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Welcome

Hello there!
I want to personally welcome you to a place that has
become aﬀectionately known as “Still Forming land,”
occasionally also termed a land of welcome.
It’s a place that looks and feels a bit like Ireland — green,
rich soil all around and surrounded mostly by water. Also
like Ireland, it’s thick with spirit.
Two things bring new inhabitants to this land:
1. Disillusionment
2. Compassion
The disillusioned land upon our shores looking for
compassion. They’ve “hit the wall” in their spiritual life and
can’t seem to find their footing. Everything’s in upheaval,
faith-wise. They need safe space to tell their truth and to
explore the terrain of that truth. They need to be held in
kindness as they go.
If that’s you, you’re welcome here.
The residents who come here with compassion have been
down that disillusionment road before. They’ve walked
their own diﬃcult paths of faith. They’ve fumbled through
dark places. They’ve asked many questions. And they’ve
come out on the other side.
They’re here to oﬀer support. They also like living among
those who share the same core values they do. Plus, they
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know the process of change and transformation is ongoing. They know someday they may
wake with new questions, new challenges, new dark places, a new need for light. When
they do, they want to be among friends who will know how to hold them as they go.
If that’s you, you’re welcome here.
Who am I? I’m Christianne Squires, the feminine leader of this land. I am a trained
spiritual director in the Christian tradition with a master’s in spiritual formation and
leadership, and I’m called to work in online spaces. For about six years now, I’ve hosted an
online home called Still Forming, a place that oﬀers contemplative reflections to seekers in
search of oasis from the noise and distraction so prevalent in today’s world.
I care about creating space for you to reflect on your life with God.
Even so, to say that I was surprised to find myself presented with the image metaphor of
this “Still Forming land” (and the invitation to lead it!) in the spring of 2014 is an
understatement. I never saw it coming, but now I can’t imagine life without this land and
its inhabitants.
This small booklet contains the story of how the Still Forming land came to be — and is
still coming to be. It’s a story adapted from letters written for the weekly Cup of Sunday
Quiet email series that I write to this nation’s inhabitants each week. These particular
letters mark the discovery of the land and the first few months of its development.
At the end of this booklet, you’ll learn what’s coming next and how to be a part of it.
I hope you’ll be drawn into the story these letters tell. I hope the image metaphor of this
Still Forming land fires up your imagination. More than anything else, I hope you find this
land to be a place where you belong.
You’re welcome here.
Much love,
Christianne
P.S. Are you subscribed to the Cup of Sunday Quiet? It’s how we stay in touch. Subscribe
here.
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1

What It
Means to
Live Here

I have a business mentor, Sarah J. Bray, who helps me think
through the work I do at Still Forming, and one of the
reasons she’s a great fit for me is because she so often
challenges my way of thinking.
Whereas I am a pretty linear left-brained thinker, she is an
uber-creative right-brained thinker. Whereas I can get
caught up in the one right way I think I’m supposed to do
something, she’s trying on tricorn hats and revolutionary
garb, speaking in metaphors about nations and flags in the
ground.
It’s the metaphor lingo that makes us a great fit, though. It
fits well with the way my prayer life so often works, where
images show up and then I’m invited to pay attention to
what I see, what the image has to teach me, and how God
might be inviting me to respond in prayer and in life
because of it.
So, nations. She teaches me about nations.
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My therapist, Debbie, has been teaching me about nations, too. She’s what I refer to as a
cross between Brené Brown and Moses — someone who goes deep into the heart of
connection but also speaks straight truth. And when it comes to truth-telling, she’s been
telling me it’s time to develop queen energy.
Are you familiar with the threefold ministry of Christ — that of prophet, priest, and king
— which the Scriptures aﬃrm we’re meant to live out? The “prophet” and “priest” roles,
Debbie noticed recently, have been given a great deal of attention in my life, and now, she
challenged me, it might be time to develop the “queen” role of my identity and call.
Queen?
Yikes. I confess hearing that made me nervous. It felt scary. Exposed. Big. Even today, the
thought of it makes my breath catch in my throat.
And yet once she suggested it to me, I couldn’t shake the image of a territory that jumped
into my mind’s eye — the territory of the Still Forming land. It’s lush green and
surrounded by water on at least three sides. Its capital city is on its southern tip. I know
people live inside its borders — people I love and want to serve well.
I began to wonder: What do the people who live here need? How would they describe the
experience of being one of this kingdom’s citizens? What do they love about their life
here? What do they fear? What would it mean for me to be this land’s queen?
They were big questions to ponder. It felt like an invitation to own the leadership of this
land. And then I received an email missive from Sarah J. Bray about nation-building,
asking a question so perfectly timed. She asked, “What characteristics do you want your
nation to be known for?”
When I read that question, I pictured that lush green territory again — that Still Forming
land that’s surrounded by water on three sides, the people living there in diﬀerent pockets
of its geography, the capital city on its southern tip.
I pictured the territory and considered more questions: What characteristics do I want
those who live here to be known for? When someone new moves into this land, what will
they discover in their experience of their new neighbors? When the residents who live
here see each other on the road or at the market, how do they greet one another? When
5

one of them’s in trouble, how do the others respond? What kind of culture is being
nurtured here?
In my mind’s eye, I watched people moving around inside the territory, interacting with
each other, and what I saw helped me to compose this list:
(•( Welcoming
(•( Brave
(•( Tender
(•( Honest
(•( Kind
(•( Open
(•( Reflective
If you live in this Still Forming nation or are considering moving here, these are (some of)
the qualities you’ll discover mark this land. It is a place where you are welcomed. It’s a
place where people are brave in the telling of their stories and their honest truths. It’s a
place where we hold those stories and honest truths with tenderness. It’s a place of being
kind to each other. It’s a place where we are open to receive what others have to say and a
place where we are open to God. It’s a place of reflecting, of choosing to live thoughtful
and examined lives.
I hope you experience these things here.
Much love,
Christianne
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2

Taking Our
Values to a
Foreign Land

I recently published an article with an online magazine and
discovered it aﬀorded me an opportunity to serve as an
ambassador for our nation outside its borders.
I was invited to write a reflection piece in response to a
favorite book I read recently, Pastrix by Nadia Bolz-Weber,
and I chose to write the reflection through the lens of the
Enneagram, enamored as I am of this helpful spiritual tool
of late.
I’d been made aware of the rather conservative readership
of the online magazine and felt myself taking a chance by
not only reviewing a book by a rather liberal female pastor,
but also by choosing to write about a tool that has a weird
name, is unknown to many, and frequently causes people to
think it has something to do with New Age spirituality.
But I published the article anyway, curious to discover how
the audience would respond.
I was surprised by the response. I did receive a lot of
pushback, but the pushback had nothing to do with the
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book or the Enneagram. Rather, it had everything to do with the audience’s value (or lack
thereof) of personal introspection. I was baﬄed to discover a whole realm of people who
negate the value of knowing one’s self, viewing it as an activity that leads either nowhere
or to narcissism.
The magazine editor had placed no expectation upon me to engage with those who chose
to comment, but I found myself intrigued by the commenters’ position — not to mention
surprised by the assumptions about me made along the way — and so I chose to engage in
dialogue.
Do you want to know the truth? I felt like I was representing you, like I had traveled to
another land bearing the insignia, robe, and ring of our Still Forming nation, and there
were several times that our nation’s list of qualities helped inform my responses to that
dialogue along the way. I sought to be:
(•( Welcoming
(•( Brave
(•( Tender
(•( Honest
(•( Kind
(•( Open
(•( Reflective
I can’t say the experience seemed to bring any new residents to our land, but I don’t even
think that was its purpose. I think its purpose was to faithfully represent you and our
nation’s values in a foreign territory, and I hope I served you well accordingly.
Much love,
Christianne
P.S. If you’d like to read the article and the comment dialogue that ensued, you can do so
here.
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3

A Peasant
Girl, a
Broom, and a
Temple

Coursework recently began for a Conscious Booksmith
course I’m taking that is going to help me write a book
about our land of welcome. I’ve been working on mind
maps and vision boards and worksheets that help me clarify
the intended purpose of the project.
One of the surprising things that already popped up —
even before the coursework began — was the realization
that there’s going to be a companion course to go along
with the book when it’s released. I’m not sure why that idea
didn’t occur to me sooner, but now that it’s found me, it
makes perfect sense. If we’re going to inhabit a land
together, don’t we need a place to gather and connect? So
that part of the project is now in process too.
You could say I have been busy! And it’s been so much
fun.
To top it oﬀ, the image of our Still Forming land has grown
a bit, as has my understanding of the overall project, and I
want to tell you what happened. I created an audio clip for
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you that tells the story. (Aren’t these audio clips fun? I love the feeling it gives me of
talking directly to you.)
Listen to it here:

A Peasant Girl, a Broom, and a Temple (17:10 minutes)

Do you feel a gathering sense of energy and excitement about our Still Forming land? I
know I do.
Much love,
Christianne
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4

The Verbs of
the Land of
Welcome

I’d like to share with you about an exercise I completed as
part of the Conscious Booksmith course that helped clarify
for me — and hopefully will also clarify for you — more of
what this land of welcome that we live in is all about.
To do so, I’ve created another audio clip for you describing
what I’ve come to discover are the verbs of this land of
welcome that describe the process of transformation we are
living out as we come here and continue on the journey.
The verbs are:
•( Truth-telling
( •( Explore
( •( Sharing
( •( Listen
And to companion the story, I have pictures. (Kind of like
show and tell!) Here’s a photo that shows a visual depiction
of the card exercise I describe in the audio clip. Hopefully
you can read my scribbles!
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Listen to this week’s story here:

((

The Verbs of the Land of Welcome (14:50 minutes)

In our next letter, I’m going to build on the story I’ve told here about the process of
transformation and share how a diﬀerent card exercise taught me even more about why
this land of welcome needs to exist.
Much love,
Christianne
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5

The Hope in
Our
Exploring

I received a beautiful letter from one of our neighbors here
in Still Forming land in response to the last letter. In it, she
aﬃrmed her own experience of the four verbs of
transformation that I shared with you last week.
If you didn’t get a chance to listen to the letter (which you
can still do here) or need a bit of a refresher, the four verbs
of transformation are:
( •( Truth-telling
( •( Explore
( •( Share
( •( Listen
Janis, our Land of Welcome neighbor, gave me permission
to share a portion of her letter with you. She wrote:
“I have been through a journey this past year of
learning to tell the truth and explore what that means
for me and being able to share it with someone who
will listen. It is truly wonderful to be part of a
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community where you can share the things of your heart without feeling judged and
actually feel aﬃrmed. ... This whole year has been a time of growth, stretching,
searching, truth-telling, exploring, sharing, and listening. I have been more vulnerable
and open than I have ever been before. It has truly humbled and stretched me
beyond what I never thought possible. I am still in this process, as we all are. I am
finally feeling that I can start moving forward in my life.”
Isn’t this wonderful to hear? It made my heart fill with gladness.
The process of transformation is messy and scary, yes, and we never know quite where
we’ll end up on the other side of it, but the experience of sharing it in the company of
others — of being seen and heard and held with presence — can make all the diﬀerence in
our process. It can help us keep going.
Today, I’d like to share with you another piece of my process of working on the land of
welcome book. It’s a piece that has helped me see just how important it is for this land to
exist — both for those entering into the very beginning stages of the transformation
process and for those of us who crossed that threshold some time ago but want to live in
this land because of the values we’ve claimed (or which have claimed us!) along the way.
This story connects to the word play deck I talked about in last week’s audio letter (which,
again, you can find and listen to here).
The word play deck is made up of 32 cards I created, each of which contains a word that
reflects the spirit of our land of welcome in some way. Seven of the cards hold the core
values we’ve been discussing the last few months:
( •( Welcoming
( •( Kind
( •( Reflective
( •( Honest
( •( Open
( •( Brave
( •( Tender
14

But concerning the remaining 25 cards in the deck, I got curious. How might they connect
to these seven core values? What associations might I find if I held each remaining card
up against each core value? How might those associations teach me even more about this
land of welcome we’re inhabiting here?
So I crafted a little mind map template to play with those questions. Each mini mind map
has a circle in the center for the particular word in the deck I was playing with, with seven
rectangular boxes fanning out from the center circle.
I made 25 copies of this mini mind map and wrote the seven core values in the seven
rectangular boxes on each one. Then I pulled a card from the deck, wrote it in the center
circle of the mind map, and wrote a little note next to each rectangular box that voiced
the connection I saw between the word and the related core value.
(You can see two examples of what I’m describing here and here.)
This exercise led to some pretty beautiful discoveries.
For instance, here’s what happened when I played with the word explore in connection
with our seven core values:
1. Welcoming: “I am willing to explore what is being presented to me as invitation.”
( 2. Kind: “I will be kind and gracious to myself in the process.”
3. Reflective: “I will take the time to reflect on these things.”
4. Honest: “I will tell the truth about my experience and what I discover.”
( 5. Open: “I am opening myself to this process and whatever may lie ahead.”
6. Brave: “I am a brave explorer.”
( 7. Tender: “This will be hard, so I will be tender with myself.”
I’m not sure if it’s readily evident to you, but in my mind, these notes seem to be spoken
by someone just entering the transformation process. If you find yourself in this place or
have been through it before, can you see yourself speaking these words?
I found this possibility really beautiful.
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Then, when I played with the word hope, I was even more moved with conviction that our
land of welcome needs to exist. Here’s what happened when hope was held up against each
of our core values:
( 1. Welcoming: “I’ll enter in because I have hope to find life here.”
2. Kind: “I can believe in people again because of your kindness.”
( 3. Reflective: “You help me see the silver linings.”
4. Honest: “You help me believe my truth isn’t dangerous or harmful.”
5. Open: (Channeling Emily Dickinson) “Hope is the thing with feathers that perches
in the soul and sings the tune without the words and never stops at all.”
6. Brave: “Because of the hope you all oﬀer me, I can gather the courage to keep saying
yes.”
7. Tender: “My hope is tenuous, but that’s OK.”
These quotes, in my mind, are spoken yet again by someone in the scary beginning stages
of truth-telling and exploring who, based on their experience of the land of welcome, finds
the courage to keep saying yes and to keep going.
Think about that: People will gather courage and gain hope because our land exists. Isn’t that
incredible? I’m so humbled and amazed.
Wherever you are in the process of transformation, dear neighbor — whether you’re just
beginning the process for the very first time, discovering yourself looping back for yet
another layer of growth and refinement in your journey, or simply holding presence and
valuing the graces and gifts this land oﬀers to all of us — I welcome you.
I am so glad you’re here.
Much love,
Christianne
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6

The
Diﬀerence
Between an
Idea and
Incarnation

This week I’m thinking about ideas and how they turn out
diﬀerent than we expect when we put flesh to them.
Take the book I’m writing for our Still Forming land.
I started the process with not much more than the image
of a territory in my mind and seven words that came to
mind when I thought about the people living here — that
they’re welcoming, kind, open, brave, tender, honest, and
reflective.
I assumed the book would be broken into seven sections,
one for each of those key words, with a few essays in each
section reflecting on what that particular word means.
Except as I’ve been working on the book, something else
has emerged.
Through one of the exercises that I tried in order to get my
creative juices flowing, which I shared with you in a
previous letter, I was put back in touch with how
transformation happens. We tell the truth. We explore. We
encounter. We share. Others listen.
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I’ve been transfixed by this progression of verbs. And when it came time write out the
central “What is it?” question about my book, those verbs helped me articulate this:
( •( This book explores what we need when we hit a spiritual wall.
That’s what it means, doesn’t it, when we hit a metaphorical wall in our spiritual lives? It
starts by telling the truth. This isn’t working for me. I don’t know if I believe this anymore. I don’t
know what this actually means.
Then we enter the messy. The exploration of what’s real and true. The incarnation of our
real belief. We discover things here we couldn’t have imagined beforehand. We can’t see
our way through to the other side from the point where we begin. We have to go through
the cave of exploration first. There, in the grist of darkness, we feel our way around rocks
and curves, squeeze between boulders, and challenge what we’re really made of.
The cave makes something of us. It shines an inner light on who we really are. In the
exploring born from our truth-telling, we come face to face with encounter.
That’s what this Still Forming land is all about, really. It’s a place where people who are all
those things — welcoming and kind, tender and brave, open and honest and reflective —
will hold space for each other in the truth-telling and the caves, the encounters and
whatever comes after.
Sitting here in the place of incarnation with this book, it’s hard. I stare at blank pages. I
feel scared. I don’t know what I’m doing as I go. I type, delete. Type, delete.
And then sometimes, while laying in bed and letting my thoughts roll around in the dark,
memories and words begin to take shape, propelling me out of bed to write them down.
It takes getting messy to make something real. But only through our willingness to enter
into that messy do we experience what we could not have imagined at the entrance to the
cave. Here begins the journey to the truly beautiful.
Are there places where the idea of something feels safer than entering into the gritty
incarnation of it for you? What would it be like to say out loud what it is?
Much love,
Christianne
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7

How Do We
Know We’re
Ready?

I received a letter from one of our neighbors here in Still
Forming land in response to last week’s letter that asked if
I’d be willing to talk more about the transformation
process. Specifically, she wondered if I might speak to the
question, “How do we come to believe we are the persons
to do this work?”
The question has had me thinking all week. How do we
know we are the persons to do this work?
One thing I’m noticing as I reflect on my own cycles
through the transformation process over the years is the
staying power of the invitation.
It’s something that won’t let us go.
When I hit upon my first truth-telling moment, it was like
a moment of illumination — as though a light had come on,
shining upon a truth I’d carried with me a long time but
never let myself really notice, much less voice. I don’t know
what grace means. Why do I really need Jesus? I’m pretty good at
salvation on my own.
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It was an audacious moment, being willing to admit I didn’t understand grace or my need
for Jesus. As someone who grew up in the Christian faith — and quite arduously
committed to it, no less — how could I say those things? Grace and Jesus are pretty
central to the point of the Christian faith.
But there it was: I don’t get it.
It was the most true prayer I’d ever prayed.
And it wouldn’t let me go. I couldn’t stop noticing all the ways this truth was true for me.
And I couldn’t stop wondering, with shaky breath and wobbly knees: Now what?
This same staying power of the invitation has been true for other moments when the cycle
of transformation has re-presented itself to me over the years. Most recently is the
invitation that emerged in the spring of last year, in the middle of a session with my
spiritual director. We were talking about my enduring concern for the philosophy of
nonviolence when she asked a question that led to a new undoing in my life: “Where have
you experienced violence?”
I’d considered this question before (it’s hard not to if you’re studying nonviolence), and I
answered her at first with all the usual suspects — things I’d named and worked through
over the years. But then came the moment of revelation, a moment of naming out loud an
experience I’d had at age 16 that I’d never named for what it was. There it was: the scariest
word I could ever imagine (and could barely utter) that made me a well-known statistic.
It unglued me to utter this newly realized truth. It stood in every range of my field of
vision. I walked in a bit of a fog for days. My whole world seemed to upend slowly, as
though I’d lost the ground beneath my feet and was turning slow-motion somersaults as I
fell back toward the earth.
I enrolled myself in therapy that very same day and have been walking the truth-telling
and exploring and sharing path of this part of my transformation process ever since.
I think what I would say about those moments of initiation, then — when a truth has
presented itself but we don’t know if we’re ready — is to notice its staying power. Does it
seem to have a hold on you? Do you notice it everywhere you go? Does it stray far or long
from your mind? Are you wondering what’s next?
20

If so, it’s probably time. Say it out loud. Let yourself wonder: Now what?
Do you need to voice a truth out loud? Is it time to enter into the transformation process
with it?
Much love,
Christianne
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8

It Turns Out
I’m Writing
This Book
for Me, Too

Today I want to share that I’m discovering I’m writing our
land of welcome book as much for me as I am for you.
Here’s what I mean.
In my heart and mind with this book so far, it’s been
primarily about gift — about something I’m writing to oﬀer
you and all the inhabitants of this Still Forming land as a
gift from my heart, mind, soul, and spirit about the process
of transformation and how we might live inside the cycles
of it within the context of our welcoming community.
So far, I’ve broken the book into five parts that mirror the
verbs of the transformation process:
( •( Tell the Truth
( •( Explore
( •( Encounter
( •( Share
( •( Listen
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Each section, as far as I can tell, will have a few essays on what it can look like to live out
that particular verb in the process.
So this past week, after about a month of creative planning, I entered into my first oﬃcial
writing session for the book. (Hooray! That was a pretty exciting threshold to cross.) It
happened late at night and resulted in about 850 words written — not a whole lot,
admittedly, but at least 850 more words than I’d had before I wrote them.
And what surprised me was the way the book started teaching me what I’m needing to
learn myself.
I wrote content in two diﬀerent sections that night. The first was part of the “tell the
truth” process. I was writing from a place of memory about my first truth-telling moment
and, through the writing, noticed I had repeated some variation of one particular phrase at
least three times: “I’m doing just fine on my own.”
This is one of the truths that emerged in my first truth-telling moment 15 years ago — an
admission to myself and to God that I didn’t understand my need for grace or Jesus
because I seemed to be handling holiness and salvation pretty well on my own, thank you
very much. I’ve got this, I seemed to be saying to God, so why do I need your gift?
Funny thing, this admission. You want to know why? Because the idea that I’m doing just
fine on my own still inhabits my life today.
It’s less about God now and more about people. Case in point: When I noticed that
phrase had cropped up at least three times in that short burst of writing about a moment
of memory in my journey, my mind flew to a more recent memory — one from just a few
days earlier, in my most recent session of therapy.
In that session, my therapist, Debbie, had helped me see that I exist this way in
relationships still today. I seem instinctively conditioned to take care of myself and not ask
very much from others. This has mostly to do with not trusting others with myself, with
not trusting they’ll know how to extend care for me or that they’ll even want to. Debbie is
encouraging me to trust more — to be courageous enough to see my needs and desires in
relationship and then to voice those needs and desires to others.
So when I was writing about that truth-telling experience from 15 years ago and noticed
the “I’m doing just fine on my own” phrase had cropped up several times in the telling of it
23

and how that phrase is still part of my life today, it was quite a moment of revelation. It
was a moment of realizing I’m still learning this.
And it was a further revelation because of the reason I’m writing the book. I’m writing it
for our community. I’m writing it as an invitation for us to start sharing the journey
together. I’m believing it’s our conversation starter, our entryway into being real with
other trusted pilgrims on the journey.
I need to receive the gift of this just as much as I want to oﬀer it as a gift to you.
And here’s where I’ve landed with all this.
Fifteen years ago, when I told God that I didn’t really understand why I needed his gifts of
grace and Jesus because, really, I was doing just fine on my own, I had no idea that grace
and Jesus were what I most needed to receive. That admission set me on a long and
winding journey that traversed many years and eventually brought me to a place of
overwhelming freedom and gratitude for the two gifts I never knew I needed more than
anything else in this world.
I have a feeling this process of learning to trust and let others in might prove to be the
same.
As I wrote at the end of my writing session the other night, I wonder if one of the reasons
I needed to learn grace those many years ago was so that I could learn to receive really
abundant and beautiful gifts from another, namely God. Now I wonder if learning to
receive such beautiful gifts from God has paved the way for becoming more open to
receiving wonderful gifts from others, too.
Do you ever struggle to receive from others? Do you struggle to share your needs and
desires with others? Me too. Hopefully through our shared land of welcome, we can learn
together to receive more of this gift.
Much love,
Christianne
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9

This Broad
World in
Need

It’s been a rough week, hasn’t it?
I love the advancements of technology for many reasons,
chief among them my connection with you that’s made
possible because of it, but it’s also quite challenging to the
human heart to have access to everything going on in the
world, near and far, every moment of every day.
This past week was one of those challenging times. Right
now my heart is carrying the events in Ferguson, Missouri;
the death of Robin Williams; the families fleeing Iraq for
their lives; the bombing and fighting escalating in Gaza and
Israel; and the reality of thousands of unaccompanied
children detained at the borders of the United States while
trying to migrate here for safety. To name but a few.
How are we to hold it all?
The image of our Still Forming land continues to prove
helpful.
Earlier this week, for instance, as the violence in Iraq was
labeled as an attempt at genocide, I found myself
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wondering how I wanted the United States to respond ... and that got me thinking about
our Still Forming land. If our nation existed in real life, how would we, as a nation, respond
to any of these tragedies? What kind of leadership would be required? What would
ambassadorship look like?
It’s clear to me that our land is about welcoming those tending to the inner work of their
souls — those who have hit the spiritual wall and are disillusioned and confused, needing
space and time to process their experiences and beliefs about who they are and who God
is. Our land is filled with residents doing this work.
It is also full of citizens who began that initial work long ago but continue to live here
because 1) they know the inner work is ongoing and 2) what they gained through that
initial work was so valuable, it changed the lens through which they view everything else.
They live here because the values of this land accord with the found values of their own
lives.
That’s who lives here with us. (Welcome to each of you!)
But what about our relationship with other lands? What about our attention to needs
beyond our borders?
I think this comes down to two things:
1. Our values
2. The response of individuals who live here
Our values have to do with our posture toward these world events. If we are people of
welcome, of kindness, of honesty, of courage, then we will extend those values when faced
with others in need. We will oﬀer tenderness and compassion to those who are hurting
and afraid. We will not fear speaking the truths that need to be spoken. We will esteem
those who are being brave.
This is our posture toward ourselves and each other, and it is our posture toward the
world.
As far as the individual response goes, I am reminded of something I began to grasp when
I studied nonviolence a number of years ago, and it’s this: Activism takes all shapes and
forms. We are called to diﬀerent things. We, as individual people, cannot tend to every
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single need in the world with our one unique life, but we can tend to the specific things we
are called to do, and we can do those things deeply and well.
And so I think we support and send oﬀ with blessings, prayers, and love those from our
Still Forming land who are called to serve the needs in the wider world in specific and
concrete ways. We trust them to take our values with them, along with their particular
gifting and training and call. We herald them in their yes. We have them know we hold
them as they go. We welcome them back when they return and seek to care for and learn
from them in their experiences.
Are you being called to a particular need in the broader world beyond our borders? Is
there a way we can hold you and celebrate your yes as you go?
Much love,
Christianne
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10

The
Diﬀerence
Between Your
King and
Queen

In this last chapter, I want to talk about the diﬀerence
between the king and queen of this Still Forming land.
Because there is a king here, leading this land with me, but
I don’t think I’ve shared that with you yet.
So, here is the diﬀerence between him and me.
In what is a complete surprise to me, I’ve been appointed
the queen of this land. But this is no surprise to the king,
for he is the one who did the appointing. He’s also the one
who created the land. He envisioned it in his mind and then
created it, with its lush green grass and its water borders,
all. This land is his.
I have no idea how to be a queen. But the king? He knows
how to be a king. He has always been a king. He’s royal,
through and through. He knows how to rule. He knows
how to reign. What’s more, he is a good king.
This queen is hopelessly flawed. Merely human. And
thankfully, that’s no surprise to the king. In fact, it’s all he
expects her to be. (Hopefully, she can learn to expect the
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same of herself!) The king, though. He’s the one. Actually divine. Perfect in every way. He
knows the exact right thing to say and do in every moment. I rely on his knowing the right
things to do and say, actually. I’ve taken to turning to him with every decision, especially
concerning this land. He has all the wisdom.
Oh, and there’s one more thing.
This queen? She carries a sacred wound. Blood red, as you might imagine. It could pass for
a large, round ruby pendant — if it weren’t for the fact that it’s a sacred wound nestled
deep in the center of her heart.
It’s a wound of loss. Of disappointment and sadness. Of expectations and hopes that will
never come to pass. Of a broken piece of life that must be set free with a blessing.
The king has a sacred wound too — three, in fact. Yes. He knows a thing or two about
such things. And his wounds led to resurrection. And ruling. And welcoming the whole
world into his arms.
Like I said, he is a good and beautiful king.
Let’s follow him, shall we?
Much love,
Christianne
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Build With
Us

We’re just getting started!
As this little booklet has made clear, the Still Forming land
of welcome was only recently discovered. Inhabitants are
welcome to settle here in inside its borders, even as we’re
still performing land surveys and cultivating the lush, rich
soil that makes this land such a beauty. Construction
projects are underway!
Our main construction site at the moment is what I
described in the audio clip to chapter 3, “A Peasant Girl, a
Broom, and a Temple,” about the place that will help all of
this land’s citizens begin to meet each other. I’m crafting a
book that details the values of this land, and it will be
supplemented with an online course that will invite us to
gather and connect around those themes.
To stay connected to this Still Forming land and its ongoing
development, be sure to subscribe to the Cup of Sunday
Quiet — a weekly letter series that keeps us connected on
the journey of transformation.
Subscribe here.
And, welcome!
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