
Spotlight on Lisa Rocklin 

“I want to transform from a drought-stricken, drooping sunflower to a radiant sunflower girl, 

who can nourish fellow flowers and be nourished in equal measure.”  This is what I wrote on my 

application to the 2015 Conscious Feminine Leadership Academy when I was asked to “capture, in one 

sentence, who you are and want to be more fully in the world.”  The writer in me longed for time to 

recommit to one of the passions of my life; the leader in me wanted to seek new ways of holding sacred 

space for others to do the same.  And so, a new journey began.   

 As a high school English teacher, I have spent the last twenty years helping adolescents grow in 

their critical thinking, written expression, appreciation for language, and empathy for others through 

storytelling.  But something soulful was missing in the academic setting:  writing and speaking as mindful 

forms of self-care and healing.  That is what I experienced from the first Sampler class I took at Women 

Writing in 2006 and at every Saturday circle or Summer Retreat thereafter.  It took nine years for the 

epiphany to come that I could share this gift with others while also tending my own garden.   

 Presume good will.  Honor the sacredness of each person’s story.  Speak your truth.  

Acknowledge your own worth.  Find strength in a circle of sisters.  These are gifts that I have received 

from Women Writing, and gifts that I now share with others as a facilitator.  In my teaching life at 

McAuley High School, I offer a monthly writing circle where students can spend an hour hearing the 

words of powerful, young, contemporary writers who reflect many of the issues faced by adolescents 

today.  We fast write, share our words with each other, and have cross-talk about what the writing 

brings up for us.  We breathe deep, pass the candle, and acknowledge that self-care is essential for a 

happy, healthy life.  Teenagers need to hear that message.  At the Writing Circle, they live it.   

 For the past two years, I have had the honor of co-facilitating Sunday sessions and full-week 

summer camps for teens and young women at the writing hall.  I have watched twenty teenagers 

nervously take their place in the circle on Monday morning of summer camp, some of their voices barely 

audible when asked to say their own names.  I have heard those quiet voices say they are not as 

talented as other writers in the circle.  And over a week’s time, magic happens.  Young writers find their 

voices; they come to appreciate their unique writing style because their small group members praise it; 

they develop friendships with kindred spirits from all over the city who share their passion for writing; 

they share stories of similar hurts and successes; they fill pages and pages of journals with dreams, 

imagery, and dialogue.  And on Friday afternoon, those once quiet voices stand behind a podium and 

speak their words through a microphone to an invited gathering of loved ones.  They hear themselves 

and they are heard.  They bloom.  And so do I.  In that moment, we are all sunflowers. 


