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Born and raised in foggy Northern California, Arielle Estoria Leda Wilburn is a Spoken Word Artist, 
Blogger, Speaker and Creative Curator. The heartbeat behind her work is a diligent pursuit of 
instilling and reminding people of their worth through words. Arielle has spoken atuniversities such as 
Azusa Pacific University, Cal State Fullerton and UCLA as well as conferences in the California area 
and beyond. Her first collaboration book of poetry, Vagabonds and Zealots is available on Amazon.com. 
Connect with her at arielleestoria.com or on Instagram: @arielleestoria. 

“For you created my inmost being; you knit me together in my mother’s womb. I praise you 
because I am fearfully and wonderfully made; your works are wonderful, I know that full well. 
My frame was not hidden from you when I was made in the secret place, when I was woven 
together in the depths of the earth. Your eyes saw my unformed body; all the days ordained for 
me were written in your book before one of them came to be. How precious to me are your 
thoughts, God! How vast is the sum of them! Were I to count them, they would outnumber the 
grains of sand— when I awake I am still with you.” -Psalm 139: 14-18 

Hey girl hey, 

So want to know a little secret? I’ve never really been normal. 

I was always the girl who was taller than everyone else, who looked anywhere between 3- 5 years older
than the age she actually was. I've always seen things differently, felt like so much more intensely than 
those who I was around. "Normal" hasn’t been something I fit inside of for as long as I can remember. I
always felt like something was wrong with me, as if I was SO abnormal that maybe I wasn’t as 
mentally stable as I “should be”. I had those few friends; you know those friends who are essentially 
just a really deep sigh because they remind you that you’re not so crazy after all. A little while ago I 
had a moment with one of those friends when he asked me how I was doing. I mentioned that I was just
trying to grasp onto whatever made me feel stable and productive. He responded with, “Stability and 
productivity are subjective. Don’t let “normal” discourage you.” 

Don’t let “normal” discourage you. 

Normal can be discouraging can't it? We don't really realize it though because we assume well its 
"normal" it's what we should be right? Wrong. 
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It convinces us that being anything but “normal” means something is wrong with us, it tells us that we 
have to realign ourselves to fit inside of something we were made much too vast, too beautiful, too 
marvelous to fit inside of in the first place. Because when you were fearfully and wonderfully made, 
“NORMAL” wasn’t a part of that formula. NORMAL wasn’t tucked into your ribcage, freaking glitter 
and the image of the Creator himself was and NOTHING about glitter and the God of this universe is 
“normal. 

Don’t let it tell you that you’re supposed to fall in line with its meaningless march. Nah baby, you are 
much too immense, too glorious, and too beautiful for that. 

Do you know that there is something about you that sparkles like no other? The creator of this Universe
made you so uniquely that there is literally NO ONE else like you. How amazing is that? How amazing
are you. Please don’t forget that. 

Questions: 

What are your favorite unique qualities about yourself? What do you think you struggle with viewing 
as unique in yourself? 

What are the lies you tell yourself that make you feel like you’re not special? 

How do you think God would respond to those lies? 

I challenge you to write a little note to someone acknowledging the uniqueness in someone else. 

Lord, Please help me to find all the little treasures that you have placed in my being. I pray that I am 
able to tone out all the lies that the enemy would have me believe and instead hear your truth. Thank 
you for fearfully and wonderfully creating me. 

Your daughter, 

Arielle 


