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I don’t belong here. I’m too different. I have felt this most of my life. I believed it. It was part of my identity. I 
took pride in being an outsider. That was preferable to feeling less than whole because of my differences. Many 
times it has been lonely and difficult.  
 
But this is a “story” that I have accepted as true because I have heard it all my life - even from Shaman, 
astrologers and many wise people. At the same time, I have been telling my clients that they belong, to take their 
rightful place on this planet and to own their power in the world.  
 
Yet, I wasn’t listening to this Spiritual truth. Though I heard it with my ears, I didn’t hear it with my heart because 
I didn’t think it applied to me. It does. I belong here.  
 
I have always known and taught that if we didn’t belong, we wouldn’t be here. We are always expressing our 
purpose, even though it may not feel like it. So, why did I keep myself separate?  
 
Because it felt safer. It kept me from feeling that I needed to conform, explain, or feel the pain of disappointment. 
Being separate made it easier to hold my boundaries and do my work. And I believed I was less vulnerable.  
 
Belonging and owning one’s right to belong is challenging. It is an opportunity to sincerely join the family of 
humanity - with boundaries. I believed that if I belonged, I would give up self, who I was and what I wanted, for 
the “greater good” or the comfort of family. I was so skilled at this that there is a family reunion with not one 
photo in which I appear. Of course, I was there the whole time and completely invisible. 
 
Coming into circle of community has taken time, constant self love and focus to stay within the truth of my heart. 
Yes, I still get the “look.” I still feel the push back. But, after all these years, I know this is my planet as well. I 
belong. 
 
I am wanted here. I share a joy and relationship with Mother Earth and Spirit that is sublime. I walk softly. 
 
Now, when people react to who I am with fear, I ask Spirit to bless them and I keep rockin’. The response is 
amazingly positive. I am met with delightful confirmations; the checkout person wishing me Happy Solstice, the 
little girl offering me the heart sign, the grumpy man smiling and opening the door for me. With each act of 
kindness, I trust my belonging a little more. I breathe a little easier. 
 
Yes, I will always be different, but aren’t we all? Mother Earth is such a beautiful home. I feel welcome and loved 
everyday. I know in every cell that I belong. 


