh
        -lence.

Will you be my bystander, the
lander of all things
I have yet to choose to spill?

Wrap yourself in these clouds,
breathe out loud and know
                         you’re known.

De Jackson is ending the year
exhausted, a little bit exiled,

and abundantly thankful. She writes
just about daily at Whimsy Gizmo.
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  step into
the circle: bear witness
to vulnerable truth
(yours, mine, ours) +
see. be seen. hear. be
heard + whisper your
secrets in our waiting
ears + lean into our ready
arms + trustfall into
safe space + witness our
b e c o m i n g
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at the heart of my life’s work is
the table. we gather around the
table and are fed. we share
stories. we delight. and we
witness each other. above all, we
long to be seen and known,
loved and welcomed as we are.

we need these truths from others
:: we are known. we are loved.
we are seen. we are welcome.

we need these truths from others
because sometimes we don’t believe
them about ourselves. we look in the
mirror and see the surface. we need
to look by candlelight, because then
we would see the glimmer of magic
and abundance shining through glis-
tening eyes.

as our tribe gathers and witnesses
who we are and who we are called to

be, they become that glimmering
candlelight. they shine words of
truth, sprinkled glitter that just hangs
on no matter what. when we least
expect it, we catch sight of a fleck of
glitter and we know. we know the
truth. the reality. our inner knowing
is strengthened and we become a bit
more forgiving.

throughout life, it’s the witness of
others that has kept the spark burning
when i’ve been uncertain. my grand-
mother told me after making a
successful batch of divinity in junior
high, “suzanne, if you can make
divinity, you can make anything.”
though she’s been gone well over a
decade, she’s still with me. her words
continue to bless me as i make and
bake, stir and share. her words wash
over me, blessing me, empowering
me.

glimmers
:: words & images

by suzanne l. vinson

[ continued ]
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after hearing my first sermon
preached, one of the church matri-
archs ran to me after the service,
saying, “suzanne, you. are. a.
preacher.” and she had tears. she saw
something deep within me that i
could not see. and i hold onto her
words of bold encouragement.
they’ve become a part of the light
that radiates from my heart’s center.

kindred know. they see us when
we’re tired. hurt. dark and depressed.
they show up and offer themselves
when we need them. sometimes
we’re too burnt to see their presence
fully, yet their presence reflects the
truth of what we need. they hold our
crying babies and help with laundry.
they leave flowers and fresh-baked
bread. their reflection back to us is a
soft glow, softening the pain and the
dull around us. they shine the light
and we behold the beauty around us.
broken beauty. blessed beauty.

in these growing dark days of fall, i
can feel myself pulling the quilts

close. i feel the inner hibernation
coming, and so i throw back the
covers and pull on my layers and
head to the table. i show up just as i
am and offer what i have to give.

my love sees me and knows what i
cannot see. he calls me out in kind-
ness, says he’ll take care of the
dishes and that perhaps i can take a
bath. he sees when i’m spent and
need to take care of myself. when i
say i need to gather with my women-
folk, he really hears that my soul
needs their care.

so we gather around each other and
pull the quilts close. we become the
glimmering candlelight for one
another, witnessing each other’s
lives and reflecting back the truth of
it all. we’ll never see it all or un-
derstand it all, yet there’s magic
happening in the midst.

you are known. you are loved.
you are seen. you are welcome.

suzanne l. vinson is an artist and gatherer
who delights in daily living. you’ll often find

her seated at the table, gathering folks near.
website + etsy + instagram + fb
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michelle gd is a photographer
and writer playing with lens and
verse. she believes there is
beauty in tiny moments and
healing in image and word. you
can find her at michellegd.com.
image also by michelle.

tell on
tell me your story.

undivided and without judgment
i receive you in completeness
as you are.

tell me your pain as well as your glory
for i want your truth.

i could declare your beauty,
but the story is richer
when you are storyteller.  so

tell me your story
tell me your beauty
tell on, tell on.

i am here and i am listening.
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{ standing humble in here & now,
willing to learn from

both bitter & beautiful }

Maureen Helms Blake

On a recent blustery winter evening, I
went early to church to prepare the
room. We’d be in a small annex off the
sanctuary to listen to an online service.
I circled chairs around the computer,
gathered hymnals. The big furnace
didn’t heat this area very well, so I took
a few extra minutes to gather up an
armful of afghans and lay one across
the back of each chair. When the others
arrived, one friend smiled, “Oh, you
even got afghans for us.”

After the final hymn, this friend
thanked me again, specifically, for
coming early and cueing up the online
program, for trying to cozy up the room
and considering everyone’s comfort.

I couldn’t believe she’d noticed all the
little things I’d done, that each detail
had mattered to her. I caught my breath
as her comments shimmered inside me.
She noticed me. She really saw what I

[ continued ]
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had done, and took the time to honor my efforts out
loud.

I see you. I am seen by you. The power
of this stops me in my tracks.

For decades, difficult relationships squashed me,
body and soul. Sometimes, painful and abusive
attention denied my humanity, disrespected who I
was. I would hide, both physically and mentally, to
survive. Other people deliberately withheld atten-
tion. I’d do almost anything to elicit a response, any
at all. This sterile environment, bereft of meaningful
connection, caused a failure to thrive. My heart—my
soul—withered.

Years and years later, I’m finally coming back to
life. I credit a slow and steady connecting with God/
Love/Grace at a soul-deep level, coupled with a
purposeful disconnect from some toxic situations.
And fruit borne of this trying time is a keen desire
to reach out and give the attention I have so craved.

When I head out to run errands, and am tempted to
feel frazzled, I often choose something different. A
benefit of obeying the 25-mile-per-hour speed limit
in our small town is that I can drive safely while still

“ . . . fruit borne of this trying time
is a keen desire to reach out and

give the attention . . . ”
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Maureen Helms Blake

is a sturdy pioneer no longer
content to live crippled by
labels like Good, Bad,
Success, Failure, Beautiful,
Ugly. She chooses instead to
embrace The Whole Glorious
Mess, and loves to really see
what’s really real. (Photos by
Amanda Fall.)

making eye contact with drivers coming toward me
in the opposite lane. So many times I have sent a
heartfelt smile and received a grin in return. Often a
frowning face seems startled into gladness, even if
only in passing. For that moment they are seen. And
loved.

This morning, in the home I have struggled to
reclaim from hurt and restore to a place of healing,
I look out my kitchen window. One deer, then
another, ambles up to my snowdrifted flower bed,
snug against the detached garage out back. They nip
and tug at remnants of sunflowers and California
poppies and for a few moments they feed, sheltered
from the wicked north wind. In my twenty-plus years
in this house, I’ve watched deer nibble across my
yard in moonlight. But this Sabbath morn is the first
time I’ve seen them, oh so peacefully, share my
home in broad daylight. Do they sense the safety of
my welcome?

Deer. Dear ones. I see you. I am seen by you.
And we are loved.
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write + paint + sculpt + photograph + sing + dance + create

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

how might you
bear witness

to another?
to yourself?

is it possible
to honor both?
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Laurel Eshelman writes from Elizabeth,
Illinois, population 700. Find her at the
pottery, riding the Jo Daviess County hills on
her bicycle, or on the road listening to stories
in a Ford van loaded with pots. Her work
appears in her chapbook, The Scale of Things,
in Love from Galena, and The Prairie Wind.

Sparrow Feast

The backyard is a dance floor awhirl with the crowd
in drab housecoats fluttering and scratching
until air spins rife with feather and seed;
bird brains orchestrate a feast while we doze, unmoved
by dire forecasts in The Farmers’ Almanac.

Can we get off the couch and stockpile light,
hoard the scent of basil as we brush past
that will beat back winter’s vigor,
the forecast on the radio and the internet,
the dark that pulls into bed’s blankness?

Out back, let us keep watch for choristers
dancing featherlight along banks of snow,
listen to their voices as they skim for seed,
wrap our plain coats tightly round us
and learn their dance.
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I am standing tall and straight over a
wooden table on the deck, surveying the
woods, lake, and patio below. I haven’t
always been at this location; I only arrived
here this past spring. Please allow me to tell
you my story.

I was a beautiful green patio umbrella when
I was young and I was with a different
family. I stood on another table then,
wrought iron on a stone patio, fenced in
with flowers, and a bubbling fountain that
welcomed birds to come and bathe. My
family spent happy times on the patio with
dinners and grandchildren playing. Yearly
photos that included me captured growing
children and new arrivals. Sometimes the
wife attached small sparkling lights to me
and I felt so festive. The husband and wife
ate out on the patio a great deal, just the two
of them. Many evenings they would grill
out by me or just bring their plates of food
and eat under my shade. Weekends they
would sometimes eat breakfast and lunch
on my table. I could feel the love and
warmth they felt toward each other, and I
felt very protective of them.

During the end of summer, when I was five
years old, I saw less and less of the husband
and wife. Then one warm night in early
September around 2 am, the wife and one

of the sons sat at the table and waited.
Hushed voices betrayed the sadness they
felt. The husband was leaving in the middle
of the night, and they waited there for
hospice to come, and the final arrangements
to be made.

The following summer I was brought back
out to the patio and put into place by another
son. Many times the wife sat there alone
and read her Bible; sometimes a tear would
slide down her cheek as she looked up at
me. She continued to eat under my shade,
but something was missing. The family
came, but sadly the family pictures that had
included me, stopped. The next four
summers I remained in a corner of the
garage. I was so lonely and no longer felt
like part of the family.

Six years after that sad September morning,
I was put in a truck and I didn’t know what
was to become of me. I imagined all sorts
of things. But to my surprise and delight, I
was driven to a new home, cleaned up and
put in the center of a wooden table on the
deck. This time there was much more to see
and no fence to block my view. I remember
standing tall and surveying my new home
high on top of the large deck. A new
husband was with the wife and they seemed
so happy. They ate under my shade and took

pictures again with family and friends. The
grandchildren had grown and enjoyed
sitting at the table playing games and cards
under my cooling shade.

So . . . that’s my story. Can you feel the
warm breeze coming up from the lake and
see the leaves on the trees shimmering? A
honeysuckle vine has meandered its way up
the side of the deck and the potted plants
have burst forth in various shades of red,
pink, yellow, and purple. Birds are flutter-
ing among the trees and squirrels are scamp-
ering in the woods. I am finally home; my
wandering is gone. I’m part of the family
again and I’m so happy. I feel useful and
protective once more; and I will stand here
like a sentinel on duty, as long as they need
me.

Judith Norling Carlson

published her first cozy
murder mystery, Thunder in
the Tropics, in 2013. She is

currently working on a
sequel. Judith is a mother,

grandmother, and retired
Registered Nurse. She and

her husband Keith divide
their residency between

Wisconsin and Florida with
their little dog Kasey.

the green umbrella
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my story

“ . . . I search the faces in front
of me, expecting (yearning) to
find hers looking back . . . ”

Christmas carols blast over the loud-
speaker. I wander overstuffed aisles of
tinsel and glitter and glam, trying to care,
trying to remember to smile back at the
masses of strangers and well-meaning
clerks. Can I help you? they chirp. If only.

They don’t know our sudden loss. They
don’t know, every time I glance up, I
search the faces in front of me, expecting
(yearning) to find my mother-in-law’s
looking back at me. They don’t know.

An old friend who hasn’t seen us in a
while pauses and says hello. Her kind
“How are you?,” followed by my lip-
biting search for words and eventual burst
into tears, undoes me.

They don’t know it’s sometimes all we
can do to get out of bed these two months
later, or to speak through the thick coating
of grief still on our tongues. They don’t
know we are trying, trying, trying to
respond with grace, with gratitude, with
polite propriety. They are well-meaning,
well-intentioned in sympathetic nods and
pitying glances and casseroles. And we do
appreciate these symbols, these tangible
offerings in the face of staggering in-

tangibles. We do. But another part of us,
of me, of this person I am becoming/don’t
want to become/please don’t let me be-
come . . . she wants to smash those
too-cheerful ornaments against the wall,
snatch the tired she’s in a better place
sentiments out of thin air and crumple
them into a ball, throw herself back into
bed and sob until the day is over.

They don’t know.

And I, I don’t know some days how to go
on. How to walk these shops and streets
and Normal Places as if all is well, as if
she didn’t die and we are all the same. As
if everything is Fine.

*

Christmas was her holiday. She gathered
all year, perking an ear whenever someone
mentioned a desire or delight in passing.
Months later, you’d tear open a lusciously
packaged gift: and there It would be,
something you’d forgotten even telling
her about. Her love, her care, her atten-
tion, all wrapped with a sparkly bow.

[ continued ]
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She loved brightening her home with
twinkling, shimmering things, carefully
trimming her tree and filling the air with
scents of pine and cinnamon and clove.
Stepping over her threshold, you felt
welcome. Protected. Warm.

I can hardly stand to look at our own
mantle now: a memorial, a moving-on.
Ashes and light. Our tiny Christmas tree,
casting gentle glow on her cherry-wood
box. Moving on, somehow, because we
must. Because she would want us to.
Because she would hate for us to weep
and wail and turn our backs on life.

But no expiration date defines our grief.
No map tells us how to travel these days,
suddenly so different, yet impossibly the
same. No memory returns her to us.

All we can do is try. All we can do is
breathe this one breath. All we can do is
go on.

*

Walking these shops, these streets . . . I
breathe in, out. Slowly. I remind myself:
I don’t know. I don’t know what the
stranger in front of me in line has just
survived. I don’t know what ache wraps
itself around that man’s shoulders. I don’t
know what burden slows the steps of the

clerk in front of me. I don’t know.

And so, as often as I can, mustering as
much strength as I can, I choose love. I
choose kindness. I choose to tilt my head,
my heart, my ears, my eyes toward com-
passion. So many of us are the walking
wounded, the healed-to-be, shoulder to
shoulder in grief.

And if the ones we meet are now enfolded
in joy, blooming with hope, if they have
traded mourning for dancing: may it be so
for us all, in our own time, in our own
way. It will be. It must be.

*
I honor you.
You honor me.

The divine rests in the heart
of you,
of me, of we.

May we see it.
May I see it.
Today. Always.

Love,

“ . . . I choose to tilt my head,
my heart, my ears, my eyes
toward compassion . . . ”
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Bear witness to your timid/bold truth.
Bring it all to the page, canvas, or anywhere you are comfortable:

spill your heart howl, your joy sing, your weep wail, your why-me wondering.

Creative expression can be your haven:
a holding place, a healing space

where you pour out all you hold within.

We know your creative practice may be vulnerable, beloved,
but you are safe here. Will you let us peek into your sacred pages?

Tag your artistic expression with #thephoenixsoul (Instagram or Facebook)
& connect with fellow dreamers, seekers, believers.

You may even find yourself in these pages.

@monicasabollagruppo@annabelle_roa@mnwritergirrl
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I revisit the summer you grew your hair out,
you stopped playing with your tea set,
a distance started to exist behind your eyes,
your mouth became taut, your lips merged
like two braided ribbons.
“Grim,” our mother called it.
“Sullen,” I corrected her.

You sat next to me
on the shaded marble steps of the school chapel,
an ice-cold glass bottle of Coca-Cola by your side,
your legs swinging, your eyes plucking across
a Harry Potter book. Occasionally, your eyebrow
rose insolently in the thick summer heat
and pre-monsoon humidity that felt like tasteless
honey in my throat, “Well? Do you want a sip?”

Some days, I berate myself for not trying harder
to break through the perimeter of your grief
and merge it with mine––a Venn diagram of feelings,
discrete and imbricated––
we could have parsed them out like math problems.
And some days I call it healing, the way we engulfed
ourselves in our own choice of silence––
yours defiant, mine pliant.

Often, I choose to remember us on the day
of our high summer picnic to the farmhouse,
the meal of saag in a blackened pot over coals,
the depressions of our sneakers in the ploughed earth,
the whir of the motor, the groan of the tube-well,
the cold water washing over us––my face must have
collapsed into the same startled look as yours.

But later, when we were floating
within the robust enclosure of the well,
you held on to my hand for a good while
so the water wouldn’t carry you too far.

Noorulain Noor is a Clinical Researcher and
Associate Editor of Papercuts. Papercuts is a

publication of Desi Writers’ Lounge, a non-profit trust
and online writing community for emerging South

Asian writers. Her work has appeared in ARDOR
literary magazine, Poydras Review, The Bangalore

Review, Apeiron Review, Clapboard House,
and other journals. Find her blog here.

Mapping Our Way
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thrive Maya Zaido
{journey memoirist}
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Maya, you name yourself a journey

memoirist. What significance does this

hold for you?

I first want to thank you, Amanda, for
inviting me to be a part of this issue and
dynamic magazine. *hands over my heart*
I have gleaned inspiration and insight for
my own continued work by taking my time
in responding to your thoughtful, intro-
spective questions (love how that works).
I am honored to be a part of Witness and
all you gather to share with y{our} com-
munity this month.

Journey memoirist began as a title that
came during quiet meditation meant to
remind me: I am not too young to write and
share memoir. I didn’t want to wait until I
was in my sixties or longer; I’ve been
wanting to share my story of loneliness and
pain, my search for connection, since the
age of eight. I simply wanted to create the
book I would search for at every library I
belonged to and bookstore I visited.

I also desired to be able to write and share
my deeply felt reactions to everyday
happenings; writing as I journey, not just

after a prescribed time to process and then
share about subjects such as suicide and
abuse. I was recommended to wait at least
five years before sharing about my father’s
suicide by more than one friend, who also
happened to be trained therapists.

My father ended his life in June of 2010;
by the end of that year I’d blogged about
my experience of not only his suicide, but
of our estrangement and his abusive, tortu-
rous ways while I was growing up. This
writing was profound in helping me pro-
cess my truth and be accountable to that

images by Maya

Maya Zaido: advocate for hard-won hope. A fierce and gentle voice for
fellow survivors of abuse. A rebel rewriter of deepest pain into passionate
purpose.

Maya and I connected via Instagram, where she pours out her truth in the process of
discovery. She holds no artifice, but a solid, grounded, wholehearted conviction that
reverberates through every word and image. We often say to one another, “You see me.
I see you.”

Bitterness could rule Maya’s life, considering the abuse and dysfunction woven deeply
into her past. But she chooses, word by courageous word, a life of light and catharsis
and love. She offers safe space and the most tender encouragement, urging you to “be
your own private investigator centering on those events that are still kept in the dark.
That keep you stuck. That trip you up and into grief, rage, or fear.” Maya bears
witness—in her own becoming, and in yours. Join us, beloved.  –Amanda

“ . . . this writing was profound in helping me process my truth . . . ”
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process in the months after his
death, a deeply challenging time
for me. I connected with people
who sent thankful, supportive
words after reading my posts; they
bravely shared about their own
relationships with painful and chal-
lenging histories. This connection
helped me remember I was not
alone in my human experience and
in my quest to learn what I could
from it all.

Calling myself a journey memoir-
ist also directly holds me account-
able to sharing my story as truth-
fully and as candidly as possible; I
believe this is one of the greatest
gifts I can offer others. This title
reminds me to keep showing up for
myself, my story, and my personal
process, daily; a reminder to check
in with my animal council of spirit
guides and be ever open to my
soul’s perspective on what I am
writing about and sharing.

I wrote a blog post on my defi-
nition of journey memoirist, here.

What are #journeycards and

how do you use them as a tool for

creative healing?

The journeycards were co-created
by Melissa Ixcheldevi and me to
express, without words, what took
place during our work-create
week; 52 cards in the 52 weeks of
2014. The process evolved or-
ganically and differently for us.
Melissa uses mixed media beauti-
fully, while I get my art on with my
lifelong love of collage. The back
side of each of my 4 x 5” cards has
also become where I make brief
notes about my week; a way of
creative record-keeping that I can
look back on.

Memoir writing involves remem-
bering parts of my past that are
dark and still heavy with emotion
for me while supporting myself
through the process of deeply
feeling what my younger self felt;
I am an active, loving, supportive
witness for myself in this process.
The hands-on ripping, gluing, and
pasting of collage grounds me and
always brings me present. I tag my
journeycard photos on IG with
#mybliss because every step of
journeycard design is by instinct,
by what feels good; no thinking
necessary. I end up with a card that
represents so much more than the

“ . . . helped me remember I was not alone . . . ”
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mere individual images and words that I
ripped out to use.

I have many moments of overwhelm; I hit
my walls of exhaustion if I’m not careful.
Ripping and gluing: the perfect balance to
memoir writing for me.

You bravely investigate a painful past,

armed with journal and pen. Although

this is an intensely personal and private

mission, you lift the veil and let us peek

into your process. How do you find

balance between revealing and protect-

ing yourself in the public eye?

The process of writing is cathartic;
searching, digging, carving out my soul’s
way of looking at what happened, is my
purpose, here on Mother Earth, and re-
minds me every person and every creature
in my past, and present, is a teacher; it is
my job to unearth and decipher the
lesson(s) personal to me, in the chal-
lenging experiences that took place for me.

As long as I remember this, I don’t believe
there is anything I need to protect myself
from. If others react strongly to what I’ve
shared, I am merely a catalyst to help get
something moving, to stir something for
them that needs stirring or there would be
no reaction. I am not to take anyone
personally (easily written, boy, do I know);
what seems important to my ego, is never

all that important to my soul.

Embodying vulnerability so thoroughly

(both privately and publicly) can be

exhausting. What are your most trea-

sured methods for recharging your

body and soul?

Daily: checking in with my animal council
of spirit guides, using flower essences,
walking with my pup Starr, being in or
near water (including a hot shower).

Weekly: getting my collage on, dancing in
my living room and kitchen to music like
this, this, or this (with videos guaranteed
to move you or get you to move).

When I can: traveling by train, bus, or
plane with my journal, camping.

You believe “sharing openly about what

has hurt us the most is a road that needs

more wear.” What loving words would

you offer readers who are afraid or

unsure how to safely excavate their

hidden hurts?

Be extra careful about who you choose to
open yourself up to, in order to avoid
experiencing the other person’s fear and/or
rejection of something they may just not
know anything about, or are uncomfort-
able talking about for their own reasons
(it’s never a rejection of you, even though

“ . . . every person and every
creature in my past, and present,
is a teacher . . . ”
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it may feel this way).

I am a huge proponent of therapy,
especially when journeying with and
processing abuse, PTSD, and the effects
of suicide; everyone can benefit from
meeting with a good therapist they click
with, at some time in their life. I’m not
sure where I’d be today without the help
of trained therapists, counselors, and
physicians I could trust. They each, in their
own way, showed me how to and
supported me to rebuild trust in myself.
Ever since, my journey has been about
patiently waiting to find others who want
to share in the same way I do, and slowly
finding them.

Where or when do you feel most clearly

seen, heard, and valued?

The simplest response would be when I
share something I am wrestling with with
someone dear to me and they reiterate
what I said. They put my story into their
own words to make sure they understand
what I am sharing, and ask if they inter-
preted clearly.

There is outstanding beauty in this to me
because the other person doesn’t have to
understand what you went through, or
even agree with your interpretation. They
only need to listen and let you know you
are heard, you are seen. This, to me, is the

perfect definition of witness, and the fast-
est way to let someone know you love and
care about them.

What are some of your life’s abiding

truths?

Animals taught me unconditional love and
are some of the greatest teachers we can
find.

Sharing of ourselves in any method or
medium is dang brave; we need to tell each
other more when we witness one another’s
courage. All of us struggle with how to
express that which means the most,
leaving us open, vulnerable, even raw.

In sharing, we aren’t perfect, but we sure
are brave!

Pointing each other back to our own
knowing when we are searching for
answers, holding loving space for the
other, believing in their ability to process,
to get up and continue walking, to grow
from the challenging experience, is one of
the greatest gifts we can offer. To lovingly
witness one another.

I shared the following in my December
enotes:

People need a safe way to express their
rage, their deep disappointment, their

“ . . . we need to tell each other
more when we witness one
another’s courage . . . ”
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expectations––and be witnessed––
with love, without judgment.
Whatever we may be feeling in the
moment is true for us and simply
wants to be listened to and honored.

I know, easily said, or written, right?

Yet, this is true for each of us as we
are all of the same fabric––the
cocreation of life––the experiment
and adventure we call life. We are
each gloriously, messily human. As
soon as we realize this and start
honoring our own reactions and
responses with loving care, the
sooner we will be able to see similar
in others.

We are all wanting and needing the
same things:

to feel better; to truly feel good; to
know we make a difference; to be
loved, accepted; seen as a whole,
not just in pieces of description
linked to our outward appearance
or actions; to feel safe; to be potent
in expressing ourselves.

Maya, thank you for being here.

Is there anything else you’d like

to say?

Being brave in any area of your
life will lead you to more of
you.

Through all the feelings,
reactions, responses.

Of yourself.
Of others.

Through all the unknown.

You are not alone; you are not
so different.

You just have to be brave
enough to share yourself.

Bit by bit.
In your own way.
In your own timing.

Thank you so much for reading.
Bliss & bless.

In love, Maya
website (sign up for monthly e-notes)

email: rebelrewriter@gmail.com
Instagram (favorite hangout)

Google+ Pinterest
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we are each
gloriously,

messily
human.

as soon as
we realize

this
and start
honoring
our own
reactions

and
responses

with loving
care,

the sooner
we will be
able to see

similar
in others.

–Maya Zaido
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write + paint + sculpt + photograph + sing + dance + create

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

what heartaches
beg to be

seen & heard?

what joy,
dusted off?

what pain,
excavated?
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[ today
 i will.]
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Beth Morey writes, paints, and dreams in Montana. She’s author of Life After
Eating Disorder and The Light Between Us, and owner of Epiphany Art Studio. In
addition to her quirky family and three naughty dogs, Beth is in love with luscious
color, moon-gazing, and dancing wild. She writes soul into flesh at her blog. Images
also by Beth.

remember when the circle
fires burned away the night
and we gathered, palms wide
open, in the acrid heat.
remember when the deer were
our sisters and we listened
to the wolves’ songs together,
blood quickening. remember
when we tucked quilts and covers
and furs about each other’s
shoulders against the cold.
remember when we could look
into one another’s crying pool
eyes and find ourselves there.
remember when home was
nowhere and everywhere, and
we never breathed alone.
remember when the moon
and our bodies cycled as one
and we called it holy. remember
when she and me were we, a power,
an ache, a finding.

     remember,
even though we ourselves have
never lived it. remember, even
though the cord that binds
is nearly severed. remember
what it’s not too late to save.

re-membering sisterhood
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Carol Hamilton has recent and upcoming
publications in Louisiana Review, Blue

Unicorn, Atlanta Review, Poet Lore, Caveat
Lector, Colere, Lascaux Review, Bluestem,

Sow’s Ear Poetry, Tar River Review, PRESA,
NEBO, Main Street Rag, Abbey, Gravel,

Tribeca Poetry Review, Hurricane Review,
and others. She has published sixteen books.

"Haphazard Sky"

William Meredith

When asked to place phases
of the moon into a neat cycle,
the children grouped in teams
to share and help each other,
most ordered the colorless photos
from bright nail clip to full-faced coin.
They rarely thought how,
so large, so fully itself,
the moon might manage
to snap back to its hidden face,
then slowly reveal itself again.
I wondered then why no one watched
the night, so asked them
to do so, chart it.
The stories our race has given sky
can lead us home,
but we live now by other lights,
watch and hear now other tales,
learn new ways to order this,
our still oddly-lit firmament.
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Julia Fehrenbacher is a writer, a
poet, a painter, and a mommy who is
always looking for ways to spread a
little good around in this world.

Life Always Knows

I rarely use words like glorious and sublime
but this circle of sunshine

on this winter day
makes me want to skip

each curve in the trail greets me like an old friend. Hard shadows
that have followed for days carry me now

to this soft clearing where crows
dip and glide to the hum

of something they seem to hear inside me. The flap of their wings
reminds me

that dark and light need each other––invites me to stretch
arms wider, to stop making any of it wrong.

Trust
the ground says

let the shadows be your compass, the poetry that points
to the other side

trust that life always, always knows
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Thirty-four-year-old Justin prepared himself.
The morning began with a hot shower, warm
towel, splash of cologne. His cheeks were
pink from the steam. In the fogged mirror,
puffy skin sagged beneath his eyes. He patted
it with the palms of his hands.

In the bedroom he chose pants for work,
buttoned his shirt, and tucked it in at his waist.

In his truck he drove the same route to work,
noticing that the morning seemed quite still
around him. The leaves had started to turn
shades of auburn and gold, and he wondered
how long they’d gone unnoticed.

For Justin, it was work as usual. Reports
needed filing, engines needed checking. The
routine had worn a path through his heart.

Time passed. A moment shifted. His notes
blurred. Nausea built inside of his belly. He
felt the heat of a wood stove inside of his skin,
then shook with bitter chills. Finding his boss,
Justin decided it was time to leave work.

As he stepped out into the sunlight, the
autumn breeze pushed against his coat. Dried
leaves fell to rest on the asphalt. He pulled his

coat tightly around the back of his neck.
Fumbling for his keys, he made his way
towards his truck.

His boss gave orders and employees carried
them out. Reports needed filing, engines
needed checking. All the while, no one was
checking on Justin.

Two workers took a moment to unpack their
lunches in the autumn sun. Two bites into
their sandwiches, they saw two feet stretched
out on the pavement. When the paramedics
arrived they pushed on his heart: one, two,
one, two. At the hospital they searched
Justin’s phone, looking for one of two names.

His father was unprepared. “Justin!” His dad
said merrily into the phone, for he was always
grateful to hear from his youngest son. But
the voice on the other line was a stranger. He
hung up and purchased two seats on the next
available flight.

At the hospital Justin’s temperature reached
a scorching 107 degrees.

the power of two
by Lori Michelle Hawks

[ continued ]
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News of his condition spread quickly.
Soon, his Facebook page was overflowing.
It captured the comments; it caught the
pain. It held onto them for safekeeping.

The family waited. Eyes opened, eyes
closed, but Justin never spoke. Days
passed. Hope ebbed and flowed. The
warmth of his skin faded; machines
performed the jobs of his organs. They
beeped, pumped, monitored. They kept
him alive, if alive was simply breathing.

A decision had to be made.

Hesitantly, the family planned, still gently
holding hope. There were arrangements to
make, a casket to purchase. An argument
ensued. His father wondered how it could
be a point of contention. His son would be
put into a casket.

A hundred miles away, a family friend

waited to hear the news. She hadn’t seen
Justin in over two decades. A photo of the
two of them haunted her. They were
hovering mid-air above a crystal turquoise
pool: eyes open, smiles wide, arms and
legs extended in anticipation of the plunge.
Justin couldn’t have looked any more
alive. Each child was the perfect picture of
health. They hadn’t seen one another since
their family vacations a lifetime ago; they
wouldn’t recognize each other on the
street.

The girl had learned the value of health six
years sooner, at the age of twenty-seven.
Diagnosed with Multiple Sclerosis, she
wanted to wake him now and tell him of
the lessons she’d learned about life and
about taking it for granted. She wanted to
unfreeze the photo of them, finish their
swim, and then jump from the highest
diving board, trusting that their parents
could fix anything.

The doctors prepared Justin. Removing his
life support, they waited. Each moment
brought him closer to death and closer to
life. Justin was an organ donor, and there
were two people waiting in that hospital,
praying for their own miracles.

One liver, two kidneys––two people were
saved.

In the hospital courtyard, doctors and
nurses gathered around a flag. Justin’s
family took turns tugging on the pulley's
strings: one, two, one, two.

The flag slowly rose into the sky, fluttering
in the wind. It saluted Justin, for his life
had been multiplied by two.

A hundred miles away, the girl woke
suddenly from a vivid dream of plunging
into an ice cold pool. She gasped for breath
and then began preparing Justin’s story.

Lori Michelle Hawks is wanted by her public library for overdue
book fines. She has loved writing ever since she began drawing in

crayon on the walls above her crib. Lori has taught English and
composition for twelve years. She enjoys attempting yoga and spoiling

her two cats and husband, when she is not too busy battling M.S. or
infertility. Visit her blog or email: LoriMichelleHawks@gmail.com

“ . . . hope ebbed and flowed. The warmth of his skin faded . . . ”

Dedicated to Justin’s father,
Thomas Pederzoli. Together
they will bring much laughter,
love, and light to the heavens.
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Denial

Don’t tell me
I can’t keep
these shriveling apples
in my crisper drawer.

You don’t know
these wrinkled Honeycrisp
are the last we will ever pick
with her,
autumn light rounding
our shoulders in easy grace,

before we understood
this autumn, this laughter
under her flourishing trees
would be goodbye,
that these apples would rot
even as I refuse
to believe.

Don’t tell me
I can’t keep them
forever.

Amanda Fall
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bear witness to your life’s
a b i d i n g    t r u t h:

the holy heart of you, buried
beneath the ache and shuffle
of daily dust + wash yourself
in the river of witness, my
love, singing your being into
the open + hide no more your
hurt, your healings-to-be +
come clean, with no shame, no
artifice: only the purity of
your authenticity + listen,
too, for our common heartbeat:
our unifying grace + breathe
& be & believe in the glow of
our sisterhood, our brotherhood,
our kinship of truth
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Join us as we gather our good,
honoring the sacred in our every-
day:

tag your captures #thephoenixsoul
on Instagram, & keep an eye on
Facebook for word-prompts (your
offerings may appear in these
pages).

@debdidit

Charlene Slimp: I have ENORMOUS
hips! I’m carrying extra weight, now,
so they’re even bigger, but even when I
was 120 lbs, they were 40 inches
around! I also love that I can persevere.
I know whatever happens, I’ll come
out the other side.

Asked on Facebook:
What do you secretly love
about yourself?
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@teandpaper @ravenkroon @monicasabollagruppo

Julie Canudo: I love that I’m
fairly adaptable to most
situations, which I think has
helped me to grow.

Tricia Resto: I love that I can
stay calmly determined, no
matter the obstacle.

Jd Bogart: That I possess a
depth of character that most

people greatly underestimate,
which is shackled to a creative
mind stuck in overdrive.

Melanie Turner Corbett: I love
my body when it’s pregnant or
breastfeeding a baby.

Jenika Desjardins: I love that I
do things that scare me and keep
moving forward when I don’t

think I’m very good at things I
know I am good at. And then
I’m always proud of myself
because I always do really well.
:)

Inner Compass Designs: I love
that I love to learn––I am open
to growing, changing, course-
correcting, and expanding.

What do you secretly love about yourself?
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joy to
you

and me
:: Sprout
 creativity

coach

{ where creativity grows }

[ continued ]

“ . . . the time has
come for me to
bear witness to
my own . . . ”

There are moments when we feel that
“Aha! Yes! Of Course” feeling come
over us. Those are often the times we
have a thought that suddenly makes
everything fall into place and our life
makes more sense. Recently, I experi-
enced that moment.

On a sunny Sunday morning, I taught a
workshop and something magical happened.
In the middle of teaching, I felt so alive that
my breath caught in my chest and I giggled.
I felt like a balloon filled with confetti on the
verge of exploding with joy. Joy. It’s a word
that people have often associated with me
and yet I didn’t see for a long time. I
somehow thought joy was too saccharine
and I didn’t want to be “sweet.” I wanted to
be cool or cutting edge. But joyful? Some-
thing about this moment, though, caused me
to stop and fall in love with my entire life. I

was filled with joy and the people I was
working with were feeling that and sharing
their own . . . and, together, we were creating
phenomenal work.

This idea of joy went hand in hand with a
life-changing workshop I’m taking with Lori
Portka and Liv Lane called Infinite Purpose.
A recent focus within the course was on joy.
Like finding puzzle pieces to complete a
picture, I realized that following my joy
would lead me down the road I am supposed
to walk. I’d been wondering about purpose,
my reason for being here. With joy as my
guide, I found I didn’t need to know my
purpose; I just needed to experience the
journey with joy as my North Star.

I have been lucky enough to work with many
people over the years. I have been witness
to their amazing transformations. The time
has come for me to bear witness to my own.
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“ . . . I move forward
with head held high and

heart open for the
unknown . . . ”

There are areas in which I have held
myself back or tried to keep my joy small.
I now understand that I have to grow
those areas. I need to see what’s possible.
I must push beyond my limits. With that
in mind, I came to a difficult decision. It’s
time for me to say goodbye to this
beautiful space for a while. It’s time for
me to set out to explore the projects that
I would like to bring to life.

Amanda, the creator of this sensational
magazine and the fearless leader who will
lead you into the next year and chapter of
this adventure, has helped me to grow in
ways I never imagined possible. She has
inspired me when I felt stuck, motivated
me when I felt worn out, and challenged
me to grow when I wasn’t sure which way
to head. I feel blessed to have created
alongside the other regular contributors
and fabulous folks who have spent time
sharing their soul in the pages of Sprout.
Everyone here has been an unforgettable
source of inspiration, just as you have.

Thank you for coming to this page and
reading my words. Thank you for sharing
when you felt moved to do so and for
being such a supportive and wonderful
audience. I wouldn’t have been able to
step in here each month had it not been
for you.

We do not know what the future holds
and that doesn’t have to be a scary
thought. It can be our greatest joy and
push toward adventure.

As I move forward with head held high
and heart open for the unknown, I invite
you to join me in doing one last thing:
Believe in your dreams. Do it now. Do
not delay. Stop thinking about what might
be possible. Stop taking on projects in
order to busy yourself so you can say, “I
don’t have time to pursue what I love.”
Instead, say no.

Saying no to things is saying yes to you.
It allows you to set boundaries and create
space for you to follow your passion. The
people who love you will understand.
Make the time to go out and send your
voice into the world. Make magic
happen––magic only you possess. Be a
witness to your own transformation and
beauty. Share your joy and I promise you,
you will change the world for the better.

Happy Holidays to you and your loved
ones! ’Til we meet again, shine on!

Natasha Reilly is a writer, artist, teacher, and
mad cartwheeler living in NYC. Image also by
Natasha.
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The Walk

Do you remember the day
You carried me on your broad shoulders?
You said you’d give me a view
Of the forest I never knew
Your sneakers squelching the crumpling leaves
The barren trees found us silly
Did you see that one branch hiding its snickers?
My hands, resting on your velvet-coated head
Trembled for just a bit
To our right, the river was just a memory
To our left, the city was humming
Just that one time
I was over six feet tall
But our world was not small at all.

Anuja Ghimire is a native of
Kathmandu, Nepal. She lives in Dallas,
Texas with her husband and two young
children and writes poetry. Some of her

poems have been published in Red River
Review, Glass, Ishaan Literary Review,

The Rainbow Journal, Constellations,
Stone Path Review, and others.
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welcome.
In the Community Garden, we grow together. Here, three sweet souls
explore each month’s theme. Join the conversation and share your own
answers on Sprout’s Facebook page. We’ll dig deep, sprinkle seeds, and
let ourselves bloom.

1. What are you most
proud of this year, big
or small?

2. What do you
secretly love about
yourself?

3. What are some of
your life’s abiding
truths?

Noorulain Noor, Lori Michelle Hawks,
& Laurel Eshelman
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in the garden
with Noorulain Noor

What are you most proud of this year,

big or small?

My daughter is three years old. For most
of her three years, she communicated with
me in gestures rather than words. Two
months ago, we started speech therapy for
her and she has made huge progress. I am
most proud of the short conversations we
have each day.

What do you secretly love about

yourself?

My journey and perseverance as an
immigrant. I have come a long way from
the eighteen-year-old college student who
boarded a plane from Lahore International
Airport on February 1, 2003. I have made
and lost friends along the way. I have made
mistakes. I have learned from them. I have
struggled to hold on to my roots while also
adopting new traditions. I have discovered
and rediscovered spirituality. This choice

of making California my home has been
the most demanding and rewarding
experience of my life and it continues to
challenge me in new ways––I wouldn’t
change a thing about it.

What are some of your life’s abiding

truths?

Do good. Practice your art. Arm yourself
with knowledge. Stay true to yourself.
Leave a legacy.

Noorulain Noor is a Clinical Researcher and
Associate Editor of Papercuts. Papercuts is a
publication of Desi Writers’ Lounge, a non-profit
trust and online writing community for emerging
South Asian writers. Her work has appeared in
ARDOR literary magazine, Poydras Review, The
Bangalore Review, Apeiron Review, Clapboard
House, and other journals. Find her blog here.

“ . . . do good.
Practice your art.
Arm yourself with

knowledge. Stay true
to yourself. Leave

a legacy . . . ”
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in the garden
with Lori Michelle Hawks

What are you most proud of this year,

big or small?

I am very proud of completing my first
doctorate class in education this year.
Getting an advanced degree was something
that I’ve always wanted to do, and now I
can say that I’m following that dream, even
if it does take me seven years to do it. I was
petrified to start. With the first class under
my belt, it seems like a real possibility.

I’m also very proud of myself in terms of
my writing this year. This was the year that
I joined Duotrope and started writing for
pleasure and following my heart. I couldn’t
be more pleased that just about all of my
submissions have found a home. It gives
me confidence and inspiration to continue
my writing and teaching.

Finally, I’m proud of myself for making it
through 2014 with my head held high and
my body in one piece. This has been one
of the most trying years for me ever,
particularly with my health, miscarriages,

and infertility. I’m starting 2015 feeling
more centered and with open arms to see
what the future brings.

What do you secretly love about your-

self?

I love that I am colorful. I am passionate.
I love and I hate, and I have all of the
emotions in between. It makes me who I
am.

I love that deep down I still believe in
magic and miracles.

What are some of your life’s abiding

truths?

Music = Sanity. I discovered this truth back
when I was diagnosed with Multiple
Sclerosis in 2006. Listening to music
makes the world a better place. This is a
passion that my dad and I share. We send
each other songs and music videos. A song
can uplift you, give you energy, or bring
out the tears that really need to escape.

Until it actually happens, everything is
fiction. The only true nonfiction is the past.
This is a lesson that continues to steamroll
its way into my life, and this year I was
forced to accept that I don’t have control
over anything.

Love is the key. Love of self first and then
love of others is what truly matters. And
love from the right people can really help
you understand how to love yourself.

Lori Michelle Hawks is wanted by her public
library for overdue book fines. She has loved
writing ever since she began drawing in crayon
on the walls above her crib. Lori has taught
English and composition for twelve years. She
enjoys attempting yoga and spoiling her two cats
and husband, when she is not too busy battling
M.S. or infertility. Visit her blog or email:
LoriMichelleHawks@gmail.com
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in the garden
with Laurel Eshelman

What are you most proud of this year,

big or small?

A little boy came into my life this year—
for about six months. I grew to love him,
and, when he had to go away, my eyes
opened to a world of children in need of a
warm kitchen with good food, a safe space
to sleep and play in, a mother (and a
father—my husband is on board) to love,
and love, and love them. I am proud that
tonight was the last training session to
become a foster parent. And I am scared,
in over my head, but I hear the voice of that
little boy calling me as he learned to ride a
two-wheeler, and I hear the call on my
heart to be in this roiling water. I follow
that voice.

What do you secretly love about your-

self?

In winter when I come home after ten hours
of work, the thermostat bottomed out that
entire time and the thermometer reading
about forty-five in my bedroom, I put on
my down slippers, leave my fleece hat on

and remember the women who lived in this
old farmhouse without central heating. I
am (mostly) tough like them. In summer I
get sweaty and anxious about the look of
the sky as I sell pottery for twelve hours a
day in weather. My needs are spare and I
secretly relish this. See me sleep on an air
mattress on the floor in my grandchil-
dren’s room and on all manner of motel
mattresses across the country where I wake
up dazed and wondering which state I am
in. I love this adventure.

What are some of your life’s abiding

truths?

Above all else, no matter what, come what
may, I am not alone. This is a gut-feeling
in my bones sometimes—God, here, with
me—but mostly it is a constant certainty. I
have witnessed God’s hand orchestrate a
move, car breakdowns, or the timing of a
white dove alighting outside my window
in a way that goes far beyond what any
planning or mere coincidence could
achieve. I glance over my shoulder at the
meandering path that is my life and take

hope and comfort when the music mod-
ulates to a minor key. The arms of God are
over me. They will never tire.

When I was growing up in California and
life would get out of control we would say,
I’m gonna go to the mountains to get my
head together. There is something to that.
A bike ride along the oak-hickory forest, a
walk out of town beside corn and soy
soothes my racing brain and eases my
anxious heart as all the numbers to crunch,
all the clutter scattered in my rooms falls
away at the feet of beauty and quiet—my
head gets together.

For the meandering path I have walked,
thank you. For what comes to pass with
each step forward, yes.

Laurel Eshelman writes from Elizabeth, Illinois,
population 700. Find her at the pottery, riding the
Jo Daviess County hills on her bicycle, or on the
road listening to stories in a Ford van loaded with
pots. Her work appears in her chapbook, The Scale
of Things, in Love from Galena, and The Prairie
Wind.
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write + paint + sculpt + photograph + sing + dance + create

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

___________________________________________

what do you hide,
hold back, tamp down?

55

what do you
{secretly}
love about
yourself?

how can you begin to honor your {wholeness} today?
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{the holy here}
Head bent to All I Must Do, I sigh. Then, flash:
movement, in the corner of my eye, through dusty
windowpane. Birds. Hundreds. Swooping low,
through my yard, then up and over neighbor’s.

Last night’s makeup still thick under my eyes,
hair swirled in a rat’s-nest bun high above my
head, pajamas on at an embarrassing hour. What
if someone sees me like this? I pause, shake my
head, shove my feet into heavy boots and grab
my camera.

Outside, shivering in wintry wind, all else fades:
all but birdsong and flutter, wings and wonder.
Flock after flock lifts, chatters, dances limb to
limb. Neighbors drive past, slow, questioning. I
wave. Smile. Point up.

Let this be my choice. Let this be my makeup. Let
this be my mission, always: awe over self-
consciousness. Delight over anxiety. Spirit over
ego. How could I almost miss this? Wings.
Wonder. Our flock. Our flight.



your heart & mind are fertile ground.
            what will you grow today?

breathe in my grief and allow it space
to be lovingly witnessed

–Maya Zaido
make myself available
–Judith Norling Carlson

witness all my uncomfortable moments and
embrace them as steps toward growth

–Natasha Reilly

wait with hopeful anticipation
–Lori Michelle Hawks

observe and let go
–Noorulain Noor

linger and savor what is offered
—michelle gd

share my heart in an unapologetically wide open and full
way (even if it makes others uncomfortable)
–Julia Fehrenbacher

rest without shame
for however long I need

–Beth Morey

see––and accept––you and me just as we are
–Maureen Helms Blake

see the arms of God over me
–Laurel Eshelman
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[ today i will. ]
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may this seed grow.
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may we step closer
into our trusted circle,

leaning in
{whole}heart
{whole}soul

may we listen
without judgment,

holding tender space
for our gutwrenching grief

and shocking joy––
our hidden hurts,

our emerging hope

may we honor
our

{whole}
story,

together



contact:

kindred, we are so glad
you journey with us.

+ join the conversation
on Facebook

+ capture life’s
grit & grace

on Instagram
with #thephoenixsoul

Stay in touch at Sprout’s home base,
where you’ll find previous issues,
subscription and gift options, guidelines for submission,
affiliate opportunities (help promote Sprout and earn cash), & more.

Next month, we are reborn. In January 2015, we become

The Phoenix Soul: a haven for our daily transformation.

We are tough & tender, raw & real, grit & grace. We are phoenix.
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next issue: Ceremony.
release. embrace.

the phoenix rises.


