
Chapter 25 - Her True Self 
 

Beverly dropped by the Books-Go-Round after her shift at the diner. She didn’t notice the 

special event poster on the door as she walked in. People waited in chairs in front of a small 

table. A man was getting ready to speak. Beverly hurried to the used bookshelf. The man began 

talking but she ignored him. Then something she overheard made her stop browsing.     

“I’m on a search for personal truth.” The speaker was Jonathan Nathan. He was a chubby 

black man in his forties. “I think of it as a search for my true self.” Beverly never heard the 

words ‘true’ and ‘self’ spoken together. She was not sure what the expression ‘true self’ even 

meant. She never heard of Jonathan Nathan either.  

He told the audience he and his companions were pilgrims. They were not traveling to a 

specific holy site like regular pilgrims. They were pilgrims seeking the truth. The audience 

seemed apathetic. 

“Our search isn’t an outer quest in the physical world,” he explained. “It’s an inner 

pilgrimage.” His statements confused Beverly. She felt he was spouting useless self-indulgent 

nonsense that had nothing to do with her. 

Jonathan paused. He tried another way to explain what he meant.  

“Show of hands. Who in this room knows the meaning of life?” No hands went up. 

“C’mon, nobody? You must have some idea, inkling, hint, or maybe just a suspicion.” Beverly 

continued listening but wondered if she was wasting her time. 

“There is no meaning,” somebody called out. 

“Oh, really? I guess I missed that revelation,” he joked. Some people chuckled. 

“Anybody agree with him?” Some hands went up. “Are you sure?” A few people nodded. He 

changed his tack. 

“How many of you have asked yourself, ‘what is the meaning of life’ even once?” More 

hands went up. “Great! How many of you found an answer?” No one raised a hand.  

“So what did you do?” Jonathan paused and waited. Nobody responded. He looked at the 

audience and tried to make eye contact. “You gave up, didn’t you?” People nodded. 

“So you looked, but you didn’t find anything, and then what did you do? You just 

stopped looking, right?” They seemed interested now. “The way I see it, the reason you haven’t 

found any meaning is not that there isn’t one. It’s because you stopped looking for one.” Several 

people smiled. They’re starting to get it, Jonathan thought. 

“So what does it all mean?” he asked rhetorically. Some faces brightened as if they 

expected him finally to tell them what the meaning of life was. “It means you’re lazy,” he said, 

grinning. No one smiled back. Most people looked puzzled. A few seemed annoyed. 

“What if I told you there is absolutely, positively, certainly an answer to the question 

‘what is the meaning of life.’ Would you believe me?” A few people bobbed their heads. They 

felt relieved he was finally getting to the point. “Okay, get ready, here it comes.” He paused. 

Beverly thought he was waiting for something. 

“So, what is it?” someone asked.  

“Thank you for that question. I’m going to give you an answer. Pay attention. Here it 

comes. Are you ready? I… don’t… know.” The room remained silent. Beverly grinned. This is 

stupid, she thought, why am I even listening to this jerk? 

“Yeah, that’s the reaction I usually get. Dead silence. So, now you’re thinking, this dude 

talked about the meaning of life and got me interested. Then he asked the big question.  I got 



excited because I expected a big answer. Now, he says he doesn’t know. Shit! Why did I come 

here tonight? I wasted my time. I coulda stayed home and watched the ball game. This sucks.”  

Several people laughed.  

“If any of that statement is true, it’s probably the first part. I did get you interested, didn’t 

I?” A few people grinned. Beverly nodded reluctantly. 

“So here’s the deal: there’s no one size fits all answer. But there is an answer that’s meant 

for you. No one can tell you what it is. You have to find it for yourself. You don’t have to travel 

around as pilgrims like we do. You can do it at home. Just start asking questions. That’s it!” 

Several people looked confused. One said, “huh?” Jonathan took it as his cue to continue. 

“You can only get the right answers by asking the right questions. The only person who 

can find the questions and answers that are right for you is you. You have to question yourself. 

Nobody else can do it for you.” Most of them still looked puzzled; a few understood. 

“Most of us stopped asking questions when we became adults. We just gave up, period. 

Did you give up? That’s the first question. I give it to you. And I leave you to answer it for 

yourselves. Did. You. Give. Up? Every question leads to an answer, which leads to another 

question. That’s what makes all this so exciting.” Jonathan paused and looked at the listeners. He 

tried to gauge whether his words had any impact on them but couldn’t tell.  

“I’ll leave you with this last thought. A friend once told me that the true sign of 

intelligence is not the answers you give but the questions you ask. Thank you all for coming 

tonight.”  

He sat down. His question about giving up struck Beverly. She thought about her life. A 

few people began to murmur. There was some applause. It got louder and then faded away 

quickly. Was it what he said, or the way he said it, or something else that made people applaud? 

Beverly couldn’t decide. 

What Jonathan Nathan didn’t tell them was something he deeply believed. It was the 

reason he gave these simple talks. His job was to fire people up and open their minds. He 

believed once you start asking questions you never stop; once minds were opened they would 

stay that way. 

People started to leave. Jonathan headed toward the door. Beverly felt the urge to talk to 

him as he passed “Um, excuse me. I have a question.”  

Jonathan stopped. “Yes, of course,” he said, smiling. 

“Why are my parents the way they are?” Beverly asked. 

“Excuse me?”   

“Why are they the way they are?”   

Despite what Jonathan said about seeking their own answers this young woman expected 

him to give her an answer. “I guess I didn’t explain as carefully as I should have,” he apologized. 

“The questions you need to ask are the ones that will lead you to an understanding of your true 

self. It’s about who you are. Not who your parents are.” 

“This is about me,” Beverly insisted. She gazed expectantly at him. He knew she was not 

about to let him go. 

“Oh? Who are you, then?” Jonathan asked. He hoped to end their conversation as quickly 

as possible. 

“I’m really a mom.” 

“Great! That’s your true self!” He thought they finished and started toward the door. 

“But, I’ve never seen my daughter.”   

“Did you give her up for adoption?” 



“No. My parents took her from me when she was born.” 

“Do you want to tell me about it?” He was already sure she did. They found two chairs 

and sat down. 

Beverly told him her story.  

“I gave birth to my daughter Lisa ten years ago. I was fourteen.” Her parents were 

fanatical fundamentalist Christians. They became enraged when she got pregnant, but not about a 

baby. They raised her to be a chaste Christian girl. Beverly committed a horrendous sin: she had 

sex with a boy. Her strict moral upbringing turned out to be worthless. They called Beverly an 

abomination. She was vile, corrupt, and soiled. Nothing anyone ever said hurt her as much as 

their cruel judgment.  

Beverly refused to tell them who the father was. Her parents took her daughter at birth. 

They forbade her to see the child because of her sin. They planned to raise Lisa the way they 

raised Beverly, in a proper environment. This time, however, they would make sure Lisa would 

never give in to temptation and commit sin. They would see to that. 

Beverly was sent a thousand miles away to live with Aunt Barbara. She felt sorry for 

Beverly and was as kind as she could be. Aunt Barbara never talked about Lisa and Beverly 

never told her school friends what happened. She was often sad. They assumed she suffered from 

depression and tried to cheer her up. 

Beverly came back ten years later hoping her parents had softened. She called them and 

assured them she did not want to cause a problem; she just wanted to see her daughter. 

“Lisa’s not your daughter, but ours,” her father said when he came to confront her. She 

begged him to reconsider. He told Lisa they were raising her because her mother and father died 

in a car crash. Beverly felt devastated. Not only was she separated from her daughter. As far as 

Lisa knew, Beverly was dead. 

Beverly pleaded. They feared she would try to take Lisa away and traumatize the child. 

Beverly insisted she would never do anything to harm Lisa. The reason they did not want 

Beverly to see Lisa was simple. They never forgave Beverly for her sin and did not want anyone 

as corrupt as Beverly near Lisa. Beverly insisted she had a right to see her daughter.  

Her challenge provoked her father. He slapped her to shut her up. They never hit Beverly 

when she was growing up.  Do they hit Lisa? Beverly wondered, alarmed. Is that how they’re 

raising her? Is that what they thought they left out of my upbringing? Beverly repeated her 

demand.  

Her father threatened to slap her again. “No! Leave this town and don’t ever come back.” 

She started crying and pleaded. He walked away and left her feeling devastated and alone. 

 Beverly concluded her story. “So, you see, my true nature is to be a mom. That’s all I 

ever wanted to be. Why are they so cruel?” She started sobbing.  

“I can’t answer that. I’m sorry,” Jonathan said gently. 

“That’s okay. I guess I was hoping you could help me. There must be a way I can get 

them to change... if only I could find it.”  

Jonathan had an idea. Perhaps she would find it useful.  

“Maybe the way to get them to change will become obvious to you when you have 

changed.” 

“What do you mean?”   

“Maybe by holding on to the past you’re preventing yourself from seeing your future,” he 

suggested. “I have to go, now. We’re leaving soon. That’s my future.” He smiled and started to 

leave. 



“You mean I have to let go?” she asked, confused. He turned and came back. 

“Yes. Let go of all your pain. Don’t let go of your daughter, just your pain. Maybe there’s 

still a way you can be her mom. Good luck.”  

Jonathan hugged Beverly and then walked away. His followers waited at the door. 

Beverly watched them leave. Her suffering seemed insurmountable. She did not know if a 

change was possible. Even if it was, she did not know where to begin.  

Beverly thought about Jonathan’s talk as she walked home. At first, she felt what he said 

about questioning was irrelevant to her. That was why she told him her story and sought some 

meaningful advice. Then she realized he was right. She could try to find the question. The one 

that occurred immediately to her was: how did all this begin? Where did her pain originate? 

She recalled a quiet summer night when she and Rob walked side-by-side along the river. 

He was several years older (but did not know it because she looked much older than she was.) 

The stars were out, crickets chirped, and there were no other people around. 

Rob went to a private all-boys school. He talked about a project he was doing for the 

science fair. She wanted him to stop paying attention to science and start paying attention to her. 

Beverly stepped in front of him and abruptly stopped walking. She turned, leaned in, and kissed 

him gently. He touched her face as she pulled away and then pulled her close for another, much 

deeper and longer kiss. Neither of them ever did this with anyone else. She took his hand and 

they continued walking.  

Everything in their world changed, even their breath and heartbeats. They saw each other 

in a new way. There was no turning back. 

A few weeks later, she told her parents she was working on an art project and went to 

Rob’s house after school. The only art they worked on was the art of exploration. They explored 

all the parts of each other’s bodies.  

They soon became aware of powerful feelings. Rob and Beverly wanted to be closer. 

They knew there was only one way to achieve this, so they had sex. It hurt her at first, but then it 

felt beautiful. She forgot the pain and remembered Rob’s tenderness. 

Beverly recognized her suffering began where it usually begins, with love. She had not 

realized it until now because she forgot about Rob, their love, and the many times they were 

together inside their private little world where it was soft, sweet, happy, and gentle. 

She thought all her suffering started with her parents but now she saw that was not true. It 

began with her but it did not begin in a bad place. It began in a wonderful place, one she had left 

behind and never found her way back to, until now. Love. 

Beverly called her parents the next morning. Her father answered. “Hi, Dad,” she said in 

a firm voice. 

“Oh, it’s you. Didn’t I make myself clear?” he shouted through the phone. “We don’t 

want to-.” 

“I know,” she interrupted him. “And you won’t hear from me again. Is mom around?” 

She heard her father talk in the background. The phone clicked as her mother came on the line. 

“Hello?” her mother said. She sounded nervous. 

“I just want both of you to know that I love you very much,” Beverly’s voice was 

shaking. “I’ve always loved you but I guess that love got buried underneath a lot of pain. I also 

know that deep down you love me, as well. I’ve never doubted it. I just forgot.” She paused, 

sighed, and willed herself to finish. “Thank you for loving me. I promise never to call you 

again.” She paused, not yet ready to say good-bye. 



“Beverly, wait,” her mother said. It was the first time she heard her mother say her name 

in almost ten years. She sounded as if she was about to cry. “Would it be okay if I came by that 

diner where you work?” 

“You know where I work?” Beverly asked. 

“Yes. We’ve been checking to make sure you were okay and you weren’t doing anything 

that would make us suspect you were trying to communicate with Lisa. I think we need to talk.” 

“Yes, of course. I’ll buy you a cup of coffee, Mom” Beverly replied. She started to cry. 

“Okay, see you tomorrow. ’Bye.” 

Beverly felt overwhelmed. So much had happened. She never before looked honestly 

within herself. If she had not heard Jonathan Nathan’s talk she would not have discovered the 

powerful love hidden inside her. She had no idea what would come next. Beverly did not yet 

dare to imagine she would see Lisa. Nevertheless, it now seemed possible she could finally 

become her true self: a real mom. 

 


