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''TRUST YOUR TRIBE'' 

BY AMY NICHOLSON 

I pulled into the parking lot at work on a jeopardize that persona. I soon came to realize, though, 
Monday morning. I spotted a co-worker, a friend of that ifl didn't share, I was going to go through the trials 
mine. alone. For me, isolation was worse than embarrassment. 

"Good morning. How are you?" she asked. 
I knew she meant it. After having worked 

together for a few years, we had shared many heart-to
hearts. She truly wanted to know how I was doing. I 
knew my face couldn't hide my sadness. Maybe I didn't 
want to hide all those emotions screaming to get out 
and be heard. Deep inside, I wanted to tell my story. 

. But would she still think as highly of me if she knew the 
latest? 
I answered her honestly. "Not great." 

Why do we put on masks? Put forth facades 
of our ourselves that only portray the blemish less, the 
airbrushed. What are we afraid of? There are as many 
false impressions out there as there is fake news. It's 
time we got real with each other. Be our authentic self. 
It's not always easy to let down our guard and admit 
that we have troubles and things in our lives we maybe 
just can't handle. However, when we do, being honest 
with ourselves and with another person can yield great 
results. 

Life can be hard. We may face challenges we 
have no idea how we'll make it through. We may face 
obstacles so large they seem insurmountable. We may 
be hurt, weary, maybe even in the pit of despair, but if 
we have someone who will listen, we have hope. When 
all seems lost, hope is a commodity in short supply. It 
is a gift we can give to each other. When we are down 
and alone, our misery feeds on itself. Troubles grow. But 
having someone to talk to who really cares enough to 

listen and not judge is the first step out of the misery. 

I've had times in my life when I was too 
embarrassed or ashamed to open up to other people. 
After all, they knew me a certain way, I didn't want to 

That Monday morning in the parking lot, I told 
my friend as much of my story as I felt safe sharing. 
Not only did she listen to me without judging, she also 
said a similar thing had happened to her. Really? Yes, 
and she probably would never have told me if I hadn't 
opened up to her . 

By the time I reached the building entrance, I 
had decided I was going to share with a couple more 
people I felt close to and knew I could trust. That day, I 
probably told five people a story I wasn't sure I wanted 
to tell anyone. And do you know, every person I told 
had a similar story. Either they had been through it 
or they knew someone who had. I left work that day 
with a couple resources that could possibly help in my 
situation and much more peace in my heart than when 
I started the day. I left there with a tribe. 

Just knowing there were other people who had 
been through what I had been through was a comfort. 
Isn't that one thing we all seek? Connection? Someone 
to say, I see what you're going through. I've been there 
myself. Tell me about you. I'll tell you about me. We'll 
do this together. 

The mistake we make sometimes, especially 
with social media is we work so hard to curate our lives 
as we choose to depict them to the world on our online 
platforms. We put forth a persona that has it all together, 
has all of life's answers figured out. We want the world 
to think we are happy with our jobs, our spouses, our 
children, our homes, ourselves. But how much of what 
we present is actual truth? Or we look at other people's 
profiles, believe the story they tell about their seemingly 
perfect selves, and feel depressed about our own lives 
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because they are less than perfect. What am I doing 
wrong that my "friend" has it all together and I'm still 
struggling? 

Maybe we need to check ourselves and our 
definition of friend. Is a social media "friend" a real 
friend or just someone who sees our posts? If that's 
friendship, it's on the most superficial level. I don't know 
about you, but I have no use for shallow relationships. 
I want to share my heartache with someone who will 
not be afraid to sit in the pit with me, someone who 
wants to help me out of that dark place. We've got to 

remember that real friends are the ones who love us and 
stand by us even when they know our shortcomings. 
Sure, they might not agree with us all the time, and 
good friends correct one another when necessary, but 
the goal is always understanding and reconciliation. 

I've been fortunate to find some people who care. 
My friend, Tina, and I have seen each other through some 
very dark times. After some first impressions where we 
were probably each trying to impress the other, we really 
got to know each other and share our lives. Sometimes 
·our houses were tidy, but more often (especially since we 
were both homeschooling at the time) , they were not. 
We'd often have books strewn everywhere, paint cups 
out, baskets of laundry on hold until the lessons were 
done. We stopped worrying about tidying our homes to 
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impress each other. It was more important to bless each 
other with our presence, our attention. Open hearts. It 
was through that relationship that I learned the value of 

transparency and vulnerability. 

Sometimes it's not so easy to share our story. 
Whether we talk to each other every day, once a month, 
or once a year, I know my heart is safe with them. 
Sometimes I look back on the early days when I tidied 
up my house before Tina came to visit. Now it seems so 
silly. Now when I meet new people, I have a different 
approach. My intention is to bless, not impress. I want 
to go deep into relationships sooner now. I know that 
everyone has a battle they're fighting, just as I do. The 
sooner we can get through the preliminaries, the sooner 
we can help each other. 

Life is hard. We need each other. We don't need 
to see some curated life where everything is perfect; 
that's a fantasy land. No one is perfect, and certainly no 
life is perfect. We all make mistakes. Even if we manage 
to get by from one year to the next with few regrets, 
people we love may let us down, may disappoint us, 
things don't always go our way. If we have one person 
who will sit with us in our darkest moments and lend 
a listening ear, a helpful heart, it makes life so much 
easier. I pray you have a person like that in your life. I 
pray you can be that person to someone else. 


