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A FUNNY LITTLE STORY ABOUT ME ‘N WILLIE NELSON:

One of my first memories is of a lacquered piece of driftwood with a clock in one corner and a 

hologrammed picture of a man with long wavy brown hair, a close-cropped beard, and big sad eyes. 

My grandma had it hung up on the wall of her trailer right in front of her recliner. I spent a lot of time 

staring up at it wondering why the man was so sad. Grandma told me that he was God in human form, 

and that he’d suffered for all of us, but still loved everyone no matter what dumbass shit they did. 

When I was five years old my mom got a new boyfriend named Clutch Cargo. She met him on the 

CB radio so the name makes some sense. Clutch Cargo took Mom and me to the county fair to see 

a country & western concert. He got us right up to the front of the crowd near the stairs where the 

musicians got onto the stage. Clutch put me on his shoulders and I weaved my hands into the chain link 

fence that separated us from the talent. I don’t remember the opening acts, but then a man walked 

up the steps and stood in front of the microphone and said, “How y’all doin’?” The crowd went wild. 

The man had a close-cropped beard and long wavy brown hair, and the second he opened his mouth 

and sang “Blue Eyes Crying in the Rain” I knew I was in the presence of the divine. I spent the rest of 

the show electrified with spirit. When the man was done singing, he came striding down the stairs 

and I yelled, “I love you!” He stopped, looked right in my eyes, reached up and touched my hand, and 

said “Ho-ly shit, I love you too, baby.” That moment was absolutely perfect. 

Years later, when I was a young woman, trying to crawl out of a very dark place filled with trauma, self-

destructive behavior, and hopelessness, a person I trusted told me I’d need to find a connection with 

a higher power if I was gonna have any hope of getting better. I had no interest in religion or spiritual 

things and had a whole lot of reasons why I did not (and would not) believe in anything besides what 

is tangible here on Earth. The person said that children often experience spirituality before we have 

words for it and that sent me back to the perfect moment when I was five years old. 

You’d think that I would make Willie Nelson my higher power but I didn’t. It wasn’t Willie or the man 

in the hologram that defined what spirituality meant to me. It was everything that went into the 

moment when Willie touched my hand and expressed love. When I got curious about that memory
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what I saw was a girl showing up fully to the beauty in front of her. She didn’t know that a stoned country 

singer couldn’t represent the divine. She couldn’t talk herself out of the experience by explaining things 

away or holding back from the state of awe that rose up naturally in her. She allowed something ordinary 

to be sacred. 

WTF IS SPIRITUALITY, REALLY?
When I decided what spirituality meant to me I decided it was the act of cracking myself open to my life 

instead of shutting down, the act of allowing things to be beautiful and sacred just as they are, and the 

act of giving and receiving love freely. For many years I called that act of cracking open “The Willieness” 

but when I decided to start sharing my brand of spirituality on social media The Willieness seemed like it 

needed way too much explaining. So, I went with Spiritual AF instead. 

To me, spirituality is not so much about transcending the uncomfortable parts of life or taking on an 

entirely new personality to reflect how spiritual you are. I don’t think it’s about being happy all the time 

or living by a bunch of rules set by someone else. The kind of spirituality I practice has dirty feet planted 

in the life I already have. It faces the fact that we are all going to fuck up sometimes no matter how 

hard we work on ourselves and the most beautiful thing we can do is show up with a bunch of love and 

curiosity despite our periodic fuckheadedness. It’s about bringing a sense of awe to our lives exactly 

how it is while being brave enough to dream wildly. It’s about radical self-love, self-appraisal, and 

self-determination—and from all that love, inquiry, and acceptance we are able to show up for others 

in a way that lets them feel free, seen, and lovable even when they act like a fuckhead sometimes too. 

That kind of connection to ourselves, other beings, and to the way the world works is what makes 

being alive feel sparkly and special. 

When I created the Spiritual AF and Grateful AF oracle decks I wanted to break spiritual development 

and self-help into bite-sized pieces. I wanted to give inspiration, direction, and support that could be 

easily shared with friends. The decks have made their way across the world and are used in treatment 

programs, detention centers, counseling groups, hospitals, and training centers for Olympic athletes. 

I’ve received hundreds of messages from people who use the decks as a morning ritual with family, 

friends, and coworkers to set the tone of their day. This journal was created for those who love the AF 

decks who want a place to explore and enhance the growth and encouragement they found in the decks.

And . . . if this is your first encounter with me and the Spiritual AF brand, WELCOME! You probably picked 

this up or were gifted it because you’re the type of person who likes meaningful self-helpy stuff, but 

only if it’s grounded in reality and possibly has some curse words thrown in. I sure as fuck hope you like 

it here. 
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HOW TO USE THIS ACTIVITY BOOK JOURNAL THINGY

This book is designed for you to use whatever the fuck way you want to use it. You can start at the 

beginning and work your way through sequentially. (If you do it this way, I think you are a brave little 

shit who is willing to dive head first into self-love, which is the terrain most people seem to feel extra 

uncomfortable with.)

Or you could also skip to the chapter that gives you the least barfy feelings about being the kind of 

person who does self-help/spiritual stuff. (If you do it this way, I think you’re a trailblazing badass who 

knows how to trust your instincts and honors who you are.)

You could also open the workbook each day to a random page and decide to let the workbook act as an 

oracle that picks what you should write about. (If you choose this way to engage with the book, I think 

you’re a fucking psychic with prophetic tendencies. Go forth and predict your growth and healing.) 

You could pick a section of the workbook and spend a month on the prompts and exercises. In six 

months you will come out of the experience possibly being able to levitate and most likely having 

a more loving relationship with yourself, your emotions, your community, and have a spiritual 

practice that works for you. 

You could also choose to read through the book and not write anything down. Or, do the exercises 

and then put the workbook on your shelf and let it gather dust. (If you do this, I think you’re still 

really awesome and I want to assure you that I have so many workbooks like this on my shelf and 

even though I never “actually did the work,” the concepts still changed me for the better. So, thank 

you for letting me and this workbook live in your home—and in your head. Muahahahaaha!) 

Another way to get the benefits of this workbook is to give it to a friend who you know will love 

it and who will do the exercises and then all you have to do is bring them your problems and they 

will convey everything they learned from this workbook to you through the awesome advice they 

give you. (If you do it this way, I love you and your friend. Fuck yeah, outsource that self-growth!) 

I’m sure you can think up a thousand other ways to engage with this book. Whatever you do I am 

grateful to be even a small part of your path toward wholeness—and joy. Thank you for being a 

glorious fuckhead in this world. Thank you for being willing to look a little deeper, love a little 

harder, and be just a little bit more ferocious in your kindness. The world needs all the Spiritual AF 

Fuckheads we can get. Thank you for being one.
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e tend to think self-love is 100% a good thing and we completely vilify self-

loathing. Self-loathing = bad. Self-love = good. Instead of seeing the act of self-

loathing as stupid, we see ourselves as stupid for struggling with it. This creates a 

closed loop of judgment. We judge ourselves for thinking self-loathing thoughts because we 

rarely take a curious, (even remotely) objective stance when we face self-love/self-hate. 

How about we treat self-love and its ugly cousin self-loathing like strange zoo animals? Let’s 

face them both open-mindedly, and get to know them. Try to understand why we choose to 

keep these wonky beasts in our brain-zoo in the first place. Humans are self-serving creatures. 

We usually do things for a reason—a good reason, more often than not. Let’s stop beating 

ourselves up because of our habits. Let’s get curious. Let’s be a whole hell of a lot less judgy. 

Let’s stop labeling ourselves as broken and turning away from the wild, protective, intelligence 

of our fuckheadedness. Maybe there’s some beautiful logic in why we don’t self-love all over 

the place? 

We learned the world is a dangerous place filled with people who’ll judge and ridicule us. Isn’t 

it incredibly intelligent to try to be ahead of the curve on that hurt and judgment? Isn’t it smart 

and brave to try to save yourself from disappointment? Isn’t it kind of intelligent to be the one 

in control of the emotional beating so you don’t get blindsided by the meanness of others? In 

some ways, self-loathing is our fucked-up friend. It comes in as a shield from the face-plant of 

showing up for your heart’s desire and failing. Self-loathing wants to keep us safe. 

Thinking about this stuff may not leave you feeling warm and fuzzy, but hopefully it’ll help give 

you a better understanding of why self-love has been such an elusive bitch—and how to soothe, 

address, and integrate what self-loathing is trying to give you. 

Pay attention to your insecurities. They aren’t there to plague you. They are there to tell you 

where you need some healing. Insecurities can be our guideposts to the places in ourselves that 

need our love and attention.  Now, take some deep breaths. Drink some water (you’re probably 

gonna shed some tears so you’ll need to rehydrate). Ready? Fuck yeah, you are! Now, GO!
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What do you get out of being shitty to yourself?

If your negative self-talk was a person/being what would they look like?  What would their name 
be? What special powers would they have? What would you get out of listening to them?

A FEW GOOD FUCKING QUESTIONS FOR YOUR (LOVABLE) SELF:
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What fears keep you from loving the fuck out of yourself?

How is self-loathing protecting you? Do you really/still need that protection? How could you do 
self-loathing’s job without self-loathing’s help?
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