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                                          to our first issue of  Rethinking Everything Magazine.  
We’re glad you’re here.  REM is all about you -

 the only person in your life who knows what change you long for and the only one responsible for making change.  
We are honored and excited to share the inspiration of our first round of change catalysts.  

Laugh, cry, marvel at the guts.  Get ready.  You’re about to change.  
Love,   Barb and Sarah
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  It isn’t often that one event in a person’s life 
can be both tragic and fortunate.  Such was my situation,

 almost a year ago today, when my grandmother died.  
Tragic, yes - but fortunate?  What followed would force 

the reevaluation of my current life and how it differed 
from where I truly wanted to be. 

At the time I was a campus recruiter for a large multi-national account-
ing firm in New York City.  I was at a huge recruitment dinner at a fancy 
hotel when I got the call.  Normally I would not have answered the phone 
but being that it was my mom and the fact that it was her birthday, I 
excitedly answered with a big, “Happy Birthday, Mama!”  I was shocked 
to hear nothing but tears on the other end of the phone.  My mom gave 
me the news of my grandmother as best she could through her sobbing.  I 
told her I would call her as soon as the dinner event was over.

Was I serious?!?  I actually rushed my mother off the phone on her birth-
day just hours after her mother- my grandmother- had passed away!  It 
wasn’t until three days later when I was on a train back home when it hit 
me.  What was I doing with my life?  Whatever it was, I wasn’t enjoying it 
and I wasn’t enjoying the path I was taking.

In order to understand how I got to that point, let’s back up a year and 
half earlier to when I graduated college.  In college I was every bit the per-
son I could have ever hoped to be.  I was a leader on campus for a number 
of organizations, in great physical shape, challenging myself mentally 
every single day, and surrounded by great friends all the time.   I was 

an exceptional student with a 
fantastic job already lined up with a 
big accounting firm in their Wash-
ington, D.C. office.  It seemed like 
everything was clicking for me and 
I was paving the way for a great 
future in the business world.  I had 
big dreams of working in account-
ing for a few years, going to gradu-
ate school to get my MBA, then 
scoring a high level job and making 
a lot of money to set me up for a 
leisurely future.  

Man, was I delusional. 

Little did I know that this account-
ing job would be extremely bor-
ing and subject me to a bunch of 
corporate drones that were all “fake 
nice” and really didn’t care all that 
much about each other as people. 
My days were filled with silence 
while staring at a computer doing 
work for a client that saw our audit 
team as an annoyance that came in 
to point out the errors of their staff- 
not exactly what I had dreamed 
of as an idealistic college boy.  I 
tolerated this work for a year before 
requesting a transfer up to the New 
York City office for the Campus 
Recruiting team.  I figured that, 
at the very least, recruiting would 
allow me to get out to colleges and 
talk to students which sounded ex-
ponentially more exciting than 80+ 
hour weeks plugging away on Excel 
spreadsheets.

I was right.  My activities and 
interactions were more varied.  The 
nature of the position, however, 
began to turn me into the type of 
person I absolutely despised.  The 
big paycheck and prestige I felt 
handing out a business card that
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I can’t believe that less than 
a year ago my biggest concern 
was making sure I did what 
my boss told me (regardless of 
how insignificant it was) and 
actually caring what 
my coworkers thought. 

said I worked for a huge company in New York City 
blinded me of my misery and the slow loss of all that I 
truly valued.  I found myself lying to college students 
about how much I “loved my time as an auditor” and 
would catch myself promising them all sorts of things in 
order to get them more interested in our company.  After 
all, the amount of resumes we got in was directly attrib-
uted to how well I could “sell the job” so I went to all sorts 
of lengths.

I got caught up in the rat 
race so fast that I forgot 
how genuinely happy 
I had been in college. 
I had no money then. 
That didn’t matter at all. 
People cared about what 
I had to say and I wanted 
nothing more than to 
be around all those great 
people all the time.  I was 
such a better person back 
then, one who would go to great lengths to help out any of 
my friends, and now I would lie to complete strangers just 
to make myself look marginally better?  That’s not me.

Unfortunately I hadn’t realized this until the death of my 
grandmother.  I had an awakening on that train ride.  I 
deserved more than this.  My grandmother meant the 
world to me.  I would take the time to call her a few times 
a week and send her a letter in the mail at least once a 
month. These were tasks that took me so little time but 
meant so much to her.  She was the reason I was able to go 
to college.  Without her help I wouldn’t have been able to 
afford to go to the place that brought me out of my shell 
and gave me this immense feeling of what it means to be 
truly happy.  It was this happiness that ultimately served 
as the measure of how low I had sunk since my arrival into 
the “real world.” 

And so I called work while on the train home for my 
grandmother’s funeral and told them I wouldn’t be com-
ing back.

The company optimistically held my position for a few 
weeks to allow me to get over the death of my grandmoth-
er.  When they re-offered, I declined.  The following week 
I convinced my best friend to quit his job and we drove

out to Colorado to pursue our dream of opening up a 
brewery.  We learned an enormous amount about the 
trade and volunteered at a number of breweries in the 
state.  We were living with some friends in a ski town and 
had the best winter of our lives.  I was in great company  
- extremely genuine, down-to-earth people that wanted 
nothing more than to have fun and be happy.  It was where 
I needed to be.

When the winter was over I decided I was 
not ready to let this warm and fuzzy feel-
ing fade away, so I moved to Ireland with 
another good friend of mine.  My family is 
full-blooded Irish and I had never been to 
Europe before so it seemed like the perfect 
place for me to go explore.  While in Ire-
land, I got in touch with an animal shelter 
and helped them raise money for the sum-
mer.  I traveled to towns all over Ireland 
selling promotional souvenirs.  The money 
raised went toward making improvements 

for the animals at the shelter.  Again, I was 
meeting genuine people who wanted to know me for who 
I was and not just trying to make small talk to pass the 
time between 9 A.M. and 5 P.M.

It was so validating to have work that directly benefited 
others. I was making a difference.  My American accent 
was met with surprise and interest when I solicited pass-
ersby for donations to benefit an Irish animal shelter.  
Taken off guard, many people would ask me how I came to 
this.  I gave them my brief story and received well wishes - 
and donations to the shelter - throughout the days.  I often 
thought of how unlikely it would be to receive this sort 
of support and compassion in the business world I had 
recently forsaken.  During my time at the accounting firm 
in Washington, D.C., I volunteered to head-up the of-
fice philanthropy project for the year. This may have been 
where my faith in “corporate humanity” began to dimin-
ish.  Many gave me half-hearted praise on the undertaking. 
I was doing a “great thing” and it was “really nice of me.” 
When it came down to people volunteering to help out or 
donate money, I heard only the sound of crickets.  It was 
embarrassing. 

Traveling around Europe with little money and everything 
I owned on my back was profoundly enlightening.  I came 



Patrick O’Malley
was born and raised in Springfield, MA.  He set off to 

pursue college and profession with vigor but found that 
his adventurous spirit, voracious mind, and desire to 

connect with people on a deeply personal level were the 
only things that rang true.  His personal and physical 

journeys are many with no end in sight.  Pat has just fin-
ished studying to teach English as a second language 

in Costa Rica and is planning his next destination.

something they love that money doesn’t matter.  Whatever 
the case may be, I am letting my journey be the determi-
nant of what I will ultimately do.  This has allowed me to 
justify leaving a well paying job and experience the truth 
of  how much money it really takes for me to be happy. 

My grandmother watched me grow and always supported 
me along the way with whatever I sank my teeth into.  I 
know she would be proud of what I am doing today.  With 
the anniversary of her death approaching, I am on my way 
to Costa Rica to teach English as a foreign language and 
my travels are far from over.  I can’t believe that less than 
a year ago my biggest concern was making sure I did what 
my boss told me (regardless of how insignificant it was) 
and actually caring what my coworkers thought.  I had 
forgotten what it felt like to be surrounded by friends, or 
strangers who were fast becoming friends.  Ironically, it 
took the loss of one of my best friends for me to realize 
this.  I am now choosing to follow my dreams and live in 
happiness.  This is what life is meant to be.

to realize how few things people actually need in their life 
to be happy.  I’ve met so many older people who whole-
heartedly agree.  In recounting their fondest memories, 
none have to do with being at work or buying that new car.  
They tell me stories of wild times they had with friends 
when they were young or watching their grandchildren 
grow up in front of their eyes.  

Two of these - the parents of a friend - told me about the 
years they spent in a Wyoming ski town after graduating 
college.  It was the two of them and 15 of their peers who 
operated the ski mountain during the winter.  They all 
made very little money but continue to talk about the few 
years they spent together there.  They had been living their 
dream.  They tell us stories of group camping trips, crazy 
road trips, and not having a care in the world.  Of course 
they had friends who jumped into big-time jobs right after 
college and were making a lot more money but that was 
not their focus.  The interesting part for me?  This family is 
now extremely wealthy.  After their years of fun and falling 
in love, my friend’s dad went into business with a local 
buddy.  They started a company that deals with adventure 
sports in the western part of the United States.  The busi-
ness took off and they became millionaires doing what 
they love.  I never hear them talk about the money they’ve 
made or what new toy they just bought.  Instead I hear 
stories about 17 young co-eds getting scared by bears late 
at night or going skinny dipping in a freezing cold pond 
in the middle of April.  These are what really matter when 
you boil down the social complexities of our world. 

I relay their story because it reveals the two tenets I have 
found which lead to a great life.  The first is spending time 
and energy on the things in life that matter the most.  If 
you ask anyone what one belonging they would save if 
their house was burning down, most people immediately 
say they would grab their photo albums or something of 
emotional significance.  The second tenet is that money 
can be made in joy.  My friend’s father made his fortune 
doing something that he loves.  This is justification enough 
to take a break from the cubicle and explore the world or 
chase a long-awaited adventure.  It takes that initial leap 
into making a dream your reality to fully discover what 
will fulfill both in happiness and prosperity.  Some people 
create wealth by pouring their heart, time, and energy into 
their dream venture.  Others are so ecstatic to be doing 

I am now choosing to 
follow my dreams and 
live in happiness. This is 
what life is meant to be.



I was quickly falling madly in love.  While an older man who had two 
children by a previous marriage wasn’t the life partner I had imagined, it hardly 
fazed me.  Over crab dip and cold beer, on only our second date, he unknowingly spoke 
the words that would change both our lives.  He nervously told me that he did not want any more 
children.  In fact, he’d had a vasectomy.  The topic struck me as uncommon “second date conversation” but 
I appreciated his honesty.  He’d worried that, like many young women, I had been looking forward to my 

wedding day and birth of my 
first child since I was just a tod-
dler playing house.

But I hadn’t been.  He offered 
me the chance to turn and run 
that night, but instead I be-
came more intrigued.  I never 
wanted to “just be a mom.”  I 
wanted a career, an identity of 
my own.  I felt relieved that 
this man wouldn’t be pressur-
ing me about having children.

Days turned to months and 
years.  I felt that every day, in 
fact every moment of every 
day, I loved him more than the 
last.  Friendship and passion 
served as the pillars of our 
relationship from the moment 

we met and we were envied by many.  As years went by, I grew closer to his young children.  It was not 
always easy as  I was still so young myself.  But year after year I began to enjoy our “family time” more and 
more - tossing the football in the back yard, hikes in local parks, bike rides, craft projects, singing to our 
favorite tunes in the car and watching my husband with his children -  all laughing like mad.  I didn’t want 
to confess it to myself, and certainly I could not divulge it to him, but the thought of adding our child to 
the mix was rapidly invading more and more of my thoughts. 

We parented well together and his children were just the best.  I had no doubt our child would fit right 
in.  I also knew he’d never have his vasectomy reversed.  Voicing my desire for a child would bring the end 
of all that I loved so intensely.  I kept my mouth shut.  Month after month, my secret ate away at me and I 
became withdrawn.  He saw I wasn’t myself and offered vacations, shopping, long talks, and days spent do-
ing whatever I chose. He tried desperately to cheer me up.  He didn’t have a clue.  I held my secret closely, 
like caring for a newborn.  I just wanted those “baby feelings” to go away.  I thought if I kept that voice 
isolated deep within me for long enough it would just give up.  Surrender and go away. But that little voice 
was determined to have me Rethink my life.  One day, nearly a year after it first spoke to me, and entirely 
unexpected, the voice had its way with me.

We were sharing a pot of coffee on an August morning.  Both of us were standing barefoot on the cool 
kitchen tile floor, our faithful Doberman lying down beside our feet.  I was tranquil, floating in a daze of 
depression.  I faintly heard him remind me that in a few years he’d be able to retire and we’d be sharing our 
coffee on the front porch of a quaint little house nestled snuggly in the woods.  This was our dream.  We’d 
talked about it countless times.  The real world will be miles away.  Won’t that be great?

A Life Defining Decision



Then it happened.  From nowhere emerged shocking 
words.  After a year of voicelessness, my little voice could 
be suppressed no longer.  “I won’t be there on that porch. 
I want a child.  I need to find someone else.”  And within 
seconds my world rapidly began to shatter.  Just moments 
separated me from my world of bliss and the irrevocable 
decision to relinquish my life.  Shock, anger, and confu-
sion replaced the trust and deep compassion we once 
enjoyed.

The horrors of the next several months can’t be overstated. 
For weeks I’d come home from work, walk directly to 
our bedroom and lay on the bed crying.  I’d wake at 
dawn with the sheets still damp and cold, penetrated 
with my tears, chilling my cheek.  Horrible, deep, 
passionate cries.  Every single day.  I wondered if I’d 
actually gone insane.

I felt guilty for ruining our life.  I should be happy. 
What was wrong with me?  Why couldn’t I just be 
grateful for the unique relationship we had?  Every-
one wished they had a marriage like ours. We were 
perfect together.  He was my best friend and knew 
me like no one else. The depth of feeling we had 
for one another is simply unexplainable.  Everyone 
thought I was nuts or that there had to be some 
other reason for my decision.  But wasn’t wanting to 
be a mother a “good enough” reason?  Most people 
who knew us well and had children actually warned 
against me leaving such an incredible relationship 
with advice such as, “you won’t find this again - you 
two have something so special - be thankful for what 
you have, don’t be selfish - and, children change every-
thing.”  Had I made a mistake?  
Our world was painfully ironic.  As years went by, my 
desire for a child grew at the same fast pace as his objec-
tion to another child intensified.  What we loved so 
much about each other was what ultimately tore us apart. 
Had I not fallen in love with the father of two incredible 
children, my desire to have children may never have been 
sparked.  He expressed that meeting a woman who was 
strong and independent offered him a sense of relief.  He 
spent his entire life as an adult caring for others.  When his 
father died, he took over his role. Then he married young 
and had his two children shortly thereafter.  He felt his life 
was full of responsibility.  He appreciated that I wasn’t one

more person needing him.  I was his equal.  In fact, I could 
give to him all that he had been giving to others for years. 
As his children grew, he saw the “light at the end of the 
tunnel.”  While he took parenting seriously, they weren’t 
babies any longer. In a final blow of irony, had I not had 
those strong and independent qualities he loved, I’d likely 
not have had the courage to leave him, and forever break 
away from our world.

Eventually he moved out and we tried desperately to get 
on with our lives - attempting to re-define ourselves, void 
of our other half.  He became depressed and avoided work 

for days on end.  I added two part-time jobs to my already 
busy work schedule and tried to plow through life on 
auto-pilot. While I was working endless hours, I’d see fit, 
smartly dressed, cheery stay at home moms pushing baby 
joggers from every direction, all gathering to chat at the 
local café.  I longed to be one of them. In fact, I was begin-
ning to become angry that I wasn’t. Why not me?  Finally, 
after a year of sheer misery, I decided I’d had enough.  I 
quit my job, put my house on the market and moved to 
a little southern coastal town I’d chosen from an atlas.  I 
could not bear to live in our world alone any longer.  I 
needed to create a new world for myself;  Rethinking and 
redefining everything I’d known.  I squeezed my oversized 
Doberman into my tiny car and set off to recreate myself.



Soon I’d realize that running away from our world wasn’t 
easy.  I left a cozy home full of love and now lay on a 
partially inflated blow up mattress in a low-budget rental 
house.  The neighborhood was one I generously termed 
“crack alley.”  Walls full of memories were replaced by 
cold, bare, baby-blue paint.  Lack of money was a funda-
mental problem.  I had no furniture, not even lights.  I 
washed my clothes in the bathtub with a bar of generic 
soap.  I dried them over the shower curtain rod that 
was void of the unaffordable luxury of a shower curtain.  
When darkness came every day, I simply laid down and 
prayed to fall asleep as soon as possible.  Cuddled with 
my dog, the reality of my Rethinking struck me.  I had no 
job, no money, no home, and I knew no one in my new 
town. And while the opportunity existed for me to return 
to my husband, I knew 
things could never be 
the same.  I sufficiently 
sabotaged myself.  
Then my dog died.

Eventually I found a 
low paying job but it 
afforded me enough 
money to go to the 
laundromat.  Patheti-
cally, this was a very big day for me- finally able to genu-
inely wash my clothes.  It had been almost two years since 
that life changing conversation took place and things 
finally started to very slowly pull together.  My house sold 
and I bought a small home in my new tiny town.  I landed 
a good job and started to get back in touch with all the 
people I’d isolated myself from over the past two years.  Fi-
nally, a glimmer of hope entered my life.  Maybe I will be 
okay.  Maybe I will meet a great man.  Maybe I will have a 
child.  Maybe I will be happy again.  Months and months 
went by and finally I was willing to accept more out of 
life.  While the thoughts of my husband (we still had not 
divorced) penetrated nearly every moment of my living, 
I met another wonderful man.  After my divorce, we 
married.

My Rethinking, now nine years distant, proved to be 
much more difficult than I’d ever imagined, and yet more 
rewarding than I dreamed.  We had two miscarriages and I 
worried that perhaps it was fate’s cruel joke that I couldn’t 

I needed to create a new world for 
myself;  Rethinking and redefining 
everything I’d known. I squeezed 
my oversized Doberman into my 
tiny car and set off to recreate myself.

carry a child to term.  But our third pregnancy was 
charmed and at last our daughter entered our life; at last, a 
newborn baby in my arms.  My Rethinking had come full 
circle.  THIS is the life I was meant to live.  Every day the 
sound of my daughter’s beautiful laugh slowly heals the 
wounds of a relationship lost; her smile reminds me that 
my excruciating journey of redefinition has concluded. 

Our days are packed with craft and cooking projects, 
endless outdoor activity, preschool, playgroups, neighbor-
hood supper clubs, library story-time, and dare I say… 
playdates. I push a baby jogger around a well manicured 
neighborhood with friends and their baby joggers.  My life 
might appear cookie-cutter to outsiders, but I’ve traveled 
far to reach this place and the journey has influenced my 

mothering in unlikely 
ways.  My goal: to lay 
the foundation for 
a strong, confident 
woman to enter this 
world.  I let her swing 
on the big kid bars 
at the playground 
and ride a skateboard 
with my husband, I 
expect her to clean 

the kitchen table when she is done eating, and we travel, 
travel, travel!  It would be easy to hold her tightly, protect 
her every move, and do for her things that she could do 
herself.  But instead I gently encourage her to explore 
her world and discover her abilities.  I try to offer her a 
world of boundless variety of experiences.  We go camping 
together, travel by train, visit isolated islands and col-
lect sea shells.  We live life and push our boundaries.  My 
years-long Rethinking chapter reminds me to savor every 
moment we share and appreciate all that I have been given.

My husband is 110% engrossed in being a dad and also 
works hard to be sure I enjoy a balance of “me time.”   I’m 
grateful for his gentle nature and love of acting young at 
heart.  Just as we run for that special package under the 
tree on Christmas morning, we jokingly fight each other 
to get to her door first.  We eagerly open her bedroom 
door and instantaneously spot her bright eyes and chaotic 
hair. “Morning Mommy, morning Daddy” are the first 
words of our day, and it just doesn’t get any better than 



that.  Our home is filled with the love every child deserves and sweetly vibrates with the melodic sounds of childhood.  
Giggles, screams, newly discovered words, and even the sound of tears; beautiful sounds that almost never occupied a 
place in my life. 

Truth be told, I’m slowly becoming the person I never wanted to be and I’m loving every minute of it.  I’ve learned that 
becoming a mother isn’t about losing your identity; it’s really about redefining and Rethinking yourself.  I’m still me and 
being “just a mom” is more than I ever hoped to be. 

Listen to your little voice and let it speak for you when you don’t have the strength. Let it overpower those who cast 
doubt on you.  Rethink, redefine, and have faith in yourself.  Happiness is boundless.

Once my Rethinking experience 
began, I looked for guidance and 
reassurance from others who had 
shared a similar experience.  To my 
disappointment I found no books, 
websites or support groups.  Then I 
recalled a light blue, tattered enve-
lope that held a collection of quotes 
I’d gathered over the last decade. 
After a quick search of my desk, I 
had my hands on it.  While many 
were inspiring, these three reached 
to me.  In fact, these quotes serve as 
my beacons, directing my life to this 
very day:

Alexia 
While forever a Yankee at heart,  she seized 

serenity of life in the deep south a decade ago and 
isn’t releasing her grip any time soon. She is a 

freelance writer, wife, and mom of a feisty two-year-
old.  For moments of solitude she enjoys long runs, 
interesting reads, and planning her next adventure.

You gain strength, courage, and confidence 
by every experience in which you really stop to look fear in the face. 

You must do the thing which you think you cannot do.
 Eleanor Roosevelt

Go confidently in the direction of your dreams. 
Live the life you have imagined.

Henry David Thoreau

Life is ten percent what happens to you 
and ninety percent how you respond to it. 

Lou Holtz



I’ve  grown up as 
an unschooler. 
I am used to being on an 
unconventional, self-
directed and accelerated 
path to learning.  I had 
no idea that one of the greatest 
passions of my life would come 
in the form of a video game 
or that it would completely 
change how my brain comput-
ed and processed information.  
This is one of the most important 
inner processes I have had to date.  
I love telling this story so much 
because it is one that is so commonly 
soiled with negative beliefs.

This is the story of  How A Video 
Game Changed My Life & 
Awakened The Business 
Genius Within.
I was 23 years old and had recently 
experienced a spiritual awakening.  
I’d realized that there was nothing I had to do or be, nor 
was there anything I should do or be.  There is no end 
point, nothing really matters and it’s ALL OK.  While I 
felt a sense of profound peace and calm, I also felt a bit 
unmotivated and uninspired.  I was feeling and thinking, 
“If nothing matters and there is no point, then what is the 
point?!?!”

After sitting with this befuddlement for some time, I came 
to the very clear and distinct awareness that what mattered 
to me was feeling good while enjoying the experience of 
life.  I made a sacred prayer to the universe, fully aware of 
what was important to me and what sort of experience I 
wanted to have.  My intention was that I find an aspect 
of life that I would be so passionately consumed in that it 
would be my one focus.  There would be nothing else more 
important.  I would excel and expand with the experience 

and be engaged in an art so 
much so that I would be 
focused every day on this, not 
from a place of dedication but 
a place of intense desire, love, 
and passion, such that I would 
not want to focus on anything 
else. 

I felt this prayer and let it go. I 
trusted that this would be the 
start of a very powerful and 
passionate reality to come.  I 
did not know how it would 
play out.  I did not know in 
what form this would mani-
fest.  I was very clear on what 
it was that I was wanting to 
experience.  As I feel, think, 
focus on the reality I seek, I 
manifest accordingly.  I love 
knowing I have the ability and 
clarity to experience as I wish 
to experience.  Whatever I fo-
cus on - feeling good or feeling 

bad - I am manifesting like-minded realities.  It is critical 
to move in the direction of what I enjoy, love, want to feel 
and am inspired by.  Any focus I give to that which I don’t 
want in my life actually creates more of that.  Why would 
I want that? 

A couple weeks after delivering my sacred prayer to the 
universe, a friend told me about a video game that he had 
started to play online and how awesome it was.  This was 
a long time friend that I rarely saw anymore.  We grew up 
playing video games together as kids, loving the experience 
and appreciating being able to share in the games together. 
I no longer played video games nor had I in many years.  I 
had been adventuring, traveling and exploring for many 
years but since my awakening I just wanted to be home 
with my family. 

As soon as my friend mentioned this game there was much

HOw A ViDEO GAME CHAnGED MY LiFE 
and Awakened the Business Genius within



movement within me.  I felt called to embrace it even 
though it made no logical sense.  I did not feel like a video 
game was what I really wanted to be doing.  Nonetheless, 
I tried out the game and immediately loved it.  From the 
first day of playing I would hardly go another day without 
playing for a full year.  I quickly came to play this game at 
least 12 hours a day and even more for the next year.  I was 
playing this game more hours per day than most Type A 
workers work.  I was playing this game with just about all 
my life force. 

This was such an interesting turn in my life because I 
was coming from a place of being highly respected and 
honored for my life’s adventures 
and choices.  People were in-
terested in hearing what I had 
to say and eager to listen to my 
stories.  Now, for the first time 
in years when people asked me 
about what I was doing, my 
response when I told them about 
my newfound video gaming was 
met with negativity, disinterest 
and comments that it was a total 
waste of time.  Almost everyone, 
including my mother who is very 
supportive of free choice and em-
bracing  what’s important, had trouble with my new love 
of spending 12 or more hours every day playing a video 
game. 

What I knew was that I loved this video game and that it 
had answered a sacred prayer of finding something with 
which I could be passionately consumed.  I did not specify 
in my intentions that it must be worthy of others approval, 
that it make lots of money, or that it would make me in-
fluential in the world.  I simply wanted to be passionately 
in love with what I did and be consumed in the process for 
the sake of enjoyment!  As this experience began to un-
fold, I became aware that this was the answer to my prayer 
and I embraced it fully.

I was so in love with this game that I would wake up in the 
morning and immediately think “YES!  What a fantastic 
day of crafting ahead of me.”  I would begin to think of 
what I wanted to do in The World Of Warcraft (WOW).  
I would often times jump out of bed and engage immedi-

ately, playing for hours and hours before even getting 
something to eat.  This continued for months - playing all 
day until I could no longer stay awake, crawling to bed, 
passing out for five hours, then waking up in excitement 
for another new day!  I was so alive, so in love, and so 
fulfilled! 

I went from a raw food, extremely fit physical specimen 
to a recliner chair sitting, dessert eating, tobacco smok-
ing gamer!  This was so unglorified yet SO, SO awesome. 
There was literally nothing in the entirety of the world 
that I wanted to do more nor was there any experience 
I had ever enjoyed more.  I was completely fulfilled and 

passionately engaged 
almost every moment of 
every day. When I was 
playing I was engaging 
full-on, multi-tasking, 
utilizing all resources and 
processing more physical 
information than I had 
ever before.  This was 
no relaxing, disengaged, 
drone mode.  This was 
peak-focused engage-
ment, minute upon min-
ute, for hours and hours.  

If such focus were even half way achieved in day-to-day 
life, individual achievements would be tenfold.  I have yet 
to meet anyone anywhere close to being as intently fo-
cused and engaged as I was with this game.  Because of my 
love for WOW, I needed no breaks, vacations, or time to 
relax. I could focus on “work” and apply myself as long as I 
could stay awake.  Coffee & cigarettes for the win!!!!

I loved everything about this experience and that is why I 
did it.  As I approached the year mark with my devotion to 
WOW, I began to realize how the gaming experience was 
changing how my brain processed information and how 
I approached situations.  A great example is my approach 
to making dinner.  I would head to the kitchen, think-
ing about what I would make to eat - all the ingredients 
required for all the various dishes I could prepare, at what 
stages they would be used, and the various times required 
for their preparation - from prep to cooking to serving.   In 
The World Of Warcraft I was constantly dealing with mass 

I made a sacred prayer to the 
universe, fully aware of what was 
important to me and what sort of 
experience I wanted to have.  
My intention was that I find an 
aspect of life that I would be so 
passionately consumed in that it 
would be my one focus.



amounts of information while constantly processing them
with everchanging  new variables.  I was in the flow of 
things due to WOW to now be aware of all the nuances 
of information required in preparing a dinner.  I would go 
about the process as if I were an Iron Chef, a layout in my 
mind of all the ingredients and when and how they would 
be used.  I would turn on the oven to start the preheating 
process, turn on 
the skillet, and 
put water on 
to boil.  Then I 
would get out 
all the dinner 
ingredients.  I 
could see clearly 
in my mind all 
the ingredients 
I would need 
for all the dishes in the order they would be used.  I would 
chop veggies for the skillet to start the stirfry and while 
that was cooking I would mix together ingredients for 
pumpkin pie.  As soon as the water was boiling I would 
throw in the noodles, give the skillet a mix up then put 
the pumpkin pie in the oven.  I would tend to the boiling 
noodles, my sautéing veggies and get all the ingredients for 
the sauce simmering, then back to the making of a salad. 
Chopping veggies, tending sauté, sauce simmering, then 
back to chopping.  

The idea for me here was to be doing as much at once as 
possible in the most efficient way possible while also get-
ting it done in the quickest amount of time.  That means 
if I am making a dinner of three dishes - salad, pasta with 
a veggie pesto cream sauce and pumpkin pie - I want to 
know exactly how long each one is going to take because if 
I don’t start the longest one first, then all the other dishes 
will be held up for that one.  I also want as much process 
going at the same time as possible.  I felt like an Iron Chef 
where there is this huge set of processes being achieved in 
a highly efficient manner in the shortest amount of time.  

It was hilarious because at times when a friend was around 
to help with dinner, it actually took longer for me to direct 
and include them in the process than it did to continue in 
super-focus mode.  My response to questions such as "do 
you need help" or "how can you do this" was “it's easy - I 

Everything seemed so simple 
and manageable, due to what I 
was learning from the life of 
Warcrafting that I was immersed 
in for hours and hours every day. 

play Warcraft!”  Everything seemed so simple and manage-
able due to what I was learning from the life of  warcraft-
ing that I was immersed in for hours and hours every day. 

I discovered that everything I did became an experience of 
super-focus and efficiency.  Pretty much everything I did 
or would do became incredibly easy in comparison with 
the intensity required of my warcrafting experience.  My 

brain's ability to process information and 
utilize that information in the best possible 
way based on a given situation and purpose 
was highly accelerated. 

When I stopped playing the game one day, I 
did so just because I didn’t enjoy it anymore.  
On that day, Warcraft felt like a job and 
more about maintaining a level of compe-
tence than an inspired, creative process.  I 
felt that I had discovered the world and now 

understood how it worked.  So I stopped, quit, let go of 
my hundreds of hours of development, riches and all the 
glory that had been realized in the realm of Warcraft.  My 
life with WOW was truly an endeavor of the NOW for 
the joy of fulfillment and passion of the experience but I 
learned what I needed to learn and it was over.

Not playing anymore had the effect of a huge amount of 
energy that was now free to be utilized.  Thanks to WOW, 
I had the ability to focus intensely for as long as I desired 
and was fully empowered to engage, engage and engage - 
all for the moment, based on inspiration and just for the 
love of it!  I am free and capable of anything!

Yes, I had spent a year in a chair.  Yes, my diet had totally 
changed.  Yes, I had some tightness in my joints but this is 
all changeable just like everything else.  Some fasting, exer-
cise, quality living foods, fresh air and adventure brought 
me into a completely different life and body yet again.  For 
when I come from a place of desire and passion with what 
is important, it is easy.  If being a strong physical speci-
men is important to me (which it is), then it is quite easy 
for that to be.  I know exactly what I need to do to be in 
tip-top shape.  If it is not important, then it doesn’t matter.  
It isn’t something that has to ALWAYS or NEVER be.  It’s 
the ebb and flow of process.

I would spend the next  few years “downloading” and 
evolving skills and abilities.  I became super engaged in 
pottery, spending up to 15 hours a day creating pieces of



great beauty  and uniqueness.  I learned how to make my 
own clay, glazes and build my own kiln.  I made nice pieces 
on first tries, evolving with each day.

I did not take any classes, just connecting with my inspira-
tion and letting it flow.  Within inspiration is vision and 
within vision is all the information and under-
standing needed to become competent.  I contin-
ued with this until I no longer had inspiration to 
do pottery but am now a very capable potter. 

I dove into blacksmithing, delving into the art of 
knife and sword making, absorbing information 
with ease because of my great desire to craft such 
objects. 

I became inspired to record an album while 
playing the didgeridoo at an open mic event one 
night.  Prior to this experience I had no interest 
in recording or playing with electronics.  How-
ever, on the night that I was playing, my whole 
perspective changed.  I knew I wanted to record 
an album.  I saw myself recording an album.  My 
warcrafting focus kicked in and, as with all new 
endeavors, I thought, “ok what can I do right 
now” and “what is the most efficient path to 
getting where I want to go?”   I researched, asked 
questions and then bought all the equipment 
I needed to record what I wanted to record.  
Within three weeks I had all the equipment and 
recording awareness I needed to record.  

Two weeks after that I had my first album of eight tracks, 
titled “SilenceWithinSound.”  I finished my second album 
titled “Sounds Of Isness” about four months ago.  This has 
since evolved into a new group called Sound Channel and 
our first CD is about ready. 

Sustainability became very important to me about a year 
and a half ago.  I had a vision of my property that included 
earthen buildings, gardens, irrigation, bees and sustainable 
realities on many levels.  It all made sense to me.  I com-
pletely understood sustainability and how the many levels 
of sustainability play upon each other, enhancing and 
amplifying each other to create an abundantly sustainable 
existence.  I embraced this large-spectrum possibility full-
on.  I agreed with myself that I would engage and focus 
this vision until I no longer felt inspired by it.  If that

should happen, I would drop it and move on. 

Sustainability remains a passion of mine and I have since 
founded a nonprofit organization called Freedom Living, 
dedicated to educating and integrating sustainability into 
individual, family and community life styles.  The website 

has lots of free, inspir-
ing information.  We do 
consulting and building 
of sustainable realities 
such as earthen build-
ing,  gardening, etc.  We 
build sustainable centers 
that provide workshops, 
retreats and sustainabil-
ity-in-action for anyone 
interested. 

Now that I embrace 
whatever is important 
while having such great 
focus ability, every proj-
ect seems quite easy.  In 
fact, I still haven’t done 
anything more com-
plicated or demanding 
than high level warcraft-
ing.  Engaging in The 
World Of Warcraft has 

opened my ability to process large amounts of information 
easily and to organize it all in an efficient manner utilizing 
all available resources.  This can apply to any project I take 
on and I do apply these abilities.  This, to me, is the essence 
of business genius.  I feel confident I can start and manage 
any business or complex project I wish.  I have all the tools 
that, when applied correctly, equate success. 

There were so many levels of evolution and awareness that 
played out for me in this experience.  I so feel that what 
is important is enjoyment.  It is enough to do something 
for the sake of enjoyment.  In enjoyment, everything is 
perfect!  Without enjoyment, everything sucks.  This was a 
revolutionary turning point for me as I discovered embrac-
ing experience for the joy-filled moment rather than for 
what it meant superficially or how it was perceived by oth-
ers.  To live every day passionately consumed in enjoyment 
to the fullest sense of the experience is priceless.  To let go

To live every day 
passionately 
consumed in 
enjoyment to the 
fullest sense of the 
experience is 
priceless. To let go 
of what others 
perceived of my 
experience or what 
they wanted of me 
was critical. 



Quinn Eaker 
is a free spirit who believes in Rethinking

Everything often.  He thrives in intense focus on 
understanding, expanding, and evolving skills and 

knowledge that come to him by way of the Universe.  
Fiercely open and constantly upgrading, Quinn’s 

unforgettable demeanor, peaceful inquisition, and drive 
to connect inspire those around him to identify their 

callings and delve deeply.  He is currently sailing in the Sea 
of Cortez and says, “I will travel wherever and do whatever 

I want because I am free and INSPIRED to do so!”

of what others perceived of my experience or what they 
wanted of me was critical.  I learned to let go of attach-
ment to outcomes and to the culturally conditioned nega-
tivity associated 
with video games. 

Reanalyzing the 
power of intention 
in a clear, powerful 
way and embracing 
that opportunity 
as it comes, I have 
realized that the 
universe is always 
providing what is 
important and it 
is all in alignment 
with my highest 
well-being. To realize a desire and pass up an opportunity 
from a place of fear, doubt or attachment is not where I 
want to be.  I love to say YES! as I embrace the moment 
and the opportunities to expand are provided. It never 
ends, I don’t ever have to get it all done, and there is noth-
ing I have to be or do. I am free to do what I love and love 
what I do!

I love this story because it feels so good - it is so empower-
ing.  I share this story because there are so many people 
not doing what they love because they choose to over-
value what others want, expect or desire for them.  There 
are also many parents who try to control or coerce their 
kids, thinking they know best what is productive, suc-
cessful or good.  Coercion is any form of persuasion that 
does not come from a child’s own inspiration.  Providing 
opportunity, perspective and resources is very important 
but only when it is led by a child’s interest and choice.  
Remember that just because you don’t enjoy it or under-
stand it doesn’t mean your child or another doesn’t.  It just 
might be very powerful, interesting and engaging to them.  
Whatever is important, interesting or attractive to an indi-
vidual is worth engaging in, no matter what it is. 

A consciously aware being is learning and evolving in ev-
erything that he or she does.  The evolution and expansion 
is accelerated when it comes from passion and inspiration.    
It is so important to give children the freedom or to take 
your own opportunity for freedom and embrace that 

which is important, just because it is.  Let go of cultur-
ally conditioned biases.  Let go of attachments.  Let go 
of what others think.  They all inhibit your growth and 

exploration with the world.  
Enjoyment is worth it just 
for enjoyment.  When life is 
approached from a place of 
love and connection, genius 
and success are realized.

Find out more about Quinn:
www.isnessis.com

www.freedomlivingnow.org
www.quinnis.blogspot.com

Here’s Quinn playing one of his handcrafted didgeridoos:



The TRAnsFORMATiOn of Me

My life has been a series of transformations, even when it seemed to me 
to be stagnant and void of inspiration.  After a brief summary of my life 
thus far, I want to share my latest, most moving and satisfying “growth spurt.” 
It has brought me to the place I have always longed for.
My father was an extremely intelligent, creative and loving person, full of fun and whimsy - most of the 
time.  He made his living in radio and television.  Unfortunately, it was his dark side that formed the 
dynamic of our family.  My mother was a teacher, a very outgoing person with social charm and a love of 
teaching.

The family dynamic was one of secrecy which 
disguised the dysfunctional lifestyle created 
by my father’s severe binge alcoholism and my 
mother’s co-dependency.  On the outside we 
lived the veneer of respectable normalcy but 
on the inside we were a family full of confusion 
and turmoil with three children along for the 
ride.  I have counted 17 moves from my birth 
to my high school graduation and ten differ-
ent schools, all due to my father’s alcoholism. 
While maintaining secrecy from the outside 
world as a nice, normal family, my mother was 
able to keep both the social respect she craved 
and the private attention she was given by 
those associated with the Alcoholics Anony-
mous groups in the various places we lived.  

A brief vignette shows me, at 17, taking lib-
rium for anxiety as I periodically had to search 
the streets for my father’s car, on a mission to 
disable it by removing the distributor cap.  My 
brother, at only 15, had an ulcer caused by the 
stress associated with having to keep secret his 
frequent search of bars to find my father on his 
binges.  My mother seemed to think those rolls for us were to be expected.

Small wonder that after three years of college and three majors, I left college at the age of 20 to marry the 
handsome, blue-eyed Air Force sergeant, craving some semblance of normalcy and a chance to form a new 
life.  At this time my parents were going through a very bitter and messy divorce and my brothers and I 
were not spared any of the details, causing each of us to go through our own emotional problems. 

For my part, I was determined to have a marriage as different as I could make it from that of my parents.  
It took me many, many years to come to grips with and work through the emotional damage to my spirit.



Three months into our marriage, my husband’s Air Force 
tenure was over and I was pregnant.  We were off to 
civilian life in the small town in Massachusetts where my 
husband was born and raised.  This general area was where 
I spent the next 40 years.  

To understand this stage of my life I must give a bit of 
character insight about the two of us.  This, of course, is 
my own analysis developed from years of working through 
the chaotic order of things.  My husband was an only 
child, a product of his own dysfunctional background 
which involved a non-nurturing mother and a chroni-
cally and severely ill father.  He craved 
security, hated change of any kind and 
was unable to understand family life and 
the cooperation involved.  His first love, 
and one that remained throughout our 
marriage was that of motorcycles, to the 
exclusion of all else.  He was (and still is) 
a good man doing the best he knows how 
to do within a very limited framework, 
which is all he allows himself. 
His glass is always half empty and he 
always expects the worst to happen. 
Perhaps it was the constant uncertainty 
of his father’s illness in his early years or 
the fact that most of his extended family 
had this outlook.  Who can say?  I only 
know that whenever I would make a positive statement or 
observation, he would counter with a negative.  Contrary 
to his worldview, my glass was always half full and I always 
hoped for the change that brings a better tomorrow. 
Despite the challenges of my childhood, something in me 
always hoped and believed and dreamed.

Together we had 3 children in a traditional home; I raised 
them and he was the breadwinner. I did the things I felt 
were right because that was how I was raised.  My gypsy 
past made it difficult to form friendships.  I did the best I 
knew how to do - helping at the craft bazaars at my chil-
dren’s school and giving support to my children. The life I 
led was what was expected but I dreamed of what it would 
feel like to thrive in a more free and creative environment.  
Sadly, I never felt I had the power or resources to pursue 
these desires.  I had unwittingly created a prison and I was 
my own prisoner.

That was the life I was taught and continued to maintain 
because it was what “worked.”  For 40 years, stubbornly 
refusing to believe change was within my power and bent 
on unwavering commitment to marriage, I believed that 
I could not make it on my own and maintained a private 
world for my own survival.  

This private world was different from the private world of 
my childhood and fed those parts of me that were genuine 
and free.  As a child, my private world was full of the pain-
ful secrets I should not and could not tell anyone about.  
My childhood was conditioned with feelings of powerless-

ness.  As I got older and 
experienced more of the 
world when I went away 
to art school, I began to 
dream of  the possibili-
ties that coming of age 
in the 60’s could bring.  
There was an excitement 
in the air that fed my 
spirit.  I believe that a 
person who is, at their 
core, a creative soul will 
always seek to dream 
and create.  I believe it is 
so for me.  The genie was 
out of the bottle and, 

though I still lacked courage to act on them, I had dreams 
and kept them safe.

It is here that I interject with an explanation of the basic 
ME that always was.  I am inwardly a very rebellious sort 
(most would say wacky!), very creative and artistic with 
a strong spiritual streak. These qualities were first given 
expression in college and then went underground until the 
late 70’s and through the 80’s when I was quietly but fully 
involved in the first manifestations of new age philoso-
phies, astrology, drumming, meditation, channeling and 
alternative healing.  My art began to develop new, unique 
forms of expression.  My husband was unaware of these 
exciting developments - perhaps he was just in denial - 
and never showed even a passing interest in the things in 
which I was interested.  It was most important to him that 
I participate in the things that interested him.  He was, 
however, proud that I was artistic and intelligent.  I believe

I am learning to trust my 
intuition and then watch, 
amazed, as things unfold.  
In the NOW I am creatively 
pursuing joy in my inherently 
wacky way. I laugh a lot and
allow myself to loosen up, 
let go and do what feels fun. 
I am the boss of me! 



we respected each other and for the most part we got 
along well enough.

We maintained our accustomed relationship and got along 
well because I believe I understood him.  Still living obedi-
ently in the box, I forced myself back into inner dormancy, 
continued in my duty and expected roll.  My saving grace, 
I was blessed with 3 wonderful children and a husband 
who worked hard and “meant well.”  Underlying it all, 
however, was a profound unhappiness and a desperate 
feeling of needing more.  Somehow there had to be more 
to life - more adventure, more fun, more fulfillment.  Our 
honeymoon drive to Canada was cut short because he was 
homesick.  We went on one vacation in 40 years of mar-
riage, a bare bones trip to Florida by car in July. Although 
the kids and I were thrilled, he was miserable and spent 
the week planning the route home.  

For the most part, my husband continued his unwavering 
romance with his succession of motorcycles while I felt 
ignored and alone.  I should have seen the change that 
would come but I had locked myself into dormancy and 
forgotten who I was.

1999 arrived and the first stirrings of my breakout.  It was 
undeniably painful in ways I had never before known pain. 
Over the next 10 years, both my father and mother-in-law 
died, each requiring difficult and challenging involvement 
on my part.  All three of my children were married, with 
attending festivities, and all within 14 months of each 
other.  In the middle of this I learned of the existence of 
my first grandchild, a one-year-old secret, fathered by my 
son and his previous girlfriend.

Throughout this time I continued to work on my relation-
ship issues with my parents even though my father, by this 
time, had died.  I still had so much anger and pain to work 
through, and my relationship with my mother was poor 
as she had become increasingly angry, bitter and resentful, 
demanding attention and allegiance that I simply could 
not give.  I also wanted emotional support from my hus-
band that he was incapable of giving.

My next round of challenges began with a series of health 
problems which came as a shock because I had always 
been graced with good health.  A broken leg, tests, vari-
ous surgeries, illnesses and medications had me feeling like 
I was a prisoner of my own body; needy and dependent 
on allopathic medicine and its arm-in-arm romance with 

pharmacy.

Feeling lost, alone and looking for connection, I was 
understandably delighted with the opportunity to spend 
time with my daughter and son-in-law in New Hampshire 
who needed my assistance.  My daughter is and has always 
been my best friend and kindred spirit and we “share a 
brain,” as they say.  Both she and my son-in-law were work-
ing and she wanted to go back to school to get her Mas-
ter’s degree.  They had begun their family and their plate 
was full. They needed help with childcare.  Off I went 
to New Hampshire with my husband’s full support for a 
couple of extended stays, liberating both them and me.  I 
thrived in their company and dreaded going back “home.”  
When they decided for their own reasons to move to far-
away Texas,  I knew I wanted to go too.  Once again with 
my husband’s full support,  I traveled to this new state to 
help with childcare.  After some time, I returned home 
and resumed my old life, feeling emptier than ever but 
challenging myself to overcome my darkness and resume 
living “in the box.”

When I later went to Texas for a visit, I discovered I had a 
desperate inner hope that I would not return.  While visit-
ing there, my husband was cool and minimally responsive 
to my phone calls, only warming when he talked about 
his motorcycle and motorcycle racing experiences with 
friends.  He initiated a phone call to me only once in the 
six weeks I was gone to ask about bills and finances which 
had always been my responsibility.  

My inevitable return was met with annoyance that my 
plane was late and a silent ride home.  In the weeks to fol-
low, it became increasingly clear to me that our relation-
ship had dissolved and that he was as unhappy as I.  How 
had I never been aware that he only noticed me when din-
nertime rolled around and he was hungry?  After dinner it 
was his custom to go straight to the bedroom and watch 
racing on TV while I sat alone in the living room.  This 
was not new but had been going on for years.  I realized 
finally how completely alone and abandoned I felt.

Being unhappy conformed with his worldview but my 
expectations were now higher!  Having experienced the 
joy of life with my daughter and son-in-law, I was reveling 
in the thrill of places to go, things to do, fun to be had and 
none of it alone!



and I, both in shock and bewilderment, shared tear-
filled talks both on the phone and in person and it 
was obvious to us both that our marriage was over.  

The ensuing year was agonizing and full of fear as I 
began to create my own life for the very first time at 
the age of 62.  I felt completely alone and unwanted, 
as though there was no place for me in this world.  I 
remember feeling a sort of paralyzing apathy, almost 
as though I didn’t exist.  I went to the animal shelter 

and found a cat that 
needed me as much as 
I needed her.  Together 
we formed a new fam-
ily.  The divorce was 
quick and uncontested, 
with me requesting 
nothing but a small 
settlement.  We didn’t 
have much to begin 
with and it was my wish 
not to take from him 
all that he had worked 
for but to end things as 
cleanly as I could and 
without bitterness if 
possible.  I’ve been told 
that I shot myself in the 
foot because, although I 
am not without skills, I 
do not have a career.

During the following 
year I moved a total 
of seven times.  Each 
time, I left behind more 
things and felt lighter.  

I learned to let go of the tentacles material things grip 
us with and with that I learned that the memories are 
in our hearts and we do not need objects to remind 
us.  My gypsy childhood stood me in good stead here!  
Halfway through the year I moved to Texas where I 
now live.

Even during the most difficult time, with tears and 
fear dogging my every step, I was aware of a comfort-
ing presence at my core and a deep, abiding peace in 

Sometimes you have to bang your head against a brick wall 
a few times before you realize it hurts, especially if you 
have developed a thick skull.  My years of self protection 
had left me with a heavy layer of insulation in the form 
of weight gain, a very sad self image and a loneliness that 
had thrown me into depression that I now know had been 
with me chronically throughout my life.

It was on a visit to my mother’s house one weekend that 
the bricks fell.  I periodically visited my mother because it 
was expected of me but it 
was difficult at the same 
time because she had be-
come progressively bitter 
and critical over the years 
and I would find myself 
exhausted with stress 
upon my return home. 
By this time, however, I 
had come to grips with 
our relationship and 
developed various cop-
ing mechanisms such as 
learning how to abruptly 
change the subject when 
necessary, smile and joke 
to lighten the mood 
and avoid certain issues 
altogether.  She had also 
begun to exhibit de-
mentia and Alzheimer’s 
and those conditions 
had mellowed her some-
what.  Still, although my 
mother’s house was a very 
uncomfortable place to 
be, I suddenly realized 
that I simply could not go home to my husband again. It 
sounds dramatic (and it was !) but I knew to my very core 
that to go home again would be death for me - slow, tor-
turous and final.  When my husband was at work, I went 
back and retrieved a few things, left a heartfelt note, and 
returned to my mother’s god awful house.

This was the beginning of my freedom, yet it began with 
terrible anguish and fear of the unknown.  My husband 



the path I had chosen.  Overtaken with the knowledge 
that no matter how things looked and felt, it was the abso-
lute right choice and things could only get better.  I felt a 
deep peace with my new directionless direction. 

Moving to Texas, my new life began to form of its own 
accord, step by step.  There 
were many moments of anxi-
ety when I wondered how I 
would take care of myself and 
I was still in emotional shock 
in many respects.  I applied 
for job after job with no result 
until I let go to the knowing 
that nothing was happening 
for a reason.  I was trying to 
force the future!  I have come 
to realize that when I relax and 
know things will happen as 
they should, they do!  I 
am aware that finally, for 
the first time, I am truly 
flowing with my own 
purpose.  Everything is 
new and at last I am ex-
periencing the heady joy 
of freedom.  Bit by bit, 
the old insecurities and 
fears are falling away 
and being replaced 
with the joys of new 
discovery, new and 
wonderful friends and 
abundant creativity.  
I walk often, enjoy-
ing the beauty of my surroundings, and marvel at the 
wonderful parks in my new environment.  I attend all sorts 
of events and even go driving with the express purpose of 
getting “lost” on the suburban streets because it is fun to 
discover new areas then find my way home again.   I now 
challenge the walls that once held me prisoner and walk 
through them, reveling in new freedoms.  I have joined 
groups that match my interests and have met many new 
friends.  Randomly when I am out for a walk I smile to 
myself because I am amazed at how happy I am and how 
good it feels.  Even my bad days contain an underlying  

Jaen 
is living her new and improved life in sunny Texas.

Her animal friend, Calliope Fuzzypants the Flying Cat, 
provides a sounding board for Jaen’s ideas and watches 

over Zacropia Studio.  Where Jaen’s glass was once 
half full, it is now overflowing... with new and wonderful 

friends, spontaneity and abundant creativity.  
She sees a bright future learning to live each day 

to its fullest and living in the flow.  

View Jaen’s art at www.zacropiastudio.com

certainty that I am really, truly happy no matter how fear-
ful I may feel in the passing moment.  When I feel mud-
dled I remind myself to do something I enjoy and when I 
do, I feel clear again.  I am learning to trust my intuition 
and then watch, amazed, as things unfold.  In the NOW 

I am creatively pursu-
ing joy in my inherently 
wacky way.  I laugh a 
lot and allow myself to 
loosen up, let go and do 
what feels fun.  I am the 
boss of me!  

Financially I am very 
insecure, but emotion-
ally and spiritually I 
feel wealthy beyond 
measure and excited 
about the future and 
its possibilities.  I am 
actively pursuing 

my artwork, have created 
a website and am follow-
ing leads to all sorts of new 
ideas and new possibilities.  
I am excited about the fu-
ture and looking to tomor-
row.



It became apparent when I was 18 and just starting to 
show that I needed to learn how to avoid pain in child-
birth, so I decided to borrow every book at the public 
library on the subject.  It would be easy, I figured.  I’d 
find a medical condition that required being “knocked 
out” a few weeks before labor started and “brought back” 
a few weeks afterward.  There’s pain after the birth too.  
Who knew?  Either way, I had complete faith that I’d 
find a way to get what I wanted.  Plus, I was petrified of 
the impending pain.

To my surprise, I couldn’t find a single medical condi-
tion that would enable me to be knocked 
out and it wasn’t for lack of trying.  I 
was reading medical journals and college 
level textbooks as well as magazines and 
books.  To my horror, I discovered that 
medical interventions during childbirth 
weren’t nearly as safe as everyone seemed 
to think.  I was shocked to discover that, contrary to the 
reports of the women in my life and things I’d seen on 
TV, childbirth and pregnancy were safe and natural.  I 
learned that the maternal and infant mortality rates in 
the US were atrocious, and now, 16 years later, we’re only 
getting worse.  In 2009, there were 44 countries with 
lower infant mortality rates than the US.

That realization, that birth was safe, rocked my world.  I 
felt suddenly alone, like I had some secret.  I felt betrayed 
by all the women around me whose births were filled 
with interventions.  Then I felt sorry for them as if they 
were betrayed.  My world spun a little faster.  I wasn’t 

sure who was the victim and who was the perpetrator.  
How can it be the fault of womankind when the infor-
mation was basically hidden?  “Why aren’t they looking 
for this information?”  I wanted to scream.  Every time 
I mentioned it, I was greeted with the same “teenagers 
think they know everything” line of garbage.  No one 
really cared about my high ideals since I hadn’t been 
through labor before.

I began to read about birth in other cultures.  Every day 
I remember waking up amazed that my belly was larger 
still.  I’d close my eyes and put my hands on my belly, 

trying desperately 
to read the mind of 
whoever was in there.  
Is someone really in 
there? Whenever I was 
alone, I tried to reach 
into my soul to see if I 
could “feel” the pres-

ence of this other person.  The whole thing was magical 
to me.  I began to develop a protective attachment to 
this... whatever... that was making me swell.  Could it re-
ally be another human?  Am I actually going to be some-
one’s mother?  There wasn’t a moment that passed when 
I didn’t feel amazed, proud, alive.  Surely this is why 
pregnant women glow.

The things I was learning and reading about U.S. child-
birth practices really surprised me.  I couldn’t imagine 
letting anyone interfere with the amazing natural 
process that was occurring.  I was shocked that so many

That realization, 
that birth was safe, 
rocked my world.

a Mother
                   is born

I was 14 when I met my husband.  It was simply chance that kept me 
from becoming a mom before I finished high school as I knew I wanted 
children.  When you’re 14 you think you know everything.  That’s what they say anyhow.      

I didn’t think I knew everything, but I thought that if I needed to know something, it would become 

apparent and I could look it up.  To the adults around me, that confidence probably looked a lot like 

“thinking I knew it all.”



women were feeling fat and ugly because I felt like an angel.  A very lonely 
angel though.  Everyone assumed that I was uncomfortable.  I was 18.  
I’d just finished 12 years of daily PE class and I spent 3-4 hours each day 
swimming.  My body was strong.  I wasn’t uncomfortable.  I grew cranky 
and irritable because people’s assumptions were so negative.  They as-
sumed I was upset about being pregnant so young.  No one ever guessed 
that becoming a mother was the most amazing thing. 

I tried to talk about my findings with other women.  As a teenager, none 
of my friends really had any children.  The friend I was pregnant with 
didn’t seem to be taking this new life role very seriously and I suspected 
that she was still going to parties.  She rolled her eyes and wasn’t interested 
when I shared what I had been learning.  She didn’t even want to hear it.  
She didn’t look like she was glowing either, I noticed.  The bigger I got, 
the more alone I felt.  I was filled with wonder and bliss and yet no one 
around me could see it.  All they saw was a teen pregnancy.

Older mothers laughed at me, telling me that it wasn’t healthy for me to 
try to go natural because when I failed, it could lead 
to depression.  Their advice told me that I 
needed to just stop reading and trust the 
doctors.  I was accused of being a martyr, 
which really bothered me after I looked it 
up.  I was so angry that I wasn’t being sup-
ported but stubborn enough to snub my 
nose at them all and use their words to “fuel 
my fire.”

Whenever I mentioned that I planned to 
nurse the baby, the response was similar. 
Some people said, “That’s nice, but what 
about when you go back to work?” or “Don’t 
get too attached to decisions you make until 
you try it.  You might hate it.”  And my all time 
favorite, “Oh I wouldn’t do that if I were you, 
then you’ll never get a break.”  Having never 
met this mystery child, I couldn’t imagine want-
ing a break.  The whole idea just seemed mean.  Why on earth would I 
want a break?

All that opposition, probably combined with my stubborn nature and 
raging hormones, made me even more determined to do things “the right 
way.”  Some days, I defined “right” as “the opposite of whatever everyone 
else is doing.”  Other times, it was “whatever is nature’s way.”  I learned 
to ignore the voices around me and focus on my own inner knowing, to 
make decisions that I could live with, not to please others.  I felt like I 
almost had an obligation to prove everyone wrong.  If they could see little 
old me doing things the natural way, then maybe they’d trust nature again. 

Martyr, maybe.

All went well.  My pregnancy progressed 
normally.  I drank raw veggie juice every 
day, plenty of water, some sort of algae 
drink and indulged in yogurt smoothies 
even though my doctor said it was OK to 
drink soda pop.  I became the over achiev-
er of prenatal care with a spreadsheet that 
tracked every molecule of nutrients in the 
food I was eating.  I was active, swimming 
several hours a day and continuing college 
courses to become an elementary school 
teacher.  I was confident, driven and no 
longer scared. When labor started, I had 
a four page birth plan that I insisted every 
nurse on staff read before they touched 

me.

When labor 
started, at 
home, I was 
surprised.  I 
didn’t plan 
on telling 
anyone but 
I couldn’t 
resist walk-
ing down 
to the 
manager’s 
office to 
pay rent. 
He was 
a very 

old man and I knew he’d 
panic a little if I told him my labor had 
started.  I wanted to share the delight. 
My mother worked two blocks away so 
I walked down to her office and she was 
surprised too.  She insisted that I call my 
husband although I was sure he’d be able 
to finish work and come home at the 
normal time.  I was annoyed that people 
were telling me what to do but I figured 
they were harmless decisions and decided 



to “save my fire” in case I needed it later.  The lesson of 
“choosing your battles” was learned that day.  I walked 
home from her office and called the minute I arrived, just 
to prove that all was well.

The entire event was surreal.  We had taken Bradley cours-
es; they advocate deep breathing.  Between the powerful 
physical sensations that 
each contraction brought 
and the deep rhythmic 
breathing, I really felt like 
I was in lala land. Seven-
teen hours went by and 
I didn’t even realize it.  I 
let them take me to the 
hospital earlier than I 
had planned.  It wasn’t a 
battle worth fighting.  I 
had my birth plan after 
all.  In my fear, I had 
made a few visits to the 
hospital during my last 
month to talk to the 
staff.  I’d wanted to 
introduce myself and 
get reassurance that 
my birth plan would 
be respected.  Luck-
ily they obliged, allowing me to labor 
in the dark and monitoring my door so that I could avoid 
regular blood pressure checks and other intrusions.

At one point, I decided I wanted to walk around the 
hospital.  I was surprised to see so many of my friends and 
family in the lobby waiting for the birth.  I was amused at 
first when I discovered that they were there for me.  It was 
right out of a television show.  Someone really was pacing.  
Then I got annoyed.  This was a private moment.  How 
dare they sit there waiting like that?  I don’t need that 
pressure.  Someone there suggested that I might be ready 
for pain medication and I remember feeling so enraged 
at the idea that even when I was obviously doing so well, 
they would try to sabotage me.  I went back to the room 
and didn’t emerge until the next day, on my way home.

Laboring at the hospital felt so odd.  I wanted to go home 
the entire time.  The staff was nice though.

When I felt as if the baby was descending and it was time 
to push, I’m sure that the pregnant nurse was rooting for 
me.  She came to examine me and informed me that it 
wasn’t exactly time to push yet because of a small cervical 
lip (in layman’s terms that means that instead of a big and 
round opening, there’s a little part of the cervix that just 
isn’t fully stretched yet).  Her words came through as if 

she were far away 
in a tunnel.  
I’m sure I 
was filtering 
them in my 
mind because 
I’d decided 
that they were 
irrelevant.

I wasn’t going 
to fight with my 
body.  I pushed, 
gently at first, 
just as I’d been 
taught in class.  
I did it silently, 
so that no one in 
the room would 
know.  I got away 
with it several 
times.

The only ones in the room were my mom and 
husband.  My mom confronted me when she suspected 
that I was pushing and I answered, “of course not.”  You 
just never know who you can trust, that’s all.  Besides, I 
didn’t want to waste energy explaining things.  This was 
really hard work.

When the next contraction came, I gripped and pushed 
with all my might.  My husband told on me.  I wasn’t upset 
with him, I could feel the baby descending and knew that I 
wouldn’t get away with it much longer.  The nurse walked 
in just after I’d collapsed with exhaustion.  She felt around 
and sure enough, the “lip” was gone.  She confirmed that 
the baby’s head was descending.  Confirmation was a big 
confidence booster to me.  She was supportive and that 
was all the drug I needed.  I overheard her tell the doctor 
not to rush - “first baby,” she said.  She winked at me and



said, “If you keep it up, the doctor might not even make it.  
You’re doing great.”  I felt so strong, so powerful.

The whole room was abuzz with activity and I rested in 
between contractions.  I felt like I was outside of my body. 
The contractions would return and suck me back in while 
the room spun around me.  In the middle of one contrac-
tion, the doctor arrived and headed straight for the table 
of instruments.  He immediately picked up the scissors.  
My favorite nurse actually stood between my body and 
the doctor to inform him that I’d 
rather tear than have an episioto-
my.  He turned to set down the 
scissors and she shrieked “baby” 
as the baby’s head was coming 
through!  Her words brought me 
back into the room momentarily 
until that contraction ended.

Thank heaven no one touched me 
in between those contractions.  I 
felt like I was outside of myself, 
listening to everything from another 
world.  I heard my husband ask, “Is 
it OK that she just stays like that?” 
I heard the nurse and doctor tell 
him that yes, it’s OK.  I heard them 
saying “here comes another contrac-
tion” before I actually felt it.  I didn’t 
believe them.  I thought that this bliss-
ful wonderland was permanent, except for this downward 
spiraling vortex that was taking over.  My next conscious 
thought was “Oh my God, I did it.”  The doctor was hand-
ing me a squirming, wet, messy baby.  I don’t think I’d ever 
seen a newborn before.  The room was abuzz with activity 
but I was on some strange mental island, holding a new-
born baby; a baby I made; a baby that just came out of my 
body.

I did it.  No one could ever argue with me again.  I did it. 
Everyone acted like it was impossible, but HERE in my 
arms was proof.  I did it.  I kept saying that over and over 
again.  I was all at once asking, telling and exclaiming.  I 
DID IT.  Every time I said it, I think I stressed a different 
syllable, feeling the deep meaning of each word.  I did this.  
I DID this.  I gave birth to this screaming little perfect hu-
man who actually grew inside of my belly and she’s out

and I DID IT.

I knew I didn’t know everything as a teen and I knew that 
nothing I could say to the grown-ups around me would 
convince them that my mind was open and willing to 
learn.  But at that moment, I knew what mattered.  Every-
thing that mattered was in my arms.

I think the stubborn and argumentative nature that I had 
as a child really helped me to get what I wanted as a 

mother.  Unsolicited advice 
is everywhere and I made a 
habit of questioning every-
thing that people said was 
“important” or “necessary.”  
I did my own research.  I 
made my own decisions and 
I refused to let anyone tell 
me what my child needed.  
After a lifetime of being 
“above” emotion, too cool 
to cry or show signs of 
stress, I learned to let my 
heart make decisions for 
me.

I often wonder what life 
would have been like if 
I hadn’t been so stub-

born.  Would I have lost some 
of my fire if I had given in to all of the “supportive people” 
who, in trying to “help” me were actually just pressuring 
me to use drugs during birth?  Would I also have given in 
to advice that told me breastfeeding was inconvenient, or 
unnecessary?

Following my instincts has been the backbone of my 
parenting.  I didn’t know that learning to listen and trust 
myself was going to be met with such opposition, or that 
I’d go through such a wide array of emotions for making 
such a natural and seemingly simple decision.  My first 
experience as a mother - pregnancy and childbirth itself 
- rewarded me for following my instincts when everyone 
around me was condemning me for it.

If my wishes had been ignored by the nurses who cared for 
me or if I had failed to reach my goal of an un-medicated 
vaginal birth, I wonder how much fight I’d have left to put



up with nursing.  Truth be told, I really had a hard time 
in the beginning.  The only thing that kept me going was 
stubbornness.  “My child will never have a drop of artificial 
milk” fueled me, along with the echoes of naysayers 
who I’d proven wrong once already.

Success snowballs.  Does failure?  For  me, us-
ing drugs during birth was failure.   Not reaching 
personal goals feels like failure. My intuitive faith 
in nature and trust of the natural flow of events was 
guiding me then and has impacted my mothering 
too.

They say that once you have children, you’re never 
the same again.  On one hand, that’s true.  On the 
other hand, even at 14, I trusted and knew that when 
I needed the information, I’d get it.  I knew that I 
wanted to do things my own way and that society’s 
plan wouldn’t work for me. 

I knew I could trust myself.  I knew I was capable.

I think a better expression would be, “Once you make 
a decision, you’re never the same again.”  It wasn’t 
becoming a mother that made me change.  Becom-
ing a mother allowed me to see who I was, what I was 
capable of and encouraged me to continue to make 
conscious decisions every day, every moment, every step of 
the way.

Lisa Russell
Lisa married her high school sweetheart, Brandon, in 
1993 and together they have six daughters. They both 
work from home, hotel and RV producing search engine 
optimized web content, niche-market websites and the 
documentary television series, “Travel Scene Investiga-
tors.”  She blogs about their family at www.lisarussell.org

 
I knew that I wanted to 
do things my own way 
and that society’s plan 
wouldn’t work for me. 



Tune Your Own Life



I’ve changed.  I’m still me but there’s a difference.  
I’ve made so many mistakes that have hurt the people around me and, 
in so doing, have hurt myself deeply and a great many times. 
I’ve spent some time considering my behaviors, the reasons behind them, 
and channeling my energy into a way to move on.
When I was about 6 years old, I started noticing things 
weren’t right with my family.  My dad constantly yelled 
at my mom.  My brother would hide in his room.  I never 
truly understood that the violence in my family could 
have had as great an impact on me as has become evident. 
When I was about 11 years old, I started taking my anger 
out on people- using physical violence when I was taunted 
about my temper.  I would warn those around me but in 
my moments of fury nothing made sense and I didn’t care 
about anything apart from retaliation against the person 
who hurt me.

Can you imagine losing control and swearing to anyone 
who would listen that you didn’t care about what hap-
pened to you or anyone else?  Why should I be fair to 
people when I felt no one had ever extended that to me?    
I wondered.

As I grew older, it stopped being people I hurt and be-
came objects.  Looking around my house you can see the 
traces of my many rages everywhere.  There isn’t a single 
door which is still properly on its hinges due to how many 
times I’ve slammed them.  The cupboards have dents and 
scratches from when I’ve 
punched, kicked, and 
thrown objects at them.  I 
feel a tinge of guilt when I 
look at the glass back door 
at which I threw a rock 
3 years ago- smashing it. 
Somehow my brother was 
blamed. 

I realize that I’m not the 
only one.  Many people 
lose all  of themselves 
when they’re mad.  Noth-
ing matters at all.   I tried hard to change that but every 
time anger filled me, all my eyes could see was red.

I’ve hurt nearly all the people dear to me.  Looking back, 
it seems that I have sabotaged many relationships and op-
portunities with my anger.  I have cheated on boyfriends 
who loved me, lied to friends who had trusted me, and 
disappointed family and peers who tried to maintain their 
belief in me.

I speak of it in the past tense because that is no longer who 
I am.

Today I feel proud to say that I’ve changed.  And I’m 
grateful for the reason - Music. 
 

Music has always been there but I hadn’t tuned in.  I 
remember my first inspiration being Taylor Swift.  When I 
first heard her music she was just 16 years old and yet play-
ing her guitar and singing her songs in front of millions of 
people who wanted to hear her.  I was moved and figured I 
would pick up the guitar my grandfather had given me five 
years earlier and try to play.  That’s when I fell in love with 
it.  At the age of 13 when most people are lost and just 
trying to find themselves, I found what has kept me going 
ever since.

Now, even when I have lost belief in myself, I believe in 
music.  I believe in writing about what’s wrong and 
thereby moving past it or through it.  There hasn’t been 
a day that I haven’t picked up my guitar and played.  It 
takes away anger, worry, and fear.  It gives me happiness 
and leaves me feeling pleasantly content.

One of the first lyrics I ever wrote was for a song called 
Promise Me.  This song is about overcoming things that 
go wrong in our lives.

“Just know and never forget, 
the sun always rises after it sets.” 

When I don’t know quite what to say, the music does 
that for me.  It’s so simple but has changed me so much.

 

But many people may say, “why music?  How can that 
change a person?”  The short answer is that it didn’t. 

I believe in 
writing about 
what’s wrong 
and thereby 
moving past it 
or through it.



Because of it, however, I could see more of who I wanted 
to be and I had a base from where I could achieve it.  If 
you look hard enough you can find lyrics out there to fit 
exactly what you’re feeling, and that’s just what I did. 

“And he can’t understand 
How everyone goes on breathing when true love ends. 

His mother whispers quietly; 
Heaven’s not a place that you go when you die.

It’s that moment in life when you actually feel alive.”

These are lyrics from one of my all time favorite songs - 
The Tide by The Spill Canvas.  It’s a song about the break 
up of a family which I felt I could relate to really well.  I 
didn’t understand how my family could go on when we 
were torn apart by the love. 

When you know other people are going through what you 
are, you don’t feel so alone.  I thought, “if other people 
have managed to get past it, why not me?”  I started to 
recognize my issues and made sincere attempts to change. 
I stopped thinking and complaining about everything 
wrong in my life and tried hard to be the best person I 
could be- hoping that that would reflect on my surround-
ings.  Some people go to the psychiatrist and some people 
write books or… commit suicide.  My personal anti-drug is 
music and what others have managed to convey with it. 

Have you ever heard any songs by Snow Patrol?  They are 
the band whom I feel relates so well to sadness and loss. 
“Light up, light up, as if you had a choice, even if you can-
not hear my voice, I’ll be right beside you, Dear” is a line 
which has brought out the most emotion from me.  It’s 
from the song called Run by Snow Patrol and it speaks of 
how people sometimes don’t even realize that they have 
people who care for them and will be there to give them 
support.  I guess I always hoped I had someone like that 
for me.

So many people carry turmoil with them every single day. 
I was just one of them until I realized that was no longer 
who I wanted to be.  I took my life into my own hands. 
Instead of hiding from problems, I began to face them.  I 
talked to my friends rather than shutting away my emo-
tions and breaking things later.  I would write really long 
poems or songs to each of them- thanking them for every-
thing they did for me and apologizing for all the times I 
hurt them.  I finally managed to tell them how much they 
meant to me and how those who stuck by me through

my worst deserve only the best.  The friends I had then- 
and still have now- are the most amazing people in the 
world.  They have been supportive of me throughout.  
They listen to my music and give me feedback.  After 
hurting them so much, I realize these are my real friends.  
I still feel guilt and shame when I think about the times 
I betrayed them- told their secrets, stood them up, said 
something hurtful- but they never bring it up.  They 
believe that people should be judged by who they choose 
to be now and not by who they once were.  I started taking 
chances and finding out what I was good at.  Everybody 
has something.  Mine happens to be writing music.  I hope 
that one day I can help someone realize they can change 
their life for the better.  It’s a choice.

I remember when I understood that no one is going to 
be there for me forever.  People always say blood is the 
strongest bond while friends come and go like seasons.  I 
can honestly say I feel extremely distant from nearly all of 
my family apart from my brother.  It is said that friends 
are the family you choose but people change, friends move 
country, grow older and sooner or later- willingly or not- 
friendship shifts and sometimes disappears. You need to 
be strong to handle everything that gets thrown at you and 
believe in where you want to be.

Now I spend my time playing the guitar and getting all of 
my emotions, thoughts and feelings into it.  I seem to walk 
a little taller, speak wiser, and turn the other way rather 
than stay and attack.  I learned not to blame anyone else 
for what might go wrong because that’s just a process of 
life.  I also learned that this is my choice.
 

Fear, uncertainty of change, and failure are like an epi-
demic.  What if I grow up to be just like my parents?  That 
question still haunts me but I won’t allow that to stop me 
from creating my own family.  I would hate to have my kid 
staring at me with hate as I have at my parents.  I would 
hate for them to not know whether to believe me because 
I didn’t keep promises or to see them shut themselves 
away.  I don’t know how I would handle it if I chose the 
wrong guy and, due to our problems, ruined the child-
hood memories of our children.  But most of all, I don’t 
want to be someone who regrets what they did or, on the 
contrary, didn’t do.

Now I understand that my parents can’t help what hap-
pened but I can learn from it.  My mom is a wonderfully 



strong woman and I’m proud that I’m her daughter.  We 
don’t have the perfect relationship and still we argue but 
it’s the trying that matters.  Some day soon I’ll be strong 
enough to develop a relationship with my father again.   
Until recently, I’ve been scared that I would be hurt again.  
But I’m definitely not going to let the chance of having a 
dad slip away even though 
he might not be ideal.  I 
believe in giving second 
chances as I know so 
many people have given 
me way more than that.

Inside everyone there is 
that little voice which is 
going to try and make us 
hide from reality forever.  
Music taught me to stifle 
it and let confidence and 
hope influence me more.  I’m not saying I’ve become per-
fect. I still get hurt.  I still make mistakes and sometimes 
don’t want to get up in the morning.  But I have found 
the will and power to fix them or look past them- always 
moving forward. 

The past should be left behind, the future looked forward 
to, and the present enjoyed.

I know that every person has to find something that can 
be there for them forever - something to look up to, for-
ward to, and know that when everything else is lost, they 
are still strong and in control.  I still get angry and feel my 
arm begging to be let loose to hit anything in front of me 
but now I think about the consequences.  Would it help 
the situations to hurt myself ?  To hurt someone I love 
and have to live with that?  I always manage to answer 
‘No,’ take a deep breath, and either ignore it or express my 
anger by writing about it.

What I want to do is change people’s lives.  I don’t care 
if it’s 5 people or 1000 but I want to have an impact on 
someone else’s life.  My ultimate dream is to stand in front 
of an audience who will be singing the lyrics of my songs 
back to me.  Money isn’t the most important thing but 
if music were to become my career, I can’t express how 
thrilled I would be.  I’m planning to study songwriting 
for a year, create a portfolio, and travel the world hoping 
somewhere I will be heard and liked.  Today I play with

my closest friends - by ourselves and sometimes at small 
events.  To tell the truth I still have fear of criticism and 
failure.  It may take a week or it may take a year but I’m  
going to manage to perform in front of more people.  I 
know I don’t have the most amazing voice and that I’m 
not the most talented guitar player but I do 

have a lot to say to all those willing 
to listen.

To fix something wrong in your 
life, you must find something right.  
That’s what music has done. It has 
given me the strength and belief to 
become who I want to be.  In order 
to be in charge of your own life 
and where it’s heading, you have 
to have a strong base from which 
to start.

Katt
is 15 years old and lives in France.  She has an older 

brother, a mother who supports her, and the most
incredible friends anyone could ever have. 

They inspire her and remind her of who she is when
she’s feeling down.  She loves playing the guitar and 
piano while writing her own music.  She also enjoys 

reading, writing, playing sports and, most of all,
being with the people she loves. 

Katt recorded a guitar video for us, take a look:



They quit Jonesing, 
jumped off a cliff 

and ran away to an 
off The grid life in the 

Australian bush.
It’s easy to be overwhelmed by the 
daily rush of life, work commit-
ments, the mortgage, kids’ school-
ing and keeping up with the Joneses.  
We struggle to stop and take stock, to re-
evaluate what we want from our lives.  Just 
occasionally the urge to chuck the whole lot 
in and completely change  direction wins 
out. That’s what happened to us.  We quit Jonesing 
and have never looked back.  
It was towards the end of 2007 after a particularly difficult year 
when reality dawned.  We had been struggling to find a work/plea-
sure balance and seemed to always be running to meet deadlines or 
juggling to stay afloat in a sea of debt.  Illness refused to leave our 
family and we longed for a leaner existence - an end to the pressure 
of the slow renovation on our house in a trendy suburb and the 
huge mortgage to which we had succumbed.  

 Our favorite times were spent away from the city, deep in the Aus-
tralian bush, on a block of land we’d bought a few years earlier es-
pecially for weekend and holiday escapes.  It was only 10 acres but 
it was high on a hill surrounded by hundreds of acres of remote 
forest grazing country.  Just under an hour from the city, it was the 
perfect hideaway from everything that modern life symbolized.  
Not a neighbor for miles.  Days were spent peacefully building a 
little shelter, clearing lantana, planting trees,  roasting marshmal-
lows in the campfire and, for the adults, nights sitting in the bath 
beside that fire drinking red wine under the stars.  Until that time, 
escape from the city had always been limited because we thought 
we still needed to be there for work and  children.  We’re      

still a little surprised by the moment we changed.  
We literally had a ‘light-bulb moment’, a flick-
of-the-switch in our thinking, while sitting 
watching the sunset at a country pub one Sunday 
afternoon.    

We had been reflecting on another great weekend 
in the bush and the usual dread of the return to 
reality when we asked ourselves, “why did we 
need to go back?”  Why couldn’t this place in the 
country, with its slower pace, become our reality? 
We realized that until then we’d felt obligated to 
keep a city house for our five children - a blended 
family from our previous marriages.  However, 
two of the eldest now rarely stayed the night and 
the two youngest could easily re-settle in another 
place, still within reasonable proximity to the 
city.  Our other daughter was 21 and more than 
capable of living on her own.  So the decision 
was easy if we let it be.  With a simple change of 
mindset, we suddenly saw that life didn’t need to 
be this way.  We could escape this huge burden of 
city life and the perceived need to earn as much 
as possible to buy the latest and the best.  We 
could move to the country and choose to live 
simply, to create something sacred, re-connect 
with nature and exist in a way we truly believed.  
We would make do with less, grow lots of fruit 
and vegetables, and have space to think and laugh 
and relax again.   

With that simple realization, the decision was 
made and the perceived weight on our shoulders 
lifted.  We felt as light as butterflies and dreamt 
of pastures and sustainable living in a home we 



As we drove along the neat dirt road, we felt a deep con-
nection with this picturesque valley.  We appreciated the 
tidy farm properties, the aged tractors, and the many func-
tional rustic timber and tin outbuildings.  We pulled up 
to the old wooden entry gate at the bottom of a large hill 
and realized there was no access road so we had to survey 
the rest on foot.  Inspired by the possibility of views and a 
desirable north-facing setting at the top of the hill, more 
than a kilometer away, the pace was fast.  Our anticipa-
tion was palpable as we skipped across the paddock and 

then clambered over lichen-covered 
rocks on the edge of the forest.  With 
each step, the air of expectation grew.  
We wished the children were with us 
to see the number of young rainfor-
est trees where we walked - the same 
species of trees and forest we treasured 
and worked hard as a family to re-
establish on our other block of land.  
The higher we got, the better the views 
became.  Could it really be this perfect 

or would a boundary fence just below the ridge shatter 
the dream?  It did not.  It was that perfect.  The views were 
everything and more than we’d hoped for - all encompass-
ing and uninterrupted.  From the grassy green plateau on 
top of the ridgeline there was strong tall forest to the west 
with views to the Great Dividing Mountain Range, rolling 
grassy farm paddocks to the south, the sculpted angles of 
Sugarloaf Mountain to the east and then more mountain 
ranges and national park to the north.  Our little local 
township was nestled in the valley below to light up at 
night like twinkling fairy lights.  Our hearts pounded and 
in our excited babble we realized we both felt the same 
connection to this place.  

It had all the traits we desired: perfect orientation, views, 
remnant koala forest and dry rainforest, some graz-
ing country, abundant wildlife, far removed neighbors, 
income producing potential and still just within commut-
ing distance of the city.  Suddenly the disappointment of 
dreams shattered by a train were forgotten.  This was so 
much more.  We were elated and couldn’t wait to tell our 
children they could follow dreams of horses and motor-
bikes.  We began the journey back down the hill buzzing 
with possibility.  This land ticked so many boxes on our 
wish-list but then the sad reality dawned.  We hadn’t 

would build on our land.  We would commute to work 
and have money left for a deposit on a rental house.  In 
hindsight, we still had one foot in the rat-race and hadn’t 
quite made the break.  We were still partly keeping up with 
the Joneses or at least doing things somewhat convention-
ally by working in the city and thinking of going into debt 
to buy an investment property there.  

Theory is, of course, always easier than reality.  When we 
enthusiastically announced plans for our u-turn in life, 
family, friends and work colleagues 
were shocked.  We were going 
against the trend, not just down-
sizing but moving to the country.  
There were repeated pronounce-
ments of “you’re mad - stick to city 
property - what about the kids’ 
schooling? - is everything alright 
financially? - what about your 
business? - what will you do out 
there? - will you retire? - and, where 
will you live?”  Our eldest adult 
daughter was horrified: “why would you want to live in 
‘shitsville’?  Where am I going to live?”  Our 13-year-old 
was silent, thinking ‘shitsville’ but reluctant to speak up.  
The 10-year-old, however, joined our excitement asking, 
“Can we get chooks (chickens) and a horse?  What about 
motorbikes?”   

In a strange twist of fate, almost in the same moment as 
we became comfortable with our decision to move, the 
government announced plans for a freight train to run 
through the valley below our runaway land.  We were 
angry because we’d been coming to the bush to escape to 
a peaceful place.  What now?  It seemed our dream had 
been shattered in an instant.  Disillusioned, we looked to 
the local real estate agent for other options.  There was 
nothing within our price range but there was one property 
which met our yearning for privacy and a simple life.  It 
was a secluded 160 acres in sweet scrub country with a 
little cabin and a patch of rain forest.  We took the address 
and bid goodbye to the agent. The property was more than 
we could afford but we felt a desire to look anyway.  We 
had the bug.  A week ago we didn’t think we could move 
away from our city life.  Now we realized we could.  Maybe 
we could somehow make this work…or maybe we were 
just dreamers. 

We had been reflecting 
on another great week-
end in the bush and the 
usual dread of the return 
to reality, when we asked 
ourselves ‘why’ did we 
actually need to go back?



considered that it had no access road, no house, no power, 
the dams were almost dry and if we bought this land we’d 
have no money left to create all those things.  How would 
we live?  We desperately wanted to be free of a personal 
mortgage so this could not happen afterall.  This dream 
appeared out of our reach - unaf-
fordable.  We again 
felt shattered and 
trapped by the life we 
were trying to escape.  
But a seed had been 
planted.  

We put the old block 
of land up for sale 
anyway, deciding a life 
beside a train line was 
not for us.  The dream 
block sat in our heads.  
For months we tossed 
and turned.  We revis-
ited the land, looked at 
other potential proper-
ties and discussed what 
was important to us, 
agonizing the merits of our decision and the balance of 
our priorities.  We considered buying a slightly bigger city 
property and ignoring the pull of the country for the com-
promise of less land and more house.  Were we right to try 
to hang onto financial independence so fiercely?  Why did 
we feel such a strong need for space and escape from our 
existing pressured life?  Could we really make do without a 
house - something which had seemed so important to us?  
It was an unsettling time, filled with doubt.  We had made 
the mindshift to leave the lifestyle but the question of how 
now dominated every waking hour and many nights of 
broken sleep.  None of the other potential properties held 
the same magic as that secluded hill.  We became more 
determined than ever to owning our dream property.  We 
could just do it.  We’d live squeezed into the five by six me-
ter cabin.  We’d make do in order to secure the beginnings 
of a dream.  In the end, we rationalized that it was better 
to spend our money on what seemed like the perfect loca-
tion, style and size of property.  The rest could be saved for 
and built in time.  

We were not in a position to put forward a strong offer 
to buy the land.  By now our old escape had sold but we 
still needed at least three months to finish renovating our 
cottage in the city to maximize our sale price.  We decided 
to take a chance, offering an unconditional contract on the 

160 acres with 
settlement in 
three months.  
It was a 
gamble that 
filled us with 
trepidation.  
We felt a 
little brazen 
taking such 
a risk.  We 
also felt 
it was the 
only way 
our change 
was going 
to happen.  
After a 

little nego-
tiating on price, we struck a deal and resolved our future.  
This was it!  We were moving, breaking ties with the life 
we knew and striking out alone without the comforts of 
our modern existence - without even a proper roof over 
our heads!  We had taken the plunge and it was at once 
terrifying and exhilarating.  At last, months of indecision 
were over and for a moment we were filled with dreams of 
a sustainable, organic, self-sufficient existence nestled in 
our hillside paradise.    

Now we had to make it happen.  We had three months 
and the clock was ticking.  It was one of the most pres-
sured and tense times of our lives as we slaved from dawn 
to well after dusk to gut and rebuild the city house to 
add value and make enough money to cover the cost of 
paradise.  We created new bathrooms, a new state-of-the-
art kitchen, a total paint job inside and out, a downstairs 
studio and a resort-style garden.  Days were gruesome and 
tempers frayed as we juggled trades, work and family to 
meet the deadline.   

We finished the job without a moment to spare and made 



a hasty decision to go to auction - a difficult decision made 
because the Australian economy was starting to stagger 
and interest rates were climbing.  Our contract on paradise 
had been unconditional and we had no back-up bridging 
finance.  It was a big risk and one that almost didn’t pay 
off.  The jittery economy meant fewer potential buy-
ers.  The day of the auction came as we waited nervously.  
There were very few potential buyers.  The price climbed 
slowly and then stopped.  Try and try 
as he might, the auctioneer could not 
get it higher.  We desperately needed to 
milk this sale for all it was worth.  Even 
a thousand extra dollars would make 
a huge difference to us - people who 
were about to barely have a roof over 
our heads.  Nothing worked so we cut 
our losses and took less money for our suburban house.  It 
didn’t matter.  We were over it, over the city, over the pres-
sure and over what we perceived as the phoney-ness of the 
life we’d been living.  

The hours and days which followed were a strange mixture 
of relief and disbelief.  A huge weight had been lifted from 
our shoulders because we had pulled off what at times had 
seemed impossible.  It was an eerie calm compared to the 
frantic pace of renovations we’d endured for months and 
the many sleepless nights spent worrying and making lists 
in our heads.  Instead we spent a strange and surreal three 
weeks waiting for settlement, hardly daring to believe the 
whole thing was actually going to happen.  We were almost 
there, so close, but still afraid to believe our next chapter in 
life was about to begin.  

Many of our friends questioned why we would want to 
walk away from this as-new trendy home with its architec-
tural style and features so desired in modern life.  To us, 
that style of house seemed fake.  We longed for simplicity 
and rawness.  We saw disconnection -  layers upon layers 
of walls which closed in tightly and stifled the flow of air, 
frames with sheeting to hide them, then mouldings to hide 
the joints, and then paint to hide it all.  We questioned 
why it was so desirable to have three bathrooms, a zillion 
down-lights, a stainless steel kitchen, a media room and 
so much house space?  It was what the market wanted 
but it was not us.  We were chasing the simple, debt-free 
life from which we’d become so removed.  How could 

this have happened?  At what point had we become so 
wrapped up in keeping up with the Joneses - owning new 
cars, living in the nice house in the trendy suburb and 
sending our children to the ‘right’ school?  How had we 
become so taken in by this life of long days spent work-
ing to try to earn enough to fund the lifestyle?  It was 
liberating and empowering to break free of this life of 
expectations and to be in a position to repay our mighty 

debt.  We had little 
money for land now 
and very few posses-
sions but the burden 
was going to be gone.  
The struggle to shift 
everything had left us 
drained and exhaust-

ed but now we could reflect and rebuild our lives and our 
family.  We were re-prioritizing our lives.  

And with that we quit Jonesing and have never looked 
back.  

Our first night was spent lugging a few precious posses-
sions up the hill to the tiny little cabin - our new home on 
the land.  We had put most of what we owned into storage, 
bringing only the basic mattresses, couch, coffee table and 
a cupboard.  We were exhausted but filled with happiness.  
It had been a milestone day with finalization of the sale of 
our city home, repayment of our mortgage debt and then 
the immense satisfaction of being able to hand over our 
own money for the purchase of this dream land.  In return 
we received the Land Title.  That little piece of paper held 
monumental significance.  We had finally kicked the debt 
we felt so crippled by and we actually owned something.  
It symbolized our struggle to get this far and the potential 
of a future without so many strings.  This was compound-
ed by the joy that we could be free of so many connections 
with the “system” of modern living.  We had no electric-
ity, no running water, no rubbish service and no land-line 
phone service.  We would be responsible for all of those 
things if we wanted them.  The sense of freedom and pride 
in regaining control of our lives was deeply satisfying. 

We’d also made a decision to homeschool the two children 
who came with us, at least at the start.  It made sense from 
a practical perspective.  Imagine juggling school lunches 
and uniforms in this space.  We didn’t yet have electricity 

We were over it, over the city, 
over the pressure and over what 
we perceived as the phoney-ness 
of the life we’d been living. 



things seemed important.  Instead we relished the free-
dom to do as we pleased.  The children thrived on the 
more relaxed pace, learning as they chose and not by some 
imposed dictum.  For a while they became passionate film-
makers with many creations focused on their new home.  
“My life in a Shoe Box” was the 13-year-old’s title work.  
We appreciated the closer family bonds which flourished 
without television or personal space.  We cherished the 
increased time together reading, talking, discussing, think-
ing, laughing, playing and just being.   

Sustainable life wouldn’t be complete without chickens, a 
vegetable garden and a small herd of Dexter cows for meat 
and milk.  There was excitement when our first calf arrived 
and the youngest child learned to squeeze milk straight 
from udder to mouth, much to the horror of her city 

friend who said, “you can’t 
do that - it has to be sent 
to the factory to be turned 
into real milk first!”  

Water was also at a pre-
mium.  With a small tank 
catching what fell from our 
roof, we’d go twice weekly 
into town to buy more in a 
portable tank on the back 
of our old truck.  1000 li-
ters cost $2.50 - the same 
price as a standard small 
drinking bottle - which 
was an irony not lost on 

us or the children.  With this water we were just 
able to keep our vegetables and cows alive until we finally 
installed a siphon from the now full dam above the hut.  

Our simple lifestyle and lack of money also had the 
advantage of allowing head space to evolve our dreams 
and refine the framework of our new life.  Washing dishes 
by hand, chopping wood or weeding vegetables encour-
aged the mind to wander more than it ever could in a 
past where we had frantically juggled jobs, ferried kids 
and copped out on takeaway meals when exhaustion took 
over.  With the composting toilet in place, we learned 
about grey water solutions and solar power.  Our one 
panel taught us the importance of rationing battery power 
for lighting and the one chosen luxury: laptop computers 

or water for a washing machine.  Homeschooling also 
symbolized another part of our desire to break with the 
system - to be responsible for our own destinies.  We’d be-
come avid enthusiasts of home education in the previous 
year when our youngest hit rock bottom.  She was a round 
peg in a square hole and spent many years struggling with 
school before we realized she didn’t need to continue that 
struggle.  Six months at home had completely redefined 
her in a way we felt mirrored the changes we were un-
dergoing as a family - the lifting of weights off shoulders, 
letting go of the feelings of dread, and the newfound ap-
preciations and confidences as we each took control of our 
daily lives.  

Initially the contrast was dramatic.  We’d look outside and 
be stunned by the view or the light - at times unnaturally 
sharp as if in a painting and at others dusky 
and red on the rugged 
rock faces and dark in 
the shadows, exag-
gerating their form.  
Often a heavy morn-
ing mist would hang 
in the valley, creating 
a sense of drama as we 
walked and explored 
our boundaries.  We 
marveled at the forest, 
watched the wedgetail 
eagles riding the ther-
mals or koalas sleep-
ily perched high in the 
canopy.  We’d sneak up on turtles and ducks and count the 
little heads sticking out of the water.  Occasionally we’d 
giggle at the family of king parrots frolicking in the huge 
River Red gums.  The young ones would fly awkwardly 
between the branches, trying not to be swept astray by the 
gusts of wind while the parents worked to distract mickey 
birds intent on harassing the chicks.    

This early life was primitive but extraordinarily rewarding.  
We still ran a concrete business in the city and days were 
long when you added the travel time on a gridlocked rush 
hour highway.  The cabin was small, privacy non-existent, 
and winter hellishly cold.  We had bucket-showers in  a 
little wind-blown tent.  It’s funny how none of those 



with wireless internet.  No television and patchy phone 
reception meant this was the children’s lifeline to the 
outside world.  This they easily accepted, perhaps because 
every other week when they visited their father in the city, 
they could still have their dose of long showers, unlimited 
computer time, television, retail therapy and old friends.  
As adults we were more than happy just to focus on 
rebuilding our lives and energies so the hustle and bustle 
away from the farm held no attraction.  

It took about six months for us to find our feet.  We loved 
the life but there was a nagging voice in our heads ac-
knowledging we needed to do something about our living 
quarters.  The 24-hour company of four people in a five 
by six meter space soon tests even the best of relationships 
and summer was coming.  With limited funds, rather 
than approaching the bank for a loan to build a house, 
we decided to create a series of simple, small, inexpensive 
outbuildings as private living spaces.   

Another decision made, then another life-changing twist 
of fate in a phone call from overseas.  A grandparent had 
left a sum of money in a will ... wow!  We could hardly be-
lieve our good fortune.  It was just enough to fund a road 
to the top of the hill and the beginning of a more suitable 
shelter to live in.  We could have a home and be mortgage 
free after all.  We marveled at how the world seemed to 
always provide, eventually!  We felt incredibly rewarded.  
Another gamble had paid off and it was calming and 
comforting to know that at last we could solve the “house” 
problem which had worried us from the start.  Yes, we had 
managed fine, but we knew that with two growing girls, 
we would need to make some changes.

Now, slowly, slowly with those limited funds, we are build-
ing a simple, funky, fun roof over our heads - a home, not 
a “house,” where the line between inside and outside blurs.  
Its clear walls will soon pull up and disappear, blending 
with nature, or close, keeping the wind out or the warmth 
in.  It will be an open space with 360 degree views of 
spectacular countryside.  It’s more rewarding and in many 
ways a relief not to have bought someone else’s version of 
a “house” even though it’s hard work as we assemble every 
piece ourselves.  With a strong emphasis on sustainable 
design, the winter sun will heat the floor and in summer
the eves will shade the floor of our building that breathes.  
Using natural materials ensures no off-gasing and we

enjoy not having any services.  All our waste is disposed of 
through a composting toilet, a worm farm and reed-bed 
grey water treatment.  We collect all our own water.  The 
solar system has also grown to three panels - what luxury!  
There is something rewarding about starting small, under-
standing how little we actually need and learning what we 
do need and want.  We’re enjoying the compromise of do-
ing without, rather than watering down what we believe.  

Living in such an inside-out space has grounded us.  We 
are aware of the direction of the wind and we watch the 
moon rise, set and cycle.  We plant by the moon, after 

witnessing how much stronger this makes our vegetables.  
In a normal house, when it rains, you’re cut off from it - a 
feeling that can be comforting at times.  But there is also 
something wildly primal about a building which can both 
close to the side of a strong wind but remain open on the 
other sides during a thunderstorm.  We smell the rain and 
hear hail thundering on the unlined ceiling.  Sometimes 
it’s so loud that even talking to another person becomes 
limited.  We stand and watch as the gutters overflow and 
the rain sheets down in front of us, misting our faces.  We 
feel so connected to this earth, linked and in tune with our 
surroundings, in a way we never were in the traditional 
house of our past life.   

Our evolution as people has also been dramatic.  Removed 
from the frenetic city pace has allowed the perspective 
we were longing for.  We find satisfaction in avoiding the 
“consume, consume” mentality and life is a lot less materi-
alistic.  A brush with cancer has also added momentum to 
the change and this year we have gone from being partly 
organic consumers with a love of red meat (eaten every 
day) to now almost 100% organic, raw vegan with some 
compromise for the kids.  We grow a big part of what we

There is an enormous 
sense of satisfaction 
in actually living out 
our dreams.  



eat and are working to establish an edible forest of fruit 
and nut trees.  We look and feel different.  Our body 
weight is closer to the so-called ideal and our skin and eyes 
glow.  We laugh as we look at old photos.  The bags and 
dark circles are gone from under our eyes as is the puffi-
ness of our bodies and the fake hair color to hide the grey.  
There is a lot to be said for the saying, “you are what you 
eat.”  We are healthier, more peaceful, and love the learn-
ing that comes with such a dramatic change of lifestyle.

Our youngest child is often found in the chicken house 
or veggie patch raiding the peas, corn and mulberries.  
Permaculture has become a big part of our world and 
there is nothing like leaving the city to help remind us all 
about the provenance of what we eat, especially when we 
drive past farms being heavily sprayed with pesticide and 
herbicide.  

Friends have also seen the changes.  We’re the ‘hippies’ 
now with our solar power and vegetable gardens.  Some 
handle the new ‘us’ and some don’t.  We’ve come to the 
conclusion that such dramatic change can be confronting, 
especially to those who are not happy in their working 
and family lives.  We have a new circle of friends made 
up mostly of artisans and locals who also eat organically 
and think like-mindedly.  We regularly theorize about the 
higher numbers of such contented, peaceful people per 
capita in this country community - a statistic which fur-
ther enforces how right we feel about our move here.   

We still earn an income from the city although this is 
slowly changing as we source more work locally while 
we develop an alternative.  Moved by the changes within 
ourselves, we’re hoping to share the experience with others 
by building an organic, off-grid escape for those who still 
just dream of this life.  Our plans include secluded little 
“eco pods” - sustainable, ‘inside-out’ accommodations with 
a strong connection to nature.  Cabins, retreats - the words 
don’t do the dream justice.  Luckily, our 160 acres is close 
enough to “town” for those that like a latte’ or restaurant 
dinner but far enough for those who want to escape to a 
simple private place to touch the earth and see the stars 
again.  We hope they might also savor the opportunity to 
find some perspective on their frantic city lives and maybe 
learn a little about permaculture, solar power, life balance 
and a slower kind of relaxed happiness. 

So strong is the attraction of waking up to wallabies and

kangaroos on the doorstep, the rolling hills, the vast open 
spaces, the lack of traffic lights and people, and the friend-
liness of our little town that we rarely go back to the city 
voluntarily.  When we do we laugh at the feeling of being 
removed and watching “from the outside.”  As we walk 
through a shopping center with its harsh stale smells, we 
now notice so many unhappy, unhealthy people.  And the 
smell of the supermarket cleaning aisle is overwhelming.

Many years ago we bought a self-sufficiency handbook and 
dreamt about the life we’d lead - eventually!  That book 
went by the wayside until a friend recently lent us her 
copy.  How nice it felt to reopen that book and realize that 
we are now living that way - tick, tick, tick - we check off 
all of the things we are doing.  There is an enormous sense 
of satisfaction in actually living out our dreams.  

For our family, life is still not 100% smelling the roses.  It 
has its challenges but for every occasional step backward, 
we continue to move forward, thinking of where we’re 
headed. We’re no longer just living to survive.  The journey 
on this road less traveled is taking us somewhere and it is 
such a momentous and rewarding adventure.  Daring to 
live our dreams, to jump off the cliff and see what happens 
has paid off handsomely.  We are flying and life is great.

Heidi Ross 
worked as a journalist in Australia and Europe for many 

years before changing tack to focus on raising her children.  
She now shares an off-grid life with her husband and two 

of their five children, living lightly on 160-acres of Austra-
lian bush.  She spends her days writing, producing food, 

enjoying family life and working to create a secluded eco-
retreat to share the slower organic lifestyle with others.  

Follow Heidi’s journey on:  insideouteco.blogspot.com

Reading recommendations from Heidi:
Living the Good Life by Linda Cockburn

Your Healthy Journey by Fred Bisci
In Defense of Food by Michael Pollan

Animal, Vegetable, Miracle by Barbara Kingsolver
Parenting A Free Child by Rue Kream

Exploring Unschooling and Parenting:
http://theparentingpit.com



deep LOVE
Few guarantees exist in women’s shot putting.  In fact, I can only 
think of two: the girl who throws the steel ball the farthest wins and if you ever try 
to pass through airport security to board a plane with your shot puts, panic ensues 
and you are all but arrested on the spot.  I am still not completely sure when I started falling 
in love with the sport.  I will, however, never forget the day I realized it was what I was meant 
to do with the early part of my life.  It was significant because on the same day I also realized 
that I wasn’t good enough, and not only that I wasn’t good enough, I wasn’t good, period.

I had just missed qualifying for the 2002 NCAA Division 
III track and field championships my sophomore year as 
a Bobcat at Bates College in Maine.  The heartbreak was 
palpable and I cried the whole bus ride back to my dorm 
room and must have cried for three more days.  But that 
night as I was staring blankly at my computer, one of my 
roommates asked me what I planned on doing when I 
graduated.  In my mind I knew what I wanted to do.  I 
wanted to find a way to keep competing in the sport that I 
loved.  I answered, “I don’t know” instead. Well, unfortu-
nately I could never have admitted to my desires because 
even I knew the facts.  I was a Division III athlete at a Di-
vision III school.  Even some of the best Division I athletes 
couldn’t make the professional level cut.  Not to mention, 
shot putters at the elite professional level were throwing 
20 feet farther than I was at the time.  My career as a shot 
putter was a shot in the dark to say the least; laughable at 
best.  

I was 20 years old then.  I look back now at 27 in fond em-
pathy for the girl that I once was.  I have been competing 
in elite level shot put for four years now, was an alternate 
on the 2008 U.S. Olympic team to Beijing China, and 
competed on the 2005 World Championship team to 
Helsinki, Finland.  I was sponsored by Nike, now spon-
sored by Asics and, after the 2009 outdoor track season, I 
am ranked second in the United States in female shot put. 
For the past four years I have traveled the world for track 

and field meets - all completely paid for.  I have looked 
over the Mediterranean in Greece, walked through the 
Red Square in Moscow, saw the Cristo from the competi-
tion stadium in Brazil, and stood toe to toe in competi-
tions with Olympic gold medalists and the best in the 
world.  It is a far cry from coming up short to earning the 
bid to compete at the NCAA Division III championships. 

What I didn’t know then as a sophomore in college was 
that it would only be three years before my dreams were 
realized.  The cognitive dissonance that arises from know-
ing you are meant for something completely out of your 
reach is hard to explain, but no doubt I was tortured. 
Feeling misunderstood by the closest people in my life 
was the hardest part of the journey.  As I began to further 
commit myself to my goals, I met so much resistance from 
everyone in my life.  My parents, friends, and even some of 
my coaches were often critical of the changes I was mak-
ing.  “Why on earth would she work so hard and commit 
so much to Division III athletics?”  I stopped drinking 
and living the typical college party life; this especially 
disappointed my friends.  One by one, I lost grip on many 
of the friendships I had in college because we couldn’t 
relate anymore.  Most of the criticism I heard through a 
third party.  I cried many tears over knowing that my best 
friends and family had turned me into the latest gossip. 
I felt trivial to them and at the same time I was investing 
100% of myself into a venture that had no real probability 



of working.  I remember coping by throwing myself even 
further into my athletic endeavors.  It wasn’t until after I 
had achieved my goals that I emotionally dealt with the 
heartache of losing contact with old friends or losing their 
loyalty.  Instead, at the time, I developed a tunnel vision.  
  

I would look up pictures of elite level shot putters, study 
them, wonder what they were like, and imagine them 
training.  The photographs came to life for me; I could 
smell the track, experience the energy and noise of the 
crowds in the background, 
hear the athletes glide over 
the concrete, and feel the 
shot put hit and spray up dirt 
at distances far, far from my 
reach and abilities.  I would 
get goose bumps every time I 
would look and think about 
the photographs and it felt 
like I was being called to shot 
putting.  The photographs 
carried over into daydreams. 
In spare moments, in class 
or while walking or while 
eating, I would lose myself in 
the moments I had created 
in my own mind.  I began 
to carve out personalities, 
demeanors and even con-
versations I might have with 
them.  I remember thinking 
for someone who is not so 
detail-oriented I had surely 
created the most detailed 
vision of an elite shot put-
ter down to the shoe laces.  I 
knew looking at those pho-
tographs and daydreaming 
that I was meant to be one of those girls, but I wasn’t elite 
level talent.  Unfortunately, I knew that and my inadequa-
cies were real.  Seeing the vision of what I wanted to be so 
clearly aided in the push to make a change.  The more I un-
derstood the women who had achieved the elite level, the 
more I became aware of what I needed to change.  What 
I didn’t know at the time was this was the beginning; in 
developing my own awareness, I had taken the first step.  

Understanding the psychological journey in hindsight is 
overwhelming.  I became a student of the sport, worked 
hard for long hours, picked up my life and moved to the 
best coach I could find, made and lost friends, won and 
lost track meets, performed well, underperformed and 
performed flawlessly.  I remember feeling how full every-
day was.  The minutes in some hard practices passed like 
hours.  But because of the acute awareness of my own 
abilities I had developed an improvement-hungry mindset 

and the pain became 
its own motivator.  
Every time I felt tired 
I was happy because 
I knew I was getting 
better.  When my 
coach told me I was 
executing technique 
or a drill incorrectly, 
I thanked my lucky 
stars for the criti-
cism because he had 
just communicated 
another avenue for 
improvement.  The 
harder it felt, the bet-
ter; the longer it was, 
the better.  I look 
back now, however, 
understanding that 
the journey was a 
success not when I 
began to physically 
change, but when I 
changed mentally.  
The real journey be-
gan from the inside-
out and it boils down 

to one specific decision, one moment in time.  

I knew I didn’t have the confidence to believe I could 
actually achieve elite level status.  So many athletic 
achievers confess to always having believed they could.  
Not me.  Aware of my capabilities, “believing” was never 
an option.  I did know however that okay, fine, maybe it 
wasn’t achievable by me, but it was certainly achievable by 
others.  I had seen so many photographs of girls who had



been there and done that. I practically knew them by now!  
Then one day in training, about a week after I missed 
qualifying for the Division III national championships, it 
happened.  I was working out over the summer by myself 
at 6 A.M.  I was running hill sprints - by far and still by far 
my least favorite training activity.  I wanted to quit and 
usually would have, but I thought to myself, what would 
one of the elite level shot putters do?  Would she quit or 
keep running or maybe run extra?  She would run extra 
I decided, so I will 
run extra.  And I did.  
With every decision 
that followed from 
that day, I asked 
myself what an elite 
shot putter would do.  
I was scared to move 
away from the school 
that I loved to train 
with one of the best 
coaches in the nation, 
but I did because an 
elite shot putter would 
have.  I was tired and 
lonely but I persevered 
because an elite shot 
putter would never give 
up.  And I began to get 
creative.  I would begin 
to analyze every aspect 
of my life into how it could benefit what I was doing.  I 
wondered about sleep patterns, nutrition, and sport psy-
chology.  It seemed with every day-to-day action, I would 
entertain myself with how I could do it differently to be 
more beneficial in achieving my goals.  All those small 
decisions added up. 

One summer day in 2005, my dreams became a reality in 
one athletic movement.  After the third throw in my series, 
I heard my coach yell.  I knew inside it was the throw.  I 
barely made it outside the circle before I buckled over in

the grass crying.  Apparently I was screaming too, but I 
scarcely remember that.  I calmed down, accepted many 
congratulations and sat on a curb in the parking lot.  All 
the weight that I felt in the form of cognitive dissonance 
and self-doubt fell away.  I remember thinking to myself, 
“Liz, hold on to this moment.”  Tears came to my eyes as 
I watched participants slowly file away to their buses and 
cars.  One of my teammates tapped me on the shoulder 

and I climbed into our 
16-passenger van.  And, 
after throwing 20 feet 
farther in a track meet 
than I did in 2002, I 
looked in the rearview 
mirror and realized 
I was no longer the 
Division III athlete 
making decisions as 
an elite shot putter 
would, but in fact, I 
was one of the elite 
shot putters I saw 
in the photographs.  
Only now do I really 
understand what 
this moment meant 
to me, my life and 
my self-perception.  
From rags to riches 

I had made the impossible possible by just making deci-
sions as someone else and leaving my heart and soul on 
the track.  To this day, it still seems too easy.  I would have 
fought harder and longer for much less.  I did my best to 
hold on to that moment, but sure enough, not even one 
minute on the van I began to wonder how much farther I 
thought I could go. I laugh when I think about it.  
 

If I know anything about achievements, it is this: obtain-
ing goals is less about the goal and more about becoming 
the people who reach them.  Believing isn’t necessary, but 
a deep love is.  Having a passion and investing in it has 



Liz wanless 
received a degree in Philosophy at Bates College while 

creating an impressive list of athletic achievements -  
NCAA Division III All-American in volleyball and track 

and two-time Division III shot put champion- which 
culminated in being named the NCAA Maine Female 

Athlete of the Year upon graduation.  Since graduation, 
she has represented the United States in shot put in the 

2005 World Championships in Helsinki, Finland, has 
competed in the European Grand Prix, and was an alter-

nate for the 2008 Olympic team to Beijing, China.  At the 
conclusion of the 2009 season, she was ranked 2nd in the 

United States and within the top 25 in the world.  She cur-
rently resides in Muncie, IN, finishing her graduate degree 

in sports administration at Ball State University.

my dreams in the face.  If you are wondering what hap-
pens when a passion is either permanently or temporar-
ily stripped away by injury, I can tell you it is not pretty. 
I have faint memories of a bar, a karaoke machine, and 
a pond.  I was scared, upset and acting out for a little 
while, but after some consideration I decided an Olympic 
medalist wouldn’t be, so I won’t be.  As of the beginning 
of November I have about three more weeks left of reha-
bilitation workouts before I can begin to throw again.  I 
wake up at 5am, head to the gym and train around my 
injury.  I attend physical therapy twice a week, have done 
more lunges with weights over my head, weights on my 
ankles and restrictive bands around 

my arms and feet than I 
ever thought I could stand.  
I sit through massages 
and stretch my body on 
these weird contraptions 
only found in chiroprac-
tors’ offices and torture 
chambers.  What remains 
difficult is knowing I may 
try as hard as I can and 
never fully recover.  But 
it won’t stop me from 
trying.  There is never a 
good enough reason not 
to try. 

defined me.  It has changed the way I think.  Having been 
through this journey has really helped me examine my 
life and decisions from a different set of eyes.  Sometimes 
I thought I would never get through some of the situa-
tions I was in, but I learned very quickly that there are so 
many things I thought I needed that I really didn’t and 
don’t. I thought I needed everyone to like me and validate 
my decisions.  I thought there was a certain way to live 
life; grow up, college, career, marriage and kids.  When I 
began the journey towards achieving my dreams, every-
one and I mean everyone in my life thought I was a fool.  
It hurt and I absolutely cried many tears over it.  When 
the tears dried, I was still breathing, still throwing, and 
most importantly, 
still happy with 
my life and my 
choices.  I found 
I had some mis-
perceptions about 
what I needed to be 
happy.  Shot putting 
stripped all of that 
away and forced me 
to question many 
other aspects of my 
life.  What is it that 
I actually need and 
what is it that I think 
I need?  I don’t need 
to be married by the 
time I am 30.  I don’t need to look for post-athletic careers 
for the money. I don’t need to be 135 lbs. to feel attractive 
and I certainly don’t need validation for anything I want 
or want to do.  If  I don’t need it, nobody else does either.  
That type of confidence eliminates the road blocks I used 
to put in front of myself and attracts people.  I watch oth-
ers make decisions for bad reasons; “I want to move out to 
California and try to become an actor, but I would never 
do it; I am afraid of what people might think.”  Thank 
goodness that is not me anymore.  

Recently, I have had to take some time off from training. 
After three opinions on an MRI this past August 2009, I 
have two bulging discs in my back.  The doctors say that 
sometimes it is possible to rehabilitate this injury and 
sometimes it isn’t.  It feels like I am staring the future of



Teen Angels
i have always been a change agent, at least in this lifetime. 
At age 10, I began rebelling against the life philosophy I was conditioned 
into within my early family:  get them before they get you, there’s a sucker 
born every minute; if someone is stupid enough to be duped, then they 
deserve what they get; life is a bowl of shit at its very best; education is for 
people who have no snap and are too stupid to figure it out on their own.

the lifestyle payoffs that were promised, as long as she 
agreed not to rock his dangerously swerving boat.  My 
mother had been raised in poverty and was forced 
to manage all the household chores on behalf of an 
adoptive mother who was grossly crippled by rheu-
matoid arthritis.  She had lived the dark side of the 
Cinderella story since she was a young child.  She had 
tried to escape her fate by marrying my father, but his 
extreme alcoholism had simply placed her in a new 
type of prison.  Along  came this charismatic man, 
promising to deliver the happy ending to the Cinder-
ella tale, and my mother could not resist the promise.  
It would soon become obvious that she would agree 
to tolerate anything at all, no matter how perverted, 
in order to realize her goal of morphing into a fully 
realized Cinderella, finally achieving a  life of ease af-
ter so many years of  hard labor.  If she could have seen 
the future, she would have seen that not only would 
the promise never materialize, but she was about to 
discover that her former prison was a playground by 
comparison.

Even through the eyes of a child, I could see what type 
of bargain was being made and where my siblings and 
I fit in.  We were now nothing more than ‘tag-alongs’ 
on her new quest and our role was to be quiet and 
have no needs that required attention or nurturing.  
She would need to direct her substantial strength and 

It began one day when I was 10 years old.  On this day, 
my 6-year-old brother and 12-year-old sister walked 
home with me after school, as if it were a normal, 
beautiful autumn day.  It turned out to be a day that 
would mark the beginning of a surreal devastation in 
our lives.  When we arrived home, we were quickly 
introduced to a strange man by our mother and told 
to each pack a single suitcase of our belongings.  We 
learned that our mother was abruptly leaving our 
father to start a new life with this man she had only 
recently met...a man who could have rightfully been 
labeled “The World’s Most Charismatic Man.”

To ensure that we also found him desirable, he’d 
brought each one of us a full case of Lifesavers as a 
bribe.  We would soon learn that lurking underneath 
his surface charisma was the mind of a criminal, and 
that he found absolute delight in a rousing (and real) 
game of cops and robbers.  To facilitate the best game 
possible, he soon added big time drug dealer to his 
bag of tricks.  Intrigue and self-protection became the 
order of the day, and there was always danger lurking 
around every corner for him to gleefully evade - most 
of the time.  It turned out that this way of life was a 
perfect manifestation of his general world view, and 
was an occupation that justified the twisted values that 
would come to define my family.

I watched as my mother was lured into his mindset by



focused attention on the demands that my new stepfather’s warped life 
created, if she was going to attain the prize she sought. 

My reaction to this abandonment was strange.  I placed every last 
memory of life before this time into a figurative black box that I locked 
up tightly and then hid from myself.  Something in my psyche took 
over and I simply forgot who I used to be and what my life used to look 
and feel like.  Even when I tried hard to remember something from my 
former life, I encountered an absolute blankness that contained neither 
images nor feelings from my past.  The only thing that let me know I was 
still alive was the throbbing ache in my heart 
that never seemed to let up for a moment.

Life went on, but in an extremely different 
manner.  My new stepfather’s peers were other 
criminals - about half of them appeared to 
be wealthy, respectable citizens and the other 
half were very obviously hardcore thugs who 
offered the needed protection and did the 
dirtiest work.  These were the adults that now 
made up my parents’ social circle and who un-
officially served as ‘role models’ in my daily life.  
Within a few short weeks of living in this new 
reality, I was aware of feeling absolutely lost in a 
world where nothing made sense, where the things I believed to be true 
about life were replaced with a mix of abject confusion and empty dark-
ness, and where even my mother now felt like a complete stranger to me. 
I began to feel like a snail without its shell - completely vulnerable, with-
out a home that felt secure, and a foreboding sense that I was surrounded 
on all sides by forces that had the power to destroy me at any moment 
if I made one wrong step.  Given that I could no longer  figure out right 
from wrong, this fear of making a wrong step was gut wrenching.
My real father tried to intervene but, as a raging alcoholic, he was at 
a distinct disadvantage.  Whenever he would show up at the high rise 
apartment building where we now lived, insisting on seeing his children, 
he would, of course, be drunk.  My mother would call the police and 
have him taken away in handcuffs every time.  My siblings and I would 
cry at this sight and my mother would berate us for loving our father, in-
sisting that we were fools if we had feelings for someone as disgusting as 
him.  As for me, I would automatically direct these new images of my fa-
ther into my trusty black ‘forgetting’ box where the old memories of him 
were already stored, then go hide in the room I shared with my sister and 
choose a record to play with lyrics that helped me imagine I was some-
where or someone else.  Day in and day out for years to come, it would 
be music that delivered my survival, through its offer of  safe emotional 
connections that my soul needed and could find nowhere else.  As for

my real father, he tried learning to fight 
dirty in response but just didn’t have the 
heart for it.  He let his children go, and  
finally killed himself when I was 21. 

Oh, I tried to boldly question what was hap-
pening around me - at first.  My mother had 
made an implicit agreement not to rock my 
stepfather’s boat and my attempts to apply 
my own sense of right and wrong to the in-

sane situations that now surrounded 
me were met with sharp warnings to 
stop causing problems.  Even worse, 
she was convincing me that all of 
this was ‘normal’ and that the only 
apparent problem was my inability 
to cope emotionally because of my 
ridiculous Pollyanna views about 
life.  In short, I was supposed to 
shut up and allow myself to be 
indoctrinated into a view of the 
world as a scary and shitty place, 
that people were essentially bad, 

and that the first one to flinch or show 
weakness deserved to lose.  I still remem-
ber feeling desperately afraid of what was 
happening to me, but the fear of showing 
my fear was even worse.  Showing fear was 
certain to send my mother “on the warpath,” 
as my stepfather called it.  This manifested 
with the unbridled display of screaming rage 
over the smallest things, like taking too long 
to put a clean trash bag in the can after tak-
ing out the garbage or setting a book down 
in the living room and leaving it there.

Luckily for me I was about to meet my own 
formerly hidden rebellious nature.  At first, 
my rebellion against learning this way of 
interpreting my world was silent, internal, 
and produced only high levels of shame and 
fury that I worked hard to cover up.  Even 
though I was driven to school each day in 
a chauffer-driven Cadillac Fleetwood that 
seemed to me as long as a city block, I felt 
only shame getting out of that car each day.  



I was certain that, if anyone looked in my face, they would 
see the truth of the lies and crime that surrounded me and 
would realize they should avoid me completely.   Some-
how they would know that my stepfather had been ar-
rested yesterday for swindling a bank, that I spent much of 
my free time hanging around law offices while my parents 
worked to keep imminent arrest at bay a little longer, and 
that my life was incompatible with having friends and 
most certainly did not allow the simple act of inviting 
friends to my house as normal 11-year-olds did.

No, my parents did not even try to hide their criminal 

activity from their own children, much less any other chil-
dren who might come around.  They spoke freely about 
their activities as if we weren’t even there.  To me it felt 
much safer to operate as a loner, with only my siblings as 
friends.  Even this was challenging because my parents’ sick 
strategy for keeping the family secrets safe was to continu-
ally turn the children against each other, to keep us all off-
balance and feeling threatened.  Lies had become the main 
currency for both my parents, so stories would be invented 
and lies would be told about one child that were designed 
to incite the anger of the other two.  Once you’d been 
chosen to be the current bad child, you would quickly do 
or say anything to be allowed back into the circle of family 
“love.”  Once your shame at being ostracized was bigger 
than your indignation at being lied about, then the other 
children would be asked to forgive you and the next child 
would take their turn.  I remember feeling like an outside 
observer of it all rather than a participant, and I felt so 
ashamed about every aspect of my family and my life.

Somehow I figured out that my shame could be useful to 
me, and I began crafting it into a hard ball of white (silent) 
rage that I wielded like a warrior’s shield.  I learned how to 
position this silent rage between me and my surroundings, 
where it functioned as a thick, invisible wall that sepa-
rated me emotionally from the effects of my environment.  
Every time I would encounter a difficult situation at home 
(every single day), I imagined myself projecting this shield

   Somehow I figured out that my shame could be useful to me, and I began craft- 
 ing it into a hard ball of white (silent) rage that I wielded like a warrior’s shield. 

of fury through my eyes, which rendered those in my envi-
ronment powerless to harm me.  I even envisioned myself 
as a superhero of sorts who had the superhuman power 
of deflecting the rays of pain being aimed my way.  Yet on 
the outside I remained compliant and was viewed by my 
parents as ‘the good girl’ who could always be counted on 
to offer comfort during the ever-present difficulties.  For 
this reason, I played the ‘bad child’ role only rarely, at least 
in the early years.  My brother and sister bore the great-
est brunt of the bad child game then, but my turn would 
come later when I became the only member of my family 
determined to heal myself.

Unbeknownst to me at the time, my superhero rage shield 
which I’d invented and existed in my imagination, was 
slowly taking on a life of its own and would one day erupt 
and demand its voice.  

By the time I turned 27, I had a 2-year-old and had just 
given birth to my second child.  I had also accepted that 
my marriage to their father was never going to work, as I 
had chosen a totally inappropriate partner.  My mother 
had been the one to introduce me to my husband, the 
son of one of my parents’ many lawyers, and was himself a 
lawyer.  I married him and almost immediately discovered 
that he was a methamphetamine addict and had been 
since the age of 12.  One day during in the early weeks of 
our marriage, I found a hypodermic needle floating in the 
toilet and was puzzled by its appearance.  I told my hus-
band, who calmly informed me that it was his and that he 
had been an IV meth user for over 20 years - just like that.  
Despite being raised around high stakes drug dealing, 
I had little experience with drug abusers (big time drug 
dealers have to be sharp and can’t afford to abuse the prod-
ucts they sell) and was actually quite naïve in this arena.  It 
would take several years of being married to an addict to 
learn about the insidious nature of drug addiction and the 
devastation it brings to everything it touches.

Finding myself married to a drug addict turned out to 
be the straw that broke the camel’s back.  My secret rage 
shield which had helped me cope up until now could no 



longer be controlled and it finally took over.  The rage 
began erupting one day as I gave my 2-year-old a bath.  She 
simply said the word ‘no’ and I began hitting her on her 
shoulder with such force and fury that I literally felt my 
blood turn to ice.  I tried to grab my arm to stop its hitting 
motions but the rage would not be stopped or controlled. 
It took several minutes to gain control over the rage and 
stop hitting her.  In those horrific minutes, a profound 
sense of awareness overtook me.  A profound awareness 
overtook me.  I would have to find a way to excavate the 
trusting and loving side of me that had been forced into 
hiding so that I could survive in my family.

Talk about feeling overwhelmed by a realization!  The 
grace that enveloped me during that shocking fit of rage 
brought with it an amazingly sharp presence of mind.  It 
was as if I were outside my own body, watching the rage 
explode, watching myself hit my child, and narrating to 
myself what was happening and where the story needed 
to go from here.  From this place of watching myself, I 
fully took in the discordant reality of all that was play-
ing out.  It was as if the scene were lit by a giant flash of 
light that illuminated everything and caused time to stop 
- and all aspects of the scene, both past and present, were 
contained in this single moment of frozen time.  I saw 
that one minute I was feeling immense love for my young 
daughter and enjoying our bath time play.   In the next 
instant I was overcome with hot rage when she exhibited 
typical two-year-old behavior.  I saw that I resented her 
freedom to be the child she was and, even more, resented 
that she had a mother who loved and cherished her.  For 
the first time, I was feeling the magnitude of my own pain 
and loss, and it felt like I would surely die or explode from 
the intensity of it.  I saw that the arm that was hitting my 
child was delivering a warning, from myself  to myself, that 
my wounds must either be healed or passed on to my own 
children, just as my mother’s wounds were passed on to 
me.  I was shown an animated mental image of the loving, 
giving, joyous and trusting child I had once been, so very 
long ago.  I saw that ME in action, offering innocent love 
to everything she encountered.  Time returned to normal 
and I returned to my body and the reality of the moment.

Despite the gift of grace that had taken overwhelmed me 
during this episode, I emerged from the experience all too 
aware that I had no idea how to achieve the feat of excavat-  

ing my old loving and trusting self.  Regardless, I felt an 
amazing sense of determination to overcome my trauma, 
which had finally emerged from behind the shield and 
had shown its face in the most painful manner possible 
- by aiming itself at my own innocent daughter.  In that 
moment, I made a decision that I was stronger than the 
rage, and so I stepped out of the bathroom and began my 
healing process.

I calmed myself and my daughter, finished her bath, and 
put her to bed.  I walked straight to the Yellow Pages and 
randomly selected a therapist’s name.  “Therapists are for 
weak people,” said the voice of my parents in my head - a 
voice I ignored as I called and made an emergency ap-
pointment for the same day.  That appointment was a 
tenuous beginning and, in truth, I never found traditional 
therapy to be of much help. 

Therapists would inevitably begin by asking for my ab-
breviated life history and then stare at me in shock when 
I finished with the overview:  Let’s see, severely alcoholic 
father, who was openly and loudly vilified by my mother 
every single day, unable to hold down food for the first 18 
months of life until I was diagnosed as ‘being hours away 
from starving to death’ because my mother refused to 
nurse me since it might ‘ruin the looks of her breasts,’ leav-
ing behind everything I owned at age 10 except for what 
could fit in a small suitcase, walking away from my entire 
life including my father, being dropped into a criminal’s 
life who also happened to be a pedophile, being blamed 
by my mother for having been molested, moving to a new 
town 2-4 times a year as a means of evading either the law, 
other criminals, or creditors, death threats made against 
my parents, my brother being kidnapped by the mafia at 
age 14 and held captive, escaping captivity in a barrage of 
gunfire, my stepfather trying to choke my mother to death 
several times in front of me and my siblings,  watching my 
stepfather go to prison and then orchestrate an elaborate 
escape, watching my brother attempt to escape sentencing 
before going to prison, taking care of my mother while my 
stepfather was in prison even though she had never taken 
care of me ... I could go on and on as this represents but a 
tiny portion of the events that characterized my upbring-
ing.   I trust you get enough of an idea of my childhood 
life for me to carry on with my story.



After the fourth therapist in a row asked me what tactics 
I used to stay sane, I realized that I was barking up the 
wrong tree if it was healing I wanted.  I might have seemed 
extraordinarily sane to their eyes - given what I had been 
through - but my painful memory of harming my own 
daughter and the floodgate of pain that had rushed out 
said otherwise.   

For the next 7 years I worked exhaustively with self-help 
books and discovered the ability of natal astrology to help 
me understand what parts of my problem were related to 
my own nature vs. the influence of others.  Having been 
essentially invisible in my parents’ world, natal astrology 
showed me myself for the first time, and I spent countless 
hours getting acquainted with the essence of who I was. 

My life changed further, and dramatically so, when I was 
introduced to the notion that there are angels available to 
help us.  My connection with angels began when I began 
a temp job that led me straight to a woman named Heidi.  
Finding an immediate rapport with her, she called me into 
her office and told me it was clear to her that I was highly 
intelligent and was an incredible asset on her team.  She 
then said, “but you need emotional help in the worst way, 
and I can help you.”  I offered no resistance and agreed 
that she was more correct than she knew.

She sent me to a counselor she knew and trusted who 
worked in our company’s employee assistance program.  
Upon meeting Andy, I was shocked to hear myself telling 
him, “I don’t know what feelings are.”  I had not previ-
ously given any thought to what I was going to say to him 
when we met because it had all happened so fast.  These 
words spilled out of my mouth as if someone else was 
speaking them and I knew it was a shocking truth even as 
I heard myself say this.  He asked me to wait where I was 
for a moment and returned holding a poster that depicted 
50 cartoon faces, each representing a different feeling.  I 
burst into tears and broke down completely as I realized 
that I had made it to age 35 believing that my feelings 
were just thoughts I was having.  Once my tears ended, I 
left his office feeling empowered and strengthened by this 
‘new’ knowledge and the easy, loving way he shared it with 
me.  I went home and hung the poster in my bathroom 
and studied it daily.  Now that I understood the difference 
between thoughts and feelings, I needed to know what 
feelings felt like.  Music came to my rescue again, and I 

spent the next 5 years listening exclusively to Van Morri-
son’s vast catalog, where I found music and lyrics that took 
me into the depths of every possible feeling.  I literally 
practiced feeling my feelings until it became natural to 
actually feel. 

Heidi then asked me to come to her home so she could 
introduce me to the angels.  On my first visit, she pulled 
out a well-worn deck of angel cards and asked me to pull 
one from the deck to represent my place of beginning.  
I reached into the deck and pulled out an angel called 
Nisroc, who represents freedom and is depicted behind 
the bars of a prison.  Again, I dissolved into tears - but this 
time, tears of hope - as I took in the mysterious perfection 
of what I had chosen.  When I left that day, Heidi handed 
me her well-worn angel deck and offered it as a gift.  
Before doing so, she applied an angel sticker on the cover 
of the accompanying book which depicted Amarushaya, 
the angel of blessings, and wrote her own name across the 
sticker.  I still use the book and cards even though they are 
so worn now that they must be handled with great care.  
Each time I pull out the book and see Heidi’s name writ-
ten across the image of Amarushaya, I feel the magnitude 
of the blessings that came to me with this gift, along with 
an unbreakable connection to the love she placed in my 
heart that day.

Through extensive practice, I was using these cards and 
learning to connect with higher vibrating energies.  The 
cards seemed entirely magical at first because each time 
I turned to them the exact feeling or understanding I 
was seeking would appear with crystal clarity in the form 
of drawn cards.  It didn’t take long for me to turn these 
unexplainable occurrences into a real belief that the lov-
ing experience of life I desperately wanted (and that my 
daughters needed me to have) could be mine.  I found 
myself realizing that it was possible for me to create the life 
I wanted through my intentions, rather than remain a hap-
less victim of what life had given me to work with.  What 
else but my own intentions could be causing the magic 
I was producing each time I drew a card from this deck?  
Realization morphed into knowing this was possible.  I 
had work to do, one experience and one lesson at a time. 

It took a long time and endless hours of dedicated self-
reflection to reconnect fully with my own loving heart. I 
was also helped tremendously by a world-class mentor 



named Larry.  He held a position of great power in the 
company Heidi and I worked for, but his spiritual un-
derstanding turned out to be even greater.  About nine 
months after Heidi began helping me, Larry decided to 
take me under his (angel) wing professionally and he used 
our experience working together to teach me a beautifully 
structured set of values, along with the role values are sup-
posed to play in our lives and how they help us to achieve 
our goals.  I felt like I had died and gone to heaven and the 
radiance that began to surround me at work drew others 
in and helped everyone I touched rise to the most difficult 
challenges with ease and grace, including me.  I had finally 
been taught how to authentically model the values I most 
admired but had never been allowed to live without invok-
ing my parents’ disgust and disdain for such trusting ways 
of seeing the world. 

I was now connecting with values that many people take 
for granted like honesty, openness, concern for the well-
being of others, allowing human weakness, loyalty to those 
who aren’t present, respect for the views of others, leading 
with trust, and meaning what you say, just to name a few. 
I thought I had been living these values out loud since 
leaving home but Larry showed me that the all-important 
value of self-love is the enabler of every other value.  This 
was the big piece missing from my puzzle and my outward 
expression of these values was not serving me yet - effec-
tively rendering them powerless to generate the level of 
inner change I was seeking.  

Along the way, it became crystal clear that my steps toward 
healing myself were perceived by each member of my 
original family as a dangerous threat to their own lives 
and, after many painful experiences of being shunned and 
attacked over the changes I was making, I finally had to ac-
cept that healing myself meant leaving them all behind.  I 
had already left my husband, so my entire family now con-
sisted of myself and my young daughters.  As I continued 
down the path of learning what it meant to love oneself, 
aided by Larry’s personal demonstrations of love toward 
himself, I joyfully poured my learning straight into the 
hearts and minds of my girls to ensure they would never 
know the soul-crushing feeling of not loving themselves. 
What a blessing that I was learning how to build a healthy 
spirit and heart just as they were ready to learn from me.  
It remains such a blessing that I was learning how to build 

a healthy sense of self just as they were also ready to learn 
such things and my teachings had the power of present, 
deeply personal experience fueling them.
My teaching job was made easy by the fact that my girls 
were not like other children their age.  I can’t say for sure 
whether this is true, but it seemed to me that they were 
themselves playing the role of angels in disguise.  Each 
time I shared a bit of newly-learned wisdom with them, 
they added something even more powerful than what I 
had shared, turning my lesson into a full-blown dialogue 
and exploration for us all.  These discussions reached well 
beyond what “children their age” are perceived to be ca-
pable of and I was often left wondering who was teaching 
who.  I was modeling the process and necessity of purpose-
ful growth and they brought their innocent view of life 
that had been ripped from me when I was 10.  Regardless 
of who was teaching and who was learning, what I mostly 
felt was blessed beyond imagining, to have these wonder-
ful growth partners in such small, nonthreatening bodies.  
My family may have been small in size, but the love and 
understanding that was being built was gigantic.
After reaching my goal of learning what it meant to love 
myself, I faced a challenge that was more uncomfortable:  
how to take a stand for what I believe in out there in the 
world at large when the safe environment crutch created 
by my mentors was not present.  How do I stand in the 
face of a lie and challenge it effectively, instead of react-
ing emotionally?  How do I know if someone deserves my 
loyalty or not?  How should I react when others say things 
I know they don’t mean?  How do I respond when I en-
counter the disrespectful treatment of others?  I couldn’t 
seem to encounter any situations that asked such questions 
without ending up angry, no matter how hard I tried.  This 
was much harder work than any I had done previously 
and I kept running into an invisible inner roadblock that I 
could not define - which meant that I didn’t know exactly 
what problem I was trying to solve.  Great inner frustra-
tion ensued once again and it felt like I was right back at 
square one.  But my intent to discover the nature of this 
inner roadblock never wavered, even though it would be 
several years before I got to the source.  On the surface it 
seemed like a happy accident the way it finally happened, 
but my amazing experiences with angelic energies had 
taught me that there was no such things as accidents.

My life seemed to contain everything I had dreamed of 
(except a loving extended family),  but I knew that my 
success had come at a price.  I had lit a fire under my 
career- an attempt to prove my worth to the world - at the 



expense of stoking the fire that kept my relationship with 
my daughters warm and fragrant.  A distance had grown 
between us as I embodied my ‘wildly successful project 
manager’ persona.  Project managers are masters of getting 
things done and I had become a master of masters.  Unfor-
tunately, I had begun unleashing this mastery at home too.  
It’s one thing to deploy this ‘no excuses, only performance’ 
energy in professional realms.  It’s another thing entirely 
to place such expectations on personal relationships.  My 
years of training myself to pay attention to the nuances 
of my life made it impossible to not notice the growing 
distance in my relationship with my daughters.  More than 
anyone else I knew, I understood the pain of losing a con-
nection because of my own mother and her important life 
choices. 

I stopped in my tracks one day, confronted what needed 
greater attention in my life, and summoned the courage to 
take immediate action. 
I had not completed all of this hard work only to lose my 
close relationship with the most important people in my 
world.  It was they who motivated me to heal in the first 
place so my decision was a no-brainer.  I left my profes-
sional job and took up the job of being with and talking 
with my daughters full time, believing that a renewed 
focus on my personal life would deliver the most stub-
born and elusive bit of healing that continued to evade 
me.  I literally made this my job and I gave my daughters 
permission- even begged them- to tell me what they really 
thought about the things I said and did on a daily basis; 
to not hold anything back but to say what they secretly 
thought when they observed me interacting with others 
or interacted with me themselves.  At this point, all the 
things I had taught my daughters during my own initial 
learning and healing came back to me as a gift of immense 
value. 
Our daily mundane conversations - along with the feed-
back I had requested - soon revealed the real source of the 
anger problem I continued to struggle with, and it seemed 
so obvious once I saw it:  I was listening to a judgmental 
voice speaking inside of me - a voice of my own creation - 
and this voice had nO tolerance for people who filtered 
life through a fear-based perspective.  Though I could not 
hear this inner voice myself, my daughters heard it for 
what it was.  They pointed it out to me each time I  

I stopped in my tracks one day, confronted what needed greater attention in 
  my life, and summoned the courage to take immediate action.  

responded to some circumstance using this voice.  They 
pointed it out a lot and sometimes I resisted their insights. 
My resistance never lasted long.  Even if I literally walked 
away from their assertions about my judging voice being 
on the loose, I would eventually come back and tell them 
they were right.  Then we would talk about other ways I 
could choose to see the situation at hand that would not 
lead to feelings of intolerance.  This was grueling work due 
to the quality of the voice being silenced.
You see, this voice was characterized by its absolute cer-
tainty and it insisted that people who abandoned their 
own ideals and reason out of fear were despicable.  This 
voice adamantly insisted that fear is a choice and it loved 
to remind me that, if I had made the choice to rise above 
the fear I lived in, then so could everyone else.  My rage 

was long gone, but this voice of righteous anger was living 
right under my skin.  All it took to set me off was hearing 
someone say something innocent like, “I’m afraid if I don’t 
get home soon, my husband will be mad.”  Uh oh...here 
it comes.  “You’re afraid of that?  Please!  I’ve never heard 
anything so cowardly in my life.  Is he your jailer?  Are you 
an adult or a child?  What a weak excuse for abandon-
ing your own needs and wants!”  My reaction to others’ 
expressions of fear was pure disgust.  
This was late 2001 and 9/11 had just happened.  You 
couldn’t go anywhere in public without overhearing 
conversations about various fears.  I was not buying into 
the massive fear-mongering that was being unleashed back 
then, but my inner voice was having a field day!  This voice 
of righteous anger insisted that if others choose to cling to 
fear, then it is because they are somehow benefiting from a 
life of excuses, blame and victim mentality - and they want 
to keep receiving these twisted benefits.  How dare people 
make the choice to walk around claiming to be afraid of 
life?  I had lived much of my life with very tangible, up-
close-and-personal reasons to be afraid, yet I had chosen 
to become empowered instead.  They could do the same 
if they would just quit whining about their fears long 
enough to apply some common sense, stop listening to the 
fear mongers, and pay attention to what must be changed 
instead of what must be feared!
Needless to say, this condemning voice was very much get-
ting in the way being effective in the life purpose I had



world to listen to them, while at the same time, person-
ally motivated to do so by my own burning need to grow.  
grow.  As I drew them into deeper conversations by shar-
ing ideas from my career and personal experiences about 
how to use visioning and planning techniques to erect a 
framework around ideas, they literally bloomed in front of 
my eyes. 
I remember asking one young man, who was always clearly 
stoned when he arrived at my house, whether he was 
noticing any negative effects in his life from smoking so 
much pot.  He looked right into my eyes and I saw how 
shocked he was by the combination of my acknowledge-
ment, my acceptance of his state, and my request for open, 
non-judgmental conversation on the matter.  He then 
calmly proceeded to tell me he had been noticing that he 
was finding it hard to get motivated in any area of his life 
these days.  I talked about this being the most common 
effect of persistent marijuana smoking and asked if he had 
considered what changes might enter his life if his lack of 
motivation continued.  His answer was direct, honest and 
thoughtful, and went like this:  “I thought it might be the 
pot causing the problem, but I wasn’t sure if that was it.  I 
think I’ll try not smoking at all for the next week and see 
if I begin to feel motivated again.  I want to be an architect 
and that’s gonna require a lot of motivation, especially 
since my parents can’t afford to help me with college.”  I 
followed up with him the next time I saw him and he 
excitedly reported that his experiment was successful, that 
his motivation was back already, and that now he would 
only be smoking pot at the occasional party, rather than 
daily.  I engaged in many conversations of this nature and 
listened with surprise as these teenagers opened up and 
showed that they were willing to think deeply about the 
possible effects of their actions on their futures, if given 
the space to do so safely and freely.
As for me, listening to these teenagers share their most 
intimate struggles with me - just because I asked them to - 
began changing my view of humanity into a more gener-
ally loving and accepting view.  Over the next two years 
as I continued these daily conversations with teenagers, 
I began noticing that a loving voice was slowly but surely 
taking the place of the old judging voice.  I noticed that I 
was beginning to feel compassion when encountering an-
other’s fears, rather than righteous anger.  And then came 
the biggest learning of all.
By continuing to reflect on what I was learning as I learned 
it, I came to understand that real and sustained empower-
ment is a matter of quieting the ‘intelligence’ of the brain 
and listening instead to the true intelligence that is always  

strongly connected to as I began my healing:  that of 
modeling for others the ability to transform any aspect of 
life that doesn’t serve you well.  Through my study of natal 
astrology, I had learned that I was literally born to model 
transformation and that my life was designed from the 
beginning to present endless situations that needed trans-
forming.  It now seemed that dealing with fear represented 
the great transformation at the heart of it all. 
Yes, this inability to tolerate other people’s fears - a legacy 
imposed on me by my mother, but allowed to remain and 
grow by my own choice - was most definitely the source of 
my continued frustration and anger with others.
 

Committed to doing whatever it took to complete this 
personal transformation - and willing to invest my all in 
changing the world by changing myself - I decided to use 
all of my retirement savings to fund what turned out to be 
a 4-year exploration of all the subtle ways this voice was 
keeping itself alive.  Needless to say, this was a financial 
strategy very much at odds with conventional intelligence, 
and represented a concept that is at the very heart of my 
reason for telling this story, as you will see. 
At the time I began this ‘job’ of taking the next step in my 
transformation, my daughters were 14 and 16 and had 
long been encouraging me to work on my judging nature, 
both by direct request and indirect comments.  They were 
(and are) creatively-focused and my home was filled with 
an endless stream of edgy teenagers, each one more unique 
than the last.  These teens made it very clear they were 
interested in really talking with me, beyond saying hello, 
as they came and went from my home.  All I had to do was 
ask them an interested question about some aspect of their 
appearance or what they were spending their time on, and 
they would sit down and share what was on their minds. 
Even as this was happening, I saw that these kids would 
make insightful partners for me as well, since they had not 
yet completed their indoctrination into ‘how the world 
works,’ or, ‘what you must be afraid of in life.’  My rela-
tionship as informal mentor to them was thus born and it 
was through this mentoring that I received the precious 
treasure I sought.
As it turned out, these young people were as eager and 
willing to share what was in their hearts as my own daugh-
ters.  It seems they were offered precious little opportunity 
in their school, home, or social lives to express the fullness 
of their unique perspectives on the world or discuss the 
subjects that make most adults uncomfortable. And yet, 
they had a great deal of inspiration, vision, and wisdom to 
offer anyone who showed an interest in really listening and 
talking with them.  Here I was, with all the time in the 



on offer from the heart.  Even as my brain continued to 
offer useless input like “what does this kid know about life
and why are you looking in such a place for knowledge?” 
my heart intelligence blessedly began taking over my inner 
dialogue.  Its discourse was soothing and delivered a mes-
sage that would sound like this, if words could even begin 

to describe the discourse of the heart: “this person is cou-
rageously and openly sharing the very best of themselves 
with me and they have no hidden agenda at all.  They are 
simply sharing from a place of loving and caring about 
themselves, about the world, and about me.  They are 
confidently exposing their vulnerability without apology, 
and without needing to make excuses for their fears or 
name something outside themselves as being responsible 
for those fears.” 
As I mentioned earlier, I believed from the beginning that 
there was something unique and special about my own 
children - and I still believe this, as I continue to watch 
in amazement their consistent displays of immense heart 
intelligence with both their own peers and the adults 
in their lives.  Yet my exploration with these other teens 
showed me that high levels of heart intelligence reside in 
them too.  It seems they bring this with them when they 
arrive here, and they carry it until it is “educated” out of 
them, whether formally or informally, through living in a 
world where the wisdom of youth is devalued, ignored or 
belittled.  
My friends and fellow change agents, these open and free 
conversations with teenagers accomplished a great leap in 
my evolution as a human being.  I learned how to quiet 
the voice of judgment and I learned about the wisdom and 
ultimate transformative power of using heart intelligence 
in place of brain intelligence.  I will forever be grateful to 
these young souls who stepped into their own power to 
speak freely with me about their vision of themselves and 
of life itself.  Yes, it began with me seeing myself as mentor 
to them, but they ended up teaching me a lesson that has 
changed my life more than any career or financial suc-
cess ever could.  By simply opening their hearts to mine 
- despite their healthy fear of exposing themselves to the 
typical judgments that adults project onto teenagers - they 
demonstrated heart intelligence in action and allowed me 

I came to understand that real and sustained empowerment is a matter 
of quieting the ‘intelligence’ of the brain and listening instead to the 

true intelligence that is always on offer from the heart. 

to practice using this intelligence in service to ALL others, 
not just my own children.  I will forever send out loving 
energies to all those beautiful young people who boldly 
stepped into service to the world by changing just one 
person’s view of life and of humanity itself.
This is how change happens and this is what being a 

change agent truly consists of.  It is ALL about how you 
are going to change yourself and your set of beliefs toward 
greater tolerance.  It is not about whether you get people 
to recycle, use solar power, or any other such external be-
havior.  These sorts of behavior changes are in the spotlight 
now and many people are rushing to jump on one or more 
of these external change bandwagons—because it’s so 
much easier to change the type of light bulbs you use than 
to change your cherished beliefs, no matter how outdated 
or harmful they may be. 
The only behavior change that has the power to help 
humanity itself evolve is the change I have described here 
-  that of turning to our heart intelligence to solve the 
problems we face, rather than relying on the same brain-
thought-emotion intelligence that got us all to this place 
where change is now desperately required on so many 
fronts.  Albert Einstein’s genius was never more apparent 
than in his admonishment that “the significant problems 
we face cannot be solved by the same thinking that created 
them.”  Amen Albert, and my soul thanks you for offering 
this timeless genius that entices us to locate a higher level 
of intelligence within ourselves that bypasses what our 
brain thinks. 
Had I chosen to continue to listen to my brain’s ideas 
about how to solve my relentless anger problem, I defi-
nitely would never have spent my retirement money to 
buy time to talk with teenagers.  How ridiculous does that 
sound to the average brain’s intelligence or even to the 
most advanced brain intelligence?  It was my good fortune 
that I chose to listen to my heart’s intelligence instead - 
without understanding that this is what I was doing at 
the time - and ended up purchasing human evolution for 
myself and potentially for every single person that I come 
in contact with for the rest of my life.
Had I relied solely on my brain’s intelligence to steer my 
course, I would have certainly concluded that my retire- 



ment fund was too great a treasure to spend on my own 
evolution as a human being.  Had I fearfully clung to 
conventional wisdom on what constitutes a great invest-
ment, I would have missed receiving the most useful and 
beautiful gift I have ever been given.  Not to mention that 
I would also be wringing my hands in despair (and fury) 
today as I watched my conventional investments lose their 
value by the day, leaving only regret and fear where my 
healthy nest egg used to live.
We will continue debating such things as whether we 
are in the midst of global warming or global cooling and 
whether we are the cause of such changes or whether this 
is a natural process of our earth.  We will debate whether 
solar, wind, or other forms of energy represent our best 
future.  We will undoubtedly make what we label ‘Prog-
ress.’  Yet regardless of what we decide in these realms, it is 
an indisputable truth that until we collectively realize that 
I am You and You are Me and We are all the Same Person, 

we will continue creating new battles and defining new 
wars over our vast differences in perspective and opinion 
about “the right way to proceed.”  
 

A battle of who is right and who is wrong is being played 
out nightly in a home near you, waged by parents who are 
certain that their viewpoints are the only correct ones and 
that the teenagers know little of importance and cannot 
be trusted to handle the complexities of life.  The amount 
of energy and potential mutual growth that is lost through 
this old way of viewing and approaching our progeny 
remains one of the saddest things I have witnessed in my 
lifetime.
It is only when we begin freely sharing our heart intel-
ligence with ALL others, regardless of perceived and 
artificial hierarchies of authority, that we will hold in our 
awareness the prescription for a sick and crowded planet. 

It is unprejudiced sharing that will empower us to elimi-
nate the pandemic of fear that has come to define Ameri-
cans and that now threatens our entire world.  Hell, we 
have even managed to manifest an actual viral pandemic 
to represent our collective fears in a more tangible way. 
Only the brain could come up with a threatening expres-
sion of fear that looks like this.  The heart would never 
produce such a twisted expression. 
As for me, I’m still not buying into the fear-mongering 
that grows more virulent by the day, but now I am able to 
encounter fear with heartfelt compassion rather than righ-
teous anger.  This ability to combine compassion with my 
own truth about fear delivers amazing results as I watch 
people drop old, fearful beliefs right in front of my eyes. 
Like the phoenix, I have risen completely from the ashes 
of my old self and have victoriously flown away from the 
burning ground.  
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boxes
I have found that enlightenment, being the Tao, getting 
filled with the spirit, or however one describes their own 
path, is a very dynamic process.  So often it is framed as a somewhat 
rigid and idealized notion in which the Buddha, as disciple, attains some higher 
plane and can look on the absurdities of this mortal veil with a knowing (and 
subtly condescending) smile. 
Quite at odds with this, I find that I am the absurdity, the 
contradiction.  I can dig my hands in the soil or feel the 
texture of hickory bark and find myself laughing out loud 
for the joy of it.  It isn’t that I never have times of sorrow, 
times when that joy is somewhat constrained, however it 
is in the often tumultuous mixture of the sacred and the 
mundane (with the understanding that the most sacred is 
often in clear view within the mundane) that I make the 
startling and exhilarating discovery that I cannot see the 
Tao because I am the Tao.  As the old Hindus would say, 
“It all rises together!” 

I search through the vaults 
of my mind to see if I can 
pinpoint the epiphany, the 
grand and powerful event 
that sparked the becoming of 
the man I am today.  Alas, I 
find nothing.  I am not even 
sure who the man I am today 
is.  I keep thinking I know, 
but then I discover some 
fresh nuance of him and find 
myself startled by the stranger 
who stares bleary eyed back 
at me from my mirror in the 
morning.  Each day is a lesson 
in the previous day’s ignorance and, as a consequence, is 
filled with the wonder of a puppy at her first snowfall!  

Interestingly, the most pronounced and influential memo-
ry I have from all the long rows of shelves tucked into my 
mind vault is of a bike ride.  I was a boy then, no more 

than seven or eight.  Saturday mornings were the stuff.  I 
don’t recall the breakfasts, though Mom prepared a big 
one most Saturdays.  I recall very little about the house-
hold events.  I do remember the rides, though.  My father 
and I would go, unencumbered by the complexities and 
misunderstandings that define my adult relationship with 
him, and we would ride out to the little airport by the riv-
er and watch the Cessna single engine planes come and go.  
I can still see the sunlit rows of sweet corn that lined the 
gravel road, the dust from the bike tires a salty, gritty taste 

as we went.  There 
were no watches, no 
deadlines, no pres-
sure.  My Dad, riding 
along on the old 
bike that always had 
a plethora of wire 
baskets bolted to the 
handlebars and frame 
(interestingly I never 
remember anything 
being in the baskets, 
but he put them on 
every bike he ever 
had). 
Often we would stop 

and he would pick a bit of corn and we would eat it raw.  I 
still enjoy sweet corn and it always elicits images of a gravel 
road and a blue bicycle.  

The memory is one made of images mostly, snapshots in 
time.  I don’t recall our conversations, though I’m sure we 



had some.  It was just time.  It was a bike ride.  The mean- 
ing this came to have for me did not fully come into being 
for years.  I was in my twenties the next time I was in the 
area again.  I remembered those idyllic rides.  Passing by 
the old house on Abbey Street, I drove toward the little 
airport, down past the school, and up a long hill.  There 
were neighborhoods and condos where only trees had 
stood and a six lane highway now blocked the way to the 
airport.  As I drove along I began to notice the distance.  
Riding along on my little Huffy bike, I never noticed the 
distance.  I just rode along.  

So many years later, I was amazed to find that my father 
and I had traveled well over twenty miles on those bikes 

to go and watch a few planes sputter away into the sky.  As 
a parent now, I have no doubt that it was twenty miles of 
him waiting patiently, pedaling slowly and pretending to 
be tired so I could rest, all to watch a few planes sputter 
away into the sky.  What sort of person would take a seven 
year old on a twenty mile bike ride?  I suppose it is one 
who, on some level, may not have been aware of himself, 
understanding that, sometimes, the value of watching a 
few planes on a grassy tarmac and eating sweet corn right 
off the stalk cannot be calculated in miles or calories or 
risks.  Perhaps he had an understanding that in the mun-
dane, the common, hides the spark of magic that makes 
the sacred.  

We so often try and place our lives into tidy little boxes.  
Here we have the box for our family, here for our spirit, 
there for life and finance.  Oh, we move things from place 

to place but we constrain ourselves and close our eyes to 
the glory and sheer delight found in the simple acts of liv-
ing.  It was an old bike bumping along an old road, chok-
ing on the dust and stalks of corn that blocked my view.  It 
was nothing more than this, but within that meaning and 
depth that can only be felt deep within the soul. 
 

It has been said that wisdom is thinking outside the box.  I 
do not agree.  On a dusty road in the Missouri river bot-
toms I found that wisdom, the truest sort, is only found 
when one realizes that there is no box.  The sacred, the 
mundane, the everyday and the extraordinary surround us 
each and every day, waiting only for us to open our eyes 
enough to see them.  
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?We have learned to question.
We no longer believe simply because we have been taught to believe.  

Nor do we disbelieve, because cynicism enslaves us as well.  
We are open like lilies in the morning, and we question.  

We question, because questioning gives us new eyes. 
 

The great question mark - 
that has become a powerful weapon for freedom.

Gerry Spence

www.  rethinkingeverythingmagazine .net


