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I don't want to write about my invisible scars. They are, 
after all, invisible. No one can see them, right? Why 
talk about them? Why bring up something that, as far 
as anyone else knows doesn't even exist? Why do I have 
to share them with the world? They are mine, after all. I 
can do what I want with them. 

I mean, it's ok for other people to write about their 
scars. Ann Voskamp is a writer I hold in the highest 
esteem. I was introduced to her work at the library. I 
was browsing the new non-fiction bestsellers several 
years ago. I was immediately drawn to her precious little 
book. On the cover was a photo of a girl holding a bird's 
nest. In the nest were two small eggs. The title: One 
Thousand Gifts: A Dare to Live Fully Right Where You 
Are. How could I resist? 

The book grew from a dare her friend made her. Ann's 
friend dared her to make a list of one thousand things 
she was thankful for. The book takes us on her journey 
with her. It is sheer poetry, beautiful, enlightening, and 
made me insanely jealous. It was the first book I put 
down afterwards and said Man! I wish I had written 
that book! After that first reading, I became a fan of 
Ann's. I followed her website, saw her at a live event, 
read more of her books, did one of her studies. NI the 
while, I absorbed her gorgeous photography of her 
Canadian farmhouse and her beautiful family, and 
maybe I romanticized it a little too much. 

I learned that as a teenager, Ann would cur herself. 
She went through a rime of deep despair, perhaps as a 
result of rhe trauma her family experienced after a fatal 
accident rook rhe life of her little sister, while Ann herself 
was still a young girl. The tragedy left scars, physical and 
emotional. Ann has had the courage to share them with 
the world. 

Why? She didn't have to tell the world her secrets. She 
could have kept them buried deep within her. She could 
have kept up appearances as a bestselling author who 

osts gorgeous photos of her seemingly idyllic life in 
~ural Canada. No one would have been the wiser. 
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I think being a poet, a bestselling author, and a beautiful 
woman were not enough for Ann. I think she knew her 
life would have a greater purpose than just putting forth 
a pretty face and selling books. She can serve her readers 
better, in a more meaningful \fay, by turning her wrist 
over, revealing visible and invisible scars, showing us 
where she was during that dark time in her life. She 
shows us that this thing happened to her and chis is 
how she responded and this is how faith brought her 
through it. 

Ann still struggles. Bur, because she has shared her 
story, she knows she has been a conduit of healing for so 
many people who perhaps share stories similar to hers. 
I believe anyone who has ever lost a sibling, felt pain 
deeply enough to want ro take their own life would be 
touched and helped by Ann's story. 

On the flip side, it is important for us to share our stories 
with each other. I imagine when Ann first opened up 
about her experience it was extremely difficult. I wonder 
what the final impetus was that led her ro open up. I 
believe, ar. our very core every one of us wants ro be 
heard. When we tell our stories, and they resonate with 
other people--even if it's just one person--thar is how 
we offer a healing balm to each other. Our stories have 
purpose and they have power. 

If our scars tell a story, what is my story? What are my 
scars? Deep sigh. I'm still nor ready to tell you abour 
me. I've let a couple people in on a couple things rhat 
have happened to me, bur I'm nor ready ro broadcast it 
to the world. Maybe I'm nor rhar courageous. 

Bur what did I just say? Do nor underestimate rhe power 
of our pain to help heal the pain in another person's life. 
It's all right for me to w rite those words, to preach it ro 
anyone who is reading chis. It's quire another thing ro 
heed my own advice. And it's nor that my life has been 
that bad. Nor like Ann's. I've never cur myself. Never 
even wanted to, never had a sibling die or even a parent, 
for that matter. My life has been prerry good. 



Deep breath . .. 

My young adult child and I don't talk as much as I'd 
like. 

That's all I can manage to say right now, but it's a 
beginning. Maybe I'll talk about it more someday. 
When I'm ready. 
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