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If you had asked me when I was 7, 15, 25 even, if I would end up a writer I would have 
laughed out loud. I never thought of myself as creative and I certainly wasn’t willing to 
expose my deepest, darkest fears and thoughts to anyone, I barely examined them my-
self. Life has a way of leading one on a journey and my journey has led me here. In 
2011 I found myself writing out my pain in a journal, something I had never done and 
it was cathartic.

What started as a tear drenched ratty journal turned into my first book, an acci-
dent actually. I was asked to help another writer produce an Ebook, and at the time, 
that was a technological feat, my tech asked me and the editor (My dear friend and 
“real” writer, Cate Montana) if we had anything we could do a test run with and she 
suggested I compile all my journal entries into a little ebook for our trial run. I had no 
intention of sending it anywhere, but after it was completed and on the encourage-
ment of my friends, I published it. Metanoia- A Transformative Change of Heart was 
my first book, and it was raw, emotional and rough to say the least. I was new at this 
writing thing and hadn’t quite found my voice, a good editor and I realized later I have 
thing for metaphors... I still do.

What followed was an invitation to write for many blogs, magazines and eventu-
ally more of my own books. I am still surprised when I see “By Betsy Chasse” on the 
cover of a book or on the byline of major publications.
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As I read through these first musings I see so many errors, I cringe at some of the 
“bad writing”, but what I see and what I gather most people felt as they read my words 
was honesty, authenticity and a woman emerging from somewhere, heading to know-
where. It’s where we’re all going.  I just happen to have a big mouth and a willingness 
to expose my travels, lost baggage, missed flights and wrong turns. (See what I mean 
about the metaphors)

It’s been 6 years since I began writing my heart and soul out for anyone to read, 
comment and share and I have to say I’ve really enjoyed it. I think more people should 
do it. I think (Ok for sure I am proof) that people are more forgiving of the terrible syn-
tax, grammar and spelling in favor of someone, anyone who will share their heart, for 
real, so that we might not feel so alone.

No one edited this book, it’s all there, the typos, the bad grammar, it’s as it was 
when I wrote it. It’s not in any particular order, I have no patience for that. Except that 
I start at the beginning, of when I began to write and try and keep them in order as 
much as possible. Print it out and stick it by your toilet, someone’s sure to get a laugh, 
an aha or annoyed and maybe a cramp.

It’s just my journey from there to here, which isn’t anyplace in particular, I know 
what I know now and I didn’t know it then and there is still 

 I just don’t know and may or may not figure out.
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After 46 years I finally know where I am. Here. Right here. Where am I going? There, 
wherever “there” is. What have I done along the way? I’ve Produced and Directed a 
bunch of films, many have heard of What The Bleep Do We Know?! and Song of The 
New Earth, but I have a few more. I’ve written several books including Tipping Sacred 
Cows and It Came Out Of My Vagina, Now What?!, and a few more.  If you’d like to 
know more about me, please visit my website at www.betsychasse.net.

Betsy Chasse
Filmmaker, Bookmaker, Changemaker

(Oh and mom)
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On Valentines day 2011 my husband and I separated and I began my journey from 
married for almost 10 years ( 9 years 8 months) to 41, single with kids.  Something I 
didn’t expect to be. It’s also when I began to explore writing, as in, exposing my soul, 
my suffering and all the crazy thoughts that bounced around in my head with the out-
side world. My lost marriage gave way to a new relationship, with myself.  Most of 
these blogs appeared on Huffington Post or Intentblog.com from 2011-2013. They ex-
plore divorce, life after divorce and being a single mom.

DIVORCE
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Healing from a break up takes time and patience.  Two things I never seem to 
have, but am learning, thanks to, well, a break up!

A little over a year ago my marriage ended. After the shock wore off, which for 
me lasted about 3 weeks, I did what I usually do - research.

I like instructions. I like to do lists. I like to have a plan and I didn’t seem to have 
any of those for dealing with the hurt and betrayal caused by my divorce.  I wasn’t sur-
prised that I got divorced. I think I saw that coming. But even so, it didn’t hurt any 
less.

There were plenty of books and I read a couple, but who has time to read every 
book! I felt overwhelmed by all the information and advice coming my way. I was an-
gry with God, I was angry at anything “spiritual”. I didn’t want to hear another person 
tell me to mediate on it. I just wanted someone to take my hand and lead me out of the 
tunnel of darkness I found myself in. When everyone around you thinks you’re the 
leader, it’s hard to find someone to follow. It’s especially hard to follow when YOU 
THINK you’re the leader.

During my research, I came across an article written by a couple of therapists 
who had a program called Divorce Detox. Well, right off the bat, I liked the name.   It 
had a sense of humor and it was pretty right on. I mean we detox from toxins in our 
body right-why not detox the emotions.

So I checked it out.   Amazing how the universe seems to deliver right what you 
need when you need it. They had a session starting right away and I jumped at the 
chance to join. It wasn’t until after jumping that I realized I was going to have to sit in 
a room with a bunch of people I didn’t know and spill the beans on my life, my mar-
riage and ME! I had never done that with my friends - let alone a bunch of strangers. 
Vulnerability was not my strong point.
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I almost backed out, out of fear of being exposed as the horrible person I felt I 
was.

I was amazed, instead, to find a room full of loving people who understood my 
pain, my hurt, my anger and who loved me, even if they didn’t “know” me. Well they 
sure got to know me, and I still talk to them today, a year later. They gave me the great-
est gift I have ever received (except for my children). They gave me their ears and their 
hearts. For the first time I sat in room and didn’t feel judged, I didn’t have to impress 
or be smart or funny. I could just be me, and begin to find me again.

I found someone to lead me, or I should say a group to lead me.  I found a to do 
list, I found someone who gave me some really easy straightforward steps to lead me 
toward the light.

I also learned that healing is a process, which takes time, and I have given myself 
the time. A year later I still feel sad, I still feel fear. But I have my little detox program 
to do, just like I detox my body, sometimes you gotta detox the mind.

Here are 5 steps to start that process. They really helped me. I’ve been getting a 
lot of emails from women – who like me are going through divorce so I thought I’d 
share. (Special thanks to Divorce Detox and Allison Pescosolido M.A., Andra Brosh 
Ph.D.)

1. Reconcile your mind and your heart
The mind and heart are often in conflict after a breakup. You may “know” intel-

lectually that the relationship is over but this knowledge doesn’t always align with how 
you “feel”. This is one scenario where it’s not always best to follow your heart as this 
can lead you to actions you might later regret. Grounding yourself in the evidence will 
help you to use your brain so you can avoid saying or doing things that will ultimately 
hurt you further.

2. Learn how to move through grief instead of getting stuck in it
A large part of recovering from heartbreak involves grieving the loss of what you 

had. The death of a relationship is a powerful and painful event that can leave you feel-
ing extremely sad and even angry. Ignoring your feelings or denying your pain will 
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keep you stuck in the grief. In order to move through it you will need to acknowledge 
the depth of your loss and allow yourself the dignity of grieving what you had.

3. Distance yourself from your Ex
This is especially important if the break-up was brutal, and even if it wasn’t time 

and space help create the space for the possible next phase in your relationship, if 
there is going to be one. A breakup or divorce is different from a death in that you will 
not want to keep the memory alive. Removing pictures from your home and phone, 
un-friending your Ex on Facebook, and deleting their information from your contacts 
are all good places to start. You will also want to stay away from places you went to-
gether, or listening to music you shared. Distance does not make the heart grow 
fonder when your heart has been broken.

4. Put your self-judgments on hold
Wondering what you did wrong, how you could have done things differently, or 

how things could have been better, different or more in the relationship will drive you 
crazy. It is easy to fall into a place of self-judgment and self-criticism after your heart 
has been broken, but you will need to go easy on yourself in the beginning, especially 
during a divorce. While learning what you could have done better will be important, to 
heal your heartbreak you will need to practice self-compassion and be forgiving of 
yourself.

5. Be accountable for your part
When we are hurt by another it is easy to jump to a place of self-righteousness 

and blame. If your heart has been broken, you are most likely the casualty of someone 
else’s actions, but you don’t have to live in a victim like state. Taking some responsibil-
ity for what happened will empower you to heal, and you will feel a sense of control 
over how to move forward. You are only in control of yourself.
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It’s Friday night, my kids are with their dad and I am home sitting at the computer 
watching the latest episode of “Sylvester the Talking Kitty Cat” and really missing my 
kids.

How is that possible, right?! It’s not that I don’t absolutely love my kids and miss 
them when they’re gone, it’s just that it’s Friday night and I have a relatively new boy-
friend and well, you know…

The truth is, my kids have been with their dad for about two weeks and I have 
stayed out late, drank too much wine, seen a movie or two, had lunch and brunch and 
coffee and everything in between, and now I am ready to go back to what I love most: 
being a mom.

I’ve gone through phases with this whole co-parenting thing, from crying my 
eyes out as they drove away to barely being able to contain my excitement as I packed 
their suitcases.

This is normal I’m told, although I still seem to have moments where I feel guilty. 
Guilty, mostly because I don’t think swapping kids from one house to another should 
be normal. 
And tonight as I sit here and wonder about tomorrow’s transition, worrying about 
what kind of mood they’ll be in, will they be mad at me, will they want to run back to 
their dad and never see me again, will they like their dad’s pancakes better than mine, 
every ounce of doubt and guilt I can muster will pass through my head.

I have planned their homecoming, gathered their friends and am doing every-
thing I can to show them they are loved and all is good and make their transition as 
easy as possible for them, and I worry if they’ll know that. Will it be enough for them 
to know how much I love them?

In addition to my phases about whether to party or not upon their departure, I 
have also worked through some of the phases around guilt, of which in divorce there 
seems to be a lot of. And all of this is normal.

It is perfectly normal to feel a sense of failure around your divorce and your kids.
I know I said the F word, but it’s probably what some of you are feeling, espe-

cially if this is a new thing and even sometimes if it isn’t. And it feels better just to ad-
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mit it, to say it, say it loud and say it proud, own it, because until you do you won’t ac-
tually be able to move past that feeling, at least in my opinion.

Failure, the F word, has quite a stigma. People recoil in fear at the first utterance 
of the word as if it’s contagious.  Say it: “Failure.” Even when people start running and 
screaming and trampling over each other, say it louder: “I failed.”

I failed at marriage, I married the wrong guy, I suck at choosing men (ok, maybe 
that’s over the top, but it’s how I felt for sure).  And I’ll bet you are frothing at the 
mouth right now wanting to shake me and say something sympathetic and wise like, 
“It wasn’t a failure, don’t be so hard on yourself, be more forgiving and accepting of 
yourself.”

To those kind words, I say this: it was a failure, and guess what, I am totally cool 
with admitting that.

Because when I was able to admit that I failed at marriage, I could also finally see 
that I wasn’t a failure as a mother.  And that was huge.

I could finally see that my stint as a wife had nothing to do with my lifelong com-
mitment to being a mother. For sure having one house, two parents is, I’m told, opti-
mum, but when is life optimum? Optimum is a relative term. I do not have to be mar-
ried to be a good mother, I do not have to be married to love my children with every 
ounce of my being, I do not have to be married to create a home and life in which my 
children feel loved and cared for, all of that and more I could do very well on my own 
and I do.

I know I do the moment my kids jump out of the car and yell, “MOM MOM 
MOM” and run and hug me, I know that I do when they call me from their dad’s just 
to say “I love you” and I especially know it when I make pancakes and they tell me 
their dad makes them better (they are right, he does), and they tell me it’s ok…I can 
make muffins like nobody’s business.

So as I sit here tonight hanging out with doubt and guilt, I feel a sense of nor-
malcy. I know it’s ok to have these feelings, I know I don’t have to feed them or offer 
them drinks, that if they really want to watch cat videos with me they are welcome to 
do so.

Allowing myself to feel the way I feel has offered me a new freedom, to honestly 
and openly face them, to find the truth in them and the lies in them as well. We can be 
so hard on ourselves and I have found that speaking my fears, acknowledging my true 
feelings, helps  
to send them away empty handed. Because the moment my kids come home and we 
laugh and we fight over who get’s to be what character in Skylanders, our house will be 
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filled with love, not because of what I do, but because it’s what’s in my heart and 
they’ll know it and I’ll know it, and doubt and guilt won’t be hanging out anymore.
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It wasn’t until I woke up divorced with two kids that I realized I had no idea who I 
was. This is a common realization amongst divorcees, right? Let the WTF soul-
searching begin! I love all those post-divorce blogs that suggest you “get a hobby,” do 
something crazy like cut your hair, or buy new clothes, as if a new wardrobe is going to 
fix this mess. (Okay, shoes help, really they do.)

I promise you, I tried it all, from belly dancing to training for a marathon. But af-
ter I did the pole dancing class and the Indian cuisine-cooking course, the Sunday eve-
ning singles hikes and pretty much every other post-divorce to do list out there, 
I still felt empty and alone. I came to the realization that the reason none of these 
things brought me the happiness I sought was because I didn’t know anything about 
what it is that made me happy. Really, nothing. It took me a long time to admit that 
and even more time to be happy about it.

See, everything in our life is based on what we believe about ourselves, and often 
what we believe doesn’t have anything to do with our true selves. It’s a hodgepodge of 
beliefs picked up as we wandered aimlessly through life — things like, “I’m short, I’m 
stupid, no one will love me.” You know what I’m talking about — those nasty little 
thought monsters that lurk in the shadows beneath your carefully-crafted façade of 
perfection, and until we deal with those buggers, no amount of dancing naked in our 
yards, trips to Italy, or that Saturday pottery class is gonna change it.

In the end, what you really need to do is figure out what you believe and see if it 
actually aligns with what you want to believe. Stop simply moving the furniture and 
start rebuilding the house.

For a while, I quit all my classes and started making a list of all the things I be-
lieved about myself. Low and behold, each one of those beliefs fit nicely with every rela-
tionship I had in my life. My utter lack of self-worth was wrapped up like a birthday 
gift around every person: my ex-husband, my family and my friends, my work, my 
house. Each one of them fulfilled my need to believe I wasn’t worthy. It’s subtle, but if 
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you are willing to look hard and honestly at yourself, you’ll see it in every interaction, 
big or small.

We need to start taking the time to ask ourselves some serious questions, such 
as:

• What do I believe about love? 
  • What do I believe about my body?   
  • What do I believe about money? 
  • What do I believe about friendship?

Begin to look at your life just as it is and see how your beliefs about yourself have 
shaped your life. Then follow up with the big guys:

• What is it I want to believe and what do I need to do to believe that?   
  • What is it that I truly value and desire in my life?

When you’ve really figured it out, do everything that matches up with your vi-
sion, and nothing else. This can be hard, especially as you have to retrain the people in 
your life and offer them the new you; many will simply disappear because they no 
longer fit in your life.

My biggest “Aha!” moment came from my kids. I began to watch how they 
treated me vs. how they treated other people, and it looked an awful lot like the way 
my ex-husband and many other people in my life treated me. If they figured I didn’t re-
spect or value myself, why should they? I could no longer blame any of them for treat-
ing me this way, which took away much of the anger I felt towards them.

I began to practice daily, hourly, minute by minute the action of loving and re-
specting myself. I began to set boundaries, I began to take better care of myself, and I 
actually did buy some new clothes. But not as the Betsy I was, who was hurt and lost 
and victimized by my own mind, but the Betsy I was becoming and knew I was, under-
neath the layers of shame and guilt and worthlessness. I began to listen to my heart, 
my gut, and my soul, and move through life from my new frame of mind instead of 
simply falling back on my programmed responses, those old beliefs that have never 
truly served me — the real me anyway.

It’s not as fun as pole dancing, but I promise if you do this work, you’re real core 
will be rock solid.
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Since my divorce, I’ve met a lot of divorced people. It’s funny that when I was married, 
I knew mostly married people. I guess that’s what we humans do, we gravitate towards 
our kind, and now my kind is divorced with kids, and I’m surprised to say I’m happy 
about that. I’m also well into my forties and, guess what, I’m happy about that, too.

After a year of being sad and scorned and hurt and scared that I’d never find 
love; I’d never make enough money to support my kids; I’d never have the life I 
dreamed of as a young girl — something finally clicked. As I watched my divorced 
friends scurry off to recreate the past, I didn’t. For about a year, I did what I had to do 
to support my kids, but I knew it wasn’t a forever thing. I didn’t feel the need to plant 
myself anywhere, to rebuild or to fix, I just sort of floated about and then it hit me. 
You know what? I actually don’t have to do any of those things. I am completely free to 
do whatever I want. Whoa...you mean I don’t have to find a husband? I don’t have to 
stay in the career I was in while I was married? I am completely free to reinvent myself 
any way I want? That’s awesome. Like really awesome.

Lucky for me (and for all of us), we live in a time where we don’t have to follow 
the program; we can create our own, and that’s exactly what I did. I decided I probably 
wasn’t interested in getting married again, and I certainly wasn’t having anymore kids 
(I have two amazing kids already). I decided what I really wanted to be was a writer, a 
story teller — not too far off from what I did before, but new enough that I was both 
frightened and exhilarated at the thought of attempting to support myself and my kids 
on such a lofty, artsy endeavor. I found faith in myself. I looked back on my marriage 
and I saw a resourceful, creative, fun loving being who may no longer have all the ac-
cepted labels of a woman my age (Married with children, awesome husband, house, 
car and a Chino wardrobe to boot), that even though my marriage had ended, I was 
still alive and growing! I saw for the first time the freedom to explore life and trust 
that I am capable of raising my kids and living fully at the same time.

Divorce after 40 doesn’t have to be the end of your life; it can also be the begin-
ning of your new one. I look back on my marriage as a chapter in my book, and the 
next pages are mine to write on and no one else’s. I don’t have to follow a script, I 
don’t have to play by the rules, I am free to do and be anything that I desire. So are 
you.
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If you’re sitting here reading this and you’re in the early stages of your divorce, 
you probably wish you could reach in to your computer and throttle my perky little 
neck, I know, I get it. It’s ok to be mad, to be scared, to feel alone, but don’t get stuck 
there, because if you do you’ll miss out on some of the most amazing times of your life. 
Oh, and guess what — the sex is way better, too!
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Ah Love, our favorite four letter word. It is both exhilarating and excruciating. I’ve 
have the pleasure of both experiences in my dalliances with love. I’m not sure I’ll ever 
get it right, but I sure do have alot of fun attempting to figure it out.

LOVE & REALTIONSHIPS?

2
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Have you ever looked up LOVE in the dictionary? I did tonight. How interesting one 4 
letter word can have so many meanings.  There are at least 9 different definitions of 
LOVE. My favorite being a score in tennis, by the way.  I also find it interesting that 
it’s firstly, a noun, when often it feels like a verb or an adjective. It can be considered 
all of the above, which seems sort of fitting for this particular word, don’t you think.

Such a powerful word, love, yet we throw it around like a football on Thanksgiv-
ing. I love that sweater, I love sushi, I love you. It’s used for so many things it seems to 
me to have lost all it’s power.

It’s so easily purrs from our lips, “I looooovvvve youuu”. It’s so easily posted in 
our Facebook status.  I’m starting to notice that there is a direct correlation to the num-
ber of times a husband or wife posts about their love for their companion in their Face-
book status and divorce, I’m not kidding. This week alone I’ve seen three supposedly 
perfect (well according to Facebook anyway) marriages dropping like hot cakes. And 
really, that sweater, if you love it so much why don’t you marry it. (As my 7 year old 
would say, come on we’re all 7 still aren’t we!) Sometimes I wonder if I should have 
just married my sweater.

But then I remember how I felt when I uttered those words that day I got mar-
ried. I truly meant it.  I felt love with every ounce of my being. It felt powerful to say.

So I guess the question becomes is love permanent? Can we love something for-
ever? I am guilty of uttering the words “I will love you forever,” and when I did I truly 
believed I would.

But the truth is that kind of love wasn’t sustainable. I truly felt love, in the mo-
ment, years even! And the chemicals in my body released made me feel as if I would 
“love forever.”  But as with every chemical high our body gives us, eventually we reach 
a point where gravity takes over. For every high there is a low, for every beginning 
there is an end.

There are certainly many types of love. I know I will always have love for my chil-
dren (maternal love). I can see how maternal love is ever lasting, the chemicals re-
leased and the part of the brain that lights up is completely different then friendship 
and romantic love. Love for friends and romantic love, hmmm those two are tied to so 
many things.  So many expectations and attachments to the past. There are at least a 
dozen specific parts of the brain that are activated when we feel romantic love, which 
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leads to a release of all sorts of good juices! (Peptides) These yummy juices influence 
certain behaviors ranging from pleasure to sadness. I guess that depends on if the love 
you feel is returned!

That brain can really wreak havoc can’t it! When we are in romantic love we are 
blinded by it, logic is often thrown out the window. Those voices in our head can have 
quite a party with our emotions. And the chemicals- well we love our chemicals don’t 
we! We throw caution to the wind and fall fast and hard! Blame it on the brain and 
those pesky peptides.

So what happens when the chemicals fade? How quickly we forget them and re-
place them with others. For some, friendship takes over and it can be sustained, but 
statistics sadly show otherwise. A whole new release has come our way, those chemi-
cals in our brains attached to regret, sadness, anger, hurt, disappointment come cas-
cading in. Until we repeat the pattern all over again. Love-Pain-Love–Pain

Yikes! How do I get off this crazy train! How does the cycle end?
As I reflect back on lost loves, old loves, and those I thought I didn’t love any-

more, I see. Yes, I truly loved you then and there is a love for you now, albeit different, 
but it’s there.  Still trying to figure out which is the score for tennis. Seriously, Love re-
mains. It’s in the memories of those moments when I felt loves kiss throughout my 
brain and body, the moments we shared and the experiences which brought me to to-
day. Even if I have moved on, even if I am angry with you, and even those of you I 
loved so long ago I can’t even remember you, I remember the feeling you gave me.

So with this I’ve come to two revelations:

1. Once you love, you always will. It just won’t be the same as the first, so stop 
trying to recreate it. And even when that LOVE is over, you should still love, don’t 
ever stop loving that someone, because they gave you a gift even for a moment 
which should be treasured.

2. You can choose to get off the love train, but that’s no fun. So go ahead and 
LOVE LOVE LOVE baby, and when it’s over be grateful you felt it and go right out 
and do it again.

FYI — It’s almost all in the first kiss — By The Way:
Did you know when we kiss we swap 278 different bacterial culture (Don’t worry 

95% of them are not dangerous!) But in that kiss we also swap chemicals that tell our 
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brains whether or not the person we’re kissing is a good mate! When we kiss we get 
close enough to swap pheromones which signal our brains with aYES this guy is a 
good hunter or NO this guy can’t hurt a fly-in which case our DNA might say it’s a deal 
breaker.  So you might think you’re in control of who you love, but your brain and 
those pheromones have other ideas.
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Ahh love… so magical, so thrilling, that feeling of butterflies when he calls. The effer-
vescent glow you carry around when you’re in Love, Just thinking about them sets you 
all aflutter. Then the stories start (at least in your head) This is the one! He’s every-
thing I’ve ever dreamed about! Heck, most of us women are married with kids after 
the third date – even if it is only in our heads. And that my sweet love stricken cherub 
is where it’s time to pull the arrow out of your derrier and get real.  Too often (and es-
pecially when it comes to love) we confuse our dreams with reality and we forget, that 
just like buying life insurance, when falling in love, there is research to do. 

 
Why do we do that? Jump head first into love without really doing our home-

work.  Essentially we can blame everything on our brain body chemistry. And if you 
want you can leave it at that and happily dive into those alluring waters hoping they 
won’t turn into a giant whirlpool and suck you into the pit of despair. Endlessly play-
ing a game of Russian Roulette with your heart.

 
Or you can step outside of your bubble of bliss for a few minutes and get 

practical. I know, how unsexy, how un-romantic! But the truth is most of us spend 
more time researching our car insurance then we do learning about the person we’re 
spending a significant amount of time with. How often do you take your doctors word 
for it? You know you go home and scour the internet reading everything you can. But 
do you do that with the person you’re in love with?

 
As I delve back into the world of dating I started poking around to see what kind 

of advice I could find to help me find the right mate. Because clearly I need help.
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she when appropriate because it works both ways.)



I met a woman at an event who wrote the book –– Every Single Girls Guide To 
Her Future Husbands Divorce. A catchy title designed for the modern Cosmopolitan 
(materialistic) woman, certainly not for someone like me, very spiritually aware, in 
touch with  my feminine, in tune with the universe and allowing for it to provide me 
what I truly desire…you know what I mean.  I want to read books about attracting my 
soul mate, and making my man feel like a king to my queen, how to be a goddess. (Not 
that those books are bad- they are important too!) I also wasn’t looking to get married, 
but I did notice that a lot of the men I had been dating have been married at least once 
and therefore been divorced at least once. I was in unchartered waters for sure – no 
matter how inviting they seemed, so it couldn’t hurt to check it out.

 
At first, as I read this book, I was shocked. Ugh! How utterly un-dreamy, how ut-

terly devoid of conscious awareness, the person who needs this book is so completely 
out of touch with who they are, they can’t even attract the right kind of man! I would 
never do anything in this book. You’d have to have serious trust issues to do this stuff! 
I mean ask a man for his financial records? Ask a man to show you his divorce papers! 
And if you’re really serious, meet his ex wife? Seriously!

 
And then as I read further it dawned on me. I am exactly that person, and I was 

each time I got married and if I had pulled my head from the soft, warm clouds of love 
for one minute and followed her advice, I probably still be married and to the right per-
son.

 
I mean maybe I’m just talking to myself here, but with the stats on divorce and 

the speed in which my single friends seem to go through engagements and boyfriends- 
the truth is there is something to this idea of taking a moment an examining your love 
like a business deal.

 
Why wouldn’t I?
 
Because I was afraid.  Because as I began each failed relationship, these are ques-

tions I knew I should be asking, and deep inside I was afraid that if I was honest with 
someone and asked them these questions they wouldn’t like me, let alone love me. I 
just went along doing the love part, the oooey gooey warm and fuzzy side of love, be-
cause that was safe and easy (and fun and sexy!) Hoping that was enough and convinc-
ing myself that nothing else really mattered.
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I have spoken to many relationship experts over the last couple of years and they 

all say the same thing. Love is great, Love is grand, but if you want to truly be in love, 
fully and completely you have to be willing to put it all out on the table, you have to be 
willing to open up your heart and expose yourself fully, even if it means exposing your 
credit score. We can all say it doesn’t matter, and on some level it doesn’t. Love is love, 
right? I mean, in my position it doesn’t matter whether their score is 300 or 700, but 
there is a lot one can learn about someone just by understanding how they take care of 
themselves, what their thoughts are on money  – since money is often the leading 
cause of a break up. There is a lot you can learn by understanding why they got di-
vorced and their relationship with their ex wife and their kids. And these things do 
matter. Because at some point, the fireworks will fade and life will settle in and then 
that’s when the true love shows up and you should probably know who that person is 
before you start registering for silver ware.
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I have been looking for you
I have searched for you in the kiss of a stranger

I have sought you in the eyes of my child
I thought you might be hidden in the arms of my mother

Or perhaps in the songs my father sang me to sleep.
I crumble in defeat

Wishing I could have found your comfort
But you elude me

Dodging me in my quest to conquer you, to hold you and claim you as mine once  
more

because you are waiting…
For me to stop thinking about you, to stop hunting you

Because the thoughts of a mind cannot give you your due
They cannot define you, because you are indescribable

What word could I possibly utter that would explain you. It’s all so limited and 
small against your expanse

And so you wait….
Until I go out of my mind and finally see that you have been here all along, be-

hind the words of wisdom, underneath the fear and doubt. Love…

We spend every waking minute seeking ways to experience this feeling. I have no 
other word in my language but love to describe it, but it just does not do it justice. 
From the moment I emerged from the womb, I felt as if it was ripped from my soul. 
Sometimes so frantic to find it I would do anything to experience the warmth of it’s ca-
ress, the never ending expansiveness of it, the gift of wholeness it would bring, wreak-
ing such havoc in my soul, risking all that I have thinking this time I will catch it.

But this is not something to catch, there is no mind trap I could conjure that 
would snare it. It is just here, right here. And only when I finally stop knowing the 
path, when I stop chasing it, and stand still will I feel it’s arms already wrapped 
around me.
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 Looking for Love



Ouch. Just got bit by the meanest bug you could imagine. This sucker left a welt that’s 
for sure.

The bummer is I can’t be mad at the bug. I mean, after all, I put my booty square 
on top of it knowing full well that spot has a bug and its gonna bite me.

Have you ever watched yourself do something from the part of you that knows 
you’re about to get bit. But that part of you could do nothing but watch. Weird. I’ve 
been told that’s my “observer”. Well my “observer” needs to grow some and start like 
waving some bigger red flags or something. Oh wait it did. Damn.

Lucky I like to laugh at myself – I mean what else can one do. I just went through 
and read my past blogs and ya know what- this is a recurring bug bite!

I haven’t missed the irony in this lesson. Here I am writing blogs about the mean-
ings we attach to things all the while attaching meaning and expectations clearly when 
I “knew” I shouldn’t, clearly when I know I’m about to get bit. But yet here I go again 
mucking it up with my old friends expectations and delusions of fairytales and happy 
endings.

This one was a doozy set up when I mixed up the words hope and expectation.
I created a hope or you could say, I set an intention. About 2 months ago I de-

cided that I was ready to have someone in my life. I didn’t put a time frame on it. I just 
said I’m ready to love someone. I made a list of what I wanted in a relationship and 
what type of qualities I would like to be with and then I let it go. I put it down and got 
busy and sort of forgot about it. (Really! I did forget about it! Well sort of – I mean I 
was writing about it (See what happens when you put your thoughts in print!) and 
maybe looking at every guy I met asking “Is this the one? Is this the one???) I mean I 
did set an intention, so it should just manifest right before my eyes in like a matter of 
minutes- right? Ok, so I guess I didn’t really forget about it.

But still the unexpected came. Out of the blue a man I had met over a year ago, 
someone I liked but let go because I wasn’t ready sent up a flare of interest. I seized on 
that like a girl eyeing a pair of Mano Blahniks on sale.

Whamo from hope to expectation in under 60 seconds.  Hmmmm is it possible 
to set an intention without creating an expectation? What’s the difference between 
hope and expectation and intention?
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I see it like this: An intention is something we want – we desire. Even if we pre-
tend we’re being unattached, I mean really – let’s get real here people – we’re attached 
– otherwise we wouldn’t want it. Wanting is the same as hoping only it sounds more 
romantic to have a hope than a want. Princesses have hopes and wishes, ugly step sis-
ters wants and needs. But really, when you get down to it. It’s all the same. We have a 
desire to have a certain experience so we set an intention that fits that desire and hello 
expectations!

So my (hope/intention) was to find someone who I could share some love with. 
Not marry, etc (read this blog for my definition of love).

I wrote it down just like it said in my intention setting instruction manual – and 
well (I think I skipped the part where your not supposed to day dream about it – arg! 
Always read the whole set of instructions first!)

So, for the last 3 weeks I’ve experienced nothing but let down, all while continu-
ing to build the story in my head. In a nano second I fell right back into my old “love” 
pattern. Over and over I built myself up only to be dropped from the top of the roller 
coaster ride I created in my head.  I actually haven’t even gone out with him. It’s been 
a series of cancelled dates and missed opportunities.

OMG Are you exhausted yet! I am! And I haven’t even had a cocktail or anything!
I wanted to be mad at him. “Look what he did to me!” But I can’t, because, really, 

he didn’t do anything to me except not fulfill my expectations. Expectations mind you 
he hadn’t actually heard or agreed too. That’s always the kicker isn’t it. (You should be 
listening to the Ben folds song “You Don’t know me at all” right about now- you’ll see 
what I mean about what we do!) It’s true, I can rationalize and say he could have done 
things differently, and for sure he could have. But really, how is it his fault? And how 
much of the whole experience did I just create in my head?

“No matter where you go or what you do, you live your entire life within the con-
fines of your head.” ~Terry Josephson 

No Kidding – right?!
Lucky I know I’m not alone in this practice. I hear it’s mostly a chick thing- but I 

know you guys do it- we all do it – the future dream does always seem better than the 
now. Hmmmm.

If I take a moment to examine the facts, I see that everything that’s happened to 
cause our missed opportunities is believable, it could happen.  So why am I having 
such a hard time? Besides the show in my head being so much more fun that the real-
ity that exists? Oh I know, because not only was my story filled with romantic dinners 
and amazing love making, but it also had hidden deep where I wouldn’t have to look at 
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it was let down, broken trust and disappointment. That is after all my old pattern- fall, 
fast and hard and let the games begin.

And after so many blogs I thought I had it. Oh well…

“The secret of life, though, is to fall seven times and get up eight times”– Paulo 
Coelho, The Alchemeist

So, if that man does call and we do go out- well I’ve decided I’ve played enough 
head games with myself. I think I’d like to experience the real deal. This time the fu-
ture will just have to wait until it gets here to see how it turns out.
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How often does someone give you the wise sage advice to Forgive and forget. It’s all 
about forgiving. Forgive and you’ll feel better, you’ll find peace, you’ll be enlightened 
and while at a higher level of consciousness that might be true. Sometimes forgiving 
just for the sake of feeling better isn’t really all that enlightened. Because if you haven’t 
really forgiven- it’s just another lie to appease someone who quite frankly doesn’t de-
serve to be appeased. And more importantly it’s a lie told to you.

It never ceases to amaze me how often the one who you “should” be forgiving is 
at the front of the line shouting for you to get over it, to move on. They may not be us-
ing the word forgiveness, but believe me- that’s what they are after. Of course they 
are- it helps them feel better about themselves and usually they need that forgiveness 
because they probably haven’t dealt with their own part and by you forgiving them, it 
just gives them a reason not to. Because if they have to shout at you to forgive them, 
then they probably haven’t taken the steps necessary to earn that forgiveness.

The other day my daughter came home very upset about something someone had 
said to her. I went in to how she should ignore it, forget about it, understand the other 
persons pain…blah…blah…blah… all the colloquialisms I could muster out of my How 
To Be Spiritual and Enlightened Hand Book and then she looked at me and said, “You 
know what mom, it really hurt my feelings, can’t I just be hurt for a minute?!” Wow- 
was she spot on. The truth is when people do things to hurt you, you feel it, physically, 
emotionally and to ignore it, stuff it away and pretend to be some shining light of spiri-
tual forgiveness when all you really want to do is feel the hurt is actually hurting you 
more.

I had my own realization about this a few days later when I came face to face 
with two people who have hurt me, badly. I have received countless emails from them 
telling me how horrible I am, how I should just get over it and move on. Of course they 
want me to move on – they have never once taken any responsibility for their actions, 
they have never uttered one word to even indicate that their actions caused me much 
pain, let alone show any compassion, they simply expect me to be the enlightened one 
and forgive them so they can carry on hurting me. Um- I can move on- but I will not 
forgive you. You won’t get off the hook this time.
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Now, I know that it takes two (or sometimes 3 in this case to tango) and I have 
offered an apology for my part – at least to the one party I actually could have caused 
hurt to- the other is simply a bully – sort of like the shorter girl standing behind the 
bigger girl at school saying yeah to everything the bigger bully says.

I have offered my apology in person; in writing and every way I can only to re-
ceive nothing in return. And there in lies the rub in terms of this forgiveness thing.  Be-
cause with each apology I gave and with each slap in the face back I received- forgiving 
became harder and harder. Because I realized I couldn’t forgive in this case until the 
other party does their part.

I know that at some point it’s about my own peace – but right now my peace is 
being true to how I feel, my own peace is learning to stand up for myself and to say 
“You know what, what you did is not ok and guess what you can’t do that to me any-
more” You can call me bitter, but it’s not bitterness that you see, it’s a refusal the ac-
cept to continue to be treated a certain way. There are some people in our lives we just 
can’t get rid of – for a multitude of reasons they will be inextricably connected to us- 
sometimes they just need re-training.

When I came face to face to the ones who caused such hurt, I called them out…it 
wasn’t pretty, I wasn’t the epitome of grace, I was exactly as I felt – hurt and betrayed 
and angry and you know what I’m ok with that. I am done pretending to be what I am 
not.  And I spoke the truth, and often the truth isn’t pretty or graceful.

The trick here is that I don’t carry the hurt and anger around with me all day and 
let it fester. I aim it where it needs to be aimed and when the opportunity arises, like 
when I came face to face with them, I let them know I wasn’t going to let them off the 
hook. I did something that surprised even them. Instead of pretending, Instead of tak-
ing the “high road” I took the real road. I let it out and I felt much better after.

The barrage of hate filled emails soon followed and I felt no need to engage, ex-
cept to correct some facts. I was able to simply ignore their demands for me to forgive 
them, to move on, I was able to ignore their insults and attacks because I had allowed 
myself to feel the hurt- to let them see my hurt. And clearly it caused them to feel guilt. 
So instead of seeing themselves- they decided to attack me – oh well. They tried for 
days to goat me- to no avail. The truth hurts especially for the people who are doing 
the hurting.

It could have been an opportunity for them to make a different choice. To ask for 
the forgiveness they so desperately want in a way that they might actually receive it.  I 
don’t need to forgive. I am happily living my life and except when I am forced to deal 
with them, it’s great- and that’s real right now – perhaps it will change. I’m no longer 
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worried about when and if I’ll forgive, I am going to protect myself, stand up for my-
self and be real and sorry if they don’t like it. I’m sorry if it isn’t enlightened – it’s real, 
it’s honest and I have no need to appease anyone for their sake.

So I told my daughter that she should feel the way she feels, allow her experience 
to be had and to forgive only if she feels it’s right with in her. Forgiveness is on her 
terms and no one else’s, forgiving is for her, and it doesn’t mean she has to forget.
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There are few things in this world that hurt more than a broken heart. The searing 
pain that pierces every cell in your body as you lie sleepless on your own bed of tears 
being tortured by the demons that are no longer lurking in the shadows, but are now 
front and center. All the ugly, evil thought-monsters of doubt and fear that were once 
covered in the warmth of true love are now pulsing through you, burning and scarring 
every ounce of trust and vulnerability you had left. This is the process we go through 
as we heal from the pain of a loss, perhaps the loss of love, which when compared to a 
death can seem so trivial. But at that moment when you realize love is lost, it feels like 
a death.

From denial, we move through the stages of grief, anger, bargaining, depression 
and eventually acceptance. Along the way to acceptance we find something really im-
portant: our voice. And we feel empowered in exercising our right to use it.

Suddenly no longer the “victim,” you vow to never feel that pain again. You con-
sider yourself battle-worn but victorious as you stand tall in the face of such a loss. 
You say emphatically, “I am healed, I have moved on, I am no longer defined by the 
hurt that loss caused me.” But are you, really?

Have we really moved on or have we simply replaced one demon with another, 
even more menacing one. Have we hidden our victim behind the big bully of empower-
ment?

I recently sat down with my teacher and friend, Gini Gentry (author of Dreaming 
Down Heaven), and as I talked about a new man in my life, I said with conviction that 
I no longer feel the pain caused by the heartbreaks in my life. I am stronger and wiser 
because of them. I am alert and aware and ready to make sure they NEVER happen 
again. She smiled, cocked her head and looked at me with love and said, “Well, you cer-
tainly have great armor and your weapons are sharp, but your healing journey is far 
from over.”
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“What do you mean?” I asked, feeling a slight chink of doubt in my shiny new 
breastplate. And then she said two words that caused me to climb down from my 
trusty steed: “You’re an Empowered Victim.” Hmmm...what exactly is an “Empowered 
Victim”?

The Empowered Victim, she explained, is a more masterful victim, but still con-
fused and still being victimized. An empowered victim is someone who has moved 
from thinking they are at the mercy of life (or their ex, in-laws, you name it) to a new-
found voice, ready to stand up and fight but is still placing the responsibility of their 
experiences on others. Now, we’re so aware of how we were victimized that we’re on 
the look out for it. We track the data that surrounded the initial pain, compile it nicely 
into a catalog of possible future scenarios and are constantly searching for the red 
flags associated with having that hurt happen again. We’re so much on the lookout, in 
fact, that we’re apt to aim at the shadows before we even see who or what is in front of 
us.

When I reflected back on the moments when I was on alert, I felt empowered be-
cause I knew what to look for, but I was the victim because the fear of experiencing 
that pain still ruled my actions. So I was ready when my ex would call because I knew 
he was going to do something I predicted, and when he did, I could react with right-
eousness. But the truth is, it didn’t hurt any less, it just hurt differently. Because not 
only did I set myself up with a very fancy shield and one very sharp sword of expecta-
tions about his behavior, I carried that weapon around, ready to draw at anyone else 
who might show me a sign that they, too, were worthy of being of being run through. 
I’ve bloodied a few good men by blindly throwing daggers instead of taking the mo-
ment to check in with my heart and make a conscious choice to fire or not.

When we determinedly look for something, we find it in reality or often through 
our perceived projections. We are quite adept at proving ourselves right. We are excel-
lent at selecting the evidence needed to fulfill that which we believe to be true. And if 
we believe that we will be hurt and we put on our empowerment armor, chances are 
it’s going to chip away pretty easily. Once you find your own self-worth, you no longer 
find yourself in the situations that cause you to be victimized. And if you do, you now 
have the power to choose. Being able to consciously choose your response is empow-
ered; waiting around in the bushes to kill off any potential perpetrators is still a vic-
tim, even if you’re the one with the sword and daggers.
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I wish I could say my uncoupling was conscious…but the fact is, it wasn’t. I could 
write a million words on why it’s his fault, he could write volumes on why it’s mine, 
but the truth is we probably should never have gotten married.  Too damaged, too lost 
and too filled with beliefs about ourselves that pushed us towards each other. 

I do not regret for one moment my past, my marriage or its aftermath, it is 
what’s allowing me to have this moment of realization about how my beliefs, which es-
sentially dictate my behaviors get me into to trouble and  with awareness I have the 
ability to stop it!

I have kids, and of course that’s one of the main reasons I am grateful for my mar-
riage.  My kids are awesome, filled with life and sass and curiosity. I can’t take all the 
credit and I won’t.

Guess how I learned that awareness plus change in behavior is a) possible and b) 
necessary to create lasting healthy and happy relationships? A dog. A dog named 
Moose.  

We adopted this little guy from a shelter, or I should say my kids did. With every 
ounce of my being I knew it wasn’t right, sounds eerily familiar, but I went ahead, how 
could I ignore the pleas and promises of my little beings who saw something in this 
creature I couldn’t. I did what I often do, I saw the potential and I ignored the gut.

OMG how many of us do that. Women are often accused of trying to change a 
man, and this is why, we see what’s possible instead of what is. A possibility built on 
dreams, imagined from the stories we’ve told ourselves about love and forever and our 
knights and princesses.

Potential, possibility is a drug, like free cocaine, we dream of everything that 
might fulfill us and then we plaster it on the walls of this reality like bad wallpaper and 
boy is that shit hard to get off.
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And that’s ok… it happens, it’s how we learn, it’s how we figure out how to get 
that shit on straight (have you ever hung wallpaper).  The trick is to learn from those 
past mistakes when we decide to go shopping again.

That is easier said than done, trust me, I know. It usually goes something like 
this. 

We see it in the store, all full of promise, we imagine it in our house, the furni-
ture we’ll pair with it, the food we’ll serve around it… wow, we are awesome at build-
ing a story. That wall paper is full of promise, in the beginning, telling us everything 
we want to hear, oohing and awing at our dream, and we buy into those words, we be-
lieve the lies we are told, just as we tell our own, all the while our awareness is telling 
us…proceed with caution, I suggest you hang a small piece of that before you go ahead 
and cover your whole house with that shit.

Sigh.. but often we don’t listen because all we want is a nice dining room to enter-
tain friends. We ignore the signs, and we go all the way…in a moment. We see what 
could be, instead of what is and we’re screwed.

And then we are a month or two in before we finally admit, I hate this wallpaper.  
Ironically we were aware from the get go this wallpaper wouldn’t work, but our own 
story about food and comfort and love overrode our soul. It’s called being human. 
Wanting to love and be loved outweighs those nasty thought monsters, some of which 
are actually telling us the truth.

I have wondered lately how do I discern the difference between fear and doubt 
and my gut. Awareness of something really important and a doubt based on a belief 
about my self worth. I wondered this all the while as I signed the papers to adopt this 
dog, the one I said I’d never adopt.

About a week or so ago I finally came to terms with my gut, ok maybe you were 
right, about the dog and about my current relationship. In both cases I called in the ex-
perts, I was honest in my quest and desire for wanting both to work, sadly only one 
creature was interested in making the change.
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Moose the Chihuahua met with an amazing animal behaviorist and in one visit 
everything shifted, a week has gone by and all the aggressive behaviors, based on his 
past, vanished, and all it took was a spray bottle. Ironically, the trainer used the com-
mand, “STOP IT” as he sprayed him with a little water while he exhibited said behav-
ior and it ended instantly. It reminds me of a video I often share in my talks… Bob 
Newhart “Stop it”, juts Google it.  We also learned that some of our behavior was trig-
gering Moose to act out and guess what everyone got some awareness and we all 
learned a lot about how to communicate.

Stop it, so simple and yet for us humans so hard. Moose figured out a way to ac-
cept love so that he could stay in a home that loves him and all he had to do was stop a 
behavior that wasn’t serving him.

Wow Imagine if we could do that.
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If you’ve ever had a wild love affair abroad, then you know that uncomfortable 
moment when it’s time to say goodbye. Ours happened at the airport, after we had 
spent the last day actually holding hands out in the open, finally letting all the others 
in the group in on our little secret (although I’ve heard our late night sessions appar-
ently echoed around the complex, so not so secret after all). He was on a spiritual re-
treat with his mom and his sister and I even spent time with them, which was an inter-
esting twist to our secret tête-à-tête.  And then, at the airport, he didn’t even say good-
bye. No last kiss, no “I’ll call you.” He just kind of stood there with his mom and his sis-
ter, both looking at him and then at me while we stood there awkwardly. Clearly he 
had no idea what to do next either. And we went our separate ways. 

My Online dating profile reads “Divorced Female with Kids” and assumed I’d be 
dating a divorced male with kids. That’s how it works, right?

I did date a couple of men with kids, in fact, but none of them made my thighs 
quiver with desire. Probably because, like me, they were totally infatuated with their 
kids. They didn’t have much time for long walks on the beach, unless of course there 
were kids and sand toys involved, and bags, way too many bags and little plastic con-
tainers with snacks that eventually become covered with sand. Sigh, definitely not ro-
mantic. 

I eventually gave up on internet dating, not only because I had two young kids 
and was too busy to get all dressed up to go out, only to meet some guy in a bar or cof-
fee shop and spend two hours talking about our kids. But I mainly gave it up because, 
let’s face it, online dating is weird. And even though I’m a modern mama, I’m still old-
fashioned when it comes to meeting men. I think one of the reasons I wanted to date 
was because I needed a break from my kids. I yearned for a companion who’d remind 
me that there was a world beyond parks and play-dates. That it was possible to enjoy a 
meal without six trips to the bathroom and a menu without chicken strips on it.

After my divorce, I waited a while to start dating again.  I wasn’t in a rush to start 
making the same relationship mistakes I had made since my 20’s. I thought perhaps I 
should take some personal inventory, figure out why it was I’d spent the last 20 years 
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ending up in love with the wrong guy and figure out who I was and what I wanted. 
Then, just maybe, I’d find the right man for me. 

After a lot of soul-searching and Goddess workshops (this is often what single 
women in their 40’s do after divorce, that and pole dancing classes), I eventually fig-
ured out that while I wanted love, I didn’t want to get married and I didn’t want to 
have any more kids. I wasn’t interested in re-creating the life I had; I wanted the life I 
deserved. I have two kids, a boy and girl, and to me that’s perfect. They are both out of 
diapers and sleeping through the night, thank goodness. My breasts were mine again 
and I wanted to keep them, and maybe share them with a man (a full grown one, that 
is). I also decided that instead of actively pursuing a relationship while trolling dating 
sites late at night, waiting for a wink from the Interweb, I would wait until I caught the 
right man eyeing me from across the room.

I found myself meeting one such man while in Mexico filming interviews for a 
new documentary at a retreat center outside the ancient Teotihuican pyramids. Meet-
ing the man of my dreams was the farthest thing from my mind and I don’t think he 
was expecting to find me, either. He was there in search of himself and I was the cute 
outsider who seemed to not only know everyone, but more importantly, know where 
the alcohol was hidden.  And so began what we thought was an exotic tryst in a foreign 
land. 

This wasn’t my first on location hook-up. I’d learned the golden rule of lust 
driven overseas encounters. “It’s not love, it’s location”. So we spent 5 nights looking 
at the stars, drinking rum and cokes having wild sex and not thinking about tomor-
row. I mean we were on a spiritual retreat and being in the now was considered very 
very spiritual.

On the plane ride home I evaluated the whole experience. I couldn’t ignore that I 
had developed feelings for him and I needed to let the alcohol and meditation high 
wear off so I could see if they still lingered. My mind examined our compatibility: he 
was young, way under 40 with no kids, but he had been married and divorced so 
maybe it could work. Whatever “it” was, I didn’t quite know yet. I was in unchartered 
territory, not wanting to go back to the old, but definitely looking for something new. I 
wasn’t even sure I’d ever hear from him again.
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After a couple of day back in reality I couldn’t seem to get him off my mind. I am 
a straight forward, no bullshit, wait three days for him to call kind of girl, I mean I 
skipped the Internet, but I did say modern mama. So I had an event to go to that week-
end and needed a date so I asked him to come.  Ironically, I discovered he lived about 
ten minutes from me in Los Angeles. Not so distant lovers, after all.  We went, he was 
actually nice and funny and kind and I liked him.  We continued to date for about 8 
months, mostly consisting of late night rendezvous while my kids slept and romantic 
weekends while my kids were with their dad.  What was all of this, though? What did 
it mean? I realized I was falling in love with him, and he was falling in love with me, so 
it was time for the talk. It was time to lay it all out on the line and get real.

Here’s what I knew: I didn’t want kids, I wasn’t in any rush to get married, I’d al-
ready been there done that and while any relationship that ends kicks up a bit of dust, 
I wasn’t looking for the kind of ending that required lawyers and a court date. 

Here’s what he knew: He loved me. He didn’t know if he wanted kids and mar-
riage, but he knew right then and there he wanted me. 

Basically we had no idea where it would lead or how long it would last, but we 
knew we wanted to walk the path.

However, he had yet to meet my kids. At this point, we either needed to take this 
to the next level, or say our goodbyes for good. I had to consider what the impact of 
meeting my boyfriend would be on my kids, and I had to consider how it felt to live 
two distinct lives. One as the single mom with kids, and the other as a doting, cougar 
girlfriend. I’m a busy woman, and keeping all the things I loved dearly so separate was 
exhausting.  My lover and I decided it was time to make it official. By official I mean 
boyfriend and girlfriend.

One thing I have always tried to be with my kids is honest. I also wanted them to 
understand that they didn’t have to live their lives according to the  current social para-
digm: the Disney fairytale with the perfect spouse, house, and car. I want them to fol-
low their hearts, to love their life and not be afraid to do what they desire with it, what-
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ever that may look like. I decided that in order to teach them that, I needed to do it my-
self. 

Instead of living the same old story I decided to create a new one, where I lived 
according to my own rules, my own values and most importantly for my happiness, 
which I knew would in turn create happiness around me.

So I sat them down, explained that I had a boyfriend, and they would be meeting 
him. “Will you marry him?” they immediately asked. “Nope,” I answered. I explained 
that I didn’t need to get married to have love, or to be fulfilled. If I changed my mind, I 
said that I’d let them know, but that in the mean time, my boyfriend would be around 
from time to time, he would join us on trips, and maybe even live with us one day. 

I had been warned about introducing kids to a partner and the confusion and 
hurt it could cause if the relationship didn’t work out. I read all the books and blogs I 
could, but the truth is sometimes relationships don’t work out, and that is life. Real 
life, whole life. I would rather show my kids how to deal with real life than live a lie to 
them.

We’ve all been together for almost three years now, living life one day at a time. 
My kids know that no matter what happens, they are loved and safe and secure, and 
they also know that relationships take work and they don’t always last forever. Most 
importantly, I’ve been able to show them that you are the lead of your own life and you 
can write your own sweet, magical fairytale.
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The American dream is based on the idea that we should all be able to pursue happi-
ness, the spiritual journey tells us to find enlightenment and everyone who’s anyone is 
always pushing finding balance... geez, we’re all so busy it’s no wonder we can’t find 
anything.

HAPPINESS AND OTHER 
PURSUITS

3
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This is really only a question I suppose a 40 something can answer and after pe-
rusing this site and reading some of the posts I whole-heartedly agree with their 
advice.  It’s all very sound and practical and wise. None of which I usually am, and I es-
pecially wasn’t in my 20’s.

I had a great career, made good money, had a couple a great boyfriends. Then, I 
lost the good money and broke up with the boyfriends. And the truth is, I don’t regret 
a minute of it.

Because I’ve realized without any of those experiences I wouldn’t be me, and I’m 
pretty happy with me. And I hope you are, too. That by far is the most important thing 
to remember—the hardest to do—but the most important. Love yourself.

Here’s what I would say to my 20 something self, even though chances are I 
probably wouldn’t have listened:

1. Seriously, it’s funny – you may not think it now, but when your 40 and having 
an all girls night and drinking wine, that story about waking up on your porch in 
your own vomit after a late night of drinking will be funny. So go out and have fun, 
just try not to do anything that’s going to leave any lasting marks. And these days 
whatever you do, don’t post it on Facebook. Try not to take life to seriously, you’re 
going to make bad choices, you’re going to wish you hadn’t done that, said that or 
seen that, in the moment anyway. This is how we learn about life: from screwing it 
up. As long as you’re willing to realize you’ve screwed up, it’s most likely fixable, so 
don’t panic. Just fix it. In 5 years it’s not going to matter anyway.

2. Change is inevitable so embrace it. Give yourself permission to change your 
mind, your beliefs about yourself and your world, because it’s going to change 
whether you like it or not. Holding onto your past is only going to make moving in 
to your future more painful and frustrating.  Let things go. If you’ve chosen a career 
and you hate it, change it. If you moved to a city you don’t love, move somewhere 
else. You don’t have to stay the same in any way – who you are is entirely up to you, 
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moment by moment. There are no rules, so stop following any and live. Explore the 
depths of yourself to find what it is you truly love and do that until you don’t love it 
anymore, and then do something else.

3. Everything is going to be ok. Trust that. Your life will probably not look any-
thing like you dreamed about when you were 7 and you won’t name your twins Abi-
gail and Prudence, but if you’ve checked in with your heart, honestly reflected on 
yourself and your true desires for life, cleaned out your belief closet about what’s 
right and wrong and are living consciously then your life is exactly as it should be, 
and even if your flailing about like a flag in the wind…you’re going to be ok. Just 
find a way to ground yourself: walking, meditating, yoga, pole dancing, whatever. 
Just create a good relationship with your gut and you’ll be fine.

41



 I think people have a fear of being found out.

I know this because I once had this same fear. This fear of being caught with my 
hand in the non-organic, sugar laden, big corporation labeled cookie jar instead of a 
raw, homemade dessert with DIY edible decorations. I have feared the wrath of my 
peers at not having read that book or been to that seminar, and having instead chosen 
to spend my weekend watching reruns of Hannah Montana with my kids, taking a trip 
to McDonald’s to eat a dead cow (I hope it’s a cow, whatever!), and letting them frolic 
in the play area while I perused the latest issue of my favorite gossip magazine (be-
cause sometimes you gotta know who cheated on who, right?). And I admit it: right 
now as I write this, I am enjoying a cup of Folgers coffee and smoking a cigarette.

I used to be afraid of being seen as flawed, as not “spiritual” enough. I was afraid 
people would see the missing eye on my blissed out bunny slippers or hear me snore 
during that last 15 minutes of yoga class, when what I should have doing was meditat-
ing.

So, like many of my friends, I scoffed at those around me who accidentally let 
their humanness slip out. I judged and sighed knowingly and gazed upon that lost soul 
with that look – you know, that look you get from someone who has decided they are 
somehow better than you, that they have tasted the elixir of enlightenment and you 
just don’t have the right stuff to play in their galaxy or dimension, that they are taking 
their unicorn and going home. But with each sigh, with each judging gaze of my 
blinded by light and bliss eyes, deep down inside I wished I, too, could just take off my 
crystals and that itchy hemp shirt and just wear my Walmart shorts and eat a Nestle 
ice cream and be okay with that, too.

I looked around me and saw that so many were struggling to keep up with the 
Jones, or I should say the Chopra’s (wink wink). This being spiritual thing is exhaust-
ing. It seemed ironic that the idea of living a spiritual life was supposed to mean living 
without judgment, but let’s be honest here, there seems to be a lot of judgment around 
what it means to be spiritual.

So what’s a girl to do who just wants to have some peace in her life, be happy and 
find joy, love and be loved, feel good about the world, who sometimes has wild experi-
ences in what seems to be other dimensions, but could just be she had a little to much 
wine and well, you know, she can’t really explain it but it was really mind blowing, 
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who sometimes feels deeply connected to all things known in this dimension and oth-
ers, but sometimes wants to eat crappy food and shop at a discount store?

Do it. Do it and enjoy it. Seriously, go right now and do anything you want. If it 
brings you joy, do it because that is LIVING. We ARE human; we are all a work in pro-
gress and we are all here in this reality to live in it, learn from it, to expand within it 
and out of it at our own pace. There is no spiritual handbook with points next to each 
enlightened feat accomplished. Deepak and Eckhart are not somewhere up there keep-
ing score.

Being human is in fact normal, and when I let go of trying to be anything other 
than human, suddenly I find myself spending more time doing the things that brought 
me the peace and joy and enlightenment I had been searching for. Funny how that 
happens: when I stopped chasing, it stopped running.
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Recently I played along with the whole Facebook Throwback Thursday thing and 
trotted out a very adorable pre-adolescent picture of me for everyone to “Ooh!” and 
“Ahh!” over.

I hadn’t seen this picture in a while. There I am, all pouty with a sassy and defi-
ant look in my eye as I sat in my time out. A friend asked me if I remember why I was 
in time out and I remembered that, as a child, I was a daring little bugger: no fear and 
pretty defiant, as I mentioned. The world was mine and I was going to take it, even 
back then.

I loved to swim and learned as a baby how to turn over and swim to the side. As I 
got older, I would run straight for the deep end and, being tiny, sent the lifeguards 
into a full code-red as I would leap into the pool. Poor lifeguards had no idea this tiny-
for-her-age 5 year old could swim. My parents were asked on many occasions to re-
mind me to swim in the kiddie section. I, on the other hand, would not be caught dead 
with the tadpoles and their floaties.

This pool had a one of those really high diving boards and I eyed that piece of 
wood like a baby eyeing a binky. I saw in that diving board an opportunity to fly–for 
real–and no one was going to stop me. So off I went climbing the 20 or so rings on the 
ladder, not noticing as I reached the top that chaos and mayhem that had taken over 
the pool below me. Lifeguards running, people screaming and pointing, and I certainly 
didn’t hear my mother screaming at the top of her lungs, “Betsy, you get your butt 
down here right now! You’re scaring people!”

I stood at the start of the board, took a deep breath and ran for it, leaping free 
into the air, arms spread out like an eagle, and I flew. Words cannot even describe the 
feeling I experienced, flying and not caring where I would land or how, just being in 
that moment the totality of everything.

I did eventually hit the pool, water rushing over me as I sank to the bottom. As I 
landed, I could hear the roar of the crowd. Of course I’m thinking they are all cheering 
for me, and then the sudden silence as I entered a new dimension, feeling wrapped in 
the warmth of overly chlorinated, public pool water. I swam easily back to the surface, 
my head popping out of the water, so excited and laughing. I was immediately plucked 
from the pool by a lifeguard who began to yell at me and instantly destroy my moment 
of pure love of life. The absoluteness of no fear was thrown into judgment and shame, 
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and I began to cry. My mother approached and took me by the arm and sat me down 
over by the side of the pool, in a time out. I sat there almost the whole day. Even when 
they tried to get me to come out I refused, glaring at the people who had stolen my 
dreams.

My daughter looks exactly like me. Her blond hair, her smile and especially that 
look of defiance in her big blue eyes when I have crushed her dream of flying, out of 
my own fears for her. Not only do I know that my daughter looks like me, she is just 
like me, too. She’s got a fire in her heart and wings and she wants to fly.

Parenting is hard and often I find myself playing out the same scenes as my child-
hood, only this time I’m the one saying “No” and “Because I said so,” and I realize that 
sometimes those answers are coming from my own place of fear.

I want to see my daughter fly and, of course, there is a part of me that wants to be 
there to catch her. But the truth is, she is who she is and she’s got to learn how to land 
in her own way, and I’ve got to learn how to listen to her heart instead of my fears.

So far in my parenting life the hardest lesson I’ve had to learn is to let go and al-
low. My kids are still young, but this letting go happens many times in their lives, it be-
gins when we let them go from our arms and onto the earth and it doesn’t stop, even 
when we grow up and take on the world.

The balance is in learning when to hold on and when to let go. I still remember 
that day at the pool and I do remember when my mother came to retrieve from the 
scared to death lifeguards grip. I remember she told me that even though I knew I 
could fly, there was a time and a place to spread my wings. Somehow I made it out of 
my childhood wings still firmly attached, but with some wisdom on when to soar and 
when to keep my feet firmly on the ground.

My mom lives with me now and helps me with my own kids. I can see she still 
wants to catch me, but I can also see that she has learned to let me execute my own 
landings, even when they are hard and I break something.
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You know how when you’re at the grocery store, gazing at that skillfully stacked 
display of lemons looking for just the right one, and then you find it? You pluck it from 
it’s snug little piece of time and space and then suddenly, lemons are flying and you’re 
doing your best impression of a circus clown juggler in the middle of the produce aisle, 
lemons everywhere and people gawking in shock and awe. Yep, that’s me right now, 
mid-flail, lemons flying, people gawking.

“When life gives you lemons, make lemonade,” they always say. How often have 
we heard that? How often have I heeded that sage piece of wisdom? I find I’m pretty 
good at making lemonade, usually anyway. Why is it that even though I have the per-
fect recipe, sometimes it just tastes awful? One day I’m going through life with the pre-
cise balance of sweetness to tart, buzzing along on a lemonade high and then—wham-
mo—I take a swig filled with seeds and pulp, the sugar isn’t quite mixed in and it’s 
grainy and sour in my mouth. And all of a sudden I’m all, WTF?

I stop and lemonade comes spewing from my mouth. I’m all sticky with my face 
puckered, frozen and unable to move. I do a quick run down of all my lemons: work – 
good, love life – good, family – good, or at least it was good until lemons started fly-
ing. Hmmm, I’m stumped.

So why is it that all of my perfectly piled lemons suddenly plummeted to the 
floor, all domino-like. What happened? The truth is, I don’t know. And that’s even 
more frustrating than having to attempt the five lemon toss-and-catch maneuver in 
the midst of everything life has going on right now. How is it that I thought I had all 
my lemons in a row, and suddenly they aren’t?

It would be so much easier if I could just pin point the exact reason chaos has en-
sued, identifying the exact unripe lemon in the bunch, but,  I can’t. So now what? 
What does one do when all the tricks they have to balance their lemons stop working?

After several days of attempting to gather my lemons, only to drop one as I 
picked up another and hoping to stack them again as quickly as possible, (I mean who 
has time for this, right?) I realized I just needed to sit down and let my lemons be.

I have a lot of lemons. I always seem to. I’ve never been a one lemon at a time 
kind of girl. Most of us aren’t, really, and sometimes when you juggle, you’re bound to 
drop one. My usual trick is to pick that baby up and go right back to juggling. And 
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sometimes that trick isn’t as seamless as we’d like, especially when it’s multiple lem-
ons. I’m a great juggler but today I realized that instead of attempting to gather all my 
lemons at once, I need to stop, pick up one lemon at a time, clean it off, check for 
bruises and put it back on the shelf and let it be.

“What if I can’t catch them? What if one gets lost? What if one gets ruined?” 
There I was, standing in the grocery store aflutter and filled with worry and doubt. “If 
I don’t have the right amount of lemons, my lemonade won’t taste right and all will be 
lost.” This is what we do when our lemons fall; we often panic and in a frenzy attempt 
to pick them all up at once and try and stack them again. The fact is, we might just 
have too many lemons. We might need to let a few go, some might not yet be ripe and 
we should leave them for a bit longer and some might need more attention than we 
can give when we have so many, and the only way to see that is to step back from the 
produce stand, breathe and wait until all the lemons settle.

If I really think about it, I’ve dropped a few lemons in my life and I’m still here. 
I’ve mixed a few bad batches of lemonade and if after adding a little more of this and a 
little more of that it still tasted bad, well all I had to do was dump it out and start over 
again. Sometimes it wasn’t my recipe, sometimes I just picked a few unripe lemons, 
and there is no need to panic.  Even if it feels like it’s the last thing I should be doing, 
with lemons flying in the air and all, but it’s what I really need to do, take a break from 
the juggling, and let the lemons fall where they will.
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“It’s a wonderful idea, positive thinking, but what it usually means is that I have 
a little smear of positive thinking covering a whole mass of negative thinking, so think-
ing positive is not really thinking positive, it’s just disguising the negative thinking 
that we have.”

-Dr. Miceal Ledwith – From the film “What The Bleep Do We Know?!”
 
Today I got a lecture in “Positive Thinking” from someone who felt the need to 

explain to me the damage I was doing to the world by using the word “Killing” in the 
title of my new film. Ok, enough of the groans – “really is she gonna talk about this 
again!” Well, yes, I am. Because to me, this is what it’s all about. Getting down to the 
nitty gritty of what all of this stuff actually means and how I can actually apply it in my 
life.

So today’s sacred cow is Positive Thinking.
I hear people say all the time “Just think positive!” In theory it sounds good right 

— I mean who doesn’t want to “think positively”.  And yes, it’s true when we have a 
positive thought — it can do wonders for our brain chemistry when it’s sincere.

But what happens when thinking positive becomes such an addiction that you 
use it to hide behind when things aren’t so positive? Or, more importantly, when you 
start to judge everything in your life as either positive or negative instead of just be-
ing? What happens when thinking positive means you create a fear of being exposed 
to anything you judge as not positive? Aren’t we just living in fear of negative 
thoughts, images, etc.?

I have a confession to make. I’ve so been there and so done that. I am guilty of be-
ing one of those always happy, always smiling, “Positive Thinkers”. But the truth is un-
derneath that cheery smile was a lot of pain and sadness I refused to allow myself to 
feel. I would hide away from anything that wasn’t “Positive”. I would avoid anything 
that might poison my rosy outlook. Just as this letter writer told me she was “Hiding 
my posts” I thought to myself. Yes, I know you’re hiding. I was hiding too.

It took me a long time to realize that by forcing myself to “Think Positive” I was 
really just hiding from the darkness inside of me. I was hiding so much- living so 
much in fear that even a word like “killing” frightened me. I could not handle being ex-
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posed to the darkness of life. The fear of it bleeding into my “positive world” paralyzed 
me, squeezing my eyes shut chanting “happy place, happy place, happy place, fairies, 
Disneyland, love…..” As I shoved the real feelings deeper and deeper inside so I 
wouldn’t have to deal with them. Doing anything to avoid looking at why I might see it 
as negative. Ultimately giving my power away to it.

The other day my daughter nailed me on this. I hadn’t until that moment real-
ized how I had been programming her the same way – to be one of those “Positive 
Thinkers”. I always tell my daughter to find the joy, to be happy. The truth is my 
daughter has a lot of things in her life that are hard for an eight year old to deal with, 
heck even without her parents getting divorced, being a kid is tough.

She was in a dark mood, brooding as she does and, well, I was busy and told her 
to find something to be happy about. She walked away and a few minutes later she 
came back. She had put tape over her mouth and drawn a smile on her face. She 
handed me a note that said, “All you want me to do is smile all the time”. Yep – she 
did. I sat there stunned at her honesty, her expression, the dramatics of it and yes the 
wisdom of it.

She wanted to feel and she wanted to know how to deal with her feelings, she 
didn’t want to put on a happy face. She didn’t want to think positive and couldn’t be 
forced to do it either. I learned in that moment that the most important thing I could 
do with her was allow her that. To sit with her while she expressed her feelings, even if 
they weren’t happy, even if they weren’t “positive”.

This person who wrote me the letter also said something interesting. She said 
she didn’t want to have her grand children see the word “killing” and have to explain it 
to them. I felt kind of sad. I mean her intentions are good. But, just like my daughter, 
if we never learn to deal with the “negative” how will we learn that it’s only negative if 
we allow it be? How will we learn that the power, the choice is within us and not out-
side of us? It’s not in a word, an image, another person. Every reaction we have to 
something is really an expression of what is inside of us. Slapping a smiley face on it 
isn’t going to change that.

I sat with my daughter for a long time while she talked about how she felt. She 
put into words the dark feelings she was having and you know what – after a while 
they weren’t so dark anymore. They were processed emotions; they weren’t the scary 
thought monsters we conjure as we attempt to layer the positive over them. After a 
while I see that gets harder and harder to do. The layers deeper and deeper until really 
all we are is a body caked with the sludge of denial and despair, our pearly whites shin-
ing through the film of positive goo.
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Just so we’re clear — I’m not against positive thinking. It’s a valuable tool. Find-
ing the positive is a good idea, hiding behind it probably isn’t. Being mindful of your 
thoughts, and intentions is important, being thoughtful about what your sending out 
into the world is key when you remember that what you put out is what you get back. 
But be mindful that you don’t allow positive thinking to lock you away in a prison cell 
of cheer. Sometimes taking off the rose colored glasses reveals a whole new world of 
positivity.

So what’s my take away from killing this Buddha? Think positive thoughts – if 
they feel right – don’t recoil in fear of anything you perceive as negative, instead ask 
yourself why you see it that way and then, once you’ve slayed the negative thought 
monster, grab some lemons and make some lemonade.
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“If we actually believe half the shit we talk and write about, why are we worried? 
It’s all going to be what it’s supposed to be, isn’t it?” This was what I said to my best 
friend Cate the other day as we yammered on to each other about the woes in our life 
– you know, money woes, men woes, kids woes,work woes– whatever woes. Of course 
we attempted to add in our very aware and very spiritual observations, just to make 
sure that even though we were whining and worrying, we were being enlightened 
about it.

Such as me stating my desire to be in love – followed by self eviscerating exami-
nation as to why I need to be in love, judging myself for wanting to be in love; all of 
which is true. I do have issues with love (I’m going to go out on a limb here and make 
a very generalized statement- which is probably very true- most of us have issues with 
love) but I also want to be in love, because love is fun. I have a much better under-
standing of myself and what love means to me and my desire for love is pretty freakin’ 
normal.

Is it possible for me to hold both concepts: Desiring love because it’s normal to 
want to share your life with someone and desiring love because I have issues I’d like to 
work through regarding love? They actually work together, if I stopped trying to blow 
one of them up in the name of enlightenment and just have some fun with love, ex-
plore love, try on love. Do I have to wait until I have all my love stuff worked out be-
fore I can be in love? And if I do, how exactly can I do that? Seriously not looking for 
another class or seminar or book, I swear I’ve read them all, and I learn by doing!

I spent some time with another friend whose life is in a big transition. She has an 
entire list of things that need to happen before she can do the things she really wants 
to do. There is no room for either or, nor both simultaneously- it’s this way first and 
then she can have that. She’s not capable of seeing that it’s possible to have a mixed up 
convoluted version of both. Life is convoluted! There is life in-between the pages of 
your plan!

It’s true that sometimes you have to follow a recipe. Having a plan is a good 
thing; I like plans, but I spent an awful lot of my life planning and organizing and wait-
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ing for things to happen that were in my plan so I could do the next thing only to have 
wasted that time and missed out because I was so locked into my plan, which eventu-
ally blew up because I was, okay I admit it, attached to my plan.

It sort of goes back to that old myth “Wait until you’re ready to have kids.” Is any-
one ever really ready to have kids? You might think you are and then you have one and 
you’re like “Shit I was not ready for this!”

Last year I had a plan and almost nothing in my plan actually happened, at least 
not exactly. But here’s the interesting thing: all the things my plan represented hap-
pened, but not in the way in which I had actually planned them. Huh, go figure.

Which brings me back to my original question – if I were to live my life, with the 
understanding and acceptance that my life is going exactly as it should because I am 
following my true souls desire and trusting in that, and then of course planning (you 
have to plan a little) but being very clear about what my desire really is and then being 
open to what might come that isn’t in my master plan- but is my ultimate, true plan, 
then everything is going to be okay.

In my own life I have come to see the beauty in the chaos of plans unraveled. Peo-
ple often desire balance. We are often told to find it as if it’s something to look for. We 
like it when things happen the way we think they should. It makes us feel like we have 
balance and everything is under control. And sometimes that works- but really let’s 
get real, how often does it really happen that way?

Life is full of duality for which I don’t think you can find balance per se – balance 
means to equally distribute, and I don’t feel like my humanness equally distributes. It 
flows from one to the other and it holds each as possible and not possible and all possi-
ble. When I hold to tightly to one way another invariably gets jealous and puts a mon-
key wrench on my plan, thus causing me to feel completely out of control and unbal-
anced, and things start to fall apart. Once I finally allowed myself to live and breath 
and accepted that life is utterly unbalanced, I have no control, and only strive to know 
and to learn my true souls desire, have I found a steady wire to walk on.
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“When we get out of the glass bottle of our ego, and when we escape like squir-

rels in the cage of our personality and get into the forest again, we shall shiver with 
cold and fright. But things will happen to us so that we don’t know ourselves. Cool, 
unlying life will rush in, and passion will make our bodies taut with power. We shall 
laugh, and institutions will curl up like burnt paper” – D.H. Lawrence, “ESCAPE”

Well hello there blank screen. I’ve been staring at you for over a month. So much 
going on inside and no way to express it. At least I couldn’t find the words. For the last 
2 years I have been in a process of metamorphosis – a Metanoia – if you will. Me-
tanoia means a transformative change of heart. A change of my being. It has been pain-
ful and frightening, joyful and exhilarating.  Of course that describes most of life, but 
this process has been different. Different because now I am aware of it.  I had a dream 
that lasted for days. It has taken me a month to put this dream into words, into a cohe-
sive thought. I have been angry at it, laughed at it, cried from it… and just yesterday re-
leased it.

I sometimes feel like a fraud, as I go back and read my old blog posts I see that 
over- confident, “I got it figured out” girl peeking out. Like I actually have anything fig-
ured out. Sometimes I do, or at least I feel like I do and I can ride that high for a few 
days or even a week or so, but then slowly it seeps back into me, like oil spreading 
across a frying pan. I quickly find all the most inspiring videos and posts I can on Face-
book, but they only seem slippery and I am unable to hold onto the feeling of being em-
powered or inspired. Any “knowing” I had sizzled away from the heat of life, leaving 
only the story of failure and insecurity.

I get angry with myself, wow how ungrateful am I. Look at my life, look at all I 
have, my children, my health, so much to be grateful for, and yes, that fills me for a mo-
ment, but slips slowly away as I watch it fall into the pit of doubt and fear. I become 
frozen, unable to move, with each attempt to break free, my feet slick with oil slip far-
ther and farther into the pit.  I clutch on to the little gifts, the little signs that tell me 
not to give up.  Like little cracks in the wall for my feet and hands to grasp, but I’m still 
dangling, hanging on for dear life.
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It would be so much easier to blame mercury, or someone else, to wallow in the 
why me, why is it so hard. To stomp my feet and pout, although, stomping is not an op-
tion when you’re dangling above the void, between the present and the past, I cannot 
see my safety net, not yet anyway- my eyes are still stinging from the tears and the 
sweat from the tug of war for the right to rule me.

Oddly, I know where I am, frozen as I might be, I’m in a forced time out, my soul 
and my mind waging a war against each other. I’ve been at this for a while now. 
Change is not something the ego and the body like. Breaking old patterns is uncomfort-
able and I hadn’t realized the hold my old stories had on me until now.

Why is it we find comfort in the things that don’t serve us? Why do we insist on 
holding on to the old patterns and beliefs that keep us locked into a box–how many 
times must we run in the same circle before we fall, exhausted in surrender. Why is it 
surrender is so hard to give. Why do we fight change?

I see myself splayed out on a table, the tubes sucking out the cells of my past, the 
lies I told myself, the old paradigm oozing through the tubes. My body fights, my brain 
seizes and screams out, as if I let go of my past there will be nothing left of me. But I 
know I must let it go. My soul whispers “shhhhh, surrender”, and I fight back, “I have, 
I have”, even though I know deep inside that I really haven’t. Finally, I am exhausted 
from the battle and the crackling of the fire fades.  The flame cools and for a moment 
there is nothing. My hands cramped and sore from holding on so tightly release, I feel 
a soft breeze across my face and through the darkness comes a whisper of knowing 
that all will be as it should be. I feel my feet once again solid on the ground.

I begin to wonder how long this peace will last; I look down at the puddle of old 
beliefs lying at my feet. Knowing there are more battles ahead, but for now I savor in 
the victory, I am.

This is the dance we do; we must do until it’s all been drawn out. This is the proc-
ess of breaking the habit of being me. I wish I could say it gets easier, but the farther 
down I go, the deeper the beliefs are ingrained into my every cell.  The decades of fat 
and gristle consumed are hardened and the fire must be hot to break them down.

Today as I sat quietly in meditation I surrendered. I accepted that change is not 
easy, it’s not even hard, it a process and the battle I wage comes mostly from my impa-
tience and my unwillingness to trust myself that I can, I have and I will because I am. I 
will gladly take the heat, knowing that ultimately underneath it all, there is someone 
wonderful, someone beautiful, someone full of love – me.

I recently had the pleasure of sitting down with Dr. Joe Dispenza- that master of 
breaking the habit of being you (The title of his book). It’s a long interview in 2 parts- 
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but worth it. He eloquently breaks it down for me, the brain, the body, how we work 
and how we can truly break the habits and move into a greater, happier life.

To watch My Interview with Dr. Joe Dispenza visit my You Tube channel! 
https://youtu.be/RavoY4Dbfio
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What To Expect When You’re Expecting???

My answer to that famous question is…

Disappointment. 

Ok, so of course I don’t mean THAT kind of expecting! I mean the EXPECTA-
TIONS kind of expecting. You know the ones with attachments to your emotions. The 
“I expect him to call, I expect her to laugh at all my jokes”. Usually these expectations 
revolve around the opposite sex, but they often become messy in friendships too.

So, with the whole “I’m spiritual” game we’re supposed to eradicate all of our ex-
pectations. To live life as if nothing really matters and it’s all meant to be. And while 
that may be true – I, for one, have not mastered it. And, ya know what?  I don’t believe 
anyone has. And if you have – show me you can levitate. (I’ll apologize for that snarky-
ness later)

I can say with a completely straight face to you that “it doesn’t matter.” Don’t 
call, don’t text me, don’t share my blog post. (hint, hint) But that is complete Bull.  In 
the interest of keeping it real, I freely admit that deep down inside – in that little spot 
no one sees – it hurts.

The truth is, once I have an expectation, a little glimmer of hope – I grab onto 
that baby like a winning lottery ticket. I can build a whole reality around that little 
spark of possibility, in my head of course. Isn’t it sooo much better in our heads? 
Sometimes I wonder why I actually act out in reality. When the show in my head is 
ohhhh so much better.

The oddest thing is watching myself do it. I am fully aware in one part of my be-
ing to exactly what I am doing to myself- yet I do it anyway. Damn- no levitating for 
me. Squashed flat onto the Planck scale baby.

So now what? I had an expectation, knowing full well it was unrealistic, but so 
sexy I couldn’t resist. Now what. I know – blow it off, move on, get over it, or do I 
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really, finally, deal with why I keep having these unrealistic expectations. Ohhh that 
sounds fun! Let’s do that!

It’s sort of funny, really, I’m LMAO right now about it – it’s my mantra to the 
world, the one I can’t seem to get myself.  LOVE YOURSELF! I expect others to fulfill 
my need to feel worthy. To feel wanted, desired. because I don’t believe it. Yeah, easy 
for me to say – to you anyway. But to myself—- well…..

So why don’t I believe it? Why can’t I believe? Give me a break! I want to scream 
to the universe (the universe is just easier to blame isn’t it.) Give me one little nugget I 
can chew on. But it’s a no go. I am fully blocked off at the moment. I am wallowing in 
the muck of disenchantment.

I know, I can repeat the cool phrases to you, all about the going within, finding 
the source, forgive yourself. Love yourself. But like a moth to the flame I take the easy 
route to my addiction of unworthiness.  It’s so much easier to loathe me than to love 
me.

You can tell me right now that “I’ll find myself” or “I’ll find my love” as if I really 
need it (Someone to love me, that is). But I won’t believe you. Not now anyway. For 
whatever reason I am on a crash course for disappointment.  So I’m going with it.  In-
stead of masking it with cool quotes and catchy phrases. I’m just being with my icky, 
cranky, unworthy self.

Full Disclosure: So this blog is about being real. Me- being real. So I‘m sorry 
there was no witty, uplifting ending in which all hope is restored. And I’m sorry for be-
ing snarky (well kinda)  I don’t pretend to have any wisdom or any answers, so if 
you’re looking for that I can recommend a guru.  I am a human. Dysfunctional, lost 
and sometimes found. I was told I needed to be vulnerable, to be the real me, and in 
being that I get to have real exchanges with real people who are being vulnerable too. 
And I  am actually enjoying it – even if I am feeling icky.  So feel free to comment 
openly. It’s ok to feel icky. It’s real — and today I feel icky. And could use the camarade-
rie of others who feel icky — let’s lift each other out of the muck together! (There’s my 
need to feel needed again!)

Tomorrow I’ll dig myself out of this hole. But now it’s kinda warm and safe. (Ok 
that was kinda hopeful – right?)
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What Does It Mean?

What does it mean? Or really what does it mean to me? I have been asking my-
self that question a lot lately. What I have found is that I have attached a meaning to 
everything- of course we all have, but those meanings become so ingrained that it 
stops me from actually having any new ideas, interpretations, or experiences that 
could lead me in a new direction. I am so quick to judge and decide based on my past 
definitions that my future is almost certainly predictable.

How can I experience anything new if I already “know”?
What’s the point of even leaving my house? If I go to that party, with those peo-

ple who I’ve already decided think this way or that, the experience is already laid out 
for me. Why read that book, after all the cover image has already been interpreted by 
my meanings of the images and words, so every word I read is colored by those mean-
ings, so am I really getting anything new?

Is it possible to experience the world without attaching my past meanings to eve-
rything? Which meanings are good to keep and which should I get rid of? Where did 
all these meanings come from?

It’s not new to many of you that most of the “meanings (insert beliefs, Buddhas – 
wink wink) have been with us since early childhood- even before we could speak we at-
tached meanings to things. My friend Gabby gave a great example the other day while 
we dissected the “meanings” in our lives.

Imagine as a baby your on a walk- you’re hanging in your stroller, gumming that 
weird squishy thing that big being with the boobs you love to snuggle, who’s always 
with you and you like her smell gave you, when suddenly you feel this odd sensation – 
and it doesn’t feel good. You look up at the boob being and she looks scared and you 
feel scared (you don’t know it’s fear – but you know you don’t like it.) Suddenly,  an-
other big being in a bright red shirt rushes past you, bumping into your favorite being 
and she recoils in fear. BOOM – your brain has just created a meaning – that big man 
looking beings in red shirts are scary! You decide to chock that one away in your sub-
conscious cause you think you’re probably gonna need that information and you know 
what – you won’t even realize it, but for the rest of your life you’re probably going to 
take issues with men in red shirts.
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I know, it sounds crazy, you’re probably saying it’s not that simple- but you know 
what – it is. Even for those of us who have decided we are “aware” have hidden mean-
ings for everything – some not even so hidden.

I am surprised myself at how lazy my brain has actually become. Its so much eas-
ier to just go back into the computer – pull out the file that says “red shirt bad” than to 
pause and take a moment to not react with my  first impression, my first response to 
the image, the color, the smell, the word.

I decided recently to play a game with my brain. I decided that instead of the 
same old same old response to the “meanings” I’ve already wired in my brain, I would 
take a moment to see if there might be a new meaning that might feel better, create a 
new idea or new understanding. What if I take a moment to try and process more than 
just the 2000 bits of information my brain is actually perceiving (which is based on 
my already ingrained “meanings”)

WOW! I have started to see and hear and feel so much more. My interactions 
with others have become so much more “meaningful”! I’ve also spent less time feeling 
confused, angry, hurt and more time enjoying all the offerings of the world around 
me. In short life is way more fun and interesting.

This is more than just listening to others, this is more than just listening to your-
self. We often do that, but then fall right back on our tried and true meanings because 
they have proven safe for us, they have gotten us this far. This is about breaking down 
every meaning of everything you’ve ever thought you knew – even the sacred cows – 
the ones you’ve vowed you’d never discard.

Some call it peeling the onion, some call it the layers of the lotus flower. I call it 
killing my Buddhas. Whatever you call it- enjoy it. Its probably the most freeing exer-
cise I’ve done in all my years of “searching” for the answers. It’s also the most simple, 
and sometimes the most simplest things lead us to the greatest answers.
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I am not a club joiner. I do not belong to all the cool societies, organizations and 
clicks that I “probably” should.  Part of this is my rebellious streak, the independent 
part of me that likes to strike out on my own.  But another part comes from past experi-
ences where I used to “belong”, but got burned, or I burned myself and now my first 
reaction at the mention of a club, school, group or organization has me running for the 
hills.

I have tested the waters a few times in my adult life. Even us “lone wolfs”, like to 
have a bit of a pack. Joining up and jumping in with both feet. Hoping that this time 
my fears won’t come true even though, hidden deep , is a fear of promises broken. I 
have believed with all my being the altruistic ideologies carried by these groups, only 
to have my hopes dashed again and again. I seem to parachute in right to the top and 
pretty quickly the man behind the curtain is revealed.

Of course it is. I am looking for it. The cynical part of my being carries a lot of 
weight in my head these days – especially when it comes to the “tribe”. Too many 
times I have given my heart only to have it roasted and eaten. So wounded is my soul 
that now even as the words are barely out of someone’s mouth my body reacts with dis-
gust. I will not go down that road again. I can do it alone. I don’t need any association 
with the “cool” people to do it. Or at least that’s the story I tell myself to avoid really en-
gaging. To avoid living out my fear of not being accepted, being lied to or being used.

I have often wondered (I mean I am part of the movie that said “we create our re-
ality”) that if that statement is true – then why do I keep creating that experience? 
Why is it that I find myself at first enamored with and then exposed to the seedy unau-
thentic reality underneath the facade of enlightenment. The let down of realizing yet 
another isn’t living up to the practice they preach. Am I living up to the practice I 
preach? That’s an easy answer…probably not.

Layered under this discussion is the real root of this- it’s my distrust of myself. 
My own fears of not being “cool” enough, smart enough, enlightened enough. My own 
fear of showing anyone that I am vulnerable, impressionable – or that I might need 
his or her help.  I don’t want anyone to see I want to believe so badly because if it’s not 
true then what is all this for? Finding one person, group, or company that actually 
really lives this stuff day in and day out will somehow make it possible for me to do it 

60

The difference between the 
“No’s” in my head.



as well. Please someone prove to me it’s possible, because I can’t seem to prove it to 
myself.

Boy, dissecting one’s beliefs systems is a rabbit hole. Funny thing is it always 
comes back down to a core issue. For me it’s self worth. I jump in – prove I’m not wor-
thy – get hurt and push away. Or I jump in, give everything I’ve got – create success 
only to be thrown out the minute that success has been tasted. Licking my wounds and 
being cast away, I hide deeper and deeper into my own cave. On the outside I’m wear-
ing the mask of rebellion, the “I don’t need you – I can do it all by myself” face. But on 
the inside I am feeling hurt and rejected.

I do want to feel connected, to feel a sense of belonging. But at what expense? So 
often the promises made in the glossy ad aren’t what’s delivered when you open the 
package.  I find lately I tend to throw the baby out with the bathwater. To hold the 
whole accountable for the few.

As I am about to embark on a new part of my journey, I know I need help. I know 
I can’t do it alone- and that I don’t want to. I know there are people out there with the 
same yearning for change as me and with the same desire for honest and transparent 
communication. I need to listen to my gut – I must listen to the one voice in my head 
that speaks the truth to me, not the Judge and the jury that feeds my story. I am find-
ing my way to listening to that voice again. Pulling away the blanket of distrust over 
everyone. Realizing that I see what I am looking for, so I am looking for something 
else.

I am beginning to see the difference between resistance because of fear of hurt, 
betrayal and a fear of failure and the NO because this isn’t right.

As I come to this realization I look at the people close to me and I see them to be 
a reflection of this new understanding. They are authentic, they are inspired, they are 
creative and most importantly they are human.

People often ask me when will I make the next “BLEEP”. I feel a pressure to recre-
ate that. I don’t know if I ever will. I don’t know if I want to.  Lately a lot of “possibili-
ties” have been dangled in front of me. I set an intention and boy are they flowing.  A 
lot of new groups to join, people to schmooze, companies to partner with.  I’ve been 
asking myself to be clear about my intuition. To separate my past experiences from 
what possible. I am ok with not knowing where I’m being led. But I am comfortable in 
knowing when not to go down that road. I hear the difference now between the no’s in 
my head.
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I am finding clarity in what I want to do with my voice, my creativity and my fu-
ture. It’s time for me to walk towards my fears – to walk with them and to engage 
them, to understand them so that they don’t thwart my dreams.

There is a time and a place for NO. But not because I am afraid, because my 
knowingness tells me it’s not the right path. Being present to the distinction is key for 
my dreams becoming reality.

So the next time you hear me say NO – you’ll know I mean it.
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sur·ren·der  suh–ren-der
verb (used with object)

1. to yield (something) to the possession or power of another; deliver up posses-
sion of on demand or under duress: to surrender the fort to the enemy; to surrender 
the stolen goods to the police.

2. to give (oneself) up, as to the police.

3. to give (oneself) up to some influence, course, emotion, etc.: He surrendered 
himself to a life of hardship.

4.to give up, abandon, or relinquish (comfort, hope, etc.).

5. to yield or resign (an office, privilege, etc.) in favor of another.

I have been examining the word surrender lately. It has so many negative conno-
tations. Just like many words in the English language. It’s taken on a sinister tone. Sur-
render – to give up, to yield. Even the definition itself finds nothing positive to say. In 
spiritual circles surrender sounds so blissful and peaceful and freeing. Leave it to the 
new agers to take a negative word and make it positive. But my programming forces 
me to struggle with the idea that surrendering can be peaceful. I cannot reconcile let-
ting go of what I believe to be right and fair with the idea that if I do it will bring me 
peace. With every ounce of my being I know it will not.

I like letting go. But, being me, I have to really drill down to see what it is I’m let-
ting go of. I often advise my daughter to choose her battles. I find I’m pretty good at de-
ciding what’s worth fighting for. It’s interesting the words I choose- Battle, fight. How 
can one surrender with those words being thrown around?

I’ve spent days drilling down surrender, what it means, what’s at stake, what will 
I give up? How can I “surrender” to bring me peace when I know it won’t? What does 
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winning mean to me? What does it mean for those I’m fighting for who count on me to 
not surrender?

Yesterday, a really good friend finally cracked the egg for me. I don’t have to sur-
render to something that is worth fighting for. I have to surrender the fighting. I have 
to surrender the emotions attached to winning or loosing. I must let go of the attach-
ment to the outcome. Ahhh. If the fight I have chosen is righteous (and who knows 
what that means! – another blog I guess.) Then I should continue, calmly, slowly, and 
an eye on WHO is waging the battle and for what. Be clean with my intentions, be hon-
est with myself, listen carefully and do not fight the fight, be present to myself and my 
emotions, but do not let them fight my battles. For that is where we loose.

Everyday we fight a battle for something. Often the fight is righteous. In the 
macro and the micro. We must stand up for ourselves; to surrender to the attachment 
does not mean to give up.

To me it makes a better warrior.
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If you’ve read my book, Tipping Sacred Cows, then you’re aware I had an un usual re-
ligious upbringing. If not, well, I did. I spent alot of time in many different churches 
trying to figure out why everyone seemed to believe pretty much the same thing, but 
needed to go to a different church to talk about it. Spiritual but not Religious people 
often do the same thing and many of my blogs reflect my quest to understand what 
spirituality means, especially to me. Because, ultimately, that’s what it’s about, as far 
as I can figure, your journey, your path, your way.

ARE THOSE SHOES       
SPIRITUAL?

4
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Recently I have encountered many people who talk about living “spiritual truth” 
or speaking of “Spiritual truth” as if someone actually knows exactly what that is. I’m 
telling you right now – I haven’t a clue. I have an opinion. Usually when something 
keeps popping up for me I know it’s time for a closer look. Many philosophies/
religions have their own versions of “Spiritual truth” which often sound the same, but 
are different enough so that the one espousing them can lay claim to actually having 
the real truth, the right truth. I have wondered myself lately what it means to be “spiri-
tual”. What is “spiritual”?  Because often I feel like I don’t fit into the “spiritual” cool 
club. I wear polyester blend clothes, cuss like a truck driver, Smoke, I eat red meat and 
to borrow a line from my good friend (comedienne – Vanda Mikoloski) I’m not lactose 
intolerant. I’m not knocking any of this- it’s just not what I do. But does that make me 
less spiritual? When I looked up “spiritual Truth” online (yes, because of course, that’s 
where you’ll find the most credible information) – this is what I found as the first an-
swer:

Spiritual Truths Any Science or Law that is in complete harmony with the Divine 
Forces or Nature or of the Universe.

Harmony with the divine forces of nature? What does that mean? I can be in har-
mony with a tornado – that would probably be accurate.  But is that a good thing or a 
bad thing? Is everything divine? Some say it is. Some say it isn’t. I kinda think every-
thing is divine in it’s own way. But, What The Bleep Do I Know?! Whenever I’m at a 
party or event and this topic comes up someone always has to bring out the starving 
children or killing babies as if to shock me and say, “So you think killing babies is ok” 
– Really?! You actually think I believe Killing babies is ok? Come on- let’s get real. 
When someone says something like that I realize that they actually don’t know what 
spiritual truth means either. And you know what – it’s ok. I happily admit that I don’t 
know myself, and for the record, I’m not fond of killing anything (except my Buddha’s 
– wink wink). So, Is everything spiritual? What does spiritual mean?

spir·it·u·al/ˈspiriCHo͞oəl/ Of, relating to, or affecting the human spirit or 
soul as opposed to material or physical things.

Ok so Human spirit – I get that – but a really great pair of shoes can do wonders 
for my human spirit, so does that make those shoes spiritual? It says in the definition 
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no to material things- damn, but wait until you see these shoes! So then is everyone a 
spiritual person? We all have a soul or so we think we do – (Science is still debating 
that one, I guess.) We like to believe everyone is spiritual – or at least I do. It sounds 
nice and sort of warm and fuzzy don’t you think? But when someone says, “I’m a spiri-
tual person” what are they saying? I often ask them “What do you mean?” I get lots of 
different answers, but they all come down to the same thing – they mean they are on 
some sort of “spiritual path” or they are practicing some sort of philosophy, ideology, 
religion –whatever you want to call it. Ok, so being a spiritual person means you are 
following some sort of path, religion, belief system. Isn’t everybody? I mean an atheist 
has a belief even if their belief is that there is nothing to believe in. But some say they 
aren’t spiritual (especially the Atheist!) Often the same people tell me they are awake 
and are working towards awakening others. I’m thinking to myself- you know its 
kinda snuggly under that blanket of ignorance.  I mean if someone has to tell me there 
awake… you get the drift. Can one be aware and not awake?  What’s the difference? To 
me, aware is when I can observe myself in a way that allows me to see the whys in my 
actions, thoughts or feelings. But it doesn’t mean that I actually choose to make the 
choice that’s probably best. It just means I’m aware of my choices. I am aware of the 
people and things in my life and their meaning to me, there reflections back to me. 
Awake, in my humble opinion, means that I have no awareness other than being all 
things simultaneously, I am always connected to everything and therefore my being-
ness, my every action, my choice comes from the highest vibration, power, source… I 
am living in a state of constant connection. Clearly I am not that. So I would rather say 
I’m usually aware, but not awake. So does living Spiritual Truth mean you’re aware of 
the laws and science of the divine forces of the universe? And you’re trying to live in 
harmony with them? If so, then I would say everybody is living spiritual truth because 
I find it to be human nature to want to live in harmony, even if that harmony isn’t in 
harmony with you! And because we are living we are in harmony since everything is in 
divine harmony with everything else. Whew! Who gets to decide what’s harmonious? 
So we’ve examined what is Spiritual but what about Truth? What is the definition of 
truth?

Truth [trooth] noun, plural truths  [troothz, trooths] 

1. the true or actual state of a matter: He tried to find out the truth. (This is sort 
of funny if you think about it- truth as a state of matter! – language can really be a 
tricky thing can’t it!)
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2. conformity with fact or reality; verity: the truth of a statement.
3. a verified or indisputable fact, proposition, principle, or the 

like: mathematical truths. 

4. the state or character of being true. 

5. actuality or actual existence.

So there is TRUTH and then there is opinion, which is often confused as truth, 
mostly because we like to think our opinions are right and if they are right they are 
true. Right? I’ve decided from now on I am going to spell truth TROOTH. Because the 
trooth is- trooth has become objective. Trooth is another word for opinion (Of which I 
have many). We have forgotten TRUTH is a fact –something that can be proven – like 
it’s a truth that I have a tattoo of a Rampant Feline on my ankle. That is an undeniable 
truth. A TROOTH is that I think that tattoo is spiritual. Whew! So now I get it. I am liv-
ing MY SPIRITUAL TROOTH, which may be the same or different then your Spiritual 
Trooth, but the trooth is you and I are one so we are actually living THE spiritual truth 
which is that we are all divine beings attempting to live in harmony with the divine 
forces of nature – which is actually everything. Even though that everything might not 
be the everything you think is the truth it’s probably somebody elses trooth – which is 
in trooth you. Got it?! 
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We are hilarious creatures. The things we put ourselves through in the name 
of enlightenment, evolution, understanding, knowing. It’s times like these I wonder if 
not knowing anything would have been safer. Maybe being asleep is actually a better 
way to be…

Alas we are seekers, even those of us who live quiet lives, going to work everyday, 
leaving our little boxes by 7:30 am, work the mundane and go home by 6, cook a micro-
wave dinner and watch reruns of Friends. There is a spark somewhere deep down in-
side there, there is an impetus to do, something, even if we don’t know what…. and yet 
so often we don’t, frozen by confusion and fear of the unknown. Yes I suppose that it is 
safer, to squash that urge and hit the play button on the TiVo… The known path is eas-
ier to walk with our eyes closed, we’ve done it for so long. There are those who seem to 
just live and die and I can’t tell if they were happy with that or not. Is not knowing bet-
ter? Safer?

I suspect I will never know, because I am not one of them. We are the rabble rou-
sers, the misfits, hell bent on finding the holy grail, the reason for being, we do all 
sorts of astounding things to find the illustrious golden chalice filled to the brim with 
the wisdom of us.

One day we will know we tell ourselves as we head out into the abyss. The answer 
lies somewhere, and with each passing day we search high and low, inside and out, we 
fire walk, we meditate, we chant, we trance dance until our limbs are numb, seeking, 
asking, wondering if we’ll ever find the answer. And with each piece of the puzzle we 
find we sometimes get cocky, we start to believe that we’re close to the end, the answer 
is on the tip of our tongue.

Since my divorce I have been on the fast track of discovery. I decided 40 years of 
walking into walls in the dark was enough and it was time to get to know the real me. 
So 3 years ago I started a tradition. Every year I visit a river and in this river I drop 
things that represent pieces of me, hurts I have carried, beliefs I have carried, fear and 
doubts about the anything’s and everything’s we conjure in our head- I drop them one 
by one, and if they get stuck and stay close to me, I know I’m not quite done with that 
thought monster yet, and if they float away, then I wish it well and move on.
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This year on my visit I struggled for weeks about what I should send down the 
river. I finished my book, life is good, seriously, I’ve got this…. Yeah right. Isn’t it hilari-
ous when we convince ourselves of that? That’s like inviting someone dangerous to tea 
and that someone is you- the true you- your soul. Imagine having tea with your soul. 
Shit, that is downright dangerous.

So we sat there, the river, my soul and me, silent except for the subtle whoosh of 
the river, whispering with the soul, telling my secrets with a knowing giggle and a 
smirk, conspiring as they do, and so finally I said out loud what they couldn’t, or what 
they wouldn’t say because only I could call it by name. Trust and vulnerability.

This is one thing I have never been able to drop into the river. My guard, my 
shield and my sword. From the time I was eight I have worn that armor, I have carried 
a weapon, ready, willing and able to strike. And with each passing year, my sword has 
been unsheathed faster and faster at the first sign of betrayal, real or manufactured. It 
didn’t mater because I could no longer tell the difference, and the pain was real either 
way. Striking first saved me from certain death. And I have killed many who loved me.

So, I wielded my sword and stood in defiance against the soul and the river, how 
dare they mock me. I have lived through all they have thrust upon me. Fuck them, I 
thought. Sure test me on trust and vulnerability, I challenged like a rebellious child 
and I sauntered away.

The next day, I broke my collar bone, and after I heard the pop of my bone I 
could hear the whoosh of the river and the cackling of a crow and the whisper in my 
ear: Be careful who you invite to tea, young lady, and to whom you challenge with your 
sword, you’re only killing yourself. 
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“Science does not need mysticism and mysticism does not need science; 
but man needs both” 

-Fritof Capra

Do we need both? Sometimes I feel like those two camps are as diametrically op-
posed as the Democrats and the Republicans. Is it time for a revolution?

As I travel the country doing book signings and talks people seem pretty pleased 
to hear me say it’s time for a revolution in science and the new age/self help paradigm.

When I hear a new ager or a scientist say, “I wish they’d wake up” I usually say 
right back, “You know what, they are saying the same thing about you!”

As if any of us are really awake, and who gets to decide who’s awake and who 
isn’t? I’m beginning to think this whole “awake” thing is really a perspective and it ulti-
mately depends on who’s doing the talking.  What is awake? What does it mean to “be 
conscious?” Everybody seems to have an opinion on this, and often they think theirs is 
the “right” one.

One of my favorite sentences is when someone says to me, “I am going to give 
you MY TRUTH” Oh boy, hold on folks, duck if you can because here comes a whole 
bunch of opinion and projections flying at your face like shit hitting a fan. I admit I’ve 
said it, recently in fact, which is why I am now thinking about this whole concept of 
truth, right and wrong, knowing, awake or asleep, conscious or unconscious.

Because the truth (ha!) is, I for one am bored with the old paradigm. The one 
where we all act like we know anything, we utter words like “unconditional love” and 
talk endlessly about the light being the place to be, and my favorite “It’s all an illu-
sion.” Yea, explain that to my five-year-old when he’s got a scrape the size of Texas 
across his bum from skidding off his skateboard. That is no illusion, at least not to 
him; that shit burns, like for real.

This whole idea that life is an illusion is a fraud, I tell you, a fraud. While scien-
tists are arguing about where consciousness lies, and while the new agers are meditat-
ing on their crystal imbedded cushions having out of body experiences, I am living this 
illusion and so are a lot of people.
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And from what I am hearing (and I freely admit this may just be me creating my 
reality in which everyone agrees with me…hell, who isn’t?) is that people are pretty 
tired of being fed the old party line that everything is an illusion, or a series of ones 
and zeros that there is an us and a them (awake and asleep).

People want real, people want to know how to live in this life and not the next 
one.

People are over science, at least materialistic science; you know the one that says 
everything can be predicted with a math equation? Statistics show most humans are 
very much aware that something greater is afoot and they really don’t need science to 
tell them that.  And at the same time, they are pretty much over all the new age propa-
ganda that a strategically placed crystal will solve all of your problems. At this point, 
most of us have pretty much figured out that there is no guy in the sky ready to blast 
us to burn in hell for all eternity for whatever wrongs we did in our 20’s (because seri-
ously, who didn’t sin in their 20’s?). And one of my biggest pet peeves is that guru on 
the stage who smiles like a Cheshire cat and extols the wisdom of love and light after 
just having berated there assistant for not having their organic, fair trade whatever hot 
or cold enough. In short, we are tired of the hypocrisy, both living it and hearing it.

It’s time to get real, like really, authentic, the sometimes messy, sometimes ugly, 
real in this reality, real. It’s time to get conscious of what we are doing and being in the 
here and now.  And most of us, I for one, did not know how to do that. I did not under-
stand how my body and my brain worked. Consciousness was just a fancy word I used 
to sound like I was, conscious that is, when in fact I wasn’t. It was much more fun to 
meditate and leave my body and float about in the void (Or more likely just take a 
nap). It was much easier to slap a crystal on it or make a vision board and it was a 
whole lot easier to just blame it all on the whacky world of quantum physics.

And to me, all of those are just excuses to escape. There is this tendency to make 
the body bad, to make the mind bad. We spend an awful lot of time making the human 
experience out to be the bad guy, something to run from, when maybe what we ought 
to be doing is figuring it out.

And to do that I think the first step is to become integrated to our whole selves. 
 To truly become conscious. To be conscious means to be aware, and to me, to be pre-
sent in the moment. How can I become conscious of alternate realities if I am not truly 
conscious of the one I’m in?

So I am having my own revolution of mind, body and spirit. Instead of fighting 
each other, I’m bringing them together.  Instead of breeding separation between  mys-
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ticism and science, I’m co-mingling them into my own scientific experiment about the 
mystical experience called life.

A little disclaimer: I am all for whatever works for you, whether it be meditation, 
yoga, angel cards and crystals. But I just want you to remember it’s you who’s doing 
the doing: it’s you who’s creating the meaning, not the other way around. Remember 
where your power lies and become conscious of that you.
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Recently I got to hang out with my favorite theoretical physicist Dr. Amit Gos-
wami. Ph.D. I had the pleasure of interviewing him for “BLEEP”. I love this guy be-
cause he makes Quantum Physics so accessible to us non-scientific folks.  Why should 
you, mom, chef, postal worker, or whatever you are, want to really understand quan-
tum physics and how it impacts your life? Don’t you want to know how you work? 
Quantum physics is in every aspect of our reality, known or unknown. So it’s probably 
a good idea to know what you’re playing in. I mean we all walk around with a huge 
quantum computer bobbing about in our heads!

To watch my interview with Dr. Amit Goswami visit my YouTube Channel 
https://youtu.be/NWT_SU8k8zA?list=PLcurODWRGGayoR5K9-H3gMa8BcTVv-vsh

Quantum Physics tell us that everything is energy. So, if everything is energy, 
why not go where there is lots of it! So this August, together with Dr. Goswami, I went 
to the Beloved Festival in Oregon.

Beloved is a music festival where about 2000 people come together to commune, 
dance, eat and just be together. It was an amazing experience; I could literally feel the 
energy.

I wanted to know if that energy I felt was actually measurable or if I was slipped 
a mickey in my kale juice. Are we emitting a measurable energy and if so what impact 
does it have?

Well quantum physics says we are.  Some say you can photograph your energy 
(Vital Energy) or your aura with Kirlian photography and it’s possible to measure the 
effects your energy is having by using a random number generator. There have been 
multiple studies done- just Google it. You’ll find an interesting array of believers and 
skeptics.

I’m a believer. Not because of the mountain of scientific data surrounding the ef-
fects of meditation, focus, emotions on RNG’s, but because I’ve experienced it first 
hand.
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Just being surrounded by 2000 people all sending out pure love, kindness, com-
passion, all good vibes made it almost impossible for me to feel anything else.  I think 
I hugged everyone in sight (even Amit), and there was nothing but kale in my kale 
juice.

You’ve heard about miraculous healings after a group meditation, or what hap-
pened on 9/11. Random Number Generators around the world actually detected a dis-
turbance, before, during and after the event!

Random Number Generators have been around since — like forever — one of the 
first probably being I Ching. So why all the skepticism? Probably because science 
needed to catch up with what many of the mystics have know for years. Your emo-
tions, your energy impacts reality.  How? Because, as quantum says, everything, in-
cluding us, IS energy, so of course everything you do is emitting something, affecting 
the quantum foam, so to speak.

This is why Amit talks so much about do be do be do. Creating a good balance be-
tween emitting focused energy by doing and listening to what energy is coming your 
way, by being. What better way to affect your reality than consciously, right?

By understanding how everything works on a micro level, we can make things 
work on a macro level a little better.  For me, understanding the nature of reality and 
how I am a part of it, shows me a few things- the most important being that nothing is 
constant and everything is malleable, which means I can change it. I’m not necessarily 
talking about moving furniture with my mind or transporting myself to Maui (I 
haven’t quite mastered that- but boy wouldn’t it be nice!).  It really is true how we per-
ceive our reality usually is how it is. So if by understanding that reality if effected by 
your energy and your putting out some not so yummy energy- well then I think you 
get the point.

 
Some cool things to check out:
1. Lynn McTaggart’s The Intention Experiment is an amazing book and project 

where they are measuring the effects of intentions that have been set. Check 
out:http://theintentionexperiment.com/

2.Dean Radin and Ions – Ions is doing lots of really cool experiments with Ran-
dom Number generators and the effects of energy on reality. Check 
out: http://noetic.org/

3.Dr. Amit Goswami Ph.D has a really awesome online video course on Quantum 
Physics. I just took it! Even if you think you’ve got it down, it’s a pretty amazing 
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course that will take you farther down the rabbit hole! Check 
out:http://www.quantumactivist.com/coursework/
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The Giant Monster In 
My Closet

I have been hearing a lot about the EGO lately. Everyone seems to have some-
thing to say about it. Poor ego—it gets bashed a lot. But it also gets fed a lot! Given all 
the attention, I decided I should write my next blog about my “little” friend . . .

I have been sitting here for days, rewriting, remembering all the little moments 
in my life that turned my friendly persona into a giant monster.  After attempt number 
. . . well, I can’t even remember, I finally realized my ego won’t let me write this blog. 
That’s how big a monster I’ve created! Writing this blog requires me to expose stories 
from my past where I allowed my ego to rule to such a degree that I’m a little (proba-
bly a lot) embarrassed by it.

Where to start? Where does the ego start? Are we born with it? Are some of us 
born with bigger egos than others?  If so, I sure qualify.  You see, I was born to act! 
From the moment I was born, I was onstage—literally. I was a stand-in for a television 
news program doing a story about natural childbirth, and the woman they followed 
throughout her pregnancy ended up needing a C-section. So they just filmed my mom 
from the bottom end and the rest is history. Even my birth was a fraud—an act des-
tined to feed my little baby ego. I couldn’t just be born. I needed a camera and a direc-
tor! I needed to be the star of the show. And it didn’t stop there. After my nationally-
viewed birth I spent my formative years working as a child actress.

Add on top of my acting career – baby of the family! Just being the youngest of 
six kids can drive one’s ego into a state of insane monstery, you know? Try adding 
cute, little, very precocious and very successful and shazam—ego baby!

From the time I was a tiny tot I could work a room. I could walk in and figure out 
in a minute what the producers wanted and deliver. That’s how it works in show biz 
and I became a master at it. Suddenly this little girl could command whatever she 
wanted, whenever she wanted because she delivered, and my Ego knew it. With every 
year and every success my ego grew stronger—up until about age 16 when being short 
and chubby cute (but not the world’s greatest actress) stopped my career in its tracks. 
I still had my confidence and my smile on the outside. But now, hidden deep under-
neath, was hurt and shame. Failure hadn’t been an option, and in my young girl’s 
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mind I’d just failed—horribly. I wasn’t good enough, tall enough or pretty enough. 
Plus I’d let my family down.

That shame has lived with me my whole life. And proving that failure wrong has 
driven my ego ever since.

If you can’t beat ‘em, get to a place where you can hire ‘em. So while my friends 
went off to film school and college, I went to work as a production assistant (PA). By 
the time I was 22 I had my own production company and was hiring a lot of those 
friends as my production assistants. But the fact that I couldn’t manage college at the 
same time as working made me insecure and put a chip on my shoulder (and my ego!). 
I spent every production meeting striving to be the brightest one in the room.  Using 
my skill as actress/chameleon and perceptive people-reader, I managed to convince a 
lot of people a lot of the time that I knew what I was talking about. Feeding that hun-
gry monster ego along the way.

I worked my way up to executive at a production company and weaseled my way 
into the corner office, ruling the roost—wielding my tongue like a sword while smiling 
coyly—whatever it took. I liked that people were afraid of me (Well, my ego sure did!). 
I liked that I had a lot of friends. Never mind they were all in the biz and it was proba-
bly because I was the one employing over 400 people.

I was actually good at my job (at least I think I was). I kept rising towards the 
top. But somewhere deep inside was that soft little girl who just wanted to be loved, 
chosen and appreciated. But having lost that once, I allowed myself to create such fear 
over ever having it happen again that I built an incredible cage of steel around me that 
nothing could penetrate. Work and success were all that mattered. People and relation-
ships could not be trusted. Weren’t they using me like I was using them? Aren’t we all 
just feeding each other’s egos?

Somewhere around age 27 I realized something wasn’t right. It was nothing I 
could put my finger on. I just stopped enjoying my life. Or maybe I realized I never 
had actually enjoyed my life. I was on the verge of getting the dream job I’d wanted my 
whole life. The dream job that would prove, once and for all, that I was good enough. 
But something inside said, “no.”

Who or what was saying no, I had no clue.  But “no” was the loudest voice in my 
head. So I turned the position down, quit my job, quit Hollywood and retreated into 
what I thought was a whole new life and a whole new me. I wish I could tell you it was 
at that moment that I began my “spiritual journey.” Maybe it was and I just couldn’t 
recognize it because spirituality had never been part of my life. It would take two years 
of flailing around in yet another abyss of failure before a life jacket floated past called 
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What the Bleep Do We Know!? Being the “BLEEP GIRL” lead my battered Ego on yet 
one more rapid journey to the TOP, only to drop me even further into the valley of fail-
ure afterwards.

What a ride! But who is escorting whom on the rollercoaster? I’ve spent the last 
ten years hearing about the Ego, trying to get rid of the ego, trying to get rid of the per-
sonal “I.” But I haven’t yet figured out what the “I” that I need to get rid of even is. Is 
the “I” my ego? But without “I,” where would I be? Is it bad to say that I’m actually 
grateful for my ego? That I love my life—even when it’s a hot mess?

It seems the trick is to separate the wheat from the chaff (meaning the shit from 
the ego). Am “I” naturally a tyrant? Am “I” naturally a victim? No. Do I really need 
someone to tell me how wonderful I am all the time, or is it possible “I” can do that my-
self? Have I done all this just to feed my starving ego? Truth is, “I” am naturally none 
of these things. I have become all of these things. I unconsciously allowed my fears 
and judgments to be the ruler of my house purely because I have been in survival 
mode.  Plainly put- my ego has been in charge.

How can a girl who has always made good money and had just about everything 
she ever wanted or needed still feel in survival? How could I fear abandonment? Being 
found out? Being left unloved and unwanted? Fear being a failure? Even as it’s possi-
ble I was none of those things? Is it because deep down inside, since the day I was 
born, I wasn’t even me? Because from the moment I was born I was acting as someone 
else?

Being the stand-in baby was a perfect set-up for my life right up to this moment. 
From the days of waiting in the casting director’s lobby, hoping to be “the one” so I 
could please my parents, make money and succeed, my ego’s never felt safe or been 
fully satiated. How could it when I was constantly depending on external situations 
and people to fill me?

Bottom line: “I” never will feel safe and happy until I take responsibility and con-
sciously shift my programming.

In the world of “spirituality” it’s popular to blame the ego for everything. But, 
thing is, we create it. Unconsciously maybe, but we create it. And yeah, it feels good to 
say, “I’ve let go of my ego.” But isn’t that just the ego congratulating itself for “letting 
go?” Isn’t all this talk about the big bad ego just us letting our egos run amok over all 
the things we know about the ego?

When I was 20, I did the The Landmark Forum and came out telling anyone who 
would listen what an asshole I was. I was so proud to be able to say that. Wait—did I 
say proud? Damn! That would be my ego talking again. Just because I admit I am an 
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asshole, doesn’t stop me being an asshole, does it? Yet, how do we separate ourselves 
from the ego? It’s like a yolk and an egg white isn’t it? A package deal created out of 
everything that has ever happened over time.

Egos R US, baby!
So do I throw out everything in my ego that I think is bad? Maybe. But what’s 

bad? My ego is what most people seem to like about me. My ego feeds my kids and 
pays the rent. If I didn’t have an ego I wouldn’t be in show business. I wouldn’t be writ-
ing this damn blog!  And sitting around bashing the ego—doesn’t that make us start to 
doubt ourselves even more? Doesn’t it make us dislike ourselves—maybe even hate 
ourselves—all because we judge our egos?

Okay, so I’m a control freak and like to be in charge—but those are just traits I de-
veloped to achieve success, traits that got me to this moment. But “I” am also fair-
minded and kind and compassionate—all the warm fuzzy things too. Maybe I just 
need to accept all of it? Maybe I just need to realize that, okay, all these adjectives that 
stroke my ego aren’t really really me—I can be anything I choose to be, right? And that 
maybe if I can accept all these things and not worry so much about them I can let go 
enough to actually move a little closer to just being?

Being! The most frustrating word in the world! Be. How can I be? Being is not 
something I’m good at! Could I just BE if I didn’t have an ego? Can I just BE with an 
ego? I’m reminded of a line from the film The Quantum Activist —“Do Be DO BE 
DO.”  I’ve sure been DOING a lot. Maybe I just need a little more BE.
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One of my greatest frustrations with the idea of “being spiritual” is this notion 
that the response to our actions is really the responsibility of the person reacting. I sup-
pose that’s true, I mean I know it’s true that everything we see and hear and experi-
ence is almost entirely painted with the colors in our belief palette.  All of our past 
hurts and betrayals stored nicely in little plastic jars ready for use when someone does 
something to us that makes us want to paint every wall in our house red with hurt.

And the moment we spew the paint from our minds that sage “righteously spiri-
tual” piece of wisdom comes flying back at you “It’s just your perception”.  And sud-
denly you can’t breathe  
because the room if filled with the sweet smell of burning smoke and mirrors and all 
you want to do is cough to cover up your screaming “bullshit” at the top of your lungs.

Ok to be fair, I did say that most of our responses to asshole behaviors from peo-
ple who supposedly love us, is in fact painted with our colors and our brushes, but that 
does not diminish the fact that these people are most likely aware of what colors we’re 
using to paint with, I mean they are our friends, right? They supposedly get you and 
all your colors, or so you hope, if you have been honest anyway…So one would think 
they would act with another of those “absolutely enlightened and awakened” spiritual 
buzz words,impeccability.

Impeccability is in my book of all things that should be spiritual, but most would 
probably like to skip, because, well, it’s much easier to just hold up the mirror while 
hiding behind it, is something often forgotten by the person exhibiting said asshole be-
havior. The word impeccable, to me, means that when we act, we act in a way that is in 
accordance with our values, in a way in which we can stand back and look at our ac-
tions as being free from anything that isn’t aligned with honesty and integrity.

Which by the way are other nifty words you can bandy about as if you actually 
know what to do with them on your next  “journey”.  (In case you didn’t know it, that’s 
what the cool yogi’s are calling retreats these days, oh and if you don’t know what a 
yogi is, then I’d probably like hanging out with you.)
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The way I see it is that friends don’t pour salt into each others wounds, friends 
do not openly act in a hurtful way and then tell you it’s just your perception. Which es-
sentially means, if you’re an asshole, you don’t get to then pull out the “Get out of be-
ing called an asshole free card” in the name of spiritual awakening.

OK, It’s time to put on my big girl panties (you know the ones with OM printed 
on them) and play with a few other highly conscious and aware words. It’s time to get 
down to the nitty gritty of all of our asshole behavior, because the truth is, we can all 
be assholes, because in fact we are all human.

My words of the week are:
Boundaries: It’s true that I do have perceptions, some of which are wrong and of-

ten my paintings suck, setting boundaries around my values shows the greatest 
amount of self love for my self. Sticking to them, even more.

Listening: It’s also true that said asshole has his or her own paint set and most of 
the time we’re all painting blind. So listen to what people say with an understanding 
that it’s not always about you! (Is that possible!) Asking myself from where am I doing 
the listening (from my limited perspective or my open mind?) makes a huge differ-
ence.

And after all that remember this big word, communication. Relationships essen-
tially all boil down to this one word. Being able to speak with impeccability about our 
boundaries and listen, understanding that we all have perceptions and they sometimes 
get in our way of being honest and acting with integrity and that we can choose to for-
give the people who act in ways that we might consider asinine because sometimes 
that’s just what humans do on this crazy journey called life.

Namaste
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I probably just failed Spirituality 101 by making an “I am” statement that in-
cludes a negative, but the truth is, I’m not a big hugger. Even though it’s a negative, 
it’s a true negative, so there. I’ll hug my children and my close friends, but I am not 
one of those touchy-feely, hold your hand at a weekend seminar where we literally just 
met kinds of people. And don’t get me started on those weekend retreats where every-
one sits on cushions and shares stories. Oh God, help me. Not sharing!

Really, do I have to sit here and listen to some person go on and on about how 
they feel about their husband leaving them (“Honey, he left…move on!” is all I can 
think of to say) and then hear them whine about how they just want to get their power 
back? I’ll tell you get your power back: you go out and bang the first 27-year-old hottie 
you can find…trust me, your ex-husband is! On and on these people go, talking about 
sh** I just don’t understand, like they left their body and were soaring like an eagle 
and saw the world as an apple and picked at the apple until it was nothing but a core, 
and they realized the apple was them and they were empty and filled with the seeds of 
love. WTF?

This is why I have always avoided these events like the plague. I have often been 
invited to these “Find your Inner Goddess” weekends or “Dream Your New Reality 
Night” at the local new age bookstore, and I would politely say no thank you. It all just 
seemed freaky to me; all this out-pouring of love and light. I’m good with you holding 
your own light and I’ll take care of mine, thank you very much. Yes, I know I 
made WHAT THE BLEEP and all, and these are supposed to be my people, but I never 
quite actually felt I fit in.

Probably because I am not a big hugger. And I don’t want to tell you my deepest 
darkest secrets about how shitty I feel about myself and how afraid I am and hurt I 
feel. So I didn’t. Instead, I took on the role of documenter of the transformation in-
stead of participant. That was safe for me. I sort of liked watching, like a peeping tom 
at the awakening of humanity. I could set up cameras and watch, but join in on the cir-
cle of light? Nope, not me.

And then the shit hit the fan and my outwardly perfect, very safe looking, care-
fully crafted charade of a life took a big nose dive out of the sky. Clearly, I wasn’t chan-
neling my inner eagle, and I realized that I was divorced and unhappy, alone in my un-
huggable bubble. The truth was, I wanted to actually experience an authentic life 
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which meant, well, I was gonna have to learn to hug and share. Because the truth is, 
transformation, awakening, or simply realizing happiness, isn’t something that rubs 
off on you by watching. You have to participate.

So I did.
I went to a Goddess Dream weekend in Mexico and had my mind blown. It 

wasn’t just about the hugging, although it turns out I’m pretty good at that. It was 
about me, showing up for myself, listening to what was in my soul and sharing it, not 
only with myself but with others. Then, finally feeling not alone, and actually feeling 
that love and light everyone talks about. But not in some fake, glazed over, blissed out 
because that’s what we think we’re supposed to be kind of way. It was real, authentic 
and it didn’t come from hiding how I felt and pretending everything was cool. It came 
from good old-fashioned honesty, hugging and sharing. Boy, did I share. I was the an-
noying one; I was the one crying about my past and my hurt. And suddenly, it was re-
leased. And I finally understood all that love and light.

So now, when someone approaches me to hug me, I practically leap into there 
arms. I am happy to admit I am a damn good hugger and if you’ve got something to 
share, I’m here to listen too, with all the love and light I can muster.
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My Box: A Reflection on the 
Limitations of Our Reality

I don’t even know where to begin, where I begin anymore, where it begins and 
where it ends and how I fit into any of it anymore and for that matter (lol – matter!) 
what it even is.

I’ve just arrived back in the box I call home that is a box within a box, sur-
rounded by millions and millions of boxes after having spent 3 days filming interviews 
with some of today’s leading minds on consciousness, physics, metaphysics, mysti-
cism, and religion, and my mind is blown.

I’ve been filming a new film and as usual the film I thought I was making isn’t 
the film I’m going to end up making, it never is,  But after 46 years, I’ve learned to ex-
pect the unexpected, especially when it comes to what I think I know, and what I real-
ize I don’t, which is why my carefully created reality is currently in the midst of being 
blown up. Because one cannot explore the great questions about us, the nature of us, 
the nature of reality and the meanings we attach to all of it without having your mind 
blown. Without having your foundation shaken and waking up to the realization that 
everything you were worrying about before you opened your mouth and asked the 
question really means…nothing.

Before I headed out to film these interviews, my life was full of: how am I going 
to pay the rent, why hasn’t that guy called, my kids need new shoes, and the dog seri-
ously needs a bath…Even as I experienced a sense of awareness about how those 
things impact my experience in life, it certainly didn’t stop me from being boxed in by 
walls I build in order to feel grounded in something, even if it is, worry and fear. I am 
human living the human experience after all.

But somehow, tonight, as I arrived back on my doorstep of my old reality, none 
of that seems to mean much anymore. As I opened the door everything that was once 
known about this place felt unknown, and I feel like I’m not sure I belong here. It’s not 
a bad thing, I could make it that, but I know now that this is what it feels like to ex-
pand my sense of reality, to see and experience more than what I was before I went 
down that rabbit hole.

This expansion of my awareness actually started a few weeks before I started do-
ing interviews for the new film. It’s an on going process, but this little jump in wakeful-
ness began as I finished my next book. It’s complicated to explain, I will do my best to 
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put words to an experience that probably doesn’t fit our current language. This is one 
of my present quandaries, language…and how I use it and if I’m actually using lan-
guage that truly reflects the experience I am having. Is there a word that can accu-
rately describe it? I will try using the only language I have at the moment.

One night after writing for hours about how we humans work, how we attach 
meanings and pick up beliefs and how they rule our reality, writing about my box, I 
suddenly felt drained, more tired than I had felt in a long time.  I couldn’t write an-
other word, I could barely carry myself into the house to sleep. I finally made it to bed, 
but even as exhausted as I felt, I could not sleep. I lay there staring at the ceiling. I 
should add that I recently moved into a new house, one with very small perfectly 
square bedrooms.

So I laid there looking up at my brilliantly white ceiling, and I noticed I could ac-
tually see all four corners of my room, and at the same time I could feel all four cor-
ners of my bed and I realized I was laying on a box, within a box. I contemplated my 
box, both literally and figuratively, the box outside and my box inside. I closed my eyes 
and took myself up and saw my new house, which is essentially a box, each room a box 
within the box that is my house, the center of my universe, so to speak.

I rose higher into the sky and saw my house, situated within a fenced box that 
was my yard, and as I rose higher and higher into space I saw that we had all, all of hu-
manity, for the most part, built boxes so that we could live in them. We drive around 
boxes and shop in boxes and eat in boxes and out of boxes, and that we spend most of 
our time trying to get out of the box, but how could we if we had surrounded ourselves 
with them.

We had, in fact, created a reality of boxes seemingly so impossible to break free 
from, that no wonder we feel constrained and locked in and unable to expand. We 
spend most of our lives worrying about the mundane because it fits nicely into our 
box, the one we built around ourselves, it holds the pictures of our past, meticulously 
hung upon the walls of our boxes to keep our minds firmly rooted in their memory. 
Locked safely in our boxes.

And then I went away for the better part of a month, away from my box, away 
from my pictures and the stuff that makes me feel safe within my box, so familiar it’s 
scents, it’s sounds it’s quiet hum of the air conditioner that I am lulled into a false 
peaceful slumber. With my worries and my stress and my fears all tucked in and snug 
within my box causing me to forget that there is magic and wonder in my world, if 
only I would look outside my perfectly square windows to see it.
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For a long time in my life I thought I was expanding my box, but alas, I was sim-
ply rearranging the stuff in my box, the box was still small and encapsulated in many 
many other boxes, but it always felt claustrophobic and with too much stuff, which 
made it harder to move. I have over the last few years, cleaned out my box, sold off 
some of my stuff, and accumulated less stuff to replace the stuff I had sold off. But the 
room was still small, and I could always see the corners closing in.

So while I was away, I began to question the box I had built, I considered all I 
had let go of, that although my box was pretty empty, it was still a box. What does one 
do next I wondered? Is it possible to get out of the box? And then I sat for hours and 
days listening to and talking with such great minds about the magic and wonder, and 
after hearing how amazing this reality is and the possibilities for us, I came home and 
my box felt small, and alien, I couldn’t cross the threshold back into the box of my 
past. I examined all the stuff in my box, my pictures and things that held the fre-
quency of my past and while I still felt in a very tiny part of me connected to them, I 
understood that I could no longer allow them to hold me in my old state of space and 
time, I closed my eyes as I entered my house and saw my box expand, I felt the walls 
push outward, it felt roomier, it felt….hmmm I just can’t think of a word, maybe there 
just isn’t one yet.

It’s interesting to me that I still saw a box, I am not yet ready to declare “I’m out 
of my box!” And that’s okay for now. It is a process, the opening our boxes. I will de-
light in the unwrapping of them, a gift in each new understanding, with every opportu-
nity to expand into the it that is…
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I am lost. All this constant contemplating the meaning of life, asking the “great” 
questions has made me numb.  I yearn for the ignorance of just living without know-
ing that it’s all an illusion.  It’s days like this I wish I hadn’t unplugged from the matrix 
and that shopping would fix it all. I want to blame someone else, for a change, but ulti-
mately I know deep inside it’s all me.

How do I find balance when I feel that nothing is in balance? Lately, when I grab 
ahold of something it seems to evaporate into the abyss – because every time I think I 
know I am not so politely reminded that I don’t know anything.

It seems at this moment I am neither happy with knowing nor happy with not 
knowing. I’ve spent the better part of a year in this rabbit hole, twisting and turning 
through dark corridors, popping my head out into the light every now and then. But 
basically I have been lost in the quagmire of the question “what does all this mean?”

Especially when the answer seems to be it means nothing and everything. What 
do I do with that?  There is nothing definitive in that. I like definitive. Sometime I pre-
fer the black and white of materialism. It’s so much easier to have the apple in hand.

I’m tired, I feel like I’m covered in dirt and muck and so thirsty for the answer.
Sadly, I don’t seem to be willing to drink from the goblet of truth, that great work 

requires a level of commitment I don’t think I’m up for right now. I’m tired. I’m tired 
of this journey, I’m tired of feeling like I take two steps forward and get shoved way 
back again.  I’ve fallen so far down the rabbit hole of contemplation I think my head is 
going to explode. Nothing is what it seems to be. How can one find the ground when 
there is no ground? Balance – Ha! It doesn’t exist in a world where one cannot be who 
they are – really.

What do you do when you have actually you’ve thrown out all of what you were? 
When you’ve shed the masks of your past. That’s a lie isn’t it? Can one really throw out 
the masks? I mean sure – we can see them, we can watch from a distance as we don 
the mask of the hour. But really, can one exist in this world without a mask? I say I’ve 
dropped the mask of knowing – yet all I talk about is knowing. I say I’ve dropped the 
mask of fear, yet everyday I live in it. I face it, the ugliness of the reality I have created. 
The separateness, the disconnection to self and to selves? I feel moments of connec-
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tion and then I become addicted to it, I crave it and hunt it. But I must not be a very 
good hunter, because the more I crave it, the more it alludes me.

“Just be” you say. How can I be if I can’t find a place to be that feels safe? Truly 
safe.

There are moments of sheer bliss. You know what I mean. I want to be lost in 
those moments forever. But then what would I do? My daughter says she wants to live 
in Disneyland and I say- but then Disneyland wouldn’t be special. I guess I could say 
the same for life. If there wasn’t this polarity, these seemingly disparate parts of life 
filled with joy and pain – how would we know either?

Is the trick finding balance in an unbalanced reality?  Is the answer accepting 
who you are in this moment and changing if the person you are being isn’t who you 
want to be? And then being ok with change? I honestly don’t know. I guess that’s the 
real answer. It’s ok not to know. Really it’s ok.
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Mercury is in retrograde and will be apparently for the rest of the year. I feel like 
this entire year has been a series of planetary practical jokes from our little trickster. 
That little planet may be little – but can cause oh so much trouble, so I hear.  (Sounds 
a lot like me!)

To be honest, until this year I never paid much attention to astrology. Of course I 
dabbled and when it was convenient used the old “She’s a Taurus” – rolling my eyes as 
if that explained it all. As if I actually understood it. Which, I don’t, really.  I’ve 
chalked astrology up to too much information and not enough time. But for some rea-
son it has been thrown at me like a football on Thanksgiving this year. I’ve spent many 
nights gazing up at those sparkling beauties in the sky waiting to see if they will reveal 
the answers I’m looking for.

I recently had multiple sightings of foxes (Yes in LA). I’ve not seen them much in 
my life, so I wondered why that little trickster was popping up now. Again, something 
new- animal signs, hmmmm. Well not entirely new- I had an amazing experience with 
a white owl once, and hawks seem to follow me everywhere. Again, fun to dabble in, 
but really come on, animals giving me signs? I’ve always felt that putting too much 
stock in animals or the planets (or crystals or whales for that matter) would just slow 
me down. I mean who can keep up with all this stuff?!  It’s all so overwhelming, as if 
somehow if I believed in it too much it might get in the way of my gut, that gut I have 
relied on my whole life. (ok, so maybe I need to re-examine that partnership) I’m a 
really practical, logical person. (She says as if to justify her unwillingness to see the 
signs or be open to something new and different)  So ok – maybe I could open up a bit 
to some outside (or inside) wisdom.

But the truth is – I become afraid of the unknown – of things that aren’t easily ex-
plained and logical.  I like the known.  And sometimes it’s down right contradictory!  
Is the 3rdChakra blue, pink, red?! Jeez, if I’m not careful and I believed in all that stuff 
and the meaning was bad or scary, I might freeze up and actually create what ever it 
was supposedly warning me of! And there you have it folks, Fear. The truth is I am 
afraid of what all of those things, the planets, the animals, the crystals might show me, 
teach me. Arg! Fear! Always back to fear. What the hell am I so afraid of!
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Lately, I have been working on my fears. Ticking them off my little to do list. I 
can overcome a fear one day and right on it’s tails is another.  They reproduce like rab-
bits around here! Oddly enough today, my gut, my animals and the planets all seem to 
be aligned.  The message is clear. It’s quite a big trick however, because they are all tell-
ing me to do the one thing I seem to be really afraid of doing. That is just being. Let it 
be – leave it alone, become invisible, observe and sit back a wait.

Ok I’m waiting….still waiting….
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Guess what?! After months, years even, of predictions, found tablets and scrolls 
and mucho pontifications all leading up to the ominous 2012 – I heard from a very reli-
able source- that in fact the world doesn’t end.  Whew! That was close. I have often 
wondered about this fascination with the end of days. All the focus on the end of the 
world. I sometimes find myself thinking – it’s as if some people want it to end, just so 
they can be right about it.  But then who’d be around for them to be “right” to? I mean 
if we “create our own reality” then why are we creating one in which the world ends?

I recently had the pleasure of meeting up with renowned storyteller and author 
Michael Meade.  He inspired me with a beautiful story of renewal, of possibilities and 
reminded me that if I am willing to be resilient and patient during these tough times, 
something wonderful will emerge. After our lovely chat I had the added bonus of 
checking out some of the chapters for his new book, “Why The World Doesn’t End.”

To watch my interview withMichael Meade please visit my Youtube Channel! 
https://youtu.be/vzGxc5o0M5Q

I was there for a while, caught up in the frenzy of “the days to come”, the doom 
and gloom, watching the news every night, scanning the internet for the next “date” 
the sky would suddenly fall, or California would plummet into the ocean, but after hav-
ing kids I decided I didn’t want to play in that reality anymore, so I moved.  When I 
did, the world of possibility opened up, I began to be more creative and alive. I started 
to dream again. Letting go of the fear of the unknown about what will happen next 
opened up the space for me to see so much more of what could happen if I was willing 
to let it in.

I’m not blind to the world changing around me.  Its true things are breaking 
down, shifting, but what do we expect? Can things change and not fall completely 
apart? And if they fall completely apart isn’t that usually when something great comes 
along.

Have you ever said “yea – no”. It’s funny how often I utter those two words to-
gether.  I get teased about it often. Well, it seems that’s the time we’re in. Just ask the 
Kalahari Bushmen “ja-ni”, or yes-no. Betwixt and between – the end of one and the be-
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ginning of another. The “Apocalypsis” NOT necessarily the Apocalypse, as Michael Me-
ade describes it.

To me, a wonderful time to be alive.
I was asked the other day in an interview what I thought about all the people so 

focused on their beliefs about religion and the changes coming.  Did I see any hope in 
our future?

I thought — wait, am I the only one around here who sees it? The hope that is.
I see hope everywhere I look. I see hope in the changes we are making in our own 

lives – I mean it’s cool to be green- even Walmart is advertising about being green! I 
see hope in the way people are working together to fund their projects instead of look-
ing at banks to loan them money – check out all the great projects on kickstarter, indie-
gogo or crowdfunding-live. I see hope in the conversations had by young people who 
are thinking more about the communities they live in and how to make them better 
and learning to connect with people all over the world – sharing pictures with strang-
ers via instagram (that’s the cool place if you’re a teen BTW). It’s actually not hard to 
see the hope. If you’re willing to look, if you want to see.

Here’s a little excerpt from Michael’s new book that struck me as profoundly opti-
mistic.

“At the mythic level ends and beginnings are essentially connected and one keeps 
leading to the other as the eternal drama of life continues to unfold. When the end 
seems near and everything spins faster and faster, something old and lasting, some-
thing deep and meaningful is trying to catch up to us. Something subtle and enduring 
about the world is trying to be remembered and be rediscovered; and, it seems to take 
some big trouble to awaken it. The overwhelming problems and massive threats are 
real enough, but they also function as a cosmic wake-up call intended to awaken us 
from the sleep of so called “reality.”

I guess we humans just need more than a subtle trembler to wake us up these 
days.  We need a biggy to remember the beauty of who we are and what we can create 
when we open our minds to what’s possible, when we reach deep into our souls and 
find our creativity, our muses, our delight in life.

Ok, I’ll admit it. I have a nice earthquake preparedness kit and I keep a good 
amount of food stored, but that’s just being prudent. Its there if I need it, but I’m not 
living for it. I’m living for the possibilities that surround me. I look for, in every vision 
of the world I see, the beauty and the hope and I have faith in human kind, that others 
see it too and that deep down we all want the same thing, and we’ll get there and then 
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that will change too, meanwhile I’ll be here holding onto hope and faith and loving 
every minute of it.
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I was a child actress, and a pretty successful one, until I was told I couldn’t act and 
that my success was based mostly on my cute dimples and big blue eyes. That sort of 
killed any beliefs I had around being creative, for a while, a long while actually. Until I 
realized creativity isn’t just about painting or music, creativity is within each and every-
one of us, creativity is our soul and our life is our expression of it.  To me, finding our 
own way to express it, our own way of living our souls desire is our purpose and when 
we can make that our way to feed our mouths and our souls...oh so much better!   

CREATIVITY &                    
ENTREPRENUERSHIP

5

95



I say Creativity you say. Try it- come one play along. I have been playing this game 
with some friends after they viewed a new poster design for a film I have been working 
on Often people come up with words like, bliss, fun, imagination, and play – all warm 
and fuzzy happy thoughts. But when I ask people to remember the last time they were 
being creative and I don’t mean finger painting with your five year old- although for 
me, when doing this, I sometimes I go through the same dark night of the soul.

But really, think about it. Remember the last time you were in a process of really 
creating something, trying to bring forth a new idea or a new thought. When I am writ-
ing or have an idea for a film, the words bliss, fun and play are usually the farthest 
from my mind, the process of coming to the space of that aha breakthrough is akin to 
actually giving birth. There is a lot of screaming and cussing and blaming others be-
cause there is a watermelon of an idea stuck in my…well you get the gist.

Perhaps when it’s over, when the birth is complete and after I’ve cleaned up the 
blood and goo off the floor, elation and joy come, but to be honest getting there was an 
incredibly hard and sometimes painful process. And as we gaze into the eyes of our 
beautiful creation, the memory of the pain it took to bring it forth fades and all we 
want to remember are the few moments of joy and bliss we experienced intermittent-
ly along the way.

But why skip over the hard parts, the suffering it took to birth such a dream? 
Why glorify the ups and hide the downs, as if embarrassed the process was hard for 
us? The truth is- that’s exactly as it should be. The pushing up against the wall of medi-
ocrity, staring at the blank page and the little blinking cursor reminding you that 2000 
words are due in 24 hours and you better deliver or your kids won’t eat, that resistance 
is part of what creates the final burst – the explosion of epiphany that cascades 
through me. It’s what brings about that incredible feeling of elation – the release after. 
Because when it’s easy- do you really feel elation? And be honest, when is a truly new 
thought ever easy?

The other day I watched as my eight-year-old daughter tore up paper after paper 
while creating invitations to her birthday party, frustration, anger and utter despair en-
sued. I’m used to this by now, she really does have a talent for art and I used to try and 
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interrupt this tirade by telling her to find peace and joy and relax. Only to be barred 
from the room, possibly a colored pencil thrown in my direction. You might think of 
this as a behavioral issue, but I’ve come to realize, it’s not, it’s her dark night of the 
soul as she creates, it’s her process and left to her own devices what comes out, some-
times only after a few minutes, sometimes a couple of days of pacing and ranting and 
walking away in disgust is her feeling complete, her feeling pure joy at her creation, 
her finding peace in her process and a sense of joy at what she has come to. Usually 
it’s pretty darn amazing.

I have found in my own process, that when I stop myself, turn away from the re-
sistance, the fear of what’s on the other side, I don’t reach my aha moment. I don’t get 
passed the block and what lands on the page or in the frame is only a shadow of what 
could have been if I had been willing to walk through dark hallway and open the door. 
It’s been said some of the greatest creative minds were considered bonkers, by the es-
tablishment. So, I’m not worried about going a little crazy, if it means breaking though 
to a new idea, way of expression or creative experience- that is after all what life is for- 
at least I think so.

So maybe start tomorrow by finger painting with a 5 year old, and when they em-
bark on a huge temper tantrum, instead of trying to calm them down, join them, who 
knows where you’ll both end up.
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It’s the New Year! Woo hoo! You’ve made your vision board and right there in 
the middle is that big project you’ve been dreaming about! This is the year you’re fi-
nally going to make it happen!

I bet the last thing you want to think about right now is failing. But sometimes, 
thinking of the worst can bring out the best.

Why do we fail? I know, I know…many dislike that word – so negative, such icky 
mojo! We like to think of it in other terms, such as:

“The planets weren’t aligned properly for the time frame I wanted, I need to re-
align what I’m putting out so I can attract success, the universe has better plans for 
me!”

Ok, all of that may be true, and it sure sounds more warm and fuzzy than “shit, I 
failed”, but in my experience the real reason we don’t succeed is much simpler. It’s be-
cause we don’t actually plan for success.

We dream and then we keep dreaming…
We think big! We live without limitations! But dreaming is a lot different then 

planning for success.
Dreaming is sexy and fun. Planning is monotonous drudgery, like the doing mul-

tiplication tables over and over again. Sure, sometime when you’re dreaming you’re 
planning, but in that moment you’re not really looking at it from all sides.  Usually it’s 
“First I’ll do this and then that will happen, Yay! And then I’ll do this…” and so on un-
til you’ve done nothing but regale at all the wonderful things that are about to happen. 
In our constant need for positive thinking we forget to visit the dark side.

We often don’t want to look at the possibility of failure, what would it look like? 
How might it happen?  We perceive true examination of all possibilities as an invita-
tion for something bad to happen.

But the truth is entering into a project with your eyes wide open is the best way 
to set yourself up for success.  Somehow the idea of being realistic, pragmatic and hon-
est about what we are capable of and what might happen has become a bad thing. It 
seems spending time with the “negative” is seen as setting limitations, not believing in 
yourself or your dream, focusing on  failure. Yet this is one of the first exercises I un-
dertake when I begin a project.
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Don’t get me wrong- I am a huge dreamer.  I love the feeling I get when a flash of 
a new idea comes to me, the exhilaration of thinking of the possibility of it coming to 
life. But after that I get down to the real business of making it happen.  And sometimes 
that business is dirty.

Deep down inside, underneath all that positive “I can do it” is a whole lot of fear 
of failure. Hidden between the crevices of our happy thoughts is a little thought mon-
ster of doubt. You know it’s there – don’t deny it! Play with it!

Instead of pretending it’s not there, spend time looking at how failure might hap-
pen. Make it fun! I have found spending time with how my project might fail inspires 
me to greater possibilities.  It also helps me become less attached to the outcome. It al-
lows me to enjoy the process of planning for success because my eyes are wide open to 
all the potentials I can think of and even if a few pop in I hadn’t, I feel more prepared 
for them.

We have a tendency to want to get to the fun stuff, the good stuff, but in our rush 
to feel the juices of success cascading through our bodies we often miss the important 
steps it takes to really get there. The truth is launching a project isn’t easy and think-
ing if it doesn’t come with ease it shouldn’t happen is just silly! It takes alot of work to 
create something and most of that work is good old fashioned sweaty, uncomfortable 
and scary! But I love it! You should too!

Before I launch any new project I spend a lot of time “nerding out”, digging deep 
into the realm of all potentials, analyzing every layer and asking a lot of questions and 
making sure I have an answer before I move forward. It’s often a slow process, but 
well worth it when I look back after I have achieved my dream. Yes I said dream- it’s 
where it all started and then with work, I made it a reality.
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I have noticed lately an uptick in the blog headlines reading; “Woman who have 
it all!” “Women who want it all!” and or “Can Women have it all?”

Well I am here to answer that question very succinctly. Yes, yes you can...have 
it..all.

Ahhh, but there’s a catch, firstly one must define “all” and then one must decide 
if that’s the “all” we’ve all been talking about, and the “all” you want. Mostly the “all” 
women are being told to have revolves around family, career, relationships, money 
and the idea that we should have all of them, and if you don’t have any of those “alls” 
well then you seemingly have nothing. Our current societal mantra is to produce, pro-
cure and pro-create, or don’t pro-create (Theirs guilt either way these days).

It used to be having it all, for a woman, meant a husband, kids and a house - that 
was all a woman needed to be fulfilled. Men worked outside the home, women, in it 
and if a woman wanted to work outside of the home she was labeled a heretic! Then 
feminism came about (rightly so) and suddenly the woman’s “all” expanded, we were 
inspired to start careers, businesses, get divorced, wear jeans and generally take on a 
more masculine approach to life, I mean, hey if the men can do it, so can we! And we 
are doing it! More female business started than ever, more women executives, and 
maybe even a female president! (although we still struggle with equal pay and many 
other rights) in many ways women, in just a few decades, have turned into almost “all” 
that we can be and then some!

In my own life I’ve had many versions of the “all”. Marriage, kids, business 
success...all of it, simultaneously even! I fully embraced the have it all mantra and 
sometimes I felt great and sometimes I felt down right overworked and horrible. I’ve 
leaned in so far my boobs even had a seat at the table (and I’m barely a C cup!). But 
these days I have begun to question this idea of having it “all”. Not that I can’t have it 
“all”, but do I want it..all?

For a while now I’ve had a sense that doing it like the men, having it all, (or what 
we’re told is all) wasn’t the answer either and that at some point we were all going to 
have to find a way to thrive without killing ourselves in the process.

Along with our new mantra of “have it all” came another thing to seek, balance, 
because when one has it all they often times find themselves letting some of it slip, be-
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cause even though we’re told to have it all, we’re also told we can’t have it all and be 
sane so we must find balance, as if it’s hidden somewhere next to the mini bottles of 
tequila we sneak when we’re overwhelmed with having it all... The fact is balance is a 
myth because balance isn’t actually achievable in the sense that one is able to create 
equal time for anything, there is always something that gets less and we tend to judge 
less and a bad thing. We’re often an impatient species and we seem to be racing 
against the self-created ticking clock, because if we don’t have it all now, how will we 
have time to enjoy it?! And if something in our all gets less then we must not have it 
all...

I’ve spent the last year working on a new film about the coaching LEAP (life, rela-
tionship, business and executive) and it’s been quite an interesting ride, it’s impossible 
to embark on making a film about personal transformation without having some per-
sonally transformational moments of your own along the way and while it may seem 
really obvious to many, my big aha moment came with one question that was asked 
consistently by every coach. What do YOU want? The two most important words in 
that sentence were YOU and WANT. Not what does your husband (or wife) want, what 
do your kids want, what does your family want or your boss, or society, or your cat ( be-
cause cats are just so damn demanding!) WHAT DO YOU WANT?!

It’s really a simple question, but not one many of us truly ask ourselves, sure we 
might ask ourselves what do we want for dinner, or to wear, but how often do you ask 
yourself “What do I want for myself, for my life, right now?”

I have begun asking myself this question everyday, several times a day and an-
swering it honestly, checking in with how I feel, what my heart desires in the moment 
and what makes my soul sing (I know very woo woo, but hey if it works, don’t knock 
it!) and then guess what, that is what I do. Sure, sometimes my kids don’t like it, be-
cause they might be on the receiving end of less (at the moment) sometimes my be-
loved is annoyed because, again he might feel less than right then, but the more I act 
in accordance with my heart moment to moment , the more I feel in balance, because 
I’ve let go of judging myself, and instead connecting with myself. Since I’ve begun this 
daily practice I’ve become more productive, less stressed, my kids feel more connected 
to me (mainly because when I’ve chosen to spend time with them I’m present, instead 
of worrying about all the other “alls” I’m neglecting), my relationship is better and my 
work more fun!  
 
The main shift is how I choose to think. I’ve decided to stop trying to have it all and be-
ing present with what I have, I see I have a lot.
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All the photos in this book are mine, except the one of the cow, I have no idea where 
that came from, and if the photographer sees it, I’m happy to give them credit, it’s a 
great picture.

All the blogs were written by me and express MY OPINIONS, PERSPECTIVES and 
PERCEPTION OF REALITY (in the moment at least). You may think a certain blog is 
about you, and it very well might be, but you’re probably the only one to figure that out 
and then again, it may not be about you at all and again even if it is, it’s just my take on 
it, doesn’t make it right, true or in any way take away your own right to have your own 
opinions, perspective or perceptions. Here’s the thing, we all have them, usually they 
are different and often they stink.

I would like to take a moment and say thank you. To humanity, what an awesome group 
we are, constantly evolving, never dull and very interesting to observe. I am grateful to 
be able to explore the human condition. 

Thank you to all the amazing people I’ve encountered on this journey, whether I’ve 
written about you (yet) or not. I am grateful for all you, even when it probably didn’t feel 
like it. 


