
 

… and there came a time when 
“women and children first” was not 
about the disaster imperative for others 
to save them. No no. Instead, it would 
be women and children who would be 
the first to awaken, arise, and show the 
way… the way forward from the 
disasters of our own creation.   

We began to understand how much 
power and agency we slowly, slowly 
ceded in the name and service of order, 
stability, and structure. How time after 
time we chose certainty over change. 
And we wondered at the many ways in 
which we bargained for immediate 
comfort and short term gains.  

… and there came a time when the children 
said “Enough!”.  They were talking about 
guns and violence and safety, but we also 
started to see and hear and feel that it was 
about much, much more.  We had pursued 
things and money and me-me-me and 
forgotten about our inherent connection and 
responsibility to each other. And now the 
youngest among us would remind because they 
could. Their humanness and connectivity, their 
love and sorrow still fresh and intact. Thank 
goodness! There came a time when they said, 
Enough!  

And we began the long climb back. That which 
took thousands of years to build to a place of 
collapse created a lot of debris to clear, deep 
habits to interrupt, and gaping wounds to clean, 
close and heal. There would be so much to 
unlearn, and new knowledge to build. And we 
had to learn and cultivate a new, yet ancient, 
way of being.  Those were wild years, those 
first ones. Today we can only celebrate the deep love, fierce spirit, raucous laughter, unbearable pain, and amazing 
adventures revealed in the stories of those early years. For their story is our story. There came a time.  

May this be told by our descendants. March 15, 2018. NW. 


