
2} Executive Director’s Corner: A Graduate Student, an Aging Volkswagen, and a Friend        

3} Reflections During Advent: What Calls Us this Season       6} Stand By Me

7} The Stories We Tell About Fear       8} Lumunary: Looking Deeply       10}  Loaves and Fishes

VOL 15  :  No. 2  :  2022

LUMUNOS
FAITH & LIGHT FOR THE JOURNEY

Loving Our Neighbor: 

Showing Up



Executive Director’s Corner

Doug Wysockey-Johnson

A Graduate Student, 
an Aging Volkswagen, 
and a Friend

In these days of dramatic news and 
flashy stories, the tale I am about to 
tell will feel fairly pedestrian—more 
automotive actually. It has to do with 

a graduate student, an aging Volkswagen, 
and a friend. 

I was the graduate student, and the 
aging Volkswagen was mine. It was a cold 
Saturday in Chicago, and I was supposed 
to be teaching a class at my field 
education placement. The Volkswagen 
was having none of it, refusing to start 
despite my words of encouragement. 
If memory serves, the steering wheel 
may have been pounded, doors may 
have been slammed, and words of the 
not-encouraging variety may have been 
spoken. As time went on, my frustration 
and anxiety were starting to spike—I had 
a class to teach, and at the time it felt 
absolutely critical that I get there. 

In desperation, I called my friend Mark 

who lived in the neighborhood. I lifted 
the hood, and together we jiggled a few 
hoses, pointed to random engine parts, 
and looked thoughtful. Putting our heads 
together, we came to the same brilliant 
conclusion: the car was not starting. Why 
the car was not starting was a complete 
mystery to us. As divinity students, both of 
us were good at looking thoughtful. But 
telling the difference between an exhaust 
hose and a fire hose was completely 
beyond us.

I honestly cannot remember what 
happened from that point on. I don’t 
remember if we got the car started. Maybe 
I borrowed a car, or maybe I never made 
it to my class. It was over 30 years ago, and 
as I said in the disclaimer—it isn’t a very 
dramatic story.  

But here is what I do remember to this 
day. I remember the feeling on the phone 
the moment Mark said, “I’ll be right over.” 
There was a subtle, yet fundamental shift in 
my spirit at that moment. I went from fear-
spiraling and deepening anxiety to some 
version of it is going to be ok. Regardless 
of what happened from that point on, I 
trusted that the world was not ending.  

This is what happens when someone 
shows up for us. Something shifts, both in 
our brain and in our spirit. The externals 
of the situation may not change at all. But 
there is a change in our neural pathways 
and in our spirit when we know we aren’t 
facing a situation alone. Showing up for 
someone is one of the most powerful forces 
in the world, and it has enabled people 
throughout history to surmount challenges 
far greater than a crabby Volkswagen.  

Echoing A Larger Showing Up
I believe that when we show up for 

others, we are echoing a much larger and 
grander showing up that we celebrate this 
time of year. In the Christian tradition, 
Advent is about the hope that God will 

show up, and Christmas is a celebration 
that God did show up. Not in the way 
we expected of course. For that reason, 
many people back then, and many of us 
now, miss the creative ways God continues 
to show up in our lives. But when we 
do—showing up through our spiritual 
practices or the acts of presence to 
another—we receive that same inner shift 
in our soul. We trust that it is going to be 
ok, regardless of what sort of difficulty is 
unfolding around us. 

From Waking Up to Showing Up
Our theme this year has been Loving 

Our Neighbor. In an earlier issue of our 
newsletter, our writers authored stories 
about the importance of waking up. Some 
of them shared about a time when they 
woke up to the needs of their neighbors 
near or far. It is difficult to love our 
neighbor if we are numb or asleep to their 
needs. A kind of waking up is required. 
But waking up is not enough. A further, 
more difficult step is called for. And that 
step might be called showing up.  

We are not asked to show up for every 
neighbor in need. But the invitation given 
to us as spiritual and human people is 
to think, pray, and ponder the question: 
Where, or for whom can I show up in this 
season? Even if it is uncomfortable. Even 
if I don’t know what to say. Even if I feel 
inadequate. Even if I don’t know the first 
thing about aging Volkswagens. The car 
doesn’t magically start when we stand by 
one another, but a more important shift 
happens. We are not alone.    

Doug Wysockey-Johnson is the Executive Director of Lumunos.  
He lives with his family in Richmond, VT, and can be reached at 
doug@lumunos.org.

This is what happens 
when someone shows up 
for us. Something shifts, 
both in our brain and in 
our spirit. The externals 
of the situation may not 
change at all. But there 
is a change in our neural 

pathways and in our spirit 
when we know we aren’t 
facing a situation alone. ”

“
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Advent I: The Call to Pay Attention 
November 27, 2022 

Matthew 24:42. Keep awake therefore, for you do not know on 
what day your Lord is coming. 

 I was once in a writing workshop in which the instructor began 
most sessions asking participants to list details—concrete, specific 
details: ten things we had seen that morning on the way to class, 
five sounds we had heard before breakfast, three things we had 
tasted or smelled. The exercise sounds simple, but for me it was 
often hard. She wanted more than “toast” or “traffic.” She wanted 
to know the quality of the toast or the traffic, the specific sights 
and smells and sounds and tastes, the particular characteristics 
that distinguished that morning’s toast or traffic from the toast or 
traffic of other mornings. Whenever my lists were incomplete or 
generic, I knew I had not been paying attention. And I know from 
experience that when I am not paying attention, I risk missing a 
nudge from God or a glimpse of the Holy. 

 The second summer of Covid, I gathered with about fifty 
others in a rural cemetery for a family funeral. It was a hot day, 
and we sat or stood under the shade of four enormous oak trees, 
fanning ourselves with the service leaflet. Frankly, the pastor’s 
theology was setting my teeth on edge, and so I began looking 
around, focusing on details other than the pastor’s words. Because 
of that, I can still recall things about the morning I otherwise 
would not remember: the color of the funeral home tent (white), 
the flimsy folding chairs (also white), and the sturdy nearby hearse 
(forest green); what the funeral director and ushers were wearing 
(blue seersucker suits); which of the first cousins wore masks 
(Nancy and Carolyn) and which did not (the other four). 

But the cornfields surrounding the cemetery on three sides 
provided the details that stood out most. The green stalks had 
grown tall. The husks had started to tassel. As we mourned the 
death of a young woman taken too soon by cancer, the sight 

Reflections During Advent: 
What Calls Us this Season
By Angier Brock

Continued on page 4

Image from James Webb Space Telescope
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Reflections:  Continued from page 3

of the healthy, ripening corn touched my heart more than any 
spoken words. Through those cornfields, God caught my eye and 
offered comfort, hope, and the promise of new life. Because I had 
been paying attention, I remember.

 The darkening days of Advent also invite us to pay attention, 
despite our busy lives—or perhaps because of them. Can you pause 
for just a moment several times this week simply to look around, 
to focus on the specifics of where and how you are right then? 
Maybe you can carry a small notebook with you and make some 
lists. What stands out? What do you see, hear, taste, or smell? What 
emotions or sensations do you feel? What memories come? What 
ideas? Is there a detail through which the Holy might be breaking 
into your day, trying to get your attention? How might God be 
giving you an embrace or a reassurance—or perhaps a nudge, a 
challenge, or a call? 

Advent II: The Call to Be Honest About My Part
December 4, 2022 

Matthew 3:2. Repent, for the kingdom of heaven has come near.
 It’s easy to notice and name behaviors that someone else 

should repent of. Politicians and other public figures are easy 
targets, but stories also abound of ordinary people behaving badly: 
travelers argue on airplanes, customers shout in check-out lines, 
diners harangue servers, drivers rage on roadways. I admit feeling 
judgmental about such people. I resent the fear and anxiety their 
angry confrontations evoke. I abhor the loud, cheap words that 
distort or hide the truth. I feel—well, maybe a little holier-than-
thou. I wonder why everyone can’t be reasonable and civil—you 
know, like me.

 But the truth is, some days I don’t feel terribly reasonable or 
civil. Maybe I try my best not to make a public scene, and maybe 
I try to be discreet about what I say to whom, but the truth is 
that, in my own heart, there is a loud, rude voice that yells. A lot. 
It bemoans the negativity of the world and the [insert your choice 
of judgmental adjectives here] politics of people whose thinking 
differs from mine. It decries the apparent failure of “them”—
people in the “other” group—to understand the various threats 
to health, to human rights, to our economy, to our environment, 
to our democracy. Which is to say, it decries their failure to 
understand these issues the way I do. It’s a voice that can keep me 
stirred up, keep me off balance, prevent me from dropping off to 
sleep at night, and wake me too early in the morning. This Advent 
season, I’d like to repent of the time and energy I give my rude 
inner voice. I’d like to silence it, or at least tone it down a bit, as 
a way to prepare my heart to receive the Babe who is sometimes 
called the Prince of Peace. But how?

 One of my favorite Advent carols, “O Come, O Come 
Emmanuel,” gives me an idea. “Emmanuel” means “God with us.” 
Christians associate the name Emmanuel with Jesus, of course, 
but longing for the presence of the Holy is not exclusive to 
professing Christians. To the best of my knowledge, people of all 
faiths—and of none—yearn for contact with, or comfort from, 

something greater than themselves, whatever they call it—Adonai, 
Allah, Buddha, the Numinous, the Divine, the God of Their 
Understanding.

 And so, when my own angry, negative, judgmental voice begins 
stirring within me, even if I cannot turn it off completely, perhaps 
I can neutralize it a bit by singing, or whispering, or simply 
thinking to myself the phrase, “O come, O come, Emmanuel”—
just that simple phrase. When I see an angry, negative post on a 
friend’s Facebook page, or watch a politician let loose with hateful 
rhetoric at a political rally, or stand by feeling helpless as a stranger 
spews vitriol in the grocery check-out line, I can silently pray, 
“O come, o come, Emmanuel.” O come, o come into this broken 
world. O come, o come into the ways we speak to one another. 
O come, o come into our environment and our uses of natural 
resources; into our economics and the way we share financial 
resources. O come, o come into our families, our neighborhoods, 
our systems and structures. Come, o come and quieten my fear, 
my frustration, my anger, my condemnation of others. Come, o 
come into my heart. 

Maybe by praying that way I can do my part to help keep 
peace. Maybe by invoking the presence of the Holy, I can be 
quicker to love, not judge, my neighbor. When and how might 
you use such a prayer? 

 Advent III: The Call to Be Open to Others
December 11, 2022 

Matthew 11:3. Are you the one who is to come, or are we to wait 
for another?

One of my most memorable conversations happened in a 
chance encounter with a fellow traveler. I was returning home 
from a trip to New York City, and the southbound train leaving 
Penn Station was full. My first seat mate, an elderly man (that is, 
a man about my age), was rather taciturn. Though we exchanged 
a few polite words as we settled in for the ride and again several 
hours later when he got off, no real conversation emerged 
between us. 

At the New Carrollton, MD, station, a younger and more 
exuberant man took the first one’s place. Within minutes, I knew 
my new seatmate’s name (Leon), occupation (he’s a rapper with 
a day job in retail), and destination (Norfolk, VA). By outward 
appearances (age, race, tattoos), he and I had far less in common 
than my first seatmate and me. Even the one thing we had in 
common—a love of music—took us on different paths. In NYC 
the night before, I’d been to the Metropolitan Opera for the first 
time in my life. A ticket to Philip Glass’s Akhnaten had been a 
splurge, my 75th birthday present to myself. Still playing in my 
head was Anthony Roth Costanzo’s dazzling performance of 
“Hymn to the Sun,” followed by the chorus’s offstage singing, in 
Hebrew, verses from Psalm 104. 

By contrast, Leon (not his real name) was traveling to Norfolk 
with a different musical goal. He wasn’t going there to watch a 
performance; he was going there to be one. He was going there 
to tape a video of rap music he had written and would perform.  
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I don’t listen to rap, and I’d never before had occasion to speak 
with a rapper. Likewise, he doesn’t listen to opera, and I doubt he’d 
ever talked seriously to anyone about it. Nevertheless, we were each 
open to hearing what the other had to say. Over the course of the 
next few hours, we fell into a rhythm of sharing YouTube videos 
when we had an internet connection and simply talking when we 
did not. He introduced me to two rap videos he had previously 
made. I played for him a clip from Akhnaten. He showed me videos 
by several artists he admires, not necessarily rappers but nevertheless 
musicians I don’t typically listen to. I introduced him to a couple of 
spirituals recorded by baritone opera singer Will Liverman and an 
anthem for which I had written the text. In between watching the 
music videos, we exchanged ideas about a wide range of topics—
racism, white privilege, politics, parenting, shopping, partying, 
generational differences, faith, and the writing and editing of lyrics. 
When the train reached my stop at Williamsburg, we parted with 
him promising to let me know when his newest video is released.

But even if I never hear from Leon again, his willingness to 
engage with me opened my heart in a new way. It is unlikely that 
I’ll ever become a fan of rap or that he will become an opera buff. 
But that wasn’t the point. The point was to spend a little time 
asking and answering the question, “Who are you?” To listen, and 
to be listened to, is a profound way of loving our neighbor. It is 
one of the greatest gifts we humans can give one another. During 
this third week of Advent, is there someone with whom you 
might exchange that gift?  

Advent IV: The Call to Awe
December 18, 2022 

Matthew 1:18 Now the birth of Jesus the Messiah took place in 
this way. When his mother Mary had been engaged to Joseph, but 
before they lived together, she was found to be with child from the 
Holy Spirit. 

Last summer, watching my badly skinned knee heal, I went to 
the internet to read about biology I had long forgotten. I read 
about the circulatory system’s role in healing (thank you, heart; 
thank you, lungs) and about various cells that have their own 
specialized jobs (thank you, platelets and microphages). I learned 
that the wound would be repaired in a predictable manner, from 
the inside out and from the edges in, thanks to blood-borne 
“chemical messengers” that know when to give the right signal 
to the right cell to do the right thing.  (I remember that, in the 
Bible, the word for “messenger” often gets translated as “angel.” 
So, thank you, chemical angels.)   

At the same time that I was reading about the invisible activity 
mending the flesh of my skinned knee, NASA released the first 
photos from the James Webb Space Telescope—photos that make 
visible other amazements that our unaided human eyes cannot 
see. The only words I can think of to describe the pictures—
astonishing, mysterious, ethereal—are inadequate. So are any 
words I could think of to describe the telescope itself; but NASA 
expects that it “will solve mysteries in our solar system, look 
beyond to distant worlds around us, and probe the mysterious 
structures and origins of our universe and our place in it.” Wow. 

The first Webb picture was released on July 11 with the title 
“Deep Field: SMACS 0723.” The photo shows a “galaxy cluster… 

as it appeared 4.6 billion years ago.” To convey a sense of scale, the 
accompanying caption explains that “[t]his slice of the vast universe 
is approximately the size of a grain of sand held at arm’s length by 
someone on the ground.” Wow again. The scale is awesome! 

In some respects, it’s hard to know which is most miraculous—
the very existence of such a galaxy cluster, the fact that 
aeronautical engineers can build machines to take pictures of it, 
or the fact that astrophysicists can interpret the data rendered by 
such images and explain them to people like me. 

The same might be said of our bodies. Which is more 
miraculous, our biological complexity and bodily wisdom; or the 
fact that, thanks to medical science, we can know some of the 
ways our bodies function even though our unaided human eyes 
cannot see all that is going on?  

A skinned knee, slowly healing. Interstellar space. Every second 
of every day, awesome things are happening, even though they 
may be completely invisible to us. Such astonishments are as close 
as our skin, our heartbeat, our breath. They are as distant as the 
“Cosmic Cliffs” of the Carina Nebula. And they are everywhere 
in between. 

In this fourth week of Advent, what gives you a sense of awe? 
With whom might you share it?

Christmas Day:  
The Call to Live with What Is at Hand
December 25, 2022 

Luke 2:7: And she gave birth to her firstborn son and wrapped him 
in bands of cloth, and laid him in a manger, because there was no 
place for them in the inn.

One of my favorite writing teachers, the late William Stafford, 
said that we could all write a poem a day if we lowered our 
standards enough. He then encouraged his students to do just 
that—to lower their standards and to write a poem each day using 
whatever material they had at hand.  

Stafford knew that an insistence on perfection can inhibit writing 
to the point that no writing gets done at all. I think the same is 
true for many situations. Insisting on perfection can get in our way. 
Stafford’s challenge then would be to lower our expectations and 
work with—or even just be with—whatever is at hand.  

And so, this Christmas, here’s a suggestion: Give yourself the 
gift of lowered expectations. Make do with what you have, 
whether it be a manger or a mansion. Be satisfied with where 
you are, whether it be a stable or a tropical island. Speak kindly 
to whoever is around you, even to strangers, and especially to 
anyone you take for granted and anyone you might find less 
than perfect. We are all suffering from fatigue. Many of us are 
experiencing anxiety and depression. But if we can turn down 
our requirements for a perfect Christmas (or New Year’s Eve, or 
any other aspect of life), if we can give up the idea of the perfect 
gift, or perfect companion, or perfect meal, or perfect gathering 
or card or thank you note—then maybe we can make a space 
in our hearts for an imperfection that includes silence, wonder, 
appreciation, and rest.  

And maybe we too can write a poem a day. 
Peace to you this holiday season and throughout the coming year.  
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In those awful early days, I faced an internal crisis. Was nursing 
leadership worth the cost? A turning point came when I was 
finally vulnerable enough to share with my colleagues what I 
was experiencing. It was like the weight of the world was taken 
off me. We were all dealing with this crisis in different ways in 
our personal and professional lives. When I shared with them my 
decision to live apart from my family, my colleagues were nothing 
but supportive and encouraging of my choices. 

Looking back at that time, I can see how many people showed 
up for me. My closest colleagues in the trenches made a point to 
walk out to our cars together each night, regardless of the time. 
Then we always texted the group when we made it to bed safely 
(wherever that bed was). My husband made the sacrifice to be a 
temporary single parent of three very young kids so that I could 
remain as focused as possible on the needs of the community. And 
my extended family and friends supported me and my family. Just 
one example: My sister-in-law sent me weekly care packages with 
things like my “power scrunchie” to give me courage. Little things 
like that made me feel that I also had a team outside of work 
supporting me.

Healthcare is a demanding career path whether during a 
pandemic or in “normal” times. The most important lesson I 
learned from Covid is that it is ok to ask for help. Now I know 
that when I surround myself with support both personally and 
professionally, I will be more able to show up for the people of 
my community that our hospital is serving.

If we want people to show up for us, sometimes we have to 
let them know that we are hurting. That doesn’t come easy 
for me as a nurse leader at a large hospital. It is my job to 
worry about how the hundreds of front-line nurses at our 

three campuses are doing. But then, all of us had to learn to do 
uncomfortable things during Covid. 

Just prior to the pandemic, my one-and-a-half-year-old child 
was hospitalized in a local pediatric ICU for Flu A. She was so 
sick that she was very close to requiring intubation. Thankfully 
we were able to bring her home after a week, but this first 
significant medical event in the life of my three kids came just as 
the country was being shut down due to Covid.  

Because she was so young, we were unsure of any underlying 
medical conditions she may have had. That caused my husband 
and me a lot of anxiety around the potential of her getting Covid. 
There was so much we didn’t know at the start of the pandemic. 
At the same time, I was spending more and more time at the 
hospital as we responded to the needs of the community. In the 
early stages of the pandemic, our site was designated to be the 
one in our system to take most of the Covid patients. So as a 
family, we made the very tough decision for me to live in a hotel. 
This allowed me to immerse myself fully in the work, while my 
husband and kids could stay as far away from Covid as possible.  

I had such a mix of emotions at that time.  I felt guilty for 
leaving my family for my job, and at the same time, grateful 
that I was able to keep them safe. I felt even more guilt about 
taking advantage of this option because I knew that most of 
my coworkers weren’t in a position to do so for one reason 
or another. Although I told my friends and family outside of 
work, I did not initially want to share this information with my 
colleagues. I was too conflicted. 

Stand By Me
By Jacalyn DeHarte

Jacaclyn DeHarte, MBA, RN, BSN is an Associate Chief Nursing Officer at The 
Medical Center of Aurora.
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The Peace Bridge in Londonderry, Ireland.

I grew up afraid. Fear was not unreasonable given that I had 
been born into a society tearing itself apart. Thousands of 
people were killed, tens of thousands injured, and hundreds of 
thousands traumatized in northern Ireland1 because of their 

perceived political identity. I grew up afraid, and it took me until 
my mid-thirties to conceive that there were other ways to live. Fear 
became a portal. A doorway to a more exciting, peaceful, useful, 
whole life. It came, like Yeats wrote of peace, “dropping slow.” And 
the funny thing was that moving beyond fear seemed to depend on 
knowing what it’s like to be overcome by it.  

People have been predicting the end of the world since shortly 
after we started telling stories, and prophecies of future utopia 
seem just as prevalent. Whether things are getting better or worse 
depends on the vantage point and the measures of what concerns 

us. I have found it more helpful to imagine that each moment 
brings both gifts and challenges. No life-giving purpose is served 
by overstating the challenge we face or especially by panicking 
about them. Hiding from the world’s pain obviously doesn’t help 
either. On the other hand, overstating “progress” can have the 
effect of blinding us to the ways in which some things really have 
changed for the better. We also need to learn about the things that 
humans can actually do to help make them better still.  

But you don’t have to be in denial about real suffering to see 
the amazing possibilities and goodness of a moment in which 
interdependence among humans and the ecosystem is more 

The Stories We Tell About Fear
Excerpts from “how to not be afraid” by Gareth Higgins, 
Canterbury Press (2021)

Continued on page 9
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Lumunary

Looking 
Deeply

Through the years, Lumunos has remained vibrant in an ever-changing 
world because of the community of people who have been part of our 
work. We have been blessed by these “Lumunaries.” Lumunaries are 
people who embody the values of Lumunos – people who are using their 
gifts and living their call (or figuring out how to do so); people who value 
authentic relationships and continue to grow spiritually. Lumunaries are 
also people who have supported Lumunos and advanced our mission 
in one way or the other. In this issue, we’re featuring Linda Eaton, a 
relatively new donor and regular attendee of the Women Becoming Book 
Club and Dream Group.

Linda Eaton lives in the town of Marshfield on the south 
shore of Massachusetts. She and her husband met at the 
University of Maine. She majored in Latin (of all things!) 
because the classes were small, and the professors were 

encouraging. Her town is made up of five villages, each with its 
own post office, where neighbors meet to pick up their mail and 
socialize. Her jobs have been as a pre-school teacher, a librarian in 
a small village library, and a Sunday School coordinator. Their adult 
children include two sons in their fifties and a daughter in her late 
forties. They also have two nearby teenage grandchildren. 

Linda’s passions in life are to be curious, to keep learning 
new things, and meeting new people. She wants to live fully 
and intentionally. She wants to know the holy on the outside 
and the holy within. She’s interested in social justice. Activities 
that help her on her journey are various groups which engage 
her curiosities and interests, for example a Lumunos Dream 
Group, a Mindfulness Group, classes at the local Senior Center, 
and most recently a class on the Artist’s Way—encouraging 
one’s creativity—at the local Glastonbury Abbey. She also loves 
swimming, tai chi, yoga, walking and daily affirmations, all of 
which she experiences as spiritual practices.

Many people have helped Linda along the way: teachers, 
therapists, retreats, and especially a long-term therapy group 
where she learned to understand herself better. Linda participates 
in a UCC church but feels she must broaden herself from the 
local church, and this is where Lumunos has been particularly 
helpful to her.

Becca: Tell me a little bit about your story of call and purpose.
Linda: My strong sense of justice came as a surprise to 

me. About 20 years ago, I was a member of a church search 
committee that discriminated against a candidate we all agreed 
was best simply because she was a lesbian. I was stunned by this 
action. I felt a need to learn more about Jesus’ overall message of 
love and caring for one another and what that means in regard to 
homosexuality. 

First, I attended a weekend program at Hartford Seminary in 
Hartford, CT. The program was focused on women’s spirituality, 
and for the first time I felt a deep sense of spiritual belonging. We 
shared our stories, looked each other in the eye, and moved in a 
circle, saying in unison: “Courage, Sister. You do not walk alone. I 
will walk with you and sing your spirit home.”  Language for God 
was not exclusively masculine; it was feminine. What joy and sense 
of connection that brought me, and I felt the Holy within me. 
And so, I continued to take courses, and after 5 years I graduated 
with a master’s degree. 

As a student at Hartford Seminary, I also participated in a wider 
program called “Seminarians Interacting” with students from 
various seminaries. We had the opportunity to visit Sing Sing 
prison on the Hudson River, and we met with a group of inmates 
who were in an educational program while incarcerated. We sat 
as a group—prisoners and seminarians together—in a circle and 
talked about what it means to be human. One of these inmates, a 
35-year-old man named Sean, had been incarcerated at Sing Sing 
since he was 18 years old. I came to see both groups of people 
(those on the inside/in prison and those on the outside/in the 
world) as human beings, each of us trying to do the best we can. 

Years ago, another special experience for me was participation, 
together with my son and daughter, in a retreat led by the 
late renowned Buddhist monk, Thich Nhat Hanh. The words 
respect and looking deeply are the phrases I remember the most 
from that week at Plum Village in France. Learning to practice 
mindfulness, just sitting quietly, and seeing the holy in all beings 
led to a looking deeply within myself.

Becca: This year the theme of our outreach and events has 
been “Loving Our Neighbor,” and this issue of the newsletter is 
specifically focused on “showing up” as a way of expressing this 
love. Do you have a story of “showing up?”

Linda: I do relate to this theme. It is a central theme for me. 
God shows up for me, and I show up for myself every day. I show 
up every day (sometimes several times a day) via the phone with 
my son who was diagnosed with mental illness (schizophrenia) 
at age 13. David lives in an apartment in a group home, and 
he needs frequent, daily support. Even though he is taking 
medication, he still suffers from chronic paranoia, and he needs 
and appreciates a “reality check” from me or my husband. 

I have had to look hard for support. Anyone who takes the time 
to really listen is showing up for me. Therapists, friends, all sorts of 
people I meet on my journey show up for me. The staff at my son’s 
social service agency is underpaid and undertrained, and no one 
stays very long in the job; however, the staff are all caring, well-
meaning people. When his program director left after only a year 
on the job, he said to me, “You are a very good parent to David.” 
Such a comment brought tears to my eyes, as it is a rare affirmation. 
I think there is a story for a book about my life experience with a 
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• I need initiation by elders and continued mentoring into 
balancing the archetypal parts of my being: the lover, the 
sovereign, the warrior-protector, and the magician.

• I need to discern a sense of purpose grounded in my 
true self, seeing the privileges I inhabit as a resource from 
which to serve the common good and my lack as a place 
from which to invite solidarity. 

• I need to devote my attention to beauty more often than 
suffering. For it is beauty that will lead us to step into a 
world in which there is always more than enough of what 
we need or could ever want. 

• I need to breathe a little more slowly.
And I am both challenged and inspired by Adrienne Maree 

Brown’s mantra: “Where we are born into privilege, we are 
charged with dismantling any myth of supremacy. Where we are 
born into struggle, we are charged with claiming our dignity, joy, 
and liberation.”

loudly, widely, and creatively expressed than ever. And it’s possible, 
to be honest, to face obstacles to a more whole way of being 
without taking on the mantle of a prophet of doom. People are 
broken, so broken things will occur. Yet people are capable of 
more, and better, than we often credit. If we pay attention to what 
is most real, people will continue to awaken to overcome the 
power of selfishness. Many of the world’s broken ways of being 
will be healed with more whole ways. The interdependency of 
relationships among humans and within the ecosystem will be 
more honored, inequities and other injustices will be faced and 
overcome by the vision of beloved community, and retribution 
will give way to creativity. Some things will keep breaking, 
yet amid the wreckage, healing will accelerate. How much we 
experience of the healing will depend on the story we tell – 
perhaps, especially, on the story we tell about fear.

We’re not here to conquer our fears, but we can transform them 
through a story in which fear finds its proper place.  Learning that 
story is a lifelong journey, whose terrain includes both mountain 
tops and stumbling blocks. One of those stumbling blocks is the 
fear that we will never change. If that’s a familiar thought, know 
this: all spiritual wisdom traditions agree that no matter how 
yesterday went, you can rejoin the path today.

Nothing that has gone before is wasted: your own mistakes 
and those made by others, the wounds that have yet to become 
scars and the ones that have already turned into superpowers, the 
agonized prayers and celebratory dances, the night terrors, the 
daytime anxiety, the desire to help, the hope for a better world, 
and the commitment to play your part in it. All of these blessings 
and all of these burdens can be harvested for the good, through 
the stories we tell. Even the demons can be healed. The makings 
for a better story are already within us. All we need to do is 
befriend them. So, let’s begin.

I have come to believe that what I need is simple:
• I need a close circle of about a dozen people - each of 

whom is emotionally mature in ways that the rest of us 
aren’t—with whom to find support, encouragement, 
celebration, mourning, and dancing.

1 I spell the name of my homeland with a lowercase n because of the divisions 
among our people over what to call it.

Gareth Higgins was born in Belfast in 1975 and grew up during the northern 
Ireland Troubles. He writes and speaks about the power of storytelling to shape 
our lives and world, peace and making justice, and how to take life seriously 
without believing your own propaganda. He has been involved in peacebuilding 
and violence reduction in northern Ireland, received a Ph.D. in Sociology from 
Queen’s University Belfast, and helped teach the world’s first graduate course in 
Reconciliation Studies at Trinity College Dublin. He also helped found the Wild 
Goose, New Story, The Porch Magazine, and Movies & Meaning festivals. You can find 
out more about Gareth at http://www.garethhiggins.net/.

How much we experience of the 
healing will depend on the story 

we tell –perhaps, especially, on the 
story we tell about fear. ”

“

schizophrenic son—maybe a project for the future.
Becca: How did you become involved with Lumunos?
My first introduction to Lumunos was a weekend-long 

women’s retreat in 2019 on Hildegard of Bingen. This was a 
deeply rich few days for me, meeting people who could honestly 
share their real selves and respectfully listen to others’ stories. 
At one point, I was in a small group of four women, and in our 
sharing, we realized that we were all survivors of childhood sexual 
abuse. Our culture of shame around abuse means that it is unusual 
to share these experiences. Though how much and what we share 
is entirely up to us, Lumunos provides opportunities to open up, 
relate deeply to others, and know that we are not alone.

Now I am a regular at Lumunos. My Dream Group and the 
Book Club are especially important to me, as these online groups 

attract wise people who are seekers. 
Becca: What continues to draw you to Lumunos? What 

inspires you to give to Lumunos?
Linda: At Lumunos events I can move beyond my little local 

church and meet people from across the US who are thoughtful, 
insightful, wise, caring and motivated by the Holy One. With 
Lumunos folks I feel like a fellow traveler on a holy journey. I feel 
less isolated because of my relationship with Lumunos.

I am called to financially support Lumunos because I need this 
organization in my life. And I want others to benefit the way I 
have. Lumunos does good work. It connects people with each 
other, explores important themes, all in a supportive, respectful 
way. And may it continue.

Stories:  Continued from page 7
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LOAVES & FISHES
Remember or honor those you love with a special gift to Lumunos in their name.

In Memory of Johanna Berman – Frank Berman 
In Honor of Dick Broholm – James Emrich

In Memory of Dick Broholm – Cal Isihara & Jane Shanny
In Memory of Bill Johnson – Erika Ebbeson

In Memory of Bill Johnson – Dwayne & Kathy Odvody
In Memory of Bill and Marianne Johnson – Peter & Marjory Bankson

In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Patricia Lynn Alfred
In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Mary Jo Boyd

In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Gene & Jean Cravens
In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Steve & Mary Hazard

In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Lisa Johnson
In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Amy Livingston & Mark Larson

In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Art & Laurel Nelson
In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Robert & Gail Parsons

In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Kelly & Collette Quackenbush
In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Charles Robinson

In Memory of Marianne Johnson – Gary & Beverly Zell 
In Honor of Krista Kurth – Dan Davis &  Suzanne Schmidt

In Memory of Grace & Paul Lentz, Mary Jane Lentz – Michael & Jane Radio
In Memory of Mary Jane & Paul Lentz  – Allan & Nancy Kramer-Moyer 

In Memory of Reverend Theodore Mefferd – Jack & Leah Rodgers
In Honor of Sara Mueller – Dinah Moses

In Memory of Margot Novikoff – John Novikoff
In Memory of Soren Wysockey-Johnson – John & Betsy Brink
In Memory of Soren Wysockey-Johnson – Vivian Showalter

2 02 2
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Become a LumZoom Sponsor.
Help us to make more events like these possible, by becoming a LumZoom Sponsor at the 
$250 donation level. Go to www.lumunos.org/make-a-donation, click “Donate,” and then 
select “LumZoom Sponsorship” from the dropdown menu. 

Events
You can find an up-to-date list of events and register at our website: www.lumunos.org
Email your questions or comments to: becca@lumunos.org

WOMEN BECOMING 

First Wednesday each month at 12 PM EDT 
Online Zoom Book Club
Stories of Women Becoming Their Authentic Selves 
Led by Becca Perry-Hill 

MYSTICS FOR EVERYDAY LIVING 

Second Wednesday of the Month 7-8:30 PM ET
Drop-In Series 
Led by Dan Quinlan and Betsy Perry

PT FOR THE SOUL

Monthly Drop-In Series
Led by Doug Wysockey-Johnson
Find out more at: www.lumunos.org/events

The Great Spiritual Migration
Fall Keynote: Brian McLaren

If you missed it, check out Lumunos’ Fall Keynote Event with Brian McLaren 
by going to our homepage (www.lumunos.org) and clicking on the video!
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