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For the last decade, life has handed me and my tribe 

some pretty epic uphill climbs. Some days, the exhaus-

tion and uncertainty have felt massive, but over time, it 

has become beautifully obvious that we were sent up the 

exact mountains we were intended to summit.

I’ve had ten years of living a life dedicated to learn-

ing as much as I can about growing food, both on 

our 5-acre market farm and now in our urban yard; 

growing humans who are both typically and atypically 

developing; and growing myself through mindfulness, 

gentleness and love. 

I started this publication because I couldn’t find a 

space where I felt free to learn and grow without the 

pressure of perfection. Images on websites, blogs, 

Instagram and magazines show the obvious ideals, 

but my life has always been more about the beautiful 

complexities of being a functional hot mess, and I 

craved a space to celebrate that. 

In the House of Huckleberry we will be bringing you sci-

ence, research, experiences, thoughts and feelings. And 

we’ll weave them all together into an accessible, digest-

ible, warm and cozy tapestry. 

When you join our community, you’re not just receiv-

ing our quarterly magazines and weekly digital content, 

you’re also gaining access to additional learning and 

encouragement opportunities, both online and within 

our carefully curated gatherings.

We are safe. 

We are honest.

We are inclusive.

We are humble.

We are encouraging.

We are The House of Huckleberry.
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It was my intention, when creating the timing of  

Huckleberry’s magazine release dates, to align with 

the months that I have always seen and felt a shift in 

our world. When those shifts happen, it has always 

called me to spend extra time in my days, settling 

and focusing on the new path that will be greeting 

us.

MARCH | We start to grow our food; build and complete 

projects in the yard and home; welcome fresh sunlight 

on our cheeks, and mud on our floors.

JUNE | We begin spending more time in or on a body 

of water, than we do in our own home. Our garden 

harvesting has fully begun and we carefully curate a 

balance between our adventuresome souls and our 

human craving for routine.

SEPTEMBER | We slow down, sliding back into early 

bedtimes and busy mornings. We’re all amped for 

cozy snuggles and more structured learning. 

DECEMBER | Breathing in the joy of the holidays and 

recovering from the energy needed to breathe in the 

joy. Prepping for the new year to come, brimming 

with possibilities and anticipation.

My hope for your summer months is for them to be 

filled with adventures, connection, magical moments 

and rest. I hope you all get lots of rest.

I continue to be blown away by the support, encour-

agement and love we have been receiving. To see the 

pages of Huckleberry bring hours of gentle and slow 

encouragement into your homes has been a dream 

come true. I have no idea what I have done in this 

world to have the honor of leading Huckleberry 

down this road, but I do know every day I build her, 

I do so with your hearts and faces in my mind and 

in my drive.

Thank you for trusting me to bring truth and love 

into your homes.

ALL MY LOVE AND GRATITUDE, JILLY SNELL
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Growing Food
Cultivating an intimacy with our earth and our food
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WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL  
PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN 
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The rains and chill of spring days begin to wel-

come the sun breaks and temperatures warm 

enough to invite your skin to come out of hiding.

If you’re a veteran to the dirt, this is the time of 

year when you’re filled with focus and plans. If 

you’re new to this world, you might be feeling 

jitters, worries or a generalized dance between 

excitement and doubt. 

Rest assured, the months to come will be filled 

with incredible successes and the bitter better-

ment of a few failures—for both veterans and 

newcomers alike.

A few suggestions to settle your soul: allow Mother 

Earth to slow you down, take your shoes off as 

often as you can, choose courage, remember to 

share your bounty when you can and remember to 

invite your babies into the dirt.

Regarding that last note, inviting your kids into 

the dirt: please know it is perfectly normal to 

have a rise in your blood pressure when their 

wee hands are included. They’re learning and 

they'll absolutely screw up at least one of your 

well intended plans. The rewards far exceed 

the challenges, but having a game plan going in 

will help your overwhelmed mind find its peace 

much more easily.

A few tricks I’ve learned along my road when 

inviting, encouraging and celebrating my babies 

in our garden:

ONE | Slow Down and surrender. Slowing down is truly 

the base to almost every arena of chaos. When we are 

worried for time, we will without a doubt cut short the 

natural experiences of our children. Cut your days of 

labor down to manageable increments, be flexible when 

the kids want a snack or need a break and above all else, 

surrender your inclination toward perfection. You’re 

connecting children to their earth and food—there are 

far less important things taking priority in life.

TWO | If they (or you) need a mini break to take a 

beat and a breath, send your kiddo on a worm hunt. 

Ask them to wander to other parts of the yard and dig 

until they find worms to bring back to you. 

THREE | Insist they use their muscles and gentle 

touches. Kids are learning how to regulate their 

bodies. Going from an activity that requires a lot 

of strength to something that asks for finesse, will 

be challenging for them. Lead them with kind 

reminders for “gentle touches” and “capable bod-

ies." I promise you, kids are so capable! The more 

we challenge them with love, encouragement and 

play (while staying mindful that they are develop-

ing creatures) the more strength in their bodies 

and self worth they will develop. 

FOUR | Practice adaptability and flexibility. Over 

and over.

My two littles love helping me in the garden with 

typical gardening to-do’s, but my oldest doesn’t. She 

has told me numerous times “it takes too much work 

keeping things alive.” 
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So I did what any parent would do when our 

kid has no interest in an insanely important 

value we intend to teach and expect from our 

babies—I tried forcing her to like it. I tried 

engaging more, encouraging more, distract-

ing/tricking her more. But the more I pushed 

her towards my ways, the further she ran from 

them. The moment I realized just how ridic-

ulous I was being, I chose to do it differently. 

I broke down the values in food growing that 

Jake and I held so dear and we made a new 

road map for our oldest to contribute and 

practice these values without coercing her to 

do it in the way we thought was best.

The values we want to pass to our children, 

by way of growing our own food are:

Community-oriented and personal contributions.

Reverence towards Mother Earth.

Reverence towards farmers and food.

Building connections to our natural world.

Building connections to flavors and food.

Connecting to our bodies.

After we compiled the list of the actual values 

we wanted our children to learn from and 

connect to when in the garden, I began watch-

ing Quinny’s natural tendencies, behaviors 

and tasks while we were all planting. 

She loved the bugs, she loved grabbing us 

water, or making fancy snack platters. She 

loved to sing and dance about while hold-

ing our farm cat Sprinkles. She was always 

willing to push the wheelbarrow, run 

something to a neighbor’s house, cut flow-

ers and create adorable bouquets. When we 

took a beat and watched her do her, we saw 

how she was already contributing and liv-

ing out the values we hold so dear. 

The take away from this—when you ask your 

children to be a part of your food grow-

ing, remember that not every square baby 

is going to fit neatly into a round hole. In 

order for our children to truly benefit from 

a childhood garden, we must choose flexi-

bility and adaptability in our expectations of 

what growth and connection looks like.

Onwards to a summer of growth!
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The values we want to 
pass to our children, 

by way of growing our 
own food are:

Community-oriented.

Reverence towards Mother Earth.

Reverence towards farmers and food.

Building connections to our natural world.

Building connections to flavors and food.

Contributing to our family.
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Back in the days before grocery stores, in a coun-

try called France, people had small front yards that 

needed to be used to grow their own vegetables. 

Because of their limited growing space, along with 

their hungry bellies and abundance of horse poop, 

the French created a food growing system called 

“French Intensive.”

In 1924, a man by the name of Rudolph Steiner 

came up with “biodynamics.”  Biodynamics scien-

tifically broke down why the double digging method 

and the rich soil of the French was working so well. 

Essentially, biointensive growing is so successful  

because we put the main focus of crop success on the 

wealth found in our soils: nurture the soil and the 

plants will just grow.

The main bits of biointensive growing that will look 

different than the more conventional route are:

ONE | Seed/plant spacing. Instead of growing in 

straight rows, you can use a hexagon as your map. 

The square foot methodology is an example of this.

TWO | The soil depth needs to be deeper. Typically, 

sufficient levels of soil for growing are 6-8". In bio-

intensive growing, aim closer to 24" deep.

THREE | Use quality, living compost. On our farm, 

we had goats. The straw from their barn, that was 

saturated in their urine and poo, was 

incredible. If you don’t have goats (we 

don’t any longer, which is awful and I 

miss them) I suggest researching a local 

farm that produces reliable compost 

or manure. My favorite was our local 

organic mushroom farm. I have never 

experienced soil so alive!

FOUR | Soil testing is extremely 

important.

FIVE | Companion planting is helpful. 

Adding flowers to your beds to attract 

beneficial insects, as well as choosing 

crops that enjoy one another’s com-

pany, is helpful with this method.

The benefits you will see from this 

form of growing will be evident right 

away. Your plants will be healthier, 

larger and will produce more food for 

your family. You’ll also see a reduction 

in weeds, as planting closer together 

will shade out the sun, inhibiting 

growth of the smaller weeds below. 

If you haven’t already, I highly encourage 

you to give biointensive a go. 

The "French 
Intensive" Method

1. Raised beds! Get the soil as 
deep and as rich as possible.

2. Use horse manure. Literally, 
just use horse manure.

3. Don’t till your growing 
beds—just turn the soil in 
the beginning of the growing 
season; today we call this 
“double digging.”

WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN
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A Garden Staple: Summer Squash

VEGGIE CORNER

WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL  
ILLUSTRATED BY CARLY FISTER

I chose to put Zucchini and Summer 

Squash in Veggie Corner this pub-

lication because there are no other 

veggies that can bring such delight 

and such angst quite like the summer 

squash we grow.

In Oregon, they are a staple in our 

home gardens. They are pretty easy 

breezy to cultivate and they are heavy 

producers, making the most novice 

of growers feel empowered by their 

superhero abilities. They are also an 

early summer crop that is ready to 

play right about the time we tire of 

harvesting only greens.

But sooner than we expect, we are 

begging our neighbors to take the 

extras off our hands, or we’re shred-

ding, filling and freezing more bags 

of squash than we will ever use. 

Here are a few tips to help avoid the 

mid-season repulsion: 

ONE | Choose an open-pollinated vari-

ety. If you buy a classic hybrid variety 

(normally found in the already started 

varieties you can buy at your nursery), 

they are bred to produce as much fruit 

as possible. This is a rad circumstance 

to find yourself in if you’re growing 

for market. If you’re just growing for 

your clan, choosing an open-pollinated 

variety of seed will help calm down 

your production a bit. The open-pol-

linated varieties I would recommend 

are: Yellow Crookneck, Black Zucchini, 

Lemon and Benning’s Green Tint.

TWO | Plan to plant twice during season. 

I know this sounds counter-productive 

in bettering your relationship with the 

garden’s version of the neighbor who 

will never leave your house (bless their 

hearts), BUT I have found that when 

They like their soil well drained and with a Ph between 

6 and 6.5.

They dig compost and will thank you if you apply an 

equal fertilizer to their root base.

Harvest OFTEN. If they get too big, they lose flavor 

AND their meat inside gets yucky.

Use a knife to cut them off the vine, leaving a stem. 

Without a stem they rot much faster, and pulling them 

off by hand often causes tearing at the stem site.

Wash them in cold water, dry them and put them in a 

plastic bag in your fridge. You don’t have to use plastic 

to store them in the fridge, it just helps them stay hydrated 

a few days longer.

Tips for Growing 
& Harvesting

I dedicate the first couple months of 

my growing season to growing an open 

pollinated variety, I can use them as 

my processing varieties, meaning we 

don’t consume too many of them for 

dinners, but we use them to shred and 

freeze for soups and breads later in the 

year. The reason I grow these varieties 

earlier in the season is because this is 

our lighter time for preserving. Come 

mid to end of summer and we are 

knee-deep in tomatoes, pickles and 

beans. I then reseed a new variety (typ-

ically the Patty Pan or Lemon variety) 

in the end of June/beginning of July. 

That way, August will bring us a fun 

new batch of quirky summer squash 

that we are stoked to put into meals.

THREE | If you continue to have just way 

too much—consider bringing them to 

the food bank, or put out a curbside 

table that reads “free food” so you (and 

your kids) can feel happy when you 

grow an overabundance.

So what are you waiting for? Go sow 

your seeds! You'll be overjoyed when 

you harvest your first one, and shortly 

thereafter you'll feel overwhelmed 

with their production levels.

FAVORITE WAYS TO USE SQUASH:

In a stir fry

Sauteed with butter and garlic

Veggie lasagna: either as a filler, or as 

the noodle.

Soups

Roasted veggies

Turned into noodles

Zucchini bread

Cookies

Cake

Muffins 
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In Huckleberry’s kitchen, we’re build-

ing connections through food. 

Creating menus together, growing 

food to fit those menus, harvesting 

and washing veggies, cutting, prep-

ping, making messes, cleaning up 

messes, setting the table, sharing our 

"peaks and pits" of the day, washing 

dishes—a powerful, daily togetherness. 

We’re here to encourage you to 

exchange the idea of perfection for 

the reverence of laughing, sharing and 

learning together. 

A little bit about the kitchen in our 
House of Huckleberry.

WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL  
PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN 

ILLUSTRATED BY CARLY FISTER
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At least once a week, during the summer, we do a 

salad bar for dinner. The kids help me harvest the 

goodies from the garden, wash the bounty, and then 

they do most of the prep work. 

Sometimes they are bold and brave, trying new veg-

gies, open to new flavors and textures. Sometimes 

they want nothing more than to eat three carrots, 

a spoonful of chicken and rely mainly on the flat-

bread for the bulk. Whatever their moods bring to 

the table, I meet them there. 

ONE | Be patient. Plan on needing more time to prep 

for dinner. Little hands take longer to do things we 

take for granted. The more we rush their hands and 

minds, the less they will connect to what they’re doing.

TWO | Believe in their ABILITIES! I have taught 

my hoodrats how to use knives from a young age. 

Both my girls have fine motor delay, but that has 

not stopped them from successfully chopping veg-

gies. I am not a fan of the kid knives you can buy 

for youngsters. Instead, I use small paring knives, 

and not super high quality ones. With each one of my 

babes, I based their knifing abilities on their ability 

to listen to my instructions and practice self control. 

I always have to stay close to my five year old (he still 

occasionally wants to go rogue—so gentle reminders 

of our safety rules are needed).

THREE | Allow and encourage them to taste as they 

prepare their veggies. I cannot tell you how many 

times a kiddo in my kitchen has told me they don’t 

like something, only to find them munching away at 

said veggie while they happily chop.

FOUR | Don’t be afraid of dressing. In fact, I like 

to encourage dressing use. In my mind, salads are 

not intended to be a diet food, or a food lacking in 

caloric intake. I believe in the goodness of natural 

organic fats, our adult bodies need it and the devel-

oping brain in a child is ravenous for the good fats. 

At our table, we focus on the quality of the dressing, 

not the quantity on salad night.

FIVE | Flat Bread. I’ll be honest here, I am being fancy 

calling our salad bar bread “flat bread." In reality I 

just use our pizza crust recipe. Pretty clever of me, if 

I dare say so. But whatever you call it, having a bulky 

item on these salad bar nights is essential. There is 

nothing more challenging than having a sun-soaked, 

exhausted kiddo, starving after polishing off her 

salad. Sometimes babies need carbs.

SIX | Roast some of your veggies. Our Carter girl and 

your’s truly (uh huh, me), we’re allergic to most raw 

fruits and veggies (I know, it’s weird. We’ll unpack 

this at another time). Beyond our allergic selves, 

consuming an entire salad of raw veggies can be a 

bit too much for our guts to fully process down. 

Throwing some slightly roasted veggies into your 

salad gives your gut a welcome reprieve. Our favorite 

roasted veggie in a salad? Sweet potatoes. Try it...it 

will change your game.

SEVEN | Add additional protein. Chicken and kid-

ney beans are our two faves.

A few tips to 
make a Salad 

Bar night a fun 
experience in 

your home:

An Early Summer Salad Bar
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Flatbread, early summer 
salad bar, & homemade 

salad dressing

2 Cups warm water

1  Tbsp yeast

1  Tbsp salt

5 Cups flour, divided 

(organic wheat or a 

balanced gluten-free blend 

with xanthum gum)

4  Tbsp olive oil

Lettuce 

Kale

Spinach

Sweet Potatoes

Carrots

Raddish

Cauliflower

Cucumber

Beans

Chicken

 

1 cup Rice Milk

2.5 cups Vegan Mayo

1 cup Sour Cream (if you 

can have dairy) 

1 tbsp Apple Cider Vinegar

½ tsp Salt

½ tsp Pepper

1 tbsp Dill

2 tbsp Parsley

2 tbsp Garlic

2 tbsp Chives

Mason Jar and Lid

What You'll Need:
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In a bowl, add the warm water and yeast. 

Let sit for 5-ish minutes to activate the 

yeast.

-In a different bowl, add 4 cups of the 

flour and the salt. Mix around a bit.

-Add the activated yeast to the flour.

-Mix with your hands (my favorite 

part).

-Add the additional cup of flour as 

needed. You want your dough to stick 

together but not be "sticky."

-Take the sticky (but not sticky) dough 

onto the floured counter and knead 

(roughly 3 min)

-Return it to the bowl, throw some olive 

oil on it, then place a towel over the 

bowl and let it sit.

- Return in 15-20 minutes. Cut into 

however many sections needed (sections 

needed is equal to number of mouths to 

feed).

-Put some olive oil (2 tablespoons) on 

your oven trays and spread out the dough 

as you see fit. 

-Put in the preheated oven at 450 degrees 

fahrenheit. Bake until lightly browned 

(About 8-10 minutes).

Flatbread
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Summer 
Salad Bar
-Before the babes join you in the 

kitchen, roast your chicken (or buy it 

pre-roasted), sweet potatoes and (some 

of your) carrots and cauliflower.

-Cut them up into bite size pieces, 

put them on a roasting pan, add some 

olive oil and salt, then roast in 

the oven at 425 degrees for about 25 

minutes. 

-When the roasted goodness comes out 

of the oven, allow them to cool on the 

counter.

While the roasted veggies and chicken 

are cooling on the counter, I set out 

the cutting boards and get the knives 

out. I also lay out the veggie on the 

board that each particular kiddo will 

be working at. 
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Salad Dressing
-Put all of the ingredients into the mason jar, put the 

lid on tight and shake like crazy.

-Keep chilled in the fridge for a week or so. 

Note: If I remember to make the dressing ahead of time, 

(which normally never happens) the flavors are enhanced 

greatly. So if you’re one of those fabulous organized 

types, make the dressing the day before.
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 Step 1

Prepare your jam jars and lids by throwing them in the dish-

washer or in boiling water. Making sure your jars and lids 

are perfectly cleaned is crucial for the preserving to be safe.

 Step 2

Smash up your berries. Berries are pretty easily filled with 

toxins if they are sprayed by the farmer who grows them. 

For years, we have been able to cut down on the costs of 

using organic berries, by finding small farms who simply 

“don’t spray” rather than hosting the traditional organic 

labels. We also pick our own. By picking your own berries, 

your cost is cut down significantly AND your intimacy with 

your jam grows exponentially. 

Early summer awakens the jam season in our home. My 

mom, Grammy Joey, makes the most magical jam. I am sure I 

am biased labeling her's the best, but regardless of the maker, 

homemade jam makes anything store bought seem silly.

Everyone has a different way to preserve their berries, so 

this won’t be a step-by-step tutorial on the exact measure-

ments and how to’s that you could follow to create the 

perfect jars of jam. Instead, my hope is that this will guide 

you into a space where you’re open and warmed to the 

process of preserving.

1

2

WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL  
PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN 
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 Step 3

Add your smashed berries and sugar to 

your pot. Some of you right now, might 

be against sugar entirely. We aren’t 

against it entirely, but we absolutely 

moderate our consumption. Homemade 

jam with actual sugar, is one way we still 

invite sugar into our world. Some utilize 

honey as an alternative.

3
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Step 4

Add pectin. Pectin is a natural fiber 

found in plant cell walls (normally in 

the skins of fruits). It is water solu-

ble and it binds to sugar and the acid 

in fruit to make a gel. The reason 

we dig this method, using pectin, is 

because it gels our jams a lot more 

rapidly, cutting back on the cooking 

time, leaving the berries tasting like 

actual berries and maintaining some  

nutritional value.

Step 5

Ladle your jam into your super clean jars. 

Step 7

After the alloted time is up, carefully take them out of the water 

and place them on a towel. Allow them to cool completely, listen-

ing for the popping of the lids, alerting you that they have been 

properly sealed. Once cooled completely and properly sealed, 

place them in your cupboard!

 Step 6

After you put their super clean lids on, place 

them carefully into your gently boiling water 

bath. Your pectin box will assert how many min-

utes they need to hang out in the water bath.

4

5

6

6

7
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Growing Humans
Equipping and empowering parents to connect with their children.
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WRITTEN AND PHOTOGRAPHED BY KATIE SHAW

Our dinner table was one of the first big 

purchases that my husband, Casey, and 

I made for our home. It’s always been 

one of the more important pieces to my 

heart. Of course, it represents more to 

us than just a table. It is a shared loca-

tion to gather with friends and family, to 

communicate about life, to pray, to laugh, 

to enjoy good food and drink, and at the 

core foundation we strive for it to be a 

daily meeting spot to join and re-group as 

a family. To check in.

Both Casey and I were raised in fami-

lies that laid this foundational idea and 

because of this, we both believe in the 

importance of family dinners. As our 

daughters, Indie and Finley were born, 

I remembered many days of struggling to 

meet this personal goal of joining at the 

table. I remember the discouragement 

that came as a wife and mom. Why was it 

so hard to get four bodies to happily sit 

down at the same moment? As the girls 

grew, so did the days that we were able to 

actually achieve this goal but then we were 

met with the struggle of barely touched 

plates or frazzled conversation. We were 

getting to the table but something was still 

missing. We were still in need of growth.

And then life gave me an “a-ha moment.” 

The dinner table should not be a moment 

but rather a process. And whether it 

was personal growth with regards to my 

enjoyment of being in the kitchen or 

developmental growth in our girls, there 

was a shift in how we gathered. As my lens 

shifted in how I saw this daily task, so did 

my approach to how our girls could help 

prepare the meal.  

The simple task of setting the table 

has involved our girls in the process 

of getting dinner ready. The creativity 

that they bring to this task has already 

created far deeper memories than if I 

would have done it myself. Bouquets 

of flowers from our favorite florist, the 

yard or from walking the dog; candle 

lit dinners; "fancy water” from add-

ing anything under the sun (lemons, 

cucumbers, skittles); and mixed and 

matched napkins. Not only does set-

ting the table bring about interest in 

the meal, it also invites them into the 

kitchen. Massaging the Kale, shred-

ding the cheese, cutting the fruits and 

vegetables, all have quickly become 

jobs that create interest in the meal 

and empower our girls.  

Dinner is a process. It’s about helping 

hands, pinches of food as they dance 

through the kitchen, clearing your plate 

and maybe a few around you, being 

grateful for the food we share as well 

as the time. As we grow in life and as 

a family, I hope we continue to try, 

reflect, and grow.
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DINNER IS A PROCESS. IT’S 

ABOUT HELPING HANDS, 

PINCHES OF FOOD AS THEY 

DANCE THROUGH THE 

KITCHEN, CLEARING YOUR 

PLATE AND MAYBE A FEW 

AROUND YOU; BEING GRATE-

FUL FOR THE FOOD WE SHARE 

AS WELL AS THE TIME.
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Worry Buddy: JILL!!!! You have so much 
to do and you have no time to do it!!! 
We need to find a better balance!!!

Jill: Hi, Worry Buddy. I hear you.
 It feels big to me, too. Thanks for 

worrying about me. 

Worry Buddy: Ok! Then let’s get going! 
Let’s start working harder and do more 
and make sure it is all perfect!

Jill: Right. So, while I feel like you mean 
well and that would feel like we had more 

control over the hard stuff, I’m thinking that 
we need to just sit here for a second 

and take a beat. 

Worry Buddy: You sure taking a beat 
will leave us with adequate time to 
complete all necessary tasks?

Jill: I’m thinking that by 
taking a few beats and breaths, I will 

feel the ground more in my feet, 
and feeling the ground more in my feet 

will allow my body and brain to 
reconnect and I will do as much as I can, 

with a lot better focus and direction. 
Why don’t you go back to the back seat, 

buckle up, and take a beat with me?

Worry Buddy: Ok. But I will be back 
in approximately 17 minutes to help 
make sure we don’t fall to pieces again!

Jill: Ok. And in 17 minutes, 
we can take another beat 

and feel our feet.

How I Practice:

Balance. An elusive verb when you’re 

growing a human.

With wonderful intentions, we throw this 

word out to our friends, our partners, 

our children; we hope for a euphoric 

experience of having it all figured out, 

organized and evenly distributed. We 

chase after this goal, assuring ourselves 

that if we could just get there, just get to 

that feeling of equivalence, everything 

would feel ok.

For years, I too chased this phantom equi-

librium. For years I, too, felt ashamed 

and incapable when I couldn’t find it or 

couldn’t keep hold of it.

Sometimes I would find this “balance” 

for a day or two, maybe a week—and 

then life would happen, all would fall 

to pieces and I would shame myself for 

allowing it. If I were just more tough, 

more organized, more capable, we could 

have stayed "balanced."

The pressure was mounting. I was exhaust-

ing my soul. And then one day, I read a book 

called “The Whole Brain Child,” by Dan 

Siegel. My whole world shifted that day. 

Siegel writes about how, in this culture, 

we never talk about what mental health 

looks like. We have all of these illustra-

tions and descriptions of what mental 

illness is and feels like, but what conver-

sations are being had about how we can 

feel secure in mental wellness?

He illustrates mental health this way:

He draws a river with a boat in the middle. 

He labels one shore “Rigid” and the other 

shore “Chaos.” He explains that mental 

health is being able to navigate your river 

in between those two shores.

When I read this, I was sitting on an air-

plane, flying home to my family. 

I lost my breath. My eyes filled with tears 

as I cupped my hand over my mouth. The 

exhausting and confusing dance of par-

enthood turned from a rat race to a softer, 

more forgiving, bobbing for balance.

This concept was one of the most powerful 

permission slips I have ever pocketed.

It was the first time I understood that being 

a healthy, functional person—especially 

one who is living with the responsibilities 

and pressure of growing small humans—was 

about accepting and acknowledging the 

back and forth between chaos and rigidity; 

that the calm we all search for lies within 

our ability to utilize a flexible brain. 

The idea of wellness—of balance—is 

to shut off the analytical mind from 

demanding more and better, and to allow 

our core to take the lead, rooting us in 

the slow sways of the afternoon breeze.
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“Let difficulty transform you. And it will. In my experience, we just 
need help in learning how not to run away.” -Pema Chodron

“Oh no, we left the digger outside,” my newly minted three-year-old 

son exclaims as he stares out to our suburban raised garden. In 

one of the cedar raised beds lies his bright orange front loader, 

left behind after an afternoon of digging and dumping. His almost 

five-year-old brother spins out of his chair and presses his face up 

against our finger-smudged window.

“I see it!” A note of panic is in their voices; they have both 

been well versed in the risks of leaving beloved toys to the ele-

ments of nature in the rainy Pacific Northwest. They are dirt 

and noise wrapped in snuggles, those boys of mine. “It’s ok, 

it didn’t rain,” I soothe as I pad past the breakfast table on my 

way to the laundry room, secretly willing them not to demand 

it be recovered now. It’s in the mid-30’s outside; one needs 

coffee first to brave the damp.

“They’re just being silly, there is nothing out there,” my sev-

en-year-old declares, in her most authoritative deputy-mom 

voice; the one she uses when she’s letting me know that she’s 

‘got my back.’ She is my carbon copy in the personality depart-

ment, which has its pros and cons. She has been a mirror and a 

catalyst for self-exploration and growth, at times an agonizing 

journey through the valley of self-loathing. But above all she 

encourages me and drives me to be the best version of myself, 

to lead by example. All of my children are my moon and stars, 

but as far as I’m concerned, life did not truly begin until I held 

her in my arms. 

Before her, I felt adrift in the sea of life, grasping for bits of 

debris to float along with. When I met my husband, I felt like 

I finally found a sturdy vessel with which I could weather the 

storm, but she was my sail and rudder. She has guided me into 

what has always been my calling, to be a mother, to make this 

home. She and her brothers have grounded my roots deep into 

the fabric of our family and, even in my moments of strife, 

if you ask me what I am most passionate about, I will answer 

this...all of the rough and the smooth.

A formidable battle of ‘is too, is not’ breaks out over the oatmeal 

bowls. Things escalate. I sigh in the laundry room. It hasn’t exactly 

been a rough morning, but we all seem to be geared up for a fight 

for some reason. These battles have been hard to avoid in a family 

full of uniquely strong, as well as at times, stubborn personalities. 

They usually come in the form of banter with which to annoy each 

other. This felt like more. “What is the problem?” I admonish as 

I clip the distance between us. “Didn’t I say we’ll get the digger?”

My daughter rounds on me with an accusatory look in her eyes that 

she saves for someone trying to tease her when she is seriously not 

in the mood. “There. Is. No. Digger.” She raises a brow.

I looked at her in stunned silence for a moment, feeling a bub-

ble of laughter that is only quelled by the quiet fury in her body 

posture. This one is a righteous guardian of the truth and she is 

not in the mood to play. I looked up and out the window and, 

from where I was standing, that bright orange digger stood out 

against the freshly turned black dirt. “What are you…” I started as 

I closed the feet between us thinking a tickle and ruffle of the hair 

will push us past this pointless discussion. I looked out the window 

again and stopped. As I stood behind her chair, I understood her 

absolute confidence and indignation. From where she was sitting, 

the digger was hidden behind 2 feet of pear tree trunk. From her 

point of view, the garden was void of any toys, construction vehicle 

or otherwise. It didn’t occur to her that there might be something 

behind the pear tree, she just assumed we were trying to pull her 

leg, a reasonable assumption given her family. 

Some laughter squeaked out and she glared at me. “What?” 

she demanded. 

WRITTEN BY SARAH FIEGEL 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN
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“Go to the window and look again.” I caught a glimmer of an eye 

roll as she turned in her chair and slumped her way to the window 

directly in front of her chair; 7 going on 18.      

“Still not there,” she quipped. 

“Take three steps towards your brother, and look again.” She moves.

Silence is the heaviest of sounds I think.

“Do you see it now?” I asked gently. 

Silence. 

“Kiddo?”

“Yes,” came the answer so quiet I almost didn’t catch it. She turned 

slowly, and deliberately keeping her face away from me, slumped 

her way back into her chair. 

I could tell that she was fighting to keep her composure. 

Having been a very self-assured 7-year-old myself, I felt 

her anger and shame deep inside me. It’s the price we pay 

for humility and a good sense of humor, I think. A price that 

I can say is worth it because I have had enough self-assured 

humiliations to have learned from them, but I am still making 

payments. I had to make a choice of what parenting path this 

situation called for.

I could give her a hug and shake the whole thing off, smother 

her in kisses to try to soak up the humiliation I knew was cours-

ing through her veins, change the subject and make her laugh, 

save our morning. That sounded like the motherly thing to do, 

to make her stop hurting, to smooth out all the wrinkles. Save 

the now, worry about the later. It’s the choice I made when they 

were small and new. Our entire purpose is to shield them from 

danger, from the grimy corners of the world, from pain. We 

strive to envelope them in our love, to keep them as safe on the 

outside as we felt they were on the inside. But at some point, 

they are no longer the helpless babes we have sworn ourselves 

to. At some point they are small humans wanting us to take their 

hands but not the lead; to guide them, but not fix it for them.

So I made a different choice. I let her sit in that feeling. I watched 

her cheeks burn and her water table rise until it threatened to over-

flow, and I let her sit like that for maybe two minutes. I watched as 

the thoughts and emotions flickered through her mind, and then I 

saw the drawbridge start to rise, and the steely reserve of her inner 

retreat cloud her face. She is my daughter, and she has learned by 

watching me. Watching me retreat to deal with the turmoil later, 

on my own. It hurts to see her pull away.

“Name the emotion, sweets, don’t let it take over.” Silence. 

“Hey, please don’t close yourself off. Tell me what you’re feeling,” 

I coaxed her. 

Silence. It is times like this when I wonder if I made the wrong 

choice. Maybe I should have smoothed. Maybe not every moment 

has to be a teaching a moment, even when the situation is so ripe 

with knowledge and self-discovery. She feels the responsibility 

of her actions deeply, and it is hard for her to move on at times; 

maybe this is a time I should have shrugged it away. I don’t know 

a mother who doesn’t quadruple guess her every choice during 

silent moments like this, or the loud moments. Embrace your 

second-guessing and then hold your ground.

“Tired,” she finally whispered. 

“Tired isn’t an emotion, but that’s good to know,” I responded sin-

cerely. That explains why she planted her feet so firmly in this. 

Well-rested and fed she would have laughed along with us. 

Silence. Waiting. 

Silence in waiting can feel like a really long time, but it’s usually 

not, and it’s important. I don’t want to name her feelings if I 

can help it, I want her to do it. It’s like teachers are taught, ask a 

question and revel in the uncomfortable silence until it forces a 

pupil to speak the answer. 

I need her to name the emotion, need her brothers to be able 

to do the same, as silly as it seems. It is an integral part of their 

emotional development, the ability to name and recognize the 

emotion. It’s the first step to being able to regulate the wide array 

of emotions we experience; you can’t solve a problem you can’t 

identify. I try to model the behavior for them when I feel my own 

frustration or annoyance rise. I try to verbally name what is hap-

pening within me. Let them see me struggle with my own Silence is 
the heaviest 
of sounds 
I think.
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regulation. Let them see me take deep breaths the same way I 

coach them when the flames have been fanned. Take a moment 

to myself when I need it, when I feel my pressure valve shaking. I 

am human. They need to see that. 

My need to know that they can regulate is a bone-deep need 

within me, that they can control the emotion and not be con-

trolled by it. It’s a process that will take them until well after 

they leave my nest, and one they will continually improve upon, 

as we all do. I need to know that when someone lashes out at 

them, that they will be able to take a breath and rise above. That 

they can set an example of how they want to be treated, how we 

should all be treated. Give respect to get respect, give kindness 

to get kindness, lift up others to be lifted yourself. 

I need to know that they will be able to do it when I’m not there to 

do it for them. Which really is my guiding principle in all things 

parenting. I need to know that they will be able to be functioning, 

compassionate, productive humans, who will bring more good 

than bad into this world.

We cannot learn how to cope with sadness for our children, 

we must teach them to cope, and you cannot teach someone to 

cope when you’re not willing to let them feel it for longer than a 

moment. To feel it, not just a taste of the emotion, but to know 

the truth of the emotion and what that truth feels like to them. 

To feel overwhelmed by the weight of remorse, or the crushing 

blow of rejection, or the molten heat of anger is an amazing 

teaching tool. To me, preparing them for life, for real world 

life, is one of the most precious gifts I can give them. I like 

to think of a toolbox and each time they encounter a difficult 

situation, where difficult emotions arise, we add a coping tool. 

She looks at me pleadingly. This child of mine sometimes has 

the most difficulty naming her emotions. It’s not that she doesn’t 

recognize them but for some reason the physical act of naming 

them is overwhelming for her.  It’s as if the power of the emotion 

momentarily takes control of her when she gives it a voice. Her 

body wracks with sobs once the words leave her mouth, until I am 

able to soothe her with the weight of my arms and the reassurance 

of my love. Sometimes. Most of the time, she’s a pro. As she looks 

at me this morning, sullenly over her oatmeal, she is begging me 

to take control. 

“Are you maybe feeling a little embarrassed?” I ask, releasing 

her of her most dreaded task. In other moments I would have 

waited until she finally named it herself, but it’s barely 7:30 in 

the morning, and she has a long day ahead of her. Even deep-

ly-rooted trees are flexible in the wind. The weight lifts visibly 

from her shoulders even as her face falls and her hair covers her. 

“Yes,” comes a soft response.

“Because of how sure you were that you were right and we 

were wrong?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve been there kiddo,” I jovially assure. “I have been so sure 

that I was right, I have gotten in arguments with Daddy over 

things because I knew that I was in the right. And guess what? 

I wasn’t right.” I look at her with a ‘what do you think of that’ 

look. I always try to reassure with an experience of my own, 

I want them to know that their emotions and reactions are 

normal, that they aren’t in this struggle alone. I remind them 

that I’ve been practicing regulating myself for a long time, 

and I still lose my cool occasionally, but what is vital to our 

relationships is how we respond in those moments and after. 

They don’t need a life free of strife, that’s a fairytale. They 

need to see that sometimes Mom and Dad fight but they make 

up, that sometimes we get angry but we aren’t hurtful. That 

you can be disappointed in someone’s choice and still love  

them unconditionally. 

“Really?” She doesn’t look like she totally believes me. 

It baffles me how much blind faith and trust they have in 

our abilities. She watches me fail multiple times a day, but 

it has never made her question my ability to be a mother. 

Sometimes I wish I could look at me through her eyes when 

she sees the superhero.

“Really. It can be hard to have our truth challenged. It’s not fun to 

feel embarrassed, but this won’t be the last time you feel like this. 

You have to learn how to feel it and move on. This was a wonder-

ful example of perspective, right? (Perspective is something we’ve 

been talking a lot about this last year.) For you, in your chair, there 

was no digger. Right?” 

She nods. 

“But when you move your perspective, this time you had to 

physically move, but sometimes it will be mentally putting your-

self in someone else’s place. When someone is as adamant about 

his or her truth as you are about yours, it’s time to try and move 

a few steps in the other direction and see if you can see eye 

to eye.” I love when a point I have been trying to make clear 

manifests in a real life situation and I’m able to grab it at that 

moment, and for perspective, this was key. There are all sorts of 

We cannot 
learn how 

to cope with 
sadness for 

our children, 
we must teach 

them to cope
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It baffles me how 
much blind faith and 
trust they have in our 
abilities. She watches me 
fail multiple times a day, 
but it has never made 
her question my ability 
to be a mother.
tools, not just emotional or physical. And perspective is a great 

tool to have in your toolbox. “But what if you don’t?” she asks. 

“Well, that’s ok too, but it’s important that you at least try. I have 

lots of friends whom I disagree with about really important things, 

but that doesn’t mean we can’t talk about those issues, and if we 

really just disagree, we pick something else to talk about. Seeing 

eye-to-eye isn’t a requirement for kindness and respect.” But 

kindness and respect are a requirement for us. ‘Treat others the 

way you want to be treated’ might as well be tattooed on their arms. 

“I don’t like being wrong,” she sighs. This is a common theme with 

her, and one I easily recognized in myself. She used to fly into a 

mini-rage when she made a mistake or was proven incorrect. It is 

a big feeling we have been tackling for a while, and her strides are 

apparent. Today felt like some sort of checkpoint on her journey; 

she was mortified and she didn’t run. She stood her ground and 

rode the waves inside herself, she made the choice to carry on.

I laugh fully now. “No one likes to be wrong, but it’s going to 

happen a lot and being wrong is a great way to learn. It’s how 

we handle ourselves afterward that matters, not that you were 

wrong in the first place. You can stamp your foot and insist 

you’re right, but you’re not going to win a lot of fans that way. 

I think a better decision would be to let that feeling settle and 

shake it off and to move on. When you realize that everyone, 

everyone, makes mistakes, then mistakes aren’t so scary or 

embarrassing. What do mistakes mean?”

“That you’re trying,” she says picking up her spoon, but still mull-

ing over the event.

“That’s all anyone can ask of you, that you try,” I tell her as our 

morning continues down its path and we all move on with our day. 

“After all, you’re human.”

It baffles me how 
much blind faith and 
trust they have in our 
abilities. She watches me 
fail multiple times a day, 
but it has never made 
her question my ability 
to be a mother.
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The last week of school begins to approach and I can feel 

the excited energy rising from the kiddos and a little bit 

of terror from the parents. It would be wonderful if we 

all had the summer off, but we don’t, so how on earth are 

you supposed to manage all the things and still have the 

energy to stay connected to your kids and stable within 

yourself? How can you bring their extreme excitement 

to a place of calm happiness? Grounding is one of the 

answers. It is an incredible tool that can be used to help 

manage all that energy.

It is an awareness you have of your body. It is a connec-

tivity between all your parts. Grounding is physically 

being present with yourself and those around you. It is 

getting out of your busy headspace and checking inward 

to how you’re feeling. It is slowing down to experience 

everything to the fullest because each day is a different 

day with unique beauty to enjoy. There are many ways to 

ground yourself, but I will say the opposite of ground-

ing is all things electronic. I highly recommend cutting 

as much screen time out as possible for yourself and your 

child(ren). They’ll remember their best day of summer, 

not their best day of television.

Know that you deserve to be here. Know that you deserve 

to feel how you are feeling. Know that you deserve to be 

steady and not rushed, so set that intention. Start with 

simple sticky notes. One that says “Slow down” and one 

that says “Feel Good.” Those should be your intentions as 

those two things help connect you with yourself. If those 

phrases aren’t speaking to you, adapt them! 

Firstly, if you aren’t feeling calm and stable, you won’t 

be able to help your children ground themselves. Time 

to begin slowing down and choosing to delete some old 

habits as you steadily build new ones that bring you joy 

and stability. Remove habits like electronics (as you can) 

and begin to add in things like coloring and books.

STEP ONE | GO TO BED EARLY

Go to bed early so you can wake up with the sun! 

Sound like a lot of work? Our bodies are made to 

function with the rising and setting of the sun. Time 

to reset your internal clocks with intentional bed 

times for both you and your child(ren). Habits can 

be rewritten! Turning off electronics (especially blue 

light emitting screens) will help your brain produce 

the right sleep-inducing hormones. 

STEP TWO | WAKE UP EARLY

There is a sweetness to the quiet of a home early in the 

morning. When you wake up early, there is no rush 

to get ready, giving you the allowance to move slowly. 

Research suggests you should do something outside in 

the sun first thing in the morning! For me, that means 

I get to sit on the porch with a cup of coffee and simply 

watch the sun come up; for others it may be a walk. 

Again, don’t fill this time with electronics. Leave your 

phone inside. Fill this time with listening and feeling. 

Listening to all the sounds of the world waking up, 

feel the energy that comes with taking deep breaths of 

fresh air and feel the way your coffee mug warms your 

hands. You deserve space to slow down and feel good 

so that you are ready to go as your family begins to stir. 

(Stay tuned for a breathing exercise I’ll be posting 

within our Huckleberry community on Patreon!)

What is 
Grounding?

Setting the 
Intention to 

Ground

Grounding
You

WRITTEN BY CHANTAL BARTON  
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With a solid bedtime, the little ones are usually good at 

waking up when they are ready for the day. Ideally this 

happens after you get your morning space. If it doesn’t, 

take the time to explain to them that sitting on the porch 

is special and feels good to you. Invite them to join you 

but ask them to be quiet and listen for special sounds too. 

After your morning routine time (with or without 

kiddos), try this special activity to help your kids tune 

in to their bodies before they head out into the day.

Sit on the floor together, with legs crossed (criss cross 

applesauce). Begin breathing slowly and deeply. Tell 

your child to notice their stomach moving as they 

breathe. Then explain that you’re going to take a big 

breath in, and as you exhale you are going to keep your 

lips together and make the sound “mmmm.” Do this 

twice. Then tell your child to plug their ears and close 

their eyes. Repeat Bee Breath two more times this way. 

Then transition back to normal breathing for a few 

moments: no rush here! After you’re done, chat with 

your kiddos, ask them how it felt to breath like a bee! 

Bumble Bee Breath

After the focus of breathing and if you still have time, 

do Summertime Tree Pose with them. Have them start 

out really small (child’s pose) and imagine that they are a 

seed. You can tell them a little story like this one:

“Make yourself as small as possible, like a tiny, tiny seed that 

wants to grow big and strong. Seeds need sunshine to grow and you 

start to feel the morning sun warming up your back, so you get a 

little bigger (crouch on tip toes). The morning dew is on your tree 

leaves and you slurp it up because water helps you grow too and 

makes you want to spread your branches. (Stand up on tip toes 

and make arm branches). As you feel more and more sunshine, 

you grow really strong roots. (Tree pose & do both sides) Then 

you sprout beautiful flowers (wiggle fingers) that attract the bees.” 

Surprise! You’re right back at bee breath again.

Growing Strong + Stable

Grounding 
Your Littles 
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Growing 
Love

Growing Love
Finding compassion for our community, our families and ourselves.
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The messes, piles, cluttered up corners 

and countertops of our homes—they 

can feel big. We sometimes use them as 

a measurement to award validation for 

motherhood and adulthood.

We’re doing our best. You’re doing your 

best. I’m doing my best.

Surrender.

Surrender to the pressure of perfection 

and embrace the color and chaos of life. 

Instead of forced Pinterest projects, sit 

and listen to your child’s creative process 

of playing: their symphony.

Instead of apologizing to neigh-

bors and friends for the baskets of 

laundry and toilet paper greeting them 

at the door, remind yourself that they 

popped by to share life with you, not to 

critique and criticize. 

A bedroom that is flipped upside down 

brought your child moments of freedom 

from construct and constriction.

There is beauty in the mess because there 

is beauty in the lives and the humans that 

created that mess.

Before you tend to the messes, the 

chaos, the clutter; take a beat and find 

the beauty in the human expression of 

imperfection. 

I promise you, it will feel way less big.

WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN
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“Because true belonging only happens when we present our authentic, 
imperfect selves to the world, our sense of belonging can never be greater 

than our level of self-acceptance.” —Brené Brown

I have always felt inadequate. Voices 

that live inside of me tell me not to 

jump too high or to speak loudly. The 

voices are nudges that either push me 

into a corner or pull me to safety. I’ve 

never really, outside of my family, felt 

as if I am enough.

The last five years, I have been getting 

closer to believing in my self worth. 

That laudable destination is close, but 

I’m still not there. Yet.

Sometimes I feel frustrated by this 

lack of belief in myself. I have to 

inhale deep breaths to release the 

overwhelming pressure. Yet, I know 

this lack of belief in myself has also 

kept me humble.

About every five minutes, in my 

day to day living, I am faced with 

conflicted messages. I want to flee 

circumstances that invite uncom-

fortable feelings and I want to choose 

courage and fight through.

I think any human that sets out to 

grow a dream, will be met with a 

daily mix of complex, weird, con-

tradicting thoughts and feelings. 

This has become especially true with 

the start of Huckleberry.

I look at others in the industry, women 

in particular, who have paved the way 

before me. Women who are racing 

with me and I can’t help but feel like 

the smallest chicklette in the class.

The idea of me, Jilly, leading a com-

pany into the lifestyle growing world, 

a world where it matters, so much, 

that you apply make up and under-

stand trends and hashtags. It is a 

world that has this relational aggres-

sion and competition mixed with a 

new found energy of forward move-

ment and female empowerment.

While the latter is radically some-

thing I can jump behind, the first 

bit, the competitive bit, is some-

thing that can’t escape my internal 

battle for worthiness. 

The thing is, I truly believe humans 

don’t intend to harm one another. We 

don’t hope for ill intentionally, we fear 

not being good enough and we react. 

We’ve all grown up in this world that 

has never really known how to deal 
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out personal value, other than rewards and 

awards on a fairly tiny podium. So how are 

we, as humans, supposed to find our value 

in our worth while championing others 

without competing against them?

I’ve been sitting with those super scary and 

uncomfortable feelings of inadequacy in 

this lifestyle publication world. This fear is 

desperately trying to make me run and give 

up. I worry that I’m too quirky of a soul to 

have a voice at this large table. 

For many years, I have been crammed into 

ill fitting boxes that our public school 

system and society needed to stack neatly. 

My true self, unseen by most, mistakenly 

adopted to the wild child notion that I 

could not be tamed, and so I could not 

hold much value. I had energy beyond 

most. I had an impulsivity that kept my 

foot in my mouth, a brain that didn’t 

know how to learn at a desk, and an abil-

ity to feel my feelings so deeply it made 

most people uncomfortable. 

I was surrounded by entirely capa-

ble girlfriends with ambitious goals and 

the matching abilities to get them their 

achievements. My abilities were present, 

but not measurable in the hood I grew 

my roots in. In the competitive world of 

American childhood, I was left feeling 

empty and lonely.

On top of the forest of the school system 

prickles,when I was 16, I started my first 

serious relationship with a fella. He was cool 

and cute. I was alarmed and grateful that a 

boy like that wasn’t embarrassed to be seen 

with me. After a few months of dating, he 

took power of not just my day-to day-deal-

ings, he took power over my worth. I was at 

the mercy of the lens he manipulated: I was 

his version of me. While the harm he was 

causing me was horrific, the fear of feeling 

less than that, without someone taking own-

ership of me was far, far scarier. 

Before this boyfriend, my soul was broken 

and lost. After him I was shattered. 

Marrying my now husband, Jake, at a 

young age (I was 22) seems counterpro-

ductive to finding my worth beyond the 

construct of a dude. The reality is that 

my gentle, loving Jake gave me the much 

needed foundation to grow myself without 

the pressure of performance. He loved me 

before I loved myself. He believed in my 

ability to be whole and with loving patience 

and encouragement, he gave me space to 

spread my bumble bee wings and fly. Jake’s 

love formed a new reality of what a part-

nership should feel like—a collaboration 

of souls dancing about—not an individual 

devaluing one to raise themselves.

The bit that I am still wrestling with, the 

spot where I don’t have a safe foundation 

to jump from, is the smallness I feel in 

the business world. The entire intention 

behind a capitalistic society is to allow the 

best and biggest, most competitive business 

to soar. Beyond our school system, entre-

preneurship, I feel, is second to rewarding 

the competitive drive in me.  I don’t want it 

to be. I refuse to let my value be gauged by 

a faulty concept that monetarial success and 

fancy accolades means happiness and worth. 

So here I am, sitting in a competitive world, 

unable to grab onto a sustainable model to 

measure my capabilities. This is really scary 

and super raw. 

What I do know, is that I can trust the pro-

cess of feeling. I know that if I focus my 

energy on acknowledging my feelings, val-

idating them, and sitting with them, then 

I have achieved a stillness in my soul that I 

have never known before. 

I don’t know when the day will come that I 

no longer have to choose between fleeing 

or fulfilling. I don’t know when the day will 

come when measuring my value and worth 

isn’t a perpetual internal conversation. 

What I do know is that in this House of 

Huckleberry I am building, I will paint 

the walls with truth and humility as I 

figure all this out. The ceiling will be 

held together with the most badass (vul-

nerable) screws I can muster up. The 

hardwood floors are my commitment to 

you that Huck is a safe space for all of us 

to become our intended selves. 

I’m also certain the next few months, maybe 

years, of growing Huckleberry will be some 

of the most uncomfortable years of my life. 

I will no longer be running from the exclu-

sionary models of value. Instead, I will sit 

amongst them, holding my spot, practicing 

feeling ok, because I know there's room at 

the table for all of us. It's a lie that we have 

to compete for space. Don't believe it. I'll 

practice not believing it too.
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The House of Huckleberry 
isn’t just about welcoming 
and empowering women and mamas—we are here to 
lift up, empower and encourage all humans. 

I have felt for a long while that we need to champion 
emotional wellness and connectivity for men just as 
much as we nurture those ideas for women.

I want to live in a world where my husband and son can 
feel their feelings freely. I want to live in a world where 
men can measure their masculinity by their emotional 
intelligence. I want to live in a world where men feel 
safe and heard and connected.

So, we’re going to create a space to begin to cultivate 
such a world. Welcome to the Men of Huckleberry.

TRANSCRIBED BY JILLIAN SNELL 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN
ILLUSTRATED BY CARLY FISTER
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Jake
  Snell



93 94

Growing up, were you able to connect 

to your feelings, acknowledge them and 

express them?

No. No and No. 

What age were you when you started to 

learn about your feelings?

Oh, about 40.

What was the reason you were open to 

emotional growth?

I started to learn about my feelings 

because my wife showed me that it was 

a thing I could do. I was annoyed by 

it for a long time, when she would ask 

me to talk about my feelings or emo-

tions, I felt clueless as to what that 

even meant or how someone could 

do that. So, for many years of our 

marriage it was her intuition and per-

sistence that kept me reaching for my 

emotional straws, but I didn’t think it 

had much merit to it. Until Jill started 

mindfulness therapy—the difference I 

saw in my wife when she started prac-

ticing mindfulness, and the impact it 

made on our relationship was so great 

that I realized there is something 

powerful about emotions; naming, 

sharing and understanding them.

What was the scariest part about start-

ing therapy?

I was most scared of the challenge that 

laid ahead of actually recognizing my 

feelings and learning how to voice them. 

The discomfort I was walking into.

Was there a lightbulb moment/s that 

stood out to you in your process?

A moment that made it all click for me 

was when I learned and understood 

that our feelings aren’t in our head, 

they’re in our body. That there is a 

physical feeling that happens when we 

experience an emotion.

What changed in your world once you 

started recognizing and expressing feel-

ings, reactions, and connections?

Once I started to learn how my emo-

tions felt in my body, I found it easier 

to recognize when I needed to take a 

beat or a breath or re-think what I was 

impulsively going to say. It became 

much easier to connect to my wife and 

my babies and it made me feel more 

centered—more balanced.

How do you feel talking about therapy 

and emotional connectivity with people?

Talking about my emotions with any-

one makes me feel anxious as hell. But 

I have learned that feeling anxious 

doesn’t mean I can’t do something, 

it just means I’m going to be uncom-

fortable doing it. The most obvious 

answer is because I have a wife who 

is relentlessly challenging me to be 

my best self. It is becoming a normal 

part of life, but the most important 

answer is that I don’t want Crew (our 

son) to go 40 years before he figures 

all this shit out.

If someone (a dude someone) was 

reading this, and they knew they were 

drowning or lost but were scared to be 

vulnerable and learn to feel—what would 

you say to them?

I would say the hardest part of this all 

is just breaking the ice. I was really 

anxious and scared of what facing my 

emotions was going to feel like, but 

once I realized that I had been physi-

cally feeling them all along, it was more 

of a “Oh! That’s why my chest feels so 

heavy!” I would tell any man who is 

struggling to connect to their partner 

or their babies that learning about 

yourself is easier (less scary) than you 

think it will be and the benefits are far 

greater than you could ever imagine. 
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  Logan 
   Martin
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Growing up were you able to connect 

to your feelings, acknowledge them and 

express them?

I remember expressing our feelings 

was neither intentionally expressed 

nor encouraged. We just didn't talk 

about them.

What age were you when you started to 

learn about your feelings?

Haha. I’m 33 now, so probably 27.

What was the reason you were open to 

emotional growth?

My wife, Erica, and I were having 

the same argument and discussion 

over and over again. There wasn’t 

any sort of an epiphany, it was more 

Erica saying “You need to go see a 

therapist or I don’t know what we 

are going to do. I don’t know who 

you are, or who I am going to get 

each day.” So she was the catalyst for 

me to seek change, and I was open to 

it, because I knew there was some-

thing not connecting. I think we 

are all inherently good, so I think 

the things that hurt someone comes 

from a lack of knowledge or a gap, 

not from a desire for malice.

What was the scariest part about start-

ing therapy?

We did couples therapy first; we 

started together. It was helpful to 

have her there because she can artic-

ulate things beautifully. But for me, 

starting couples therapy signaled 

somewhere inside that it would be the 

beginning to the end of a relation-

ship, because that was the last thing 

my parents did; and it didn’t work. 

Even though that is so irrational.

Was there a lightbulb moment/s that 

stood out to you in your process?

When Erica and I were going through 

therapy we were also attending foster 

parenting training classes. In one of 

those classes I learned how pain, and 

what our brain perceives as trauma 

from our childhood, can affect our 

behaviors as adults. And it connected 

the dots as to why I was struggling 

with manipulative behaviors. At that  

moment I realized that the long stand-

ing patterns of what I thought was 

love was actually fear based behaviors, 

stemming from the fear of losing

What changed in your world once you 

started recognizing and expressing feel-

ings, reactions, and connections?

I have never been someone who has 

been super concerned with tradi-

tional masculinity, so I have always 

been ok with feelings, but what 

changed was my recognition of my 

feelings and how to channel them 

differently. Before, I would use 

them, almost entirely, for my own 

gain. So for me what changed was me 

realizing the power of how express-

ing your emotions can improve a 

relationship, not control it. I started 

allowing Erica to understand me 

more, through my emotions.

How do you feel talking about therapy 

and emotional connectivity with people?

I am fully comfortable going there. Five 

or six years ago I was fully equipped to 

talk about and connect to my feelings. 

But, the last few years I haven't had peo-

ple (other than my wife) who I can talk 

this way with. Working in the church like 

I did for several years during my personal 

reconstruction, I realized, was holding 

me back from developing into the health-

iest me—because I wasn't welcome to. I 

would have church elders come into my 

office and tell me to be less transparent; 

that people would see that as a sign of 

weakness. I couldn’t publicly share how I 

felt or what I thought. 

But after I left the church I’ve been 

on an island in this space of isolation 

because I was essentially kicked out of 

a tribe that I had been in for 27 years. 

The last few years have been deeply 

isolating. So, recognizing feelings and 

emotions is a relational thing, but then 

not having relationships deep enough 

or with people who have a similar lens 

to which they view the world, has made 

it bizarre. And hard. So how do I feel 

about talking about it? I feel totally 

fine, I just haven't had the opportunity 

to do so.

If someone (a dude someone) was 

reading this, and they knew they were 

drowning or lost but were scared to be 

vulnerable and learn to feel—what would 

you say to them?

As cliche as this may sound, this stuff is a 

constant process that you will never mas-

ter, and I think as men, we won’t share 

anything until we deem it “ready” to be 

shared. There is this idea that we have to 

be ready before we present something, 

including ourselves or our feelings. I 

think men, and myself, need to know that 

we have permission to present whatever 

we have without it being polished. And 

polishing your emotions before pre-

senting them does nothing for anybody. 

It doesn’t deepen connection with your 

significant other, or your friends, and it 

doesn’t do anything for you either. 
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Discovering our best selves through mindfulness, evidence-based practices and stories.

Growing Self
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WRITTEN BY JILLIAN SNELL PHOTOGRAPHED BY ERICA MARTIN
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He returned to his 
doctor for a blood draw 
that would evaluate his 
kidneys’ status and got 
results days later: Gus 
was in kidney failure.

The Lead Up

It was 2005. My buddy Gus was in 

California, traveling with his col-

lege baseball team to a tournament. 

After a hot double header, he felt 

like he had the flu and spotted blood 

in his urine. He was rushed to the 

emergency room, where he was given 

fluids and handed a harsh reminder 

not to push himself so hard. 

When Gus was little, his kidneys 

began to show signs of struggle. At 

the time, they didn’t have a diagno-

sis, just some cooshy advice not to 

“overdo it;” a tall order, when his 

childhood consisted of year-round 

competitive soccer and baseball. But 

with his mama staying protective 

of those boundaries, he was able to 

compete at some of the highest levels 

of athletics Oregon offered, and was 

awarded a college baseball scholar-

ship to the University of Portland. 

Gus’ collegiate years were no differ-

ent than most and he found himself 

drinking, staying up late or all night 

and ignoring any and all warn-

ing signs his body might have been 

throwing at him. His body, which 

was once safeguarded by his loving 

mama, was now at the mercy of a 

blissfully unaware 21-year-old dude.

In the winter of 2005, he was back 

at the hospital in Oregon where 

they finally uncovered a diagno-

sis following a kidney biopsy: IGA 

Nephropathy, an autoimmune dis-

ease that lodges IGA proteins into 

the kidney, creating inflammation 

and blocking the kidney’s ability to 

properly filter waste and toxins. The 

doctors told him and his family that 

there is a spectrum of expected out-

comes for the people who live with 

this autoimmune disease: some peo-

ple can and do live a typically normal 

existence, while others had found 

the disease terminal.

For Gus, the diagnosis came as a 

relief. He received his marching 

orders to take better care of him-

self: hydration, nutrition and rest, 

and felt as though he would easily 

land on the positive side of the prog-

nosis spectrum, so long as he paid 

more mind to his wellness. For the 

next eight years, that is exactly what 

he did. He graduated college, found 

success in his career, married his 

college sweetheart, made amazing 

physical achievements on pavement, 

trails and in the mountains; until 

one day, on an epic mountain climb 

in 2014 with his older brother, it 

became obvious that the side of the 

spectrum he had assumed he would 

live on, was not his true reality.

He returned to his doctor for a blood 

draw that would evaluate his kidneys’ 

status and got results days later: Gus 

was in kidney failure.

The Gift

Both of Gus' kidneys were failing and 

he required a transplant to survive. 

Numerous friends and family mem-

bers offered, and while each offer 

was meaningful and gracious, not 

all were a match or physically able to 

donate. Gus ultimately accepted an 

offer from his college baseball buddy, 

Travis. Travis gave Gus a safe place to 

admit defeat in his own body, ask for 

a living piece from his and learn the 

humility of accepting someone's love 

and sacrifice on his behalf.  

Dialysis

For six months, while he waited for 

his new kidney, Gus spent most of his 

days in the cold, sterile dialysis room. 

He sat next to older men, all fighting 

for the chance to survive. Some mak-

ing it, a lot of them not. 

There came a day in the dialy-

sis room when one of the medical 

assistants  in the clinic made a mis-

take in the handling of Gus' port 

and he began coughing violently 

until he was rushed to the emer-

gency room. A syringe that should 

have been filled with saline to clean 

out one of Gus' ports was instead 

filled with air and Gus had an air 

embollism--generlaly an instant 

death sentence. Miraculously, Gus 

survived and two days later, was 

back in his chair at the same dialysis 

clinic—alive, but  having made peace 

with the idea of his death. 

The Surgery

The day finally came for Travis’ kid-

ney to find its way into Gus’ body--an 

operation with potentially fatal out-

comes that was his last chance at life 

in more ways than one. 
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The Recovery

It’s been three years since Travis gave Gus the gift of his 

healthy kidney. Physically, Gus is now in great health. 

Emotionally, Gus has become a new man. He has used 

the depths and dark alleyways of his illness to help 

guide him toward stillness, connection and appre-

ciation. He has discovered that his inherent value 

doesn’t actually lie in accolades and accomplishments, 

but lives, of course, within him--in the minutes and 

moments he is connecting to himself and others.

The man he emerged as on the other side of his journey 

to physical health, was the man that was always inside of 

him, it just took a giant shift of life and a fella named 

Travis, to make Gus feel safe enough to start living as 

the human he was always intended to be.

To My Friend Gus,

With every ounce of me, I could not feel more proud 

of you. You’ve become a man who is willing to practice 

vulnerability and truth when the world is still strug-

gling with acknowledging value in that. You’re setting 

an example for your future children that living as 

your true self will bring far more magical moments of 

connection and love, than any amount of trophies on 

their shelves. You chose courage to survive, and now 

you’re choosing courage to thrive.

Thank you for being my friend and allowing me to watch 

you grow and become.

May your words bring light to those who are strug-

gling, filled with fear or feeling empty: “I didn’t have 

a choice, [to face my mortality] and I wish I could have 

come to this realization without having to live through 

everything I did, but I wouldn’t change it. Nearly dying 

taught me truly, how to live.” 

I value you, Gus Little. So much.
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INTRODUCTION BY JILLIAN SNELL 
WRITTEN BY JENIFER TRIVELLI 

ILLUSTRATED BY CARLY FISTER

How it Works and Why It Can Change Your Life
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We Feel Feelings in Our Body 

Sometime in the spring of 2007 I was holding up 

a glossy lesson card in front of a classroom of sec-

ond graders. The title was We Feel Feelings in Our 

Body. The lesson card was part of a social-emo-

tional curriculum for elementary students, 

designed to help kids resolve conflicts and be 

more successful learners.

Fast forward a decade and I’m teaching this con-

cept to every parent, kiddo, couple, and childhood 

educator I work with. It’s in both of the books I’ve 

written and I’m now using yoga and body-oriented 

tools instead of traditional talk-therapy counseling, 

which is what I spent time and money studying in 

grad school. Why? 

Because it is foundational information that can shift 

the way you navigate life in dramatic ways. 

When you understand and put into practice the act 

of noticing the feelings in your body, whole new 

worlds of possibilities open up before you. 

Since that spring spent in front of second graders, 

I’ve learned that 80% of the communication that 

happens between your brain and the rest of your 

body actually goes from your body up to your brain. 

That’s why telling a child to calm down doesn’t often 

work until they have a skill-set to do so. I’ll offer an 

example from your own lived experience.

Think about the last time you felt angry. How did you 

know you felt that way? What’s the first answer that 

comes to mind? Was it because some external event 

happened (like your kiddo or partner or co-worker 

said or did something), or did you know you were 

angry because you felt your face get hot, your heart 

beat fast, your muscles contract, and energy activate 

everywhere to help you act? Do you see the difference? 

Here’s why it’s so important. 

If an external event is the cause of my anger, 

that external event has to change for me to find 

equilibrium. 

If I am instead aware of the physical sensations of my 

anger, that whole new world of possibilities opens 

up. There are so many things I can do to restore my 

heart rate, cool my face, and discharge excess energy. 

When I’m a child, or an adult who was never taught 

how to be aware of my body and then know how to 

soothe it, learning specific, explicit strategies is life 

changing!

Being aware of my feelings in my body allows me to 

be in the driver's seat of my emotional experience.

Who do you want operating your control panel?

A Little Brain Science Goes a Long Way 

We’re in the 21st century; we cannot have these conversa-

tions about parenting, feelings, emotions, relationships, 

without including this component of the brain.

My 13 year old co-author and I had been invited to 

the news station to discuss communication strategies 

for parents and teens; in part, the subject of the book 

we self-published five months earlier. The book was 

our way of breaking tools and useful concepts from 

neuroscience down into an easily digestible (and 

useable!) format for young teens. What we discov-

ered later in feedback from adults was that they, too, 

were benefiting from the strategies. 

Here’s some basic brain science we begin wi in the 

book, simplified even further to show you just how a 

little brain science can go a long way:

“There is both 
art and science to 

growing ourselves; 
re-connecting that 

which is already 
within."
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think about that for a moment with 

respect to parenting. 

When they won’t eat what you spent 

hours (ok, maybe half an hour) slav-

ing over a hot stove cooking. When 

you throw some cash from the fun 

fund at a fundraiser so they can 

get the stupid plastic keychain and 

they’re still not happy. When you 

spend hours researching child devel-

opment and parenting practices and 

your partner comes home and says to 

just turn a movie on. 

Every time, your survival brain kicks 

in and identifies the other person (or 

their behavior) as the threat to your 

very survival. It doesn’t know how to 

separate a-lion’s-gonna-eat-me from 

my-kid-just-said-he-hates-me. All of 

your brain’s resources become ded-

icated to annihilating the threat, as 

though your life depends on it.

Identifying Protector Brain activa-

tion in ourselves and our loves is 

vital to establishing healthy rela-

tionships and “programming” our 

kids to have a healthy relationship 

to their emotions.

WiseMind = Enlightenment

Thank goodness we have Protector 

Brains, right? We need to make like a 

speeding bullet if a car comes careen-

ing down the street in our babe’s 

direction. At the same time, we might 

like to activate a more evolved part of 

our brain when we’re in a situation 

where we don’t have to act fast--or if 

our Protector Brain activation would 

execute a program that isn’t actually in 

the best interest of anyone involved. 

The part of our brains that help us 

make wise decisions and look at infor-

mation from many angles (including 

our intuition) is what we’ll call 

Protector Brain = Survival

The world’s leading neuroscientists 

would either applaud happily or be com-

pletely horrified at the oversimplification 

I’m about to share with you. 

You see, there’s no across-the-board 

agreement about how to classify the 

structures in the brain. The ol’ left-

and-right hemisphere concept is a 

good example. Activity that happens 

in one hemisphere actually also hap-

pens (either with different intensity or 

location) in the other hemisphere. 

Some say it’s neuro-blasphemy to divide 

the hemispheres so concretely as left and 

right, when there is activity in both.  

Yet some of us find it a useful sim-

plification when it helps us identify 

we are being too logical/linear 

(left-hemisphere dominance) or feel-

ing intensely with no structure or 

grounding (right-hemisphere dom-

inance). In the West, where we are 

plagued with perfectionism, addiction 

to checklists and accomplishing tasks, 

and exhausted from over-scheduling, 

a simplistic identification of right and 

left hemispheres can be useful. 

In the same simplistic method, we are 

going to distill portions of the brain - 

but in a bottom-to-top way. We’ll start 

with the lower parts of the brain; what 

I call the Protector Brain.

Your Protector Brain has one mis-

sion: survival. When it’s activated, 

all of the blood flow in your brain 

is literally restricted to it’s key play-

ers (brain stem, cerebellum, limbic 

areas). It usually seeks and identifies 

threats, whether those are physi-

cal a-lion-is-gonna-eat-me threats, 

mental/emotional ("you’re the worst 

mom EVER!"), or social (upset kid 

in a grocery store, anyone?). So 

WiseMind. It’s correlating brain struc-

ture is the Prefrontal Cortex (PFC). 

Dan Siegel outlines nine ways the 
PFC benefits us when activated:

Bodily Regulation
Attuned Communication

Emotion Regulation
Response Flexibility

Fear Modulation
Insight

Empathy
Morality
Intuition

Did you fully digest that list just now?! 

I mean, how many times could you 

have used one of those gifts in recent 

challenging parenting or partner-

ing moments? These nine functions 

are the neurobiological equivalent 

of attaining enlightenment. And it 

actually feels lightened—physically, 

mentally, and emotionally. Bonus.

And get this: the PFC develops through 

the mid-twenties. Check back with 

that list again: all things we can feel 

frustrated with our toddlers and teen-

agers about, and they aren’t expected 

to reach full potential neurologically 

until well after they finish high school. 

Parenting key: brains grow and 
change through relationship.

My perspective of our job as parents 

is to strengthen the pathways to our 

kids’ WiseMinds, so that when the 

PFC is fully online, it has full access 

to the “programming” it needs to run 

effectively. ‘Cause we all know some-

one over the age of 25 who may have a 

fully developed PFC but doesn’t have 

the programming to use it effectively. 

And, at the end of the day, who 

among us couldn’t use an update to 

our neural network?
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Growing Us
A space to develop and challenge ourselves with new perspectives.
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My children, beyond forming my lens, have been my 

teachers. While it is not the most popular route to take—

allowing your children to have a voice in your personal 

growing process—I have chosen to allow their thoughts 

and feelings to guide, inspire, educate and grow me. 

Our hope and intent for this space is to show children 

that they are a huge part of their world. That their 

voices are heard, are valued. That Huckleberry is a safe 

space for them to practice choosing courage by sharing 

their thoughts and feelings. 

Please invite your child to contribute their thoughts, 

ideas, lessons and feelings to Huckleberry, whether 

it be through words, pictures, drawings, paintings, 

poems, videos, or any other form of expression. We 

have a space for it all.

We request that all well-intentioned parents refrain from correcting or changing 

their children’s submissions. Having them read their words to you, as you type them 

up, is welcomed. Just stay mindful that the intention of this space is to empower 

children to know they are worthy to be seen and heard. We do that by asking for 

their thoughts and feelings, and with whatever they give back to us, we tell them 

and show them that it is enough, just as it is.

Send your children’s thoughts and feelings to huckleberrymag@gmail.com

"Huckleberry is a magazine that 
all people can be their selves. This 
family is a hot mess. But you know 
what? I love it! The people in the 
magazine are people that love each 
other. My mom is a good grower. 
And my big sister is a pixie. My 
brother is a little daredevil. My dad is 
a fixer. And I am the peacemaker.

I hope when you read Huckleberry, 
you learn that you don’t need to 
change yourself. Because you are 
perfect the way you are."

CARTER ' S  VO ICE  (AGE  7 )

"Huckleberry is a place where 
every kid is free to be themselves 
and where the fun comes to life! 
Huckleberry is a magical place on 
earth. It is fun and important to be 
accepted and have fun. I hope you 
feel accepted and make friends too."

QUINNY'S  VOICE (AGE 10)
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gatherings
H O U S E  O F  H U C K L E B E R R Y

JUNE

Garden Gathering 

JULY

Berry Preserves

AUGUST

Tomato Preserving 

SEPTEMBER

Huckleberry's Launch Party! 

OCTOBER

Arts and Crafts

NOVEMBER

Pie Class

DECEMBER

Homemade Gift Giving

Cultivating togetherness with 
connection, learning and love.

To learn more, visit us online at
www.houseofhuckleberry.com/gatherings
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Erica’s first love was the written word, and her rever-

ence for it led her to achieve her bachelor’s degree in 

journalism, then to a career as a freelance writer before 

turning her focus to motherhood. Today, when she’s 

not fighting lightsaber battles with her 3 boys or adven-

turing in the PNW, Erica can be found behind her lens, 

capturing visual stories; or, holding space for a mother 

in labor as a birth doula—and always writing—because 

where would we be without our stories?

ERICA MARTIN
DIRECTOR OF PHOTOGRAPHY & COPY EDITOR

The last decade, Jill has dedicated her days and min-

utes to everything Huckleberry stands for: growing 

food, growing humans and growing love. Growing 

food for her family and her community, raising 

her babies through attachment and mindfulness 

with her super kind and insanely handsome hus-

band, Jake. You can find their five-some exploring 

their beloved Oregon, playing in the dirt or folding 

laundry most weekends.

JILLIAN SNELL
FOUNDER & EDITOR IN CHIEF

Carly is usually huddled over a journal, pen in 

hand. After graduating from Western Oregon 

University with a degree in Communication 

Studies, she began freelancing before beginning 

work at Salem, OR branding agency, Talewind 

Visuals and Huckleberry Magazine. In her free 

time, Carly can be found looking for the best 

grilled cheese sandwich in Oregon or planning 

her next adventure.

CARLY FISTER
DIRECTOR OF DESIGN & ILLUSTRATOR

An instructor of yoga to people both tall and 

small, Chantal still likes to color outside of the 

lines. She is the co-creator of a powerful youth 

yoga summer camp in the Willamette Valley and 

owner of Body Theory Fitness & Yoga studio. 

Chantal is committed to inspiring families to 

find connection through movement.

CHANTAL BARTON
ON-GOING CONTRIBUTOR

Jenifer earned her graduate degree in counseling and has 

over a decade of experience working with families and 

teaching yoga for kids. She is the author of two therapeu-

tic guide books for kids and teens focused on her blend 

of neuroscience, attachment theory, and somatic prac-

tices for trauma resolution. In her off time, you can find 

her out exploring the beautiful PNW with her two kids, 

her partner, and her future-yoga-therapy pup.

JENIFER TRIVELLI
ON-GOING CONTRIBUTOR

Katie’s life is filled to the brim with love for her 

family (including her two little ladies Indie and 

Finley), teaching preschool and kindergarten at 

Buttercup Hill and capturing magical moments 

for families with her photography business, Katie 

Shaw Photography. Beyond all else, Katie’s love 

for Jesus has led her to live a life sharing love and 

kindness to all.

KATIE SHAW
CONTRIBUTOR

Sarah’s driving force is a thirst for knowledge, 

which led her to pursue a degree in History from 

the University of Oregon. When she’s not herding 

her brood through town, or through the library, 

you are most likely to find her trying to find her-

self among the forests of the Pacific Northwest. 

SARAH FIEGAL
CONTRIBUTOR
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GRATITUDES
The House of Huckleberry was created and continues to be 

built by the power of the village that surrounds her.

MY JAKE & MY CHILDREN

Without these four, I would never 
have learned to live, to be free or to 
find my true self. From the day I met 
Jake, he made me feel valued just 
being me. He has believed in me, 
supported me, adored me and grew 
three amazing children with me. 
And with each addition of our three 
humans, I have had new ways to be 
challenged, stretched, taught and 
inspired. Without a single doubt, 
in any bit of me, my clan of four is 

where I’m meant to be.

HUCKLEBERRY COMMUNITY

These last few months I have 
been truly blown away with the 
outpouring of love and support 
for the House of Huckleberry. 
Your kindness, encouragement, 
purchases, sharings and love never 
go without notice. It is because 
of you that we continue to grow. 

Thank you.

JIM & JOEY HARCLERODE

My wonderful, loving parents. 
Thirty-four years of unconditional 
love, listening and connecting. 
They’re choosing to spend their 
retirement years sharing their walls 
and their dreams with my family. 
They’re choosing to co-exist in a 
house full of wild babies, toys and 
doors being left open. Each day they 

show us what love feels like.

THE CONTRIBUTORS

I’ve always known I’ve had some 
insanely radical village members 
in my court. The contributors of 
Huckleberry speak to just that. 
The experiences and knowledge 
they are willing to share with us 
all is foundational to Huckleberry.

MY BUDDIES

I have a small group of buddies—
women that sit insanely close to my 
soul. They are everything I could 
dream for in a friend. These women 
celebrate my quirks, my hard bits, 
my strengths. They forgive me 
for my shortcomings, they laugh 
and play and love fiercely. But my 
favorite bit about these chicks is 
that they challenge me to grow and 
become more. 

THE FOLKS WHO GIVE

Because we are a budding organi-
zation without any advertising rev-
enue, we have relied upon a handful 
of incredibly giving humans who 
were willing to share their skills and 
talents for nothing more than a hug 
simply because they believe in the 
vision of Huckleberry. Laurie Affa-
tato, Jessica Drake, Angelle Gremil-
lion and Trudie Hawes; I’m so lucky 
to call you all buddies.
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WWW.HOUSEOFHUCKLEBERRY.COM
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