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Breaking the Cycle

grew up in a pretty typical American family I
as one of the middle children of  four with divorced parents that 
worked too much to provide for us, “keep a roof over our heads,” 
and give us “the good life” that they never had. 

And I love them for that.  



But they didn’t know what I recognize about myself 
now—that the good life for me didn’t involve the size of 
the house, or so many toys to play with that I couldn’t see 
the carpet in my room…

It was bonding, spending time together, just being present 
with me…. 

As I got older and graduated high school, I longed for 
connection with my parents, especially my dad.  I saw 
a way to finally create that by following in my dad’s 
footsteps as a carpenter.  I did so well that I became one 
of the youngest foremen to ever run a crew of their own.  
I was making money hand over fist and providing for my 
family.  We had the big house and two new vehicles, a new 

motorcycle, two four-wheelers, and all the toys or tools I 
had ever wanted.  My wife was able to stop working all the 
time.  My son, Zeb, had every toy imaginable.  I was living 
the American Dream.  In those moments I thought my life 
was great. 

But it wasn’t the money or creating rare masterpieces or 
working on astonishing structures that made me enjoy my 
work.  When I look back, I see I did it to finally be able to 
spend time next to my dad, to see him every day, to laugh 
or talk or share in something together.  It seemed like the 
better I did my job, the more I got to see and spend time 
with him and the more I felt validated as a son, a husband, 
and a father.

Then my world changed with one simple statement.  My 
son was nine years old when he said to me, “I don’t ever 
want to grow up, ‘cause all you do as a grown-up is work.” 

WOW!  Those words rocked my world.  I knew exactly 
how he felt.  My childhood, the image of myself as a boy… 
it all came flooding back to me.  His statement was mine 
twenty years ago.  I was doing the same thing my parents 
did, repeating the cycle I hadn’t even realized I’d learned 
of working 40 to 80 hours a week, “trying to provide” and 
give my family everything they wanted and could dream 
of… but missing the one thing that they most wanted and 
needed—connection, fun, time, and my presence. 

From that day forward, I wanted to teach Zeb that life 

doesn’t consist of work and of doing the same thing every 
day.  I wanted to be present and have fun and play with 
him.  I wanted to be a big part of his life.  I wanted to be 
the parent that he needed me to be—not the parent that 
is so drained by their day that they are barely there, even 
when they are present.  And I wanted to show him that life 
could be fun, even if I wasn’t sure how to do that yet.

My wife says that when you make a choice, the world 
lines up to support you in it.  During all my questioning 
and awakening, life gave me an opportunity.  With the 
economy shifting and my job in construction in jeopardy, 
I thought to myself, “Why not take this chance?”  When 
everyone around us was worried and afraid of losing their 
homes or being stuck on unemployment, we decided to 

Then my world changed with one simple statement.  

My son was nine years old when he said to me, 

“I don’t ever want to grow up, 

‘cause all you do as a grown-up is work.”



buy an old, quirky RV and change our lives by traveling the 
country. 

We started to purge and sell just about everything we 
owned.  All those years of buying “stuff ” was being 
reexamined from a new perspective of what we actually 
needed to be happy 
together.  We were 
surprised by how much 
stuff we had actually 
accumulated in our attempt 
to be happy; half of it I 
didn’t even know we had, 
and the other half were 
things we rarely touched 
(except to dust them). 

What a scary experience 
to get down to just the 
bare essentials.  I saw that 
everything I had worked 
so hard to create for my 
family was leaving.  I saw 
all the years I had wasted 
on making money to buy 
things of so little actual 
meaning now walking out 
the door in the hands of a 
yard-saler for pennies.  It 
brought up feelings of panic.  Was I 
losing everything?  Had it all been a 
waste?

Although I was scared, I was also 
experiencing so much freedom.  I was no longer held 
captive by work or drowning in responsibilities.  I had time 
to explore and research and was having more fun than I 
thought possible as an adult. 

Knowing how much freedom I was creating in our lives to 

spend time together on things that actually had value and 
meaning, the thought of the closeness this RV would bring 
my family and the adventures we’d be having together got 
me through the fear, instead of paralyzing me with it. 

As our house was emptying, I was waking up.  My wife says 

she can’t remember another time when I had so much light 
in my eyes.  I was still working 60 hours a week, but was 
so excited by what we were creating that I found myself at 
work anxious to get home each day and (for the first time 
in almost a decade) with the energy to delve into this new 
way of living I was discovering, instead of just eating and 
going to sleep. 

My wife says she can’t remember 
another time when I had                      
so much light in my eyes. 



I became passionate about fixing and remodeling our 
old 1982 Winnebago Brave.  I researched and devoured 
information about living on the road, alternative living, 
and renovating the RV.  I learned to convert its diesel 
engine to run on waste vegetable oil (WVO) and learned 
to install solar panels.  I gutted, rebuilt, and painted the 
Brave in every spare moment I could find.

My years as a carpenter were fun and gave me the skills to 
start the project, but the fulfillment and interest I found 
in green energy, travel, and working for myself were totally 
new and revitalized something I didn’t think existed—a 
passion for life that’s continued to grow.  

Over the past two years, I’ve gone in and out of struggling 
with the transition from full-time provider for our family 
to full-time dad and part-time provider. 

For the first few months on the road and with so many 
extra hours on my hands, I had a really hard time letting go 
of “work” and found myself doing things to keep me busy.  
I struggled to allow time for myself and, even though I had 
done all this for my family, I had a hard time shifting gears 
and really connecting with them.  I realized how stuck I 
was in our old life and in habits that didn’t fulfill me…or 

us.  It was so new and scary to me to be letting go of what 
I knew and was taught was the only way to be a good dad 
and husband that I found myself slipping back into my 
old ways of living and relating.  I realized that wasn’t the 
way I wanted to live anymore but I struggled with moving 
into who I wanted to be and what I wanted to be doing.  I 
didn’t know how to let go or what it would look like.

It’s hard to explain the process I’ve been through internally 
over the past two and a half years, from the time we made 

... it was a nasty internal process to let go of everything

I’ve known and everything I was told was right and 

to do things so differently than everyone else.



the choice to hit the road until now.  At times, it was a 
nasty internal process to let go of everything I’ve known 
and everything I was told was right and to do things so 
differently than everyone else.  I would lose myself in 
work so that I didn’t have to think about the fears it was 
triggering in me.  I would tweak and fine-tune anything 
I could until everything was perfect and I had nothing 
else to do but to finally sit down and be alone with the 
thoughts and the fear of judgment I was afraid was 
coming at me.  And it was in those moments of time that 

we had created in our new life (without all the work and 
housekeeping and lifestyle we had been busy maintaining 
before) that I would find or notice some little thing that 
really made sense.  It was like a long, drawn-out, and 
much-avoided game of connect-the-dots, something that 

can’t be described and has to be experienced. 

There are still dots to connect and things I’m coming 
to understand or practice better, but there’s no longer 
that fear of others judging me, because for once I’m 
wholeheartedly happy with who I am and what I do and 
the choices we are making.  I can see what really matters 
to me versus the things I thought were so important in 
the past; things like sitting down and eating together, or 

something as simple as playing video games with 
Zeb, just being present, being there completely.

It’s because of the deconstructing process that I’ve 
been through that I was able to create time and 
space in my life to discover an intense passion for 
something I had never even had time to consider 
before.

It was over a year ago that Zeb came to me and 
changed my life with one more simple question, 
“Dad, how do you juggle?”  

In the past I would’ve responded with “I don’t 
know” and gone back to my over-worked 
vegetable state.  But having the time and energy, 
I’ve learned to explore and experiment and so I 
thought to myself, “Sweet!  What a cool way to 
spend some time together!” 

Together we sat down with YouTube and began 
to practice.  What I thought was going to be a fun 
activity for him, something playful I would be 
doing for his benefit, became something I found 
for me.  Hours after his curiosity was satisfied, I 

was still practicing and just starting to get the hang of it.  
I hadn’t understood the value of play as an adult since I 
had never seen adults play like this.  But I was suddenly 
experiencing it.

“Dad, how do you juggle?”  



 I found myself juggling every day, not only for the exercise 
or the challenge, but because of the calmness it gave me.  
It became my meditation, giving me a break from stress 
or worry, allowing me to feel a sense of serenity.  I began 
using it when I had hard decisions to make, to get me out 
of my head and create space for new ideas to come in.

It also remained a way to connect with Zeb.  He and I 
would challenge each other to see how many catches we 
could get without dropping, and how many different 
tricks we could do.  And it helped me break out of my 
shell and meet new people.  As we travelled, I found 
juggling meetups and festivals to learn new tricks and 
refine old ones.  I was invited to practice with professionals 
and astonished even myself with how fast I picked up what 
normally takes years to master.  I credit it to the freedom I 
gave myself to find what I truly love and the space I created 
to pursue it.

Juggling, for me, has become much more than a passion; 
it’s become a part of who I am, as well as turned into a 
business.  Where I had believed before I had to work 
for money, I now get to play for it, selling juggling balls, 
inspiring others, and performing as we continue to travel.

Where I am now is unrecognizable to where I was just a 
few years ago.  I went from tired and robotic to awake, 
engaged, and playful. 

What had always mattered to me as a child but had never 
been a possibility in my mind is now my reality every day.  
None of this would’ve been possible if I hadn’t heard that 
first statement my son made, if I had been too tired to feel 
how it rattled me or if I’d been too afraid to confront the 
ideas that were hurting us and break the cycle in myself. 

Now I know that anything is possible, that I just need the 
time and courage to pursue what matters and when I do, 
everything falls into place.

Rethink play in your life! Get your own set of juggling 
balls and learn to juggle by watching our videos! Use the 
coupon code RETHINKPLAY for 25% off on checkout! 

 Justin Wagner

  is a Juggler, a devoted family man, a full time traveler, 
with a yearning for life and all the things it has to offer.  

Share in the Juggling love at http://oddballjuggling.com 
or come take a look at where are travels have taken us and 

what I’m up to at http://justin-wagner.com. 

http://oddballjuggling.com
http://justin-wagner.com
http://oddballjuggling.com/how-to-juggle/
http://oddballjuggling.com/shop/
http://www.sustainablebabysteps.com/strategies-to-save-money.html
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920.322.0488
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connect to their Divine Self to create
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Angelic realm since 1993.
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 hosting a special book

signing workshop, or

 booking a moving personal
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Contact Susan today!
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receive a FREE mini-phone session!
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sound therapist, certified medium, author, wife, mother and friend.

Voice Mapping

Vibroacoustic Massage

Each of us creates complex and mysterious 
mechanisms to protect us from early traumatic

 and stressful experiences. Those very defenses that 
helped us survive as children often lead to thoughts, 
feelings and actions that create suffering and rob us 

of our fullest potential in later life.
Using the frequencies in your voice, Voice Mapping 

balances and releases the elements that trigger those 
responses. Freed from old patterns of behavior, 

your inner resources are more available to help you 
live your life to your optimum potential.

Healing with cutting edge sound therapy for :
• Stress management

• Reduced pain
• Headache relief

• Physical rehabilitation
• Increased energy

Welcome to the World 
of  Leading  Edge 

Sound  Therapy 

Sessions are available in Alaska (Anchorage), 
Northern California and Texas (Austin & DFW)

Mention Rethinking Everything for a $25 discount 
on your first Voice Mapping session and $5 discount on 

your first Vibroacoustic Sound Healing session. 

Try a free sample of both of these healing modalities:

Matt Kramer:  415-760-6068
 mkramer@mattkramer.com
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mattkramersoundhealing.com
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Obstacles on the Path to Utopia
The Price We Pay for

 Predatory Leadership
Baby boomers growing up in the 1950’s and ‘60’s will 
remember promising pictures, films, and stories about the 
utopian paradise that was waiting for us just around the 
corner of humanity’s future.  The images often included 
clean, technologically advanced metropolitan landscapes 
with flying cars and no signs of slums or other evidence of 
decay. 

Sixty years later, humanity doesn’t appear to be any closer 
to such an idealized culture.  If anything, the state of 
conflict, corruption and exploitation around the planet 
indicates that we’ve gone backward in terms of quality of 
life for many of the residents of our planet.  As I write these 
words, Europe is in economic chaos; suicide bombers are 
still making news and influencing domestic policy; United 
Nations statistics on child mortality around the world 
are dismal (22,000 daily from preventable causes); and 
current estimates of the number of people living in slavery 
conditions (estimated between 12 million and 27 million) 
outnumbers the entire population of people enslaved 
during the 350 years of the transatlantic slave trade.



But the overall picture is not so bleak.  Millions of people 
are dedicated to creating positive and sustainable change.  
In describing how “optimism found him”, activist/author 
Paul Hawken put it this way: 

 

What I discovered was people, themselves.  And really just 
the number, and the breath, and depth of the ingenuity 
and authenticity in which people really applied themselves 
to being problem solvers and alleviate suffering, to 
addressing the ills of the world, and innovating and re-
imagining what was possible.  And they are organizing 
around different ways and different issues around different 
cultures and different manners.  And when you stand 
back and you really get to see, if you will, not visually, 
not directly, but see it in a conceptual way, how large and 
diverse this movement is, then you just have to either 
laugh, or grin or smile (Patel, 2009).  

 

Thinking about Hawken’s words, I’m reminded of a 
comment I often hear when people learn that I am a 
mediator and that over the years, I’ve conducted a large 
number of divorce mediations.  “How can you do such 
depressing work?” they ask.  I reply that mediation 
provides an opportunity for people to reveal the best 
of themselves.  I share my experience of people learning 
new tools for communication and conflict management.  
As often happens in mediation, the parties learn to 
stop blaming others and take responsibility for their 
contributions to the conflict.  In such problem-solving 
environments, miracles often happen.  In one such 
mediation between divorced parents and their angry 
teenage daughter, parents and child experienced significant 
healing; the family conflicts and related manipulative, 
reactive behaviors were greatly reduced.  The surprise 
for me was to learn, a year later, that the communication 
between the estranged parents improved to the extent that 

they remarried. 

 

I believe I am as much an optimist as Paul Hawken 
and his millions of dedicated activist cronies working 
around the world to end famine, war, plagues and other 
natural and manmade crises.  I also believe, buoyed by my 
compassion, empathy and mediator’s insights into human 
nature, I incorporate a critically important pragmatic 
perspective into my activism.  I know we can end war, 
abuse, and exploitive practices that have been entrenched 
in the human experience for thousands of years.  For a 
number of reasons, such goals will not be easy to attain, 
and they will not come soon, probably not within my 
lifetime.  But when we identify and start working on 
currently unacknowledged contributors to the scope of 
our humanitarian challenges, we will finally be on the path 
to building a world culture that is truly nurturing and 
sustainable for all Earth’s inhabitants.

   

While I didn’t realize it for decades, I stepped onto the 
path of being a change maker when I was fourteen years 
old.  The year was 1964; I had graduated from the Los 
Angeles Times comics page and had begun to read front 
page stories as well.  I had been reading about buses of 
freedom riders organized to help end the much publicized 
and entrenched racism of the South; I asked my mother if 
I could join them but she wasn’t ready yet to get rid of me; 
that moment would come soon enough in my eighteenth 
year. 

 

I read an article describing the plight of hundreds of 
thousands of Palestinian refugees crammed into camps 
in Lebanon, Syria and Jordan.  I was shocked to read that 
they had been there since the 1948 war, sixteen years 

 I know we can end war, abuse, and exploitive 
practices that have been entrenched in the 
human experience for thousands of years. 



wisdom, the social workers decided the best place for her 
was Juvenile Hall. 

 

When Maxine went to see her, the girl was mute, and 
crouching under tables trying to hide.  Maxine learned 
that she had been hit in the back by the chair and she 
requested that the girl get a spinal tap to see if there was 
any damage to her spine.  A few days later, she realized that 
the medical report had not yet been delivered.  She called 
the medical office and was told that the report would be 
delivered the following week. 

 

By the middle of the following week, still no report; the 
girl was now catatonic, withdrawn and uncommunicative.  
Maxine charged over to the medical department and 
demanded to know why the examination had not been 
done.  Refusing to leave until she got an answer, one of 
the staff quietly took her aside and told her, “you didn’t 
hear this from me; Dr. X is having a feud with Dr. Y in 
Radiology.  Nothing is getting done.”

 

That was it.  Disregarding the Hippocratic Oath, two 
doctors were compromising the health and well-being of 
children under their care.  I began to ask my mother what 
could be done.  “Who could make the doctors do their 
work?”

 

Maxine looked at me.  “Maybe the supervisors.”

 

“Have you told them?”

 

“No.”

 

“Why not?”

 

earlier, and that there appeared to be no opportunities for 
them to assimilate into the populations where their camps 
were based; the governments of those nations would not 
allow it (Bard, 2011).  This was confusing; certainly I 
did not have the wisdom and intelligence of the national 
leaders who were not allowing the Palestinians to leave the 
camps.  Along with the inhumanity of the confinement, 
didn’t they know that this would become an even bigger 
problem some day?  Forty-eight years later, those camps 
are still in place; according to the Israeli Ministry of 
Foreign Affairs, they are a fertile source of terrorist 
activities. 

 

My default sense of the world was shaken.  Leaders 
were making big mistakes with big decisions.  Cognitive 
dissonance set in; the seeds of cynicism were planted.  I 
didn’t know it at the time, but my future course in life was 
beginning to take shape. 

 

The second event on my journey to becoming an activist 
occurred a few months later.  Maxine, my mother, was a 
juvenile probation officer.  I didn’t know the nature or 
scope of her work except that she worked with kids who 
ran afoul of the law.  On this particular day, she came 
home visibly upset.  My first thought was that I had done 
something terrible (again) and had been caught.  After 
a few minutes, it was obvious that whatever was going 
on was not about me.  I asked my mother what was 
wrong.  Looking back, I should have been surprised that 
she was sharing her emotions with me; this only happened 
when her emotional state was defined by something I 
did or did not do.  My presumption now is that I was the 
oldest person available at the moment and she needed to 
talk. 

 

Maxine began to tell the story of a girl who had recently 
been added to her case load.  The girl’s crime was about 
being in the wrong place at the wrong time; in this case, 
she happened to be in the path of a chair thrown by her 
father.  For her protection, she was removed from the 
home but there was no place for someone like her; in their 



“They don’t care.”

 

“The supervisors don’t care?”  This was confusing.

 

“No, Matt, the supervisors really don’t care.”

 

“Well then, why don’t you become a supervisor, and then 
you can fix all that stuff.”

 

Maxine uttered a bitter laugh, “No, by the time I did what 
it would take for me to become a supervisor, I wouldn’t 
care either.” 

 

This was new information; I had to digest it for a while.  
While I didn’t understand it yet, I sensed there was a 
correlation between the leaders of the Arab nations who 
kept the refugee camps in place, and the supervisors who 
didn’t care enough to take care of their responsibilities. 

 

I was hooked.  I began to pay attention to stories and 
reports about the human condition; patterns were 
becoming evident: many people in positions of power and 
control were not behaving like good leaders.  How were 
the wrong people able to consistently work their way into 
these positions?  And why did “the people” put up with 
these frauds? 

 

After forty years spent studying history, current events and 
human behavior, and correlating patterns of data between 
the subjects, I finally understood the toxic consequences 

that occur when sociopathic personalities exercise their 
drive for ultimate control—a drive that is not shared by 
healthy people with leadership potential to the same, 
deadly extent.  Thus was born the theory of Predatory 
Leadership.

 

 

 

Predatory Leadership is the consequence, by one’s efforts, 
policies or agendas, of their mental, emotional and 

subconscious investment into attaining their goals, openly 
or covertly, by any means, with complete disregard or 

concern for the impact of their actions upon others.  

Matt Kramer

 

Predatory leadership describes the 
invisible mechanisms driving the malevolent behavior 
of specific individuals and of political, organizational, 
military, and corporate systems in which the rights of 
people are socially and/or criminally compromised.  
What these individuals and systems share in common are 
behaviors commonly ascribed to abusive and sociopathic 
personalities.  While there are numerous symptoms and 
behavioral traits, the current stage of research into the 
nature and function of predatory leadership focuses 
on four of those symptoms: lack of empathy; lack of 
conscience; a narcissistic sense of entitlement, and a 
profound feeling of victimhood.  The seamless interaction 
of these four conditions contributes to a dangerous 
personality type that feels entitled to anything it wants; 
feels justified in whatever action it takes to achieve its 

How were the wrong people able to consistently 
work their way into these positions?  And why 

did “the people” put up with these frauds?



wants; and feels no remorse nor responsibility for the 
consequences of its actions upon others.     

 

Before reading further aspects of the theory of predatory 
leadership, consider this disclaimer:

 

At this time, the theory is a work in progress encompassing 
psychological research, historical and anecdotal 
observations and behavioral studies that, to date, imply 
that this usually invisible form of abhorrent behavior has 
compromised and warped the human experience to the 
extent that many people believe that violent behavior, war, 
oppression, corruption and crime of all kinds is inherent 
and inevitable in human nature.  In order to improve and 
validate the theory, I am currently enrolled in college, 
about to complete my second year as an undergrad 
working toward a Masters and possibly a Ph.D in 
sociology.  So far, my studies have filled in some gaps and 
supported the general spirit of the hypothesis.

 

One reason I share this disclaimer is that I need partners 
to help develop this project.  The world-wide syndrome 
of predatory leadership is thousands of years old; freeing 
humanity of its dark heritage will take much greater effort 
than any one person can provide.  The syndrome is not just 
about individuals; it is also about dysfunctional systems 
of behavior that are accepted as normal and inevitable.  
Maybe the sociopath was necessary for human survival a 
hundred thousand years ago.  Today he is an unnecessary 
anachronism whose entrenchment in the world is so deep, 
it is incredibly difficult to outgrow him.  According to the 
American Psychological Association (APA), four percent 
of the population can be clinically diagnosed as sociopaths 

(Stout, 2005).  That equates to one out of every twenty five 
people.  However, due to the ability of such personalities 
to prevail in the race to the top of their fields of endeavor, 
I firmly believe that much more than four percent of 
the positions of power and control are populated by 
sociopathic personalities.  Numerous assessments of 
solutions to humanitarian problems reveal that they 
could all be quickly solved with a fraction of the national 
budgets invested in military research and sustaining 
standing armies and their support industries.  But those in 
control of those resources have other agendas – a reflection 
of the ubiquitous nature of predatory leadership.

 

One of the forms of resistance providing substantial 
protection for the syndrome is the human addiction to 
instant gratification.  In the early stages of their climb 
into power, sociopaths are noted for being charming and 
persuasive.  The con man selling a Ponzi scheme and any 
leader selling a war to his people know how to exploit the 
desire for instant gratification.  They also know how to 
exploit fear, bigotry and greed to fan nationalistic loyalty 
and sell the population on the need to go to war.  Hitler 
used these tools to sell fascism to the German people 
during a crippling economic depression.

 

Another symptom of this syndrome is the reluctance of 
compassionate, collaborative and conscionable people 
with leadership potential to go into politics.  With the 
common presumption that politics is run by corruption, 
the absence of quality leaders leaves the territory more 
available to the sociopaths who are happy to fill the 
positions and mine the public trust.

 In the same interview quoted above, Paul Hawken made 

With the common presumption that politics is run by 
corruption, the absence of quality leaders leaves the 
territory more available to the sociopaths who are 
happy to fill the positions and mine the public trust.



the following statement:

 

Now then, you know what we pay attention to instead?  
All the institutional obstacles, and the resistance, and 
corruption, and financial chicanery, and on and on and 
on.  And you look at that and you want to just jump off a 
bridge.  And because you just see that, humans seem self 
serving, greedy, short sighted and violent.  And if you just 
look at that, you just drink that potion, it’s toxic (Patel, 
2009).

 

On one hand, I understand and agree with Hawken’s 
premise; there is little value in simply raging in anger 
and wailing about the crimes and criminal nature of our 
leaders and corporate systems if we’re not going to actually 
do something to change these patterns.  But in order to 
solve a complex problem, it is necessary to understand 
the nature and mechanics of that problem.  An Ethiopian 
proverb states, “he who conceals his disease cannot expect 
to be cured.”  The narcissistic element prevents the abuser 
from acknowledging that he’s the problem.  Narcissism 
appears to block one’s ability to be self-reflective; after all, 
if we are “perfect”, there is no need to be self-reflective.  On 
a subconscious level, another reason narcissists cannot be 
self-reflective is that they would run the risk of getting in 
touch with the profound level of their own deeply buried 
shame (Zomerland, 2011).  Instead they develop powerful 
defenses and mechanisms to deflect attention from 
themselves and project blame on to others. 

 

Compare the status of leadership to the status of medicine 
before the invention of the microscope.  Doctors could 
only guess at the causes of illness and did not know that 
they were spreading disease as they worked their practice.  
Promoting the mid-level manager with the “killer” instinct 
or hiring the CEO who has no qualms about laying off 
the manufacturing employees in favor of using child labor 
overseas is comparable to the sixteenth century doctor 
who transmitted plague from patient to patient because 
he had no consciousness about the value of washing his 
hands between operations.  The theory of predatory 

leadership is the first stage in building social mechanisms 
that will enable us to recognize toxic personalities at earlier 
ages and create systems for developing humanitarian 
leaders while marginalizing the impact of the four percent 
described by the APA. 

 

Secrecy is one of the critical weapons of the predators.  
The core intention of my work is to bring this research 
out of the towers of academia and make it accessible 
and comprehensible to everybody.  When we learn to 
recognize predatory behavior at an early stage, we will 
be able to make better choices about whom we marry, 
follow, promote or elect.  Akin to how Einstein’s Theory 
of Relativity opened the doors to incredible growth in the 
field of physics, I believe a theory of predatory leadership 
will do the same for human rights and for improving 
quality of life for everyone on the planet (including the 
sociopaths).  The nature of violence and conflict from 
domestic to corporate to national and international levels 
is vast and complex; in consideration, most people feel 
overwhelmed and helpless.  My hope is that in researching 
the relationship between sociopathic behavior and toxic 
dysfunction in any social institution, a sociological study 
will be able to deconstruct the various contributions to 
these conditions into discrete elements that can be more 
easily addressed and remediated.

 

One of the correlations I discovered is that the four 
symptoms are equally evident in the man who beats his 
wife as they are in the dictator who leads his country 
into war, and in the corporate leader who pollutes his 
community and sells products that can cause harm to 
his customers.  With texts such as Patricia Evans’ The 
Verbally Abusive Relationship, we can teach our youth 
to recognize and avoid being ensnared by people who 
display these traits.  By teaching about these behaviors in 
middle and high schools as thoroughly and nationally as 
we teach math, English and history, we will be providing 
our children with critically important life skills.  Abusers 
can be extremely pleasant and charming early in their 
relationships.  If young women can recognize the early 
signs and red flags of abusive behavior, they can make 



better choices in their relationships that will contribute to 
significant reduction in domestic violence and child abuse.

 

These kinds of changes are possible for every facet of 
human existence.  Marvin Brown, the author of Civilizing 
the Economy, represents the problem-solving spirit Paul 
Hawken applauds.  Brown writes about transforming 
our culture from a property-based economy (your 
value as a human is determined by how much property 
you own) to an economy of provision that focuses on 
inclusion and provides guidelines for creating a just and 
sustainable society.  In such a culture, schools would not 
be compromised by lack of funding, the quality of health 
care would not be determined by how much property you 
own, and the efforts of the marketplace would be focused 
on quality of goods and services rather than how to extract 
more profits at the expense of quality and human rights.  
When we are able to mitigate the impact of predatory 
personalities by finding ways to reserve positions of power 
and leadership for those who will handle them with 
wisdom, grace and respect, the result will be a world in 
which no child is ever denied the opportunity to achieve 
her or his greatest potential.

For more information, visit  

http://predatoryleadership.wordpress.com/ 

Or write to mkramer@mattkramer.com  
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Why do I live without money?

When I was just three years old, there 
happened a catastrophe: our whole 
family had to leave our home—a big 
house with a big garden in Memel/
Ostpreussen, today Klaipeda/ Litauen, 
Lithuania, and a lot of fine inventory—
without taking things with us.  We were 
refugees in the war, the Second World 
War!  Although I was very young this 
fact stamped me.

I began thinking about possessions and 
value.  How could it be that a person without possessions 
had no value?  We were treated like poor people with 
nothing.  We moved to North Germany, and when I grew 
up, I thought often about the poor people in the world.

I lived in South America for one year as a young adult and 
could hardly bear the poverty with which I was confronted 
there.  Always there was the question in me: what can we 
do to create a better world, a world with more dignity for 
each person?  I tried three times to get out of the system 
with these unfortunate structures but I had to return each 
time.  The first time traveling to South America—I had 

to come back!  The second time I gave all my possessions 
away when my children grew up and left the house, but I 
had to begin again with possessions and all the things.

My change

Took place 17 years ago!  I 
founded a bartering group where 
you cannot pay with money but 
with your doing.  For example 
you cut someone’s hair and you 
can then borrow a car.  I quickly 
realized that I needed less and less 
money.  I bartered most things 

and activities with others without exchanging money, 
utilizing just my know-how!  This experience encouraged 
me to try to live without money for one year.

On the first of May in 1996 I gave away all of my 
possessions, my home, and my insurance policies.  From 
this time onward I have lived with other people in their 
homes.  I help them with whatever they need help with 
and receive bed and food.  When the first year was over, 
I could have returned to my old life without difficulty, 
because my last profession was a psychotherapist and there 
were enough clients for me to come back to. But I didn’t 
want to return to my old life!  I was immersed in a very 
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different life during this year which was so beautiful!

Living without 
money
Living without money 
means discovering the 
flow of life, putting 
into motion a new 
liveliness, and entering 
into a new quality of life, 
which happens through 
attention, carefulness, and 
vigilance.  To awaken to 
my own person, 
to my neighbor, 
to the society 
and the whole 
universe signifies 
a new intensity, 
a devotion to 
life.  Instead 
of running 
sorrowful after 
the mammon and 
putting my focus 
on the material, 
outside things, 
I now focus on 
occurrences from 
inside, opening 
my heart and 
dealing from that center.

In this way, a change of values occurs, a change of 
paradigm, which we may all, in fact, need to repair 
the damages made to the world.  There are so many 
unnecessary differences between poor and rich people, 
catastrophes in nature, and negative, sorry things that 
come from the greediness of money!

Instead of money - “gib und nimm” (give and get)

What can I do as 
a single person to 
change something 
in the world?  I’ve 
thought about this 
nearly my whole life.  
Here is the result I 
want to present at 
this point!

There are four things 
which are very 
important in my 
life: 

1. The 
connection to 
myself.  I have 
to know what is 
important for 
me, who I am, 
what I really 
need and what I 
really like!  There 
are continuous 
ways I am able 
to manifest the 
harmony of doing 
what I enjoy and 
serving others.  One 

day, for example, I had the desire to go to the theatre.  I put 
my thoughts into this wish and shortly thereafter I met a 
friend who offered me a ticket for the theatre because she 
had to make a journey and could not use her ticket.  In 
some homes people have problems with their psyches.  I 
work with them intensely so that they feel better, at which 
point I move on to my next stay.

2. The connection to the you!  Why don’t I like this 
person?  Why does this person make me so angry?  What 
does it reflect on me?  What can I learn?  Each person is a 



teacher for me and not an enemy!!!

3. The connection to society.  
It is important that everyone takes 
care of the environment.  We are 
responsible for the things around 
us and when we are awake and 
responsible we can handle a lot in the 
world!

4. The connection to the 
universe.  If we notice that each of 
us is an integral cell in the universe 
and that our behavior is critical to 
the whole, we can change our behavior and change the 
world.  It’s all about taking responsibility for ourselves, our 
thoughts and our actions.

These four points are all essential (in my eyes!).

I have designed a sticker with four colors: 1. Green 2. 
Yellow 3. Red 4. Blue

First: the sticker means - I want another world!  A world 
with dignity for everyone!

Second: if I use the sticker I am open to sharing with 
others without money (not exchanging money for goods 
or services any more).

Third: the place for the sticker will be reflected, because 
there are different meanings.  The sticker on a car means I 
am ready to share my car or to take people with it.  If I put 
it on the door of my house I would like to share and have 

guests in my house.  A sticker on my clothing means that 
you can talk to me.  A sticker on my baggage means you 
can travel with me.

There are several possibilities for it! The goal of it being 
that some day we don’t need any more signs, because we 
are all one big family and care for each other!

I live for the moment, in the moment. I know there will be 
many, many more happenings and adventure ahead for me 
in this life, although I cannot predict them or anticipate 
them. I love my life!

Heidemarie Schwermer

My life is fantastic; I am a happy person                              
who feels a membership to the human race and a big love 

for all.  I live in Germany, or wherever I am asked to be.

http://livingwithoutmoney.org/

http://livingwithoutmoney.org


Having suffered from what 
I like to call the “Woe Is Me 
Syndrome” off and on for many 
of my teenage and adult years, 
I consider myself an expert.  
Since I’ve 
only recently 
“cured” 
myself, I can 
certainly 
sympathize 
with the 
masses who 
are going 
through the 
same thing.   I 
hope my words can point 
those afflicted with what I’ll call 
“WIM Syndrome” in the right 
direction.

I went from a state of mind where I considered there 
to be many stresses and saddening things happening in 
my life, to knowing my life is wonderful.  This change 
happened in a matter of months, with not much effort.  
Very little has actually changed in my life—only the lens 

by which I view it and the vessel for that lens.

Let’s take a look at what WIM Syndrome is, what causes it, 
and what to do about it.

Causes, Cures and Effects

We’ve likely all known this syndrome 
personally, or at least been around 
those who have.  It’s easy to spot.  A 
pattern can be found.  I can fix that 
problem I guess, but what about this 
OTHER problem?  What about 
my chronic stress?  What about 
my chronic anxiety?  What about 
my chronic depression!?  Another 
way to recognize it is an extreme 
and quick fluctuation in emotion; a 
roller coaster of exciting events and 
sadness/discontent.  Excitement, 
sadness, excitement, sadness, and so 
on.  When there is no foundation 
by which to stand, we are easily 

pushed back and forth by the day-
to-day.  WIM Syndrome is an addiction like any other 
thought-based addiction, such as power and greed.  WIM 
Syndrome feeds upon itself within the affected person, 
reproduces exponentially, and is highly contagious.  It 
consumes minds with extreme Ego takeover.  

This past weekend, I went with a group of friends and 
acquaintances on a camping trip in the high desert.  It’s a 
place I am in love with.  We’d been planning it for over a 
month.  I’ve trained my mind to be in the present often, 
but the day before this particular weekend, I lost my job, 
with absolutely no money to back me up.  The anger and 

My Woe Is Me Syndrome



worry over this situation was extreme, and within 24 hours 
was replaced with excitement for the camping trip.  I was 
taken out of the present and living in the surface emotions 
that were responding to events in my life.  

Instead of directly experiencing each moment fully 
for what it was (staying present), everything I was 
experiencing reflected my state of mind—my anger of the 
situation, my stress of unemployment, and my excitement 
for the camping days to come.  These emotions became the 
springboard of my thoughts. I felt and responded to these 
emotions because they were taking up my mind.  They 
amplified themselves.  I couldn’t see the beautiful color 
of the sunset.  I couldn’t see the subtle characteristics of 
the people around me.  I couldn’t find a simple, calming 
appreciation of the high-altitude air I breathed.  These 
recognitions only came to me when I was fully immersed 
in what was going on around me, not attaching a string of 
thoughts and emotions to the experiences my senses gave 
me.  Staying present creates a solid foundation of being, 
an inner strength that allows me to see reality as reality.  
I wasn’t able to experience the reality of what was, as my 
thoughts created a fog over the window I looked through.

I was easily thrown from one extreme feeling to the other.  
I thought to myself, I must put this aside to worry about 
at a later time, when I am back in town, when we have 
phone and internet service, when the week has begun, 
and I can actually do something about the problem.  The 
weekend was mine, I considered it my freedom.  It was not 
a place for me to be worrying or stressing, when all that 
does is create heaviness in my mind.  Worrying is never 
constructive.  I know this, but it can be hard to flip the 
worry switch off.  

One particular acquaintance on this trip was a bit of an 
annoyance to me, but nothing to be spoken up about.  
Everything was going well the first day and night, and I did 
not feel the desire or pull to worry about my situation.  

The next day, the annoyance continued.  My friend did 
something I did not agree with, and it had begun to rain.  
Everyone was wet and freezing and there began talks of 
packing up and going home.  The worry and stress of what 
I needed to face upon arriving home quickly crept back 
into my thoughts.  I could physically feel my present, light, 
and joyful self being tugged down deep underneath the 
ever-creeping thoughts.  It built layers upon my mind...the 
annoying person on our trip, my friend’s actions, the rain, 
the cold all seemed exponentially worse, not because it was 
something I couldn’t handle, but because behind it all, I 
was worried, angry and stressed by my monetary situation 
back home.   

My reactions to people furthered this negative energy, 
and the negativity built upon itself until no one, including 
myself, really wanted to be around me.  So you see, before 
the camping trip I had no hint of being present, as I was 
consumed by past events and worrying about the future.  
When excitement for camping replaced the worry, I 
was still not present, as I wanted the excitement I felt to 
completely overtake the worry.  And when the camping 
trip finally arrived, these two emotions slammed into each 
other and pushed all immediate experience out of the way.  
I was not there; I was not camping, but somewhere else 
entirely.

Cause #1: The Negativity Magnet Ball

My mind is a powerful tool.  Like certainly attracts like, 
especially when it comes to thoughts.  They have a habit 
of building upon themselves.  If I experience something 
negative in my day, everything after the negative incident 
can be smothered with a dark outlook before the day 
can be seen for what it truly is (perfect).  Whereas if I 
was having a good day, everything that happened to me 
would seem a little brighter, the positive thoughts would 
build upon themselves until I’m given what looks to be a 
fantastic day.  Except for that bad or good start, the rest of 
the day may be exactly the same.



I tend to add to my negative thought process by mulling 
over the stressful aspects of my life.  I scan over them 
continuously, trying to figure out how things could have 
been different or worrying about how it is going to affect 
me in the future.  This happened to me when I lost my 

job.  I played the situation in my mind over and over again, 
though all it made me feel was anger.  I wanted to argue 
the entire scenario; I wanted to make sure it was clear I 
was wronged.  I was wronged!  I wanted to scream it at the 
top of my lungs, to everyone.  My mind couldn’t escape it; 
replay, anger, replay, anger, replay, anger.  Now that I can 
look at the situation outside of those strong base emotions, 
I see that the person I felt wronged by most likely felt the 
same from me, and was only doing what they felt was best, 
from their perspective.  I could never ask for anything 
more.

Not only do I perpetuate this on my own, I ask others 
to jump on board.  I complain and search for sympathy.  

I want others to understand my plight.  When it 
comes down to it, in any situation good or bad, I want 
others to see what I see, my perspective, my reality, 
so that my thoughts and actions can be justified.  I 
forget, though, that this only adds fuel to the fire.  

When I remember that I 
don’t need others to do 
this for me, I am aligned 
properly with myself and 
I base my thoughts and 
actions on what I know 
is best for me.  I make all 
efforts to stay honest with 
myself and take actions 
that are in line with 
my personal values and 
morals, and there is no 
reason left to search for 
acceptance from others, 
because there is no doubt 
left that I am doing all I 
can do. 

A wonderful quote 
that I unfortunately 
don’t have the memory 

to give proper credit to 
goes:  Hurting people hurt people.  This is true.  I have 
learned that as I go through my day in a sour state, a 
Negativity Magnet Ball rolls behind me, small at first, 
but collecting others and growing with its power.  Frowns 
attract frowns.  A curse attracts a curse.  Sadness attracts 
sadness.  Before you know it, I take a look around and 
there is nothing left with light or love.  It has all been 
smashed by the Negativity Magnet Ball.  You know those 
days when one thing goes wrong, and then everything 
following seems to go wrong?  This is the momentum of 
the Negativity Magnet Ball.  It’s not that the universe is 
conspiring against me; it’s that I am fighting tooth and nail 
against the universe.  These can be looked at as one and the 
same.  



When I fight against what the universe gives me, I resist 
the changes and things I cannot control, and I forget that 
I am the one in control.  I forget myself, and the power 
my own mind holds.  Then I flip the switch.  I accept the 
unknown things and, with a positive nature, I manifest 
the things I would like to see happen in my life, as I am 
doing now.  I have accepted my loss of work, and now look 
at it as an exciting challenge to see where I end up.  How 
far can I get with my writing, with the extra time to work 
toward my dreams and goals?  What new job will I arrive 
at, what new things will I learn, and what new people will 
be in my life? 

 

Cause #2: Stagnation of Mind, Body and Soul

When I am in this negative mindset, nothing reminds 
me of the importance of taking care of myself.  I am too 
consumed by my stress or sorrow to feel like being active or 
doing the things I love.  I go to work as a drone, sleep a lot, 
eat quick and nutrient-poor foods, watch TV, and spend 
no time learning or interacting socially.  For instance, 
when I am very interested in someone who does not feel 
the same way, I used to let the feelings of insecurity and 
rejection grow.  I looked at what must be wrong with 
me, rather than looking at the situation objectively.  I let 
it mull and simmer and grow in my mind, and cause me 
to lose my luster for life.  I ate easy quick food, such as 
late-night delivery, because I didn’t have the motivation 
to cook.  I didn’t go out as much, didn’t interact as much, 
and I let myself seep away into the negative belief that I 
wasn’t good enough, becoming the person who wasn’t 
good enough simply because I hadn’t been taking care 
of myself.  I forgot the power of my own mind while it 
manifested what I was feeling and turned me toward the 
negativity I felt.  

Stagnation of mind, body, and soul can and does happen, 
even to those who are not suffering from WIM Syndrome.  
We do not read.  We do not learn anything new.  We do 
not exercise.  We do not take an honest look at ourselves.  
This is stagnation.  When our body and mind are stagnant, 

our very core begins to rot away.  We feel consistently worn 
down, we get sick a lot.  When I’m in this state, experience 
is far away and my mind only takes in the parts of my daily 
life that bring me immediate sadness or excitement, and 
then I mull it over for days, weeks, or even months.  My 
mind doesn’t grow when I don’t take the time to learn 
anything new.  It begins to shut down, like a glitched 
computer repeating the same error message over and over 
again.  

Our society tends to perpetuate this feeling, this natural 
but not always beneficial game our minds play with us, 
and they diagnose it.  They slap on a label such as chemical 
imbalance, social anxiety, or even something more serious 
like bipolar disorder, and give us drugs they say we need 
to be “okay.”  Taking responsibility for our own minds 
through introspection and meditation is not a common 
option, though in my opinion, it should be the very first 
step to improving our mental difficulties.  Is depression 
really a chemical imbalance, or simply a strong case of the 
Ego mind’s disintegrating power on our inner light?  

I feel that severe depression is perpetuated by itself, 
creating a downward spiral that is only numbed with 
medication, but never cured until it is dealt with head-
on by the person who feels depressed.  We forget that 
the labels our society has placed are only that—labels.  
I feel that our society keeps us dumbed down with 
chemical-laced foods, mindless TV, and mind-numbing 
pharmaceutical drugs, telling us that they can take care 
of everything.  We end up with the notion that taking a 
good look at our own minds is not needed or not effective.  
This, to me, is a terrifying thought.  

I’ll explain my absurdly simple cures for WIM Syndrome 
below.  Before I get into them I must make it clear that 
recognition comes first.  I don’t mean to bust out the 
clichés, but the first step to my recovery was recognizing I 
had a problem.



Cure #1: Stop the Negativity Magnet Ball

Slow down.  It’s impossible to be present in the moment 
when I rush through life, looking to the future in every 
thought and action.  I must slow down; I must stay “in it”, 
look at my current state, and figure out how I arrived 
here.  While being completely honest with myself, I 
ask if I have taken every possible step, looked at every 
possible angle, to fix the problems I’m worrying 
about.  No?  Then I try.  Yes?  Nothing I can do 
about it?  Then I tell myself to stop thinking about 
the negative aspects.   Stop talking about it.  Stop 
listening to sad music.  Stop looking for the bad so 
that I may justify the way I’m feeling, because I will 
most certainly keep finding it.  Stop bringing others 
into my strife, allowing them to perpetuate it, and 
leaving them sticky with my negativity.  Need help or 
support?  Then I ask for it.  Don’t need help?  Then 
there is absolutely no reason for me to bring it up—
to others or in my mind.  Our minds are mirrors:  if I 
view it with negativity, that is what will reflect back. 

Cure #2:  Exercise Your Mind, Body and 
Soul

Take a half-hour walk each day.  For me, it was easy 
to begin.  With no car, beautiful weather, and living 
only two miles from work, I began commuting on foot.  
I also started walking my dog about three times a day, 
accumulating to over five miles.  This walking time not 
only amped up the health of my body but I received 
massive benefits from being outside in the sun and fresh 
air, and it did wonders for creating a calm mind.  It 
gave me a designated time to analyze my thoughts, to 
contemplate things without feeling like I was wasting time.  
I felt no urge or rush to be doing something else.  When I 
saw the improvements in my body and mind, I integrated 
a little jogging into the mix. I found that, when breathing 
properly, jogging was much easier than I ever thought.  

We humans truly are made to run!  A skipped day could 
mean the end, though.  I had to be careful to commit it 
to habit.  If I didn’t jog for a couple of days due to a trip, 
sickness, or laziness, it was very hard to pick back up, and 
the first day back would be difficult.  We can build up our 
body’s tolerance, and push these great vessels to limits 

we never imagined, but practice, practice, practice!  I 
found motivation in how wonderfully energized my body 
felt after exercising, as well as how light and present my 
mind felt.  This encouraged me to keep it up, to keep on 
improving, making the best of myself.

After nearly a year of remaining active on a regular basis, 
it’s turned into something I need.  I NEED to walk in 
the sunshine for miles a day.  I NEED to jog and push 
myself regularly.  I NEED to feel those muscles I’d 
never felt before and watch myself improve.  I’ve also 
taken to expanding my mind.  I read every day.  I learn 
new subjects, formulate new thoughts and new ways of 
thinking.  I discover, and grow.  I take up new hobbies 



and learn new skills.  Even if these endeavors don’t go 
anywhere, learning something once unknown to me keeps 
me feeling so alive, so new.  

I try to take interest in everything around me as though 
I am seeing the world for the first time.  I keep the TV 
off.  I go hiking and immerse myself in nature.  I ask big 
questions about who we are and why we are here.  I look 
for what “soul” means to me, and strive to improve my idea 
of soul.  I meditate (the benefits are endless).  I learn about 
religion, philosophy, and look to others for ideas about 
what it all means and then form my own.  I promise, it’s 
not as scary as it sounds.  I have ended my restlessness and 
found my place in the world.  I take care of myself.  All life 
is a delicate balance.  If I neglect my mind, body or soul, I 
know that I’ll never fit together properly.

 

I challenge anyone reading this who is living with a 
stagnant mind and body to take at least one half-hour 
walk and read for at least 40 minutes every day, and tell 
me that it hasn’t enlivened you.  Don’t forget, we only use 
10% of our brains; there is lots of room for stretching!  
The tools we are born with are ever-evolving, if we push 
our capabilities.  We are meant to learn, discover, and 
experience.  It is who and what we are.

So, let’s recap.

WIM Syndrome Causes: 

The Negativity Magnet Ball and Stagnation of Mind, 
Body, and Soul.

WIM Syndrome Cures: 

Stopping The Negativity Magnet Ball and Exercising 
Mind, Body, and Soul.

Simple huh?

Not only do WIM Syndrome sufferers spread the disease, 
they add very little of value when it gets really bad.  When 
I am lost so far into my own Ego, I have a harder time 
contributing to the well-being and love of others and 
the world.  I become so wrapped up in my own strife, it 
becomes an owning, as though to say This is my misery, it 
belongs to me, I live in it, and no one can take that away 
from me.  Well, this is true.  No one but myself.

This reminds me of another tip.  Help someone in 
need, friend or stranger.  Volunteer.  Give comforting 
advice (without perpetuating the bad).  It will bring you 
joy and fulfillment and help you forget about your own 
worries.  Sometimes, if I am feeling negative myself and 
someone is going through their own troubles, I will ask 
them what I can do to help.  Usually this ends up with 
me coaching them or giving advice.  I enjoy being there 
for them and being a loving rock on which to lean.  This 
simple act reminds me that no problem is too big to 
conquer, and that we all go through ups and downs.  Acts 
of kindness such as cleaning the house just because I don’t 
want anyone else to have to do it makes me feel like a 
warm light sits within me, and with every selfless act it 
grows. 

 
Why should I even care to break away from WIM 
Syndrome?  Well, because I matter dammit.  I matter so 
much that I will create a ripple in this universe that will 
never die.  If I feel healthy, joyful, and content, then I will 
have the peace-of-mind and insight to help others and 
perhaps the strength to start The Positivity Magnet Ball…
which is exponentially more powerful.

**There is an amusing endnote I’d like to share.  I definitely 
still fall back sometimes.  As I finished the first draft of 
this article, which took me a very long time to do, I went 
to save it again and it took me to the log-in page.  All of 
my drafts were gone.  All was lost!  It took me a good 10 
minutes to collect myself, and TRUST ME, collecting was 



needed.  I had to trust in my own words, breathe deeply, 
and start over.  The irony of the universe and coincidences 
like this, no matter how you interpret them, add quite a 
learning experience.  

Always be looking; always be open to the lessons.  I am 
learning right along with you.  The best way I can describe 
my life now is that it runs more smoothly, with an ever-
present underlying joy.  There are still ups and downs.  
Life throws me for a loop sometimes, like it did before 
my camping trip.  But I feel better equipped with a sturdy 
tool—the power of my mind.  I can look at my thought 
process, and analyze how I arrive at certain emotions.  
I can stop the negativity in its tracks.  I can look at 
unforeseen change with excitement for the unknown.  I 
can put a positive spin on pretty much anything, and the 
positivity comes back to me.  

My body feels full of life, always in motion, always full 
of nutrition.  For nearly my whole life I battled a strange 
feeling of restlessness.  This feeling has completely 
disappeared.  I no longer fight against myself.  I no longer 
sit around and wait for good things to happen to me.  I 
make the bad things good, and I pull more good toward 
me.  My life is full of beauty, love, and a caring family of 
friends.  I surround myself with like-minded people.  I see 
the connections, the connection of us all.  My worldview 
has turned from passive and confusing, to beautiful, fun 
and joyous direct experience.  I live WITH the universe, 
not in it.  I take everything I learn and I write it down.  I 
live to inspire others toward looking inward, toward self-
improvement, and this in turn fulfills my soul, and gives 
me my place in the world.  

 

Renee Anderson

currently lives in beautiful Southern California, after a 
two year stint in Seattle, WA and all previous years in 

Michigan, where she received her writing degree from 
Western Michigan University.  Renee, 26, currently works 

as an aspiring writer and social media assistant, spending 
much of her free time enjoying the simple things in her 
life that make her feel blissed out and full of joy, such as 
meditation, yoga, camping, travel, reading, philosophy, 

jogging with her lab/pointer mix, and practicing self-
awareness and a spiritual life that contributes to her 

own personal growth.  She runs a blog of her writing,             
the-morning.org, for the sake of inspiring others, to 

awaken one in even the littlest way, to become a light for 
the journeys of those who seek.

I no longer sit around and wait for good things to happen to me. 

"Nothing Short of Joy is a masterpiece that will 
take you out of your comfort zone and into a 

magical world of joy. I love this book. I love this 
woman. Read it and reap." 

~Dr. Wayne Dyer 
www.nothingshortofjoy.com

http://the-morning.org
http://www.nothingshortofjoy.com


we’d love your feedback and comments on this issue’s stories.  
Email us at publishers@rethinkingeverythingmagazine.net.

If you’ve not yet subscribed for FREE to our two sister publications, we invite you to do so now!

Rethinking Everything SEX magazine publishes on March 1
www.remagazinesex.com

Rethinking Everything PARENT magazine publishes on April 1
www.remagazineparent.com

Do you have a story of deeply transformative change you’d like us to publish?  
Send it our way!  We’d love to read it, consider it for publication and even help you write it if writing is not your thing. 
Email us at publishers@rethinkingeverythingmagazine.net

Our 16th international conference on Rethinking Everything is in the planning stages now.  
Labor Day Weekend in 2012, August 30 - September 4 in Irving, Texas, USA.  

Visit www.rethinkingeverything.net for ongoing details which will begin in February, and sign up there to 
receive conference updates.  We’d love to have you participate with a revolutionary session or activity.  

Email Barb with your ideas!  barb@rethinkingeverything.net.  

www.rethinkingeverything.net

finally,
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www.remagazinelife.com

Until one is committed, there is hesitancy,
the chance to draw back,
always ineffectiveness ...

The moment one definitely commits oneself,
then Providence moves, too.

Alll sorts of things occur to help one
that would never otherwise have occurred ...
Boldness has genius, power and magic in it.

Begin it now.

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

http://www.remagazinelife.com

