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My Story...
Over years and years of my own
personal development, while also
honing my skills as a coach, I have
come to realize each and every
woman is given her Poiema.
 
Poiema is something deep within
you, your story, which has been
uniquely designed for you and is
ready to harness in leading a
successful life.
 
Like myself, we all nneed help in
discovering just what our poiema
is.  

Another Story
This short story started off truly as a healing process. 
 
Recognizing parts of me in each character. Pieces which held me back
from discovering my power found within my uniquely given
masterpiece and how I need to leave them behind and find my Ruth.
 
I'm hopeful in sharing, you will see some similarities in yourself and
recognize what you need to break free from and embrace to live your
most powerful and poiema-filled life.
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T                    he sky was an eerie blue-green and the sirens started wailing.  
 
“There is no way I can outrun this and get home, I have to pull off!” 
 
Lauren screeched into the parking lot where 5 other cars were parked. 
The run-down gas station had just two pumps, chipping paint on its walls,
and an old trailer outback.  Just alongside the parking lot was a beautiful
and abundant garden.  It seemed out of place with the building Lauren
was venturing into. 
 
“I seriously hope I live through this tornado!”
 
Lauren ran inside, her brown hair flying into her hazel eyes, as she threw
the door open she was welcomed by a jingling bell just over her head.  To
her right, she saw who she assumed was the gas station attendant.  An
older woman with deep black hair and wisps of silver perfectly framing
her sun-kissed face.  She wore old clothes which were somewhat torn but
not dirty.  Her nails were manicured, she smiled and spoke with a deep
and soothing voice,
 
“I see you got caught in the storm as well.  You’re welcome to hunker
down here, you’ll be with 4 other ladies as well, they’re in the back.  I will
join you but, I want to stay out front here to ensure I can help whoever
else comes along.”  “Thanks,” Lauren said, “I so appreciate your kindness
this is terrible weather, what is your name?”  “Oh, I’m Ruth.  Head on back
and make yourself at home.”
 
Lauren walked down the aisle, just barely peeking a small room in the
back of the station.  She passed the chips and cookies, and slowed by the
cooler which was well stocked with her favorite wine and seltzers,
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  “I’m going to need some of those on my way home tonight,”  she thought
to herself.
 
The small doorway opened into a bare white room with the outer
perimeter being used as storage. In the middle of the room, a few tables
and chairs were strewn about with women seated and standing.
 
“Well this is odd.  I’d better make the best of it,” she mused.
 
“Hey ladies, I’m Lauren. Looks like we all got caught in this storm. I really
hope it passes and we are safe in here. I just couldn’t outrun it and make it
home.”
 
A woman with jet black hair in a cute pixie cut spoke up first, “Oh hey doll! 
Take a seat.  Yes, this is scary but we will do this thing together, I’m Tracy.”
 
Each woman introduced herself.
 
Amy sat quietly with her arms hugging her chest and legs crossed at her
ankles.  She spoke in a whisper and didn’t look up, “I’m Amy. Nice to meet
you.”
 
“Hey, I’m Heather. Yea, this sucks, and of course, I would get stuck in this
crap hole. And did you meet “Ruth?”, she said mockingly, “Looks like we
got stuck in a remake of Texas Chainsaw Massacre.”  Heather was pacing
the room with her red hair pulled tightly in a ponytail.
 
“Yikes, that one is uptight.” Lauren thought.
 
“That’s a bit rough Heather.” She spoke up breaking Lauren’s thoughts. 
 She lifted herself out of her chair with long legs and beautiful blond
flowing hair.  She was obviously successful. She wore a crisp white
collared shirt and finely pressed black slacks.  She approached me and
extended her hand, “I’m Rebecca, glad you were able to make it to safety."
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”Thanks,” Lauren said as she pulled up a chair.  “Hopefully this storm
passes over and we can all head home soon."
 
”The lights started to flicker overhead then we heard it, absolute quiet. Not
a sound outside, the whistle of the wind was gone, the creak of branches
stopped.  The room went still.
 
If you’ve ever ridden out a tornado you know, the calm, the eerie quiet is
moments before the hit comes...
 
BOOM!
 
The lights flashed out and a crash echoed back to us from the front of the
store.  Each woman grabbed their cellphone and tapped on it’s flashlight.
 
“Oh my gosh, what happened, that sounds like it hit the station?!”
screeched Heather.  Rebecca quickly stood, “We need to check on Ruth.”
 
The women rushed out of the backroom, paying close attention to the
floor ahead of them.  Just steps in front of them they saw it, a massive tree
had crashed through the front of the station.  The rain was pounding in
through the now demolished storefront. Rebecca raced around the tree to
the cash register area where they all had last seen Ruth.  The area was
untouched by the tree, but where was Ruth?
 
“Ruth, Ruth, where are you, are you ok?!” Lauren shouted.
 
“Yes honey, I’m back here,” Ruth replied.
 
She was on the opposite side of the massive trunk, her white smile
breaking through the darkness,  “I ran to the restroom, good thing I did, I
may have been crushed. Let me climb over this thing, I will be with you in
a moment.”
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”She is way too calm for this, she’s weird.” Heather quipped under her
breath.
 
Ruth climbed over the trunk of the tree and quickly assessed the damage.
 
“Well looks like we are here much longer than we anticipated.” That’s our
only way out and its blocked.  This storm looks like it’s going to be a bad
one.  There is a river just on the other side of the road.  We need to
prepare and start blocking up the front, it routinely floods.  Luckily we
have food and supplies until help comes.  I’m going to check the rest of
the store.  Please head on back to the storeroom, there are sandbags in
the corner, we need to start piling them up.  I will be right along.  The aisle
to the left has flashlights and extra batteries.”
 
Then Ruth turned quickly and walked away.
 
“Thanks Ruth!  We’ve got this girls, let’s make a party of it!” Tracy
exclaimed all too excitedly.
 
Each woman passed the flashlights and grabbed one on the way to the
backroom, then hefted the sandbags over their shoulders and walked one
by one, each piling sandbags in a methodic back breaking process.  After
they had finished, each took a seat.  Amy was white as a sheet, visibly
shaken.
 
“Amy, are you doing ok?” Lauren asked.
 
“Yes, thank you."
 
“Did you grab a flashlight?”, Lauren questioned.
 
“Oh, I wanted to wait to ask Ruth directly, I just didn’t know if it was ok, I
don’t want to intrude or open something she could sell,” she said meekly.
 
“Ok, I understand that hopefully, she will be back here soon.” Lauren tried
to reassure her.
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“Amy stood just at 5 feet tall with a round face adorned with dark-rimmed
glasses and full dark curly hair.  She ventured into accounting because
she was a whiz at numbers and had an eye for saving corporations
millions of dollars.  She had a knack for reappropriating funds, strategically
building plans, and helping her team look like rockstars.  Amy liked being
on a team. She didn’t particularly care for attention to her giftedness with
numbers and much preferred working in the background, even though
she had developed all the programs. She didn’t want to take all the credit,
she always felt it best to look like a team player.
 
During her time at XYZ Accounting for the past 8 years, she had worked
diligently and felt it was time to ask for a raise, maybe even a promotion. 
She worked up the courage and requested a meeting with her boss.
 
.“Hey Amy, glad you requested this time together, take a seat.” He
boomed.  Amy seated herself quickly, rounding her shoulders forward and
keeping her arms tightly wrapped around her body.
 
“Thank you, sir.” She stammered   “I know I’m asking a lot for your time, I
really do appreciate it, I hope I’m not creating issues with your schedule
today?“
 
“Not at all. What can I help you with?”
 
“Well, as you know I’ve been with XYZ for 8 years now, the team we have
is amazing, we’ve saved millions of dollars for our customers, we have
created a training process for our staff, and we have increased our profits
margin by 17%”  “Um, I was hoping with that I could maybe ask for a raise? 
Just 3% more than I’m making now, if that’s ok?”

Amy
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“Well Amy, the team has really been doing great and I agree there have been
some remarkable strides in our success, what was your piece in all of this?”
 
“Oh well, it was definitely a team effort….”
 
----
Meanwhile, the quiet room in the back of the station, made for the perfect setting
to stew over the abysmal meeting she had had with her boss today.  Her eyes
welled up with tears, her heart heavy, “Why would anyone give me a raise?”
 
“Hey darlin,”  Ruth quietly spoke. She saddled up to Amy and patted her knee,
“Looks like you’re deep in thought over here. I would guess you had a really
tough day today, barring this tornado of course!” She giggled.
 
“Where did she come from?” Amy thought, “She sure knows how to read a
person.  She’s going to make me cry. Why in the world do I want to open up to
this stranger?”
 
“Yes, it was a terrible day.” Amy began to flood Ruth’s ears with the day's events.
 
“Listen,” Ruth said after Amy had finished, “I hear you had a bad meeting with
your boss, can I ask you something?  Why don’t you scream from the rooftops
what you’ve done?  It sounds like to me that you are absolutely worthy of raise
and more?!”
 
“I don’t know,” Amy shakily replied, “I feel like I need to give everyone credit even
though I did it all. I don’t want to seem arrogant. And frankly, I’m used to being
passed over.”
 
Ruth wrapped her arm around Amy’s shoulders, “Honey, you need to stop
waiting for someone else to give you permission to bloom!  Deep in your bones,
do you believe you have a gift for these numbers?  Deep in your bones do you
believe you did all you could and made a big impact on your company?  Deep in
your bones, do you believe YOU are worthy?”

Amy
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““Well, yes,” Amy said.  “Then dear, it’s time to bloom.  Stop waiting for
permission. No one else gives that to you.  You have to grab it yourself
and chase what you deserve.
 
Now, uncross those legs, straighten up the shoulders,” Ruth said grabbing
Amy’s shoulders.  She quickly swept a hair from Amy’s forehead and
lightly brushed a lone tear from her cheek, “You were created for
something honey, no one else should give you permission to bloom, you
already have.”
 
Ruth rose from her seat and walked toward the door, “Ladies, I say we
need a drink, whatcha want from the cooler, I reckon we can’t let it go to
waste?!”  She laughed loudly as she walked out the back room.
 
“What in the world just happened?” Amy wondered as her eyes welled
with tears which began cascading down her cheeks like a waterfall. “She’s
right. What have I been waiting for?  Why am I always downplaying
myself?  I can still ask for a raise and take credit for my work without
coming across arrogantly. I’m tired of being passed over, I need to fight for
this. As soon I am able to go back to the office I’m going to talk to my boss
and if he doesn’t see my worth, I’m gone.”
 
With her resolution set, Amy uncrossed her legs, straightened her
shoulders, took a deep breath and said: “I’ll take a cabernet.”

Amy

Don't wait for permission to bloom.
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“What the hell, I’m caught in some freaky horror movie remake and what in the world
was that old coot talking to Amy about?  Why is Amy crying?  This is getting too
weird, I don’t want to be here let alone with a bunch of women I would NEVER be
caught dead with.  I mean, Amy?? She so quiet, stop crying you look weak. 
Rebecca?  Who died and made you the amazing boss lady.  Tracy, get a grip, your
rose-colored glasses are fake as all get out.  And Lauren, look at you, you’ve never
had a hard day in your damn life.”
 
---
 
Heather lived THE life.  She just bought an enormous house and she decorated it to
the nines with the glitziest and most glamorous decor she could find.  She grew up
being told what she should be and do and she vowed to create her own rules and
set out to never stray from this.  Her life’s mantra was “I do my life, my way.”
 
She walked into the gym, chest held high and ready to take on her workout.  It really
was beneath her to go to this gym, but hers was under construction and she had to
keep up with her regimen.  So she made an adjustment, at least she had bought
some hours with the onsite trainer, that would make this gym worthy of her time.
 
“Pppfff, do you see that she should never wear that?” Heather mockingly said to her
trainer as she finished her last chest press set. “Listen, when you can see the dimples
like that, you should hide them. And honestly, I was a dancer for years, dancer’s wear
that, not her. You totally agree, right?” She said looking up at the trainer.
 
“Um, Alright,” the trainer spoke, “Let’s move onto this over here and go into your
back squat set.”  The trainer took the time to explain to Heather the appropriate
technique to ensure her safety, “Ok, now let’s give it a go.”  Heather set up her back
squat, gripped the bar, and lowered herself ¼ of the way into a squat.  “Oopff, there
you go, that felt amazing!”
 
“Well, that’s a great start, now you need to end in a complete squat to activate all the
muscles involved.” the trainer said.  Heather rolled her eyes and gave into this lowly
trainer telling HER how to do anything, what a joke but she tried again, and again,
and again.

Heather
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Each time she was unable to perform the back squat, “Just stop, this is terrible, I will
never get this.  Seriously, what’s next I need to be taught how to walk?”  Heather
stormed off the gym floor,  “I mean honestly, I should’ve known better to trust a
trainer, I’m sure she doesn’t even have a real education.  What a disaster. I will never
try back squats again.”
 
---
 
Heather leaned over to Tracy, “What a mess we’re in huh, this just adds to the crap
I’ve had to deal with today?”
 
“Oh I don’t know, it’s not fun this happened but how lucky are we that we didn’t get
hurt, and hey there’s wine!” Tracy exclaimed.
 
Just as Heather was about to tell Tracy what a moron she was Rebecca spoke up,
 
“That’s a great outlook Tracy. Heather don’t you think that’s a positive perspective we
could all use right now?”
 
Rolling her eyes, “Yea totally right Rebecca glad you were here to point that out.”
 
“Ladies,” Ruth called from the front room “Could I get your help?”
 
Heather wasn’t about to help the old coot, “Let these obnoxious women go help
her.” and she watched the women file out of the storage room to help Ruth.
 
A few minutes later Ruth appeared in the doorway, “We could’ve used your help up
there Heather.  You doing alright?”
 
“Yea, I’m fine.” Heather exasperatedly replied.
 
Ruth walked up to the table Heather was at and took a seat across from her.  “Seems
to me you’re not too happy to be here, what’s your take on all these ladies?”

Heather
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Heather was thrilled to be asked her thoughts on the women, “Well, I think it’s a
mess obviously, but I would never spend time with these women in real life.  I mean
women should never….” She trailed on and Ruth listened without interruption.  Being
sure, Heather was finished she remarked, “You know this reminds me of story. May I
share it with you?”
 
“Um sure,”  Heather said.
 
Ruth squared her shoulders and began,
 
“There was a blind man sitting on the side of a busy road begging for money with an
ill-written sign scrawled with “Please” and an empty cup. People kept walking by
commenting on his laziness and haphazard dress, never stopping to drop money in
his cup.  A young woman came upon the man and noticed a tear slip from his eye,
she stooped next to him and said: “How can I help?”  He replied, “I’m surprised you
stopped, I’m sure these people think I’m lazy and don’t take care of myself but they
don’t understand.  I was a veteran in the war, I came back home on a medical
discharge after being involved in a roadside bombing which left me blind. I came
back to an empty home and no help, no way to make ends meet.  I’m just trying to
eat today.”
 
The woman knew this man was earnestly struggling. She pulled a pen from her
purse and wrote on his sign, “It’s a beautiful day. You can see, it I cannot.” and
dropped some money in his cup.
 
After a while, the man noticed his cup had filled and strangers stopped too and said,
“Let me tell you about what I see.”
 
Heather was resting her chin on her left palm feigning boredom.   Ruth knew she
was barely focused but pressed on, “You see Heather, perceptions can keep us
seated with nothing in our cup as well as lead us in judging others incorrectly.  I’d say
a full cup and companionship trumps all other things.”

Heather
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With that Ruth rose and left the room.
 
“What? Is she saying I’m the blind guy or the people? That is so irritating!”
 
Sitting in silence with nothing to do but contemplate the odd interaction, it dawned
on Heather, her perceptions of others, deep ugly judgments were actually keeping
her cup empty. Sure she had all the material things, but if she were honest, she just
wanted someone to know her and her real story.  Her perceptions had emptied her
cup.

Heather

Full cup of companionship can be emptied by perceptions
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““You’ve got it, Ruth. Amy, can you please remove some of the limbs over here? 
Tracy, I’d love it if you would do a quick run-through of the store and tally up what
we have to subsist on, in case we are stuck here awhile.  Lauren, can you assist Ruth
with whatever she needs?”
 
Rebecca was a strategist. Sure this situation was scary but she knew she had to
compartmentalize her feelings, assess the situation, and take action in the most
efficient way possible.
 
----
 
She ran through the house waking the kids, making a quick breakfast one for her
toddler, another for her almost year-old daughter, then flew into the bathroom to
pump her bulging milk filled breasts while drying her hair and finishing her makeup.
 
This was her life and she had it down.  She worked efficiently and had her day
planned down to the minute, once the kids were at daycare.
 
With multiple meetings, 10 weekly reports ready to be reviewed, along with 3
interviews, and finalizing the most recent audit, Rebeccas knew how to pull deeply
on her strengths.  Strategy, resourcefulness, ability to automate systems, keenness
to ever-changing environments and how to maneuver within them.  Rebeccas
prided herself on her strengths and the ability to do everything thrown her way and,
she never asked for help. Number one,  that would be burdening others which she
would never do, and two she was perfectly capable, so why would she ask.
 
"Mommmmmyyyy!!!" she heard screamed.  Rebeccas rounded the corner and there
it was.
 
"Of course, today of all days, my kid is going to get sick and puke everywhere. It’s
fine, I can get to the reports, call into the meetings, and finish the interviews over the
phone and just stay up late to finish up the audit.” Rebecca planned as she raced to
find the cleaning supplies.

Rebecca
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Hours later she peered at the clock, “Ok, it’s 3AM, if I go to sleep now I will get 2.5
hours of sleep.”  She dozed off and woke what felt like moments later, to start her
day again:
 
Wake up kids, make breakfast, pump, dry hair, do makeup, schedule day,  “I’ve got
this.”
 
-----
 
“I can’t believe this is happening I have too much to do!” Rebecca veered into the gas
station, “This is NOT how I planned my day. I will just call my husband and tell him
what’s going on, the kids are safe. I will be out of here soon and will get back to
work.”  Rebecca threw the car in park, unbuckled her seat belt and suddenly she felt
it, it wasn’t fear of the storm, she’d ridden out plenty of tornadoes in her life, it was
something else.
 
There it was again.  Something caught in her throat, her heart beat faster, she
became dizzy and a thought rushed in a whisper through her mind, something she
didn’t have control of,
 
“You can’t do all of this, you’re strong but not this strong, you need to ask for help.”
 
Rebeccas shook her head “Where did that come from?!”  She jumped from the car
and ran into the station, refusing to listen to the faint voice.
 
As Rebecca entered the station there was a lone woman at the cashier counter.  She
had long dark hair with perfectly placed silver strands that seemed to make her face
glow, she was beautiful.  “Wow, she’s beautiful to work here,” Rebecca thought.  She
spoke up, “I am so sorry but may I stay here until the storm passes, I was on my way
to work?”
 
“Of course honey, I have a room in the back, I have a feeling we will have more
people joining us. My name is Ruth. Seeing how we will be in here a while, tell me
about yourself.”
 

Rebecca
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"My  name is Rebecca…” 
 
Rebecca shared her story with Ruth and how she was acutely aware of her strengths
in managing everything she was doing.  “That’s wonderful honey, sounds like you’re
quite the powerhouse.  Are you enjoying yourself along the way?” Ruth questioned.“
 
Well, that’s an odd question,” Rebecca thought, “Sure, of course, today isn’t the best
but I’m able to maneuver the course in front of me.”
 
“Oh no.”  Rebecca felt it and knew Ruth saw. She had been caught up with her day
and the storm she hadn’t been able to pump again on schedule, she had a pump at
home and the office but nothing here.  Her starched white collared shirt began to
pool large wet spots over her breasts.
 
Rebecca burst into tears.
 
Ruth walked from behind the counter and cupped Rebecca’s hands in hers, gently
looked into her eyes and said: “What a gift you have to give to your children, we will
get this figured out.”  Ruth led Rebecca to the aisle with hygiene products and said,
“You know, being strong is a powerful thing. Your ability to do all that you do is
amazing.”  She continued to grab items and walked with her warm, weathered hand
wrapped up in Rebecca’s, “You know what I’ve found over the years?  I grasped so
tightly and proudly to my strengths that at times they created blinders and they
became a weakness. I realized when I learned to ask for help, the only true answer I
was looking for was that I didn’t have to do it alone. There is something to be said for
seeing the weaknesses in our strengths.”
 
Ruth led Rebecca toward the bathroom, gently patted her on the shoulder, “Go get
cleaned up, I believe I just heard a car pull in.”
 

Rebecca
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Rebecca stood in the tiny bathroom with the fluorescent light flickering above her
head.  She stood in front of the mirror and stared at her reflection, “This is silly.  Get
over this Rebecca,” she chastised herself, “Why are you crying, this happens I forgot
the pump, it’s not the end of the world.”  Rebecca continued with her typical “Pull
yourself up by your bootstraps” lecture when it happened again, the voice; “You are
strong but weak. You don’t have to do it alone.”
 
Rebecca froze.  “Why am I hearing this?” Then the voice became louder, repeating
over and over, “Don’t do it alone, you’re still strong. It’s alright to have a weakness.” 
Rebecca couldn’t fight it any longer.  With a tumult of emotion, she collapsed onto
the closed toilet lid and the exhaustion spilled from her.  Wracked with quiet sobs
and overwhelming sense of loneliness, Rebecca said quietly to herself,  “I don’t want
to do this alone anymore.”
 
---
 
Working through the store and assigning tasks to the women, Rebecca had a calm
about her, much different than just an hour prior.  As she was rounding out her list of
tasks to the group Ruth caught her eye, smiled and nodded toward the women all
working together. Rebecca saw it, how much more she could accomplish with
others, using your strengths but also relying on others in the midst difficulties,
 
“This is what it’s about.” Rebecca surmised.
 
 

Rebecca

Asking for help is the power of not doing it alone 
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“Tracy was contagious.  She could walk in a room and light it up, her smile and
energy brought people together.
 
Tracy loved having this effect on people and knew just what to say to invigorate a
crowd.  As she smiled about her morning with her yoga ladies, she was completely
oblivious to the change in the color of the sky.  Tracy flew down the road in her
BMW convertible with the stereo blaring and belting out the lyrics,
 
“I wanna take a ride, kiss the sky…”
 
“Gah,” she thought, “I love the old bands, they're so good!”
 
The song transitioned and the thump, thump, thump drummed through the
speakers. The methodical thumping of the song transfixed her mind and she was
swept back into a time, a time she wasn’t proud of her choices, where hurt and pain
had followed her every move. Memories riddled with shame.  Hazy lights, a large
crowd, the shiny pole on the stage.
 
“Stop Tracy, it was fun while it lasted, you made great money and look at where you
are today?!” she spoke to herself, forcing a broad smile to her face.
 
The thumping continued as did Tracy’s walk down memory lane, she recalled each
failure and mistake, and the chaos she was just barely avoiding now.  She was
straddling the middle between the past and present waves of thought.
 
“Oh no!” she swerved just in time as tree branch flew across the road.  The sudden
charge of adrenaline popped Tracy back to the road and the realization of the
impending storm.
 
“I’ll just pull over here, grab a diet soda, and see what’s going on.”
 
 

Tracy
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Tracy wasn’t thrilled about the storm and felt her anxiety heighten. She opened the
doors to the grungy old gas station and was welcomed by a beautiful woman. Dark
black hair, weathered skin, and the whitest smile she thought she’d ever seen.
 
“Hey! I am so sorry but this storm looks bad, I thought I’d buy a soda and wait it out, if
that’s alright with you?”
 
“Absolutely!  I’m Ruth, help yourself. There are some ladies in the backroom as well,
go get yourself settled.”
 
“Oh, well I will pay for this.” Tracy said.
 
“Not to worry, you’ll pay me later.” Ruth grinned.
 
Tracy made her way to the diet sodas, right next to the sodas was an abundance of
alcohol.
 
“Stick with the soda, stick with the soda, stick with the soda.” she repeated to herself.
 
Tracy had worked hard to move into a fruitful future and leave behind her past.  Her
time as a dancer led to alcoholism and she had to keep it under careful check. She
was embarrassed of her past but pushed it down as deeply as it would go, and in
return was bubbly to the extreme.  She was comfortable with this persona, and
besides, she loved it as did most people who were around her.
 
“Hey ladies!!!” she exclaimed!
 
She saw the eye rolls and took a seat, she didn’t mind. They would be putty in her
hands in no time.
 
45 minutes later it was tense. More women showed up and one named Heather was
out for her blood.  Heather kept shooting her looks and making comments under
breath.
 
 

Tracy
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“What did I do to her?”  Tracy started to crumble.
 
Sure, she feigned confidence but when she was stuck in a space with someone like
this, she could feel her walls of bubbly-ness tumble to the ground.
 
She chose to sit quietly and just listen to the wind howl outside, surely that would
get her mind off of the insanely rude Heather.
 
----
 
Thump, thump, thump.  In a brief moment, forgetting to protect her mind, Tracy’s
thoughts drifted back to every failure and mistake she had ever made. She could
feel her stomach twist and her throat close with emotion.
 
“Tracy?” Ruth touched her wrist, bent at the waist and looked into her eyes, which
were now brimming with tears, “I could use your help, do you mind?”
 
Tracy stood quickly, welcoming the distraction and followed Ruth into the front area.
 
“Well, you see I know we have a bit of time for this storm to pass and I’m really
struggling with this here, could you help me?”
 
“What is this Ruth, I don’t think I can help you?  This looks like greek to me.”
 
On ledger paper, Ruth had rows and columns of numbers with corresponding
products.
 
“I’m not sure I understand how to track these things but with the electricity out and
not knowing how bad it will get, I think I need to have this on paper.  I’m betting you
can help me organize this to make sure I’m not missing inventory.”
 

Tracy
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“Um, you should talk to Amy. I will just mess it up.” Tracy blanched at the thought of
bungling the sheet.
 
“You know Tracy, it took me so long to figure out how to run this store and other jobs
I’ve had in my past.  Some, I’m pretty proud of, others well, not so much.  The thing is,
I had to recognize that each failure led me to learn something, I had to lean into it
rather than run away from it.  Then, I had to grab a hold of some courage and try
something new!  Granted, not all of it turns out,” she laughed, “like this sheet!”
 
"But, I do know if I didn’t give it a go with new opportunities, I would’ve just been
stuck in mediocrity, faking happiness, and wishing I was someone different."
 
Tracy’s jaw dropped and she stared at Ruth, “You’d better close that mouth or you’ll
catch flies!” Ruth winked at her, then handed off the pencil and left the front area.
 
Tracy stood astonished, “What had this sweet old woman just said?  How in the
world did she know she needed to hear that?”
 
Tracy clamped her mouth shut and timidly picked up the pencil, took a deep breath
and said “Here goes.”

Tracy

Lean into failures and grab hold of courage  



©2019 BIZ NAME, LLC. ALL RIGHTS RESERVEDWWW.WEBSITEHERE.COMPIPERHARRIS.NET ©2020 PIPER HARRIS' WHOLE HEALTH SERVICES LLC. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

“Well, this went from not good to terrifying quickly.” Lauren thought as she fumbled
putting the batteries into her flashlight.
 
“I will just keep myself busy, sounds like Rebecca has a good handle on things to
accomplish, I will start building out a list as well.  I can also grab that spiral notebook
out there and make the best of my time and work out my thoughts on the new
project.”
 
---
 
Lauren loved a full list of tasks and to-do’s and this day was no different. She
followed a strict schedule to ensure to she hit every single one:  Wakeup at 5 AM,
coffee and prayer from 5-6 AM, daily list rechecked and added to (something she
created every evening before), 630 AM time to wake the kids, feed the kids and get
them off to school, workout from 730-830, shower and ready 830-9, at her desk and
ready to go at 9AM.
 
She loved her detailed schedule and her entire day flowed in the same fashion. 
Lauren thrived in the place between complete frenzy and utter exhaustion, it was
exhilarating.  Many times her husband told her she did too much because well, if she
was honest, things did catch up and eventually she’d become sick and have to rest
for a few days.  But Lauren discounted it as she knew this is what she had to do to be
successful.
 
Lauren grew up in with parents who taught her the importance of diligent work,
success was the most important thing she could achieve, especially when it came to
making money.  She did, however, choose to forge her own path which didn’t
necessarily line up with her family’s views of a successful career but, she was bound
and determined to make it work.
 
In this effort, Lauren had enrolled in a master’s program while also running her
company as a design consultant.  It was a lot to balance running her own company
being the boss, the accountant, the marketing agent while also running the
household as wife, mom, housekeeper, and cook. But, she did it and well.

Lauren
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A few months prior to school kicking off, an old friend, a producer for one of those
fun reality shows, called and asked Lauren if she’d be interested in casting for it. 
Lauren thought, “Why not!” and had recently learned that she was chosen and would
be fitting filming into her already tight schedule.
 
Just as with any other day, Lauren’s feet hit the ground in the morning with the
determination to take on her day.  Her list of tasks was long but, she loved a
challenge.  As with most mornings, she whisked her kids off to school and was stuck
in the carpool lane, taking advantage of every moment, she tapped the keys on her
phone to check email;
 
“Hey mom, mom, moooommm?” Her son grabbed the phone from her,
 
“You’re doing it again, did you hear what I said?”
 
Lauren in all her abilities to perform tasks and look amazing at doing it, did however
have a failing.  It was at times, at the expense of her family.  Lauren closed her phone
and welcomed the distraction from this little human who looked at her so lovingly.
 
After drop off, Lauren had a meeting to attend with a new client.  As she pulled into
her favorite coffee shop parking lot she walked inside and nestled herself in a booth
facing the pane glass windows, “The perfect backdrop to wait for my client and peek
through my emails” she thought.
 
Just then her phone rang, “Hello. Oh hey! I wondered when I was going to hear from
you all. I have everything set on my end with my family and business, I just need the
itinerary for my flight out.”  “Ah this was it, time to finalize the details to begin
filming!”  she thought.
 
Lauren was so excited and just knew adding this feather to her cap would give her
the ultimate feeling of success.  “I’m sorry, I’m confused. Why? That doesn’t make
sense, you told me I had it. Honestly, just tell me why.”

Lauren
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Lauren hung up the phone.  She scrolled her email and found her upcoming meeting
had canceled their appointment. She packed up her bag and headed to the car. As
Lauren put the key in the ignition it hit her,
 
“I’m not good enough?  I’m too boring, why would they say that?  I do so much, I fight
so hard.  I don’t understand. I thought I was going to make it big with that reality
show."
 
Lauren’s most hidden fear was just brutally shown in the light; never truly feeling like
she was enough, never feeling like she was successful, never feeling fully accepted.
 
A sob escaped her, she quickly captured the emotion  and pulled out her to-do list
and vowed to make the most of her day.
 
---
Having her new project completely framed out Lauren saw that the other women
were able to finish their tasks from Rebecca.  They had also been able to clear a
path past the massive tree.  The skies had cleared and all of them were just slightly
worse for wear.  Fortunately, there was no need to live on cheese crackers, popcorn,
and wine coolers.  The women began making their way out the door.
 
Each woman individually thanked Ruth for taking them in. It was funny Lauren
thought, “They seem different than just a few hours ago.”
 
Some tightly hugged Ruth, others held their head just a bit higher, Heather even
grabbed Ruth, whispered something in her ear and then said a goodbye.
 
“That is so odd. She’s a gas station owner,” Lauren grinned.
 
Lauren grabbed her purse and keys and Ruth appeared at her side, “Hey honey, I”m
sorry we didn’t get much time to chat during this ordeal.” “Oh it’s fine,” Lauren said, “I
kept myself busy, I’m so thankful you allowed all of us to stay here during the storm.”

Lauren
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“Well, let me walk you out,” Ruth said.
 
As Lauren and Ruth walked to the car, Lauren spotted Ruth’s garden.  It really stuck
out like a sore thumb amidst the chipping building and old gas pumps.
 
“Your garden is beautiful Ruth.”
 
“Thank you sweetheart,” she stopped walking, “You know it took me many years to
get that thing to work. I fought so hard and over and over again, I kept planting the
wrong things during the wrong seasons. But I just kept goin’, tossing in seeds of
every sort!” Ruth giggled.
 
“This one time a man happened along, granted the garden looked a mess, and he
said to me ‘Ma’am I reckon you’re not good enough to be a gardener, you should just
give it up!’ He didn’t mean to hurt my heart, but he did.”  Ruth stared off at something
Lauren couldn’t see, then a smile reached her lips.
 
“For years I fought to be successful. Believe it or not, I opened a department store
and it grew to 23 nationwide.  I was extremely successful, I had amazing ideas and
kept adding them to my list to accomplish. Along the way I saw that I was missing
out on life, I was so busy fighting to be seen as something that I missed out on what
was right in front of me.”  She took a deep breath, “I gave it up and bought this
station. I never did fix her up because well, she’s good how she is.  I meet amazing
people like yourself every day, I have a roof over my head, and I figured out the
doggone garden!”, she bellowed heartily.  “Sometimes, honey you get so focused on
what you think you have to do to be seen as something special and you forget to
prioritize what makes you, you.”
 
Lauren looked at her quizzically and thought, “How could she know what happened
earlier today?” She asked Ruth, “So what is it that we need to prioritize?”
 
Ruth’s face beamed and the most enveloping smile reached the corners of her
mouth, “That’s your Poiema dear. You were created for something special, it was set
out for you. It’s your job to discover it and define it for yourself. No one else can tell
you what it is, it’s yours and yours alone.”

Lauren
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“Oh, ok. Um, what is poiema?” Lauren cautiously asked, feeling her emotions well in
as a lump in her throat.
 
“It’s your masterpiece. It’s there for you to find you just have to release your focus
from others and pursue your dreams and desires. It will become clear, you just have
to get rid of  some things first.”
 
As if popping out of a daydream Ruth jumped, “Oh shoot I forgot something inside,
let me run to grab it!” And Ruth jogged into the station.

Lauren

Open  your  f o cu s ,  pu r su e  your  po i ema
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“Hello, ma’am, are you ok?” Lauren turned to see a police officer had pulled up
behind her.
 
“Oh yes, wow that was scary but fortunately myself and some other women were
able to stay safe with Ruth in the station.”
 
“I’m sorry ma’am, are you sure you’re feeling alright?” he asked.
 
“Yes, why?”
 
The police officer looked at her strangely and Lauren followed his gaze back to the
station.  The massive tree still lay through the front of the store from earlier but the
windows were darker than before, the chipped paint came off the sides of the
building in large sheets, and the beautiful garden was no more, it was overrun with
weeds and vines.
 
"I, I, well, yes I’m fine. I’m sorry I swear this woman Ruth was just here, she was so
kind to all of us. Honestly, I don’t know what’s going on.” Lauren gasped.
 
“Ma’am, would you like to go to the hospital and be checked out?”
 
“No, thank you. It was such a scary experience, I’m just confused, but I’m in one piece
and just a bit tired.  I’ll head home.”

Ruth
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Sometimes it takes a storm to stop you in
your tracks, tear open old wounds, and rip
apart new ones for you to discover your
(t)Ruth, your Poiema.
 
Most times, we have to come face to face
with our permission seeking, fight against
our perceptions, find our power, progress
through failures, and pursue our goals and
dreams.
 
We all have a Ruth in our lives.  It is our
Poiema.  It's the gift given to you, intimately
woven into who you are and who are to
become.
 
Find your truth, harness your Poiema.



It's scary putting yourself out there and
sharing something you've never done
before, so thank you for making it till the
end!
 
Did you see yourself in any of the
characters?
 
If so, now what?
 

I'd love to talk more with you...
 
On how you can define and create your poiema.  Please send me a message or schedule a
consultation.
 
 
https://calendly.com/poiemacoaching/complimentary

Thank You...

Contact Information
Phone: (770) 317-1126
Email: piper@piperharris.net
Website: piperharris.net/coaching

https://calendly.com/poiemacoaching/complimentary
https://www.facebook.com/poiemacoaching
https://twitter.com/PoiemaCoaching
https://www.pinterest.com/poiemacoaching/
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UC4BJtemTRcbT94EmMfgW7Og?view_as=subscriber
https://www.instagram.com/poiemawomenscoaching/

