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April begins the A-2-Z Challenge - to blog 
every day in April (except Sundays following 
April 1) so that 26 blogs are posted by the 
end of April - focusing on the letters A-Z. 
Today I ANNOUNCE my theme for the month: 
VOICE. 

Each blog will offer my reflection on a word 
from the corresponding letter of the alphabet 
that is related to speaking or speaking up. 
Hope you'll join the conversation along the 
way! 

Here goes:



When our children were small, they often had the habit of 'announcing' that they 
were hungry. Being someone who had struggled most of my life to identify and 
articulate my own wants and needs, I wanted to instill in my children the authority 
they needed to acknowledge and articulate theirs. So, not always but most of the 
time, to encourage this, I would ask them to request rather than whine. In other 
words, instead of announcing that they were hungry, I encouraged them to ask 
me to make them food -- and even more specifically to cook them a specific food. 

Yep, I was one of those awful parents who did not sit down at a family meal to 
pass around a dish and make my children eat every bite of what they put on 
their plates. Instead, most of the time, each child ate the meal of their choice. 
We spent a good deal of time together in the car traveling from activity to activity 
and watching television as we ate -- but around 2008 we dispensed of the dining 
room table all together since it had become a place to collect crap and clutter! 

But, back to the point. In a world where many bemoan the 'everyone gets a trophy' 
culture, I think it is important to teach children how to identify and articulate their 
needs and desires. This doesn't mean that my children always got their way - but 
at the very least, I hope they learned valuable lessons in finding their own voice 
and going after what they want in life - not by whining that they were hungry but 
by asking "Can you make me ....fill in the blank..., please."  

ANNOUNCE



Babble. The word babble has a negative connotation. We've all heard 
someone babble. They talk quickly and continuously - often excitedly, 
sometimes with no clear purpose, frequently misunderstood. 

We babble when we can't find our voice; when we are unsure and 
unsettled; when we are concerned that no one wants to hear what we have 
to say.

But I'd like to suggest that if we doubt our ability to speak up or struggle to 
say what we really mean, that perhaps we SHOULD babble. Babble is better 
than silence. When we babble, we remind ourselves and others that we are 
trying, that we exist, that we need to be heard. Yes, ideally we are all calm, 
centered, and totally attuned to the divine within us that drives us to speak 
our truth -- but in reality we struggle. So until then, let's babble if we need 
to. 

And perhaps instead of ignoring those who babble, we might listen to what 
they are trying to say - beneath and behind the babble. Perhaps the one 
who babbles is screaming for a lifeline, to be heard, to be understood, to be 
helped to articulate the words they cannot find - to speak their own truth. 

Yes, ideally we are all calm, centered, and totally attuned to the divine 
within us that drives us to speak our truth -- but in reality we struggle. So 
until we reach perfection, let's babble and listen to others babble. We might 
just find a kernel of truth somewhere in the frenzy. 

BABBLE



Someone once told me that crying shows a lack of faith in God. I didn't know enough 
at the time to speak up. Instead, I attempted to hold back my tears, 'offer it up', and be 
strong. 

Instead of honoring the emotion (sadness, fear, anger) triggering the tears, I swallowed 
them - as best I could - and apologized when they spilled out. 

For years I didn't realize how unhealthy stifling emotions can be. But with time I learned 
that to find peace, be content, and share joy I needed to first find my voice.

Sometimes we must shout from the mountaintops. Sometimes we share quietly with a 
friend. Sometimes the only voice we can muster is the silence of a tear. 

CRY

I cry and cry for help
Yet no one hears

Through the laughter or sees
in the smile, the pain.

Will I ever know the place,
that niche where I may blossom;

the soil in which I’ll thrive?
Instead, I push on:

getting things done,
accomplishing tasks given to me.

Inside the empty hollow
Yearns for fullness, for connectedness,

meaning and purpose.
Am I running, trying to dodge

the reality of my own emptiness?
©Janet Cobb 6.28.1994

p.s. Photo credit: charcoal drawing by Wilson Cobb.



The day after Christmas 1994, two sisters and I drove from the San Francisco Bay 
Area to Las Vegas to meet our father, whom we hadn't seen in over twenty years. We 
were in our mid-thirties, at various stages of our own lives, and dealing with a variety 
of feelings related to the encounter. I remembered very little of him, being about seven 
years old when he left home. Much transpired that day and in the coming years, but 
he said one thing that forever changed me. 

He said, "I remember, you used to get so upset when you didn't get your way. And you'd 
say - 'I wanted to (insert desired activity), but NOoooo....'."

Not getting my way, as the seventh of eight children, growing up near the poverty-line 
in the 1960-70s, is not surprising. But when my father shared this memory, I realized 
that somewhere along the way I stifled my ability to express my desire. 

Running off to a convent at 18 and spending the next 13 years allowing someone else 
to make even the most minute decisions -- like when to wake, eat, sleep AND what 
to where, watch on television, read AND even how to vote -- for me, certainly hadn't 
encouraged my ability to identify my desire or make decisions for myself. I'd actually 
just made the extremely tough decision to leave the convent, less than a year prior to 
our meeting. 

But since that day in 1994, my personal mission has been to own my decisions,  find 
my voice, and support others to do the same. This doesn't mean I always get my 
way or that I don't throw the occasional fit about it - but it does mean that I am more 
conscious about mine and others' power to decide.

DECIDE



I've never been a fan of the "if you can dream it, you can do it", "you can be whatever you 
want to be" attitude. Point of Fact: As a 5'2" woman, I can dream and believe all I want, but I 
will never be an NBA superstar. 

That said, I believe finding your voice begins with envisioning. Once we envision who we 
want to be and what we want our lives to look like, we can begin to take the steps we need 
to get there. 

Step 1: Envision - using methods that speak to your soul-style:
journal
engage in a guided imagery exercise
create a vision board
mind-map
brainstorm with a friend
create a time-life graph

Step 2: Examine - Pay attention, without judgment. How is your current reality different 
from what you envision? Why is your current reality different from your vision?

Step 3: Evaluate - Honestly face fears and temptations. As we ask why, we begin to get 
answers – sometimes scary answers. Spend time with people who support you as you 
articulate the good, bad, and ugly of your current reality.

Step 4: Expel -  Eradicate, erase, expel the undesirable attitudes and habits – Half the 
battle is won when we’ve faced the why. Expelling those obstacles takes confronting the 
why when it rears its ugly head. 

Step 5: Explore - Try something different; dare to be different. Stretch yourself. Replace 
what you are expelling with something energizing. Incorporate affirmations into your thought 
processes. 

Step 6: Experience - Speak up. Voice your truth -- to a trusted friend or to your nemesis. 
Once we begin to speak, our voice will become stronger and we will move that much closer 
to the life we have envisioned.  

Envision You!

ENVISION YOU

 
6 Steps to Envision You



The expression “forgive and forget" has become 
colloquial.

But by conflating the acts of forgiving and forgetting, 
we have pulverized the act of genuine forgiveness. 

Yes, we should forget about the man who cuts us 
off in traffic and let go of the snub of the casual 
acquaintance. Trivial hurts require simple fixes.

But true emotional pain, which can only be 
inflicted by one we have trusted or loved, demands 
forgiveness. 

When we experience disrespect, deceit, and 
betrayal, the pain cannot be brushed away and 

easily forgotten. It will eat away at us – causing emotional and physical ‘dis-ease’ and returning to 
haunt us. 

In moments of genuine hurt, we must forgive – and I dare say, never forget. 

To forgive is to find our voice. To forgive is to decide that the other person’s act of deceit, betrayal, 
or hatred will not change who WE are. It has little, or nothing, to do with the person being forgiven. 

To forgive means we remember the pain caused by the person and decide to respect them anyway. 
We open our hearts to acknowledge the pain and to treat the person with dignity – because of who 
we are – not because of who they are. 

Forgetting leaves room for the person to repeat the behavior that causes the pain. When we 
excuse the person who caused the pain we make room for them to do it again - because we've 
forgotten all about it. 

Forgetting takes no courage. Forgetting does not lead to growth or salvation. 

Forgiveness brings true freedom. In that act of acknowledging and articulating the pain, we say, “I 
forgive you” and in this moment we experience salvation. In this moment we offer love and peace 
and hope and joy. Not because we have forgotten, but because we have forgiven. And every time 
we remember the pain, we forgive again. 

Until we have truly forgiven the one who has wronged us, we are limited in our ability to give again, 
to love, to act upon our heart’s desires.

Each time we repeat, “I forgive you”, our voice becomes a little stronger. 

FORGIVE



To grumble is to complain or mutter about 
something – under your breath or in a muted 
manner. 

Grumbling implies that few, if any, hear our 
complaint. Grumbling implies that we have no 
solution and no intention to act in the manner 
needed to address the problem about which we are 
complaining. 

When we grumble we need not take responsibility 
for the dissatisfaction we are feeling. We don’t have 
to confront the cause of the dissatisfaction. 

GRUMBLE

But does grumbling serve any purpose in our efforts to find our voice? Does grumbling bring 
joy to us or others? Or is grumbling an exercise in futility?
 
I’d like to suggest that grumbling holds immense potential and power.

Like the gibbering of an infant, grumbling can be a moment of hope – hope that we will find 
just the right words to express our desires, hope that others might understand us some day.

And like the first fruit fly in the kitchen, grumbling reminds us that something needs our 
attention and that ignoring it will only make it worse. 

And like the first daffodils of spring, grumbling reminds us that what lies dormant through 
winter brings beauty and joy in the spring.

Grumbling holds the immense power of promise that one day we will have the strength to 
not only face (and mutter) our dissatisfaction but the courage to meet it head on – and 
perhaps find others who will accompany us along the way.

Grumbling can be the kernel of personal transformation and even powerful social 
movements – if only we pay attention. 

Do you ever find yourself grumbling? About what do you grumble?



Mary Catherine McKay Arnold 
(January 8, 1932 – March 17, 2018)

Today we buried my mother. 

When I say we, I include her 8 children with their spouses, 29 grandkids, 15 
great-grandkids, her 2 siblings, and a handful of their children – and many longtime 
friends.

Over the course of these past few days – and via social media during the few weeks 
since her death, we have shared stories of her strength, her courage, her sense of 
humor, her platitudes, and her unconditional and undying love for her children, grand-
kids, great-grandkids and all of their families. 

But the words of one of my sisters epitomize the meaning of HONOR. My sister began 
her beautiful reflection on our mother with the statement: “Our mother was not per-
fect.”

To truly HONOR someone, we must speak the truth with love, respect, forgiveness, 
and admiration. Our mother’s imperfections are part and parcel of her tremendous 
strength, courage, and ability to love. 

The same holds true when we consider how we, as individuals, find our voice. Before 
all else, we must embrace our reality, as imperfect as it may be, and HONOR the per-
son we have become despite, or perhaps, because of our imperfections. 

Thank you, Mom – for all the sacrifices you made, the support you offered, and the 
example you were for me of a woman who found your own voice (regardless of what 
anyone else thought) and was never afraid to be yourself in the world. 

HONOR



Imagine if you never worried what others thought of you.

Imagine if you always said exactly what is on your mind, with respect and 
integrity.

Imagine if you truly heard the fears, hopes, and truth of others – and responded 
with compassion.

Imagine if you let go of ‘shoulds’ and embraced ‘coulds’.

Imagine if you always did what you know to be right and good - for yourself and 
others.

Imagine if you honored your past, embraced your present, and anticipated your 
future.

And imagine if you – and every other person on earth - did these things with 
gratitude for the unique gifts of every other person. 

How would your life be different than it is right now? 
What do you need to do differently to make your imaginations reality?

To imagine is to begin to #findyourvoice, #becontent, #joysomeone.

IMAGINE



For years – and stemming from a variety of sources and circumstances - I believed:
my Dad went crazy because I was born
God wants me (and others) to suffer and ‘offer it up’
my intelligence would be my downfall
and … so much more…
In order to stop allowing these various ‘truths’ to control my life, I needed other options. 
I needed to juxtapose these thoughts with other possibilities. 

I needed to consider contradictory ‘truths’ to chisel away at the negativity and 
degrading effects of the ‘truths’ I held to be self-evident. These contradictory 
statements can simply be opposites:
My Dad suffered from mental illness at the time I was born – not because I was born
God wants me to experience life to the fullest
My intelligence is not a curse
Or you can begin to juxtapose them with entirely new ‘truths’ – affirmations like:
I accept myself and all my experiences 
I am free to share my gifts with the world as I choose
What are the mental tapes and messages we received – perhaps as children, or the 
opinions others might have of us that get in the way of us finding our voice, being 
content, or sharing joy?

Which words, phrases, or beliefs can you JUXTAPOSE to trigger new ‘truths’ that help 
you #findyourvoice #becontent #joysomeone?

JUXTAPOSE

“We hold these truths to 
be self-evident…”

Don’t worry – this is not 
a political post. Instead, I 
borrow the phrase to invite 
us to consider the truths 
about ourselves that we 
hold to be self-evident. 



“If you're going through Hell
 Keep on going, don't slow down
 If you're scared, don't show it
 You might get out
 Before the devil even knows you're there”
-Rodney Atkins

Learning how to keep on going when things are tough is one of the most 
critical steps in finding your voice. 

You developed familial, friendship, or romantic relationships before you 
found your voice. As you work to speak up – to announce, babble, cry, 
decide, envision, forgive, grumble, honor, and imagine – your family and 
friends might resist the changes you are making. 

Transition is tough – but you can keep on keepin’ on.

KEEP ON



When I was child I often giggled 
uncontrollably, rolling on the floor 
until my sides hurt – most often 
when someone tickled me. In grade 
school, children would chase me 
down to tickle me and watch me 
giggle. After I became known as 
“Tiger” because I would bite them 
to protect myself, this recess activity 
faded but throughout middle school 
years – and into high school – I was 
the class clown, offering jokes and 
laughter, usually at the expense of 
the teacher.

I was reminded of my senior quote 
in the yearbook last week at my 
mother’s funeral when the father of 
a classmate I haven’t seen in about 
35 years mentioned how much he’d 
always appreciated it: 

LAUGH

“Laugh and the class laughs with you, but you stay after school by yourself.”

When our mother passed on March 17, my siblings and many of the grandkids began 
posting families photos from years past. One thing that struck me over the past few weeks 
since my mother passed is the smiles, chuckles, and wide-mouth laughing that was 
captured in so many snap-shot moments of our lives. 

As I flew to California and continued to work on the A-to-Z blog for the letter “G” and the 
letter “J”, I pondered whether to reflect on the words ‘giggle’ and ‘joke’ – both related to 
laughing. 

Except for the jokes at the expense of others that were common in my teens, I’ve never 
been a very good teller of jokes. So, I dismissed the ‘joke’ for blogging on ‘juxtaposition’. I 
pondered the word ‘giggle’ for a long time because I was struck by the fact that I haven’t 
giggled in years. Fortunately, I have laughed – but not nearly as much as I used to. 

The weekend of my mother’s funeral provided an opportunity to laugh with family again, 
remembering the platitudes and quirks of our matriarch – and has become an impetus for 
me to seek opportunities in every day life to laugh. 



Make a mistake - failing is OK.
Make up your mind - agonizing gets you nowhere.
Make up with someone - life is too short to hold a grudge. 
Make believe - imagination brings awareness.
Make a difference - in the life of another.
Make a decision - life is rarely that serious. 
Make space - for laughter and dance. 
Make music - a song of your soul.
Make love - not war.

MAKE



What's in a name?
  
As the seventh of eight children, I’d become accustomed 
to the string of names my mother rattled through before 
landing on the child she actually wanted: Karen, Tina, 
Janet, Carol, Tina, Janet. Janet. 

In the neighborhood and at school, I was an “Arnold.” 
Only one person – my eldest sister Regina – has ever 
been allowed to call me “Jan”. In third grade, my teacher 

NAME

humored me when I insisted that my name was “Janette” and that everyone had been spelling and 
pronouncing it wrong for years. By junior high I latched on to the nickname “Arnie Pig” and my imagery and 
symbols became all things pig related.

I clearly struggled with a sense of self and craved my own identity.

On one particular day in high school when I was feeling especially feisty, I carried a folded placard to place 
strategically on my desk in each class that read: I am not Karen. I am not Tina. My name is Janet. I answer 
to Janet.

By twenty, I gave up my name when I entered a convent and became Sister Mary Jude. St. Jude, the patron 
saint of hopeless causes, represented my beliefs about myself at the time. My mother, siblings, relatives, 
and friends respected my request – and for 12 years everyone I knew called me Sister Mary Jude, except 
for those I met when living in Hong Kong and Taiwan, because the day I arrived in Asia, in August 1986, I 
was honored with the name 安 欣 怡 (An Xin Yi) - which means Peace – Joy – Contented. This name spoke 
deeply to the person I’d always hoped to be, and I embraced it wholeheartedly.

On returning to the United States and leaving the convent, I returned to my originally given name – Janet 
Arnold. Within two years, I took my husband’s name socially, becoming Janet Mary Cobb – retaining my 
legal name for another eight years to build my credit.

My life has taken me to places far from family, among groups who have no knowledge of my family and 
personal name iterations, yet – on average – I am mistakenly called Karen (note my sisters' names above) 
- several times a year. And usually I simply answer. I’ve come to realize that I must look like a ‘Karen’.

And while I own and honor every personal name iteration – I now trust that my voice, my peace, and 
my ability to positively impact the world is not so dependent on the name I use, but on the images and 
emotions conjured when someone hears my name and remembers me as a person. What impression do I 
leave?

My hope continues to be that every individual finds their voice, their peace, and their joy through any 
encounter with me - although often I fail. 

Do you have a story about your name that you’d like to share? What do you hope people feel when 
they hear your name? Many cultures give a name based on a personality or hopes/dreams for a child’s 
future. If you could pick a personality driven name, what might it be? Many cultures give a name from 
nature to represent an individual. What features of nature would you choose to represent you by name?  



At first glance, the idea of asking someone to obey might feel counter-intuitive to the 
idea of finding your voice. After all, doesn’t obedience imply doing what someone else 
asks – or even demands? To obey, don’t we need to ignore or repress our own ideas 
and desires? 

The word ‘obey’ comes from the Latin: oboedire which is ‘ob’ meaning ‘in the direction 
of’ and ‘audiere’ meaning ‘to hear’.

The call ‘to obey’ can be a call to ‘pay attention’, to ‘listen’ – not only to others, to the 
‘shoulds’ of society, to arbitrary and often oppressive concepts - but to our gut, our 
deepest desires, our divine power. 

I am not suggesting that we allow for anarchy and chaos and that we never follow the 
basic rules of society, but I am suggesting that perhaps we take the time and the space 
to listen within. 

Are we living a life that makes sense to us, that sits right with our conscience and our 
own potential – or are we allowing old tapes, negative environments and relationships, 
or fear to overpower our own voice? 

May I suggest that if you are unhappy in your relationships, your work, or the direction 
your life has taken you – that you take a moment to obey – to listen – not to all of the 
outside voices, but to your own. 

OBEY



At that moment we realize that we need to find our voice, we can sometimes allow our 
need to be heard to overpower us and our relationships. With each defining moment, 
each time we have the courage to say ‘no’ or ‘yes’ or to announce our needs, our courage 
grows. 

Speaking up becomes almost addictive. 

The temptation can be to point fingers, attack those we perceive as stifling us, and 
accuse others of silencing us. Don’t get me wrong – if we have suffered abuse we must 
remove ourselves by any means possible. We must first PROTECT ourselves. 

Once we are certain of our physical and emotional safety, we can take a moment to 
PAUSE. Take a moment to consider the part we played in giving over our voice and 
allowing ourselves to be silenced. We can then begin to articulate the best next steps 
and to PACE ourselves for change. The ones we love and who love us can support us 
in our desire to find our voice and our peace. Pacing ourselves can open the door to 
discover new possibilities, to try and to fail and to try again. 

The change will feel like a roller coaster ride of ups and downs – but we will find our 
voice, our peace, and our joy if we PERSEVERE.

PROTECT. PAUSE. 
PACE. PERSEVERE.



When we are in search of our own voice, we might strike out against things that we 
previously accepted. We might feel like nothing makes sense and even like life is falling 
apart. 

Yesterday we considered that when seeking our own voice, we might need to pause – but 
today, I suggest that during the pause we begin to question.

Question everything you remember, everything you’ve been taught, everything that you 
believe. 

Question so that you can answer - again. So that you can answer with your own voice. So 
that you can own your answers. 

Some of your answers might change. Some of your answers might surprise you. Some of 
your answers might scare the crap out of you – but they will be your answers. 
And your answers might make others feel threatened, or frightened, or angry.

But remember, your choices should not invalidate theirs. If they do, perhaps they need to 
ask serious questions to find their own voice. 

Question everything. 

QUESTION



Helen Reddy
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=V6fHTyVmYp4
Katy Perry
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CevxZvSJLk8

Helen Reddy: I Am Woman

I am woman, hear me roar
 In numbers too big to ignore
 And I know too much to go back an' pretend
 'Cause I've heard it all before
 And I've been down there on the floor
 No one's ever gonna keep me down again
Oh yes, I am wise
 But it's wisdom born of pain
 Yes, I've paid the price
 But look how much I gained
 If I have to, I can do anything
 I am strong  (Strong)
 I am invincible  (Invincible)
 I am woman
You can bend but never break me
 'Cause it only serves to make me
 More determined to achieve my final goal
 And I come back even stronger
 Not a novice any longer
 'Cause you've deepened the conviction in my soul
Oh yes, I am wise
 But it's wisdom born of pain
 Yes, I've paid the price
 But look how much I gained
 If I have to, I can do anything
 I am strong  (Strong)
 I am invincible  (Invincible)

What do Katy Perry and Helen Reddy have in common? 
They both have learned how to roar!  

Today I offer links to two powerful songs and the lyrics below. They say/sing it so much more powerfully 
than I. Perhaps using these words for reflection and meditation -- a Lectio Divina (Divine Reading) can 
help you to find your voice. 

For a more extensive song list, scroll to the bottom of this blog.
Have you discovered your ability to roar?

I am woman
I am woman watch me grow
See me standing toe to toe 
As I spread my lovin' arms across the land
But I'm still an embryo
With a long, long way to go
Until I make my brother understand
Oh yes, I am wise
But it's wisdom born of pain
Yes, I've paid the price
But look how much I gained
If I have to, I can face anything
I am strong  (Strong)
I am invincible  (Invincible)
I am woman. I am woman.  I am invincible. 
I am strong.
I am woman.  I am invincible.  I am strong. 
I am woman

Songwriters: Helen Reddy / Ray Burton

ROAR!



Katy Perry: Roar

I used to bite my tongue and hold my breath
Scared to rock the boat and make a mess
So I sat quietly, agreed politely
I guess that I forgot I had a choice
I let you push me past the breaking point
I stood for nothing, so I fell for everything
You held me down, but I got up (hey!)
Already brushing off the dust
You hear my voice, your hear that sound
Like thunder, gonna shake the ground
You held me down, but I got up
Get ready 'cause I had enough
I see it all, I see it now
I got the eye of the tiger, a fighter
Dancing through the fire
'Cause I am a champion, and you're gonna hear me 
roar
Louder, louder than a lion
'Cause I am a champion, and you're gonna hear me 
roar!
Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh Oh 
oh oh oh oh oh oh oh
You're gonna hear me roar!
Now I'm floating like a butterfly
Stinging like a bee I earned my stripes
I went from zero, to my own hero
You held me down, but I got up (hey!)
Already brushing off the dust
You hear my voice, your hear that sound
Like thunder, gonna shake the ground
You held me down, but I got up

Get ready 'cause I've had enough
I see it all, I see it now
I got the eye of the tiger, a fighter
Dancing through the fire
'Cause I am a champion, and you're gonna hear 
me roar
Louder, louder than a lion
'Cause I am a champion, and you're gonna hear 
me roar!
Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh 
Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh 
You're gonna hear me roar!
Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh 
Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh
You're gonna hear me roar!
Roar, roar, roar, roar, roar!
I got the eye of the tiger, a fighter
Dancing through the fire
'Cause I am a champion, and you're gonna hear 
me roar
Louder, louder than a lion
'Cause I am a champion, and you're gonna hear 
me roar!
Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh 
Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh 
You're gonna hear me roar!
Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh 
Oh oh oh oh oh oh oh oh
You're gonna hear me roar!

Songwriters: Lukasz Gottwald / Max Martin / 
Bonnie Leigh McKee / Katy Perry / Henry Walter
Roar lyrics © Kobalt Music Publishing Ltd., 
Warner/Chappell Music, Inc, Cypmp



My YOU GO GIRL Playlist:
Christina Aguilera: Beautiful: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eAfyFTzZDMM

Mary Chapin Carpenter: He Thinks He'll Keep Her: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9tQ4vpdB-24

Des'ree: I Ain't Movin': https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=TONk2fVfwUI

Jennifer Hudson: I Am Changing: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xwuZMAZgMok

Gloria Gaynor: I Will Survive: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gYkACVDFmeg

Diana Ross: I'm Coming Out: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zbYcte4ZEgQ

Dixie Chicks: Not Ready to Make Nice: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pojL_35QlSI

Martina McBride: This One's for the Girls: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oTowId2CWHA 

Natasha Bedingfield: Unwritten: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=b7k0a5hYnSI

Selena Gomez: Who Says: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BzE1mX4Px0I

Des'ree: You Gotta Be: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9oZXJD1NVW0

And finally - a list I plan to check out to add to my personal play list:
https://spinditty.com/playlists/Girl-Power-Playlist-Songs-About-Female-Empowerment

What songs help you roar?



Today I spent 5 hours at the Microsoft store replacing my computer because it suddenly 
stopped taking a charge. I definitely wanted to scream - which made me think of the word 
'shout' which I had planned to blog about today. 

I wanted to encourage everyone to 'shout' your truth from the mountaintop for all to hear 
-- to be proud of who you are. But as I sat waiting I began to ponder the difference between 
scream and shout. 

I don't think they are the same thing. For me, shouting feels more positive. I shout at 
exciting sporting events and I shout when I'm trying to get someone's attention when they 
aren't close by. 

But I scream when I can't find my voice, when I can't pinpoint the cause of my pain, when 
I am afraid to listen for fear of the consequences if I do speak up.  Many years ago, while 
living as a Catholic nun, I didn't have the courage to speak up and to honor my truth, and 
expressing emotion or confusion was frowned upon. 

I discovered that one of the best places to scream was in the car, driving full speed on 
the expressway. I turned up the radio and screamed at the top of my lungs - sometimes 
high pitched, other times with deep guttural moans. Looking back I realize how much 
unacknowledged pain I carried. 

My screams came from deep within the soul.

While I still get upset and angry, and I cry and even yell -- I've dug deep to find my voice and 
speak my truth. And, although I use the expression - I wanted to scream - I realize that I no 
longer have the need.

SCREAM



More than the Golden Rule, which teaches us to treat others as we want to be treated, the 
Platinum Rule takes compassion to the next level. 

But what does treating others with compassion and respect have to do with finding your 
voice? 

Often when we are struggling to be true to ourselves and to find our voice, we become a 
little self-centered. In an effort to protect our sanity and to assert our independence, we can 
become egocentric. And rightly so. We need to treat ourselves well if we are going to move 
forward. 

Treat yourself to a lazy day, a good book, a strong drink, a luncheon with your gal pals, a 
vacation, a walk – whatever helps you get transition to the other side. 

My old favorite when times get tough: a half gallon of vanilla ice cream scooped with Nacho 
Cheese Doritos, and washed down with Orange Fanta. 

The treats ebb and flow from less healthy to extremely healthy options. And through it all we 
come to learn how we want to be treated. We begin to articulate how we will allow others to 
treat us. 
And we recognize that we must treat others as they want to be treated.

Until we have learned to treat ourselves and to teach others how we want to be treated, we 
will have difficulty seeing, hearing, and understanding how others want to be treated. 
Bronze: If they are not bothering you, don't bother them. In other words, mind your 
business.
Silver: Do not do unto others as you would not have them do unto you.
Golden: Do unto others as you would have them do unto you.
Platinum: Treat others as they want to be treated.

“Treat others as they 
want to be treated.”

 – the Platinum Rule, Michael 
O'Connor and Tony Alessandra

TREAT



Unbox.
What labels have you allowed to box you in? 
What boxes have you devised to compartmentalize your life that keep you from feeling 
whole? 
What do you keep yourself from doing because it doesn’t fit your outward persona? 

Unbind.
What binds you up?
What keeps you from growing?
What stifles your voice?
What fears or worries keep you wound up too tightly?

Unbar.
What keeps you feeling imprisoned – and behind bars? 
What actions from the past are you still punishing yourself for? 
What freedoms do you deny yourself because of guilt?

Unwind.
Do you know how to relax and totally let go? 
Have you done anything a little ‘wild and crazy’ lately? Or at least spontaneous? 
Are you afraid that if you let go you will lose control? 

Unhinge.
Have you ever been unhinged? 
Is being unhinged always a negative?
Have you ever bounced back when you came unhinged? 

UN



If a heating system does not vent properly, dangerous fumes build up and cause harm. 
Simple as that. If we don’t learn how to vent – we will eventually explode. 

Today I’d like to share an excerpt from my memoir Surviving Sanctity, that demonstrates 
how quickly things go wrong when we have not learned to vent. The scene takes place in 
1993, a few months before I chose to leave the convent after 13 years as a religious:

     The dank, cold December rain blanketing the cemeteries surrounding Colma turned 
torrential as I stood in the slow moving checkout line at the local grocer. I quickly snatched 
an umbrella from the rack strategically placed just beyond the counter, remembering I 
would need one for my trip to the therapist the next day. 
     When Sr. Simon walked into the kitchen asking when dinner would be ready, I showed 
her the umbrella and a ninety-nine cent rubber spatula I’d purchased.
     “You talk so much about poverty this and poverty that. You don’t ever live it. You just 
buy whatever you want. You want poverty for everybody else but yourself.” 
     I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks and the smell creeping from my chest. I’d 
followed every rule I’d learned about presuming permission. I’d done nothing wrong. 

VENT



     “I’ll take’em back if you want, but we really do need the spatula. I broke one 
yesterday.” My voice cracked as I spoke, frustrated with my passivity. 
     “I have an umbrella in the garage. You never ask. You just do what you want. You 
talk about community; you don’t know what community means.”
     I gripped the spatula handle as tightly as I could, fighting to maintain my 
composure as my seething anger began to boil. The spatula hit the floor with the 
full force of my rage, “You can tell me I shouldn’t have bought the umbrella. You 
can tell me to return the stupid spatula. You can even tell me to never presume 
permission for anything again. But you cannot, you will not, ever judge my intention. 
You will not tell me what I think or feel or what I want. I am sick and tired of your 
constant judgment. I am an adult, not a child. I deserve just as much respect as 
you do.”
     The words spilled from my mouth. Her lip trembled as I exploded, slowly inching 
towards her until I stood six inches from her face, speaking directly into her 
frightened eyes. “I’m taking the car. I’ll be back.”
     My knees rattled against the steering column as I sat in the dark garage 
waiting for the car to warm up. Squeezing the steering wheel in an attempt to stop 
trembling, I wondered where I could go. I drove to the end of the block, pulled to the 
side of the road, and put the car in park. I hadn’t screamed and hollered like that 
since I’d left home. No one in the convent ever saw this fanatical, almost maniacal 
side of my personality. What did I just do? What would they do to me now? I 
couldn’t turn around. I’d made my move; I couldn’t back step. 

WE have the choice to announce, to babble, to grumble, to roar, to scream 
& shout, to whisper. 

WE have the power to release the toxins building in our psyche and our 
soul.

WE have the opportunity to vent before we explode and do damage to 
those around us.

Do you have a story about a time you exploded because you didn’t vent?



A vague memory I hold from childhood is of an adult (not sure which) saying 
(not sure how often) – “Don’t whisper. Whispering is rude. If you can’t share 
with everyone, don’t share with anyone.”

Yet we were taught to whisper in churches, libraries, and even banks.

I’ve always understood whispering, in church or at funerals, as a sign of respect 
– for others, present in body and spirit. We whispered in libraries to not disturb 
the reading or study of other patrons.

But banks?
The bank-whisper struck me when I first visited a local bank in Hong Kong 
in the late 1980s. The experience was much like the floor of the old stock 
exchange with people shouting and raising their hands in the air. At the time, 
the language was yet unfamiliar so I had no idea what was being said, but the 
contrast to the almost church-like atmosphere of the modern American bank 
where we stand in straight lines silently waiting for our turn to approach the 
teller – made me wonder. 

Even when we’re with someone in line, we whisper – regardless of the content 
of our speech. 

I’m not suggesting that we all start shouting in public venues. In coffee shops, 
on public transportation, at parks across this country we’ve all been subjected 
to one-sided conversations from folks talking too loudly into phones, headsets, 
and earbuds – sharing details of their lives, cursing out their ex’s, gossiping 
about a friend – that we’d rather not hear. We need to be civil. 

WHISPER



But we’ve developed a reverence and serious sense of secrecy around money (and 
sex) – that I believe cripples so many of us. 

Only recently have we begun, as a society, to speak openly about the atrocity of non-
living wages for service workers, teachers who eat at soup kitchens, and the injustice 
and inequity of gender and race pay gaps. The person in need of a financial boost 
when the hit hard times is viewed as less than, a failure, or even criminal. Through 
whisper and secrecy, money gained the power to own, divide, and destroy individuals, 
families, and communities. 

A few years ago, my husband and I both found ourselves unemployed, with no 
unemployment insurance and – due to the 2007-2010 recession, no savings. With 
three children and no income, and after a degrading application process, we were 
granted about $400 in food stamps but no other assistance. The embarrassment, 
devastation, panic, and despair about crippled me – but I found the courage to 
whisper to a friend. The unbelievable support of that friend saved not only me but our 
family.  

For too long we have lived in a society of secrecy and victim-shaming surrounding 
pedophilia, harassment, rape, and domestic violence. The recent #MeToo and 
#TimesUp movements and the Breaking News headlines have given voice to 
individuals who have remained silent for too long. 

The cries for justice, equality, and equity for the oppressed, abused, and marginalized 
that turn into movements of change often begin with just a whisper – to a friend or 
even to a stranger. 

Think, for a moment, about the function of a whisper in your life. When, where, and 
with or around whom do you whisper? Why?

Please stop keeping secrets that harm you – find the courage to whisper. 
Maybe you can’t share with everyone, but you can share with someone. 



I had been given a small bamboo plant for my office – and for the life of me couldn’t keep 
it alive. At one faculty/staff meeting, I placed the glass bowl filled with the rocks that once 
held the robust little bamboo plant in the center of the room. I distributed the rocks and 
encouraged everyone to acknowledge the ‘rocks’ that weighed them down – the fear, 
discouragement, and frustration – as they returned the rocks to the bowl. I then filled the 
bowl with water, symbolically washing the rocks to encourage new growth. 

The next morning when I arrived at my office, someone had replaced the bamboo plant and 
added a small note that read: …sometimes we need to just water rocks…. 

When all seems lost, and we are feeling isolated and alone – we must xeriscape our lives. 
We must find those tricks – hobbies, habits, activities, television shows, books, or people 
– that offer a touch of beauty and a bit-of-joy, that give us strength and help us persevere 
through the dry, dark night of the soul.

and sometimes we water rocks… 

Finding a verb that begins with X and has 
something even remotely related to finding your 
voice is no easy task but then I came across the 
verb xeriscape. If you live in a xeric (arid) area, 
you’ll have to xeriscape your garden by using 
plants that need little moisture or irrigation. 

I thought immediately of a time, about eight years 
ago, when I was facing a particularly tough period, 
professionally. As the newly hired head of a small 
private high school that had celebrated being debt 
free just before my hire, I needed to manage the 
$1.2m deficit I identified within the first 6 weeks 
of my arrival. Working to handle the financial crisis 
while keeping the morale up, proved to be difficult. 

XERISCAPE



Shondra Rhimes, well-known writer, producer, and director of popular televisions 
shows like Grey’s Anatomy and Scandal gave a TED Talk in 2016 that began, “So a 
while ago, I tried an experiment. For one year, I would say yes to all the things that 
scared me. Anything that made me nervous, took me out of my comfort zone, I forced 
myself to say yes to.”

Every word I’ve chosen for this A-2-Z Challenge has been a verb. When thinking 
about my theme “Find Your Voice,” I hoped my thoughts might be a call to action. To 
find our voice we must act. 

So today I invite you to ‘Just YES it’. Own YES as a verb, a call to action, a way of be-
ing.
 
As Shondra did, say YES to that which scares you, makes you nervous, takes you out 
of your comfort zone. 

Not sure you can accomplish something – YES it. You Envision Success! 

YES in how you walk, the food you eat, the clothes you wear.

YES life! You Envision Success! What does YES mean for you?

As I write, trying to convince myself to YES into more positive living – I think of Sara 
Barielles’ song BRAVE. To YES is to be BRAVE.

Sara Barielles: BRAVE - https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QUQsqBqxoR4

YES



Today is the final day of the A-2-Z Challenge. Not many Z verbs to be had – but I’ve chosen 
ZOOM In because to really find our voice and own our truth, we need to zoom in on what is 
really important. Trying to speak up at every moment and fight every battle can get ex-
hausting.

We cannot accomplish everything at once. Being true to ourselves and claiming our voice 
will take practice, trial and error, and persistence. 

We might find ourselves lashing out at others, pointing fingers, being harsh. 
We might realize that choices we made long ago have trapped us in boxes or behind ‘bars’ 
that are difficult to get out of. 
We might discover that we only have the energy to babble, grumble, or whisper when all 
we want to do is scream – but we have not yet found the courage. 

By deciding to ZOOM In on one technique or one action or one aspect of finding our voice, 
until we are confident that we have accomplished our goal – we will have the energy to 
move on to the next one. 

By staying focused on practical steps to VOICE our truth, we will maintain the physical and 
psychic energy we need to face the messiness that might come from the struggle. 
In my experience, finding my voice and owning my truth has not been a one and done. 
With each phase in life, I am greeted with new opportunities to speak up, speak out, and 
speak for myself – and others. 

What action will you ZOOM In on to find your voice and speak your truth?

ZOOM IN




