Facing Fears
Finding the
courage to reveal
the real you

TEGAN MATHEWS

IMPORTANT NOTE FOR READERS: This is a true story of child abuse, and as such,
reader discretion is advised. Names and minor details have been fictionalised for
confidentiality. The material in this publication is of the nature of general comment
only, and does not represent professional advice. It is not intended to provide specific
guidance for particular circumstances and it should not be relied on as the basis for any
decision to take action or not take action on any matter which it covers. Readers should
obtain professional advice where appropriate, before making any such decision. To the
maximum extent permitted by law, the author and publisher disclaim all responsibility
and liability to any person, arising directly or indirectly from any person taking or not
taking action based on the information in this publication.

First published in 2016
© Tegan Mathews 2016
All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the Australian Copyright Act 1968
(for example, a fair dealing for the purposes of study, research, criticism or review),
no part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, communicated
or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission of the
Copyright holder.
ISBN: 978-0-9945526-0-0
National Library of Australia Cataloguing-in-Publication entry
Creator: Mathews, Tegan, author.
Title: Facing fears : finding the courage to reveal the real you
Tegan Mathews ; Andrew Griffiths (foreword).
ISBN: 9780994552600 (paperback)
Notes: Includes index.
Subjects: Fear--Psychological aspects.
Fear--Exercise therapy.
Emotions--Exercise therapy.
Other Creators/Contributors:
Griffiths, Andrew, writer of foreword.
Dewey Number: 152.46
Printed in Australia by Excite Print 57704
Cover Makeup Artist: Kelli MacAlpine
Back Cover Image: Studio Republic
Cover Design by Maya Kukudzhanova - www.mayak.carbonmade.com

This book is dedicated to the little girl inside us all.
May you honour her, love her, nurture her,
trust she knows exactly what she needs, and
believe she is worth it all.

Contents
Foreword

vii

Introduction

1

Chapter 1

Removing The Mask

7

Chapter 2

Facing Fears

19

Chapter 3

Fur Babies

31

Chapter 4

The Gift Of Receiving And Celebrating

41

Chapter 5

Being My Own Best Friend

51

Chapter 6

Big Girls Do Cry

61

Chapter 7

You Are Never Alone

75

Chapter 8

The Power Of Vulnerability

85

Chapter 9

Putting Me First

101

Chapter 10

Choosing To Leave

111

Chapter 11

Deciding You Can

127

Chapter 12

What You Say Comes True

143

Chapter 13

Facing The Dark Monster

153

Chapter 14

The Art Of Letting Go

167

Chapter 15

Choosing Your Support Crew

179

Chapter 16

Learning To Trust Me

189

Chapter 17

Normal vs Unique

201

Chapter 18

The Cost Of Regrets

211

Chapter 19

What’s Your Trigger

223

Chapter 20

Flipping The What Ifs

237

Chapter 21

Never Give Up Hope

247

Chapter 22

What’s Your Security Blanket

257

Chapter 23

Take A Deep Breath And Jump

267

Chapter 24

The New You

281

Acknowledgements

289

Foreword by Andrew Griffiths

Facing Fears

Foreword

by Andrew Griffiths
Sometimes it is hard to know the reason for someone to share their
personal story, especially when it has as many challenging aspects as
Tegans. From my experience there are two reasons. The first is for the
author to make sense of what happened to them and to come to terms
with it. The second is an overwhelming desire to help others do the same
for their own experiences. It takes courage for both the author and the
reader.
I have enormous respect for Tegan, for sharing her story, for addressing
an issue that in someway affects us all. Fear has become ingrained in
most of us, being given permission and being shown how to take off our
mask is the first step but it does require enormous courage.
Most people go to their grave wearing the mask crafted from their
childhood experiences. Not all are as dramatic as Tegans, but they do
all impact our life in some shape or form. And as much as we get used
to wearing them, it takes a toll carrying this around for a lifetime. The
sooner we can learn to take the mask off, the sooner we can live a richer
life, with honesty and openness, strength and compassion.
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In reading this book you will be challenged to identify the mask you
wear and the reason for wearing it (and you might have more than one).
You will be shown how to take your mask off, little by little, until you can
fully embrace the person behind it, the real you. At first you might feel a
little naked and vulnerable, but over time, it will start to feel like the most
wonderful feeling ever.
Tegan shares her deepest fears in an extraordinarily open and thoughtful
way. Written through the eyes of a child as well as with the logical insight
of an adult, she breaks down all of her own fears and provides practical
advice on overcoming them.
I feel that for Tegan Mathews, writing this book was the final step in
removing her own mask. It was the place to put all of her thoughts,
realisations, her own self realised techniques for facing fear and her deeply
moving stories into one place. She has done all of this so wonderfully
well.
Enjoy reading “Facing Fears”. This is a book that can change your life in
so many ways. An offer made by many books, but rarely delivered. It will
be confronting, sad, wonderful and hugely inspiring at the same time.
Now is the time to face your own fears and remove that mask once and
for all.
Tegan is a beautiful human being in every way imaginable.
Andrew Griffiths
International bestselling author, speaker and mentor.
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Introduction

F

ear is present every day… if you let it. How much control you let
fear have in your life depends on how much you choose to Face
your Fears. The writing of this book was, in itself, a huge lesson
for me in Facing my own Fears. I had to utilise all of the resources I have
learnt over the years, to find the courage to share my inner most secrets
with you. However, the strength I gained through this process of my own
vulnerability is not why I wrote it.
I also didn’t write Facing Fears and share my personal journey with
you so that you could say “wow Tegan, you’re so amazing”. I don’t need
accolades; I am way past that now. I have spent countless hours, days,
weeks and months in various different modalities of therapy to work
through my need for praise and these days, the only praise I strive for
is that of my own acknowledgement that I have what I could and to the
best of my ability.
So why did I write Facing Fears? I wrote this book for you! In the hope
that through sharing my life stories and life lessons, I might inspire you
1
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to remove your mask of fear and believe you are worth more than the
situation you might currently be in or have come from. To know that you
deserve to be happy, loved and successful. That you might discover the
courage within yourself, to be all you were born to be, and to share your
unique gifts with the world.
Why would I include my story then? Because I wanted to give real
life examples rather than just provide theory. Stories that might either
inspire you or shock you into taking action in your own life. I also did
it for those amongst us that hide an inner secret of being the victim of
abuse, rape and suicide. I wanted you to know that you are not alone
and that you can thrive. Your past does not have to dictate your present
or your future. Plus, I knew it would stretch me way beyond my current
comfort zone. And it did.
Every day I am blessed with the opportunity to encourage women to be
more of who they were born to be. I have seen far too many women who
hide the beauty of who they are behind their mask of fear. Trapped by
feelings and beliefs that their fear uses to keep them ‘safe’, to keep them
the same, to keep them small. Inside these women, there is an inner
torment between their heart that knows their true value, and their head
filled with self-doubts and ‘what ifs’.
It is my hope, through the pages of this book, you find the encouragement,
support and information you need to let just a little more of who you
truly are, shine onto this world.

Warning
This book is based on a true story of child abuse, rape and suicide and
as such contains passages that some readers may find disturbing. These
passages can be found in the first section of each chapter where I share
portions of my life story. This is not shared to bring you pain, it’s there
for those who have been through similar experiences, to be able to relate
and know they are not alone.
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You don’t need to read the story section, to gain the lessons and tools
necessary to recognise, understand, and move through your fears. If you
don’t wish to read the story related to the topics you can skip ahead to
the “Lesson” and “Exercises” sections, and you will still understand the
process.

Gratitude
My start to life wasn’t what you would call ideal. I grew up in an abusive
environment and have had my fair share of challenges, as I am sure you
have too. But I can honestly stand before you and say that while my life
has been somewhat of a roller coaster ride, it has also been a hugely
satisfying adventure. I’ve had a life filled with lots of challenges, loads of
tears, insightful lessons, enormous amounts of laughter and jam packed
full of incredible experiences that are far too many to fit into this book.
I am eternally grateful to all of those that I have shared these experiences
with who, usually unknowingly, have become my teachers, my mentors,
my inspiration and often my saviours. I am also equally grateful to those
who were the cause. Without these experiences, I would not be the
person I am today.

I Am Not A Therapist
Please note, I have faced many of my own fears and learnt a lot. I have
also, among other things, been a certified Fearless Living Coach for over
ten years. However, this does not make me a qualified psychologist or
your therapist. Therefore, the guidance provided in Facing Fears is best
used to compliment, rather than instead of, qualified professional advice.
I am also the eternal student. I don’t always have it ‘all together’ and I
can assure you I never will because life is an endless series of lessons. It is
complicated, it can be messy and I will continue to have fears as long as I
choose to challenge myself and stretch beyond my comfort zone. Which
I intend to do because it’s there that I receive my biggest lessons.
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It Won’t Be Easy
It certainly won’t be easy, and at times, it’s going to be downright
challenging. Your fears have the ability to change with you so, just as
you master one level of fear, a whole new level of mystery, confusion and
learning will then appear that you didn’t even know existed. Stick with it.
I promise you it will be worth it, and eventually, you will be able to look
back and see how far you’ve grown.
Don’t wait either. Waiting is a fear response. If I had waited until I felt I
had it ‘all together’ this book would never have been written, and that in
itself is part of the lesson. You have a choice, just like I did, to either let
fear continue to control your life or to grab it by the horns and look it
fair and square in the eye until you tame that beast. Choose to see it as a
burden or as an adventure. The choice is yours.

Awareness
Abuse in all its ugly forms needs to be stopped. Sadly, there are a lot of
people in this world who have experienced what I have and some far
worse situations than mine. Experiences that would make mine pale in
significance. These are things that no one should have had to endure,
lessons no one should have had to learn. My hope is this book will
contribute to the growing awareness of these situations that continue to
exist in our society and together we can stop these from occurring.
The last thing I hope this book does is to provide a different point of
reference and reduce the chain of judgment. People told me that because
I had been abused, I would become an abuser. Because I lived on the
streets, I would become a drug addict, criminal or worse. Because I didn’t
finish school, I wouldn’t succeed in life. If my life stands for anything, it is
that your past does not have to equal your future. It doesn’t have to turn
out that way. None of these statements have to become true.
So for all those who are limiting other people with these judgments, it
is my hope that this book serves as a reminder: You don’t know what
4
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someone is capable of if you just give them a chance. Everyone deserves
a chance, and sometimes three. Look beyond your judgment and see the
possibility. Be the person that believes more of people instead of putting
them into a category, box or judging them with limiting beliefs.

Thank You
I also want to acknowledge you for having the courage to pick up this
book and be willing to Face your Fears. It isn’t easy, but nothing in life
that is as valuable as this ever is. You will be challenged, and your fear
will fight you all the way, but the rewards of being able to firstly recognise
and then face your fears, as well as honour, understand, and then master
them, will give you the freedom you’ve been searching for.
Thank you for taking the time and allowing me to share my story and life
lessons with you in the hope that it might have a positive influence on
your life. I trust you will enjoy the journey and find the courage hidden
within you to remove your mask and reveal the real you to the world.
Now go Face your Fears and Find your Freedom.
With love,
Tegan xo
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“Your playing small does not serve the world”
Marianne Williamson
6
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Chapter 1

Removing The Mask

I

can distinctly recall the day it began. The day my childhood, as it
should be, was taken from me. It was a cold winter’s afternoon. The
rain was falling heavily outside. We had just been out feeding the
chooks, one of my many favorite things to do. I loved running my hands
through the bucket of grain and how eagerly they devoured it.
I could smell the moldy, damp smell of his old oilskin jacket. Little did
I know this would become an all too familiar smell over the years as
this would often be what I was laid upon during winter when the father
wanted to have his needs met.
I took off my brothers oversized gumboots. I never had any of my own,
always hand me down clothes, but I didn’t know any different then, so it
didn’t matter. I placed them next to the fathers that seemed enormous in
comparison. They came all the way to the top of my thighs at the time.
I was excited to be there with the father. He was the only father I had
known, and I was his little fairy. I was jabbering away about the comings
and goings of the various chooks and roosters. I knew each one by the
name I had given them, their ages, and their different personalities.
7
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Suddenly the father reached down, with a big smile on his face, gripped
my chin in his hand, and lifted my head up towards his. He said how
much he loved me, and then he did something weird. He pressed his
lips against mine and then pushed his tongue between them to open my
mouth.
He shoved his big tongue deep into my little mouth, overfilling it. His lips
were icy cold, and the whiskers of his moustache prickled my skin. They
were still wet from the rain outside. His tongue was warm and felt furry.
It tasted like the smell of his old jacket.
As soon as he withdrew it from my mouth I automatically let out a
“Yuck” and wiped my face with the back of my hand. This was not to
his liking. The look of joy instantly drained from his face and turned to
anger. He raised his voice and said, “don’t wipe me away, you like it”. He
then grabbed my little face with both his hands and did it again.
It felt gross and tasted disgusting, but I didn’t want to upset him again so
when he finally pulled back I did my best to force my face into a small
grin. “There” he sighed, “That’s better”. He then went on to say, in a
slightly softer voice, that this was a special secret thing that all daddies
did with their daughters and all the other little girls like it. This would
become an all too familiar tune.
Afterwards, I remember feeling immensely confused. I knew I hadn’t
liked what he had just done, but I’d been told it was something I was
supposed to like. After all, that’s what he had said, and he was the father.
The person in my world who I looked up to, and went to for advice. The
one who I thought always knew the right thing to do. As soon as I could
I went and brushed my teeth to get rid of the lingering taste.
I didn’t understand. If all daddy’s and little girls did this, then why did I
have to keep it a secret? So much didn’t make sense and would remain
confusing. There was also a part of me that liked having a secret because I
thought it meant I was special, but that faded quickly when these ‘secrets’
became more frequent and escalated. Then the fear of making the father
angry became the reason to keep the secret.
8
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I was already afraid of him. When he raised his voice, it would send chills
to the depths of my toes. When he got angry, it would usually mean a
hard smack across the head, back, or butt or the belt would be his weapon
of choice if he were really upset. As time went on I would become more
afraid of him and what he would want to do to me. Fear would plague
almost every day of my life.
I didn’t know it at the time, but this was the day the direction of my life
changed and would never be the same again. It was when my trust was
betrayed. It was when the father crossed the line between protecting me
as a parent, and using me for his own sick and uncontrollable desires.
I would never feel safe in the home, or in his presence again. I would
spend years questioning what I had done to deserve it, and feeling sick
inside with his every touch. Nothing would ever feel ‘right’ again. Just
terribly wrong.
This inner torment of thoughts and feelings would become my ‘familiar’
as the years went on. He constantly reminded and had me brainwashed
that it was normal for every father to do the things he did to me. I never
questioned it because, well, he was the parent and they were supposed
to know best.
I learnt not to be playful because he found that attractive, not to talk
openly because that appealed to him too. I practiced hiding my body any
way I could because he would tell me how the sight of my soft skin made
him feel and the effect it had on him. In summer, I would hide it under
oversized heavy jumpers, and as the years went on, I would grow to hate
my body for the same reasons that he liked it.
Nowhere was safe. There wasn’t a place I could escape to. He would come
into my bed, the shower, the toilet. He even had the audacity when I was
forced to sit on his knee, to put his hand under my dressing gown all
while the mother was sitting right next to him. I would do what I could
to avoid working with him on the farm, but it was almost impossible as it
was expected of me by both the parents. This made me fair game for him,
in the truck, in the paddock, anywhere and everywhere.
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I was a strong girl, but never strong enough. Due to all the hard labour,
I did on the farm, for my average height and thin frame I had incredible
strength. Against his six foot plus solid frame, though, I didn’t stand a
chance. Besides, I soon learnt if I fought back, it only made it worse. He
would become enraged that I didn’t ‘want him’. He would always ask if I
liked it and I soon learnt to cover the truth and say whatever he wanted
me to, as the consequences if I didn’t, just weren’t worth it.
As the years progressed I continued to hide my feelings of confusion I
had between what I was being told and what I felt inside wasn’t right. I
became more and more of a recluse. I learnt that hiding my bubbly and
vivacious personality meant I was less appealing to him, and ultimately I
became almost robotic in my nature.
The mask I wore every day said I was fine. I would always put on a happy
face, even though I was crying out inside. I desperately wanted someone
to notice that something was wrong. To see through the mask to what
was underneath. But I dared not speak up about it.
I was filled with the fear of the consequences if I actually told someone
and so I stayed quiet. I didn’t fit in at school, spent my lunch times
studying and even stopped eating in a cry for help. People noticed I was
shy and lacked confidence, and that I was way too skinny, but no-one
noticed enough to ask me why. Nothing I did seemed to work.
Instead of turning my disgust on him, I turned it upon myself. I blamed
my personality and my body on why he did what he did. I felt it was all
my fault and was convinced that there must be something wrong with
me for him to do what he did. I felt like damaged goods and no good
to anyone. This set me up for an adult life where I hid the real me from
everyone.
I thought if anyone knew who I really was, if I let my real personality
shine through, if I shared my opinion or thoughts, then no one would
like me, or more bad things would happen to me. I fought a constant
internal battle between not being seen for fear of what might happen if
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I stood out, and an inner desire for someone to see beyond the mask to
who I really was, a little girl in pain.
In addition, I was constantly being told by the mother that I was too
much. That I was too loud, or too talkative, or too bubbly, or simply too
much for anyone to have to put up with. I was basically told that I was
too much full stop! This contributed to me hiding the real me from the
world even more. I couldn’t bare the thought of someone discovering
what I thought the truth was, that I was too much.
As I grew into an adult, the colour and shape of my mask would change.
Much like a chameleon lizard. Depending on the crowd that I was
around, I wouldn’t want to stand out so I would adapt the same clothes,
hairstyles, likes and dislikes as them. I went from being a punk rocker, to
a night clubber. A quietly composed professional one minute, and then
a bar dancing party girl the next. No one knew who I really was, and
neither did I.
I thought my mask was protecting me from further pain by keeping
the real me small and hidden. Protecting the world from my ‘too much’
personality. I didn’t realize, until later in life, what I was doing was costing
me friendships, opportunities and an inner sense of knowing who I was.
I wasn’t giving myself the chance to see if I even liked who I really was
because she never showed up. She was too busy making sure she fit in
with what everyone else wanted her to be.
More than that, I was keeping my gifts, the unique qualities and
capabilities that we are all born with, hidden away. This was to be the
biggest tragedy. All that I had been given, to serve the world, was trapped
in the prison of my fears. Unable to escape and yet yearning to be set free.
It was this inner sense of purpose that I didn’t understand. It was like a
tug-of-war between my heart and my mind. My spirit wanted to be me
and do all the things that made my heart sing, and my mind feared what
the repercussions might be if I did. With my fears nearly always winning
the battle, I remained small, safe, frustrated and confused.
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As time went on, I learnt my lesson. Through a lot of inner work, and
outer experiences, I learnt to listen to my heart more. I realised, all I had
been through, and the unique qualities I possessed, (yes, even those I
thought were ‘too much’) had been given to me to do more with.
These unique gifts were allocated to me, along with my beginning in
life, so I could take my place in the world and be of service to others. I
discovered my place was to share what I have learnt, in order to inspire,
motivate and encourage others to face their fears, remove their mask and
let their light shine.
I used to think that I had nothing to offer this world and I would say to
myself “what gifts do I have that are of any value?” That was just my fear
talking. It didn’t want me to see the value I had because that might put
me in danger. The truth is that everyone has a purpose and a place in this
world, and that includes you too!
You have been given a unique set of skills and experiences in order for
you to find your place and contribute to a better world. It doesn’t have
to be something seemingly grand either. It can be as important as always
taking the time to sit and listen to people, or bringing happiness to guests
at the table you serve in a restaurant.
Throughout this book, whatever it is that is unique to you, I will encourage
you, to remove your mask and let that shine through. Let people see who
you truly are. Have the courage to stand for what you believe in. Be true
to yourself and you will find opportunities will come your way to fulfill
your dreams and find happiness in your heart that is everlasting.
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Lesson - How I Learnt To Remove My Mask
As you can imagine, there have been an immense amount of lessons over
the years that have stemmed from my childhood abuse and many other
experiences that the abusive environment led me to. Throughout this
book, we will explore all of those but for the purpose of this chapter, the
primary lesson is that in the words of the Marianne Williamson “your
playing small does not serve the world”.
To me, these are the most important words in this book. You must stop
playing small and let your light shine. I truly believe that this is the
purpose of us all, and it breaks my heart when I meet someone who is
hiding from the world because they lack the confidence, belief or are
simply just too afraid.
There are many ways not to play small, and one of them is speaking up
when something doesn’t feel right. Now, I don’t blame myself for staying
quiet for so long as a child, because I was threatened into it. Plus, there
is no way of knowing what would have happened if I had spoken up
sooner, maybe it would have been different. Who knows? But what I do
know now for sure is that not speaking up can cost you a lot as an adult.
It can cost love, friendships, opportunities, happiness and much more.
So, I encourage you to practice removing your mask and letting your
personality shine. If you have an opinion on a topic, don’t hide it, share
it. The world needs people who think differently and have ideas that
are outside the box. Explore your ideas and thoughts and beliefs and if
something doesn’t feel right to you, then speak up and air your concerns.
You were born to shine brightly.
If you are afraid of making others feel uncomfortable around you, then
you deny the masses because of a few. Yes, you may upset some people
but they are a minority, and their uncomfortableness is simply a sign of
13
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their own fears. What you have to give is important, and you only have
this lifetime to fulfill it in.
This doesn’t mean you have the right to be rude or obnoxious. Or that
you have to become an over the top, loud mouth, or extrovert overnight.
What this means is simply to let the real you be seen, and always with
love and kindness. Share your opinions, your personality (in your own
way, be it quiet or loud) and share the unique skills you possess and what
you have learnt from the experiences you have had so far in your life.
Hiding yourself from the world doesn’t serve you, or the world.
Now you may be thinking, yes but what good will that do? I can share
with you that since I’ve gone from hiding who I am to now sharing my
true personality, my skills and my story, I now have a great group of
caring friends I adore, a loving fiancé and several successful businesses.
More than that, I have a sense of happiness that is deeper and more
peaceful than I have ever experienced before, because I am being me and
who I was born to be. I am living my purpose.

Exercise - Discovering Your Core Values
And Who You Are
Learning how to be you starts with knowing who you are and then
practicing how to express it until it becomes comfortable. The starting
point of this is to determine what your core values are. These are the
beliefs that are most important to you. They are what determine how you
behave, what you do and what you will stand up for.
When you are living in alignment with your core values you are happy,
peaceful and making decisions is easier because you know what’s
important to you. In comparison, if you aren’t living to your values then
you may feel unsatisfied, have internal stress and conflict and generally
feel like you are living a lie (or frustrated behind a mask).
14
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This exercise is designed for you to become clear on what your core
values are:
1. Make a list of values that are important to you e.g. mine
are honesty, travel, service, freedom, adventure, kindness,
fun, etc. If you get stuck, think of a time when you were
happiest, what were you doing? Why were you happy?
You could also think of a time when you were angry or frustrated.
Why were you angry? What ‘wrong’ had occurred? Another
option is to think of people you admire and ask yourself what
about them is it that you value them for? These will all tell you
what your values are.
2. Now narrow your list down to your top ten by grouping together
similar words and eliminating others that aren’t as significant to
you or that you wrote down because you thought you ‘should’.
3. Define what the words mean to you. Values are different and
unique for everyone. For example, two people may have the
value of fun but one might define it as participating in adrenalin
sports and the other as spending time with friends. By clearly
identifying your values, you will gain more clarity on how you
can live by them.
4. Next, number your values from 1 being most important, all the
way down to 10. Remember there is to be no judgment here.
There are no right or wrong answers, just what’s right for you. If
you get stuck between two, imagine a decision where you had to
choose just one of them…which would you choose?
5. Now write down your top three. These are your core values.
Put them somewhere you can see every day. Make a conscious
effort to live by them. Practice telling them to people during
conversations. Notice how much easier your decision making is
now that you know them.
6. If you would like to go one step further write down a number next
to each core value between 1 and 10 to represent the amount that
15
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your actions and behaviours currently align with this core value.
How much are you living in alignment with your core values?
Check in again in six and twelve months time to see how much
closer you are.
7. Core values can change over time. For example, when you are
younger your career might be a core high value, but when you
get older, it might be family. Make an effort to repeat this exercise
every few years or when you feel unbalanced to keep on top of
your core values.
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“The brave man is not he who does not feel afraid,
but he who conquers that fear”
Nelson Mandela

Facing Fears

Chapter 2

Facing Fears

I

remember tumbling around and around like I was in a washing
machine. My heart was racing, and fear had me in its grips. I gasped
for air, but there was only water. I remember hundreds of bubbles,
fighting for breath, and panic coursing through my veins. More water,
no air, and then suddenly nothing. The fear was gone, replaced with a
deathly and yet peaceful serenity.
I came to with a crowd of people crouched over me as I spluttered and
choked up more and more water. There was pressure in my throat as
I gulped for air. I was confused and disoriented, but I was alive. As I
expelled the water, I came to appreciate every little bit of air that I was
able to take into my lungs.
Prior to this, I had been developing into a reasonably competent
swimmer. Entering swimming competitions and even gaining a fourth
place in an event. On this particular day, I had been practicing diving
off the high board in a neighbours pool. I had always loved the water.
On the farm, we had a creek down in the paddock, and a dam to play in
during summer.
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I’m not exactly sure what happened that day as it was never spoken of
again. I had just completed a dive that had taken me to the bottom of the
pool, (which at the time was one of my favorite places); away from all
the stress, pressure and confusion of my world. Like always, I had stayed
down there too long.
Eventually, I headed for the surface. As I came up out of the water, I let
out any air that was left in my lungs and reached for the ladder railing to
pull myself up out of the pool. With the one hand on the railing, I was
now confident I was safe and there was plenty of air for me to breath in.
But before I could take my next breath I was suddenly catapulted to the
bottom of the pool. Someone much larger than I was had either fallen or
jumped onto me accidentally.
I was spinning out of control. Lost in the confusion, without air, and
completely disoriented. All I can recall seeing were bubbles. As I gasped
for air, my lungs filled only with water. Eventually, someone noticed and
dove in, pulled me out, and brought me back. I hadn’t been gone long,
but it was an experience that would affect me forever, mainly because of
what happened next.
The events of that day became the perfect opportunity for the mother,
who seemed uninterested in any of her children’s pursuits, to not have
to take me to swimming lessons or carnivals anymore. When I asked to
return to the pool, she would remind me of the drama that had unfolded
“don’t you remember you nearly drowned last time” and that would be
the end of the conversation.
She made out she was doing it to protect me from potential harm, but
the truth was, she was stopping me from doing something I had loved.
Consequently, I spent the rest of my childhood, and most of my young
adult life, fighting an internal battle between my heart that loved the
water, and my head that now had a fear drummed into it, that water
could kill me.
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Lesson - Facing My Fear Of The Water As An Adult
I always had a fixation with the ocean. At one point I lived in Torquay
(major surf town in Australia), one block from the beach, and even
bought a surfboard. I would sit on the beach with my board beside me
trying desperately to will myself to go into the water. I knew it would
float, so it was to be my safeguard, but anytime I gathered up the courage
to go out, a wave would kindly remind me of the natural force of the
ocean, and back to the beach I would go.
That was until my mid to late-twenties when I went on a cruise with
a group of friends. It was a last minute decision for me, so I ended up
sharing a room with a stranger, and spent a lot of time by myself. My
girlfriends were mainly interested in drinking and partying and even
ended up in the boats jail for a night or two due to their shenanigans. I
was more into fitness and enjoying all the outdoor activities.
During my wanderings of the boat, I discovered the scuba dive center
and a lovely big fellow called Geoff. Geoff had a warm smile and caring
nature. I had a brief chat with him about my fear of water and what was
involved in the process of learning how to dive then off I went to see
what else I could find. A few days later I had already done every other
activity available on the boat, and we were only up to day three of a tenday cruise. I had run out of things to do.
I decided it was about time I faced my fear of water. So, off to the scuba
dive center I headed. Geoff was there with his big smiley face, broad
shoulders and friendly personality. He listened politely, and a little
amused I think while I explained my predicament. He offered me the
opportunity to do the theory portion of the beginners ocean dive course
first, and then if I couldn’t fulfill the practical, he wouldn’t charge me.
All my excuses had been taken away. There was no other option except
to give it a go plus Geoff had a way about him that made me feel like I
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would be in good hands. We began that afternoon, and the theory was
pretty straight forward. I learnt about the ocean, dangers of the sea, the
equipment and how it worked, and all the ins and outs of open water
diving.
Soon it was time to start the practical, which involved learning to
breathe through the apparatus out of the water, and then getting into
the deep end of the swimming pool and putting your head under water
while breathing. Sounds easy right? Initially, I got a bit shaken up by the
breathing exercise outside of the pool, but it was nothing compared to
what I felt when I finally put my head under water and was expected to
breathe.
All I could see were bubbles, and that triggered me into a panic. I rushed
to the top and popped out of the water, threw my mouthpiece away
in frustration and gasped for air. I was taking large gulps of air as if it
were my last, my heart was pounding in my chest, and the tears were
streaming down my face. I was right back there again. Shaking, I sat on
the side of the pool until I had calmed down. Determined to overcome it,
I tried again and again, but each time was the same result.
Geoff was more patient than he needed to be. I was so grateful that he
seemed to want me to succeed, almost as much as I did. Soon I began
to tire though, and he quietly suggested that we call it a day “Maybe you
just aren’t meant to be a diver Teegs” he said. And there it was. My fear
had won.
In my mind, my fear had me convinced that if I went under water, I would
drown. Even though, in reality, that was a fairly unlikely occurrence, to
me it felt entirely real. As I held onto the edge of the pool, I realised my
fear was stopping me from doing something I really wanted to do, and
almost anyone else in the world could do it, if they wanted to. That was
like a red flag to a bull.
My anger at not being able to do it turned into determination. I suddenly
blurted out to Geoff “I can do this, just push my head down and hold it
there, and don’t let me come back up until I’ve nailed it”. Needless to say,
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Geoff was a smart guy, and politely refused my strange request. “Fine!”
I almost screamed at him, “I’ll do it myself then” and I promptly pushed
myself down the pool railing, under the water, to the edge of the last rail,
and held myself there with my arm stretched out dead straight above me.
There was no way I was going up until I could do this.
I felt my heart begin to race again, and I struggled with the bubbles in
my face. The all too familiar feeling of fear wanted to take control. It tried
to fill my head with untrue thoughts of breathing in a lung full of water.
However, with my arm held fast, I was not going to let it win this time, no
matter what! My determination was stronger than my fear.
Eventually, I had to take a breath, and as I sucked in the clean oxygen
through the mouthpiece, I felt a tiny bit of relief. There was no water, just
air. Then eventually I had to exhale, and I blew out more bubbles and
didn’t die. Another inhalation and I finally started breathing, all be it still
at a slightly panicked rate close to hyperventilating. But I was actually
breathing air, under water. I had shifted my focus.
Instead of focusing on the untrue thoughts of drowning and the fear of
my lungs filling with water as I took each breath, I chose to concentrate
on the facts instead. I asked myself “what realistically are the chances I
could drown here” and I thought it through logically. I have a tank full
of oxygen, I am only in a few meters of water, and I have an instructor
watching my every move. It suddenly seemed ridiculous I could even
think I could drown, and eventually I began to experience a slight
calmness sweep over me, mixed with a touch of excitement. I had done
it! I was breathing underwater.
After a while, I came back up to the surface and was met with the entire
dive crew giving me a round of applause, high fives and Geoff with a big
welcoming hug of congratulations. That was just the beginning, though.
I was yet to experience diving in the ocean. But with the support of Geoff
and his team, and lots more practice in the pool, a few days later I was
able to do that successfully too.
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It was such an incredible experience being under the ocean, a whole
other world. On my first dive, I got to see some of the best coral and fish
species in the world and even a sea snake, which was a little scary. All
because I had made up my mind to face my fear, and become a scuba
diver, a whole new world of opportunities, adventure, friendships and
animals opened up to me.
Once I was back home, I completed my PADI dive certification and over
the years, have continued to practice diving, whenever the opportunity
is available. I’ve been able to dive in some amazing places including The
Great Barrier Reef, Fiji, Hawaii and Mexico. With each dive, I still get a
little bit nervous, and I also tend to go through more oxygen than anyone
else. I take lots of fast, deep breaths instead of long slow, natural ones,
but the fear gets less and less each time and the diving, more and more
enjoyable.
On my holidays, I can now choose to go scuba dive, snorkel, or swim,
which I never thought I could do. I’ve even learnt how to kite surf which
is a whole lot of fun, on top of the water. Learning to surf is my next
challenge.
It’s so important whether your fear is due to a physical or emotional
trauma, to continue to face your fear every opportunity you get and to
experience it in different environments. This way it keeps you in control
of your fear instead of the other way round. Also, the more you do it, the
less afraid you will feel each time and the more comfortable you will be.
I recently had the chance to do Tough Mudder (a challenging outdoor
obstacle course event). I hadn’t planned on participating, so I hadn’t
done any training, but when I looked at the obstacles listed I knew it
would be a perfect opportunity to practice facing my fear of diving into
water. A friend offered me a ticket, and so I said yes.
What a challenge it turned out to be. It poured rain all day, and
consequently, we were trudging through knee high mud the entire
length of the course. It took us six hours to complete. I was part of a team
of wonderful people who were so encouraging and supportive of each
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other, so, although it was heavy going, we all worked together to help
each person through.
The first major challenge for me was jumping into a huge shipping
container filled with freezing (yes, ice cube cold) water, and having to go
under the water and pass underneath a wooden wall, and out the other
side. With this one, I chose not to listen to the lies going through my
head of drowning and I focused on the odds of how many people were
completing it successfully, compared to those who’s muscles literally
froze and stopped working. The odds were good and so I took a deep
breath and made it.
My second biggest challenge was climbing through a tube and literally
falling out the end, into a pool of muddy water a few meters below. It
took me a little while as I didn’t want to fall face first, so I teetered on
the edge of the tube and managed to turn myself around so that my feet
went first. Ignored the lying fears running through my mind, took a deep
breath, jumped and survived.
My third challenge was near the end. It involved climbing a two stories
high structure and walking out on a plank the size of a diving board,
and diving into a muddy pool below. This one was the hardest for me
to face, as you might imagine because it was so close to being the same
environment as my near drowning experience.
Yes, I was nervous, but I didn’t let it consume me. I focused on the facts
and didn’t let my fear make up half-truths or blatant lies to stop me. Was
it scary? Yes! Could it kill me? Very unlikely. There were lots of support
crew there, plus I had my team cheering me on, and my partner went
before me and waited in the water below. So the reality was, there was no
real physical threat, the fear was all in my head.
My turn finally came. I calmly focused on the horizon, kept my head
up, took a couple of deep breaths and then stepped off the plank. I felt
exhilaration as I plummeted towards the muddy water. There was a brief
moment of fear as I hit the water but I let my logic take control and
evaluated which way was up, and I surfaced safely.
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It’s such an empowering feeling each time I choose to face a fear, and
the best part is, the more I do it the less powerful its control over me
becomes. I’ve realised, when it comes to facing fears, it all boils down to
choosing to ignore the untrue thoughts in your head and focus on what
is real.

Lesson - How I Learnt To Face Physical Fears
There are two things I have learnt from this experience. The first is always
to get straight back into it and meet the fear head on before it’s had time
to lock into your memory bank. If I’d had the opportunity to get straight
back into the pool and resume my swimming and diving, then my fear
wouldn’t have had the chance to fester and grow into a full-blown fear
of water.
The second thing I learnt from this experience is fear makes things up
in order to be able to do its job of protecting our bodies. What I mean
by this is, in my mind, my fear had created a belief that if I ever went
into the water again, I would drown. Logically this isn’t true, which was
proven when I finally overcame it and learnt to scuba dive but when my
fear was in control, it felt very real.
Fear tends to use any means necessary to protect you. It can exaggerate
an experience in an endeavour to convince you never to do it again. For
example, in my case, my fear wasn’t just ‘you will drown when someone
falls on you in a dive pool, and you have no air left in your lungs.’ No,
instead it had me thinking, if I was in any situation in the water, then I
would have the same result and drown. It’s fear’s way of keeping you ‘safe’.
Fear will fill your head with lies. When I was learning how to scuba dive,
my fear filled my head with thoughts of drowning, but when I looked at
the facts, the chances of me drowning were so minimal they didn’t even
actually exist. It was the same experience when I faced the challenges in
Tough Mudder. My fear was telling me that if I went into that ice water,
26

Facing Fears

fell out of the tube or stepped off that ledge, I was going to die. The truth
was, the chances of that happening were extremely minimal, and once I
recognised that, and kept focusing on the facts, I was able to complete
the challenges.
So, when faced with an experience or situation where your fear attempts
to take over control of your mind, ask yourself “Is this fear real or am I
making it up?” Be honest with yourself with the answers. Evaluate the
facts and if it is a dangerous situation, then don’t proceed. But, if it’s just
your fear making things up, based on a past experience, to protect you
from a current experience that more than likely won’t happen, then step
forward and face that fear with the truth. Fill your head with the facts of
the situation you know are real, and that will minimize your fear enough
for you to move forward.

Exercise - Recognising Your Fears
Recognising when fear is lying to you is an important step to mastering
your fears but the first step is believing that it does. So for this exercise we
are going to look at when fear has tricked you into thinking you weren’t
safe.
1. Write a list of up to ten times in your life when you were afraid
to do something. For example, something physical or put your
hand up and speak up in a meeting, or tell someone that you
loved them.
2. For each item on your list in step one think about what thoughts
were going through your head at the time and write those down.
As in, what was your fear telling you? Was it saying you shouldn’t?
Did it tell you that you might fail? Or embarrass yourself? Or
that the other people wouldn’t want to listen to what you have
to say?
3. Now, looking back, go through each item you wrote down in
step two and mark whether it was true or false. If you aren’t
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sure, take a guess as to whether it was or not and if you don’t
know then it’s a false because it more than likely wasn’t true.
Note: This is just an awareness exercise so be careful your fear
doesn’t step in and give you a hard time here.
4. Next, get a fresh piece of paper and for each item in step one
write down the facts that you know for sure plus possible truths
such as, “They might have been interested in what I had to say.”
5. You are doing great! Now, for each item in step one I want you
to write down what could have happened if you hadn’t of been
afraid. Remember, this again, is not an opportunity to beat
yourself up over something you didn’t do. That’s not going to
support you. It’s about becoming open to the possibilities around
you.
As you progress through this book you are going to discover lots of new
tools to support you to find your courage in moments like these where in
the past your fear has been in control. The more you learn to master your
fears, the more opportunities will open up for you because your courage
and confidence will increase.
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“There is no fear in love”
1 John 4:18

Fur Babies

Chapter 3

Fur Babies

T

he first ten years of my life were spent growing up on a farm
in Australia. We had thousands of head of sheep, hundreds of
Angora and Cashmere goats, a few cows, dogs, chickens and two
horses. At 4,500 acres the farm was small compared to some in the area
and during that time, we survived through three droughts.
Consequently, I have the utmost respect for farmers. It’s a difficult life,
but one I loved. It taught me about life and death, responsibilities and the
benefits of hard work. Through the unconditional love of the animals, it’s
also where I learnt I was worth loving. For non-animal lovers, this might
be hard to understand but in my eyes, they were my saving grace.
Every day I had a long list of chores that would change depending on
the season. Sometimes when the baby goats (kids) were just being born
it was my job to catch them all and bring them into the kitchen. I would
place them in boxes in front of the fire to keep them warm throughout
the night, returning them to their mothers in the morning.
I seemed to have a special connection with all types of animals (except
for spiders, which still scare me). I could calm a wild buck even if he
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were backed into a corner and wherever I went, I always seemed to
have chooks, cats, dogs, goats, horses or sheep following me. The rest of
the family would make fun of me for this gift but to me, it gave me the
connection I craved and didn’t receive from them.
There were lots of pets over the years, and they were all special but some
stood out more than others. I especially remember ‘Sweety’ who was
like my shadow. She was my pet angora goat, and she would follow me
everywhere. I had reared her since birth as her mother (named Honey)
had not had enough milk. I would come home from school and call out
her name and watch her bound down the mountain towards me with her
long flowing coat glistening in the sun.
We would spend hours together with me laying my head on her side as
she chewed the grass around us. She was who I would talk to, she was
who I confided in, she knew me, and I loved her dearly. Sweety would
help me with my chores, nuzzle into me when I was sad (which was
often), and she gave me the unconditional love that was lacking in the
family I was part of.
I was able to pour my heart out to her, and I felt like she knew what was
going on. Her big brown eyes would gaze up at me with admiration, and
she made me feel like I was worth something to her. It was so good to feel
appreciated, and it helped me to believe in myself. She was a smart goat,
and I trusted her judgment. I reasoned that she wouldn’t hang around
with me if she didn’t think I was a good person.
She was only a five years old when she went missing. We found her
in a cave and she had either been bitten by a snake or a spider. I was
devastated of course. My best friend had died, and I wasn’t allowed to
cry about it. I put on a brave face like the family wanted me to but as
soon as I could I went for a long walk to all our favorite places and cried
and cried. I missed her terribly but there were plenty of other animals to
keep me busy.
Often I could be found hanging out at the dog kennels. I loved the dogs.
They were working dogs, and so were kept outside, tied up to chains and
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their kennels until they were needed. All I ever wanted to do was to let
them off, and they used to look at me with desperate eyes asking me to.
But I knew what the consequences were if I did and it just wasn’t worth
it, unfortunately. So instead, I used to take them food, give them lots of
pats and generally just hang out with them.
We also had a couple of horses on the property, but as soon as I was
old enough to take an interest in riding them, they were sent away.
Thankfully there was a farm not far from us that bred beautiful race
horses. One day, at a local event, the owner’s daughter Sarah had talked
to me about horses and seeing that I had a passion for them, offered the
mother the opportunity for me to come and have lessons every week. I
was so excited, and they were free so there was no way that the mother
could say no.
Each week I would walk the few kilometers to their farm and on the first
week I was presented with a beautiful white pony called Sparkles. She
was quite tall for a beginner, but still the smallest on the property. I loved
Sparkles and looked forward to my lessons enthusiastically each week.
We had a connection and an understanding. She would take care of me
and not throw me off, in return for a few cubes of sugar. I used to think
‘if only everyone else were that easily swayed…’
I loved everything about riding. Especially the time I got to spend with
Sparkles. Hosing and brushing her down after a long ride, combing
her mane as she nuzzled into me, sitting in her stall talking to her for
hours. I marveled at her physical strength and yet she had such a soft,
gentle nature, and I wanted to be just like her. She gave me sanity and
grounding in my disheveled world.
The family had done very well with race horses, and the farmhouse of
the property was a beautiful old homestead where we would go and have
cups of tea with Sarah’s mother after our long rides. She would serve
scones, with jam and cream, on fine china, and spoke so eloquently. It
was such a reprieve from the poverty, anger and violence of our house
and I knew in my heart their family was how it was supposed to be.
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I also valued my time with Sarah. She seemed to take great pleasure in
guiding me through various challenges on Sparkles. She was married but
had no children of her own and I would have loved to have had her as a
mum. Often I would day dream of her adopting me and looking after me
forever, but it never came true.
Eventually, I was banned from going riding. The mother made up an
inconsequential ‘reason’, but I knew it was because she was afraid of how
close we were becoming. Every time I would come home after a ride I
was so joyful and happy, and this seemed to upset her. I missed my time
with Sparkles so much that I would sneak down to the farm and visit her
anyway.
As I grew up and my environment became more unsettled, my time
with the animals became significantly more important to me. The
extraordinary ones that I had a unique connection with, I felt, were like
special angels sent by someone to take care of me because that’s exactly
what they did. They were where I received the love I needed.
They gave me someone to give all the love in my heart to and the love I
gave them was reciprocated tenfold. They were who I turned to during
my darkest hours and just being around them would take me from the
heights of anger, confusion and hatred, and guide me back to my true
self, into my heart of kindness. They were my safe space and enabled me
to survive each day, month and year.
To this day, I continue to have an enormous passion for animals. I am
always more at peace when I have a fur baby to take care of. My most
recent was truly a gift from above. I had been without a pet for quite
some time until one day I came across a litter of pups in a pet store.
They were gorgeous, as all puppies are, and I ended up taking the litter
home with me for the weekend. It was obvious that I had to keep one but
choosing which one was difficult. Eventually, I had narrowed it down to
two, a boy and a girl.
The female pup was full of beans and I loved that about her. She would
run everywhere and jump on anything and had a huge personality. The
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male puppy was the complete opposite. If I put him on the couch, he
wouldn’t move. In fact, he barely moved at all. It was time to choose. I
sat down with the litter and they were all running around me, except for
him. He gently came up to me and curled up in my lap. I named him
Buster.
Buster went everywhere with me. Either tucked in the palm of my hand,
a pocket in my jacket or sitting in my hand bag. I had my fitness business
then so he would come training with me and he loved to do the 10klm
run around the harbour. His little legs would keep up with me and he
always wanted to run more. Once his sister was out of the picture, his
personality came alive and he was incredibly smart and cheeky.
We would go and watch movies together, frequenting café’s all the time
and he was loved everywhere we went. As a Lhasa Apso Maltese cross,
he didn’t malt and had a lovely mix of colours throughout his coat. He
wasn’t like other dogs; he was wise beyond his years as if he had been
here before. The way he knew when to be naughty to make me laugh, and
when to give me a cuddle was profound.
Whenever I had to travel, whoever cared for him in my absence (there
was a waiting list) would always say how amazingly intuitive he was,
and how affectionate. He just had a way of creating love and happiness
wherever he went. It was just who he was.
Buster and I shared many adventures over the years, and when I moved
to the USA, he came too. When the USA didn’t work out how I expected,
I was at a loss as to what to do. A dear friend of mine volunteered to look
after him for me. I was so grateful because he had been such a special
part of my life and it meant that I could still get to see him every time I
visited the USA.
He and Buster became the best of friends and Buster has also been
a wonderful gift to him, just like he was to me, providing the best
companionship a man can have. For all the dog lovers, I know you will
understand the depth of what that means. They really are mans best
friend.
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This year marks Busters sixteenth year on this earth. He is now quite frail
and I have just visited him for what will probably be the last time. When
the time comes to pass over it will be a sad day for many people whom
he has touched during his life, but we will all cherish the fond memories
that he has provided for us. By the sheer size of his little heart and the
love that he gave, he will always be a constant and true reminder that we
are all lovable.

Lesson - How I Learnt I Was Lovable
Often if we receive a new opportunity, such as a new job, relationship,
a new client, or an advancement of some sort, we can get triggered
into thinking that maybe we don’t deserve it, and the self-sabotage or
undermining starts to happen.
If we have a deep set belief that we aren’t good enough or that we are
unlovable, fear can tap into that and stop us from experiencing the true
excitement of the event. Fear can be so powerful that it might even talk
you out of giving yourself any credit for actually doing the work to get
the opportunity in the first place, and put it down to luck.
Whenever I felt this way and doubted if I was lovable or if I deserved
anything, all I had to do was to look into the eyes of Buster, Sweety or any
of the many pets that I shared my life with and I would be brought back
to reality and the truth. The admiration, love and affection they gave
unconditionally would always remind me that I was a loving and kind
human being. That I was a good person, and I deserved good things to
happen to me.
If I were upset about something or spinning out of control in fear, simply
giving a hug to a pet would sometimes be enough to bring me back to
the present moment. Being responsible for an innocent animal’s care
and nurturing them, always reminds me of what is important in life, and
always grounds me back to mother earth.
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Human beings are meant to nurture. According to Anthony Robbins, it
fulfills two of the six human needs; love & connection, and contribution
- a sense of service to others. For me, through providing love and care for
another being, it always seemed to make me like myself just that little bit
more and to look after myself better too.
Often if I was experiencing a dark moment and my fear had me in its grips,
all it would take would be a hug from Buster and I would immediately
start to feel better. If I didn’t feel like going out but he needed his daily
exercise, one look from his beautiful brown eyes and I would drag myself
outside. By the end of the walk, I would always feel better.
Ultimately there is nothing, and no one, that makes you feel bad about
yourself without your consent. It really is up to you how you choose to
feel but I know with a pet to care for, it makes it a whole lot easier to
remember to not only give love but also to receive it as well.

Exercise - You Are Lovable
The purpose of this exercise is to support you through challenging times
and to remind you of the kindness of your heart and who you truly are
as a loving human being.
1. The intention is for you to find something to love and nurture. It
can be a cat, dog, bird, fish or even a plant. Whatever you can have
at the time, dependent on your circumstances and environment,
you need to find something to love, because by loving and caring
for another ‘being’ you will be able to ground yourself when you
are spinning out of control with fear. This ‘being’ is to be your
friend that you talk to, care for, feed and water and that’s all you
have to do for this exercise.
2. Now if you are a dog person and you can’t have a dog where you
are right now then either choose something else like a bird or
a fish or volunteer at an animal shelter or look after a friend’s
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dog and take it for walks every day. There are no excuses for
not being able to do this. Find an animal or a plant, a ‘being’
and start your nurturing journey. What you will discover is by
nurturing another, you are in fact nurturing yourself, which is a
big step towards learning how to love you.
3. If you already have a pet, your job is to spend more time with it.
Brush its coat, take it for more walks and give it, even more, love.
Note: Yes, Buster came from a pet store, but that was over fifteen years
ago. Now I am an avid supporter of animal shelters, so if you are going to
get a pet, I encourage you to please consider going to a shelter and saving
one of those animals before going to a pet store.
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“Don’t worry when you are not recognised,
but strive to be worthy of recognition”
Abraham Lincoln

The Gift Of Receiving And Celebrating

Chapter 4

The Gift Of Receiving And
Celebrating

W

hen I was growing up, I had three things I loved - ballet, school
and animals. The animals provided me with the connection I
needed, and with my ballet and school work, it was a sense
of achievement. I loved the praise the teachers would bestow upon me
when I achieved an A or an A+. Their encouragement was what I craved,
and I was blessed to have such supportive teachers. At home, it was a
very different story.
I recall bringing a report card home one day when I was in primary school.
The teacher had brought me to the front of the class to congratulate me on
achieving all A grades. I felt an overwhelming sense of accomplishment
and excitement and couldn’t wait to get home to show the father and the
mother. Unbeknown to me, my excitement would be short lived.
I could hardly contain myself as I sat waiting for the mother to pick me
up and I held my card in my hands like it was the most precious gift in
the world. She was nearly always late, and as I sat there watching the
other children get greeted with loving hugs, I wondered what she would
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do and hoped she might be different this time. It seemed like she only
had two moods; grumpy and stressed out, but I hoped what I had to
show her might make her happy. In fact, most things that I did were
based on trying to please her.
Finally, I saw the familiar old Valiant turn the corner, and I looked at
her face as she approached, hoping for a sign she might be open to
receiving my good news. She stared blankly ahead. The car came to a
stop, and I pulled open the big heavy door. Not being able to hold back
my enthusiasm I started telling her “look, mum, I got all A’s on my report
card” and I went on, without taking a breath, to say how the teacher had
brought me to the front of the class and how exciting it all was.
Before I could complete the sentence, she snapped at me with all the
distaste she could muster, “for f%#@ sake, shut the door, and stop making
me wait!” Then continued with “so you think you’re something special
now I suppose”, and told me to “shut up before I give you a backhand”.
Knowing better than to push her when she was in a mood like this, I did
what I was told, and said nothing further all the way home.
As soon as I got to our driveway though I could see the father over at the
shed. I jumped out to open the gate, then took out my report card and
raced over to tell him. Surely he would be proud of me like the teacher
was. I ran towards him. Once I was within ear shot I began, “look, daddy,
I got all A’s on my report card”. He stopped what he was doing and turned
as I approached.
His face lit up with a smile as I continued, between excited breaths, to tell
him what the teacher had done. In my enthusiasm, what I hadn’t noticed
was his smile had changed. It was no longer a ‘sharing the joy with you’
smile or even a ‘happy, proud daddy smile’. No, it was a creepy smirk,
like the one a hungry lion gets in its eyes when it sees a deer frolicking
in the grass. He was looking at me with sexual admiration. My innocent
excitement and pure joy were arousing him.
He said to me “why don’t you come with me and tell me more about
it”. Unknowingly and trusting him, I followed him into the shed as I
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continued to chat excitedly about the whole experience. Once inside he
turned and reached down to me, grabbing my face in his hands he told
me “you’re so beautiful when you’re happy” and then he forced his big,
yucky, smelly, tongue into my mouth.
Whenever I was excited or happy, it was like it was a green light to him to
do whatever he wanted to me. It was like my happiness was a drug that
he had to take from me, in order for him to survive. I would be forced to
kneel before him and take him in my mouth. He seemed to get so much
pleasure from seeing the happiness drain from my face and turn into fear
and tears, as he would instruct me what to do to him.
This routine would happen for every good report card I received or any
dance concerts that I won, or got placed at. Basically, any time I was
super excited, or filled with happiness. He was like a vampire, draining
the life out of me.
I soon learnt not to share my wins, and also not to be happy around him
or her. I became conditioned to expect bad things to happen, whenever
something good occurred in my life. Eventually, I decided it wasn’t worth
celebrating anything because of the cost afterwards.
For the mother’s part, she taught me that if she wasn’t happy, then no one
else could be either. It was like she despised me even more than normal
if I was happy for any reason. This environment created more inner
torment for me because I wanted to be happy, and I loved the feeling of a
sense of achievement. Consequently, to deal with this I would only ever
celebrate anything for a small moment, usually when I was alone, and
then my guard would go up, ready to protect me again.
I had a similar experience when it came to having things done for me. It
didn’t matter if it was helping me with the dishes or fixing my bike. If I
ever needed the father to do anything, I knew, it would always ‘cost’ me
later. The first opportunity we were alone, he would remind me what he
had done for me and that I owed him and had to ‘pay him back’ with
sexual favours.
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As a result, I became extremely resourceful and fiercely independent.
There was rarely anything I couldn’t do myself, and if there were, I usually
would decide I didn’t want it due to the cost. This carried through into
my adult life where I believed I didn’t need anyone’s help. I had a fear of
owing someone which in turn cost me time, money and friendships as I
eventually discovered you can’t do it all alone.
I had a belief within me that nothing in life was free. If anyone ever did
anything for me or gave me anything, I felt I had to return the favour
or find a way to gift something of equal or more value back to them.
This made giving to me extremely difficult and awkward as it was so
important to me that I didn’t ‘owe’ anyone.
Interestingly enough I didn’t believe that when it came to other people.
I freely gave without expectation of anything in return. Maybe because
I hated it being done to me so much or maybe it was because I thought
those rules didn’t apply to me. I had been conditioned to believe I would
always owe.
I loved to give just for the sake of giving. If someone needed something,
or if it was their birthday or a lot of the time, simply because I saw
something that made me think of them, I would just buy it for them or
make it for them. I believe I got this from my natural mother who also
has a generous heart.
I discovered this when many years later I met my biological mother. She
was always buying me gifts and her house overflowed with things she
was making, and gifts she had bought, for other people. Initially, I found
this difficult to accept, and a challenge to get used to. She had such a
huge heart, though, and a wonderful fashion taste and she was my real
mother. So, before long, I learnt to accept her beautiful gifts, and they are
now some of my most treasured possessions.
What was interesting was that I discovered she didn’t like other people
giving to her either. As mentioned earlier, it’s in my nature to give, and I
tried again and again to buy things and to do things for her, but she just
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made it so darn difficult and basically impossible. It was like a battle with
her, which took away the joy of the actual giving.
I prefer to give gifts that people will use or need, so it wasn’t like I was
choosing things that she didn’t want, but she just didn’t like accepting
anything. It became increasingly frustrating and disappointing, and I felt
like I couldn’t be myself around her. Giving was part of my nature, in
fact, it’s part of every human being’s fundamental makeup, to give to
others. When she refused, it felt like she wasn’t letting me be me.
It suddenly dawned on me one day that she may have been doing this for
the same reasons I had, that she didn’t want to ‘owe’ anyone. Or maybe
it was because she didn’t want to feel vulnerable, like she needed to be
helped. She was a very independent woman. She’d had her fair share of
challenges in life and was proud of how far she had come on her own,
and rightfully so.
We never did discuss it so I don’t actually know. It could also have been
that she didn’t feel like she deserved anything or she didn’t know about
the gifts of receiving. There are lots of reasons why we as humans often
don’t accept gifts, compliments, encouragement and support from other
people. Fundamentally they all come down to fear.
It might be a fear of vulnerability, a fear of not being good enough, a fear
of owing or a fear of what others will think. Whatever the fear is, what it’s
doing is denying the giver of the natural flow of giving and it’s denying
the receiver of the beauty of receiving. As long as a gift or compliment is
given genuinely and without conditions, then by refusing such a gift you
are essentially saying to the world that you don’t deserve anything good.
This just isn’t true. Everyone deserves all things good simply as a right of
being born on this beautiful earth. If you believe you don’t deserve good
things, then you are blocking any opportunities of good coming to you,
and that’s not living in freedom.
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Lesson - How I Learnt To Receive And Celebrate
For women, especially in this day and age, receiving graciously can
be a challenge. When someone offers to give us something or to do
something for us, we often negate it or flatly refuse. Whether this is a
gift, a dinner, a compliment or simply to be there as support. We have
been so conditioned by society to say no, that we don’t know what we are
missing out on.
Often it’s the fear of ‘owing’ the other person, especially if it’s a man or we
are in the corporate world. Sometimes it’s the fear that we don’t deserve
it, and it can often be the fear that we may be seen as weak if we do accept
that helping hand. Nothing could be further from the truth.
If you look at all the successful women who have gone out and forged
their way in the world, they didn’t do it alone. Instead, they showed a
high level of courage and confidence by accepting advice, guidance and
support from others along the way, and often sought it out.
If you are trying to do it all alone, then you are actually letting your fears
control you, and that can never end well. Instead of succeeding, you will
either get sick from all the stress and overwhelm of attempting to do it all
yourself, or you will fail because you stretched yourself too thinly.
The other thing that happens when you say no to someone’s offer of help
or gifts is you are stopping them from giving. Remember how good it
feels to give to another, well, by saying no, you deny them all those good
feelings. Instead, they may feel rejected, unwanted or just plain stifled
from expressing themselves.
If you don’t do it for yourself, then do it for those who are wanting to give
to you. Let them. This is the gift of receiving that you can give. Give it a
go and you might be surprised by how much of a positive impact it can
have on you, your life and your connection with others.
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Now let’s look at celebrating. In this modern world, we are all so busy
trying to be superwomen and do everything ourselves and be everything
to everyone that we have forgotten how to celebrate. In Australia
especially, there is an issue called, “tall poppy syndrome” where, if you
are seen to be celebrating your wins and enjoying your success, other
people feel the need to bring you down.
It’s terrible. I never used to believe it existed until I began to travel and
experience other countries. In Australia, we are only too happy to help
you if you are the underdog, but as soon as you get bigger than we are,
we have to bring you down to size. I’m generalising of course, and there
are always the exceptions.
I experienced this first hand when I started my first fitness studio and
was doing quite well with it growing rapidly. I had lots of people who
wanted to help me grow and succeed. But there was one person who took
a dislike to my success and decided to voice their invidious opinions via
a newspaper article. What made it even more interesting was they had
never even met me personally.
Besides the comments being completely untrue it was very hurtful both
to me personally and to my business reputation. When confronted, they
just said they had wanted to bring me ‘down to size’. In other words, they
had wanted to bring me back down to their level.
What this mentality of ‘you can’t get bigger or do better than me’ breeds
is a country of people who are too afraid to celebrate their wins and
their successes. In workshops it’s often a challenge to get people, and
especially business people, to celebrate with even just a pat on the back.
Ultimately, this is affecting everyone because success breeds success. So,
if you aren’t willing to celebrate your successes, then you are telling other
people they shouldn’t succeed either. Plus, by ‘keeping it to yourself ’ like
so many Australians say you should, it damages your ability to succeed
more.
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If you aren’t celebrating your wins, then you won’t attract more wins. By
not celebrating each milestone, you are telling the universe that you don’t
deserve to succeed, so that’s exactly what will happen. Be sure to make a
point at each level or step you take, to stop and congratulate yourself in
any way that you will enjoy. Share your success with others so they too
can be inspired to succeed and also continue to encourage your future
success.

Exercise - Receiving Compliments
What happens when someone gives you a compliment? Do you smile
and say thank you? Or do you deny it by implying they don’t really
know you? If someone says that you look beautiful do you negate it by
telling them it is just an old dress or a cheap blouse? Or maybe you feel
obliged when someone says something kind to you, that you must say
something nice in return? Here are a few steps you can do to learn the
gift of receiving:
1. For the next thirty days (and preferably forever) practice receiving
compliments graciously. What this means is that when someone
gives you a compliment you simply smile and say “thank you”.
That’s it! Nothing more, nothing less, just thank you.
2. Write it down. Each time you receive a compliment, write
it down in your journal or start a Love Jar and put it in there.
Record exactly what the other person complimented you on and
be as detailed as you can. This is an excellent book or jar to open
when you are having a ‘blah’ moment and be reminded of what
others see in you.
3. Take notice of when you give a compliment or offer to help
someone and they say no. How do you feel? Do you want others
to feel that way when you refuse their generosity and kindness?
4. Give to yourself. This is the first step in accepting from others.
Do something nice for yourself once a week as a minimum. It
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doesn’t have to be a grand gesture; it can be as simple as making
yourself a cup of cocoa and taking 30 minutes out of your day
to read a magazine. Or take yourself off to get a manicure. By
giving to yourself, you will learn to accept it from others because
you will be reminded that you are worth it.
5. Saying “yes, thank you”. For the next thirty days when someone
offers to give you something or do something for you, say yes
and thank them. This doesn’t mean you owe them! It’s not about
keeping score! All you are doing is opening your heart and
allowing them to give to you. Write down what happens when
you say yes and what opportunities come from that and what
you learn from the experience.
6. Celebrate your wins. For the next thirty days (and preferably
forever) get into the habit of celebrating your wins. Each
milestone or goal that you reach share your success with five
people. Yes, five! Tell them how it feels for you to have achieved
your goal and remember that if they react negatively to this new
behaviour of yours, all it means is that they need to practice
being happy. It has nothing to do with you, and all about them
learning how to be happy for themselves and others. Remember,
the more you celebrate your wins, the more you will attract and
achieve.
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“Comparison is the thief of joy”
Theodore Roosevelt

Being My Own Best Friend

Chapter 5

Being My Own Best Friend

T

hroughout most of my school life, I was a ballerina. I had long
straight hair that was always pulled tightly off my face into a
bun or ponytail. I didn’t know what a hairdresser was as I had
never been to one. As for doing ‘pretty’ girl things with the mother like
painting your nails, playing dress ups or with makeup, well let’s just say
she wasn’t into playing with us kids.
I got my first real dress from the grandmother when I was eleven. Before
that, I would wear hand me down clothes from my two adoptive brothers.
I played in sand pits with Tonka trucks that the boys had been given,
rode bikes and made go karts to fly down the gravel hill which usually
ending badly because the brakes were your feet. Cardboard would be put
in the bottom of our shoes when we wore holes in them but we never
dared to complain, for fear of the repercussions.
My only escape into the feminine world was my ballet. I got to wear pretty
pink tutus and sometimes even a tiara. I absolutely loved when I got to
go on stage because of all the hair, makeup and sequins everywhere. I
will be forever grateful for all the scholarships that I won enabling me to
continue dancing for so many years. It gave me so much to look forward
to and to lose myself in.
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Living on a farm and surviving through three droughts meant that water
conservation was a major issue. Often we would have a bath that was
shared between the whole family. This usually meant that I went last.
When we moved to a much colder state, the hot water was the issue due
to the expense so showers were limited to a couple of minutes at most.
Consequently, my hair washing was done only every second weekend
over the laundry sink.
Due to the stress I was under as a child, and the lack of flowing hot water
resulting in greasy hair most of the time, I broke out with acne from
quite a young age. I was covered in acne on my face, my chest, shoulders
and back and because of my hairstyle, or lack thereof, I had no way to
hide it. It was even worse when it came to ballet as there was nowhere to
hide my terrible skin.
I also have a rather large forehead that was made worse by my hair always
being pulled off my face, and crooked teeth with two large ‘rabbit teeth’ at
the front, followed by some ‘fangs’ on each side and a mix of everything
else. Needless to say, there was plenty of ammunition and I was picked
on…a lot.
At school, I was reticent and shy. I used to get beaten up regularly and
my lunch stolen (which I didn’t really care that much about as I didn’t
usually want to eat it anyway) but the worst of it was my nickname. I
didn’t have a cool nickname like the popular kids did. No. I was called
“Ugly” by everyone except the teachers. Everywhere I went it was “hi
ugly” and “what’s ugly got for lunch today”. This hurt me but there wasn’t
a lot I could do about it. I knew that when I looked into the mirror, what
I saw wasn’t the same as the popular and pretty girls.
As I grew into a young adult, I finally had the freedom to make my
own decisions about the way I looked and what I wore. I was able to
do something about my teeth, my hair, and my acne cleared up. I was
left with just a small amount of scarring. I got into the fitness craze
of aerobics and weight training and trained at least four hours a day.
Consequently, I had a fairly good figure. I knew I wasn’t model material
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by any stretch of the imagination, but I could hold my own when it came
to looking OK and fitting in.
The problem was that it didn’t matter how many ‘improvements’ I made to
my appearance, or how many people said I was beautiful, I still believed I
was ugly. My favourite magazine was Vogue and I would compare myself
to the girls in it with their beautiful flawless skin, pouting lips and perfect
shaped noses. If I were at a party, I would compare myself to the prettiest
girl there or to anyone else. She has more money, she has better nails, has
nicer shoes, shinier hair and on and on I would go.
My fear had me locked into the world of constantly comparing myself to
others. It had me convinced this was a good thing because that was how
I was going to improve myself. Thanks to the mother who was always
concerned about how we appeared to everyone else, I had picked up that
self-improvement was only necessary on the outside and it was all about
how you looked compared to everyone else.
It didn’t matter if I had the latest dress, shoes, jewellery, or handbag. If
I had a convertible sports car or a fabulous job or successful business,
because even when I had all of those things, what was important was the
next level up. I was forever putting myself under pressure to do it better,
and better, and better.
People would pay me a compliment saying they liked my dress or loved
my smile or my body was amazing, and I wouldn’t believe they were
telling the truth. My fear would have me think they were just being nice,
or that they wanted something from me. It had me convinced they didn’t
know me and so how could they say such a thing. If they really knew me,
they wouldn’t be saying it!
Or, I would negate their compliment completely, as if they didn’t know
what they were talking about. I would rattle off a list of things, pointing
out flaws that they probably hadn’t seen, that were wrong with me, or
what I was wearing. “Yes but it doesn’t fit me properly here”, or “thanks
but I have this terrible blemish on my nose”. Basically, not accepting their
compliments at all, because I didn’t believe them to be true.
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As I went through my twenties and thirties, I gained the body confidence
that I looked good physically, yet still I wouldn’t accept that the rest of
me was anything less than ugly. I was completely missing the point. If
I received a compliment, I would always say “Yes but my face is pretty
average”, or “yes but my hair is a mess today”, or even “yes but I need
a paper bag over my head”. What I was missing was that none of what
was happening on the outside really mattered. When someone said I was
beautiful, it was about what they saw from within me. What they were
seeing was beyond my mask and I didn’t even recognise it.
As I have grown older, my body has begun to change. I now exercise
less and enjoy food and wine more. I’ve lost my tight youthful skin, my
skinny waistline and toned butt, and the lines of time have begun to
show. I’ve had to come to terms with losing what I considered were my
good looks. But I’ve discovered something much better.
It’s all happened at about the same time that I have come to terms with
learning to love who I am as a person and finally I get it. When everyone
used to say, it’s what’s on the inside that counts, I never really understood
what they meant. But now I do. The energy you put out that comes from
your heart and soul is what is the beauty that others really see. You can
have the most beautiful girl in the world but if she is sad or dark inside
she won’t look near as beautiful as a girl who shines with confidence and
self-acceptance.
Becoming my own best friend has been the best thing I have ever done.
Think about the way that you think about yourself or talk to yourself.
Would you speak to your best friend like that? I don’t think so. Some of
the things I used to say to myself were appalling. But not anymore! And
I encourage you to do the same for yourself. You deserve to be treated
right, with admiration and respect, and it’s about time you started doing
it.
There are still days where, like most women, there are little things that I
don’t like about myself but what I have learnt is that beauty comes from
what’s behind the mask. It’s my kind heart, my crazy personality, my
passion and my life experiences, that have created what is beautiful about
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me. This amazing vessel that houses all of that is doing the best that it
can, and I am grateful for it. Are you grateful for yours?

Lesson - How I’ve Learnt To Accept Who I Really Am
I’ve learnt that comparing yourself is a no win strategy. When you
compare yourself to someone else, you are guaranteed to feel bad about
yourself. Why? Because if you compare yourself and decide that you
are ‘better’ than them, it means you are looking down on someone and
passing judgement. That’s never going to make you feel good. Who are
you to say that you are better than someone else.
Or if you compare yourself and make them better than you then that will
only make you feel worse about yourself than you already did and add
to any self-hatred that you may already have going on. Now is that really
what you want to be doing? Life’s too short to be wasting time making
yourself feel bad about yourself!
You can never win when you compare. When you compare you are always
comparing apples to oranges or pears, because no one human being is the
same as another. So, no matter how many people you compare yourself
to, it is never going to be a true comparison, because they aren’t you. You
aren’t living their life, with their experiences and they aren’t living yours.
Regardless of how well you know someone, you never really know what
they have had to endure to get to where they are right now, and you will
never know. So instead, how about focusing on your own life and where
you’re going?
Plus, it’s not real. Have you ever noticed how you don’t compare yourself
when you’re feeling good about yourself, it’s always when you are already
feeling down about something? A comparison is just a nasty little tool
your fear uses in an attempt at keeping you feeling bad about yourself.
Stop feeding your fear! Your fear loves it when you compare because it
uses everything that you discover ‘wrong’ with you to keep you small and
55

FACING FEARS

to keep you thinking that you aren’t doing well. When you focus on all
this negativity, there is no way you can stretch and grow. Therefore, your
fear has done its job to keep you ‘safe’, and to keep you the same. Don’t let
your fear win. You deserve better than that.
Ultimately, the only person you need to be in competition with is
yourself. If you want to make yourself better and stretch yourself to grow,
then focus on doing one thing differently today than you did yesterday.
If you want to compare, then compare yourself with what you were
doing six months ago, a year ago, five years ago and see how far you
have come. Are you going in the direction you want to be? If not, then
change direction. This is your life to do with it whatever you want so stop
comparing yourself to someone else’s life. They are on a different journey
to you. Get out there and do your thing, do what makes your heart sing.

Exercise - Becoming Your Own Best Friend
This is a pretty big exercise and is designed to have you practice loving you
more. Give yourself some time to do this one. It may feel uncomfortable
initially, in fact, I’m sure it will.
When you start to do this, your fear may have you worrying that it’s
egotistical, or stupid or that it won’t work. The truth is, it’s healthy to
appreciate what is good about yourself and you need to do this if you
want to live a life of freedom from your fears.
So just recognise it’s your fear telling you fibs and do the exercise anyway.
We are all beautiful in our own unique ways and have our own individual
gifts and talents; let’s discover yours.
1. Write a list of 50 things (yes 50) that you can appreciate your
body for. Start each one with “I appreciate”. For example,
I appreciate my legs for carrying me forward every day. I
appreciate my ears for enabling me to hear the sounds of laughter.
I appreciate my sensitive skin that enables me to feel so much.
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Make sure that each statement is said in the positive. Take your
time to do this over a period of a week but you must get to 50.
Note: Write each one on a new line.
2. Write a list of 20 skills that you are good at. For example, you
might be good at sewing, administration, gardening, or good at
calculations. If you get stuck, ask your friends what they think you
are good at. You may be surprised at how many skills you have.
Note: Write each one on a new line.
3. Write a list of 10 qualities you like about yourself. Write
down each one starting with “I am”. For example, I
am a good listener, I am a generous person with my
time, I am a hard worker, I am an affectionate person.
Note: Write each one on a new line.
4. Once you have completed all of these three lists, with a pair of
scissors, cut each of the lists into individual statements and put
them all in your Compliment Jar (from the previous chapter).
This is where you go to when you are feeling down on yourself,
when you catch yourself comparing, when you just need a pick
me up. Open the jar and read as many as you need to until you
feel better about yourself again.
5. For the next thirty days, at the end of the day in a special journal
(you can use the Facing Fears Journal available from the website,
or one of your own), write down one thing you like about
yourself from that day. Start it with “I am…” The idea of this is to
remind you each day of what is good about you.
6. OK. The last step of this exercise (I told you this was a big
one) is the best part. It can also be the most challenging, but
it brings the most significant shifts, changes and growth.
This is a modified exercise that I learnt from Louise
Hay. Every morning when you get up, I want you to
look into your eyes in a mirror and repeat “I love you, I
really do” at least ten times, until you believe it. This may
be difficult initially but it will get easier I promise you.
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This process can also be used throughout the day or at any time
when your fear starts focusing on what’s ‘wrong’ with you. Pull
out your Facing Fears Journal and choose one of your “I am”
statements. Then look into your eyes in a mirror and repeat that
statement again and again until you realise the truth…you are
beautiful because you are you!
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“Whenever you hold back the tears,
you are drowning your heart”
Author unknown

Big Girls Do Cry

Chapter 6

Big Girls Do Cry

A

fter a childhood of having to wear my brother’s hand me downs
and second-hand boy’s uniforms, the mother finally got me my
first girls school uniform. I was so excited. I felt like I was one
step closer to being like the other girls at school. It was a second-hand
dress that she had made alterations to because it was too big, but I didn’t
care. To me, it was an opportunity to reduce the bullying, and a chance
to fit in and possibly be accepted a little bit more.
We lived a good hour away from school by bus, and another twenty
minutes by car from the bus stop. Unless it were raining, we would almost
always have to ride our bikes to the bus stop, and then wait patiently to
get on the bus, arriving at school before anyone else, and the same in
reverse at the end of the school day to come home. It made for long days,
but we were kids and didn’t care, we didn’t know anything different.
This particular morning, I jumped on my bike and began the long ride
to the bus stop. It felt so good to feel the wind on my legs, the heat of the
summer sun on my back, and I had a huge smile on my face. Nothing
was going to ruin my good mood or this perfect day.
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It was Magpie nesting season, and these birds are particularly aggressive
when they have a nest to protect. They will swoop down on you and have
been known to rip people’s heads open with their beaks, or so I had been
told. Having grown up with these birds, though, I wasn’t particularly
phased by the ones I would have to pass by that day to get to the bus stop.
The majority of the road there was gravel (stones and dirt). Approximately
a third of the way along, there was a steep downhill to a gully and an
equally steep climb up the other side. Every day, my brother and I would
race each other down the hill as fast as we possibly could, to make it
as far up the other side, before having to get off and push. He always
won because he was so much bigger than me but I loved the competition
anyway.
This day was no different, and we headed down the hill at full speed. I
knew the Magpies were about a third the way down, but I thought if I
were fast enough, they wouldn’t bother me. I was wrong. I heard their
screeching protective cry and felt one swoop just above my head. I threw
my arm up in the air in an attempt to scare it away, at precisely the same
time my bike wheel hit a rock.
Suddenly I saw the gravel hurtling towards me, as I flew over the
handlebars. I put out my hands as a natural reaction to protect my face,
and the next thing I knew I was sliding down the hill, face down on my
stomach, in the dirt. I remember seeing my school books go sliding past,
and my bike too. It all seemed to happen in slow motion and took forever
to finally stop, almost at the bottom of the hill.
My brother had been ahead and had heard my scream as I hit the road.
He had slowed down, turned around, and come back to check on me. I
instantly felt the sting in my hands, on my hips and my knees. As I lay
there with the sound of the Magpies now in the distance, I wriggled my
feet and squeezed my hands into a fist, and was relieved nothing felt
broken.
My biggest disappointment, though, as I picked up myself, my books and
bike, was when I looked down. My beautiful new summer dress now had
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rips in it where my hip bones stuck through. I was so angry. Why had it
happened today? Why couldn’t it have happened yesterday when I was
in my ugly boy jeans. My hopes and dreams were over, my new start as
‘normal’ was gone.
As I wiped away my tears of shock and disappointment, the next decision
I had to make was, do we continue to the bus stop or go home? I loved
going to school as it was my escape and consequently, I didn’t want to
miss it. Plus, the thought of going home and having to face the mother
was terrifying. The problem was, my wounds had started to bleed, and
I knew I would be covered in blood soon. Even if I made it to school, it
would be hours before the nurse arrived.
I decided that if we raced home straight away, maybe I could get cleaned
up, and the mother would take us to the bus stop this one time, and then
we could still make it to school for the day. So we headed back up the hill
towards home. By the time I got to the gate at the top of our driveway, the
blood from my hips and knees was now dripping down onto my shoes
and all over my bike. I knew I was going to be in trouble for this one!
As I walked into the kitchen, I tried so very hard not to cry, but I was
so scared of her expected outburst and every part of me was stinging.
I managed to stop from sniffling, but the tears flowed silently down my
cheeks. I must have been a sight because when she saw me, the look
on her face was initially of shock. Her expression soon turned to the
expected anger and the verbal abuse began.
“What have you done now” she yelled without an ounce of affection.
“You are such a pain in my ass; I don’t have time for this!” She continued,
“you have ruined your uniform, and I’m not getting you another one. Do
you know how much that cost me” and then, “stop your crying right now
or I’ll give you something to cry about”.
She remained true to her word. She would hit me, hard, every time she
heard me sniffle, even when she put the Dettol (antiseptic) on my wounds.
I couldn’t hold back, and I let out a whimper as I tried desperately to
withhold the scream from the pain. The smack in the head shut me up.
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I was then reminded, all the way to the bus stop, why I was such a burden
to her and the family, and how she wished she didn’t have me around. I
never did get another uniform either, so instead I stitched up the holes
and wore it to school regardless. I so desperately wanted to fit in, and I
just kept telling myself it looked tough instead of poor.
This accident is just one example of when I wasn’t allowed to cry, or show
any emotion, but there were plenty more throughout my childhood. I
would get hit for no reason, or ‘punished’ with the belt for talking or
making noise. It was always worse if I cried, so I learnt pretty quickly,
how to hide my feelings and become numb to pain. I became the perfect
child, seen but not heard, and I worked very hard at never doing anything
wrong. Unfortunately, regardless of how good I was, they would always
find something I’d done wrong, or make one up.
The father was the same. There were times when I couldn’t help but cry
with the vulgar things he would force me to do and when I did he would
hit me. I guess it made him feel bad if I was crying too much. It seemed
so important to him that I enjoyed our ‘sessions’. So I would comply and
bury my true feelings even further.
It was drummed into my psyche that how we looked on the outside was
critical to the parents and at the time, these were the people I thought I
was supposed to please, and so I would abide by their ridiculous rules.
I became an expert at hiding what I felt and acting as if everything was
OK. Putting on my happy mask, while inside I was crying.
As I grew through my teenage years and into a young adult, the habit
of not crying or showing my emotions served me well, or so I thought.
I came across as strong, confident, and not to be messed with. Little did
anyone know, I would cry myself to sleep all too often.
I thought it was important for me to keep up this tough exterior because
of the types of places I was living and because I was so alone in the world.
My tough exterior hid my real feelings, and I kept everyone at a distance.
I didn’t allow anyone to get close to me for fear that if I let my guard
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down and shared what I truly felt, I might be taken advantage of, laughed
at, rejected or beaten.
As I continued this pattern throughout my life, the unrecognised
emotions built up inside of me like a pressure cooker. Every bit of pain,
sadness and suffering along with even the good emotions such as joy,
love and happiness, just lay dormant within me, never escaping to the
surface. I had the lid on tight, and I thought I had it under control.

Lesson - How I Learnt Bottling Up My Emotions
Doesn’t Work
It turns out; you can’t bottle up everything forever. Eventually, all that
emotion, if left unchecked, has to come out somehow or somewhere.
I have seen it in others where it explodes from within them through
violence and anger. Some people try desperately to numb it through
drugs or food, but eventually, it’s got to come out. For me, it surfaced at
a workshop I was attending.
I was constantly searching for opportunities to know how the mind, and
life, worked. Always hungry to learn, in an attempt to understand myself
and others. Initially, this came from a need to protect myself. I thought
that if I could understand what other people were thinking, then I could
be more prepared. Often, however, it would be more a part of my own
healing process, as was the case this time.
I had enrolled in a week-long Tony Robbins event in Hawaii where I was
going to learn how to ‘master my life’. The opportunity of having more
control over my life appealed to me and I naively presumed I wouldn’t
have to participate too deeply. I could breeze through the course, learning
what I needed to, without having to dig into my past and I could learn by
supporting others. That was the plan. However, it wasn’t to be.
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I had made it through the majority of the week taking notes and
supporting others with their journey. I loved focusing on others because
it meant I could avoid my story. I came into the morning session feeling
confident and ‘together’.
It seemed like every single part of that morning session had been tailored
specifically to trigger me. The words used by the leader stirred up my
emotions, the exercises dug deep and stung me to my core, even the lady
who got up on stage and spoke about how she had been an abused child.
It was like a conspiracy designed to ignite my repressed feelings.
Suddenly tears began to roll down my cheeks at the most inappropriate
moment. No one else was crying. In fact, it was a light, happy and
inspiring segment of the course. There was absolutely nothing at all that
I should have been upset about.
At that point, the timing didn’t seem to matter. I couldn’t help it; I just
had to cry. I felt completely out of control of my emotions and all the
years of pent up feelings were welling up inside of me and wanting to
escape.
I had to get out of there and quickly! I stood up, kept my head down
and squeezed past the others in my row. I headed for the door, carefully
avoiding the support crew members who I knew would ask if I was
alright. I didn’t know how I would answer them because the truth was, I
didn’t understand where the tears were coming from, I just knew I had
to stop them.
I found a quiet corner and began to attempt to pull myself together by
breathing deeply and focusing on anything else, other than myself. Ignore
the feelings and squash them down deeper, I kept saying to myself.
Suddenly a crew member interrupted and began to probe with caring
questions that only seemed to make matters worse. With what little
control I had left, I calmly explained I was OK, and just needed a minute
alone. Thankfully they accepted that and walked away.
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After they had left, everything that had been said that morning and that
week began to play over in my mind. It triggered a flood of memories
and emotions that had been bottled up for far too long. I couldn’t hold it
in any longer, and I began crying hysterically.
As I spiraled further and further out of control, my darkest emotions
began to surface. All the feelings of self-hatred, failure and self-loathing
I had suppressed for so long, together with the pain from all the years of
abuse, came up all at once. I felt consumed by the emotional pain, hatred
and anger.
It was terrible. I loathed what was happening to me. I felt totally out of
control, and my fear soon convinced me that I couldn’t handle it. As I
spiralled further, I came to the conclusion that the only way to stop it was
to end my life. I wanted to stop the pain that was worse than any other
pain I could ever remember feeling before. I just couldn’t handle going
on any longer and the constant fight to hide all that was now surfacing.
I felt like I had failed.
My fear was entirely in control of my mind at that point and started
validating my ‘solution’ by filling my head with untrue thoughts like
“there is no one here who knows you”, and “there is no one at home who
will miss you”. Fear had me believing that the pain of losing control was
worse than dying and therefore, ending my life was the best solution. It
seems ridiculous writing this now, but at the time it felt very real and
true to me.
Finally, I wiped away the tears, picked up my exhausted body, and began
to climb the nearby stairs. I had a plan now, a purpose, a job to do. I was
going to stop this once and for all. My goal was to get to the highest point
of the building and simply walk off it. In my clouded mind I calculated
that it would be quick, it was easily accessible, and I would get to ‘fly’ just
before I died. Somehow, in my confused state, I equated that was going
to be better than the reality. Really!
On the second last level of the building, I was almost there when I was
interrupted by a young man walking towards me. I tried to ignore him,
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but he smiled and said ‘hi, how are you doing”. I managed a weird grin
and said “yep” and attempted to continue on my way. Before I knew
what was happening, he had opened his arms and hugged me in a warm
embrace, and he wouldn’t let go.
He didn’t say a word, he just held me, like I had not been held by someone
for a very long time. I tried so very hard not to start crying again, but I
had no energy left to fight it anymore. I began sobbing uncontrollably
into his shoulder as he just kept holding me tight.
I cried and cried and cried until I could barely stand up any longer. I
don’t know how long we were there for until he was able to finally sit
me down and quietly began talking to me. “Hi, I’m Simon”. Aware of the
fact that I had just dumped twenty years of emotion onto his shoulder, I
apologized for my outburst. He said, “it’s OK to cry, it’s actually good for
you in fact” and followed it with a big smile.
Simon continued to sit with me for what seemed like hours. He chose not
to return to the program going on inside in order to just be there for me.
It was the most beautiful gift anyone had given me up to that point, and
I am forever grateful he came along at that precise moment.
Support crew members eventually joined us, and even the big man
himself, Tony Robbins, came out and spoke with me personally to check
that I was alright. Simon stayed with me the whole time until I was ready
to go back inside.
This experience turned out to be one of the major turning points in
my life. I went on to participate fully for the remainder of the program
and even stood up in front of the 2000 participants to share my story
of abuse, for the first time in my life, which was an enlightening and
uplifting experience.
I came home and continued the journey by hiring a professional
therapist to support me to learn how to deal with all the new emotions
and memories that had surfaced and to teach me how to express how I
felt so I no longer bottled up my emotions.
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Lesson - How I Learnt It Was Alright To Cry
Since then, I’ve learnt that it’s OK to have feelings and emotions. In fact,
it means you are human if you do. Putting on a ‘happy’ face mask and
acting as if everything is OK may give you a sense of being in control
and a feeling of safety, but it’s not healthy. Eventually, those emotions
will have to come up, somewhere, sometime, and usually, at the most
inopportune moment.
With that in mind, I’ve learnt it is much better to express those feelings
than to bottle them up inside. There is no reason to fear what we might
feel because whatever shows up, I know I can handle it, we all can.
Fear may try to convince us that we can’t, but I know the truth is, we are
all capable of handling whatever emotion that shows up, regardless of
how painful it might be. All we have to do is believe that we can and learn
how to recognise when fear is trying to convince us otherwise.
It’s important not to negate what you’re feeling either because feelings
can be signals that something isn’t quite right. Maybe a boundary of
yours has been violated, or you are about to take an action that goes
against your core values, or maybe it’s your sixth sense trying to warn
you about someone or something.
Then there are all those wonderful feelings of love, joy and happiness
that are magnificent to share. These feelings create connection and can
affect others in a positive way. Having the courage to tell someone you
love them and even allowing yourself to feel vulnerable are all wonderful
feelings that when shared, allow others to give you love.
So when something upsets you, troubles you, or creates any emotion
within you, rather than react immediately, it’s a good idea to check in
with what you are really feeling and where it is actually coming from.
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All feelings and emotions need to be firstly acknowledged and then
honoured. What I mean is, it’s important to stop and check in exactly
where that feeling is coming from and is it real or is it fear. Give it the
time it deserves to determine what it is trying to tell you.
If you can’t stop and think about it at that moment, be sure to set aside
some time to do so later. Don’t just sweep it under the rug or bottle it up
thinking it doesn’t matter. Make the time to really dig deep as to what the
cause of the emotion is. Ask yourself “what am I really feeling” and “is
there something I am afraid of that is creating this feeling?”
Be aware that your fear usually doesn’t want you to discover the truth
because your fear uses your negative emotions to fool and control you.
Always check in with your gut feeling that what you uncover is the real
truth and double check it against logic and facts. Remember feelings can
lie if they are created from your fears. Maybe even run it past a friend to
see if it makes sense to them.
I also learnt that it’s absolutely alright to cry if you feel hurt or disappointed
or scared or intimidated or for any other reason. Crying is actually good
for you. Some modalities believe it’s even necessary to cry to cleanse the
past and make room for the future.
Through the support of a therapist, I was able to work through my
negative beliefs around crying. She helped me to see crying not as a sign
of weakness that needs to be punished, as I had been led to believe, but as
a way to purge the negative energy and as proof that I am human.
She taught me to use crying as a way to let go, to make room for new and
fresh experiences. I learnt that it takes strength and courage to cry and
that it can even create a deeper connection when I have the strength to
allow myself to be that little bit vulnerable and let those tears flow.
Be careful not to get stuck in your emotions, though. It can happen,
where you swing from no crying to suddenly crying all the time. Or,
from being silent, to being extremely vocal unnecessarily. Expressing
your emotions is good, but no one likes a cry baby or someone who uses
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their tears or emotions to play the ‘victim’ and ‘poor me’ pity party game.
If this happens, it means your fear is back in control again.

Exercise - Identifying Your Feelings

One thing I had difficulty with initially when I was learning how to
master my emotions was identifying my feelings and emotions. When I
started, I only had four, and they were; happy, hurt, angry or frustrated.
This exercise is designed to support you to begin to understand yourself
better. To recognise what you are feeling, to become familiar with your
feelings and to practice defining your feelings and emotions.
1. For a week, carry a small diary with you, or do it through your
calendar on your computer. Record your feelings in one word,
or two at the most.
2. At the end of the day or week, depending on how much time you
have, find a quiet place and choose one event to dig deeper with
and discover the real feelings underneath. Ask yourself “what
was I really feeling” and “what does that feeling mean to me”
plus “how does feeling like that make me feel?” The goal is to
discover some deeper set feelings and words to describe your
emotions.
Bonus: By taking the time to sit and really feel what you are
feeling you will discover that it will take away a lot of the energy
associated with that particular event. This will then give you a
clearer perspective of what the truth is about the situation, and
you may even choose to take a different path.
Note: This exercise can be quite daunting for someone who has
been ignoring their feelings for so long so be kind and gentle
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with yourself. I can assure you that by allowing yourself to get
connected with your emotions, you will become more connected
with your true self and consequently become stronger, more
confident and more emotionally intelligent. And, of course, if
you need to have a little cry, then let those tears flow, and you’ll
feel all the better for it.
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“We are never alone. We think we are but we aren’t. Loneliness
is just an illusion for when we ignore those who stand by us.”
Author unknown

You Are Never Alone

Chapter 7

You Are Never Alone

W

e were running late for school which was a regular occurrence
in our house. The older brother was driving us because he was
home at the time and we were living in the tin shed that had
been our ‘home’ for what seemed like ages. We were waiting for the father
to build the mother her dream mud brick house, which never actually
got started past making some bricks, nor would it ever be finished, which
was fairly typical of him.
I could hear the all too familiar sound of the diesel truck as it was
running its engine outside the door. The older brother was impatiently
yelling “hurry up” to both my younger adoptive brother and I as we
shoveled down a piece of dry toast with Vegemite. I remember thinking
how much I loved Vegemite with cheese but how we rarely ever had it
because we couldn’t afford the cheese.
My younger brother flew out just ahead of me and as I swung my heavily
laden backpack full of books over my shoulder and hurried out the door
the father was sitting on his ‘king-tut’ chair barking orders as usual. His
feet resting on the foot stool and he had one hand wrapped around his
fat belly while the other brushed his beard in a downward motion as if he
was contemplating something important, but he never was.
75

FACING FEARS

As I ran towards the open door of the truck, my younger brother stepped
aside to let me in. I always had to sit in the middle where there was no
seat because I was the skinniest and the girl. I had pulled the big metal
door closed behind me, but it hadn’t latched on completely and just as
I was about to jump in the truck I heard the father scream out “shut the
bloody door, you idiots”.
I threw my bag into the tray and raced back to shut it. All I did was pull
it enough so that it worked this time, but it was a big metal door, with a
heavy steel latch. When it closed, it made a loud bang. It always did, but,
this time was different. The father was sitting there poised, already angry
and waiting for something, anything, to give him a reason to take his
anger out on us. The loud noise was all he needed.
I always looked forward to school. That day, more than usual because I
had an essay I’d written that I was particularly proud of, and was excited
to be handing it to my teacher. I was sure she was going to shower me
with praise for what a good job I had done, which was the encouragement
I craved seeing as I didn’t get any from home.
The school was my escape. It got me away from ‘them’. I felt safe there,
even though I would quite regularly get beaten up and picked on; it was
nothing compared to what was happening at home. However, today was
going to be one of those days that would change my mood from excited
and happy, to quiet and painful.
I still don’t know how he managed to get his big frame out of the chair,
out the door and to the truck at such lightning speed, but by the time he
had yelled out his one sentence of abuse, suddenly he was right there. I
heard him come up behind me. I was standing at the door, with one hand
on the seat and the other on the door handle, about to climb in. I vaguely
remember my brother yelling, “Quick, get in”, but it was too late.
I turned around just as he grabbed me by the throat and slammed my
little body against the hard surface of the door. I felt the stab of pain as
the handle of the window winder jabbed into my back. He pulled me
towards him and then shoved me back towards the truck again, all the
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while hurling abuse, at the top of his lungs. This time, he pushed me
against the seat, so it wasn’t too bad, but he must have seen the relief in
my eyes because he seemed to get angrier.
The next time he pulled me back towards him, he shoved me with all his
might down into the section underneath the glove compartment, where
your feet go, and he held me there pushing hard against my throat. My
body was contorted, my back fitted into the little space, but I could feel
my bony spine hard against the frame of the truck, and my head was
pushed forward by the metal glove compartment above.
In a feeble attempt to protect myself, I tried to bring my legs up, but to no
avail. I could hear the older brother yelling “Stop, stop” above the gruff
voice of the father. It was mayhem, and I remember thinking, all this
because I closed the door as he asked to.
I looked up into the father’s eyes. The anger was like the devil had
possessed him, and his face was all red as he pushed my neck harder and
harder. He looked down at me as if I was a piece of filth, the worst child
in the world, and he seemed to propel all the hatred of his life directly at
me as if I was the cause of all his problems.
The pain of the pressure on my spine, and especially my neck, was
beginning to become unbearable. I couldn’t scream to tell him to stop, I
couldn’t breathe, there was nothing I could do except take what he was
dishing out. I closed my eyes and hoped it would end soon.
The feeling of nausea was rising in my body. I began to feel light headed.
He didn’t know it because he was lost in his rage, but he was coming very
close to either choking me to death or breaking my neck. Suddenly there
was a loud ‘thud’. Another closely followed it, and I felt his hand release.
As I gasped for air, dazed and confused I could taste the salt of my tears
on my face, and I momentarily relished in being able to breathe again
while I endeavored to clamber out of the tiny space.
I could hear my younger brother yelling at the father that he was “a
killer”, and “leave her alone.” As I got up, I saw him ducking and weaving
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to protect himself from the father’s grasp. It suddenly dawned on me
that the ‘thuds’ I’d heard had been him hitting the father. In the few
minutes afterward he even landed another couple, and managed to miss
a few of the fathers, but unfortunately, there had been a couple that had
connected too.
It all seemed to happen in slow motion but finally, the mother made an
appearance. By then the father had had enough. He never did like getting
hit himself. He stomped back inside, pushing the mother out of the way,
as she came running out the door to give my brother a hug and yell some
more abuse at me for ‘causing’ the whole episode.
Eventually, we all got back into the truck and headed off to the bus stop.
There was an eerie silence. I wiped the tears from my face. The younger
brother sat quietly beside me looking straight ahead. I never did get to
tell him how grateful I was that he was there that day. I hope that he
knows.
For the first twelve years of my life, even though, from the outside, it
looked like I had a ‘family’, I always felt I was alone. I had the mother that
hated me, hit me and blamed me for everything. The father that would
swing between saying he loved me when he wanted sex, and hating me
when he wanted someone to take out his anger. There was the older
brother to whom I was simply an annoyance, when and if he was ever
home. Then there were all the Aunties, Uncles, cousins and grandparents,
who I couldn’t tell the truth of what was happening.
Amongst all the chaos, confusion and violence, there was one angel, my
adoptive brother. It wasn’t until I grew up that I realised just how much
he had always cared for and been there for me. I just couldn’t see it at the
time and hence that’s why I felt so alone. I also couldn’t tell him what the
father was doing. There was no one I could tell. This is what my fear used
against me.
Fear would convince me for years to come, “they can’t really care about
you because they don’t know the whole story” or “they don’t know how
damaged you are” or “you aren’t lovable, so no one cares”. It played on
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my inner beliefs that had been formed through my past experiences. Of
course, none of these were true. It was just fears way of keeping me stuck
and feeling alone. Right where it wanted me to be. Stuck in my comfort
zone.

Lesson - How I Faced My Fear Of Being Alone
I’ve learnt that I am alone in this world, but so are you. We all are. From
the adoptive family to having no family at all, and now to having a family
of my own, I have come to realise that we are all alone, on our own unique
journey’s, and that’s OK because we aren’t really alone if we choose to see
it that way. Let me explain what I mean.
Even if you have a family that loves you and provides advice and
guidance, you are still alone, because there is no one else like you. So,
there will never be anyone who knows exactly what it’s like to be you.
We can imagine what it’s like to walk in someone else’s shoes, but we
will never actually know for sure. Each of us is a unique human being,
travelling on their own unique journey.
Throughout our life, we will have different experiences, which will create
our beliefs, which we will then filter future experiences through until
such time we decide to change those beliefs. You can receive guidance
and advice from friends, family and experts, but ultimately your
decisions and choices are your own to make. How you respond to and
filter experiences is all uniquely you. It’s this uniqueness that makes us all
so special, yet it’s what can also make us feel alone if we let it.
The question is, are we really alone? It could be said that, when I was
younger, I was very alone in this world because, due to the secrets I
held, I had no one I was able to connect closely with. As an adult, I had
no family what so ever for the majority of my life which could create
loneliness too. But when I honestly reflect on those times, I never truly
felt alone. I’ve always had a sense that someone, somewhere cared. That
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there was someone there to protect me, guide me and watch out for me.
Let me explain why.
There have been many times in my life where things could have gone
badly, and yet they didn’t. Like recently in Bali when I was on a scooter
and took a corner too fast in the rain. The last thing I remember were the
tires skidding, and I was heading for the ditch. Next minute, miraculously
I was upright and the corner was behind me.
There were also times when things did turn sour, but they still weren’t
as bad as they could have been. Accidents I walked away from, and
situations I survived through, where I can’t describe exactly how I did
it, but I know I was definitely not alone. There have been times when
different people showed up, just at the right time when they were needed,
to guide, protect or advise me.
I now honestly and sincerely believe that we are never alone. That we
are all part of something bigger and are each connected to whatever we
choose to believe that ‘something’ is. To me, it feels like an energy, but
to others, they might call this energy ‘God’, some call it ‘The Universe’
and some call it a varied list of different names, depending on where you
were born and the environment or religion you were brought up in.
I still don’t know exactly what to call this energy, but what I do know for
sure is that I can’t deny that it’s always there. Even in the darkest times of
my life (and there have been a few), I was never truly alone, and it was
just my own fears that had me believing that I was.
I used to be afraid of this energy because I couldn’t explain what it was.
As I’ve grown older, I’ve come to accept it more into my life, and I am
now certain there is someone (or something) that is always looking after
us. I’ve learnt to look for the angels, spirits and guides people speak of
and to trust them more often, and listen intently for the answers I need
when I’m facing a challenge or an indecision.
My fear used to have me thinking that no one cared about me. When
fear is in control, it can convince us this energy really doesn’t exist. It can
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make us blind to the people who genuinely care about us. It will tell us
that we aren’t lovable or likeable. That we are damaged, and no one could
care about us.
If you decide to believe your fear, then you will feel alone. You will push
those caring people away and ignore their suggestions and advice. You
won’t see the truth, that you are loved, and then fear has won. It doesn’t
have to be this way. Instead, you can choose to see what is around you,
and in turn, you will receive all the love and guidance that is available.
Then you are in control, not your fears.
Now this might be starting to sound a bit too ‘woo woo’ for you but
this is the way I choose to see my life, and you can too if you want to. If
you don’t believe in any of this, and you think I have gone completely
bonkers, then that’s OK. It’s ultimately your choice what you choose to
believe in, and I am just sharing what has enabled me to face my fears of
loneliness, and forge ahead in my life.
Alternatively, you can choose to believe that we are never alone, that
there is a higher energy that is looking after us, and you don’t need to be
afraid of it anymore. You can look for the angels in those around you and
decide that you are worthy of their love and kindness. Instead of pushing
them away you can appreciate all that they have to give.
It’s ultimately always all about what you decide to focus on, what you
want to believe, and what you choose to do. Once I decided to listen and
accept that I was never alone, my fear of loneliness no longer had any
control over me. Instead, I had the confidence to take the steps I needed,
to get to where I am today.
If you are afraid and feeling alone, or you feel like you don’t have anyone
that cares about you, remember that we are all alone, and yet we are
never alone, if we choose to see it that way. The fear that we are alone is
one of the top five fears people can become consumed by. Its powerful
energy can be the underlying fear that subtly controls you, without you
even realizing it.
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So, I invite you to take a look back over your life and see if you can find
examples of when people miraculously showed up when you needed
someone to help you. Those experiences where you just can’t explain
how you made it through. I believe these are the times when something
bigger than ourselves was looking after us and the people who helped us
were the angels sent to care for us. I choose to believe this, and you can
too, it’s up to you.

Exercise - Recognising You Are Not Alone
Sometimes when we are feeling blue, our fear convinces us that we are
alone. I want you to know that you are never alone, and you are loved by
something that’s bigger than what you can imagine.
This exercise is about recognising this and is designed to have you think
differently, and to look for your angels in the people around you. To
become more aware of those people who are genuinely there to help. It’s
time to stop ignoring them and instead to start appreciating them.
1. Think of five different times in your life when you were facing a
challenge and felt like you were alone. You didn’t know how you
were going to make it through. Times when you couldn’t see a
solution, or how to take the next step forward, and perhaps you
felt like you couldn’t go on. Briefly, note those down.
2. For each situation, I want you to think of someone, anyone,
that said or did something supportive for you during that time,
and write down what they did or said. It doesn’t have to be a big
thing they did, it can be something small that perhaps you didn’t
notice at the time, but later you realised how much it had helped
you to get through.
3. Take a moment to give thanks for each of those people. Write
down for each one “thank you for being there when I thought I
was alone; I am so grateful you were there”.
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4. Repeat this as many times as you need to until you come to
realise that in every situation where you thought you were alone,
there was always an angel looking out for you. Yes, you may
have had ‘bad’ experiences, but those were part of your journey
and happened for a reason. What I want you to focus on is the
people, thoughts or things that didn’t have to be there, but they
were. These were what helped to get you through that experience
and these I believe are your angels.
5. Next, look at where you are today and I want you to find at least
five people in your life who genuinely care about you. I know
they’re there. Don’t let fear tell you they aren’t. Choose to be in
control of your life and see the truth. You are loved, and you are
lovable and you are never alone.
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“Out of your vulnerabilities will come your strength”
Sigmund Freud

The Power Of Vulnerability

Chapter 8

The Power Of Vulnerability

I

t was a mid summers night, and there was a cool breeze running
through the old wooden house. Dinner had already been served
earlier, and the dishes were done. It was time to watch ‘the box’.
Television was all they ever did after dinner, it was their routine, and
it was expected of us children to sit on their knees and watch whatever
they chose.
I always had to sit on the father’s knee because the mother never wanted
me on hers. I usually tried to get out of it by coming up with an excuse.
That night was no different, I had said I’d forgotten to complete my
homework, but the mother had responded with “you’ve done enough
homework for one day.”
I was wrapped up from head to toe in my long winter pyjamas and a big
heavy dressing gown, even though it was summer and, at least, twentyeight degrees. It was my standard and ineffective attempt to hide my
body from the father’s leering eyes.
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As was the norm, his hands were wandering, trying desperately to find
their way beneath my many protective layers, without being noticed by
the mother. I could feel his hardness beneath me and the familiar sick
feeling in my stomach. Then it happened!
We had been watching a program that was uninteresting to me; my focus
was on trying to squirm away from his hands. The show finished and
uncommonly the mother had the remote that night and flicked it over to
another program that was midway through. It was a documentary-style
show about fathers who sexually abused their daughters.
It told of how the fathers told their victims that it was ‘what every dad
did’ and how they were frightened into not telling anyone about it. I
couldn’t believe what I was hearing. This was exactly what the father had
been doing and saying to me. My stomach churned. I had been living
with this inner torment, knowing I didn’t like what was happening to me,
but all the while being told it was normal. To discover I had been lied to
for so long by the person I considered to be my father was devastating
but the information itself was liberating.
I felt him squirm uncomfortably beneath me. He made a feeble attempt
to have the show turned off with a “turn this shit off ” growl but, in
what would be a pivotal decision on her behalf, the mother continued
to watch. I remember her saying how disgusting it was, which I found
ironic. (To this day, I still can not believe that she didn’t know, or have
some inclination, as to what was going on under her roof.)
As I sat there, watching and listening to some of the things that these
fathers did, it was all too familiar to me. The reporter went on to say that
these men prayed on their daughters. That they were in fact considered
to be criminals and should be taken to court and charged. I felt utterly
sick in every part of my being.
The program finished, but I was frozen. I dared not move, in case
it brought attention to me. I was afraid and confused. Stuck at that
moment, for what seemed like an eternity, as I tried frantically to process
what I had just seen and heard. I wanted to scream out loud and tell the
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mother that that had been happening to me for so long now, but instead
I remained silent and still.
The father had conditioned me so well, that I wasn’t to tell anyone,
anything, ever! So I just sat there, grappling with the severity of what
I had just learnt. I understood immediately that if I spoke up, it could
mean the father would go to jail, and it would be all my fault. I didn’t
know what to do.
I was so confused. How could he do such a terrible thing to me? He was
supposed to be my father, my guardian, my protector. At that moment,
I instantly equated that I must mean absolutely nothing to him, except
for what I was useful for. It was the only way I could comprehend how he
could have done such a thing.
So many thoughts were swirling around in my head. All I wanted to do
was to get out of there and run as far away as possible, but it was dark
outside. Plus, I couldn’t without it being obvious something was wrong.
So I just sat there, still as a post, until the next segment had passed and
she was onto a new show. Then I excused myself to go to the bathroom.
I sat on the toilet with my head in my hands. I wanted desperately to let
out what I was feeling inside but I couldn’t. I knew if I cried I would be
in bigger trouble once I stepped outside the door, which led directly into
the lounge room where the mother and father were.
She always had an innate ability to be able to tell when I had been crying.
That would inevitably lead to being yelled at, belted for being so pathetic,
or worse; she might ask me why I was crying and what would I say then?
I didn’t feel like I had the strength to face her critical eyes so I just bottled
it up inside as best I could.
I kept telling myself, “I must appear normal, I must appear normal, I
must appear normal”. I needed to give myself some time to work out what
it all meant. I thought “what would I usually do?” Was it late enough for
me to go to bed without causing suspicion? I decided it was, and that’s
what I would do.
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I came back from the toilet, let out a big fake yawn and said I was going
to bed. I could feel his eyes piercing through me as I walked out of the
lounge room. I suspected he was concerned as to how I was going to
react and worried I was going to expose his lies and blow his cover. At
the time, though, I was too afraid to do anything.
Within those few moments, my life was changed forever. So much made
sense now. All those feelings I had held inside for so long, about how
what was happening to me wasn’t right, were finally validated. Why I
had hated what he did to me so much, and why I cringed whenever he
touched me.
I had tried so hard to love him. I was supposed to. He was the father. But
I had fought with an inner hatred of him for most of my childhood. The
guilt I had constantly felt for disliking him so much, but it all made sense
now. I felt liberated…all be it only momentarily.
My confusion soon turned to anger. A resentment that intensified within
me quickly. I was angry that I had been lied to by the father, but I was
angrier at myself for not knowing. I thought how stupid I must have
been not to realise what the father was doing was wrong. I knew it felt
wrong, but he had said it was normal and that everyone did it, and I had
believed him.
I blamed myself for being so naive. In my mind, my naivety had caused
me years of pain, anguish and guilt. I’d endured endless numbers of
disgusting experiences unnecessarily. The animosity I felt towards myself
was indescribable. This would be an anger that I would take with me well
into my adult life.
That day, I vowed I never wanted to feel that way ever again. I made
a promise to myself that I would never put myself in a position of
vulnerability where I could be taken advantage of again. I decided I must
protect myself at all times.
It also cemented my belief that I was unlovable. How could any parent do
such disgusting things to a child they loved or even one they cared about
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just a little? I had always thought and felt like the parents didn’t love me,
but discovering this, in my mind, confirmed it.
Eventually, I also came to the conclusion that it must have been my fault.
Having been conditioned by both the parents, that I was the cause of
everything that ever went wrong, I made the assumption I must have
been the cause of this too. I blamed myself for making the father do it,
which created an immense hatred for myself, and for my body.
Then there was an overwhelming pain that I couldn’t explain. A feeling I
wouldn’t understand until many years, and therapy, later. It was the pain
of loss. The loss of a childhood that should have been filled with love,
laughter, wonderment and innocence. A childhood without the love and
protection that a family is supposed to provide.
Any sense of security I’d had previously was now gone. I had an
overwhelming feeling of deep sadness I couldn’t explain. My life would
never be the same again, and that was going to be both good and bad.
He came to my bed that night, the first opportunity he had. As I pulled
the sheets and blankets around me as tightly as I could in an attempt
to protect myself, I didn’t know whether I was going to get the usual
‘affection’ or a beating. Instead, I got the lecture that was going to be the
new ‘tune’. The threat! If you tell anyone about this, I will go to jail and
you will ruin our family, and it will all be your fault. Great…more guilt!
For the next couple of years, the threats continued as I fought within
myself. Tormented by my natural instinct to protect myself, against the
fear of being responsible for causing the family more problems if he was
to go to jail. My people pleasing nature had already been cemented into
my being, and this would continue to win.
I believed I had to put my wants and needs second to everyone else’s
around me. I had been conditioned to think that I didn’t count, that I
wasn’t worth anything. These were all beliefs that were born through my
environment.
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The father got rougher too. He knew everything had changed that night.
Now that I knew the truth I was much harder to control. My inner
strength had grown with the knowledge I now had, and I would fight
back harder than I had before, but he was always so much stronger. I
became more creative, coming up with ways to not have to be alone with
him, but he was cunning, and had the added power of being the adult,
and he knew it.
Things were getting worse. I didn’t know how I was going to continue. I
thought if I could just get away, but I knew that would cause problems for
them. I figured I was the problem, so if I left, then the problem was gone
but what if someone found out why I had left, then he would go to jail. I
was too afraid to do anything.
Torn by my responsibilities. How could I leave my brother? What would
the mother do without me? I was consumed by guilt. They were my
parents. What sort of terrible child would go against them? I had started
reacting to the mothers abuse too. Answering back and fighting back. I
ran away a few times too, but would be found by either a caring neighbour
or the police, which always ended badly for me upon my return. My new
‘bad behavior’ was also giving the mother reason to pick on me more. It
was getting worse from both the parents. I didn’t know what to do.

Lesson - How My Fear Of Being Vulnerable Cost Me
In Later Life
The night I found out the truth was the night I built an enormous, double
brick, solid wall around myself, to keep me ‘safe’. A wall that wouldn’t
come down for a very long time.
It was the wall that kept everyone else at a distance, and I thought, kept
me protected from ever feeling that pain again. I never wanted to ‘not
know’ again. I never wanted to feel that stupid ever again. I never wanted
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to be that vulnerable again. I equated vulnerability with allowing myself
to be taken advantage of.
What it did, though, was keep me trapped at that moment. It stopped me
from experiencing true happiness, from feeling connection, and from
being open to learning and growing. There were moments when the wall
would come down, but it would quickly slam back up again, locking me
away and keeping me stuck in my prison of fear.
It became so important to me that I must always know the answers
before anyone else did. I always had to be right, not because of my ego,
but because being right kept me safe. In my mind, if I knew the answers
then I could predict and be prepared for what was going to happen next,
and preparation meant no vulnerability. This tactic enabled me to avoid
feeling unsafe and ever being that stupid again.
If I didn’t know how to do something, I would never put my hand up
and let anyone know. Instead I would either walk away or “fake it til
you make it” would be my ‘go to’ mechanism. I wouldn’t ask for help
until the moment of absolute desperation, and then I wouldn’t listen to
the response because, in my mind, I should have come up with those
answers. To me, not knowing meant being vulnerable, and that to me
was a weakness in my armor that I couldn’t afford.
I also thought I had to be strong and serious. As a child, I had been the
glue that held the family together. When everyone else was falling apart,
I was the strong one who always came up with the solution. I wasn’t
allowed to have feelings, I wasn’t allowed to display my emotions, I wasn’t
allowed to show a weakness of any kind.
Talking with adults was more enjoyable to me. I couldn’t relate to other
children who had mothers and fathers who let them be children, let them
play and be silly and have fun. My life and everything in it was serious. I
had responsibilities. I had my long list of chores every day, the weight of
the family problems on my shoulders, the ongoing challenges of keeping
the peace, and the responsibility of maintaining the silence.
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As a child, this way of functioning served me well because of the
environment I was in. It enabled me to survive. As an adult, I was fiercely
independent. I was responsible for me, and anything that happened to
me in life. But I took this to the extreme.
Just like my childhood, I had no one to protect me, and, therefore, I had to
keep myself safe, at all costs. I believed showing any sign of vulnerability
was a weakness and was dangerous. Occasionally this was the case but a
lot of the time it would cost me dearly. One such time was when I started
my dream business.
I was working in the printing industry at the time. It paid the bills, but
fitness was my passion. I had already attempted to create a fitness studio
business in the heart of the city and failed miserably when my selfsabotaging took over. Now, a few years later, I was determined to succeed
this time. I was smart enough to realise I needed someone who was good
at finances, and consequently recruited my best friend into the business.
We would both go to work during the day and at night work on the
business plan. A property became available on the main road. It had
tons of traffic, excellent visibility and signage rights available. We did
our demographic research, and the numbers looked good. We decided
it was perfect and signed a lease with all the enthusiasm starting a new
business brings.
Then the real work began. A lot of the fit out we did ourselves, with the
help of my wonderful boyfriend at the time. Some nights, if you drove
by, you would have seen two women, still dressed in their corporate suits
and heels, with masks and goggles on, scraping the lanolin off the floors.
It was a mammoth task, but we got there in the end.
I gave up my printing job to focus more time on the business. My friend
would come over most nights and weekends, straight after leaving her
work in the city. This business was the biggest I had started, especially
with the equipment costs, fit-out, insurances and signage. Although I
was an excellent personal trainer, it was almost the smallest part of what
was required to make the business work.
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Initially, I had thought there would only be myself and one, or at most,
maybe two other trainers but within a few months it was obvious we
were going to need a lot more than that. The signage and advertising
were working, and we were signing up new clients left right and centre.
It was one of the first boutique training studios in that state, and I had
estimated correctly about there being a definite need in the marketplace.
We grew rapidly and soon we had several staff and a busy little business.
There were systems and procedures to create, hiring and training of
personnel, safety and security issues to resolve, marketing to be done,
accounting systems to understand and implement, customer service
policies, and so much more. Every day there was something new to
comprehend and deal with. I was completely overwhelmed and yet
wouldn’t dare let anyone know that.
My business partner had to deal with the pressures of her executive job
during the day, and then the business and I at night. It was exhausting for
everyone involved, as any new business is, but the biggest problem was I
was acting as if I had it all together and knew what I was doing. I would
even argue with her on points I knew nothing about, instead of listening
to her sensible solutions.
The most important thing to me was that I appeared to know what
to do at all times and have the answers. My fear blinded me to what
was actually going on, and although I had started and built successful
businesses in the past, this was a whole new and different industry. The
truth was I couldn’t do it all on my own, no one could.
Within the first year, we were doing so well I was certain we should
expand. She didn’t agree, and in hindsight now I can say, rightfully so. I
set about securing another property on another main road in a different
suburb, and duplicating the studio. She was never the arguing type, and
no one enjoys arguing with their friend. Plus, I can be quite stubborn
when I’m filled with fear, and so rather than fight with me, she simply
walked away.
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I went on to open the second studio but then the initial lease finished on
the first property. The owners suddenly decided they wanted a different
business in that location, and so I had to find another property close by,
and fast. By now I had a busy office that had consumed my lounge room
and two pumping studios with a total of twenty-one staff. So I decided to
move the office as well, and took on a much larger property, still on the
main road. This meant another fit out and moving.
The pressure was like nothing else I had experienced. All the staff
responsibilities, the customers, the financial side of the business and
the growth. I had an amazing team of trainers and a wonderful office
manager, but I really needed help with managing the actual business side
of things. Yet, I was still too stuck in my fear to admit it and ask for that
help.
In times of desperation, I would have a moment of vulnerability, and
hire a business coach or a consultant, and then not listen to what they
said, and fire them because it wasn’t working out. I was so conditioned to
having to be the one who always solved everything because that’s how it
had always been. That fear of not knowing blinded me to accepting what
I really needed to know.
I thought I was being strong, but instead, I was being incredibly stupid. I
was in the process of opening my third studio when the reality hit. I had
organized an investor to fund the continued growth of the business, but
he wasn’t paying as per our agreement. All the change and expansion was
too much pressure on the cash flow of the current businesses, and I was
exhausted from running so fast on the hamster wheel.
Finally, I surrendered and decided to sell. But instead of selling from
an advantage point of positive cash flow, I was selling from a negative
standpoint, because I had to. Consequently, the buyer got a bargain, and
has continued to do very well, and I learnt a valuable lesson. My fear of
showing my vulnerability had ultimately cost me the friendship of a dear
friend, and my dream business.
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Lesson - How I Learnt The Benefits Of Vulnerability
I’ve discovered, the hard way, that it takes more strength of character to
admit when you don’t know how to do something than it does to act as if
you do just because you are afraid of being seen as stupid. I’ve also learnt
that it takes more courage to be vulnerable than it does to lock yourself
away from the outside world just because you are afraid you might get
hurt.
Being right isn’t being strong. Being vulnerable isn’t being weak. If you
don’t know how to do something, it’s OK to admit it. It’s not possible
for you to know everything about everything. Admitting that you don’t
know doesn’t mean it will leave you vulnerable to being hurt or taken
advantage of.
This is an ongoing and lifelong lesson for me. One of my primary fear
triggers is stupid, which means my fear will do whatever it can to avoid
feeling stupid. From this experience and many others throughout my
life, I have learnt that the truth is it’s OK to let my guard down if I don’t
know how to do something, and it doesn’t mean I am stupid, it just
means I am human.
I’ve come to realise vulnerability isn’t a sign of weakness, in fact, often
it’s the smartest thing to do. Yes, you can explore avenues and solutions
yourself, but if you are venturing into unknown territory, it can save you
time and money by asking for advice as you progress, from those who
have been there before you.
It’s equally important to listen and acknowledge the advice you are given
and not let fear or ego get in the way. Looking competent and capable
is an illusion of strength. Being honest with yourself and being willing
to show your vulnerability takes real courage and is what gives the best
rewards.
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Had I listened to those around me, my friend, coaches, consultants, and
even clients, who advised not to expand so quickly, I could still have
that business today, or, at least, sold it for what it was truly worth. I have
learnt the hard way that the cost of the fear of feeling vulnerable and
possibly looking stupid can be expensive.
Choosing not to listen to advice can also create a disconnection between
you and those that care about you. It’s so frustrating for those who
genuinely want to help, to see you not take on their advice and continue
down the path of self-destruction. Often, they will step back or abandon
you, as my friend did, and let you go on your merry way. They become
tired of banging their head against the solid brick wall you have built
around yourself.
Does it take strength to keep up this barrier? Yes, but it takes more strength
to have the courage to put up your hand and ask for help when you don’t
know what you are doing. It also creates a connection with those who care
about you as it gives them the opportunity to support you.
Do you need to share everything you don’t know how to do with everyone
and anyone you meet? I suggest not. Choose people who genuinely have
your best interests at heart. Those who have already been successful at
what you are about to embark on and be sure to leave that wall down
long enough to listen to what they have to say.
The fear of vulnerability can show up in many different ways. For me, it
was being afraid to put my hand up when I needed help. For you it might
be too afraid to take the next step when there aren’t any guarantees,
saying I love you first, revealing your ‘flaws’, being afraid to fail (or
succeed), sharing your feelings with someone or simply saying yes (or
no) when you want to.
Do you need to know where your fear of being vulnerable came from?
Not necessarily. The point is to recognize it when it shows up and to
practice doing it differently. Your fear will always try to protect you from
a bad experience occurring again but when it comes to vulnerability
what it’s doing is stopping you from connecting with others.
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Exercise - Practising Vulnerability
The word vulnerability in thesaurus means exposure. There are two
ways to look at exposure; open to potential harm or open to potential
connection. Your fear will have you believe that vulnerability will harm
you, but the truth is when you have the courage to be vulnerable you are
giving others the opportunity to do the same, and this creates a deeper
connection.
Revealing what you might think are your weaknesses makes you human
and consequently more approachable. If you are always trying to be
perfect and appear perfect, then people feel they can’t relate to you and,
therefore, can’t connect with you.
Feeling your feelings and sharing those feelings of love, fear, pain
and happiness with others gives them permission to be honest with
themselves and to share with you. Plus, having the courage to share who
you are gives you strength and confidence and stretches your comfort
zone too.
There are so many benefits to being vulnerable, but this is something you
can’t just flip a switch and change instantly, it’s going to take practice.
Here’s an exercise that will get you moving towards being fearlessly and
courageously vulnerable or as I like to say, “being open to opportunities
and being yourself ”.
This exercise has several tasks within it because vulnerability can be
different for everyone. Complete all the tasks. Some will be easy for you
and others will be challenging, but worth it for you.
What you will discover through this exercise is that people will admire
you more for having the courage to be vulnerable. People will step closer
to you, and your conversations will become more in depth. By showing
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you aren’t afraid to be yourself they will want to know more about you
and will share more about themselves.
Being willing to be vulnerable means taking a step when there is no
guarantee. You may encounter the occasional person that doesn’t
respond to you positively, but this just means your vulnerability has
triggered them. Move on, knowing that has nothing to do with you and
they have some stuff to work through. Congratulate yourself for being
willing to be you.
You might even discover a new way of doing something you wouldn’t
have been able to come up with yourself. You might find someone
feels the same way as you do and you never knew. There will also be
connections made with those you ask help from which could open up
the doors for partnerships and other opportunities.
It’s endless the opportunities that can come from this exercise. All I
ask is that you remain open as you complete each task and notice what
happens.
1. I’m starting with the one that I found challenging... asking for
help. Start practicing with something small. For example, you
might be on a flight and have a carry-on bag. Ask someone to
lift it into the overhead locker for you. Or asking one of the store
people to help you with putting a large purchase into your car.
Then step it up to asking for advice. You could start at work with
something that you already know the answer to, asking your
associate for their advice, or your partner, or a friend. Then work
up to something you don’t know how to do. Choose something
that you have to ask a stranger for advice on and practice this
a few times before moving on to asking your boss or someone
who’s opinion matters to you.
2. Sharing your feelings is the focus for this task. Choose five people
who you wouldn’t typically share your feelings with or who you are
afraid to share with and let them know how you feel. There are two
parts to this task. Firstly, let them know how you feel about them
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and then share how you feel about something or someone else.
Note: only positive feelings if it is about another person!)
3. The fear of vulnerability is caused by the fear of judgment.
This can only happen if you are judging yourself first. So,
for this task you get to share something about yourself that
you think others will judge you for, with five other people.
For example, when I did this I chose to share about depression.
This was something I was afraid of being judged about but what
I discovered when I told people that I have had some serious
bouts of depression in my life, they shared that they had too, or
they knew someone who had. They listened with empathy and
compassion and then gave me a hug and thanked me for sharing.
There was no judgment what so ever. It had all been in my head.
Note: Don’t forget to acknowledge yourself for each step you take! You
are expanding your comfort zone, and that’s commendable. Reward
yourself and reinforce your fearlessness.
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“You are worthy. Self worth comes from one
thing - thinking that you are worthy”
Dr. Wayne Dyer

Putting Me First

Chapter 9

Putting Me First

S

lowly I began to put my clothes back on. I was trying to hide the
shaking that had become a regular occurrence after our ‘sessions’
lately. My head was down, and I had turned my back. I leant against
the wall of the shed to keep my balance. I thought he had gone until
suddenly he growls at me “what’s the matter with you”. I froze. Took
a deep breath and stood up quickly. With my body still angled away I
turned my head, put on a fake smile and said, “nothing, you were great.”
He smiled, proud of himself, and walked out the door.
I continued to dress. My body was shaking so much I couldn’t tie my
shoes. I realised I had to calm down. It was the inner anger that was
causing these shakes. My suppressed emotions of feeling trapped. I
decided to get some space, so I walked out of the shed, past him and said,
“I’m going to check on the goats in the far paddock.” He grunted which
meant he didn’t care. I was used to the typical behaviour of him always
show me such tenderness before a ‘session’ and then nothing afterwards.
Once I was out of sight, I started to jog and then broke into a run as
the tears rolled down my face. I ran for miles and miles through the
paddocks, the trees, and over the rocks. I loved to run, and it helped to
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deal with the anger and frustration. Eventually, I slowed to a walk as I
came upon a herd of goats. I sat down on the hill and just watched them
grazing. Some had been bottle fed, and they came up to say hello and
have a pat.
As I sat there, my head was swirling. Images flashed in my mind of the
session just gone and the many before. I thought of the coldness, the
lack of love from both parents, the neglect. The beatings, the screaming
matches, the hatred between them and towards me. The words from the
documentary stuck in my mind “these fathers belong in jail” and the
threats from him “it will all be your fault.”
I thought of what it might be like if I could get away from them. I would
be completely alone. This scared me. They wouldn’t be there to feed me
and provide for me. I would never get to see my brother again. I asked
myself, “would that be as bad as what I have to endure now” and “Could I
handle it?” It had to be better than this and surely I could. I had endured
this abuse for all of these years; I must be able to handle it.
Suddenly there were lots of questions filling my head. What about the
mother, though? How would she cope without me? Who would make
her feel better when she needed it? Who would she complain to? Who
would keep her going? Who would make sure everyone was fed and had
what they needed? What about my brother? Who would keep the peace
when the father was on the war path? Who would protect him when the
mother wasn’t around? Who would distract the attention from him onto
themselves?
The people pleasing and peacekeeping role had been given to me from a
very early age. I was fighting within myself between wanting to put my
needs first and feeling responsible for looking after everyone else. For so
long I had put me second to everyone else. My wants, desires and safety.
I had been conditioned to believe that what I wanted didn’t matter, that I
didn’t matter, that I wasn’t important.
For the first time, I thought about how it might be if I stayed where I was.
The abuse would continue; I knew this for sure. How would my body
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cope with that? What damage was it doing to me? What hope did I have
of a normal life if I didn’t get away from them? They would never support
anything I wanted to do. They had no money. They had no love to give
me. They would continue to put me down. I was worthless to them.
Disposable. They had rejected me a long time ago. Why was I holding on
to being needed by them? That was all I knew.
Enough! I decided. My life was worth more than this. I deserved more
than this. There had to be something better. It was time to put me first
and to come up with a plan of escape, a proper plan. I was smart, surely
I could find a way. I had to.
As I sat there in the grass with the goats around me pondering different
escape ideas, I started getting excited about what it would be like to be
free from the parents. What would it feel like to never have to endure
his disgusting requests and her negativity? What would it feel like to not
have to listen to arguments every day and derogatory comments? What
would it be like to dress like a normal person without having to hide
under all of these layers?
With this thought, it occurred to me how hot it was. I had been sitting in
the sun for quite a while now in my long pants, big jumper and boots. As
a sign of my future life, I decided to take off my jumper and my singlet
and my boy jeans and lay in the sun for the first time. It felt so liberating.
The warmth on my white skin was incredible, and I was smiling from
ear to ear.
Laying back on the grass I continued to plan. Pondering every scenario,
opportunity and solution I could think of. I must have fallen asleep
because I woke up feeling like my face was on fire. In fact, my whole
body was burning from head to toe. All I could think of was “what would
the parent say.” It was already late afternoon, and I knew I was going to
be in big trouble.
I jumped up, threw on my clothes and raced back to the house to begin
my evening chores, avoiding the parents as long as I possibly could.
Eventually, I had to go inside, though. The mother saw me first and
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hurled a heap of abuse as to how stupid I was and the father just looked
up momentarily and then went back to watching his TV until he was
called upon to provide a belting.
The next morning, I woke up vomiting. I could barely move without
being in pain. The mother insisted I stay home from school which was
more about how bad a parent she might look if someone saw me so red.
I was devastated. I would do anything to avoid staying home with the
father, but she was adamant.
It wasn’t long after everyone had left that the father decided to pay me
a visit. I screamed with the pain as he pushed himself upon me. He put
his hand over my mouth but must have had a better idea. He stood up
and instructed me to turn over. To me, that was going to be even more
painful. Instead, I took the opportunity to duck around him and run. I
made it to the front door, but he had locked it.
He was almost upon me again. I weaved around his outreached arms
and headed for the kitchen area. I don’t know what I was thinking, but
something had changed. For the first time, I grabbed a knife from the
block and turned around with it in my hand in front of me. “No” I yelled”.
“You aren’t going to do this to me anymore” and I lashed out towards him
with the knife. I continued with, “I’ll kill you before I let you touch me
again”. I couldn’t believe what I was saying, and neither could he.
With a perplexed look on his face, he stepped back. He then decided I
was bluffing and came at me again. I swung the knife towards him with
a vengeance. Thankfully it didn’t connect, but it was enough to make
him jump back. He now knew I was serious, and he could get hurt so
he muttered “It’s not worth it, I’ll get you another day when you’re not
burnt” and off he went outside.
Once he was gone, I stood in the kitchen with the knife in my hand for a
while longer. Attempting to come to terms with what I had just done. The
anger inside of me had been so fierce it was like it had taken over. Part of
me was pleased, but a bigger part of me was now, even more afraid that
he was going to come back any minute and punish me for it.
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He never did return, but I did pay for it over the coming months. Instead
of telling me what to do as he had always done, he would sneak up behind
me and grab me when I was unaware. He was making sure that I didn’t
have anything in my hands I could use against him and then he would
force me to the ground. But I was working on my plan of escape, so I just
persevered. Avoiding him as much as I possibly could until the day came
for me to leave.

Lesson - How I Learnt To Put Me First
Over the cycle of my life, I have battled with the people pleasing tendency
that was created within me as a child. Learning how to put me first has
been, and continues to be, a lifelong lesson. But the truth I’ve discovered
is that if you put yourself first, then everything else will fall into place. It’s
not always as neat and tidy as that, nor is it always easy to do but when
you do, that’s what happens.
A lot of my friends and clients over the years have been challenged by the
same issue. It sounds so easy to do, ‘just put yourself first’, and yet it feels
so uncomfortable and triggers all sorts of fears. What if people think I’m
being selfish? What if I say no and people reject me? Why shouldn’t I be
able to do it all? But they need me.
Fear will give lots of excuses as to why you can’t put yourself first. Like ‘I
don’t have enough time’ or ‘I don’t really like it’ or ‘it’s not important to
me’. But the truth is, deep down we all want to care for ourselves, and we
all have the same 24 hours in a day. It’s just not a priority like it should be
due to the guilt and shame fear has you buying into.
Fear will tell you to feel guilty if you take time out for yourself and yet the
truth is, if you do, you will come back recharged and be more creative,
more productive, more loving and much happier. Isn’t that reason
enough to squash out the possibility that you might feel guilty? Guilt is
just fear keeping you trapped so that you won’t change.
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But what if people think I’m being selfish? I can guarantee you they
won’t. Instead, they will either envy you because they desperately want
some time to themselves, or they will look at you in awe of your smarts.
You see it’s actually smarter to ensure your needs are met first before
others. Yes, that means your family and your clients too. That’s why in an
aeroplane they say to fit your mask first.
By not looking after yourself, you can’t look after someone else. You may
be able to for a while, but eventually you will either burn out or you
could even become ill from not looking after your own needs.
Now this doesn’t give you an excuse to be irresponsible or let you off the
hook of accountability. Quite the opposite. In order to care for everyone
else and meet your responsibilities, you need to get enough sleep, eat
healthily, do things you love and that make you happy, and prioritise
what’s important to you.
The alternative is, in my experience, if you put yourself last you will end
up exhausted and falling ill, stressed out and overwhelmed, you’ll have
difficulty sleeping and won’t be able to make decisions clearly and the
tasks you do complete will only be done by the second best part of you.
You’ll be tired, unhappy and not much fun to be around.
Some people think that they are needed or that no one else could do
what they do. I used to be the same. The truth is, if you feel the need to
be needed then fear is running your show, and you are possibly doing
things you feel you ‘should’ instead of what aligns to your values.
Stop saying yes to everything. Often the fear of rejection prevents people
from saying no. Consequently, they say yes automatically without
checking in if what they are being asked is something that’s important
to their life, dreams, goals and values. Setting clear boundaries in place
and learning to say no will create respect and admiration and a lot more
balance in your life.
Learning to put you first can initially seem daunting and unfamiliar
but with practice, you can find a comfortable balance. It’s good for your
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health and good for those around you that you care about. Isn’t it time
you stopped doing all those things you ‘should’ do and instead look after
yourself first? Let’s put you back into the drivers seat of your life instead
of being at the mercy of everyone else’s wishes.

Exercise - Learning To Put You First
The first step to learning how to prioritise you is to make a firm decision
that you are worth prioritising. Think about it this way, would you tell
your best friend she wasn’t worth it? I don’t think so. Decide to put you
first, if you can’t do it for yourself then do it for those you care about.
Once you’ve made that decision, this next exercise is designed to get you
practicing putting you first so that you can see the benefits it brings first
hand. Remember not to take any notice of your fear trying to tell you
otherwise, this exercise is going to benefit every part of your life.
1. Make a list of things you like to do that make you feel good
about yourself. Things that you enjoy and feel happy doing. For
example, going for a walk, taking a long hot shower, or getting a
manicure.
2. Next, keep a time log for a week to understand where you spend
your time and to find some time for you. Often we think we have
no time until we log it and can see where it goes. Remember this
is not an excuse to beat yourself up over wasting any time, it’s
just to find an extra hour or two each week for you or even just
10-20 minutes a day.
3. Now look through your diary for the week ahead and schedule
regular ‘you’ times. Choose items from the list in step one
and schedule them into your diary, just like you would an
appointment with a client and those times are now off limits to
anything else.
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4. Often clients struggle with finding the time for themselves.
To help you with this, I’ve created this next step to solve that
problem plus it gives you an opportunity to practice saying no.
Choose a commitment you have in the next week or a meeting
with someone and say no to it. Contact them and re-schedule
explaining that something has come up. Now allocate this time
to do a bonus something for yourself. This is not an easy task
and yet the feeling of prioritising yourself, in saying that you are
important, will have a lasting positive effect on you.
Note: Don’t forget to reward yourself with an acknowledgement for each
time you look after yourself as a priority. This reinforcement will make
it easier each time.
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“Respect yourself enough to walk away from anything that
no longer serves you, grows you, or makes you happy”
Robert Tew

Choosing To Leave

Chapter 10

Choosing To Leave

M

y heart was racing as I peddled over the rocks and grass.
The rugged terrain was making it increasingly harder to
continue, but I pushed on with the determination to reach
my destination burning in my mind. I had to get there; this was my last
chance at freedom. I had worked for so long to arrive at this point, and
nothing was going to stop me now.
Cutting through the paddocks to avoid the roads as much as I could, just
in case, they were out looking for me. Even though I knew they probably
wouldn’t miss me for quite some time yet, I didn’t want to risk it. Having
tried to escape several times before, I wasn’t going to take any chances.
The punishment if I didn’t succeed just wasn’t worth it. Last time my
escape had failed, I had been brought back by the police and afterwards,
beaten with the buckle of a belt and a wooden spoon.
I had gone to great lengths to plan it all out this time. I had been saving for
months by sneaking 5 cent and 10 cent pieces and when I felt particularly
brave, the 20s and 50s from the purse and wallet of the mother and the
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father. Anytime I was given money for lunch for school I chose to go
hungry and put it towards my escape. Since discovering not all fathers
did what he did, the father had taken to giving me money to try and keep
me quiet, so that had contributed towards my escape fund also.
Somehow I had convinced the Auntie, who lived in the north of the state,
that I had permission from the parents to come and visit her. I don’t
recall how I managed to do that, but I had succeeded in screening all the
calls and making it happen. This was a crucial part of my plan.
She had six children and they always seemed so happy and loved. I knew
that she would look after and protect me. My plan was to get to the town
via a long bus ride, spend a short amount of time in her care, before
getting a job and setting myself up so as not to be a burden to her family.
Finally, the day came that I was to leave. I sat in my favourite tree, for
what I hoped would be the last time. I had packed only what I needed
into an old suitcase I found in the back of the shed and hidden it under
my bed. The mother headed off to town to work and the father had gone
to work on another property for the day. The coast was clear!
I grabbed my bike, strapped my suitcase on the back and headed off
down the road as fast as my little legs would take me. Cutting through the
paddocks as often as I could to avoid being seen on the roads, and laying
down and hiding in the grass whenever I heard a vehicle approaching.
The trip to town normally took a bit over an hour by car but riding
through the paddocks and having to hide all the time, meant it took me
most of the day to get there. Consequently, I had missed the bus for that
day but I bought the ticket for the next day departure. I called the Auntie
to let her know, telling her the mother had mixed up the departing times
and I would be there for sure the very next day.
The next challenge was where to stay for the night. Going back home was
not an option! I had wanted to say goodbye to my dear friend Anthea. I
thought maybe she may let me stay at her house for the night so I jumped
back on my bike and off I rode to see her.
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It was late afternoon when I arrived and there was a major flaw in my
plan. She wasn’t there! She was away staying at a friend’s house overnight.
Not wanting to inconvenience her mother, and being afraid she might
suspect my plan of escape, I thanked her and said I would come by in the
morning when Andrea was home and off I went.
Now I was stuck with nowhere to stay for the night, but I wasn’t going
back. I’d come so far, plus the punishment would be too much if I were
to go back now. I set about finding a place to sleep for the night. There
weren’t many options, but I found a lookout where I could watch the
sunset and figured it would be the safest place as I could see if anyone
was approaching before they could see me, giving me a chance to hide.
Turns out the lookout is a very popular place for people to hang out,
drink, smoke and do drugs. I spent a lot of the night hiding in the bushes
and consequently didn’t get much sleep. Finally, the sun rose over the
horizon and the warmth of its rays on my face was a nice reprieve. I sat
there taking in the view and thinking about my bright new future.
The bus didn’t leave until 1 pm so I hung around at the lookout and rode
around the streets for a while. Then I figured Anthea would be home so
I would head over there to say goodbye to her. I was hungry, and had
spent all my money on the bus ticket, but I knew Anthea’s house always
had lots of food as her mum was such a marvellous cook and loved to
bake. I was sure that the mother wouldn’t have called her either because
that would have made her look like a bad mother, so I thought it would
be safe.
I knocked on the door and her mum answered again. As soon as I saw
her face, I knew that something was wrong. I turned to leave as quickly
as I could but she gently put a hand on my shoulder and said, “I think
you should come inside”. I wanted so badly to run and I didn’t want to go
inside, but my legs wouldn’t move.
I wanted to pull away from her grip, race down the stairs, jump back
on my bike and peddle away. But that would have been rude. I was torn
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momentarily between good manners and my escape. Anthea’s mum had
always been so good to me, so my need to please took over, my strong
‘good manners’ won, and I surrendered to her wishes.
The next few hours were some of the worst of my life. Anthea’s mum
insisted on calling the mother to let her know where I was, even though I
begged her not to. She kept asking me why I had been running away, and
if there was something wrong I could tell her, but I was still too afraid to.
I felt trapped.
Time was ticking over. I knew the mother was on her way to get me, and
I knew that wouldn’t be good. As a last ditch effort, I shared my plan with
Anthea, and just a little of why I wanted so desperately to leave. I didn’t
want to inconvenience anyone, or make a big drama out of anything.
I just wanted to get on the bus and go as far away from the parents as
possible.
This probably wasn’t one of my best decisions. Anthea came from a
beautiful ‘normal’ family, so it was a little hard for her to comprehend. It
wasn’t very fair of me to trouble her with it, but I didn’t know what else
to do. I felt cornered and she had always been very logically minded and
well grounded. To her credit, she handled what she heard very well.
She convinced me that telling her mum was the best thing to do. It was a
shock for her mum too, but she took it in and then seemed very certain
as to what was supposed to happen next. She was adamant that we had to
tell the mother when she came to pick me up (I hadn’t told them anything
about how the mother treated me) and she also contacted the Auntie and
told her what was going on.
The Auntie, bless her, offered a safe place for me, my brother and the
mother to go. Guided by this lovely new found support, I agreed we
would tell the mother upon her arrival. Anthea’s mum offered to do all
the talking and promised me that everything would be alright from now
on. But she didn’t know the mother!
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Finally, the mother arrived and immediately I could tell she was
unbelievably angry. She put on her polite ‘nice’ face, but I could tell by
the looks I got this wasn’t going to be good once we were alone. However,
I kept holding onto the hope that Anthea’s mum had been right, and it
would all work out for the best.
Anthea’s mum was so brave. I hid in the bedroom with Anthea and
listened as she told her what I had said. The mother denied it could be
happening in her home. She was obviously embarrassed, which is to be
expected, but Anthea’s mum continued.
After a while, I came out of the room and confirmed what Anthea’s mum
had been saying. The mother had no choice, but to hear it. She broke
down crying and started saying all the right things like, she couldn’t
believe it, that she was going to do the right thing and protect us kids,
that she was going to make him pay. She almost had me convinced too.
Anthea’s mum even offered to go and get my brother and anything we
needed from the house for her, but the mother insisted that she could
handle it and that I had to go with her. I didn’t want to go, all I wanted to
do was stay where I was in this normal family’s safe home, but she had
Anthea’s mum fooled.
The next thing I knew I was in the car heading back to the house. My
plan had failed, and now I had made it worse, much worse. I hadn’t
covered the smaller details. I hadn’t thought it through enough. I hadn’t
run it past someone else to check it. I had tried to do it all on my own
and I had failed.
The silence in the car on the trip back home you could have cut with a
knife. As soon as we were clear of the city she pulled off the road and
began screaming at me and hitting me almost hysterically. “How could
you do such a thing to me” she said and, “You are such an awful child”.
Suddenly she grabbed my shoulders and looked directly at me and said,
“Don’t you ever breathe another word of this rubbish ever again, you
hear me!”
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The next few months are a blur. There was a lot of denial, which then led
to a lot of beatings to punish me for what I had ‘done to the family’. The
violence escalated and one night I became so afraid as to what might
happen next. I was stuck in the middle of an argument between the two
parents trying to be the peace keeper. The father had been drinking
again, and it wasn’t good.
He was throwing abuse, punches, and anything else he could get his
hands on. I called Lifeline and, although I know now what a great service
they provide, I was told at the time to “make an appointment” to come
and see them. Not the answer I was looking for at the time! I remember
feeling so alone in this nightmare that was my life and not knowing what
to do or where to turn to make it better.
I chose to run. It was cold and wet outside and I was in bare feet and
pyjamas. The father came after me and the mother was close behind. I
slipped in the mud and fell to the ground. Exhausted emotionally and
physically, I didn’t have the energy to get back up again. Within seconds
they were standing above me, yelling abuse. I curled up in a ball, with
my arms over my head for protection. I became numb to the pain as I
focused on the droplets of rain landing on my face and hair.
After a while, they’d had enough of getting wet. He calmed down and we
all survived another day. They went back inside and left me there in the
mud. I stayed there for some time until I got too cold and then I went
and found an old towel in the shed to dry off before going back inside.
Days later the father admitted to the mother a small part of what he had
done to me over the years. She never apologised for not believing me.
Instead, it all became about her. How terrible it all was for her. What
would anyone think if they found out? What a terrible husband he had
been to her.
Her hatred for me multiplied. It was obvious she blamed me for what he
had done. He became, even more, pathetic. He shaved off his beard in an
attempt to look different and create the effect of a fresh start. Neither of
them was concerned about how I was feeling.
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To be seen to be doing something about the situation, they dragged
me to a psychiatric appointment where the doctor asked me only two
questions “what’s your age” and “when did the abuse start”. She never
asked me anything further, nor did she report it.
They bought a tiny caravan so that I could sleep outside and have a locked
door. This was supposed to make me feel secure but all security had been
lost a long time ago. We were living in an open plan shed at the time
and consequently having a room with a lock had not been a possibility.
I think the real reason for the caravan, though, was so that the mother
didn’t have to look at me anymore as I reminded her of everything bad.
I liked having my own little space. But it wasn’t far enough away from the
hell for me. The abuse from her had increased, and she said and did some
terrible things while she desperately tried to hold onto ‘how we looked’
to the outside world. Every day I would wake up to a new level of hell,
and all I wanted to do was to get away from it all.
My friendship with Anthea became awkward and I never did hear from
the Auntie. All I remember next was a kind teacher noticed something
was wrong. I was too exhausted to keep up the charade any longer
and had become quite a recluse. Spending my lunchtimes in an empty
classroom as well as before and after school.
Sitting in the teacher’s office, he had asked what was wrong and I didn’t
care anymore about hiding it. I figured it couldn’t get much worse than it
already was and I was out of ideas for a new escape plan, so I told him the
truth. I only had to share a little of what it was like at home. He listened
intently, asking questions where he needed to in order to determine the
details required. He then calmly and without prejudice, presented me
with the options that I had, which weren’t a lot, but they were, at least,
something.
The difference was for the first time, someone seemed to care about me.
Suddenly I seemed to be the important part of the puzzle that needed
protecting. He was the first person ever to ask me what I wanted to do.
No-one had ever cared about what I wanted before, or what was best for
117

FACING FEARS

me. It was such a refreshing change. This in itself gave me the strength I
needed to make the hardest decision of all.
It wasn’t my teachers first suggestion and in fact, it was his ‘last on the
list’ option. I chose to be taken away from the only family I had ever
known. Yes, it was a terrible environment, but I was twelve years old, and
they were the only parents I had ever known.
The teacher explained it very clearly that it would mean I would be
leaving anyone and everyone I ever knew. I would have no mother,
father, brother, auntie, uncle, grandma, grandpa or cousins. I would be
entirely alone and would become a ward of the state and be placed into
the foster care system.
I had tried to run away before but it had been to get to an Auntie’s house,
someone I knew. This option meant that everything in my future was
unknown. The people that would care for me, where I would be living,
where I would be going to school. I couldn’t help myself from thinking,
what would the parents tell everyone, that I had vanished? But I had to
follow through on the promise I had made to myself that day laying in
the grass.
On that day, I chose what was right for me for the first time in my life!
I decided to walk away from what no longer worked for me. I made the
decision that the unknown of being alone, was better than the abuse that
I knew. It sounds so much easier as I write this, but at the time, it was a
huge choice to make. I could have easily surrendered to my fear and stuck
with where I was, but I chose to leave and that was my choice entirely.
Over the next couple of weeks, my teacher organised with the government
to provide support to get me out of the “home” environment, and set up
with some money for food and books for school. He kept checking in
with me to be sure it was what I wanted and it was.
On the day they came to get me, I knew they were coming, so it wasn’t
a surprise for me, but it was for the parents. I wrote the mother a lovely
note to thank her for feeding me and clothing me over the years and
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explained that the unhealthy environment they had both created was not
good for me, and I deserved better. I also said that she did too and that
she should get some help.
It was an emotional experience, but I just switched off to everything she
was yelling at me at the time, as I knew it wasn’t true and it was just her
reacting. Within what seemed a very short time, I was in the car and
being driven away. Finally, I was free from them and although I had no
idea what was in store for me, I knew anything would be better than
being there with them.

Lesson - How I Learnt To Choose What
Was Right For Me
Speaking up - I’ve learnt there are a lot of good people who want to
help you if you look for them, and have the courage to talk to them. Let
someone know what is going on for you. I am forever grateful to the
teacher who instigated the solution for me. Although it threw me into
a system that is lacking, and I ended up in and out of different foster
homes it was still the right choice, because I was safer than being back
there. In the end, at fourteen I deciding I could do better on my own,
and I did.
For so many people the fear of the unknown or the unfamiliar keeps
them trapped. Choosing to stay in a situation that is the same rather than
change because it feels easier. The old saying ‘better the devil you know’.
But is that living? Is that following your purpose? No. Instead, it’s letting
fear run your life and control your decisions.
If you want to change the environment you are in, learn new skills,
emotionally grow and have an incredible life, then you need to be willing
to let go of that which no longer serves you or provides growth for you
anymore. Yes it can be scary and yes it can be difficult but the rewards
when you stretch your comfort zone and take that step are worth it.
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This is NOT an excuse to up and leave a situation just because it has
become difficult. Challenges are provided for us in order for us to learn
and grow. If you leave at the first sign of difficulty, then you won’t learn
and you will end up in a similar situation in the future because you
haven’t learnt the lesson you were supposed to.
Ensure you have explored all opportunities for growth before you decide
to walk away. Have you given the other person the opportunity to change
by clearly defining how you feel or calmly sharing how their behaviour
affects you? Do you need to change your behaviour or perception? Is
there a lesson for you in this situation?
Check in that your fears aren’t the ones making the decision for you.
Confirm you don’t want to run away because your fears have been
triggered. Once you are certain it is the right thing to do for you, only
then do you make the plans and take the necessary steps to make it
happen.
Make a plan! Once you have made the decision to move on, take the time
to plan it out. Don’t just up and leave erratically or reactively. Investigate
all your options, possibilities and different scenario’s and run it past a
non-bias person before choosing the one that best suits you. It may take
some time to complete your research and get everything in place but by
keeping your eye on the goal, you can do it. One step at a time.
No more excuses! If you are sure that moving on is the best solution then
once you decide on that and you have made a plan, please stop putting
it off. Stop with the excuses of ‘when I have more money I will…’ and
‘when I can do it I will…’ and choose to do it now. Otherwise, you are
simply going to have a life filled with regrets.
Regrets can drain your life away. A life that will pass you by as you keep
saying to yourself ‘tomorrow I will…’ Know that you are worth it, and
you CAN handle anything that comes your way. Don’t fear change, fear
regrets! Regrets are much more painful than any change in this world.
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Choose to put you first. Having spent the first twelve years of my life
looking after everyone else, and bowing to their wishes, the most
empowering thing I could do was to step up for me. Yes, it was lonely
without a family of any kind, and there were challenges I had to face
sometimes on a daily basis, but, I will repeat this again, it was worth it!
If you are currently in an abusive situation of any kind, please, know that
you are worth more and that it is never, ever OK for anyone to harm
another human being. Decide to create a better, future for yourself. Talk
to the people that can help you to make a plan. You will find there are
lots of people, services and support groups available to guide and protect
you through the process; you just need to take the first step and talk to
someone. Choose to put you first.
Do it now, do it for you, do it for your future.
When I left that day, I made a promise to myself that my past would
not create my future, and you can too. I left it behind me and moved on
through my life and what a wonderful life it has been. It will be difficult
at the time, but I can guarantee you, it will be worth it.

Exercise - Making A Plan
It is the fear of the unknown and unfamiliar that often keeps us stuck in
unhealthy situations. Although the current situation might be terrible,
at least, it is familiar. This is not a good way to look at it, but it’s quite
natural to think this way when the fear of change is running your life.
Postponing and procrastination are another sign that fear has a hold on
you. You will never truly feel ready to face your fears. You will never be
entirely prepared. So stop waiting to live and start doing.
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Be kind to yourself. You may not get it right the first time. I didn’t. In
many aspects, my plan to escape failed but it did move me forward so
that when the next opportunity arose, I was ready. Persevere and you
will get there. Acknowledge yourself for every step you take and this will
create the momentum to keep you going.
The following exercise is designed to support you to evaluate your
situation and see it realistically (without fear). Then to guide you through
a process I use when I want to make a change in my life. It can be utilised
in a lot of different situations ranging from having a conversation with
someone and telling them how you feel, through to leaving an abusive
environment.
1. Talk to an expert. Share your story in a safe and loving space.
By talking to someone, it creates acceptance, releases shame,
and minimises fear and you get to experience empathy and
connection. Plus, you get specific advice for your situation. When
you remain silent, you create isolation which is detrimental and
relies on you coming up with all the answers.
2. Write a list of everything you have gained and learnt from being
in the situation. It’s imperative that you be honest with yourself.
This is where you are checking to see if fear is making you want
to leave. By defining the lesson’s learnt, and the gifts received,
often you get to see it as part of your journey and that it has
happened for you, not to you.
3. Next, write a list of benefits for staying in the same situation
as well as a list of benefits if you don’t stay. Once again, your
honesty with yourself is what’s important here. Write down how
you will feel and where you will be in a week, month and year for
each alternative.
4. Now write a list of the cost of staying and a list of the cost of
leaving or changing the situation. When I say cost, I don’t mean
actual monetary costs necessarily, I’m talking about emotional
costs.
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5. Once you have listed all the benefits and costs to changing
the situation, next you get to evaluate these lists and make
a decision. If you decide to stay the same, then that is a final
decision you must then commit to. Likewise, if you chose to
leave. The information in the lists should make it fairly obvious
which decision you need to make.
6. Now it’s time to make a plan. Regardless of whether you are
staying or going, make a plan outlining the steps you need to
do to move forward. Do your best to outline different options,
scenarios and opportunities. Spend time researching every
option as in depth as you can.
7. Run your plan past the expert you discussed your situation with
in step one. It’s always a good idea to get a second opinion on
your plan because someone else will see things differently and
may pick up on any loop holes or missed opportunities. Now
is also a good time to surround yourself with a support team
that believe in you and are on board with your plan. You can’t
be fearless alone! If you can’t find support from your friends or
family, research support groups and visit them until you find one
that resonates with you.
8. Now it’s time to take action. Start with the first step in your plan
and if that’s too big or too confronting then break it down into
smaller and more manageable steps. As long as you continue to
take one step at a time, you will get there. It doesn’t matter if they
are giant or baby steps just keep moving.
9. If there is someone else involved in your situation, it is never
a good idea to blame. Often we want to dislike or hate them
because it makes it easier to leave. It validates why we are going.
Instead, take responsibility for just your part and your decision.
Refrain from blaming anyone. This is your decision and there is
more empowerment in owning that.
10. Continuously evaluate your progress to ensure you are staying
on track to where you wanted to be. Check in with the expert
and your support team regularly.
123

FACING FEARS

11. Acknowledge each and every step you take. This will increase
your momentum and solidify your decision. Celebrate your
wins, you are worth it.
Note: Any time you get stuck or feel scared as to why you made the
decision, refer back to your costs and benefits lists and that will help you
to remember why it’s so important to you and contact a support buddy
for encouragement.
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“If you can dream it, you can do it”
Walt Disney

Deciding You Can

Chapter 11

Deciding You Can

A

s the car drove away, I felt an uneasiness in the pit of my stomach.
I was free but what did that mean? I had been taken away from
the violent environment that was my home and placed in an
empty caravan. Apparently the department didn’t have anywhere for me
to go just yet. My school bag was full of books and the old suitcase I had
originally found in the shed had a few clothes in it.
The government lady had been really nice and kept reassuring me
everything was going to be alright, but I didn’t believe her. She gave
me some vouchers to get food from a nearby supermarket and told me
which bus to catch to school. Then she was gone. I wasn’t sure when she
was coming back, and neither was she.
Perched on the step of the caravan, I took a deep breath. It was very
quiet. Somebody was tinkering with a piece of metal somewhere behind
me, and I could hear the traffic on the road out the front. Then it dawned
on me. This was how my life was going to be from now on. Filled with
uncertainty and very alone but that was better than the hell house I had
just left.
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There was an element of fear attached to the uncertainty, but I didn’t have
time to dwell on it. I had to organise food for myself before it got dark.
Luckily I had done a lot of shopping and cooking for the mother, so I was
familiar with a supermarket, and because we never had any money, I was
well aware of the costs. What I hadn’t considered was how my freedom
might affect my choices.
As I wandered the aisles I came to realise I could buy anything I wanted.
We had rarely been allowed sweets when I was with the family, so I
headed straight for that isle. I had always loved chocolate. I once made
a Mars bar last almost a month by taking just a little bite each day. Not
today, though, I bought the biggest block they had!
Then I bought some chops, vegetables, shampoo, bread and Vegemite. It
was so exciting. I still hadn’t spent the entire voucher amount so I went
back to get cheese and ice-cream. Two things we almost never had. I
couldn’t wait to get home to have some. I devoured the entire chocolate
block that evening, and that’s all I had for dinner.
I felt so liberated. I could do anything, and no one was going to beat me
or yell at me anymore. It was the beginning of my freedom, and it was
also the start of feeling like I didn’t belong anywhere. I bought a lot of
chocolate over those next few weeks. Often choosing that over proper
food. To me chocolate was a symbol of my freedom and consequently
would become an addiction.
It wasn’t all roses, though. I was extremely lonely. Every night I would sit
on the edge of my bed and wonder if I had done the right thing. Most
nights I agreed that I had, but occasionally doubt crept in, and I would
become overwhelmed with the thought of having no family, no one
anymore.
The caravan hadn’t been checked thoroughly, and I had found a bottle of
Vodka in one of the cupboards. On one of these particularly rough nights
I decided I would be like a grown up and drink as much of the vodka as I
could. It didn’t take long for me to throw up my entire stomach contents
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from that day and I decided there and then that drinking was terrible.
This lesson would serve me well as I journeyed through my teenage years
surrounded by alcohol.
Eventually, a different government lady came to visit and explained they
had found a foster home for me. There was no notice. I had to pack up
my things and be ready to go right then. It was a nice enough house with
a garden out front and a white picket fence. The block was long and thin,
so there was a long hallway that ran past the lounge room, dining room
and into the kitchen. My room was at the back next to the back door that
led into a small yard.
The lady was a busty round woman with a big laugh and kind eyes. She
was polite to me, and we would take turns cooking the evening meal. She
didn’t bother me much. I came and went as I pleased and as long as my
homework got done and I was home before dinner she didn’t seem to
mind about anything else.
Things were going along great. She had mentioned she had a son who
was going to come and visit soon. That didn’t concern me until he
arrived. He was a tall guy with brown hair and broad shoulders. He had
tattoos on his arms and one on his neck and clearly worked out. His dark
brown eyes weren’t kind like hers. Instead, they looked hurt and angry.
From the moment he arrived I kept my bedroom door locked and rarely
ventured out.
I discovered not long after that he had been in jail and had just been
released. I was back on guard again. Concerned for my safety. The
government people were to come and check on me soon and when they
did I mentioned how I no longer felt safe there. They questioned her
and then told me to pack my things again. She seemed sad to see me go
which was nice.
The next year and a half were spent in and out of different homes. The
mother would often find out where I was and show up begging me to
come back to the hell house and then they would have to move me
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again. She was struggling with what to tell the outside world where her
daughter had gone. This meant I was always looking over my shoulder in
fear of seeing her face again. I still wasn’t free.
At one stage the local Catholic School nuns agreed to take me in. I
explained the situation with the mother, and they said they would
protect me. They were very supportive and encouraging, but she would
show up and manipulate them into believing her intentions were good.
They would come and get me and insist on me meeting with her. They
meant well, but no one seemed to understand how badly I wanted to get
away from them.
The pressure from the nuns, the mother, the Catholic boarding school
environment where I didn’t fit in, and trying to keep up my grades was
all becoming too much. Nothing seemed to be working. I wanted to be
free, to make my own decisions, and to be as far away from the parents
as possible. Eventually, I decided I could do a better job of this by myself,
and so I did. I became a day student and got a place of my own.
The local supermarket gave me a job even though I wasn’t fifteen yet. I
had to lie about my age, and they never asked for proof, so I was lucky. I
knew it was unethical, but I needed money in order to survive. I worked
hard and was always on time, so they never had any reason to question
if it was a good decision to hire me, but I could only get Wednesday
evening and Saturday work. I needed more than that.
I saw an advertisement in the paper for a barmaid at a local night club. At
that stage, I had never been to a bar, and I had avoided alcohol after my
vodka experience. I was well under age, but I figured how hard could it
be pouring drinks? There was also nothing else in the paper that I could
do, and I couldn’t think of any other way I could make money.
People had often said I looked older than my age, and so I decided to
give it a go. I called and arranged an interview time for that day. I am
not proud of the fact that I was being deceitful (and illegal), but I did
what I had to do to survive. I swallowed my nerves, put on my mask of
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confidence and off I went. Nailed the interview, walked out with the job
and went and bought a book on cocktails to study.
My first night I was nervous. I had memorised ten different cocktails
from the book, but I had no idea what the bottles looked like for each
of the ingredients, so I arrived early to familiarise myself. The boss was
impressed with my eagerness to be early, but I dared not tell him why.
That night it was chaos at the bar. The crowds were four deep and I was
run off my feet. The music was so loud I could barely hear what people
were ordering so most of the time I just made it up. I thought I had made
a complete mess of it but at the end of the night, the boss said I had done
an excellent job, and I had made twenty dollars in tips. I put it down to
the constant smile I had on my face all night. I had had fun, and I was
getting paid enough to make my rent plus, the potential for tips. I was
happy. I got permanent Friday, Saturday and Sunday night shifts which
played havoc on my homework but the money was good.
Since leaving the hell house, I had also been exploring fashion. The
freedom of being able to wear whatever I wanted and having vouchers
for the charity store meant I could experiment…and so I did. I started
wearing skirts and dresses and anything that sparkled or had a different
texture always caught my eye. I would buy something and adjust it to
suit my ideas.
Walking past a boutique one day I saw a beautiful dress in the window.
I took a deep breath and walked in to try it on. I knew I couldn’t afford
it, but I just wanted to see what I looked like in it. I shouldn’t have done
it because I loved it, and then I wanted it. For the next two weeks, I kept
asking myself “How can I get it?” Then it came to me, why not make it?
I had never done much sewing, except for dance costumes, but I really
wanted that dress so decided I could do it, and I went and bought the
material. Without a pattern, I made my first dress. It wasn’t the same as
the one in the store, but it was similar, and I loved it. I looked so mature
and sophisticated in it, and I felt so confident and beautiful.
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Working at the club had also re-ignited my passion for dancing. I loved
the music and on my nights off I would dress up and go out to a club,
often clearing the floor with my long skinny legs and unique dance
moves. It was on one of these nights I was wearing ‘my dress’ and in the
bathroom, a girl asked where I had gotten it from. “I made it” I blurted
out with a small element of pride. “I love it,” she said, “how much would
you charge to make me one?”
And so began my first business. I started designing and making after
five wear for women I would meet in the clubs and their friends. Then
I gained the confidence to approach a couple of stores to do the same
thing. I cut back on the club nights in preference for my dress making.
I loved it, and it was all done without any previous experience, I just
decided I that wanted to and that I could.
This pattern continued throughout my teenage years and into my early
twenties where I would see something that interested me that I either
wanted to do or make and I would decide that I could do it. When I was
younger, this came naturally. A lot of the time, what I did was necessary
for me to survive. Consequently, I never thought about it too much, I
just did it.
This belief that I could do anything though also worked against me
sometimes too because unless I knew what I wanted to do, there were
just too many options that I could do. Often it would take a challenging
situation or an absolute necessity before my belief that I could do
anything would be put to the test.
As I grew older, my naive bravado also took a bit of a battering when
some things didn’t work out how I thought they would. My self-doubt
began to raise its ugly head more often and after a few such experiences,
my fear of failure began to show up. This would stop me from taking
risks, and my fear would fight against my belief that I could do anything.
It would say “yes you can, but what if you fail”. Eventually, my fear of
failure was stronger than my belief, and I stopped taking risks. I still took
some but deep down I knew I was born to take a lot more.
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Lesson - How I Learnt To Decide That
I Can Do Anything
I was becoming frustrated with not living my life to the fullest. I felt like
I was holding back most of the time. Fear had a hold on me and was
keeping me down. I didn’t realise it consciously at the time, but I was
searching for answers. I wanted to know how to turn it around.
During my twenties, my preferred method of learning was to attend
workshops rather than read a book. I am a visual learner and a people
person and, therefore, workshops worked better for me. In my late
twenties, I signed up for an Anthony Robbins weekend workshop in
Sydney. I was excited at the promise of all that I expected I was going to
learn from the big man himself.
The first day included an introduction and then was all about the power of
your mind. Everything we did was leading up to the fire walk experience
at the end of the night. The thought of walking on red hot coals in my
bare feet was only mildly disturbing to me. I evaluated in my own mind
that for him to legally be able to conduct this experience, there must only
be a very small number of people who actually ever get burnt if any. The
auditorium was full of thousands of people, and so I calculated that my
odds were pretty good.
That was until I was lining up and I saw the red hot embers being spread
onto where I was about to walk. Suddenly I had to apply everything I had
only partially been listening to all day. Fear was trying to take control
and tell me that I would get burnt. I had to take charge of my mind again.
I stepped aside and went to the back of the line to give myself some time
to get back into the right head space. “Facts, focus on the facts,” I said
to myself. “The chances of burning are minimal, lots of other people are
doing it and not getting burnt. You can too. You can do this.” Once I
decided I could do it, I stepped to the front of the line, looked up at the
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sky and repeatedly said “cool moss” as I walked across. Tad-ah!! I did it!
And not even a hot spot on my feet anywhere.
The fire-walk experience truly is a life-changing event, and I highly
recommend doing it if you get the opportunity. It’s a unique way to prove
to yourself that you can face anything and conquer it with the power of
your mind. What I didn’t know at the time, was just how powerful this
could be and how soon I would need to use it. I went home that night
feeling accomplished but with a disturbing and unsettled feeling in my
stomach. I was actually more afraid of what was coming the next day.
There’s a particular process that Tony takes you through that provides the
motivation for you to make a change in your life but it requires looking
back at past emotional experiences. I was so afraid of what might show
up during this process from my childhood, that I didn’t already know
about. My fear had me convinced I wouldn’t be able to handle it. What if
I made a fool out of myself in front of all those hundreds and thousands
of people?
The next morning, after very little sleep, I arrived at the auditorium still
feeling squeamish in the stomach. My palms were sweaty, I was agitated,
and my heart rate was escalated. By the time the first break arrived, I was
in agony. I had sharp shooting pain running through my stomach, and
I had to leave the course and go to sick bay. The pain was excruciating.
The nurse called my friend, I was taken straight to the doctor, who
told me she thought an ulcer had burst in my stomach, and I should
go immediately to the hospital. Here’s where it got interesting. My
previous experience of a hospital was after a car accident. It was painful
emotionally, physically and financially. In my mind, I related hospitals to
losing everything.
As I lay in the backseat of my friend’s car on the way to the hospital, I was
suddenly faced with a dilemma. In my mind, my fear did a calculation
and determined that the fear of going to the hospital and potentially
losing everything again was worse than what it thought might show up
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in the workshop process from my childhood. I made a decision at that
moment that I didn’t want to go to the hospital more than I didn’t want
to face my childhood memories. My pain immediately subsided.
I then applied all the logic and reason I could muster, plus what I had
learnt about the power of the mind the day before, to believing that
whatever memories came up in the course, I could handle them. By the
time we arrived at emergency the pain had been reduced to a dull ache,
and I was determined I wasn’t going to check into that hospital.
After a little convincing, my friend agreed and eventually drove me back
to the workshop auditorium. At the time, I didn’t understand what had
happened except that I had made a decision and used my mind to control
my body again. It wasn’t until years later when I’d studied fear more in
depth that I could look back and smile at how much my fear was trying
to control me that day.
Needless to say, I completed the workshop process and was able to handle
the memories that surfaced. It proved to be a pivotal turning point in
my life. I went on to complete the Robbins Mastery program and had
the opportunity to walk an even longer fire walk in Hawaii later that
year. All of which I wouldn’t have done if I hadn’t overcome my fear of
the perceived emotional pain I thought I was going to experience and
decided I could handle whatever showed up.
This is an example of when fear took control of me and my body. Its
goal was to stop me from having to face a fear it perceived I couldn’t
handle. It was strong enough to make me ill. What was interesting was
the perceived threat didn’t even exist yet. The fears I had were based on
what I thought was going to happen in the future.
The reality was, hospitals are also where people get well, and I was able
to handle the workshop process and the memories that surfaced. Yes, I
cried and yes, it was painful, but I was able to move through that and
receive the gifts from the process, which ultimately changed my life.
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Lesson - How To Decide That You Can Do Anything
Over the years I have had a lot of people tell me to “just decide” and
everything else will fall into place. It sounds so simple and yet I’ve not
always found it to be that way! What I’ve learnt is that you can’t make a
decision, if you don’t know what you want, and what you want has to be
stronger than what it is you are afraid of.
The reality is there is a lot more to making a decision than most people
realise and ironically the same factors are important when it comes to
mastering your fears. Usually, an opportunity for a decision to be made
arises when you have to choose between two or more alternatives or
when there is an action that needs to be taken. You are either choosing
between option A or option B. There may also be a C, D and E option
too. Or you might be deciding whether to take a specific action or not.
When making a decision, the first step is to evaluate the alternatives and
perceived risks. Then balance the options against what is important to
you, and based on past experience and knowledge, compare each of the
expected outcomes. Ultimately the decision will come down to which
option is going to benefit you the most. However, even if you attempt to
go through this process, you won’t be able to come to a conclusion unless
you know what you want in the first place.
When it comes to mastering fear, the process is similar. Firstly, recognise
and evaluate your fears to determine if they are real or not. These fears
will be based on the level of perceived risk or potential harm. Compare
the different expected outcomes, which you will have determined based
on past experiences, and then make a decision and take action. All of
which will only work if you are able to decide that you can take the
action, which can only be done if you know what you want, and what
you want is bigger than your fears.
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When it comes to deciding that you CAN do something, your fear will
throw up all sorts of doubts because usually you are about to step outside
your comfort zone. You might become afraid of choosing the wrong
thing and making a mistake. Or you might become concerned with what
people might think if you take the next step. You might be afraid of what
might happen if you fail, or if you succeed.
Professor Kahneman recognised that “we feel the pain of a loss much
more than we feel the pleasure of a gain.” This is why fear will often win
the battle because we want to avoid the potential perceived pain more
than we want to feel the pleasure of what we want to achieve. Being aware
of this process will enable you to master the fears that show up, see them
for what they are and then decide that what you want is more important
to you. Of course, it all comes down to knowing what you want in the
first place and wanting it bad enough.
Whether it’s a big decision or a small one the process will be the same.
With a smaller decision, it tends to become more subconscious and
consequently quicker, whereas the harder or bigger decisions you will
be more aware of taking these steps. Imagine how much easier making
decisions would be if you understood and could recognise your fears
AND you knew what you wanted.

Exercise - Knowing What You Want
In a previous chapter we determined what your core values are and in a
future chapter, we talk about defining what your life purpose is and living
it. Through the exercises in this book, you will learn how to recognise
and master your fears when they show up. So, for this exercise, we are
going to focus on practicing the art of knowing what you want. All three
tasks in this exercise will support you to make decisions easier, and in
alignment with your core values and purpose, which ultimately means
you will be happier with your choices.
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A lot of the time we think we know what we want, only to find out later
it really wasn’t what we thought it was going to be. This can happen on
the way to achieving something you think you want, once you get there,
or after the event. It usually happens because what you were going after
wasn’t what you really wanted. Instead, you were looking for a particular
feeling, but you didn’t take the time to determine what that was.
The purpose of this exercise is to get you to practice asking yourself “What
do I really want.” There are a few different techniques in the exercise. Try
them all and it’s just a matter of working out which one works best for
you and in what situation. Sometimes, for the bigger wants, you might
need to complete all of them.
I think it’s also important to note here that we aren’t talking about needs.
Needs are things that are absolutely necessary in order for you to survive
such as food, water and shelter. In this day and age, essential clothing
would also fall into this category. As a parent or to keep your job you
may also have some items that are necessary for that role. Other than
that, everything else is a want. Which means you get to choose if you
truly want it or not.
The other thing to be careful of here is to make sure you aren’t choosing
what other people want you to choose. Your decisions need to be based
on what is best for you and what YOU want to do. Too often we make
decisions because we think we should be doing something our parents,
friends, colleagues or even our bosses want us to do. Remember, this is
your life, your journey and these are to be your wants, not anyone else’s.
So let’s dive in and get practicing defining your wants so that you can
make the decisions on what you can and can not do. This exercise is best
done with a trusted friend, but you can do it on your own if you write
down your answers and are completely honest with yourself. Also, it’s
important to note here that I don’t recommend you take action on any
of these wants you discover until you have finished the entire book and
clearly defined your core values, life purpose and learnt how to master
your fears.
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1. Start by questioning the little things in your life such as “Do I
really like my coffee this way” or “Do I like this dress? Do I feel
good wearing it?” By questioning things you’ve already got or
doing you are often simply reaffirming that yes you want that,
but sometimes you might surprise yourself and find that you
don’t. By taking the time to ask the questions you probably never
have you might discover something you would like to change.
2. Next, work your way up to the bigger items and events in your
life. “Do I want to go to the movies/on that date tomorrow” might
be the next level and then “Do I want to stay in this job/career”
would be a bigger issue to consider. For the more significant
questions take your time and let the questions peculate for a
while before writing down your answers.
3. Now, for each question you asked “Do I really want this” and you
came up with a “No”, write down what you would like instead.
This will support you to define what it is that you do want.
4. Often when we are asked what we want it’s difficult to answer but
if asked what we don’t want it’s much easier. So for this task, write
down things that you don’t want or that you don’t like. Think
about what problems you complain about and delve a bit deeper
into that to determine more specifically what it is that you don’t
like about it. For example, I don’t like my job is very general. Ask
yourself “What about my job, in particular, don’t I like?”
5. Now it’s time to brainstorm solutions to these problems,
complaints and things you don’t want. Once you have at least a
few potential solutions to each issue, choose the one that appeals
to you most. Not the one that is the easiest to achieve, the one
that you think would be the most enjoyable to complete. Dive
deeper into each one you choose to clarify the details. Once
you’ve done that, you will have what you want mapped out.
6. As I mentioned earlier, often what we want is a particular feeling.
So, the next task is one I like from Dr Phillip C. McGraw, Ph.D.,
who is more commonly known as Dr Phil and was published in
the 2001 O Magazine. He says to ask the following four questions
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repeatedly until you have the real answer. What do I want? What
must I do to have it? How would I feel when I have it? So, what
I really want is to feel …..(fill in the blank)? Once you have your
first ‘feeling’ answer, you then start again from What must I do
to have it? Repeating until you get to the truth of what you really
want.
7. This last task is a little morbid but can be very effective. Imagine
that today was your last day on earth. What would you do? What
would be important to you? What would you regret not having
done? Through these questions, you will find what it is you want
now.
8. Repeat this exercise for each area of your life i.e. relationships,
friendships, career, health, finances, lifestyle and you will be well
on your way to defining what you can do and having a life plan
that will bring you happiness and fulfillment.
Note: Once you have clearly defined what you want in each aspect of
your life and completed the core values exercise and life purpose exercise
I recommend checking your life wants against both your core values and
your life purpose to ensure they are aligned. Then for each want, create
an action plan as to how you are going to get it. Then it will be a lot easier
for you to decide that you can.
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“Be careful how you are talking to
yourself because you are listening”
Lisa M Hayes

What You Say Comes True

Chapter 12

What You Say Comes True

S

ticks and stones may break my bones but names will never hurt
me.’ This is a very old saying that was used to support children who
were picked on at school when I was growing up. I have to admit, it
didn’t help me much. I was picked on, continuously, and the cruel words
I was labelled with, have stuck with me forever.
What I have found is, yes, sticks and stones can hurt, especially when
thrown at full force, but the words you tell yourself, which often come
from the words or names said by someone else, can hurt just as much,
and sometimes for a lot longer.
Don’t get me wrong, some physical injuries can be permanent, sometimes
even fatal, so the seriousness of physical violence is not what I am
contending here. What I’m talking about is, more common than not,
the words we were teased with, told or tell ourselves will tend to have a
lasting impression on our minds and our lives.
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As mentioned earlier, my nickname at school was ugly. Which had an
adverse effect on what I thought of myself as an adult. I would look in the
mirror each day, and a little voice would say “you’re so ugly”. It became a
lifelong struggle to accept I might be considered pretty, or even beautiful,
which consequently affected my relationships, life choices, opportunities
and career decisions.
While growing up, I was repeatedly told by both parents that I was stupid
and would never amount to anything. For many years, it was like water
off a ducks back (another old saying), and I just brushed it off. After all,
I was an academic at school with consistent A’s and A+’s, so I believed I
was smart because I had the grades and the accolades of my teachers to
prove it.
Over time, however, and especially later in my teens, when everything
in my life was changing, I would hear that little voice saying “I told you
that you were stupid”. When my grades dropped, and everything I tried
to do just didn’t seem to work out, those words that had been drummed
into me for so long by the parents became what I would tell myself and
something that I believed in.
I also found ‘stupid’ creeping into my vocabulary. I would become
frustrated at others for doing, what I considered, ‘stupid’ things. If I
did anything ‘stupid’, which I did plenty of, I was a million times harder
on myself than was necessary. My focus was entirely on recognising
the mistakes I was making, instead of the successes. Before long I was
attracting more and more ‘mistakes’ into my life.
At school, I remember being excited about trying my first art class. I had
entered into it with the anticipation that I would enjoy it as much as I
enjoyed my dancing and music. After working very hard all semester on
a project, I was told by the teacher it was “terrible”, and I “lacked creative
talent”. This statement rocked me to the bone. I never attended another
art class again and focused on academic subjects instead.
What I did at that moment was create a belief, based on what the teacher,
who I considered a person of authority, had said. I created a belief in
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my head that I wasn’t creative. Consequently, every time I had the
opportunity to participate in art the voice in my head said, “you don’t
have any creative talent.”
When I heard that original statement from my teacher I had felt pain and
disappointment, and my fear decided that I never wanted to feel that way
again. By creating this so-called theory that I was uncreative, it meant I
would never try art again, therefore, remaining safe from the possibility
of those feelings of rejection and of being incapable ever re-occurring.
The problem is, many years later (twenty to be exact), I discovered
I actually love art and find a lot of peace and serenity from painting
or creating something using many different art forms. I now enjoy
everything from scrap-booking, sculpture and pottery through to
graphic design and website creation. I’ve come to realise that if I hadn’t
developed that belief all those years ago, and let my fear use it against me,
who knows what I may have created in my lifetime.
Still, there aren’t any benefits in thinking about what ‘could’ have been.
The important thing is I now know how much I love art and crafts. As
a result, I now include them in my life now as activities I enjoy and that
bring me immense joy and peacefulness.
I did this by questioning whether that little voice I kept hearing was right
or not. By experimenting with art I soon recognised it was a belief that
no longer served me, in fact, I don’t think it ever did. It was a belief
created to protect me, but instead, that belief had kept me from years of
enjoyment and a piece of happiness.
Another statement drummed into me as a child, and lots of people
from that era was ‘money doesn’t grow on trees’. We grew up in extreme
poverty where the mother was regularly stressed out about what she was
going to feed us. I recall her being in tears regularly because she only had
a loaf of bread and a jar of Vegemite to feed us all for a week. She was very
creative, though and we got to experience eating everything from rabbit,
goanna and snake, to lambs brains and liver.
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It must have been difficult for her to deal with their financial situation,
especially with such a negative belief of scarcity. As an adult, I can
appreciate she did the best she could. Making us feel like we were the
cause and the problem though wasn’t the best choice of good parenting.
I grew up with a belief, from the words ‘money doesn’t grow on trees’,
that there was never enough money to go around. Consequently, my
handling of money in my younger years was not very sound. I had a lot
to learn and unlearn.
As a young adult, I never understood the benefits of savings. When I
received money, that little voice would say “You’d better spend it while
you can because there’s not enough to go around”. Once I recognised I
had this scarcity belief around money, and where this belief had come
from, I was able to change it to the truth which is; there is plenty of money
and success available for everyone. With this new belief, I’ve enjoyed
creating savings and building wealth through profitable businesses and
investments.
Now, with a more positive belief around money I attract opportunities
creating, even more, success. My only wish is I had worked this out
sooner. I wonder at times if the parents had had a different mindset
around finances and money, would this have created a completely
different environment for them and for me? I truly believe what you
focus on grows. So if you focus on scarcity, you get more of that. In turn,
if you focus on abundance then more of that comes to you. I know which
belief I like, how about you?
A consequence of the abuse from both my adoptive mother and father,
and the lack of being told that I was loved, plus the unlovable environment
I grew up in, formed the belief that I was unlovable. Subsequently, as I
travelled through life, I had the little voice telling me that I was unlovable
and found, as a result of this, I attracted two different types of men.
There where the lovely men who undoubtedly loved me, yet, thanks to
the constant chatter of the little voice, I couldn’t believe how they could,
so I would push them away. Or, I would attract the opposite, the men
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who were just playing games, didn’t want a genuine commitment, and
would lie and cheat.
Once I became aware that what I was telling myself wasn’t true and the
negative effect this belief was having on my life, I worked on changing
it. I became focused on finding the qualities within myself I believed
were lovable. My self-nurturing eventually led me to the point where I
honestly believed I was lovable. Then, and only then, did I finally attract
the loving, caring man I have now. I know beyond doubt whatever you
believe, is what you create in your world.
It wasn’t the mens fault at all. They were just responding to my decisions,
behaviours and reactions, which were formed from my internal beliefs
and fears. This is how strong your beliefs can be. If you believe that all
men are nasty, then you will attract nasty men. If you believe money
is available everywhere, then you will attract more money into your
life. If you believe you are stupid, or uncreative, then this is what your
subconscious will make sure is what happens.
Your fear never wants you to be wrong so whatever you choose to believe
is what you will make happen and this is what creates what the little voice
in your head tells you. Words you hear create the beliefs you have and
these, in turn, create what you tell yourself and subsequently make the
decisions in your life.

Lesson - How I Learnt To Change What I Tell Myself
It’s true that sticks and stones can hurt you, but so can words. In fact, I
have discovered, what you are told as a child can stay with you forever,
if you let it. If those words are harmful, then your fear can use them
against you to keep you small and stop you from having the confidence
in yourself you need to move forward.
This is especially true when you have evidence to back up what you are
being told. For example, in my case, I was told I was stupid. Initially,
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I had opposing evidence and consequently I didn’t believe it. But after
discovering that not all fathers abused their daughters, it cemented in my
mind that I must be stupid for having not known that.
Once you form a belief, everything conspires to confirm that belief is
true. This is the work of your fear because it never, ever, wants you to
be wrong. So it ensures you only see what validates your belief. It then
controls you with its constant little voice reminders. I call this chatter
your Fear Monkey.
Your Fear Monkey sits on your shoulder and fills your head with selfdoubts, insecure thoughts, words of discouragement and basically is the
voice of your fears. It’s like a vicious circle. Your Fear Monkey taps into
a negative belief you’ve created from an experience you’ve had. Then it
constantly reminds you of this belief with its endless negative chatter.
This causes you to believe what you are being told and act on it by doing
something else ,that confirms your belief. This new experience, in turn,
feeds your Fear Monkey, even more, ammunition to use against you.
And round and round you go.
For example, as an adult, I could always come up with mistakes I had
made that would confirm what my Fear Monkey was telling me, that I
was stupid, was true. I would set myself up for it by always having very
high, and often unrealistic expectations for myself. When I didn’t reach
those expectations, it would give me, even more, evidence to support the
beliefs I had created. This is how the Fear Monkey works.
The words you constantly tell yourself, or that someone else you trust and
believe is telling you are what form your beliefs. Consequently, it’s your
beliefs that actually are responsible for shaping your life. Everything from
the clothes you wear, the people you associate with and the decisions you
make, all come down to the beliefs you have about yourself and others.
The words you tell yourself and others come from the experiences you
have had and how you have chosen to perceive those experiences. Your
fears are also created from these experiences and especially the negative
ones. Being aware of how you perceive an experience, the words you
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tell yourself or take on from others, and how your fears use negative
experiences to keep you from moving forward are all important steps in
understanding the fears and being able to master them.
The whole cycle starts with the initial experience. Even if you are told
something only once, as I was by my art teacher, it can still have a
profound effect on your life. If you form a belief around those words,
it can influence the choices you make. Words have the ability to lift
someone up, or crush them down, and yet some people spit them out
without any care or concern as to the effect they can have.
The trick is to be able to get to know yourself well enough to question if
the words you are telling yourself are true or to catch it before it becomes
a belief in the first place. Being able to differentiate when someone says
something to you if it is constructive criticism or when they are lies based
on the other persons fears and beliefs is something that takes practice.

Exercise - Feeding The Fear Monkey
This exercise is designed to support you to recognise firstly what your
Fear Monkey is telling you. Sometimes you don’t even realise what it’s
saying as it has become like second nature to you. Then we are going to
look at whether what you have found is true (usually it isn’t). And finally,
practising how to turn those words around to have a more positive effect
on your life.
The exciting thing about this exercise is you don’t need to look back and
try to work out where the words or belief came from, all you need to do
is learn how to recognise and catch what your Fear Monkey is saying and
how you can turn it around from there. Let’s get started.
1. For the next week carry a notebook or use the notes app on your
phone to write down what you tell yourself on a regular basis.
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Listen for the statements you say out loud about yourself and the
one’s you hear your Fear Monkey saying silently as well. Write
them all down. Write down the kind words in one section and
the not so nice ones in another. Remember, it may surprise you
what you say to yourself but now is not the time to judge what
comes up. The goal here is to become aware of the words used.
2. At the end of the week sit down quietly and reflect on what you
and your Fear Monkey have saying about you. How many times
do you say something negative about yourself? Is it the same
words most of the time? Is there a pattern? How often are you
congratulating yourself? What are some of the more positive
things you are saying? Are there any? Congratulate yourself if
there are. Once again, this is not an opportunity to beat yourself
up. It is about awareness because through awareness comes
growth.
3. OK, now it’s time to shake up the Fear Monkey. From your
list choose the three most common not so kind statements
you use against yourself. With each one, I know you might
have plenty of examples of how they might be true but
instead, I want you to search your life for five (preferably ten)
examples of when they weren’t true and write those down.
For example; one of the words I would use against myself was
stupid so I would go through my life and find examples of when
I was smart. Things I did that were intelligent and choices I
made that showed I was bright. The idea here is to show you
that what you are telling yourself isn’t true. Your fear will try
and convince you otherwise but the reality is, it’s just your Fear
Monkey talking. The truth is that you are lovable. You are smart.
You are beautiful.
4. Now it’s time to re-train the Fear Monkey. Choose five positive
statements you say about yourself. If you don’t have any of those
that’s OK, it just means that your fear has you convinced that you
don’t have any but I know that’s not true. If you are reading this
book then you will have a kind heart, a caring nature, maybe you
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have a musical talent or you are good with kids. Have a friend
help you to come up with at least five positive statements you can
practice using more often.
5. The goal for this next week is to feed different bananas to your
Fear Monkey. Write down each time (or give yourself a star),
you catch your or your Fear Monkey saying something negative
and replace the not so nice statement with one of the kinder
ones from the previous step. The idea of this step is to practice
noticing the negative and replace those words with the truth of
who you are.
6. Reward yourself at the end of the week for all the times you were
able to recognise and change your Fear Monkey’s language.
7. Repeat for at least three more weeks to complete your Fear
Monkey’s training. Remember, what you focus on grows. The
more you concentrate on negative beliefs, the more negativity
you will receive. The more you focus on your true qualities,
the more positive your life will become and the more love and
kindness you will have to give and receive.
With practice, you will become better at catching yourself and your Fear
Monkey with the negative self-talk. Plus, the better you will become at
giving yourself the praise you deserve. Not egotistically, but quietly with
the confidence that you know who you are. The truth is you were meant
for great things and what you tell yourself comes true. You will never get
rid of your Fear Monkey because your Fear Monkey is part of you. So,
you might as well train it to make sure what it says to you, is positive.
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“Only in the darkness, can you see the stars”
Martin Luther King Jr.

Facing The Dark Monster

Chapter 13

Facing The Dark Monster

I

t often starts just as a feeling of sadness that washes over me and
through me. Sometimes it’s triggered by an event, and other times
there seems to be nothing that starts it. It could be a phone call where
the caller speaks down to me, or when someone has lied to me. Or it
could be something I have done wrong or a problem I have caused. It can
sometimes happen when someone has been nasty to me unnecessarily.
Or it can simply be absolutely nothing and no apparent reason at all.
It’s as if something else takes control of my mind and my emotions are
turned up as high as they can go; not the good ones, though, only the
bad. It’s like there is a mass evacuation of all my happy thoughts and
memories, and all that’s left are the unhappy ones. The sadness fluctuates
between a hatred for myself and my life and a wave of anger that is fuelled
by the negative thoughts and then directed straight back at me.
I never used to understand it, and this scared me. When I was younger
it would happen on a regular basis, which was frightening in itself. I
never knew when, or for how long it would last and I had no way of
understanding it or controlling it. I didn’t know what caused it, or how
to manage its ferocity. Once it started, I had no way of being able to stop
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it dragging me into the dark depths of despair, where all I could see was
how bad I was as a human being.
I recall one of the first time’s it happened was when I was forced to give
up ballet. Dancing had been the only thing in my life that was mine. It’s
what got me through the terrible times. It was where I could be me. I
would get dropped off, and it was my time.
I don’t know how I managed to convince the mother to let me dance in
the first place, or why she did. I had been given a picture of three Swan
Lake dancers by one of the grandmothers, and it had hung above my bed
for years. I would dream of being a ballerina every night before I went to
sleep. Eventually, she agreed, and off to class I went.
We used to drive for over an hour to attend class, and although the
mother would complain about it all the time, she would have had to
drive to town for groceries regardless. She did it, though, and for that, I
am truly grateful.
From the moment I started, I won scholarship after scholarship, which
meant the parents didn’t have to pay for anything. My shoes, my tutu’s
and my classes were always paid for by the generosity of others who
donated the scholarships.
I started with the RAD (Royal Academy of Dance) style of dancing and
had a wonderful but strict first teacher. A dear old lady with white hair
and a cane. Classes were held in a hall at the train station every Saturday,
and in between I would practice where ever I could, every day. In those
days, the music was a live pianist, and this created my love for the piano
and all its marvellous sounds that would touch my emotions, which I
would channel into my dance.
When we moved to a different state, I changed to the Cecchetti dance style
which was less rigid and more delicate. Still the scholarships continued,
and still the mother complained of how much of a drain I was to the
family and her. As long as the scholarships kept coming, though, she
couldn’t lose face by taking me out of class because ‘what would people
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think?’ Instead, she used it as a weapon against anything else I wanted
to do. I wasn’t allowed to play any other sports like netball or basketball
or even baseball. The only sport she couldn’t avoid was athletics, because
everyone had to participate. I was pleased because I enjoyed running too.
I was always made to feel like I was a burden to the family. For a long
time, I didn’t care because as I grew older, I just loved everything about
dancing more and more. The costumes, being on stage and the classes. I
felt like every day and every year was a fight to keep going against both
the parents, but it was a fight that was worth it. I could lose myself in the
control and discipline required by my teachers and the sparkles and tulle
that was the stage.
I received no encouragement at home and was constantly told I would
never amount to anything. I hated when the father would come to watch
an eisteddfod. I would do my best to discourage his presence because
it always meant the first opportunity he had after that, there would be
a ‘session’, and he would tell me how much my dancing turned him on.
Regardless, I didn’t let his vulgarity deter me, and I still loved everything
about dancing. Then I got glandular fever.
I was physically wiped out, and it took with it, the only fight I had left. I
couldn’t move. I couldn’t even feed myself at one point. Looking back, I
think it was my body screaming out ‘enough!’ I had been neglecting it for
years by not eating properly. It was a way of numbing my pain, and cry
for help, to the point of getting anorexia.
I had severe acne which I put down to a reaction from the stress of
dealing with the constant abuse. I thought it was like the badness inside
of me was wanting to get out via my skin. Finally, my body gave up, and
just got tired. So very tired.
It took months before I could walk again, and it took all of my efforts
just to eat and function with the basics. I was an easy target for the father
during this time because I didn’t have the strength to fight, or to get away.
Sadly, it was just the excuse the mother needed to take me out of ballet,
and so she did.
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This was when the dark monster started. I had not long discovered the
truth about the abuse and began my quest to escape from them. Losing
my dancing was the final straw. The deep feelings of sadness and the
thoughts of ‘what was the point of going on’ would consume me. It was
like a dark cloud hanging over me, and I couldn’t get away from it.
Over the next few years my life, as I knew it, changed dramatically. Those
times of darkness increased in both length of time, and intensity. The
dark monster became a regular part of who I was. Once I had escaped
from the family, I spent a lot of time alone, and my mind started playing
with my fears, and all the years of abuse began to catch up with me.
At one point I was taken in by the nuns at a Catholic boarding. It
was so very kind of them, and it was there that I met two incredible
women. Sister Anne who was the matriarch and who I thought was very
unhappy because she always seemed to pick on me. I realised later what
she was really doing was encouraging me to be stronger and giving me
boundaries. Then there was Sister May, who showed me more kindness
and love than I had ever experienced before. But it was also here that I
hit rock bottom.
I would spend hours staring out the window of my room in the
dormitory, which was just big enough for a bed and a desk. I should have
been doing my homework, but I was losing motivation for everything.
The walls went only as high as the doors so the nuns could always hear
what you were doing. This lack of privacy also meant the seniors could
run through the dorms and throw flour, eggs and water on unsuspecting
juniors. I became a regular target because I didn’t fit into the ‘norm’ of
the private school girls.
I was different. I didn’t look that different in my uniform, except for my
acne, but I was. I didn’t have the wealthy parents to take me away to
luxury locations for the long weekends and holidays. In fact, I would
spend the school holidays with the nuns. Sister May and I would spend
lots of time together talking. I greatly appreciated her care, but I never let
on how I was truly feeling.
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I hated it when all the girls would come back with their new clothes
and gifts from their parents, and I had nothing. It was after one of these
returns when I fell into a dark hopelessness. I was desperately trying to
find something good about my life, but I felt like there was just nothing
there. I believed I was a burden to everyone around me and believed noone liked me at all. I was convinced my few friends were just being polite
and didn’t really care if I was there.
Over the previous years, I had regularly been ill with colds, headaches and
stomach issues. A by-product of the stress I was under. Consequently, I
had a collection of leftover medication because as soon as I felt better I
would stop taking them. This provided a lovely little concoction and, as
I saw it, a solution to my pain.
Before long it was dark, and I sat at the window looking at the stars and
the lights like I always did for hours. Tears rolled down my cheeks as
I cried silently, an art I had perfected by now. This time was different,
though, and I kept spiralling downwards. Round and round in my head
I replayed everything I’d ever done wrong (or had been told I had) and
all the pain I had caused (or had been told I had caused). How much of
a burden I was to everyone, and how I just didn’t fit in anywhere. That
night, I believed I would never fit in. How could I when I had no family,
no ballet anymore, bad grades and very little money.
I kept thinking no one in my life really cared if I was there or not. The
dark monster had me believing all the negative words I had ever been
told, and that all I did was cause problems for people. I came to the
conclusion that everything that had happened to the family and me was
all my fault. I was convinced I was worthless, and no one would ever love
me. How could they when I was so damaged?
I had put up a good fight, but nothing ever seemed to work out the way
I wanted. At that moment, I believed it would never improve. I couldn’t
see any of the good that was in my life. I was all alone and decided the
world would be a better place if I weren’t in it anymore.
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But I was wrong! I was so very wrong! And my decision caused more
pain to those around me than I will ever know. As I lay there waiting
for the medication to take me away, I kept thinking it was going to be so
much easier when I was gone. No more fighting just to survive. I believed
it would be a relief to me, and I was sure no one else would be affected
because I thought they didn’t care.
The last thing I remember was the look on my dear friends face as she
realised what I had done. She had unexpectedly paid me a visit and was
confronted with a situation that no young girl should have to deal with.
The fear in her eyes and her screams were haunting as I passed out. I fell
in and out of consciousness and woke up in the hospital bed. I remember
being disappointed that my attempt had failed, but that soon changed
when I saw the looks on the faces of the nurses and the nuns that visited
me.
Suddenly they looked at me like there was something seriously wrong
with me. They treated me differently and ironically I felt more alone than
I had ever been before. No one seemed to understand I had been trying
to make everything better and easier for them. Even my friend Sister
May was disappointed in me and said she wished I had told her how
I was feeling. When I finally did go back to the boarding school, my
friends were different. They didn’t know how to deal with what I had
done, so everyone just kept away. Once again I had made life worse for
myself.
It wasn’t long before I left there and instead became a day student. I lived
on my own and supported myself through the rest of school. My grades
continued to drop as I struggled to handle the reality and responsibilities
of adult life, together with my negative thoughts and self-destructive
hatred. I built up a bigger and stronger wall around myself and the mask
I wore every day displayed a happy, go lucky girl who didn’t have a care
in the world.
I would make up stories as to where my parents were so that people felt
comfortable around me. I became focused on making other people laugh,
making fun of myself and always making sure everyone else was looked
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after and happy. I put myself last with everything and found solace in
people pleasing, which equated to people liking me. I would constantly
move so any friends I made were fleeting. No one ever got close enough
to know who I truly was. I believed hiding the true me was best because
that was what kept me safe.

Lesson - How I Learnt To Face The Dark Monster
My friend eventually shared with me the effect my choices had on her
that night. I attempted to explain my reasons, but it was difficult for her
to understand having never been in that situation before. What I hadn’t
considered during my episode was the possibility that there were people
that cared, but I didn’t want to see them.
I discovered that fear was a significant contributor to the strength of the
dark monster. When fear had control of my thoughts, it only let me see
and believe what it wanted me to, not what was the truth. The truth was
that she cared immensely about me, as did Sister May, and my boss at
the supermarket who had hired me, and the lady at the charity store who
always threw in extra clothes for free.
If I chose to see, there were a lot of people that cared about me and
throughout my life there always have been. Over time, I have learnt the
importance of valuing these friendships and have worked hard not to
push people away. You can’t be fearless alone, and you don’t have to if you
choose to let people in.
I’ve learnt that your friends DO care about you, often more than you
know. Your fear will try to convince you otherwise, and by learning how
to master your fears, together with the support of a therapist, you are well
on your way to managing those dark times. I rarely experience the dark
monster these days, and if I do it only lasts a short period now instead of
days or weeks, like they used to when I was younger.
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Showing that you care is also essential. Ironically I wrote this chapter
after coming from the funeral of a dear friend’s husband who had taken
his own life. The service reflected what a remarkable man he was, and
what stood out for me was how much he had always focussed on making
other people smile, laugh and be happy. He had always made time to
listen and talk to anyone and everyone. His legacy sums up something
else I have learnt from this experience and throughout life.
The people you know who are always focussed on caring for others and
making sure everyone else is happy and laughing may just be the people
who need the care the most. I am not saying that anyone who cares for
others may be suicidal, but if there is someone you know with these
behaviours, I encourage you to give them the gift they give so freely to
you and take the time to show them that you care. If everyone did this,
the world would be a better place.
Make the time to talk with people. Genuinely ask them how they are doing
and focus on truly connecting. This may not be enough to stop someone
from taking their own life if that is where they are at, but you never know,
it may just make the difference, and there’s no harm in showing that you
care. I’ve learnt that giving your time is the most precious gift you can
give to someone and, therefore, it is the most valuable.
Shine the light on what is great about people. Give compliments more
often. Smile at people and look into their eyes when you talk to them.
Remind someone of how precious they are to you, and to the world and
how only they can give the gifts they have. Make being a kind a priority.
By being of service and showing kindness to others, the dark monster
will find it difficult to show up in your life or theirs, so it’s a win-win
solution for everyone.
I’ve also learnt the importance of talking about your challenges. I’ll say
it again... No one can be fearless alone. I know it’s hard to ask for help
sometimes but if you want to make changes in your life then reading
this book is one thing, but hiring an expert therapist is even better. Find
a therapist you feel comfortable with who cares about your health but
also has the, knowledge and experience to guide you with solutions. Join
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a support network specific to the challenges you are dealing with and
buddy up with someone you can call when the going gets tough.
For so long I was too afraid to speak up about my dark monster periods.
I felt ashamed and thought I would be judged. This cost me friendships,
career opportunities, love, connection and almost cost me my life. We all
have challenges. That’s the nature of life. It’s how we learn. Sharing those
challenges in a supportive environment is so much more valuable than
trying to manage them on your own.
You might also be surprised, like I was, to discover that there are lots of
people who have been through what you are going through right now,
and they have come out the other side bigger and brighter than before. I
know you can too.
I’ve also come to realise that these challenges we face are actually necessary
gifts, and our life itself is the most precious gift of all. Learning to see your
life this way, takes time and practice but it can be done, and the rewards
are worth it. Finding the gifts in the good and the bad experiences and
understanding they are all a necessary part of what makes you unique,
gives you a different perspective and platform to start each day.
As an example, quite a few years ago I received a call from a dear friend.
She was in the hospital after attempting to take her own life. I had met
her only a few years earlier, and I hadn’t heard from her much for over a
year. She knew a little of what I had gone through, and I was touched she
called me during what was a very vulnerable time for her.
She asked a simple question “can I spend some time with you?” I was
blessed to be able to say yes straight away as I didn’t have a lot on that
weekend. We spent the next few nights staying up late talking, and days
walking on the beach, cooking and generally just hanging out together.
After spending those few days with her, she felt strong enough to go back
to her own life armed with a new perspective and some extra resources.
She shared with me how grateful she was and how I had really understood
how she had felt, what she had gone through, and why. Where most
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people would avoid the topic in that situation, we talked openly about
what she had just done, and she said this was why she had chosen to call
me.
It was then I had a light bulb moment. Suddenly I realised all I had
been through with my own suicide attempts as a teenager and young
adult, my experience with the dark monster of depression and feelings
of worthlessness, had been preparing me for that moment in time, to be
there for her.
I had been able to connect with her on a much deeper level because I
knew what it was like to feel so lost, having been there myself, and I had
no judgement of her, so she had a safe space to express her innermost
thoughts and feelings. Suddenly I felt eternally grateful for the gifts of my
past challenging experiences and being able to be there for her in one of
her greatest times of need.
If you are struggling with the dark monster, know that you are not alone.
Know that there is nothing to be ashamed of. Your thoughts are just your
fears in control. You are someone who has a tough exterior and gentle
nature inside. You are someone who shows the world one face but hides
the truth for many reasons behind that mask.
Know you are worth more than what is currently going on in your life,
and what your mind is telling you is not the truth. It is trying to trick
you. To hold you down, to hold you back, because what you have inside
of you is worth so much that your fears don’t know what to do with it yet.
Know that your life is worth living because you have been given a unique
set of gifts you are supposed to give to this world. If you should take your
own life, then you haven’t fulfilled what you have been put here to do.
There are still things for you to do in this life. You can’t go yet, you’ve got
a job to do.
Know that there are people who care about you and leaving is not the
solution. It’s just your fears telling you otherwise. Get the support we all
need for the challenges you are facing. Utilise the exercises in this book,
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hire a therapist, join a support group, talk to a friend. There are people
willing and available to help you get through this and for a lot of them,
it’s their gift back to the world. You are worth their time, and you are
worth taking that step. You deserve to have happiness in your life and
love in your heart and to be free of the dark monster.

Exercise - Lifting Your Spirits

We can all feel a bit blue from time to time. This exercise is a series of
tasks designed to help lift your spirits and the spirits of those around you
as well. If everyone was just a little kinder to themselves, and to others, I
believe the world would be a better place. Your goal for this exercise is to
complete each of these tasks this week.
1. Smile. Randomly throughout the day smile for no reason. Put
a big grin on your chops the size of the jokers in Batman and
hold it for five seconds. Complete this a minimum of five times
each day for the entire week. You can also include some random
smiles at strangers to brighten up their days too. The act of
smiling, whether you feel like it or not, will uplift your mood.
2. Find one video a day that makes you laugh out loud. It’s true that
laughter is the best medicine. This is so easy to do these days.
Just Google funny dog video on YouTube or bloopers of your
favourite show. Whatever is going to make you laugh. Once a
day.
3. Give yourself a hug. We don’t always have someone nearby to
give us a hug. The solution is to give yourself one. It doesn’t feel
quite the same, but it will lift your spirits. All you do is open your
arms out wide and then wrap them around yourself as tightly as
you can. Do this at least twice a day.
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4. Choose an affirmation for the day. Each day Google a positive
statement. Find one that is uplifting and inspiring for you and
say it out loud five times (preferably ten) in the morning and
five at night. You may not think it makes a lot of difference but
remember the chapter about the words you say to yourself? I
especially love Louise Hay’s affirmations.
5. Give a compliment. In fact, give five genuine compliments a day.
Preferably to five different people if you can. Lifting someone
else’s spirits will always lift yours too.
6. Talk to a friend. Choose one friend you haven’t seen for a while,
call them up and organise a time to catch up. During this catch
up share a challenge you are facing and find a way to let your
friend know how much you care about them.
7. Give yourself a star for each of these you achieve this week.
Notice how you felt and if your spirits were higher than the week
before. Reward yourself for how well you have done.

164

Facing The Dark Monster

165

“Forgiveness is a gift you give yourself”
Tony Robbins

The Art Of Letting Go

Chapter 14

The Art Of Letting Go

I

t was early in the evening, the sun was setting, and I was in an outer
city suburb, hours away from home. I don’t recall where I was going
at the time but suddenly as I drove along, I lost power and the car
sputtered and came to a sudden halt.
I got out, lifted the bonnet and set about trying to work out what wasn’t
working with the limited knowledge of engines I had at the time. This
was before mobile phones were invented and I couldn’t see a phone box
in sight so there was no one I could call who could come and help.
At the time, I was stick thin, with long blonde hair and had a figure
that attracted attention where ever I went. It wasn’t long before two cars
pulled up and a group of young men got out to come to my aid.
Although they all seemed friendly enough, I was outnumbered by seven
to one and acutely aware of what could go wrong in that sort of situation.
I didn’t let my guard down and kept my distance. They were of European
descent and came across as being helpful and courteous. They kept busy
trying to solve what had caused my car to stop suddenly and even went
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and got a jump start kit to try and get it started. The engine almost turned
over but then stopped. The fuel gauge showed there was plenty of petrol,
so the problem had them puzzled.
Over time, my guard was lowered as they all chatted to me while they
worked on solving the challenge at hand. Most people who know me
will tell you that even when I have my guard up, I am still a relatively
friendly person. We were all getting along great, but it was getting late.
My concern was growing as to how I was going to get home.
They were talking about taking my car to a friend’s garage to get him to
look at it in the morning and organising how to tow it there. One of them
left and returned with a friend and his tow truck. I didn’t want to leave
my car, so I went with them to the garage and we parked the car around
the back. I went to pay the tow truck driver, and he said it had been taken
care of. I asked the group, but no one would accept my money. This made
me a little uncomfortable.
We were now in an industrial estate and it would have taken hours to
get home via public transport only to have a few hours sleep and return
in the morning so I asked if it was possible for one of them to drop me
off at a nearby hotel. In hindsight, this is where I made a major mistake.
I should have found a phone booth and called a cab but I hadn’t seen a
phone for ages. Besides, they had been so kind and helpful so far and I
was feeling more like I could trust them.
Unfortunately, I was wrong in my judgement this time. They came into
the reception with me when I checked in and then I said my goodbyes
and they said they would be back in the morning to pick me up and take
me to the mechanics. I hadn’t long hopped into bed when there was a
knock at the door. Four of them were back. “We thought you might need
some company,” they said. I began to say politely that I didn’t, but they
just pushed past me and let themselves in.
Feeling very vulnerable in my tiny boy shorts and singlet I sat on the bed
with the blanket around me. Instead of sitting on the two chairs they sat
around me on the bed which made me nervous. They continued saying
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things like “We didn’t want you to be alone”, and “You seemed like you
could do with some action tonight.” I laughed it off and said that I didn’t,
but they had other ideas. Before I knew what was happening one threw
himself on top of me while the others held me down. I kept saying no
louder and louder until one of them grabbed my head and put their hand
over my mouth to shut me up.
I soon realised the reality of being outnumbered, and fighting back was
only making it worse for me as it seemed to excite them. “You like it
rough don’t you,” their leader said. I shook my head trying to call out
“No” but it was no use, so I stopped moving altogether. I switched off and
focused on a little sticker that was underneath the edge of the bedside
table. It was a unicorn pony, and it was all the colours of the rainbow. I
looked at how pretty it was and imagined what it would be like to fly up
in the sky and through the clouds on its back.
Afterwards, as they went to leave, one of them looked back at me. I was
curled up in the fetal position, tears streaming down my face, and said,
“Wow, you really didn’t want this did you?” These words would haunt me
for many years to come. Of course, I hadn’t wanted it! What had I done
to give them the idea that I did? I played it over and over in my mind and
decided I must be to blame for what had happened. I must have been too
friendly, given the wrong message somehow, or maybe it was the way I
was dressed (jeans and a t-shirt!).
The next morning, no one showed up. Thankfully I had made a note of
the garage name, and I found it in the phone book and called a taxi. I
felt so ashamed, but I put on my brave face mask and listened while the
mechanic told me the car had run out of petrol, and the petrol gauge
was faulty. I couldn’t believe it! Something so simple, and yet I had gone
through so much, all because of a stupid faulty gauge. I kept thinking to
myself “Why?”
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Lesson - How I Learnt To Let Go
For a long time, I continued to blame myself for what had happened that
night. I didn’t tell anyone for years. Eventually, I shared it with a therapist
who helped me to see it differently and supported me to come to terms
with it. With her help, I came to realise it wasn’t anything I had done, and
that often things happen that I have no control over.
Being a self-confessed control freak at the time (one of my many coping
mechanisms for attempting to feel safe), this was hard to accept. I’d
always believed that I was responsible for what happens to me, and to
surrender this to “out of your control” didn’t sit well. Over time, though,
I came to realise if I didn’t choose to surrender this experience, and all
the others I had no control over, such as my childhood abuse, they would
control my life forever.
It was these experiences that were feeding my fear filled beliefs of ‘it’s
always my fault’, ‘I’m no good’, and ‘I only deserve bad things to happen
to me’. By choosing to let go of these experiences it freed me up to have
more positive experiences enter into my life and fuel more positive
thoughts and beliefs about myself.
Now, before we go any further, I feel it’s important to acknowledge that
letting it go is in no way minimising what happened to you. For example,
if you experienced any form of abuse, be it physical, sexual, verbal, or
emotional, it is NEVER, EVER OK! You have every right to feel what
you are feeling.
Also, know it was not your fault. This may take a bit longer for you to
grasp, as it did for me, but it happened to you for an unknown reason you
may never know, nor understand, and regardless of the circumstances, it
was not your fault.
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At some point, the person, or person’s, carrying out the abuse had the
choice of crossing over the line between right and wrong, and they chose
to cross that line. It was their decision and nothing you did specifically
caused it. I know this to be true because if you had behaved in the exact
same way with a person who knows right from wrong, they would not
have chosen that path, they would’ve done what was right, and it would
have been a very different outcome.
So, you may be thinking, well this sounds fine in theory, but how do you
really let go of such awful experiences? What is this surrender you speak
of? How can I come to terms with not having control over my life or
what happens to me?
There is a favourite prayer I used that helped me to understand this better.
It was originally penned by American theologian Reinhold Niebuhr and
its adapted version is:
“God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change,
the courage to change the things I can, and the wisdom to know the
difference.”
The first step in the process is recognising and accepting that which can
not be changed because it is in the past. Unless you have discovered a
proven way to time travel, you can’t go back and change what happened
in the past. The only thing you can change is how you choose to continue
to feel about it.
You could let the guilt, shame, frustration or anger continue as long as
you want to by reliving it or continually complaining about the situation
but that would mean fear is in control because these are all symptoms of
fear. Instead, you could learn from what happened (if there is a lesson to
be learnt there) and then let it go. As in, don’t focus on it anymore. When
the memory comes up in your mind, remind yourself that is in the past,
and you can’t change it now. Be thankful for the lesson and move on.
The second step is coming to terms with that which you had or have no
control over. Focusing on things that you have no control over in the
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future, or had no control over in the past is just a waste of time. It keeps
you stuck either in the past or worrying about the future. Both of which
feed your Fear Monkey.
As much as we would like to think we control our lives, most of what
happens is beyond our control. Things such as what others do, say or
think, changes, outcomes, the weather, schedules, etc., etc. All we do have
control over are our reactions, our beliefs and our thoughts. We have a
certain amount of control over our bodies, but they can still surprise us.
Once you recognise and come to terms with what you can and can not
control it is quite an empowering experience. Instead of wasting time
energy unnecessarily on attempting to control everything outside of
yourself, you can channel all of that energy into your own thoughts,
beliefs and behaviours. This is how I learnt to let go of the abuse and
the gang rape and many other occurrences in my life. It can take a bit of
practice but it can be done, and the rewards are worth it.
When you choose to let go of attachment to outcomes, controlling other
people/situations and everything else you don’t have control over, you
will find you are more calm and confident. Life will flow noticeably
better. Consequently, you will be happier and healthier, and it frees up
more energy for you to live a more enjoyable life.
One thing to be aware of, though, is you need to be ready to let go.
What I mean by that is when something happens to you that you had no
control over, certain feelings will come up. They could be pain, sorrow,
loss, grief, guilt or even anger. You have to have worked through the
process of acknowledging those feelings and what they are trying to tell
you before you can move on. Depending on the event sometimes this
can take some time to process, but don’t get stuck there.
Some people can become stuck at this initial point of processing.
Especially traumatic events, and it can affect the rest of their lives,
choices and relationships. Sometimes post-traumatic stress can occur.
Hence, why this is best done with the support of a professional therapist.
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Another thing I like to do is to look for the gift in the ‘bad’ experience.
What was something good that I can take away with me from that
experience. For example, for me, I decided I would learn more about
engines so that I didn’t have to be in a similar situation again. This has
saved me thousands over the years. I also chose to take up Jiu Jitsu to
learn how to defend myself better which boosted my confidence that I
could handle any situation in the future. This, in turn, supports me to
manage my fears.
I also believe that we are all part of a bigger plan. This helps me to accept
that whatever happens in my life it is either valuable for me somewhere
in my future or it was necessary for the benefit of someone else’s journey.
This makes it easier for me to accept and let go rather than letting it eat
me away inside.
The reality is we may not always know the reason or how an experience
fits into the bigger plan. What I do know for sure is by choosing to see
it differently, it can take away the pain and suffering caused by the event
that occurred. By choosing to see the gift, or, at least, believe there is
something good in every experience, it reduces the negative energy and
the dark power of the experience and consequently starves the fear that
feeds on it.
Now some people reading this may think this is just a way of not
acknowledging the truth of an event. Like looking at your overgrown
garden and saying “there are no weeds.” But that’s not what I’m talking
about here. This is a process that you should do after you have faced up to
what happened and acknowledged the feelings and emotions that came
from that experience. This is not meant as a band-aid and should only
follow after you have reached the point where you are absolutely certain
you are ready to make the decision not to let this event affect your life
any longer.
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Exercise - The Art Of Letting Go
This exercise is designed to provide you with some tools you can use
to practice the art of letting go. It takes you through the process of
recognising, appreciating and then releasing. Eventually, you won’t need
the exercise, and your mind will just process it naturally.
1. Think of an experience that has occurred in your life where
you are still emotionally charged over it and believe it is
holding you back from moving forward or stopping you from
doing the things you really want to do. Or, what is the ‘reason’
you come up with when life doesn’t work out the way you
wanted? Or, when you are feeling sad, what is the experience
you always remember? Write down briefly in one paragraph
what happened. (This is not a time to dwell on the details).
For example; I grew up in poverty, or I never got to go to college,
or I had an accident, or my mother passed away when I was
five, or I never had a father growing up… you get the idea. One
sentence is all that’s needed here.
2. Are you ready to make the decision to let this experience go?
You will know you are ready when you are willing to do the
work it takes to move forward from that experience. If you
aren’t ready to do the work, then you may need some more
support to work through any emotions standing in your way
of making that decision. Basically, what I am trying to say
is you need to be ready to decide to let it go and no longer
hold onto it as a ‘reason’ (or really an excuse) anymore.
To be sure you are ready for the freedom that will come from
surrendering the past, write down “I am now ready to let go of
[insert experience here] and move on”. Write this down as many
174

The Art Of Letting Go

times as you need to until you are absolutely certain you are
ready to move on. When I first did this I filled five pages with the
one statement so go for it.
3. Now write down everything you had no control over in that
situation. This is meant as an awareness, not as an opportunity to
beat yourself up for any inadequacies. You are not superwoman.
You can’t control everything!
4. Now write a list of all the gifts you can think of that have
come from this experience. They can either be gifts you have
received, gifts others have received, or gifts that could have
happened to others you may not even be aware of directly.
Think about how the experience has created certain pieces
of your character, shaped your values, directed your career.
Use your imagination to think of the positive effect it could have
had on others. This may be difficult initially for some experiences,
so be kind to yourself and allow yourself some time to think of
the answers. If you can’t think of any gifts experienced so far,
think of some that may happen in the future as a result of the
experience.
5. The last part of this process, and possibly the most powerful,
is to write a letter to your higher self. A letter of gratitude for
the gifts from the experience. Start with whatever suits your
religious beliefs e.g. Dear God, or Dear Higher Self, or Dear
Universe. Then continue with “I am truly grateful, for the
experience of [fill in your experience here] and the gift of [insert
gift from your list above] that has come from this experience.”
For example: Dear Universe, I am truly grateful for having
had such an abusive mother and receiving the gift of learning
everything a mother needs NOT to be, which has given me the
ability to be a truly caring, kind and loving mother. Repeat this
for each gift on your list. (Adapt for any potential gifts you aren’t
aware of.)
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6. The second part of the letter is to thank your fear for
using the experience to protect you and to let it know
you don’t need it anymore. Write down the following:
“Thank you fear for using [insert experience] to keep me safe
from [insert fear if you know what it is, otherwise just end the
sentence after safe]. I now choose to live in freedom from this
experience and no longer need to be reminded of it. I can handle
it from here.”
7. Once you have your letter written, read over it a few more times
to make sure you’ve said all you need to say and then it’s time
to let it go. This can be done by either ripping up your letter
into tiny pieces, putting it through the shredder, or even burning
it (only in a safe fire situation). Whatever works for you is the
perfect solution, but it must be let go of and be gone.
Note: I’m acutely aware this all sounds easy in theory, but in practice, it
takes a lot of concentrated effort. You may find, over time, your fear will
attempt to bring up your experience and use it to ‘protect’ you again, and
you may experience other events in your life that will need to be let go of.
It’s a bit like the layers of the onion.
Once you recognise it showing up again, take note, and as soon as you
can, take yourself through this process again. Do it as many times as you
need to in your life in order to be free. It’s not easy, and there will be tears
as you let go of the energy and power your fear has created from the
experience, but the results are worth it and can be life changing.
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“A friend is one that knows you as you are, understands where
you have been, accepts what you have become, and still,
gently allows you to grow” - William Shakespeare

Choosing Your Support Crew

Chapter 15

Choosing Your Support Crew

I

was 17 when I started my second business. It was an unusual
situation. I went for an interview for a sales position and instead
was given the opportunity to start a business instead. It was an
introduction agency, similar to an upmarket VIP dating company. I was
given the keys to a property in a town two hours drive away, had a few
hours of informal ‘training’ and then sent on my way. I was later told the
owner hadn’t expected me to succeed at all and had merely wanted me to
look after the property until he was ready to utilize it.
It turned out my ability to not only look and act older than I was, plus
my natural communication skills and caring nature, combined with my
people pleasing ability to understand what others wanted, was the right
combination for that industry. I did what made sense to me and what I
would like if I was single and looking for love. The old fashioned views
on relationships and dating I’d learnt from watching all those old movies
when I was younger also served me well.
Before long I had a thriving business, growing rapidly. Within the first
year, it was turning over more money than I had ever seen before. I had
a staff of three and was advertising statewide, which in the days before
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the internet, was quite an achievement. I loved interviewing people,
getting to know them, and then matching them with their potential life
partners. It was like playing cupid and I had lots of success stories, and
consequently a growing database.
Outside of the office, I was a well-known regular in the night club scene. I
loved to dance and nightclubs allowed me the freedom to do this without
having to get close to anyone because it was always too loud to talk.
Thanks to the father being an alcoholic I had been turned off alcohol
from a young age. I used to party hard while shouting all my friends the
cocktails. I had a following of people who would be treated to free VIP
entry to clubs, drinks, dinners and whatever else I felt like doing where I
wanted company to share it with.
Weekends away, log cabins, city apartments and lots of dancing.
Shopping was my favorite past time and savings were non-existent. I was
unfamiliar with having money, and I just wanted to have a good time
while I had it. There was no one there to tell me to save ‘for a rainy day’
and I had no concept of financial responsibility outside of the business
where, ironically, I was remarkably good with money.
The world was at my feet, and I thought I was invincible. People talk of
living in the moment, and that’s exactly what I was doing. My life was
exciting and full of adventure, and I always had people around me.
Ironically, though, I felt very alone. These feelings would be suppressed by
always doing something, or going somewhere, or buying something new.
I bought my first car, a sports car, and had it delivered to the business.
Without knowing how to drive, I hopped in and taught myself based on
what I remembered from driving the tractor as an eight-year-old child
on the farm. I’d also driven the old tray top truck a few times too once I
could reach the pedals. It wasn’t long before I was hair in the wind and
driving confidently. I had intentions of getting my licence, but just never
did get around to it.
Before long I became a regular on the illegal street racing scene. On a
Friday night I could usually be found racing, occasionally as the ‘posing’
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audience, and every so often as part of a police pursuit. It was only a
matter of time before reality, and my lack of responsibility caught up
with me. When it did, it was a big lesson, and it hit hard.
It started with the owner of the building finding out I had created
a thriving business. He showed up one day and wanted a piece of the
action. He thought he could just show up and take over the business I
had built, and I had no contract so legally I didn’t stand a chance.
Initially, I tried to work with him, but he wanted to make too many
changes that I felt were unethical. The main one I objected to was
charging a lot more, and providing a lot less service. I decided to take
my client files and walk away. There was no fight left in that situation. He
had the upper hand, and I learnt a valuable lesson on the importance of
always having a contract, and proper foundations set up correctly.
Realising I now needed a way to fund my lifestyle, and with no back up
funds anywhere, I immediately started applying for jobs. I was offered
a position in a fashion house (I have always loved fashion), starting on
the ground level, but with the opportunity to work my way up. They had
wanted a male, but I had somehow impressed them enough during the
interview and got the job.
At the same time, though, I was offered a job as an insurance sales person.
This position paid a whole lot more than the fashion house and gave
me the potential to earn big dollars almost straight away. Not having
anyone to give me any guidance, I’m sad to say that instead of following
my heart, I followed the money, and took the insurance job.
I had been with the insurance company for a month and really wasn’t
happy with my choice but was making the most of it. Besides, I had
an expensive lifestyle to maintain, a car, an apartment, and a shopping
addiction. But the universe wasn’t over with the lessons yet. It had one
more for me.
It was a Saturday night and had started out just as any other party night.
We were at a private gathering filling in time waiting for the clubs to get
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going. Everyone was drinking and a girl, who I thought was one of my
best friends at the time, wanted to drive down to the shops to buy some
snacks. She was way over the limit, so I said I would go instead. I didn’t
drink so I was always the designated driver, and in this case, the snack
delivery service. I didn’t mind, and I loved driving, especially if it kept
my drunk friends off the roads and safe.
I was heading down a familiar street that had a garden dividing it down
the middle. There was a slight descent, but I wasn’t in a rush, so I had
been driving quite slowly for a change. I saw the car move into the
middle of the dividing section, and it should have stopped there, but
instead it pulled out directly in front of me. I spun the wheel to the left to
try and avoid hitting it, but there wasn’t enough distance between us. We
collided, I hit the car on the front section, thankfully missing the door
where the passenger was seated, but I collected the whole impact on my
side of the car.
My head must have hit the window because I don’t remember anything
after that. I woke up in the hospital bed. I had a concussion, a few broken
ribs, and lots of bruising from the seatbelt on impact. Basically, I was
very lucky, or so I thought. I was told by one of the nurses if I had been
travelling at the speed limit of 60, instead of the 50 km speed I was, I may
not have been so lucky. My luck was about to run out, though.
Over the next few days as I recovered in the hospital I discovered, because
I wasn’t licensed, my insurance wouldn’t cover the beaten up old car that
I had hit. Nor would it cover the repairs on my beautiful sports car. This
news meant I wouldn’t have a car, and therefore, I also lost the job I had
just started. To add salt to my wounds, the family in the other car, even
though they were in the wrong, decided to sue me for damages claiming
that the father, who was the passenger I had missed, had injured his back.
I knew it was a false claim, but legally I didn’t have a leg to stand on as I
shouldn’t have been on the road. They obviously needed the money and
saw me as their ticket.
Now, as you can imagine, all of this was extremely upsetting. However,
it really was my fault for being so irresponsible and driving without a
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licence. What was the most painful disappointment of all was that of
all my so called friends, not one of them came to visit me while I was in
the hospital, or afterwards. They just vanished. News got out I had lost
everything, and so I was no use to them anymore. There was one friend
but she only came by with her boyfriend at the time, so they could buy
my wreck of a car for parts, in return for a measly $1500. It broke my
heart.
I ended up settling the lawsuit out of court and once I was well enough, I
started again. I had the debt of my car, the hospital bills and the legal issue
to pay, along with rent and living expenses. I set about working three
jobs, seven days a week, for the next three years, to pay off everything
and keep a good credit rating. I got my licence, a cheap run around car,
and, once I had paid it all off, I began to build a new life for myself. This
time, I had a very different attitude towards money, the law, and friends.
Not necessarily the right one, though.
I became even more distant from people. My brick wall of fear was now
double brick and reinforced. I spent a lot of time on my own and never
really opened up to anyone. I convinced myself I was happy, but the truth
was I was lonely and tired. Tired of fighting the battles that life presents
to us all, by myself.
Eventually, I grew up and came to realize, although you can face your fears
alone, they are a lot easier to handle when you have friends who genuinely
care about you. Choosing those friends is the tricky part. Get it wrong
and they can drag you down into the depths of your worst fears (often not
intentionally). But get it right and they will be your best cheer squad.
Jim Rohn says “You are the average of the five people you spend the
most time with”. This highlights what I have learnt during my life.
The importance of who you choose as friends and consequently who
you choose to spend your time with. I am pleased to say I now have a
wonderful group of amazing friends who are my confidants, my teachers,
my cheerleaders and who keep me grounded and real.
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Lesson - How I Learnt To Choose My Friends Wisely
I learnt a lot from this experience, and many more in my life, about how
important the quality of your friends are. When times are tough, they
can be what pulls you through and when the good times happen, they’re
the best to share it with. I can’t stress enough how important it is in the
success of your life to have friends who genuinely care about you and
don’t have a hidden agenda. People who love you unconditionally, and
can be honest with you.
I’ve also learnt that you need good friends to succeed in life. You really
can’t do it all on your own, and if you try, you will either not reach your
full potential, or simply won’t succeed at all. Ultimately we are, as human
beings, meant to connect with other human beings as we go through this
journey. So, you can either learn how to choose the right type of friends,
or make it harder for yourself and continue trying to do it all on your
own, and deal with the consequences.
But how do you choose your friends? This isn’t easy, but it comes down to
knowing what your core values are, as in, what’s important to you, then
finding people who share those same values. If partying is something
that’s important to you, then find people that share the same passion for
partying the way you like to. If honesty is a core value of yours then if
someone lies to you, you’ll know they aren’t really who you want to be
associating with.
One of the best friends I ever had, someone I learnt a lot from, shared a
lot of the same core values as I did. We both had a passion for Formula
One, exercise, and living life to the fullest. He was there through some of
my toughest times, and I could always rely on him to be straight up with
me and tell me the truth. We gave each other a safe space to be ourselves
and we shared a lot of memorable moments together. He taught me to
question everything. He’d say,”who says that’s how it’s got to be?” Friends
like this are invaluable in life.
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The other thing to be aware of is where you take your advice from.
Sometimes friends mean well but what they are unknowingly doing, is
passing their own fears onto you. They might say things like “Are you
sure you want to do that” or “Gosh, I wouldn’t do that if I was you”. They
might even remind you of your past failures, in a gesture of how far you
have come. Or they could even innocently just keep you stuck in your
fears by agreeing with you when you share a concern with them, saying
things like “Yeah, you’re right, you probably can’t do it”.
Their intentions are to protect you from making a mistake that might
hurt you. However, the truth is it’s their fear of success, their insecurities
or their jealousy, that they are speaking through. Dig deeper and you
might find they failed when attempted something similar to you years
prior, or they had someone who hurt them in a similar situation in
their own life. Maybe they are simply always only seeing the negative
of everything, a glass half empty sort of person. It’s good to be aware of
what to watch out for but always get a balanced point of view.
The point is, if you are going to listen to advice from someone then it’s
important to know where their information is coming from. Find people
who have the courage to be honest with you, but who won’t dampen your
enthusiasm unnecessarily with their own fears. Many a dream has been
stalled by a well-wishing friend who triggered the person who was about
to set out and conquer their fears to create the life they wanted.
Be honest with yourself and learn to assess what is really the truth for
you. This is your life, and it’s way too short to live it any other way than
being true to yourself. You are on this planet in this lifetime, and you
have been given a unique set of gifts to impart on the world. To do that,
you have to surround yourself with the people who won’t hold you back
from getting there.
Now, if you need advice on a specific subject, and none of your friends
fit the bill, you can’t go past professionals. Expert advice from someone
who’s interests are completely independent is often well worth spending
the money on, both in business and in your personal life. Choose someone
who lives by what they say and has proof of their accomplishments.
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Exercise - Choosing Your Support Crew
This exercise is designed to support you to clarify the quality of the
people you have around you. To get you thinking about how they affect
you and to choose who you spend your time with. It sounds harsh but
you can’t choose your family and you can choose your friends.
1. The first step in this exercise is to write a list of all the people you
know and spend time with, plus those who you only know a little
but would like to spend more time with.
2. Next, write down how much time you currently spend with that
person per month.
3. Then, write down each person’s top five characteristics. Are they
funny, are they generous, are they honest, are they smart or are
they liars, thieves or simply using you? This is where you need to
be honest with yourself. No one else will ever see this list, it’s just
for you to choose who you want in your support crew.
4. Now write your name at the top of the list and write down your
core values, and what’s important to you. Write down what type
of person you want to be? Or if you don’t have your core values
defined yet, who is your hero and what are their values?
5. Then choose who you really want to be spending time with and
highlight them in your favorite color. Who are the people that
make you stretch and grow? Who are your cheerleaders and
your genuine friends? Who do you feel you can trust?
6. Now go and spend more time with the people you highlighted
in your favourite colour and over time, see how much you grow
and your life improves.
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“Trust yourself. You’ve survived a lot,
and you’ll survive whatever is coming”
Robert Tew
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Chapter 16

Learning To Trust Me

M

y personal bravado and successful persona provided me with
the ability to walk into some great jobs throughout my life.
In between walking away from the Introduction Agency and
starting work at the Insurance Company, (and especially as I hadn’t
learnt the benefits of savings yet) things were a little tight.
Payment from the insurance sales were monthly, and I needed some
cash to carry me over, so I took a second job at one of the clubs I often
frequented. I hated the fact that instead of being a VIP, I was now serving
behind the bar, but I made the most of it. I figured, at least, I could listen
to dance music all night.
It was just a typical Saturday evening, although custom had been slow.
This meant I wouldn’t make much, if anything, in tips. I had a car payment
due, rent, petrol and utilities. The last thing on the list was always food,
so the cupboards were pretty bare.
The night started out just like any other, with my happy face on, and
the dance music loud and pumping. I was looking forward to switching
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off, relaxing and dancing the night away behind the protection of the
bar. They were long shifts starting at 6 pm and working through until 3
am but I loved the interaction with the people and for those few hours
nothing else mattered. I could forget about my troubles and be anyone I
wanted to be.
I was used to receiving attention from the male patrons most nights, and
sometimes the females too, which was an absolute compliment. I was
young, blonde, fit and toned, with a vivacious personality. I could talk to
anyone and I was always polite and encouraging. So it was nothing out of
the ordinary when a young man in his early twenties came up to the bar
and struck up a conversation fairly early in the night.
He wasn’t the best-looking guy in the club, but he wasn’t the worst either.
He was smartly dressed, in a nice shirt and pants, and wore glasses, which
gave him a distinguished look. I didn’t care what he looked like though,
like everyone else, I made him feel welcome and happily chatted away.
He complimented me on my looks and physique. He was well spoken and
clearly educated, which was evident in the way in which he conversed.
He told me he was a professional photographer and then asked if he
could take my photos. I said ‘yeah sure’ with a blasé laugh, thinking he
meant behind the bar then and there.
He then handed me his business card which was simple and elegant
with just his name, number, and the words “Professional Photographer”
written in silver on a black background. It then dawned on me. He wanted
me to meet him at another time for the photographs. Upon clarifying
this I said thanks, but no thanks and he took his drink and vanished into
the crowd again.
A while later he returned, and continued to carry on with how beautiful
I was, and how the camera would love me. This time, though he said,
“I will pay you to be photographed”. This peaked my interest, and so I
asked, “how much?” He said $300. I paused, considered it momentarily
and then asked “what sort of photographs?”
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He went on to say I would be fully clothed, and they were all above board,
but then he added there may be some bikini shots at the end. That was
enough to make my stomach do a flip. It didn’t feel right at all, and so I
said no thank you again, and he took his drink and carried on his way.
The next time he returned he upped his price to $600. I’ll admit, I stopped
and thought about it and so I clarified “you are going to pay me $600 just
to be photographed, fully clothed but maybe some bikini shots? He then
added, “well, maybe some lingerie too”. There it was again, that creeping
boundary.
I naively found it quite flattering that a professional photographer, if that’s
what he was, thought I was pretty enough to be paid to be photographed,
especially after being called ‘Ugly’ at school, but the radar in my stomach
was telling me it was a bad idea, and so I refused.
Each time he reappeared throughout the night, it was the same
conversation, and he would increase the fee. By the end of the night,
it was up to $2500. It was getting harder to say no as the price went up,
especially knowing at home my food for the next three days was a can of
baked beans and a loaf of bread. I knew I would be surviving until pay
day on baked bean jaffles and cocktail condiments from the bar.
I had never experienced anything like it before. His persistence, and
being offered that kind of money, was exciting, but deep down in my
gut, I knew that either it wasn’t real or, once I got there the rules would
change. Needless to say, I continued to say no and at the end of the shift
I threw his card in the bin, grabbed a handful of cocktail fruit, and had
one of the security guards walk me to my car, just in case he was waiting
outside, and I drove home.
The next day, as I was eating my baked bean jaffles (for breakfast, lunch
and dinner), I kept thinking, what an idiot I was for saying no. Replaying
in my mind all the things I could have done with the money. I knew in
my heart I had done the right thing, though. Two nights later after my
next shift, as I left the club the owners were having a game of cards and
insisted that my friend and I join them for a couple of hands. We walked
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away with $500 each. It wasn’t $2500, but, at least, I still had my dignity
intact.
There was always a part of me that believed I was destined for greater
things than my present circumstances at the time. Even as a child
growing up in poverty, I had the same belief. I may not have become as
famous as some, but one thing I know for sure is I am glad I never had
those photos taken!
Don’t get me wrong, having a nude or lingerie photo shoot by a professional
photographer can be a liberating and empowering experience. I just
don’t believe he was a professional, and consequently, it could have been
damaging to both my reputation later in life and my self-worth at the
time. There’s also the risk he may not have even been a photographer - he
could have been an axe murderer for all I know.
This was one of the times when I did trust my own judgment and listened
to my inner radar, and I believed what it was saying was right. I haven’t
always done that and sometimes what my gut is telling me, I don’t want
to hear. I’ve learnt to ignore it can be very costly, especially in the world
of business.

Lesson - What Happens When I Don’t Trust Myself
Later in my life, I’d already had several businesses, and I had just finished
a contract with a national company that had left me doubting my
abilities. My immediate boss had been abusive, and the company had
gone into liquidation while owing me a substantial amount of money in
commissions. I hadn’t seen it coming, and I was added to the creditor list
but would never see a cent of it. Meanwhile, the owners continued with
their lavish lifestyle.
While working for this company I had discovered a need in the
community for an independent advisory service for people who wanted
to reduce their power bills. After seeing too many people being taken
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advantage of through incorrect advice on solar power. Sales people
were targeting the elderly with power saving devices that promised the
earth but were inappropriate for their needs. I decided to start my own
independent advisory company.
I set about creating the systems and procedures of how it would all
work. Created the branding and the website and then got stuck with
the complicated formulas required for the development of the analysis
software. My lack of confidence at the time had me thinking I needed
someone else to work with me to make what was turning into a big idea,
possible. I didn’t believe I could do it alone, and I couldn’t see, I was
almost there.
A partnership was secured with a local independent Council as a joint
venture partner where the central point of contact just happened to be
a whiz with Excel formulas. My fear of not being able to complete the
software development on my own, together with the opinions of others
who said the executive contact was a reputable person, made me ignore
the feeling in my stomach that something wasn’t right.
This turned out to be a very costly mistake. After a year of the project
continually being stalled because the software still ‘wasn’t ready’ and all
my funds (plus some) had been depleted, we won a contract with the
local general council for a pilot program. We were to deliver our service
to 400 homes. On the same day, the said local Council Executive pulled
the pin on our contract. His parting words were “try and take me to
court, I know you’ve got no money left” and he was right.
I lost everything that day because I hadn’t listened to my gut feeling. Deep
down I instinctively had known I didn’t need a partner, and especially not
that one. I didn’t trust my own ability, and my fear conveniently had me
forget I had built several successful businesses prior to that one. Instead,
I let my insecurities and lack of self-confidence take me over. The result
was a harsh but valuable lesson in trusting myself.
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Lesson - How I Learnt To Trust Me
From both of these experiences, and many more throughout my life, I
have learnt it is so crucial to learn to follow your gut instinct. To listen
and to be open to what it is saying. Some people call this their intuition.
Whatever it is, for me it is a feeling in the pit of my stomach, that
something does or doesn’t feel right. It’s often an unsettled feeling which
is sometimes hard to differentiate if it’s just my fear showing up, or if it’s
a real warning sign.
This is why it’s good to practice listening to that feeling. If you aren’t sure,
take the time to go somewhere quiet and tune into it and check if it’s
real, or if it’s just your nerves. Differentiating between fear and intuition
is a lifelong lesson, but I’ve found the more I focus intently on what my
stomach is saying, and the more I trust what it’s telling me, the better my
life ends up being. In fact, this book wouldn’t be in your hands right now
if I hadn’t listened to the feeling in my stomach that said I should do it.
This is the first part of the trust puzzle. It comes down to trusting what
your intuition is telling you, is what you should or should not be doing.
Become familiar with the feelings your intuition gives out, and trust that
all the answers and guidance you will ever need, are actually already
within you. You are smarter than you give yourself credit for, and you’ve
just got to listen!
I also learnt it’s important to trust in your own abilities. This is the
second part of the trust puzzle. I was more than capable of bringing that
business, and the software, to fruition. If I had only believed, I could.
If I had recognised it was my fears that were telling me I couldn’t, and
filling my head with self-doubt, then the outcome could have been quite
different. Having a little faith in yourself, can take you a long way.
I am a quick learner, I have plenty of experience building a business from
the ground up, and I have an innate ability to be able to take something
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complex, and make it simple. These skills, combined with hiring an Excel
programmer, would have got me through without the need to partner
with anyone. Become familiar with what you are good at, and own it!
Now if you get it wrong, and you’re going to, there’s no benefit in giving
yourself a hard time over the outcome. The best thing to do is to learn
from the experience. Having clarity about what your talents are, and
what they aren’t, is a powerful certainty to have in life and business.
The third part of the trust puzzle is to believe you deserve good things
to happen to you. Believing you are enough, you have enough, and you
are worthy enough for the best, is sometimes a challenge. I know, I’ve
been there. But deep within you, there is someone who is worth all the
wonderful things this world has to offer. She is brave, she is loving, she
is kind, she is smart, and she is worthy. She also knows what’s good for
you, and what’s not, and all you’ve got to do is learn to listen to her, and
follow her lead.
The last part of the trust puzzle is trusting other people. As I was growing
up, I had plenty of reasons not to trust others. This was largely due to the
two individuals (the parents) I should have been able to trust, abusing
the trust bestowed upon them to care for and protect me. Initially, this
caused me to keep everyone at a distance.
I trusted no-one. This to me, was my way of staying safe. What it did,
though, was stop me from forming friendships that could have lasted a
lifetime. It minimized my opportunities and generally made life much
harder for myself, as I attempted to handle everything on my own.
What I’ve learnt since then is it has very little to do with whether or
not I can trust other people, and everything to do with trusting myself,
trusting my own judgment, and trusting my ability to handle it if I get it
wrong. You need people in your life whose opinions and experience you
can learn from. Yes, you can do it all alone, but it’s a lot harder that way.
Choose carefully those you have in your life and who you spend time
with. Occasionally you might get it wrong, but that’s all part of life. Most
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of the time you will get it right. Then the trick is when they give advice,
you need to have the awareness to put your fears aside, check in with
your intuition, and if it resonates with you, then listen to and implement
their advice.
I had a very wise person tell me to get out of the partnership contract
right back in the beginning, but I chose to ignore him. Deep down, I
can’t deny when he advised me to move on, I knew in my stomach that
he was right, but I was too controlled by my fears to listen. Learning to
trust that feeling is where the practice comes in.
Often what’s on the other side of what your gut is telling you to do, is
an unknown. This can be very scary, but this is where choosing to trust
you comes into play. Trusting that you can handle whatever comes your
way, and trusting you will attract the right people into your life when
you need them. Trusting no-one can hurt you, unless you let them, and
believing in your abilities and experience. The reality is you are the only
person you can ever completely trust and believe it or not, you actually
do have all the answers. If you just listen.

Exercise - Learning How To Trust
This exercise is designed to take you through the four pillars of trust.
You will get to practice recognising and trusting your inner guidance
mechanism, clarify your abilities, create a list of trusted advisors and
believe that you are worthy. Let’s start with your abilities.
1. Write a list of your strengths. Things that you’re good at. That you
find easy to do and that you enjoy doing. Do this without selfjudgment. Remember you can’t be good at absolutely everything.
You have been given a particular set of skills and abilities which
are uniquely yours, and it’s these that we are looking for here. If
you get stuck, ask friends and colleagues for support. You could
even do an online reputable psychology profile test.
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2. Now make a list of people whose opinions you respect and
can trust. This will be your trusted advisory list. These are the
opinions and advice you can trust. This may even be people you
don’t know very well. If you can’t think of anyone, then think of
a company where you could get sound advice if you needed it.
When I was seventeen, I had a bank manager who I trusted. He
always had my best interests at heart and would be completely
honest with me. He was a good man, a good father figure, and
smart when it came to money. Back then you would get to sit
and talk to your bank manager. He always gave me the time and
a very candid lecture of good advice, which I appreciated. I only
wish I had followed it better. Who do you know like that?
3. Now it’s time to practice trusting yourself. Over the next month,
each night, or first thing in the morning, journal any experiences
where you were aware of and listened to your gut. Even if it was
just for a little bit. Practice when you have a small decision to
make. It can be something as small as which way you want to drive
to work or what do you wish to do on your day off. Check in with
yourself and see what your inner guidance mechanism is saying.
The idea of this step of the exercise is to practice tuning into your
inner self, your intuition, your gut feelings. Over time, you will
get to know that familiar feeling when you know what you need
to do but your head, which is your fear, is telling you something
different. The more you practice, the easier it will be to recognise
it when you need it.
4. The last part of this exercise is about believing you are
worthy, that you are good enough to receive all the good
in the world. This is about your self-esteem, and you can’t
just flick a switch and instantly feel better about yourself.
A lot of the exercises in this book are designed to boost your selfesteem and to show you that you are enough but here’s one more.
Find a picture of a beautiful newborn baby or better still, if someone
has just had a baby in your family, go and visit them and hold them
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in your arms. Look at their perfection. Ask yourself, what does
this baby deserve from this world? Write down your answers.
Now go and look at yourself in the mirror. You were once that
perfect little bundle of joy and perfection with your own unique
set of gifts and talents. Nothing has changed. You are still perfect,
and you still deserve all that the world has to give you.
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“Why fit in when you were born to stand out”
Dr Seuss

Normal vs Unique

Chapter 17

Normal vs Unique

F

or many years, I told no-one anything about my childhood. I didn’t
want to look back, I just focused on making my future as good as
it possibly could be. I was determined not to let my past hold me
back from having a wonderful life, and I figured no-one wanted to hear
my story anyway. What was the point, there’s no benefit in dwelling on
the past. Besides, I had to concentrate on keeping a roof over my head,
food in my mouth, exploring the world, making a difference and having
fun.
The problem is, when you suppress your emotions and don’t deal with
your past, it eventually comes up to haunt you, and that’s exactly what
happened when I was in my twenties.
It started with nightmares of a crazy proportion where I would wake up
in cold sweats and not want to fall asleep at night for fear of what I might
experience. Most of what I dreamt I couldn’t remember the next day,
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which was my minds way of protecting me. When I did wake up, though,
I was in absolute fear for my life, shaking all over, my heart racing. It was
awful.
It started to affect my work and my health. The lack of sleep and the
trauma were draining. My manager at the time was a wonderful Italian
lady who had a heart of gold and cared about me immensely. She
suggested I seek professional help. I did some research and found a
psychiatrist that specialized in what I had been through, or so he said.
He was expensive, but I figured worth it if he could stop the nightmares.
He was in the city and every couple of weeks I would make the trip
into my appointment. He had a flash office with a lovely receptionist,
and I felt I was in the right place, and it was worth the price. I spent a
year going to see him, and we would talk about what was happening
in my immediate life. I think the act of going for help actually helped
because my nightmares subsided and were replaced with snippets of
memories during my waking hours. Not necessarily better, but, at least,
I could sleep. Yet, we never discussed what had happened to me and the
underlying issue of the abuse.
Although it was nice to have someone to talk to, I felt we really weren’t
getting down to the nitty-gritty of the cause of my nightmares, nor
dealing with the memories of my childhood. He had suggested I keep
a journal, which was helpful, and I would journal my thoughts before
I went to sleep, when I awoke, and if I woke in the middle of the night.
By doing this, it brought a few of my past experiences to the front of my
memory, and I was able to record them. Up until that point, I had very
limited memory of my childhood, the good or the bad. In fact, I could
count the memories on one hand.
As time went on, however, I was beginning to get frustrated. I wanted
to go more in depth and deal with the deeper issues. When I confronted
him with this, I suggested that perhaps he would like to read my journal,
and he agreed. I carried it with me all the time and consequently left it
with him for that fortnight.
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My next appointment I was looking forward to rolling up our sleeves
and looking at some of the real issues. The response I received was
unexpected. For some reason, he was distant and had an air of concern.
He seemed unsettled, plus he treated me differently. It was almost like he
had seen a scary movie or something similar. All he had done was read
my journal.
Not one to hold back, I asked him what he thought of my journal. He
then went into the standard psychiatric babble of why he thought I
needed the support of prescription drugs. I couldn’t believe what I was
hearing. I wasn’t afraid of facing my past but it seemed he couldn’t see
how I could without medication.
I was so disappointed by his reaction. I had trusted him with my
innermost thoughts, and he was treating me as if there was something
wrong with me. All he wanted to do was to put me on prescription drugs.
He didn’t realise all I wanted to do was to talk about those thoughts I
had, and the memories that I didn’t know what to do with. I knew I
could handle whatever came up, but it seemed like he couldn’t, and he
definitely didn’t believe that I could.
He obviously had not listened when I had said I don’t take drugs of
any kind. Please don’t misunderstand me, there is a time and a place
for medication, and I believe it is a personal choice and should be. I
just didn’t want to. I didn’t feel I needed medication. I have had several
friends who have chosen to go on anti-depressants, and if you decide to
go down that path, that is totally OK, as long as it’s your choice. Don’t
do it just because someone is telling you to. It’s got to be your choice. Do
your research on all available options, and then make your decision.
I’ve always believed we are given everything we need in order to handle
whatever challenges we are going to face but, to be polite, I took the
prescriptions. I then promptly dumped them in the bin outside his office
and never returned. It was such a disappointment. His response had felt
like a judgment. What I needed was someone to believe in me. Instead,
I got an assumption that I couldn’t deal with what I had been through. I
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didn’t know at the time, but his reaction was more about him than it was
about me.
I had been ready to face my demons with the support of a doctor, the
expert, but what happened in my mind was, what I had been through,
was ‘too much’. If he, as the expert, thought I couldn’t handle it, then I
must really have something wrong with me. This is what my head made
up, and because I never went back to find out, this is what stuck.
Over time, my fear used this experience, combined with others from my
childhood where I was told I was ‘too much’, to keep me quiet. I believed
I was too much for anyone, and I was damaged goods. I believed if an
expert couldn’t handle my ‘stuff ’, then no-one could and so I stayed quiet
for many more years. My fears, demons, and darkness fought within me
and dragged me around in my life controlling me like a puppet.
My focus became being ‘normal’ and ensuring I didn’t stand out from the
crowd. For a long time, I hid my thoughts, beliefs, feelings and especially
my past, from people. I worked very hard on appearing like everyone
else and fitting into society. I took a job in the printing industry and
focused on my career, which grew rapidly. I kept getting head hunted
for better positions with larger companies, which was flattering, and a
testament to my hard working ethics and commitment.
I continued to move forward. I found and met my biological mother
and her family, I met the second true love of my life, and started another
business. Life was great in so many ways, and I was blessed to have the
people in my life I did. Still I hid who I truly was as I played ‘normal’. I
had the wonderful boyfriend, nice group of friends and the inner city
apartment. Life seemed good, from the outside and that’s how I wanted
it. Or so I thought.
The problem was I felt like there was my life on the outside, the mask
I showed to everyone, and then there was my innermost self that I hid
from the world. It was like inside of me there was so much that just
wanted to get out and yet my fear of being too much kept me trapped in
appearing normal. This inner torment meant I always seemed unsettled.
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I felt like I wasn’t doing what I was supposed to be doing. Like the real
me who was screaming to be heard.
Over the years, I had completed several personal development courses
including Tony Robbins Mastery, Deepak Chopra, Louise Hay, and
Fearless Living with Rhonda Britten, plus lots of other lesser known
teachers. Each one enabled me to learn and grow as a person, and it was
like I was being tortured to let out what I had inside. I was constantly
searching for the answer to ‘what do I want to be when I grow up’.
I felt like there was a job I was supposed to be doing, but I wasn’t doing
it. It was at the Fearless Living Course that it finally all made sense. I
realised I wasn’t meant to be normal like everyone else. I am unique with
a unique set of skills and talents. I have had a unique set of experiences
in this lifetime that, combined with my unique abilities, have created
who I am today. These are the things which make me special, and these
are what I have to give to the world, and it was only my fears that were
holding me back from recognising it.

Lesson - How I Discovered My Normal
I believe the purpose of each of our lives is to learn, grow and contribute.
We all have a unique set of qualities, abilities, skills and talents, plus a
unique set of life experiences. These are what I call our gifts. These are
what make us unique, and our purpose is first to recognise these unique
gifts, harvest them and then use them to be of service. We are all meant
to be different. No one is the same, and there is no ‘normal’ once you
realise this.
Whatever it is that you are good at, that you enjoy, that makes your heart
sing, that you are passionate about. First you need to recognise what that
is, and then give yourself credit for it. Going back through your life and
digging deep into the details of your experiences can help you to clarify
what this is for you. Think about what you liked and didn’t like about
each job or opportunity.
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The next thing is to bring it to the world and share it. For example, if
you have an amazing gift of being great at detailed technical wiring and
you absolutely love it and could do it all day, then that is what you are
supposed to be doing. If you are a talented cook and could happily cook
all day, then this is what you should be doing.
Whatever it is that you ‘feel at home’ doing and could literally do all day,
every day, this is what you are supposed to do. You have been given that
gift because you are supposed to do something with it. What happens a
lot of the time, though, is we let other experiences affect us. We let our
limiting beliefs affect us. We let our fears take control of our decisions.
When this happens, usually it means we don’t follow our passion and
then we end up disappointed and unfulfilled.
Instead, we might do the ‘normal’ thing or what is expected of us. We
might believe what sings in our heart couldn’t possibly ever work out for
us. Consequently, we squash those feelings deep down inside and may
never even tell anyone about them. This is your purpose though, and if
you don’t listen to it, it will slowly eat you away inside. We are all part of
a bigger plan and what you have been assigned to do, is what will bring
you the greatest happiness (and often the greatest challenges too).
So many times I have seen people who have a fire burning inside them,
a passion waiting to get out, an incredibly unique talent. Yet they are
stuck in the results of their past, of their childhood, the expectations of
others or their current situation. They are restricted by their fears and
limiting beliefs about themselves. They think there is something wrong
with them because they have a great life, and yet they aren’t satisfied.
I want to scream it from the rooftops… There is absolutely nothing
wrong with you! You just aren’t following your purpose. You are perfect
just as you are at this very moment. Everything you have within you is
more than you need to do what you want to do. There is nothing wrong
with wanting more. You are not flawed just because of what you have
been through, or how somebody treated you, or because you don’t feel
satisfied. Your past experiences and current situation don’t have to define
who you are. Don’t let them.
206

Normal vs Unique

I believe we are all unique and extraordinary. We are each born onto
this planet with a purpose. The experiences we have, are what create the
incredible person we are. I believe we aren’t supposed to hide who we are
or be ‘normal’. Instead, we are to shine brightly and to follow our heart,
our true calling.
It is our heart that knows what we are supposed to be doing, and it’s our
job to get out mind to listen to it. This may sound a bit ‘woo woo’ but
you know that feeling that you get inside where you feel like you are
supposed to be doing something else. That’s the feeling that I believe we
are meant to listen to, explore and follow. That’s what I’ve done, and I’m
so glad that I did.
Don’t let anyone tell you that you can’t do anything that your heart
desires. They don’t know you. They haven’t lived your life. They aren’t in
your shoes. They are simply projecting their fears, beliefs and limitations
onto you. Stand tall and walk your walk and do what makes your heart
sing. This is your life and how you choose to live it is up to you!
Now, as a side note, I am not recommending that you be irresponsible. If
circumstances and responsibilities make it almost impossible for you to
pursue your passion at the moment, then do it step by step. There must
be something you can do towards it?
Whatever you do, don’t let it die inside of you. It would be a loss to this
world if you didn’t pursue your passion in this lifetime. This is what
creates regrets and a life lived with regrets is a life that hasn’t reached its
full potential yet. Don’t be that person. You deserve a life of happiness.
Yes, it’s going to be challenging at times. Yes, your fears are going to
play havoc with you, and test you all the way, as you step outside your
comfort zone on a regular basis. There is such a fine line between fear
and excitement, though, which makes it easier to face those fears and
enjoy the adventure. Remember, the purpose of life is to learn, grow and
contribute. Please, go and learn what you need to, in order to grow and
contribute your unique gifts. It won’t always be easy, but it will be hugely
rewarding for you. I guarantee it!
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Exercise - Learning To Be Unique
The world doesn’t need more ‘normal’ people. The world needs everyone
to let their own unique qualities shine through, to follow their heart and
passion and do what it is they have been put here to do. This will create a
fulfilling life and ultimately a better world.
This exercise is designed to uncover your purpose. Take your time with
this one and be kind and gentle with yourself as you progress through.
Your fears don’t want you to discover this, but your heart does. So let’s
do it.
1. Let’s start by listing down the left-hand side of a piece of paper,
the jobs you’ve had that you’ve enjoyed in your life so far. These
could also be voluntary positions and hobbies.
2. Now, next to each one write down what it was you liked about
that job. List more than one thing if you can.
3. Now think about what you have done or could do where you
would lose track of time and wouldn’t care.
4. Next, I want you to think about what the world needs more of. If
you could give the world anything it needs, what would be at the
top of the list? Write that down.
5. This one is a bit morbid, but it works. Michael Gerber uses
something similar in E-Myth: Why Most Small Businesses
Don’t Work. Imagine you are at your funeral. What are the
achievements you are proud of? What do you regret not doing?
6. What’s something you have always wanted to do but haven’t yet?
7. If you could give any feeling to everyone, what would you want
to give?
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8. If all your living expenses were covered what would you do for
free every day?
9. Now, look over all of your answers from all of the questions and
what you are looking for are similarities or something that stands
out as the most important from all of them. If you are finding it
difficult, prioritise them which will force you to have to choose.
10. Once you have your purpose, test it out. Is it something you can
do every day, in almost any situation? Try it on for a week and
see how it feels. If it doesn’t feel quite right, come back and look
over your lists and answers again. Give yourself time to let it
percolate from within you. Sit quietly and listen to your heart. It
knows your true purpose.
11. Once you are certain you have your purpose, define what it
means to you and then brainstorm ways you can live on purpose.
12. Choose at least one of those things from your brainstorming list
and go and do that this week. Only by taking action will you be
able to confirm your purpose is correct.
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“We do not heal the past by dwelling there,
we heal the past by living fully in the present”
Marianne Williamson

The Cost Of Regrets

Chapter 18

The Cost Of Regrets

F

inding my natural mother was something I had wanted to do
my entire life. I had begun the search for her during my twenties
but discovered there was a veto on finding your natural birth
parents names and details. Finally, years later, the veto was lifted by the
government, and I could set about locating her.
I knew her last name, the city where she lived when I was born, and I
knew she had owned a fashion clothing store. I also knew she had not
wanted to give me up for adoption but in those times, it was different.
There was limited support for single mothers, and it was frowned upon
to have a baby out of wedlock, especially in a Catholic family.
I was pleased to discover she hadn’t put a block on being found. However,
she hadn’t listed herself either, which meant I had to find her by other
means. Armed with what little information I had, I knew it was going
to be like finding a needle in a haystack. I started at the library with
the electoral roll for the year I was born, and I made a copy of all the
people with her surname listed in that city at the time. There were over
a thousand.
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I was working in the printing industry at the time, so I drafted a letter
explaining that I was looking for my natural mother. It stated I didn’t
want to intrude in her life but just would like to know where I came
from. I printed the letter on pretty blue and white paper and would post
out a hundred or so at a time.
Every few weeks I would go to the mailbox, and with a mix of excited
anticipation and fear of rejection, I would open it up to see if I had any
news. My biggest fear was if I did manage to connect with her, and she
didn’t want to know me at all. Also, I had a dream once that she had
died in a head-on car accident so I was afraid she may have passed away.
I figured it would be better to find out for sure than to spend my life
wondering.
I had been sending these letters out for almost a year, receiving many
lovely hand written messages, from people who had received my letter
and wished me well in my quest. This was all before Facebook and I was
touched these people had taken the time to write to a stranger. Their
kindness kept me motivated to keep going.
It was a Friday afternoon. We were leaving the next morning for the
weekend to attend an engagement party of my boyfriend’s side of the
family. As I pulled into the driveway, there was a strong pull in my stomach
telling me to go to the post box. I hadn’t been there for weeks, and it was
a good fifteen minutes drive away. I paused in the driveway momentarily,
then threw the car into reverse and off I went to the mailbox.
There were three letters in the box, together with some bills and
notifications. I opened the first one and read it. It was another lovely wellwisher. I opened the second, and my stomach did a complete somersault.
The first sentence read “I was excited and surprised to receive your letter.
I am the mother you are looking for”. I will never forget that moment.
There are no words to describe what I was feeling. Even now as I write
this, the tears of happiness are streaming down my face. I had found her!
There was a sense of relief, a feeling of certainty and as I read on my fear
of her not wanting to meet me disappeared. She wrote she would be at
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the café inside the Museum that very Saturday at 11 am if I wanted to
meet. She went on to say if I didn’t show up, she would understand and
that she was just glad to know who I was, and that I was alive and well.
She left no address, no phone number and no other way of contacting
her. If I hadn’t gone to the mailbox that day, I would have missed the
opportunity to meet her. Needless to say, I didn’t go to the engagement.
The next day I could barely contain the excitement of meeting my mother
for the very first time. She had arrived early and must have been chatting
with the young waitress and told her what was happening because when
I arrived, she had an enormous smile on her face and said, “I know which
table you’re sitting at”. As she guided me across the room, my mother
stood up and smiled. My whole heart lifted higher than I ever thought
possible.
As I got closer, her arms opened wide, and we hugged. It was an embrace
I will always remember. Filled with almost thirty years of love lost, of
comfort withheld, of caring and hope. Eventually, we sat down, talked
and got to know each other. I had an overwhelming sense of peace wash
over me that day. I was no longer alone in this world, and I never had
been.
She had always been there for me, as a guiding angel sending love every
day. Every year on my birthday, on Mother’s Day and Christmas Day
she had missed me and longed for me. I discovered she had never had a
chance to hold me as a child. I had been taken from her the moment I
was born which would have been terribly traumatic. She thought she had
been doing the right thing, giving me a better life, but the universe had a
different plan for me. This was not her fault.
I purposely avoided sharing too many details about my childhood. I
knew it would have broken her heart. To recount the horrible story of
my time with ‘the family’ I had been placed with would have brought on
more pain than she had already endured in giving me up for adoption in
the first place and it just wasn’t necessary.
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Instead, we spent the time discovering our similarities and differences. It
was fascinating. I realised a big part of my creativity and bubbly, friendly
personality comes from her. We share certain mannerisms, and both
have a way of making others feel comfortable around us. We both care
for people on a deep level. I have her hair, skin, height and slim build,
which I am grateful for, as well as sharing a mutual passion for fashion
and travel.
Time flew by all too quickly. The café was closing, and it was time to
leave. I explained I didn’t want to impose on her life, and it was up to
her as to how much contact we would have. She shared how thrilled
she was to have met me and that she would love to be a part of my life. I
hadn’t considered this possibility. Instead, I’d prepared for the complete
opposite, but I thought, what a wonderful bonus. To have the opportunity
to share the rest of our lives together. I felt so blessed.
We arranged for me to visit for Christmas and meet the rest of her
family. I’ll admit it was a little overwhelming. I found it difficult to adjust
to instantly having a large family when I hadn’t had any for so long.
Everyone treated me so well and made me feel completely welcome, yet I
struggled to adapt. Over time, I would see-saw between being connected
with them and then pulling away to the familiarity of being alone.
As the years went on, we kept in touch and spent more time together. She
would visit me, or I would her. I did my best to adjust to having someone
in my life who suddenly wanted to be my mother, but it felt so foreign to
me. What she was experiencing, though, was so much more.
I can’t even begin to imagine the feelings and conversations she had to
deal with. She had invited me into her life. A long lost child, which no-one,
but she and her mother, had known about. Suddenly her long-suppressed
secret was being exposed. To say it was challenging for her would be an
understatement. The adjustments I had to make were nothing compared
with the changes in her life that my arrival had created.
Over the next ten years, there would be times when the pressures of the
change became too much, and we would fall out between us. Then others
214

The Cost Of Regrets

when we connected so closely and would be there for each other. Both of
us were doing the best we could, as we adjusted our lives. But there were
a lot of fears, we both had to work through.
I would make an effort and then pull away when it became too unfamiliar,
close and uncomfortable. She would look into my eyes at times and see
my father, bringing up painful memories of her past.
Initially, my fears would be triggered when she would do something that
reminded me of ‘the mother’. It might be a word she used or the way
she buttered toast. The smallest of things could set off my memories. I
would freeze up and pull away, retracting into my protective shell. But
over time, as I got to know more about her, I came to realise just how
different they were.
My real mother is such a strong woman, a survivor, a fighter, just like me.
She has what it takes to stand up for what’s right, would protect a child
even if it wasn’t hers, and has a heart of gold that is full of love, kindness
and nurturing. These were qualities ‘the mother’ never had, so it didn’t
take long before the she was a distant memory, and my heart was full of
love and admiration for my real mother.
I felt things were getting better between us in more recent years. I visited
her more often and now played a bigger part in her life, I thought. I
was feeling more at ease and enjoying being part of her family and the
joy it brought. I would visit on holidays and weekends, helping her with
the maintenance and improvements on her property. I enjoyed our time
together, but I still felt there was an underlying issue that she hadn’t
resolved.
She seemed to struggle with letting go of the pain and sadness she
had carried for so long. The guilt of giving me up for adoption would
consume her and block her from enjoying the wonders that were in the
present moment. She couldn’t let go of the notion that I blamed her for
what had happened in my life. It didn’t seem to matter what I said or
did to the contrary, her fear wanted her to believe that so that it could
continue to punish her for her decision.
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Her fear had her so wrapped up in guilt, blaming herself for what had
happened to me, and it was too strong. It wouldn’t let her see that I was
just so grateful to have the opportunity to have my real mum in my life.
One that loved me and cared about me, and that’s all I wanted. To me, it
felt like a second chance in life, and for that, I was truly grateful. Sadly, no
matter what I said or did, she still seemed to believe otherwise, and this
would be the undoing of what had become so wonderful.
I knew she felt guilty, but I never once blamed her for what had happened.
How could I! The truth is she had absolutely no control over who adopted
me. Nobody does. And I knew in my heart that she had done it with all
the best intentions possible. She had wanted a better life for me than she
felt she could provide by herself, and that’s what should have happened,
and usually does.
I could have, and should have, been adopted into a loving, caring family,
like most children were, but I wasn’t. The universe had a different plan
for me. A plan that neither she nor I had any control over but one that has
shaped me into the woman I am today. I also chose to see it as a blessing
that the adoptive parents had been so bad because it had brought us back
together.
Regardless of what happens in the future, I am truly grateful for having
had the opportunity to have met her and spend time with her. She is an
amazing, creative and caring woman who I am proud to call my mum
and every time I see a similar trait in me, I think of her and thank her for
bringing me into this world.

Lesson - How I Learnt To Let Go Of Regrets
There are plenty of things that I could regret in my life if I thought about
it. Such as, not speaking up about the parents sooner, choosing the
insurance job over fashion, not being responsible and getting my licence,
ignoring good advice when it came to business, and the list goes on.
216

The Cost Of Regrets

The thing is, these were decisions I made, based on what I knew at the
time. Would I do them differently now? Absolutely. But I know more
now than I did then. I am more in tune with listening to my intuition.
I have more confidence to speak up, and I have learnt the benefits of
listening to good advice.
Will I still make mistakes that I might regret in the future? Definitely!
It’s guaranteed that I will because I am human and expecting anyone not
to make a mistake is completely unrealistic and quite ridiculous. Life is
about learning and through making mistakes we can learn some of our
greatest lessons.
Our fear will have us believe otherwise, if you let it. It will tell you that
you want to live a life without mistakes and will go to great lengths to
avoid the potential pain that comes from making mistakes. What ends
up happening though, is we end up not living. Not taking any risks. It
uses the guilt, shame, anger and sadness from previous mistakes against
us to stop us from moving forward.
Rather than living in the past I have always preferred to live in the present
and look to the future. I’m a big believer that you can’t change the past
once it has gone so it’s better just to learn from it and move on. I learnt
from my mother though, that it’s not that easy sometimes.
When you make a mistake, there is always a loss. You might lose money,
career opportunities, respect, friendships, love, honour, physical ability,
health or even the life of someone close to you. When there is a loss, it’s
natural to need to grieve that loss. In fact, it’s essential to the healing
process that you do. Just don’t get stuck there!
There comes a time when you have to stop punishing yourself. Regardless
of how big the mistake was! You have paid the price. Why punish yourself
any further? If you think that you haven’t paid enough for your mistake,
then I ask you, “Is that the truth or is that just your fear talking?” Did
that mistake cost you? Have you grieved the loss? Did you learn a lesson?
Then it’s time to move on.
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The whole idea of us making mistakes is to learn from them. Not to live
with them for the rest of our lives. Look for the lesson and then work
out what you are supposed to do with that lesson. If it’s something small
then usually the lesson is “don’t do it again”. For the bigger mistakes, it
can sometimes be an action you are supposed to take. Every mistake is a
lesson, and every lesson is designed to propel you forward.
Through my many lessons, I’ve learnt that I am supposed to teach others
so that they don’t make the same mistakes. To inspire others to learn how
to speak up, trust their intuition and follow their dreams. Ask yourself
what are you supposed to do with the lesson and then do it. If it’s just to
let go and move on then do that, but if it’s something bigger than that,
then that’s what you are meant to do.
Sometimes when you make a mistake, it’s an opportunity to create a
deeper connection with someone by being vulnerable and admitting
the mistake. Taking responsibility for your actions and saying you are
sorry for the part you played in whatever happened can bring you closer
and make you stronger, as long as it’s done without any expectation of a
specific result.
Often I find it useful to look at what you have gained as a result of the
so-called mistake. What have been the benefits? What has happened in
your life that wouldn’t have occurred if that mistake didn’t happen in the
first place. Don’t let your fear tell you there haven’t been any, look harder
until you find one.
If there is someone that you need to forgive in order to move on from
your mistake, then that’s what you need to do. If that someone is yourself
then isn’t it about time you did that? Or would you prefer to beat yourself
up some more? Instead of punishing yourself further, use that energy to
create new opportunities for you and to live your life fully like you were
meant to.
The most important lesson I’ve learnt from all of this is not to get stuck
living in the past and carrying all the pain with you from a previous
decision like a lump of lead weighing you down. Live in the present
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moment and appreciate the opportunities when they come your way. If
you are focussed on living with regrets from past decisions, then you
won’t be able to experience the joy of the moments as they happen now.
I have met lots of people, in fact too many, who have been through worse
things than I, and yet they have a certain calmness about them. It’s like
they have made peace with their past. They have let go of anger and any
regrets. Getting to know them better I found that the anger, guilt, sadness
or pain still showed up for them occasionally, but they chose not to let it
take over and control their lives.
I know fear loves to use past experiences where you have made decisions
or choices that didn’t turn out how you thought they would, against you.
It uses these experiences to keep you stuck, living out your days focused
on those so called mistakes. All the time while robbing you of the joys of
today and your future. Choose to see mistakes as lessons. Let it go and
live!
I beg of you, don’t waste your life away worrying about what has been or
what you could have done, feeding your fears and letting them dictate
your life. Don’t let it cost you the love you deserve. Don’t let it cost you
the happiness you deserve.
The truth is we all deserve to be happy, no matter what you have done in
the past. To be happy, you can’t keep holding onto the guilt from past
decisions. The present moment is a brand new one that allows you to
create a future of whatever you want it to be.
It’s like a fork in the road where you get to choose. Do I continue to drag
the weight from my past decisions around with me or do I remember the
lesson, and let go of the mistake, and take the other road, free from my
past? The choice is yours.
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Exercise - Learning To Forgive
Letting go of our mistakes usually requires forgiveness. Sometimes it
is necessary to forgive other people, but usually, it’s more necessary to
forgive ourselves.
For this exercise, you will be writing a forgiveness letter to yourself. It is
designed to guide you through the process of forgiving yourself, and it’s
important to remember this is not an opportunity for your fear to beat
yourself up again. It’s about acknowledging and letting go so that you can
live a life of freedom.
1. The first step is to acknowledge and take responsibility for what
you did. Start your letter with ‘Dear [insert your name], on this
date [insert date] I did [insert the mistake].’
2. Next, outline what it has cost you. This could be painful so be
kind to yourself. It would be a good idea to put a time limit
on this one so that you don’t get stuck on the pain side of the
process. 3-5 minutes should be enough.
3. Now write down how you have suffered. The feelings you have
had. The level of guilt and shame you have felt. Write about the
anger and the sadness. It’s good to put a time limit on this one
too such as 3-5 minutes.
4. The next part of the letter is a statement that goes like this: “It’s
time for me to let this go. I have mourned the loss, and I have
paid the price for my mistake. I’ve learnt my lesson, and it’s time
for me to move on.”
5. Next write down what you have gained from the mistake. What
was the lesson you have learnt plus, if you have gained any benefit
because of it, here is where you would write that down too.
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6. The last part of your letter is a series of affirmations. I recommend
writing them again and again until you believe them and are
ready to let go. They are: “I forgive you. I know you were doing
the best you could at the time with what you knew and you now
know better. I forgive you. You are human, and all humans make
mistakes. I forgive you. You deserve to live your life to the fullest.
I love you. I let go and set you free.”
7. Once you have completed your letter, read through it once more
out loud with your hand on your heart and then rip it up, shred
it or burn it (if it’s safe to do so) and then give yourself a hug.

221

“It’s not what happens to you,
but how you react to it that matters”
Epictetus

What’s Your Trigger

Chapter 19

What’s Your Trigger

I

used to love riding my push-bike everywhere. The ten-speed light
weight frame was red and black and I had all the right gear with
reflectors and lights and a helmet. I loved the freedom of feeling the
wind on my face and the sun on my back and the challenge of pushing
myself up hills. My preference was always to take the bike rather than
the car and I was a competent and careful rider, especially in and around
the city.
It was a warm Saturday afternoon and I was on my way home from
working at the supermarket. I was five minutes away, heading down a
familiar hill at a fairly decent speed. I saw the four-wheel drive pull up
to the intersection from the side street ahead of me. I had right of way
and they paused so I thought they were going to stop and give way. They
didn’t!
They pulled out in front of me. I slammed on my brakes but I had nowhere
else to go. I hit them at almost full speed. My bike crumbled beneath me
and although I put my arms up, it was too late and my head and face and
shoulder hit the vehicle. Then suddenly I was on the ground. I must have
blacked out momentarily.
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The driver was a lady with her husband and daughter. She pulled off
to the side of the road and came running towards me quite distressed
asking if I was alright. I was in a daze and embarrassed so I automatically
was saying I was fine as I got to my feet and went to check on my bike.
It was a mess. The front wheel had completely bent at right angles and
everything just seemed to be in the wrong place.
She was fussing over me while her husband stood back with a concerned
look on his face. “I’ll take you to a hospital she said.” Which would have
been the smart thing to do but I wouldn’t have a bar of it. I kept saying,
“I live just around the corner, I don’t need to go to a hospital, just take
me home please.” I was so insistent that eventually she gave in and her
husband put what was left of my bike into the back and I jumped in next
to her daughter.
I directed them to the front of my house, got out with my bike and with
an “are you sure you’re OK” from the driver I waved them goodbye.
Walked up the pathway, took my keys out and attempted to open the
front door. The problem was, it wasn’t my house! An elderly lady came to
the door. “What are you doing” she said.
Confused I explained I was trying to get into my house and I asked her
what she was doing in my house. She politely explained it wasn’t my
house and thankfully she had seen me before and kindly directed me
to where I lived, which was just around the corner. I must have looked a
right sight with my crumpled up bike by my side.
Once I was home I went to the bathroom to discover I had a huge bruise
across my cheekbone, a grazed chin and nose and various other cuts and
bruises on my shoulder, arms and hands. It was a bit of a shock because
I don’t think it had sunk in yet what had just happened. I went and sat
down in the lounge.
Suddenly my body started shaking uncontrollably. I had enough sense to
reach for the phone and call my friend who answered immediately. “I’ve
been in an accident,” I said, “Can you please come and get me, I think I
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need to go to hospital?” Then I went into shock. By the time my friend
got there, I was a shivering mess and had blacked out a few times. They
quickly got me to the hospital.
I had concussion, a couple of fractured ribs and lots of bruising but in
hindsight, I was pretty lucky I didn’t have anything broken. I remained
in hospital for a day for observation and then went home. My bike was a
right off and I couldn’t afford a new one straight away so instead I drove
everywhere from then on. In fact, I didn’t get on another bike until many
years later.
A friend of mine had invited me on a bike ride for the afternoon.
I hadn’t ridden in ages so I was excited to give it a go again. I was a
little apprehensive but figured I would get over it. I didn’t. As soon as I
hopped on I broke into a sweat, my heart rate increased dramatically and
I became anxious, agitated and even angry.
This would happen every time I attempted to get on a bike again for years
to come. I could cross a busy road and not feel the same fear of being hit
by a vehicle. I could even ride a scooter in the busy and chaotic streets
of Indonesia. But every time I got on a push bike I would have the same
reaction.
Over the past seven years, I have worked on this fear and forced myself to
ride. I lived on the beach and was eventually able to go on the bike path
but would never go on the road. My friends would witness my look of
terror if we went riding and a vehicle came within half a mile of me. With
the support of my best friend, though, I have now practised enough that
I can ride on a road if necessary without getting triggered into sweaty
fits of fear.
As in this example, when someone’s fear gets triggered, they tend to
behave irrationally, out of character, not their true self. Or their behaviour
will be inconsistent, contradictive or out of context and extreme in
comparison to the issue at hand. Usually, the trigger is caused by a past
traumatic experience and a similarity to a present situation.
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Initially, put me on a bike and my reaction would be sheer terror but over
time by understanding how fear works, recognising it when it showed
up, knowing it wasn’t real and with the regular exposure I was able to
master this fear so that I no longer got triggered.
Sometimes when someone is triggered it is obvious, as in my case of bike
riding. I knew why I was triggered and what the previous event was that
had caused it was and it was obvious to everyone around me that I was in
extreme fear. But it’s not always so easy to see.
Often we can be triggered and be completely unaware of it. It’s so
sneaky that you may not even realise your behaviour even if it’s either
inappropriate or extreme. To us, it feels normal and your fear will tell you
that it’s warranted.
I was out at an inner city bar with some girlfriends and wasn’t enjoying
it as per usual. Having been on the other side of bars from a very young
age, I never did like socialising in them. Especially the inner city ones
because they were typically meat markets filled with shallow men and
women looking for meaningless relationships.
My friends had dragged me out saying that I needed to socialise more.
All of my walls were up and I was wearing, at least, three different masks
to hide who I truly was so there wasn’t much of an opportunity for a
genuine connection with anyone.
I had the attention of a very handsome European gentleman. He was
tall and dark, with tanned olive skin and deep brown eyes. He wore a
tailored shirt and nicely fitting jeans to show off his toned physique.
He had decided I was his prize for the night and it didn’t matter what I
said, he wasn’t taking no for an answer. Everywhere I went he was there
wanting to buy me a drink.
As I made my way around one of the bars, squashing between all the
suits, I saw him coming the other way. I was trapped. I turned to my left
and a nice looking man was sitting at the bar not talking to anyone and a
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seat vacant beside him. “Do you have company?” I asked waving towards
the empty space. “No,” he said. So I plonked myself down next to him.
“Would you do me a favour?” I asked. Without waiting for a response, I
continued. “There’s a guy who is following me and I can’t get rid of him,
would you play along and talk with me and act as if you are interested?”
He had a puzzled look on his face but agreed and we continued to chat. It
was loud, so to hear what was being said we had to lean in and speak into
each others ears. When Mr Europe walked past it looked like we were
quite cosy and he carried on. Mission accomplished.
I didn’t have anywhere else to be and so I stayed there and we continued
the conversation. For some unknown reason, I felt immediately
comfortable and safe around my new found friend. The more I learnt
about him, the more I let my guard down and just enjoyed his company.
I discovered his name was Michael and he wasn’t into the bar scene either.
He was there for a friend’s bucks party celebration but preferred outdoor
adventure activities. He was single, had been in a long term relationship
that broke up just over a year ago and owned his own business. He had
kind eyes, broad shoulders and a quick wit attached to a fun sense of
humour. I liked this because it showed intelligence and who doesn’t like
someone who can make them laugh.
Time ticked on and eventually my girlfriends came looking for me to
check if I was alright. They were pleasantly surprised to meet Michael
and he shook each of their hands ever so politely. We all chatted for a
while and then his friends arrived on the scene and it started to get a bit
crazy.
Not long after that, my friends wanted to go to a club and his friends
wanted to go to another bar. We all rolled out onto the street and he
hailed a cab for us which I thought was sweet. As we said goodbye, he
took my hand and gently pulled me close to him for a hug before saying,
“It was a pleasure to meet you Miss Tegan.” I smiled quietly to myself for
the rest of the night and through the next day.
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Two days later a bunch of flowers arrived at my work addressed to Miss
Tegan. My heart flipped! They were from him. In the envelope was an
invitation to call him to arrange a dinner date. It was all just so perfect.
He took me to a popular inner city restaurant where there is only one
table and you are all seated next to each other. We got to know each
other, and the people around us too. It was so much fun. This was the
beginning of many dates, all equally enjoyable.
It turns out Michael was a doctor with his own practice. He adored
children and often spent his evenings looking after his sisters two, at
least, two times a week. On the weekends, he liked to read the paper at
a local café, go camping, or something more adventurous like climbing,
hiking or canyoning.
He worked out regularly at the gym, ran and swam and ate healthy most
of the time bar the occasional good wine. He came from a well-rounded
family, loved to travel and wanted a long term relationship. He treated
waiters equally as good as business owners and treated me with respect
and like a princess. He was basically perfect. And that was the problem.
Within a couple of weeks, my fear of not being good enough had been
triggered but I wasn’t aware of it. The Fear Monkey started filling my
head with things like, he can’t be that nice, what’s he hiding, what does
he want from you. Instead of enjoying his company I doubted everything
about him.
I didn’t believe he was a doctor, so he invited me to his practice. I
constantly kept digging to find out the real reason for his relationship
breakup. I started assuming he was dating other women. I questioned his
honesty when he said he was looking after his niece and nephew. Then I
began being late for our dates or cancelling at the last minute.
Eventually, I messed him around one too many times and the next time
he saw me he said that he thought it best if we didn’t see each other again.
Although my Fear Monkey agreed wholeheartedly and would tell me he
wasn’t right for me, I can’t deny there was a pang in my heart that I had
lost someone really special.
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It wouldn’t be until many years later when I began my Fearless Living
study that I realised what I had lost that day. I had been triggered and my
fear had decided that I wasn’t good enough to be dating Michael so it had
filled my head with doubts which then made me not behave like my true
self which made it impossible for him to like me as I am.
The true me was someone who shared similar interests to him, always
treated people with respect, and would rarely cancel or be late for
appointments. This is who he saw the first night when my guard was
down but he didn’t get to see too much of her after that because my fear
was in control. My ‘Not Good Enough’ trigger had been set off by him
being a doctor and basically an all round perfect guy. Consequently, deep
in my mind, I thought I wasn’t smart enough for him, or good enough
but instead of realising that wasn’t true, I started searching for what was
wrong with him and treating him disrespectfully.
Recognising when your fears are triggered is an important skill to
practice in becoming a master of your fears but it’s not always that easy.
Usually, you will notice your reaction to being triggered (the behaviours)
before realising you have been triggered. With enough practice, you can
catch yourself before you lash out at someone or behave inappropriately
and in time you can learn to recognise the feeling that occurs when you
have been triggered before it even comes out in your behaviour.
Once you start noticing fear responses and triggers within yourself, you
will also become more aware of them in other people and you come to
realise that bad behaviour is not always about you. Often it’s just that the
other person has been triggered or is dealing with a fear of their own.
Seeing through someone else’s behaviour and realising that they are
triggered can be the difference between an argument and a hug. When
someone else is triggered, you have the opportunity to either react to
their behaviour which usually just makes matters worse, or recognise
they are triggered and support them to come back to their true self
through reassurance and kindness.
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Road Rage is a perfect example of when it’s obvious that people are
triggered. Normally, calm, reasonable people get behind the wheel and
the smallest thing can trigger them into a torrent of rage. I experienced
this first hand in a high rise parking station recently.
I had turned the corner without seeing an oncoming vehicle that had
been obscured from my view. The elderly gentleman in the driver seat
had a kind face and I waved an apology with my hand. He had his window
down and in return yelled a rather large amount of obscene words at
me. I had obviously startled him, but it was an honest mistake, we were
nowhere near colliding and, therefore, didn’t warrant the response I
received.
Ironically, we ended up parking near each other. I was walking past
when he was getting out of his vehicle and he was clearly quite old and
appeared fragile in his movements. I calmly went up to him and asked if
he was alright. He was still a little angry and responded with “What do
you mean?” I continued to say that I was worried about him because his
behaviour didn’t seem to fit with who he was.
He looked surprised for a moment and then his head dropped and he
looked down to the ground. “I’m sorry,” he said. He went on to tell me
how he had recently lost his beloved wife and how much he missed her
and was struggling without her. He said he felt angry that she had left him
and didn’t know how he was going to survive without her. That anger and
fear were like a firecracker just waiting to go off at anyone for anything.
We had a wonderful conversation about love, loss and life. In the end, we
hugged and he thanked me for taking the time to talk with him. He really
was a lovely old man who had simply been triggered by the recent events
in his life and the small surprise had set off all the emotions he had been
suppressing about his wife’s passing.
Sometimes it’s not as easy to appease the situation. If the person who
is triggered doesn’t want to face what the truth is then, it can become
difficult to bring them back to themselves. Sometimes you’ve just got to
accept that it’s not about you and move on.
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Lesson - How I Learnt To Understand Triggers
I used to get triggered by my past experiences and fears all the time. It
wasn’t until I became a Fearless Living Coach that I discovered just how
fear and triggers worked. Over the past ten plus years of coaching clients
through their triggers and, in general life experiences, I have also come
to realise how sophisticated fear can be and how deep some triggers can
go.
It takes practice to be able to recognise when you or someone else is
triggered but it’s worth it because the more you can see it, the more in
freedom you will be able to choose to live. Understanding when someone
is triggered can create better communication and more connection.
Imagine a world where instead of reacting to bad or upsetting situations
and behaviours we were all able to calmly discuss any issue with the
other party. Here’s what I’ve learnt so far.
Have you ever had the experience where you walked past a building,
car or person, or smelt a particular scent, or heard a sound and you just
felt a weird uncomfortableness within yourself, a feeling of fear for no
apparent reason? I get this with men with beards because the father had
a beard.
This is a response to a trigger based on an experience in the past. Here’s
how it works. Imagine you are a six years old and you are riding your
bike along the footpath. As you round a corner you go past a house with
a light blue fence, a red door and a palm tree out the front.
Suddenly a barking dog comes running out from this houses yard and
chases you down the street with its teeth bared and snapping at your
heels. Your heart is racing and you are genuinely scared for your life
in those moments as you peddle as fast as you can away from it. This
experience has now been etched into your mind and your fear has noted
it never wants you to feel that way again.
231

FACING FEARS

Fear’s job is to protect you from harm. So many years later you might be
walking down the street past a house with a blue fence when you begin to
feel uncomfortable and even a little fearful, but you can’t work out why.
Maybe you are on a date and you get taken to a restaurant with a red door
with a palm tree out the front. You suddenly feel anxious and become
irritable, but once again, you aren’t sure why you just know you don’t
want to be there. If the feeling is strong enough, it may cause you to
overreact, have an emotional outburst, or behave irrationally. You may
even think it’s your date that is causing it and blame them.
This is how complex, your fear can be when it is doing its job of protecting
you. What has happened is, by association your fear has been triggered.
Your fear has associated danger with red doors, palm trees and blue
fences (and more than likely dogs too). What you do next is usually a
trigger response and you may not even know why you are doing it. The
trick is to recognise these responses, even if you don’t recall the original
experience, and take steps to get grounded and manage the emotions
associated.
Sometimes it can also be a word or the tone that you are spoken to. For
example, if someone speaks down to me, calls me stupid or raises their
voice at me my fear will react because, by association, I am taken right
back to the hell house of abuse. Knowing this will trigger me means I can
recognise it before I have an irrational fear response in my behaviour.
It’s also a great awareness when it comes to other people too. What this
means is if someone is nasty, rude, or even abusive towards you, 99% of
the time it has nothing to do with you, and everything to do with the
other person being triggered. They may not even have been triggered
by you, it could have been, like the elderly gentleman in the car park,
something that happened that morning or even a day or more before.
So, rather than reacting to their behaviour, you can see it for what it is,
their fear is in control and choose to either ignore them or support them
to come back to their true self with kindness. Of course, always check
first if you have done something that genuinely upset them and if you did
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then you need to take responsibility for that. But if you have evaluated
it realistically and it has nothing to do with you, then it’s just their fear
responding.
Please don’t get this confused with thinking that this means you don’t have
to take responsibility for your bad behaviour, that you have an excuse,
“Oh, I was just triggered.” It is never OK to treat people with anything
other than kindness. What it does mean is, you have an opportunity
to recognise when you have been triggered and do something about it
before you react and effect other people.
Nowadays, if I am being treated badly or rudely by someone, and I am
confident I haven’t done anything to cause it, then I realise all that has
happened is they have been triggered. I remind myself “It’s not always
about you” and I look for an opportunity to help that person to come
back to their true selves.
If someone looks at or judges me with distaste, and I haven’t done anything
to warrant it, then I know it’s not about me at all, and everything about
their own issues with their looks, lifestyle, body, career or whatever it is
that has triggered their response. This then allows me to come from a
place of kindness rather than anger.
In extreme cases, when someone is triggered they can be harmful, as
was the case in my childhood with the parents. For the majority of my
teenage years, and most of my young adult life, I blamed myself for what
had happened to me in my childhood. I blamed myself for the abuse and
I carried an immense amount of shame and guilt. What I’ve learnt since
then is it had absolutely nothing to do with me and everything to do with
them reacting to their fears.
They were triggered left, right and centre, and were reacting, all be it
completely inappropriately, to their fears. They didn’t have the knowledge
or awareness to understand what was happening. Nor did they have the
ability to manage the feelings and emotions that arise when someone is
triggered.
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As human beings, we get triggered all the time and this will continue
to happen throughout your life. The difference is if you can recognise
it when it happens in yourself, and in others, then you can potentially
change the situation. It’s your choice how much you let fear affect your
life and the way you treat people, which is what matters most.

Exercise - Recognising Triggers
To become familiar with your triggers we first need to recognise our
trigger responses. For this exercise, we are going to practice firstly ways
to deal with the responses once we have become aware of them and then
take the time to determine what the triggers are.
1. For the next seven days observe your behaviour and note down
in your diary or notebook any times you were angry, frustrated,
felt uncomfortable, agitated, people pleased, were overwhelmed,
anxious, procrastinating, overeating. Basically, any time you
weren’t your true self.
2. Each day that you noted a behaviour experience take ten minutes
at the end of the day to ask yourself “What was it I was afraid of
then?” Write down whatever comes up. Don’t try and force the
answer, just let it come to you.
3. At the end of the week choose one example and dive deeper into
it by asking yourself, “Where does this come from?” What you
are looking for is the event in the past that caused the initial
pain. You won’t always be able to discover the cause by yourself
and that’s OK, it’s just a bonus if you can because it will take away
some of its power by recognising it.
4. Now write down ten actions you could do if you were triggered,
that could bring you back to the real you. These are usually acts
of kindness either for yourself or others. For example, you might
go for a walk, or cook someone a meal, or take ten deep breaths.
A friend of mine used to put lip-gloss on.
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5. For the next seven days practice these ten actions when you get
triggered and notice the difference in how you feel. Sometimes
you may have to repeat the whole list before you come back to
your centre and it can sometimes take a lot of practice for the
bigger triggers but the rewards will be worth it.
BONUS: It is always ultimately your choice how you react when someone
does or says something to you negatively. You can either choose to take it
personally and think it’s all about you, or you could see them innocently
as being triggered by an event, word or experience, and choose to respond
from a place of kindness. Often, if fear triggers someone, all they need is
love, and that can wash their fear away.
For the next two weeks, see if you can notice when someone else is
triggered. Choose to see them from a place of kindness and do something
nice for them (unless you feel it is unsafe to do so). A random act of
kindness can often be enough to shake someone out of fear and back
into a place of true self-love. This might be as simple as smiling and
saying thank you for their service, telling them you appreciate them or
even offering them a coffee or a hug. You’ll know what to do and what
is appropriate for the situation. Write these events down in your journal
and what the outcome was.
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Flipping The What Ifs

Chapter 20

Flipping The What Ifs

T

here is a lot of debate in the science world as to how many
thoughts a human being has in an hour or a day. The consensus
seems to be at least 2000 an hour. Wow! That sounds like a lot.
But, this is nothing compared to the potential thoughts you can have,
which can be at least ten times that amount. So, what are we all thinking
about?
Are we filling our days with positive or negative thoughts? Empowering
or dis-empowering thoughts? Focused or senseless thoughts? You see,
what’s great about being a human being is that we get to choose what we
think about at any given time.
Sometimes it may feel like some one or some thing is in the driving seat
and usually, this is when fear has you in its web, but ultimately we control
the quality of our thoughts and consequently the quality of our lives.
Better thoughts equal better lives.
Marcus Aurelius says “the happiness of your life depends on the quality
of your thoughts” and I believe this to be true from personal experience.
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My head used to be filled with thoughts of fear. I would worry about
anything and everything and lived my life in fear of what ‘might’ happen.
I was paralyzed by my ‘what ifs. What if they didn’t like me, what if I fail,
what if it doesn’t work out, what if I can’t handle it, and lots more. In fact,
at times, it was to the point of ridiculous.
I would even worry about things such as, what if there is an accident,
what if there’s something wrong with this food, what if there is a burglar
hiding in the bushes, and on and on my mind would go, worrying about
even the smallest detail of a million different potential scenarios in every
situation I was in. All of which were negative!
I’d even worry about things for other people I cared about. What if they
don’t get the job, what if their car breaks down, what if her date doesn’t
go well. It was like my mind needed something to do, yet all of this
would be happening while I was holding down a corporate job, building
a business, or both.
I already had enough to think about and still, all the ‘what ifs’ would fill
any small vacant space of my mind. It was exhausting and unproductive
towards the life I really wanted to live, but my fear loved it. All the
negative thoughts and worries that filled my head and all the negative
‘what ifs’ kept my self-doubt and fears fed very well.
What my fear was doing was protecting me. Ensuring that, I was prepared
for worst case scenario every time. Its job is to make sure that if there is
a possibility of a battleship around the next corner, I go with a cannon
rather than a pistol to defend myself.
All the negative thoughts were like a smorgasbord for my fear to choose
whatever thought it wanted to play on, in order to control me. To keep
me trapped. To keep me stuck. To keep me small. To keep me safe. The
more negative what ifs I came up with, the more there were. It was like
they fed off each other and grew, which is what negative thoughts do.
To me, this had become my ‘normal’. I was still able to function on the
outside as a seemingly successful person while inside my mind was so
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busy spinning out of control. To those who were close to me, it was
blatantly obvious the effects this was having on my confidence and
choices in life. Something had to change because I definitely was living a
life half lived. And change it did. I met my best friend.
I had been in a relationship with a lovely man who had a heart of gold,
but our energies just weren’t complimentary. His very gentle and kind
nature only served to bring out my masculine energy too much. While
all I really wanted was for him to be my knight in shining armour, and
for me to be his princess.
We had lived and worked on a resort Island on the north coast of Australia
together, which had been a once in a lifetime experience. Then moved
to a beautiful and picturesque coastal town in South East Queensland.
Eventually, we realised the relationship just wasn’t right for either of us,
and it came to an end.
This left me with a beach front apartment to fund on my own, and
consequently the need to find a flatmate to help cover costs. Having
advertised for several months and received a long stream of very peculiar
applications ranging from a lady who was leaving her husband and her
children, to an extremely alternative therapist who spoke so softly I knew
my large personality just wasn’t going to work with her Zen. I had all but
given up and was planning to move out to somewhere smaller.
Then I was out one night, and a friend recommended someone who she
said was ‘normal’. She said he was health conscious, positive, kind and
had a passion for motorbikes and Formula One (two things I love). I
didn’t think anything would come of it, but to show my appreciation for
her kind suggestion, I agreed to meet.
Turns out she was right. I met Sam, and he was all that she had said, plus
enjoyable to talk with, and was happy to accept my ‘living rules’. So, he
moved in. Little did I know the positive effect he would eventually have
on my life.
As the weeks turned into months and the months into years, we
continued to get along extremely well. We would often talk for hours at
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a time, sharing stories of our life experiences, relationship successes and
failures, and career goals, dreams and aspirations. We shared a lot of the
same values and consequently enjoyed each others company.
Initially, there was a brief physical interlude, several months after he
moved in, but we soon realized that neither of us were right for each
other romantically. Although we got along tremendously well, we were
also very different and simply didn’t meet the core values we each wanted
in a life partner. We decided we were much better as friends.
Over time, with the physical gone, our friendship grew stronger. The
relationship changed to such an extent that even the thought of anything
physical with each other, actually became repulsive. It was obvious to
us that this was what the friendship was always meant to be but to a lot
of people it was hard to accept that a man and a woman could be best
friends without it being something more.
We had a lot of good times, and it was a very unusual and liberating
experience. To have a male in my world who cared so much about me and
treated me with respect, but didn’t want anything from me, gave me the
freedom I needed to discover how to be me. The freedom of expression
and honesty the friendship created was empowering and contributed to
the growth of my self-confidence and self-esteem.
Sam cared enough to call me out on my negative thoughts about myself
and would force me to confront my beliefs and behaviours. He had such
a strong and positive mindset and helped me to work through so many
of my lingering issues and fears. I will be forever grateful for all that I
learnt from him. There was so much, but there are two major things that
he taught me that standout.
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Lesson - How I Learnt To Flip The What Ifs
The first thing Sam taught me was to question everything. That anything
was possible if you were open to it. I learnt to be curious and not accept
anything as the status quo. Just because something happened a certain
way previously, didn’t mean it necessarily had to happen the same way
again. He would say things like, “Who says it has to be that way” and
“What else could it mean” when I would share a negative what if.
He taught me to question the meaning I attached to something and that
it was my choice, based on my perception of past events, which meant I
could attach a different meaning to it if I chose to. He taught me to have
my own opinion, to question everything and to make my own choices.
This overflowed into my perception of things too. I learnt to ask, “How
can I see this differently?”
When I would share something I was worried about, a what if that
‘might’ happen in the future Sam would have me stop and think of all
the different positive scenario’s that could happen instead. If I had an
experience where I felt hurt or upset by an action someone said or did, he
would again have me stop and ask, “What other reason might they have
for behaving that way?” The idea was to get me to think of alternatives
as to why it could have been said or done which then took the pain away
and allowed me to give it a different meaning.
Often what I would discover is there was an endless number of ‘reasons’
and things that ‘could’ happen and I it was up to me if I wanted to
choose to focus on the negative ones or the positive ones. The choice was
ultimately mine and the quality of the outcomes of my thoughts were
therefore up to me as well.
Through having him ‘in my corner’ and making me see what I was doing
to myself and my life with my negative what ifs, I learnt to flip my what
ifs upside down. To use them to question everything but in a positive
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way. For example, instead of the question in my head being ‘what if I
can’t do this’, instead, I would think ‘what if I can do this’ and I would
imagine all the possible different outcomes. I now call this ‘Flipping My
What Ifs’ and include it in my coaching program. It’s one of my favourite
things to do, and I love it because it opens up so many more possibilities
for people.
The other gift that Sam’s friendship gave me was the gift of experiencing
unconditional love. For the first time in my life, I got to know what it felt
like to have someone who cared about me but without conditions. He
didn’t want anything from me in return for caring. He just wanted me to
be happy and to be me.
I learnt that unconditional love is not romantic. It goes deeper than that.
It’s the love that gives you the freedom to find yourself and be yourself
without any repercussions. It’s the type of love I should have experienced
from the family in my childhood. The love that creates the safety and
security that no matter what you do, they will always still love you and
be there for you.
This remarkable friendship went on for several years more as we navigated
through career changes, relationships and personal growth. He was there
for me the last time I slay the dark monster, and he was there for me
during some of my greatest moments and awarenesses. It even extended
to his family who to this day still bestow their unconditional love to me.
I will be forever grateful to Sam. For all, I learnt from him and for all we
shared. To this day, he will always be one of the best friends, teachers and
mentors I have ever had and I will be forever grateful to the universe for
bringing him into my life.
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Lesson - How You Can Flip The What Ifs
You are never going to stop your mind from thinking “what if ” because
that’s the way we are designed. Our fear’s job is to think of different
scenarios and be prepared for the worst. To do its job of protecting you,
it must have you think of everything.
The problem is, most of what we worry about these days doesn’t happen.
Way back in the stone age it was good to be prepared to fight against a tiger
around every corner but these days it just isn’t necessary. I’m not saying
to be reckless. A certain amount of common sense is always needed but
nine times out of ten, the thing we are afraid is going to happen, never
will. Or if it does, it won’t hurt near as much as you thought it would.
What you CAN do is become more aware of your thoughts and if you
catch yourself thinking ‘what if ’ and it’s a negative ‘what if ’ then you can
flip it to a positive one. It might take a bit of practice to get your mind out
of the habit, but it can become that easy.
Before meeting Sam, I used to think that positive thinking couldn’t be
that simple. I felt like my thoughts controlled me and I had no say in what
came up. This is relatively true because we can’t control the thoughts that
we have but I can tell you from experience that the more you notice
the negative thoughts and flip them to positive one’s the more positive
thoughts you will seem to have. It’s fascinating.
Often when a negative thought comes into our minds, it’s based on a past
experience. As we know from previous chapters, living in the past isn’t
conducive to creating the life you truly want in the future. Every human
experience is unique. There might be some similarities with previous
ones, but if you take what happened in a past event and assume it’s going
to happen the same way now or in the future, then you are limiting
yourself to the opportunity to have it turn out differently.
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For example, I have had friendships in the past that didn’t work out
because it was between a male friend and I, and one of us wanted it
to become romantic. I could have stuck with the belief that men and
women can’t be best friends. If I did, I would have missed out on the
great friendship I had with Sam. Instead, I took note of the lesson from
the past friendship failure and was conscious of this, but I also left it open
to the possibility of “What if we could be best friends?”
Also, believing the negative what ifs limits the possibility of outcomes
you haven’t even thought were possible. It doesn’t allow for anything that
you don’t know yet which limits your growth of life and experience. It’s
only fear that wants to minimise your life, don’t let it.
By “Flipping the What Ifs” you can open yourself up to endless
possibilities that are only limited by the extent of your imagination and
even beyond. What I have noticed in the years since this lesson, and
through practicing “Flipping My What Ifs” is often these possibilities are
even better than the best things I could have imagined. This is where
the real growth and excitement comes from because it expands your
horizons endlessly.

Exercise - Flipping Your What Ifs
This exercise is all about Flipping your What ifs and creating a life of
possibility and freedom from the limiting negatives of your fears. Use
this process as often as you need to until it becomes a habit only to think
of positive ‘what ifs’.
1. Think of an experience in the past where you were entirely
focused on the negative what ifs… what if he doesn’t like me,
what if I end up looking stupid, what if it doesn’t work… and
consequently things didn’t work out.
2. Write down, at least, three (preferably five to ten) of these ‘what
ifs’ that you focused on.
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3. Now flip these what ifs and write down the opposite e.g. what
if he does like me and is the man of my dreams – write down
what could have happened. Or what if I pull off this presentation
brilliantly – write down what could have happened. What if I end
up looking super smart – write down what could have happened.
What if what I create does work… you get the idea.
4. Next, write down how this situation may have turned out
differently if you had gone in there with that mindset and
focusing on those thoughts instead.
5. Now repeat this for a situation or experience in the present
moment that you are concerned about how it might work out.
6. And then repeat it again for an experience that is in the not
too distant future. The difference, this time, is you have the
opportunity to change the ‘what ifs’ that you focus on and see
what the outcome is.
Good luck and remember to be kind to yourself. Changing your what ifs
will take practice.
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“Gods delay is not Gods denial”
Robert Schuller

Never Give Up Hope

Chapter 21

Never Give Up Hope

T

he car gently swayed from side to side as we turned left and right.
Making our way up the winding mountain road, lush green
vegetation on each side. I hadn’t stopped my continuous chatter
since we left. I was nervous. My best friend Sam, my pillar of support,
was accompanying me on what would become a major, life-changing
moment. I was on my way to meet my real father! At the time, I had no
idea of the difference that would make in my life and in me.
It was something I had been thinking about for well over ten years. I had
slowly been gathering information and had what I needed for a while, but
it never seemed to feel right to take the next step. Yes, I was concerned
about the possibility of rejection, but it wasn’t what had stopped me.
A couple of weeks earlier I’d been sitting in the spa with Sam solving
the problems of the world. I had shared how I felt like something was
missing from my life. I felt unsettled and like I was supposed to be doing
something important, but I wasn’t sure what.
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Sam had always been there for me when I’d needed it most over the past
few years, and he often knew me better than I knew myself sometimes.
He also knew more about me than anyone else ever had. He was my
friend and my confidant, and he always had a common sense approach,
wisdom beyond his years, and a kind heart.
His response surprised me, and in hindsight was profoundly wise. He
asked, “have you written to your dad yet?” He continued with, “You
should do it right now.” In that moment, I realised I had nothing to lose.
I got out of the spa, dried myself off, went inside and wrote the email
there and then. I had Sam read over it as I trusted his judgment and then,
without thinking about it anymore, I took a deep breath and hit send.
There was a moment of “OMG what have I done,” which I recognised as
just my fear showing up, then a wave of peacefulness washed over me.
By the next day, I had all but forgotten about it. I was on another call
when the unknown number came through so I ignored it. After I had
finished the call curiosity prevailed and I listened to the voice message.
This is one of the moments I will never forget. It was the voice of my real
father saying he had got my email and would love to meet with me!
This still brings tears to my eyes as I write this. There are no words to
describe the feeling that one message gave me. I was overwhelmed with
joy that he actually wanted to meet me. I felt like a little girl who had just
been given the best gift in the ENTIRE world!
Before fear could take that moment away from me, and continuing with
the ‘don’t think about it, just do it’ momentum, I picked up the phone
and called him. I was already on such a high, and didn’t think it could
get any better, but it did. My elation was taken to a whole new level
when I heard his voice. He had such a kind sounding voice and a touch
of responsibility in his words. He told me how pleased he had been to
receive my email, and he had hoped I would get in touch.
He had even done some research on me and knew I hadn’t had the easiest
of starts in life. I assured him that it didn’t matter now, and I had turned
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out all right. I don’t recall all the details of that call. In fact, I wish I had
recorded it. We ended the call by agreeing to meet up, and I would get
back to him with a day and time.
I hung up from that call an entirely different woman. I had held this hope
for so long, and it was finally coming true. All the years of wondering
had been answered. Of course, I immediately called my best friend and
shared the happy news. He was so happy for me, and I felt so blessed.
So the day had come, and there we were driving to meet my real dad for
the very first time. Sam was being his typical patient and understanding
self, putting up with my nervousness. Finally, we arrived. We’d organised
to meet in the park in the centre of town. Ironically there was a banner
over the street showcasing “family week”. This would be something we
laughed together about later.
We drove around the entire park first and couldn’t see anyone that
resembled him, so we decided to take a seat and wait. I don’t know how
to describe the feelings I had inside. A mixture of expectations I was
trying desperately to keep in check and hesitation as my head filled with
‘what ifs’. Then we saw him. While we had been talking, he had come
along and was seated at a picnic table not far from us.
As I walked up to him, there was an enormous lump in my throat. I knew
I would cry, but I was trying so hard not to turn into a blubbering mess
too soon. He turned around, his eyes lit up, and a huge smile graced
his face. He stepped towards me, and we both opened our arms and
embraced. It was the best hug I had ever had. As he held me tight, I
couldn’t help but let the tears of happiness flow. It was almost impossible
to believe my real dad was hugging me.
He was tall and slim, with white hair and big blue eyes just like mine.
At that moment, those eyes were filled with tears of joy as he held me in
his arms. I still can’t stop the flow of tears today when I recall those first
few moments. We hugged and hugged and I felt numb with the rush of
emotions.
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After a while, we stepped back, and he shook Sam’s’ hand, thanked him
and gave him a hug of gratitude. We sat down and briefly chatted before
Sam went for a walk to give us some time together. There was so much
I wanted to ask, and so much I was afraid to know. We talked about our
lives and I discovered where my love for car racing came from as he had
been a sprint car champion in his day.
I’ll admit, there was a part of me that momentarily wished I had grown
up with this man as my father. Yes, he had made mistakes, and he wasn’t
perfect, but I could immediately tell he would have been a darn site better
than the one I had. You can’t go back, though, and there’s no benefit in
dwelling on what could have been, especially when right then and there
was so wonderful.
There we were, sitting on a park bench, chatting together. I had dreamt
of this moment since I was a teenager and I felt so grateful to have the
opportunity to finally meet him. I had to pinch myself to remind me it
was real. At this point, I still didn’t understand the magnitude and the
effect it would have on my life as it all felt so surreal.
Before long Sam came back to check on me, and we all decided to share
lunch at a quaint little café across the road. It was such an unforgettable
experience to see my best friend sitting next to my father and watch
them chatting together. Up to that point, Sam had been one of the most
influential people in my life, teaching me, among many other things, that
unconditional love does exist. Little did I know at the time, my father
would continue that role for me in the years to come.
We had known this was going to be an emotional experience for me, so
we had booked a hotel for the night and pre-purchased tickets to see a
movie in the afternoon (one of my favorite things to do) to give me some
time to ‘decompress’. My father invited us to his house for dinner, which
we graciously accepted, and then Sam and I headed off for the movie.
We were sitting in the theatre lobby, and My Immortal by Evanescence
came on. This song had been one I would always cry to as it stirred so
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much of my painful memories and emotions. But this time was different,
very different. For the first time since its release, I listened to it with a
smile on my face.
The synchronicity was not lost on me, or my friend, at that moment. The
pain just wasn’t there anymore. Instead, there was a sense of happiness
and a feeling of ‘it was all going to be OK’ from here on in. These were
unfamiliar feelings for me, but I liked them.
We watched the movie, which helped to ground me a little. I felt like I
had been floating through the day, so it was just what I had needed. Then
it was time to check into the hotel and head on over for dinner. He had a
beautiful home, and we met his lovely wife and although it was initially
a little awkward, in a short time we were going through photo albums
together.
I learnt all about the seven brothers and sisters I have, and my nieces
and nephews. He showed me pictures of his brother and sisters and their
children, my cousins. One of my favorite moments was sitting next to my
dad as he showed me his sprint car champion photos. That was one of
many perfect moments in my life that I will always cherish.
Over the next few years, I would spend more time getting to know him,
learning how to call him ‘dad’ and discovering a whole new kind of
love. The love of a father and daughter. I met my older brother and his
beautiful wife and children who welcomed me so graciously into their
family. I even get called Auntie Tegan by my niece and nephew, which
means the absolute world to me.
My partner and I travelled to Texas and met my Aunt and five cousins
which was incredibly exciting. They too didn’t judge the situation and
welcomed me with open arms as a new member of their family. I even
got to spend Thanksgiving with them, another cherished time, and boy
did I have a lot to be thankful for.
I’ve been able to meet my older sister and youngest brother, who have
also made me feel welcome. Although I don’t get to see them very often,
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their acceptance of me as part of their family means more to me than
they will probably ever know.
I am also looking forward to the opportunity to meet the rest of my
sisters some day too, and it will happen, but for now, I am just taking
each step and savouring the moments.

Lesson - How I Learnt Never To Give Up Hope
If you had told me at twenty-one I would one day be part of a loving
family and have the opportunity to be a daughter, a sister, sister in law,
an auntie and a cousin, I would not have believed it was possible. So the
very first thing this experience taught me is that anything is possible, and
you should never give up hope.
It may take a long time for some of your dreams to come to fruition.
For me, it was over twenty years. But it did happen, and it could happen
to you too. I used to think that things like this only happened to other
people, but the truth is, if they happened to me, then they can happen for
you too. It’s only your fear that will tell you otherwise.
So, if you have a dream, the key is to keep just a little bit of hope still alive.
Even if you have explored every single possible outcome, and come up
with a no, then there is always that little bit of possibility that remains.
Something you haven’t thought of yet. Hold onto this because you never
know what the universe has in store for you.
The other key is never to give up. I almost did, and that would have meant
I never got to experience the love of being part of a family as I do now. It
may seem utterly hopeless at times, and your fears will try and stop you
like mine did, but you must keep going because the rewards can be even
better than you imagined.
Now, if you are adopted and are considering finding your natural parents,
then it’s important to note not every experience will end as positively
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as mine has. You need to prepare for all possible outcomes and decide
for yourself if knowing what could be the ‘ugly’ truth is better than not
knowing at all. This is a decision only you can make.
The other thing to remember is to be patient. It may not happen in
the time-frame you expect. It will happen when it’s meant to. I know
this because the first night I had dinner with my father and his wife, I
explained how long I had been thinking about contacting him. What
was interesting was his wife shared with me that had I contacted him
years before, he may not have been ready to have met me as he was in a
different place then.
This reminded me that everything happens when it’s supposed to, and
according to a plan that we have no control over. Even though we may
think we control our destiny, sometimes I believe that destiny controls
us. It was the right time for me to meet my father and the universe knew
that way before I did. So sometimes when things aren’t working out
how we expect them to, it may just be the timing isn’t quite right yet,
according to the bigger plan that the universe has for you.

Exercise - Wiping Away Your Past
Having previously discussed having a plan, believing in yourself, and
how everything happens for a reason, earlier in the book, this exercise
comes from the trip home after meeting my dad. It’s designed as a final
way of freeing yourself from your past experiences once you have worked
through them and are ready to live your life of freedom. Let me explain
how this exercise came about.
Driving home the next day after meeting my dad, I had a profound
experience. My best friend and I were driving along when that song by
Evanescence came on the radio again. My friend looked at me, and we
smiled. To give you more of a context, at the time, this song had been out
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for almost ten years already, so the chances of hearing it twice in less than
twenty-four hours were very rare.
As I peered out the window, the song continued to play, and again there
was no pain. As I listened to the lyrics, and specifically “there’s just too
much that time can not erase” my mind drifted off to an image of a whiteboard. On the white-board, written in black and dark blue, were all the
painful experiences I had been through in my life. The years of abuse, the
neglect, the beatings at school, the lost loves and so on.
The song played on and as I thought of my dad, each painful experience
written on the white-board just faded away. It was as if they were being
wiped off because I no longer needed them. They no longer served me
anymore and what was left was a clean slate. A clear white-board, ready
for a whole set of new experiences to be written on it. More positive and
more enjoyable ones, and hopefully many that I will get to share with my
dad.
I use a variation of this white-board experience in the Facing Fears
workshops, and it’s a great final process to move from fear to freedom.
Here’s how it works:
1. Start with a clean white-board and a black or blue (nonpermanent) marker and write up (in 1-3 words max) each
painful experience you have ever had.
2. As you write each one, acknowledge how it has served you in the
past. Whether it has protected you or warned you or nurtured
you. Think about the gifts that have come from that experience.
3. Once you have them all written up there and have acknowledged
each one, then walk away, make a coffee, take a break or go for
a short walk outside. Basically, step away from the board and
become grounded in the present moment.
4. Then come back with some cleaner and cloth and wipe them
all away until there is a clean white surface again. All the while
repeating “Thank you, I no longer need this experience, I am free.”
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5. Now, celebrate! Give yourself a reward for all the hard work
you’ve done and how far you have come on your Facing Fears
journey.
This is a beautiful cleansing process and gives you a clean slate to start
from. I usually follow this process with a goal setting or vision board
exercise to move into what you want your new life to look like. This is an
excellent tool to deal with the pains of the past and move you forward to
a life of freedom.
Note: As a bonus, my good friend Andrew Griffiths recommends using
the white-board for the next year to write up all the good things that
happen. Every time you have a win, large or small, it gets written up
on the board. This is a brilliant way to acknowledge your progress
throughout the year.
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“Detachment is not that you should own nothing,
but that nothing should own you”
Ali ibn abi Talib

What’s Your Security Blanket

Chapter 22

What’s Your Security Blanket

I

grew up in extreme poverty. There were times when all we had to
eat for a whole week in our school lunch box was bread (no butter)
and Vegemite sandwiches. I still don’t understand why that was,
considering we had thousands of head of sheep that we could eat as
well as chickens and wild rabbits galore. Plus, endless space to create a
vegetable garden. Maybe it was laziness, or they just didn’t care.
I wore hand me down boy’s clothes from my adoptive brothers and played
with their toys. Amusingly, I still have a love for Tonka trucks over Barbie
Dolls to this day. My only saving grace was my grandmother who used
to send a parcel of gifts to us every Christmas. Each year it would be the
same gift, a beautiful porcelain-faced doll for me. I genuinely appreciated
these dolls as they were the only feminine things I had, but they were far
too beautiful to play with.
I had only a few things I could call my own. These dolls, three ballet
pictures, and a couple of other little trinkets were my entire cherished
possessions. I didn’t have a room of my own either, instead, I slept in
the hallway between the bathroom and lounge room. This was just wide
enough for my bed with a foot of space at the end. When we moved
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from that property to another state I had a bunk bed in a caravan, then a
‘space’ in a shed. There was never any privacy or safety. Everyone walked
through my room to get to the bathroom.
When I escaped that environment, I was initially placed in a caravan
on my own until the government decided where to place me within the
foster care system. I then had my own room, with a lock on the door in
each of the homes I was placed. It was the first time I knew what it was
like to have a safe space. A place where I could go and no one could come
near me. It was a wonderful feeling.
Once I started earning money and was able to purchase whatever I
wanted, my sense of security increased. Every time I made a purchase, I
felt I was getting further and further away from the family, the hell house
and my childhood and I felt I was safe and secure. In my mind, the more
‘things’ I had, the safer I felt. Deep down I believed, if I had everything I
needed, for anything I wanted to do, at any time, then I was secure.
Each time I took up a new interest or sport, I would go out and buy
everything I needed. By the time I was in my thirties I had a LOT of
‘stuff ’. Most of it was high quality as I liked to buy the best I could afford
at the time, but I had a lot of interests, which equalled too much stuff and
not enough time to use it.
I also felt more accomplished the more stuff I had. If I had the latest
gadget or a cool toy, then it must mean I am successful. If I had lots
of sports equipment, then it meant I was adventurous. If I had lots of
trinkets, then it meant I was interesting. I fell into the trap of letting my
belongings define who I was instead of just being me. Yes, I am all of
these things but I didn’t need my stuff to tell me that.
My storage units kept growing. Instead of taking the time to find
something in it I needed, it was easier just to go out and buy a new one.
I would lend items to friends and store different equipment in other
people’s garages so I never really had a grasp on just how much I had. It
wasn’t until I finally moved everything to the one place that I realised I
might have a problem.
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It was overwhelming at the time but the good rude awakening that I
needed. With the help of my friends, I began to look at the practicality of
the situation and came to understand that the feeling of security I thought
I gained from having all of these things wasn’t real. I had everything I
needed within me to be safe and secure. Plus it wasn’t worth the effort or
cost to store and insure it all for the minimal time I would use it.
It was time to face the facts, let go of my security blanket and have a
massive garage sale! What a wonderful and uplifting experience that
was! I had so much fun seeing people’s faces light up as they walked
away with a bargain. I also felt lighter and life seemed so much easier
somehow with less stuff.
I ended up having another garage sale and even went to the markets
to shift more of the smaller items. Within the following year, I sold my
second car, motorbike and had several clothes parties to get rid of even
more ‘stuff ’. At the end of that year, I secured a contract with a company
where I travelled to a new location every week helping businesses
in regional areas create an online presence. I loved it but I was rarely
home to enjoy my safe, sacred space and what was left of my belongings
anymore.
This was around the same time my best friend, and long term flatmate,
started dating his new girlfriend who wasn’t comfortable with him having
a female best friend. Home no longer felt like a haven to come back to.
Instead, it became an uncomfortable and ever changing environment.
Like the old song originally by Marvin Gaye and later Paul Young
“Wherever I lay my hat, that’s my home” says, I realised wherever I was,
was my home. It’s not the belongings, the decorations, the pool or the
house itself, it’s the people. It’s what I choose to make of wherever I am
and who I share it with. Anyone can make anywhere home whether it’s a
house, a hotel room or a cardboard box.
Not long after this awareness I was offered an opportunity to house-sit
a friend’s villa in Bali (Indonesia) for a few months. Armed with my
newfound freedom of having less ‘stuff ’ and calling anywhere home I
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said yes. A week later I had cancelled my contract and was on a plane to
explore Bali.
It was a beautiful villa, surrounded by rice fields and in a secluded area
where most people didn’t speak English. It was one of the most incredible
experiences I have had in my life. I lived simply, only spoke occasionally
and spent a lot of time by myself. I learnt a lot about the Balinese people
and their culture. They are such humble and loving people. And it
cemented a lot of things I had recently discovered about myself.
I returned to Australia with an even deeper understanding of how all of
my ‘stuff ’ had been weighing me down and holding me back from living
the life I wanted. I had always been so busy working to buy more ‘stuff ’
and then wasting, even more, time and money having to insure, replace
and maintain it all.
To feel secure, I realised I didn’t need belongings. In fact, all the
belongings in the world can’t create security. Instead, my obsession with
having ‘things’ had actually been holding me back from my love of travel
and adventure. It was like a ball and chain and always my excuse as to
why I couldn’t just go.
The house sitting opportunity also opened up a whole world of
possibilities. I had house sat before a few times to help out friends but
had never thought of doing it permanently. What an idea! I could get
to live in all different places throughout the world and look after and
love furry friends (I absolutely love animals!) I couldn’t believe I hadn’t
thought of it before.
Over the next couple of years, I put my affairs in order and rid myself of
almost all of my belongings. I had all ten of my boxes of photo albums
scanned and sorted digitally. Any items that held special memories for
me I photographed and then gave away or sold to give someone else the
opportunity to enjoy it.
I had one more garage sale and then gave away the remainder of my
extra clothes, shoes, handbags and jewellery and just kept my absolute
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favourite pieces. Now, whenever I buy a new outfit, I give another away
and I only ever buy something if I positively love it. Another trick is it
has to go with at least two other items or I don’t get it. I now love my
wardrobe.
By clearing away almost everything, has resulted in now having the
lifestyle I have always dreamed of. A life where my partner and I travel
the world house sitting or holidaying in different countries while running
our online businesses. If we want to go jet skiing or kite surfing for the
day, we simply hire what we need. If we feel like driving a convertible for
the weekend, we do the same. If there is anything we have to buy, once
we no longer need it we either sell or give it away. My life is much lighter,
the freedom is exhilarating and I feel more secure now than I ever did
before.

Lesson - How I Learnt To Let Go Of
My Security Blanket
A friend of mine, Craig Harper says, “There’s a difference between
owning things and being owned by things.” He is absolutely right! I was
being owned by all of my belongings. Don’t get me wrong, there’s nothing
wrong with owning cool stuff but my stuff was stopping me from living
the life I was meant to and wanted to.
I realised I don’t need belongings to feel secure. I was looking outside for
the security I needed whereas all I ever needed, was within me already. I
have the resourcefulness to create anything I want or need to. As human
beings, we can adapt to any new environment and quickly. You have this
ability too.
My mind is my security blanket now. My healthy body is the vehicle I
have been given to do what I need or choose to. (This has also helped me
to prioritise looking after my body better now too.) And my heart tells
me if I am on the right path or not. They all work in alignment together.
With or without belongings or ‘stuff ’.
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The beliefs around what security was to me were holding me back. I was
trapped by all my ‘stuff ’. It was like a vicious circle where I was simply
working to continue to pay for the storage, maintenance, registrations
and insurances on what I thought I needed to feel safe.
Financially, when I calculated everything out, most of my sports and
hobbies were seasonal. For the times I would use them, there was also
a lot of time when they were just sitting idol and costing me money.
Actually doing the calculations was quite an eye opener.
Once I realised my fear of poverty, of not having enough, and of having
to go without, was the driving force of my issue of security within me,
it was easier to let it go. I realised how much it had been controlling my
life and my decisions. I thought I needed all of these things to feel secure
and yet what was happening was my life was being held back by my fear.
It had me trapped by my need for what I thought was security. Now I
have the freedom to go wherever I want, and do whatever I want, life is
so much easier.
Now please don’t get me wrong. I am not recommending necessarily that
everyone should sell everything and travel the world. (Although travel
will certainly stretch your comfort zone and provide you with a different
perspective.) What I am talking about is looking at what your security
blanket is and how much it’s holding you back from achieving all you
want to.
Over the years, I have witnessed so many people who were trapped
by their fears. Stuck in the one place. They couldn’t see past what they
thought they couldn’t do without, to let other opportunities into their
lives. Those opportunities that could bring them the happiness they
craved. Don’t be that insecure person. You deserve the best life has to
offer. Find the security within yourself. It’s there. We all have it.
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Exercise - Discover Your Security Blanket
In this exercise, we are going to discover what your security blanket is
and if it’s holding you back from living your life of freedom. We are going
to look at what you are buying and if it aligns with your core values, life
purpose and goals. It’s important that you are honest with yourself here.
Otherwise, you won’t uncover what you’re meant to.
1. Write down anything you can think of that gives you a sense
of security. What’s your security blanket? What are you holding
onto? Is it shoes? Is it clothes in general? Is it make up? Or cars?
Or an unusual collection? Sometimes it’s actually the action
that gives the sense of security. The actual act of purchasing the
items. What is it for you? If you get stuck, ask a trusted friend to
help you.
2. Write down how you feel when you hold these items or take that
action. What need does it fulfill? Do you feel safe? Do you feel
important? Do you feel connected?
3. Give yourself some quiet time and see if you can uncover where
you think this behaviour may have come from. Was there an
experience or a series of experiences that created the need for
you to feel this way? If you aren’t sure where it came from, don’t
be concerned as it’s not integral to the exercise, just a bonus if
you can.
4. Now write down what this security blanket has cost you, both
financially and from a freedom point of view? What has it cost
you in relation to your friends or family? How has having this
security blanket affected your life? Has it held you back? What
has it stopped you from doing?
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5. Review your core values, goals and life purpose. Is your security
blanket in alignment with all of these? I’m guessing not but I just
want you to check. Make sure it’s not your fear answering this
question.
6. Explore other ways you could create this feeling within yourself
that doesn’t involve having these items or taking that action. Get
creative with your answers to this one. Come up with ways to
feel this feeling that are more in alignment with your goals and
dreams.
7. Choose one of these new freedom ways and go and do it. Then
do it again, and again until you come to a place where you realise
you don’t need the old security blanket anymore. You have found
your new freedom.
8. Now choose another new freedom way to experience this feeling
and go and do that. Repeat this with all of your list you came up
with from task number 6. This may take some time. It took me a
few years but it could also be done in a few months or even less.
It just depends on you. The idea of this is to give you an arsenal
of options to give you your feeling that are in alignment with
your values and life.
Note: Don’t forget to celebrate your new freedom along the way! And
give yourself a big hug when you need it. Change can be scary and your
fear will do what it can to stop you. Be strong and keep focused on your
ultimate goal.
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“Action conquers fear”
Peter Nivio Zarlenga

Take A Deep Breath And Jump

Chapter 23

Take A Deep Breath And Jump

W

e had been driving for what seemed like ages into what looked
like the middle of the desert. Finally, we came upon a hanger
with a few rickety old planes outside. “We’re here” my friend
exclaimed. My stomach sank. I was in California for my friends 40th
Birthday. None of her friends had wanted to do this with her, so I had
flown all the way from Australia to go and jump out of a plane with her.
She knew that I was always up for doing anything that was scary. My
continual life commitment is to stretch my comfort zone on a regular
basis with experiences that frighten me. So she had called the right gal.
I’ll admit there was a part of me that had been looking forward to it, but
there was also a large part of me that was extremely scared however I
wasn’t about to broadcast that. Instead, I focussed on the positives.
It was a gorgeous sunny Californian day. Perfect conditions our instructor
told us. The hanger was clean and tidy, and the office area was too. I liked
this because it made me feel like they were organised and that gave me
the sense that they knew what they were doing.
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My instructor was a little older than I and had done over a thousand
jumps so I felt like I was in good hands. We sat through the training and
learnt what to do although I wasn’t sure I would remember it when I
was hurtling towards the ground. It was a tandem jump though so there
wasn’t a lot I could do that would jeopardise the jump. It was all in the
hands of the instructor. Gulp.
We got geared up in our jump suits and the very uncomfortable
harnesses, went through the safety steps again, then it was time to go.
I was doing fine keeping my fear in check with all the resources I knew.
I had been chattering a bit (sign of nerves) but nothing too excessive. I
kept focussing on being there for my friend and the fact the instructor
had done so many jumps.
It was a small dusty old plane and with two photographers, and our
instructors it was a tight squeeze. They asked who wanted to get in first,
so I took a deep breath and put up my hand. It meant I was in the tail
end, and everyone climbed in after me. This meant I would be the last
out too which didn’t bother me but as the time dragged on I began to
wish I was going first.
It seemed to take forever as we ascended higher. My stomach started to
feel queasy. It was hot, the fumes from the motor were getting to me, and
I was cramped. There were no seats in the plane, just a frame that we
were sitting in. Fear began to take its hold as I listened to the rattle of the
wind through the tiny windows.
I tried desperately to focus on the facts, but I was getting tired. Finally,
we were high enough. Yay, I thought, just in time as I wasn’t sure how
much longer I could have kept sitting there for. There was a lot of bustling
about as everyone began to shuffle into position.
Then they opened the door. The gust of air was refreshing on my face,
and I immediately began to feel better. Until I looked outside. Wow! We
were a long way up. It suddenly dawned on me that I was about to jump
out of this plane. Before fear had a chance to grab me, I decided that I
would be glad to get out of this old thing.
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My friend went first. She was frightened for sure, but she is a strong
woman who is also a Fearless Living Coach, so she knew what to do. I’ll
never forget the last look she gave me. It was a mixture between, “OMG
get me out of here” and “This is going to be the best day of my life!” Then
she was gone.
It was my turn. There was no one else to cheer me on. Just me, the
instructor and my photographer. We shuffled out over the wing of the
plane. I’ll admit my heart was racing by now, but it was excitement with
just a touch of fear. This was to be expected as we were about to jump off
the wing of a plane and it was a very long way to the ground.
He said, “Are you ready?” I nodded, took a deep breath and then we
jumped! We were falling through the air at a hundred miles an hour, and
it was the most exhilarating feeling I had ever felt. We were flying, and I
felt free. The view was absolutely incredible, and I just can’t describe how
extraordinary it felt.
I wanted it to go on forever, but soon it was time to pull the chute. It
opened, which was a relief and then we were gliding around just hanging
out and having a chat while we soaked up the view. He did a few spins
around but that seemed to make us descend quicker so I asked if he
wouldn’t. I wanted it to last as long as possible.
Coming in for landing, I lifted up my feet and felt sorry for the instructor
who would have to bare my whole weight, but we landed quite effortlessly
and with both of us on our feet at the end. He unclipped me out of the
harness just in time to witness my friend skidding in on her butt. What a
fabulous analogy for how to live life to the fullest!
I ran over to her, and we gave each other a huge hug. “That was so
amazing” she said, and I agreed. “I want to do it again” I blurted out.
“Yeah me too.” The smiles on our faces would not be wiped off for a very
long time. We had faced that fear and stretched our comfort zones and
would happily do it again.
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Take A Deep Breath And Jump
You’ve already read the chapter on how I got to meet my real father. Once
I had written the original email to him, I paused. I had my friend read
over it. What was I waiting for? I knew who he was, I wanted to meet
him, the timing felt right, and the only way that was going to happen is if
I asked. Was I afraid? Absolutely. Did I let that stop me? No. I took a deep
breath and jumped. Or in this case, hit send.
Approximately a year later my partner and I were pitching for the
management of the media for the Australian Jetsprinting Championships.
He had raced Jetboats in New Zealand and knew a lot of the teams. From
watching some of the video’s, it looked like a full on adrenalin sport.
They went so fast around the circuit, but crashed often.
He approached the subject of me being a navigator and asked if I would
be interested. Recognising that it would scare me, and stretch my comfort
zone, I said yes. So he put me forward for a couple of the teams. We didn’t
think we would get an opportunity, but there was no harm in asking.
It was a couple of races into the season when he got the call asking if I
wanted to be on one of the top teams. I nervously nodded my head. I had
never done it before, and these boats were capable of producing g-forces
the same as what you experience in a jet plane. When they crashed, there
was the possibility of drowning, catching fire or in the very least, being
bruised quite a bit.
On the flip side, it was also the safest sport at that speed. Yes, they crash
and all those things can happen, but the harnesses, the helmets, the seats
and everything around the driver and navigator is the safest it can be,
especially on the team I would be on. They had a major sponsor and all
the right gear.
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Finally, the day came. I ate a very light breakfast just in case I threw up
but I did hope I wouldn’t. We got to the track and met everyone on the
team who made me feel welcome. Then I got suited up. It was a full race
suit, boots, gloves, helmet and neck brace. It was hot, but I didn’t mind if
it was going to keep me safe.
I had been handed a race outline. Every meet the track run is different,
and the navigator’s job is to learn it and direct the driver. Thankfully I
was told I wouldn’t have to this time because I’m pretty sure my mind
was going to go blank when we got out there. I did give it a go, though so
that I had some idea of which direction we were going.
Before long, it was our time to head out. As I sat in the boat, I kept my
fears under control by focussing on the excitement of what I was about
to do and how safe it was and how fun it would be. We got lowered into
the water, and the engine fired up with a roar. I could smell the methanol,
and my excitement grew.
The big engine idled loudly behind me as the boat turned around and
headed towards the start line. Suddenly fear grabbed me with all its
might, and I started thinking “What am I doing here?” I began to breathe
too quickly as we went past the safety check and lifted my arm up to
show I was strapped in. Inside my head, I was screaming “Get me out
of here.” I kept thinking, what have I done, what was I thinking, what a
stupid idea this was.
Realising what was going on I took a long, slow deep breath. By now the
boat was heading for the starting line, my heart was beating out of my
chest. As I let out the breath, the flag dropped, and the drivers foot went
down on the accelerator. We almost flew off the water with the power of
the acceleration which is faster than a Formula One car. From Zero to
130 km in 2.5 seconds! The g-force pushed me back in my seat. By the
time I had finished my breath we were around the first corner.
It took approximately 50 seconds to get around the course and I think I
held my breath the entire time until we went through the finish line and
were in the spin out pool. The adrenalin was running through my veins,
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and I was so exhilarated. With a smile from ear to ear, we slowly idled
back and up the trailer. “How was that” the driver asked once the engine
had been switched off. “OMG that was the best thing I’ve ever done so
far” I said. He went on to tell me he had taken it easy for my first go out
and it would be faster next time. Wow, I thought. I wonder what that’s
going to be like. I was hooked and went on to navigate for the rest of the
season. Unfortunately, due to our travel commitments, I wasn’t able to go
again the next season, but we look forward to going back with our own
boat soon.

Take A Deep Breath And Jump
We were in New Orleans wandering the streets taking in all the
atmosphere of the street performers, the age of the antiques and the
talent of the local artists. A gallery caught my eye with its colourful
pieces in the front window, and I just had to go inside. As I entered, I was
immediately mesmerised by the diversity of each of the paintings and
was surprised to discover they were all from the same artist.
There were elephants and lions next to landscapes and abstracts and even
portraits. Looking at the elephant piece that had caught my eye initially I
suddenly realised the tusks were human arms and there was the shape of
a woman’s body within the painting. It dawned on me as I explored the
others that this was, in fact, a fine art body painting gallery.
As I explored more and more of the paintings, I was so impressed with
the diversity and thought how difficult it must be to paint such beautiful
pieces of art on a three dimensional, living, breathing and moving canvas.
I had been lost in the art and was down the back of the gallery. As I made
my way into the central area, I recognised the artist Craig Tracy seated
by one of the paintings, and I couldn’t resist striking up a conversation
with him.
He was a very laid back sort of guy. Unlike the struggling artists, I knew
he had a certain grace about him, a quiet confidence of someone who
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knows what they have been put on this earth to do and loves doing it.
There was no ego, just an acceptance. I asked about commissioning him
for a painting as I thought how amazing it would be to be the canvas of
one of his pieces. Had my photo taken with him and then we left.
As we walked down the street away from the gallery, I excitedly went over
how amazing each of my favourite pieces was with my partner. When we
got back to the hotel, I looked up the CraigTracy.com website and was
excited to discover that you could volunteer as a model. The thought of
this excited me a little and scared me immensely.
Seeing this as an opportunity to stretch my comfort zone and face some
fears I discussed it with my partner. The website was very clear on what
was required. You were to have a preliminary photo shoot and if you
were chosen it would take four days from beginning to end with one full
day of the actual body painting. Considerably less than half of those who
apply are selected.
The chances were slim, but we both agreed it was worth giving it a go
because it would be a fantastic opportunity. We were leaving for Daytona
the next morning, so I applied a few days later. The chances were made
even less because we would only have one day available on the return trip
for it to happen. As I wrote the email, all my fears about my body began
to percolate. I took a deep breath and jumped (hit send). Then I let it go.
Days went by, and I didn’t hear anything. Then a week, then another.
It was one week before we would be returning to New Orleans. I had
uploaded the photo of Craig and I onto Facebook and Craig had
commented, so I thought, give it one last push and if nothing comes of
it then it wasn’t meant to be this time. I sent a message asking if he had
received the email.
Craig wrote back straight away and apologised that he hadn’t and said
he would love to paint me. What? Really? Wow! I explained that we only
had one day available and he replied to say that day would work perfectly.
The stars had aligned somehow and it was happening.

273

FACING FEARS

A week later we arrived at his studio. To say I was nervous would be an
understatement. I was about to stand naked and be painted by a famous
fine art body painting artist in New Orleans. All my self-conscious
concerns about my body were sitting, waiting to surface and ruin the
experience if I let my fear get control but instead I remained calm and
focused on the fact that there would be a painting of me in a gallery and
on people’s walls throughout the world that would far outlive me. That
my body was about to be turned into a beautiful, unique piece of art.
I took a deep breath and jumped (walked inside). We all chatted for a
while, and Craig showed me his sketch of the finished piece. It was going
to be such a beautiful piece of a delicate and brightly coloured tree that
I was going to be part of. I immediately felt at ease. What fear I had was
washed away by the excitement of becoming that tree.
Once it came time to disrobe, I’ll admit I felt nervous again. Fear crept
its way in a little, and I found myself apologising for my blotchy skin and
my dry feet. But I took a deep breath, and I jumped (disrobed). I did it!
I felt momentarily self-conscious but as soon as the paint started gliding
on I became fascinated watching the masterpiece unfold.
As the day went on into the evening, I became more comfortable with
my body as I watched it transform into something more beautiful than
I had ever imagined. With a white base and pretty colours throughout it
was a sad moment when it was all done and time to wash it off. I didn’t
want this experience to end. At that moment, I had so much love and
appreciation for my body. Craig reminded me that it wouldn’t be gone
because the images and the finished art would live on forever.

Lesson - How To Take A Deep Breath And Jump
As you know, from the previous chapters throughout this book, when
you are in the raptures of fear you will over think absolutely everything
and come up with a million and one scenarios, usually negative ones, for
what might be about to happen. Your Fear Monkey will fill your head
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with negative chatter and this over exaggeration and negativity keeps
you stuck in your fear.
If you choose to get wrapped up in these negatives and often untrue
scenarios, then you will continue to spiral downwards. Instead, you need
to focus on the truth. What are the facts, the reality, and the positive
outcomes that could occur if you chose to take the next step. Retrain
your Fear Monkey. Ask yourself is the fear real, evaluate the real risk and
then make a decision.
Once you have decided that you CAN do it, then you lay out a plan of the
steps needed to make it happen. You are now prepared. You have your
fear under control but how exactly do you take that all important first
step? It all comes down to action. Fear is almost always related to doing
or saying something, which requires you taking an action. Therefore, the
real question is how do you take the action required?
You can prepare your mind and manage your fear up to a point. Through
completing the exercises in this book, you will also create a selection of
resources you can use to recognise and master those fears. However, it
almost always comes down to those few seconds of facing your fear and
taking the action.
I’ve found that there really is no other way to do it than to take a deep
breath and jump. It’s in this moment of action that your courage is built,
your comfort zone is expanded and your freedom is defined. There’s no
magic pill or special secret way. It just has to be done.
For larger more challenging projects, you might need to take a breath and
jump several times. When I went skydiving for the first time, I initially
took a deep breath to say yes I would do it, then again on the day to get
into the plane, once more to step out onto the wing and then again to
finally jump. What an exhilarating experience! Step by step, and I’m so
glad I did it.
Don’t wait for the perfect moment either. It’s not about being 100%
prepared because you never will be. It’s about taking one deep breath
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and then jumping. Taking that first step and then doing the same for the
next one. Yes, it may feel like you are stepping off a cliff, or jumping out
of a plane if you choose to see it that way. However, it’s only a few seconds
of discomfort and the liberation you feel once you take that action step is
where your freedom is born.
In those few seconds, it’s the shift within yourself you’re looking for.
It’s in that moment that your courage muscle is exercised and becomes
stronger. It’s in those first few seconds that your life can change for the
better because once you take that first step, all the others instantly become
easier, doable and you begin to see a whole new path open up before you.
For a lot of people, fear can raise it’s head with a vengeance at this point.
Be prepared and don’t let it stop you here. You’ve recognised what has
you afraid. You know what needs to be done, you’ve decided you can do
it, and you’ve mapped out the plan, but then you get stuck in the moment
of actually taking action. Don’t stay there, going nowhere, frozen in time
and watch as opportunities pass you by.
That’s what happens if you let fear win; you’ll miss out on opportunities
for career advancement, true love, friendships, incredible experiences
and ultimately a happy and fulfilling life. Those things go to those who
can bring themselves to take that deep breath of courage, enough to pick
up that phone and make the call, or put their hand up and volunteer, or
speak up at the right moment in that meeting. That’s the only difference
between you and them.
Everyone feels fear and in fact, most people are dealing with fears on a
daily basis. The only difference between those who seem to have it all
and those that don’t is that the winners didn’t let their fears control their
decisions and take away their choices. They’ve evaluated the situation,
decided they could do it, made a plan, took a deep breath when it was
needed and jumped. It’s in those mustered up few seconds of courage
when they took that step. That’s the only difference.
You know in your heart it’s what you want to do. You also know you’ll be
glad that you did it. Practice trusting your knowledge. You can be that
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person that gets those opportunities and lives an amazing life. I know
you can, because anyone can do anything for just a few seconds, and
that’s all it takes... One deep breath and jump.
So, recognise your fears, do whatever preparation you need to do, grab
those few seconds of your life, take a deep breath and take that action.
Then watch as your world expands, your heart grows, and your life of
freedom opens up for you.

Exercise - Taking Action
We are nearing the end of our journey together. You’ve learnt a lot about
fears and how they show up in your life, what to look for to recognise
when fear is in control in both yourself and others, how to retrain your
Fear Monkey and lots of resources to support you through the process.
As I’ve said above, all of that’s wonderful, but if you never take action,
then you’ll still be stuck.
In this exercise, we are going to practice taking action. Don’t worry, we
are going to do it gradually. Rather than facing your absolute largest and
worst fear straight away, I recommend you start with something less
scary and work your way up. As you practice facing the smaller fears,
your skills will improve, and your body will adapt and facing the larger
fear’s will become easier. So let’s get started:
1. Write a list of ten things that scare you. Make sure you have
something that scares you a little, right up to that which scares
you a lot. Now choose one fear that you would like to overcome.
Remember to start small here.
2. Order the Facing Fears Growth Chart from the website or simply
grab a child’s growth chart and stick it up on your wall. This is
going to be where you measure the Fears you Face as you go.
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3. Write a list of the different levels of the fear you’ve chosen. Starting
with something that might seem reasonably comfortable, like a
one out of ten on the fear scale, right through to something that
would be a ten out of ten for you. For example, if you have a fear
of spiders a one might be to look at a picture of a tiny spider, a
five might be looking at a live spider through the glass at a zoo,
and a ten might be to hold a live spider in your hand.
4. For each milestone of height on your growth chart write down
one of the items off your list of one to ten’s from step 3. Starting
with the easiest first and moving up to the hardest.
5. Now add some rewards for when you achieve these tasks. Don’t
forget it’s important to congratulate yourself every step of the
way.
6. Next, choose the first thing off the bottom of the list and your
goal is to complete it. Before you do, though, take a few moments
to prepare. Write down what your fear is afraid might happen if
you go ahead.
7. Then write down all the facts that prove these fears won’t
happen. These are what you need to focus on to complete your
task fearlessly.
8. Next, make the decision to master the fear. Write down your
commitment – I [insert name] know that I CAN master [insert
fear].
9. Then make a plan as to how you are going to do it. For example,
with the spider, you could allocate thirty minutes to sit in front
of the computer and look at pictures of spiders each day for five
days.
10. The next step is to take a deep breath and jump. For the example
of the spider, you would sit down in front of your computer, take
a deep breath and then type into the search browser pictures of
spiders (that’s the jump).

278

Take A Deep Breath And Jump

11. Remember, you are going to feel afraid, but you CAN do this,
and the more you face your fear, the less control over you, it will
have.
12. Once you have completed all the steps of overcoming level one
of your fear, then you can move onto the next level (outlined in
step three) and use steps six through to ten as you move up your
Facing Fears Growth Chart. As you complete each level, be sure
not to forget to congratulate and reward yourself. You are doing
great!
13. Repeat this process with each of the fears on your list from step
one. You can download and print out the Facing Fears Growth
Chart as many times as you need to. Share them on the Facebook
page for everyone to see how well you are doing and to celebrate
with you.
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“To learn, read. To know, write. To master, teach.”
Hindu proverb

The New You

Chapter 24

The New You

A

s I write this final chapter, I am acutely aware of how triggered
my fear is. Once this is done, there is only editing, design and
then print and this book, with my life story, will be out there for
all to read. Yes, it is scary. Yes, I will be judged. Yes, there will be critics.
But I know that I have given this everything I have within me, to make it
the best it can possibly be.
Once it’s done, then I have no choice but to let it go to be whatever it
is meant to be for others and, no doubt, to teach me the next series of
lessons I am yet to learn. This experience has been a huge stretch of my
comfort zone, and yet I am sure it’s just the beginning of what will be
many more learning experiences. I know this to be true because that’s
just how life works.
Throughout this entire process, I have continually Faced Fears. There
have been times (lots of times) when I didn’t think I could do it. When
I doubted that what I was writing would be of any benefit to anyone.
Times when I was afraid I would never get it finished, or that it would
never be good enough. There was the fear of judgment and I worried
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about how I would handle the criticism of something I had put all of my
heart into. There was also the fear of success and the responsibility of
“what if it went on to help lots of people.”
Writing this book has been one of the hardest things I have ever had to
do. I’ve had to relive all of the painful experiences, several times, as I
wrote, re-wrote and edited each chapter. I had to think about and define
exactly what it is that I have learnt and create specific exercises that will
shift and change people’s lives.
You may well be thinking, “Well, you didn’t have to write it.” And it
would’ve been easier not to. But I had to. It was like I had no control over
it. This book came to me in a premonition, and I have been propelled
along the entire way by an energy that is larger than me. This may sound
strange, but it felt like it came through me rather than out of my head.
This is what it feels like when you are living on purpose.
Our purpose is always that which is going to stretch us far beyond what
we think we are capable of doing. This book has certainly done that!
Yet the rewards I have received so far, are far more than I ever thought
possible, or could have imagined. My life purpose is to inspire you to
find yours, by providing you with knowledge, tools and resources, so that
you can remove the mask of fear and be the real you.
So the truth is, I had to write this book because it’s part of my journey.
It’s almost like I didn’t have a choice, and what’s kept me going has been
my wonderful support crew and trusting the feeling in my heart and
soul that this is what I was supposed to be doing. I feel so blessed to be of
service and to play my part in your journey and the bigger plan.
Now the title of this chapter is a little ambiguous because there is no
‘new’ you. There is only the real you. The perfect being that you were
born as, but somehow lost along the way. She is still inside of you. The
wonder of light that you hide from the world. That powerful energy that
frightens you. It’s all you, and there isn’t anything new about it.
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You are also already fearless. It’s always been there too. You just needed
the right tools to uncover it. It’s that fighting spirit that keeps you going.
It’s that person that knows they’re worth it. It’s what made you pick up
this book, and I’m so glad you did.
Good on you for having the courage and the desire to be more and to Face
your Fears. You deserve all the love, success, happiness and fulfillment
this world has in store for you. As a teenager, I vowed my past would
not equal my future, and instead I use my past experiences to make a
better tomorrow. You can too. Today is a brand new day, and you may
not always have control over what happens to you, but you get to choose
how you respond to it.
As you begin to live more in freedom, yes, there will be a change in you
but it’s not a new you, it’s just a discovery of the real you. Your friends
and family may notice this change. Let them know that it’s OK and that
you are still there, it’s still you, it’s just a more confident and courageous
version of you, living the life you were meant to. Some may even get
triggered by the ‘new’ you. Just know that’s something for them to listen
to within themselves.
You may also be in a terrible situation at the moment and think there is
no way out. I know what that’s like. I’ve been there. And I pray that my
story can give you the inspiration you need to believe, even just a little
bit, that you can turn it around.
I am humbled daily by what it is I have been asked to do. I feel so blessed
to have this opportunity to stand beside you and encourage you to be
more, to be the real you. I get to be of service to you, and that is an
honour. I get to see you grow, and that is a gift. I am blessed to bear
witness to your journey.
Thank you for reading my story and for trusting me with your heart and
soul.
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How To Be You
“The saddest summary of life contains three descriptions: could have,
might have, and should have” – author unknown.
Life is far too precious to go through it having only half lived. I encourage
you to use this book and anything else you need to find the courage to
remove your mask and follow your heart. Don’t let fear hold you back
in your comfort zone any longer. Go for that raise or higher position,
pursue that passion for food or arts, tell that person you love them. Take
that leap of faith and start that business, or go on that date. Whatever it
is, decide you can do it, make a plan and then make it happen.
Fear will always be there, to protect you when it’s needed. That’s its job.
But don’t let it stop you from doing those things that will expand your
heart and mind. Remember to acknowledge what you are feeling and
ask, “What is this fear trying to tell me and is it real?” Be mindful of the
lessons of the past but don’t live in the past or let it hold you back from
being present now.
Always be patient and kind, especially with yourself. When you make
a change, it’s going to take time for you to find your balance. Initially,
you are going to swing from one end of the spectrum to the other, much
like a pendulum does. I went from telling no one my story, to the other
extreme of standing up and sharing it in front of over 2000 people. In
time, I found my balance spot in the middle, and you’ll find what’s right
for you, just give yourself the space to do that without judgment or
expectation.
Let yourself make mistakes, that’s the best way to learn, and it means
you’re taking action. So many people are afraid of failing, and that
often stops them from even starting. Others get started and then give
themselves such a hard time they end up just giving up. If I had given
up, I wouldn’t have been here to tell you this story. If I had given up, I
wouldn’t have had my successful businesses. If I had given up, I wouldn’t
have found my true love or my calling. Don’t be afraid of the failures,
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they are what will give you the greatest lessons and the biggest growth, if
you choose to see them that way.
Re-train your Fear Monkey to say better things to you, to have better
quality thoughts. This alone will turn your life around and create a
more positive energy which will bring you more love, happiness and
opportunities. You deserve to be happy. You were born pure and perfect
and with everything you need. Let yourself grow into all that you were
born to be.
Your life has a purpose. You have a job to do. Take the time to discover
what that is, not by sitting around wondering but by getting out there
and experiencing. Research and evaluate all the possibilities and decide
that you CAN and that you have to, because that’s what you were put on
this earth to do. To live your life to the fullest.
Sometimes it may not work out how you thought it would. That’s OK. We
don’t have control, nor do we know, what the bigger picture is. We can
only ensure that whatever happens to us, doesn’t stop us from moving
forward. Look for the gift in every experience, whether it’s good or bad,
it is the same. If you can’t find one, imagine what it might be, give thanks
and then let it go and move on.
You can’t control what happens to you, but you can control how long you
choose to let it affect you, or what you do with the experience. It wasn’t
my fault what happened to me. My adoptive parents had an unhealthy
understanding of right from wrong. However, what I choose to do with
that experience, and how long I choose to let it hold me back, is entirely
my responsibility.
As you stretch and grow, you will discover there are lots of layers to your
fears. Think of yourself a bit like an onion. As you peel off a new layer
and create a new comfort zone for yourself a new fear may show up or
an old one on a deeper level. By continuing to practice and master the
Facing Fears skills and tools, you will be able to recognize and take the
appropriate action to ensure your fears aren’t controlling your life, your
decisions and ultimately your happiness.
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Don’t be hard on yourself or compare yourself to other people’s journeys.
Your story and your journey are unique, just like you are. Know what
your strengths are and what your gift is. Go gently with yourself and
practice, practice, practice. Take baby steps each day and you will get
there. Plus, always acknowledge your accomplishments and give yourself
rewards along the way.
You can’t Face your Fears alone. Everyone needs other people in their
corner. So let down that guard, break down that wall and allow yourself
the vulnerability to connect with those who genuinely care about you.
They are there, you just need to choose to see them. Learn to trust your
judgment and your intuition, knowing that you can handle anything that
comes your way.
There is no magic pill. There is just the opportunity to learn and grow.
That’s what we are here for, remember, if it were easy to Face your Fears
and live in freedom, then everyone would be doing it. The thing you’ve
got to remember is that the rewards far outweigh what you will have to
do to get there.
So, roll up your sleeves and get to it. Do the exercises, put in the practice
and you will win the prizes. If you become stuck, ask for support and
remember, none of this will happen if you don’t take a deep breath and
jump. It only takes a few seconds to take that first step, and that is where
your courage and your confidence will be re-ignited.
What would you do today if you weren’t afraid? You are an amazing,
unique being who has a specific gift for this world. Don’t keep that from
us, we need people just like you, following their passions in order for
us all to reach our higher selves. As Marianne Williamson says, ‘Your
playing small does not serve the world’, we need you to step up and show
us who you are. You’ve always been fearless. You just needed to know
how. Remove that mask and be all you were born to be.
You are worth it! Go Face your Fears and Find your Freedom.
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The Journey Doesn’t End Here
Facing Fears is a lifelong journey and so our time together doesn’t have
to end here. It takes time to master your fears, and I want to support you
as you take those steps into freedom and to celebrate with you as you do.
Success is always more enjoyable when it’s shared.
There is a wonderful Hindu Proverb that says:
“To learn, read. To know, write. To master, teach.”
You’ve read and learnt - Now up to you to practice what you have learnt.
Go back and finish any exercises you didn’t do, re-do the exercises that
you want to get more out of and re-use the exercises as many times as
you need to in order to master your fears.
Write in order to know - Journaling has been a hugely powerful tool
for me over the years. It has given me a space to express what I couldn’t
anywhere else. It gave me a friend to talk to. It provided a place where
I could clarify my thoughts and put them in some sort of order to stop
them spinning around in my head. It was where I celebrated my wins
and acknowledged my growth.
To support you on your journey I have created a Facing Fears journal
you can order from the Facing Fears website. It’s filled with pretty pages
and inspiring images for you to journal your thoughts. Positive quotes to
remind you of what you have learnt, and exercises to keep you on track
to remaining fearless.
The Facing Fears Journal has been designed to give you everything you
need to continue to be the Fearless Female I know you already are and
supports you to implement the principles and skills you’ve learnt here.
Through writing in it each day, you will gain even more clarity and
understanding of your fears, and it provides a wonderful reference to
reflect on all your wins.
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To master, teach - Become involved in the Facing Fears community.
Participate in conversations through the webinars and the private
Facebook group. Share what you have learnt with others. Ask for and
offer support on those tricky fears that come up sometimes for all of us.
This is an integral part of being a Fearless Female.
There are also lots more resources on the Facing Fears website for you
to continue your fearless journey. Maybe you would like to learn more
about how fear shows up in relationships, or how to be more fearless
in your business. Become a Fearless Female member and continue your
journey as part of a group of like-minded women, all discovering how to
master their fears on a deeper level.
Connect with me personally through social media, on a webinar, or at
an event. Tell me how Facing Fears has made a difference in your life. I
love to hear how you are doing, and it encourages me to give even more.
I have a job to do, a purpose to fulfill, and so do you. I can’t wait to see
what unique gifts you bring to this world when you find the courage to
remove your mask and let the true you shine through.

288

Acknowledgements

Acknowledgements

Thank you Clark Marshall, my beloved, for believing in me, being my
biggest fan and showing me what true love is. I couldn’t have done
this without you. There are no words to express the depth of love and
appreciation I have in my heart for you.
Thank you Alison McGrath for your incredible support throughout the
whole process of this book and beyond. Your never ending encouragement
has been invaluable.
Thank you Andrew Griffiths for your knowledge, guidance, wisdom and
kind heart. You are an such a gentleman and it’s an honour to know you.
Thank you Deb Bailey for always being there with words of wisdom
when I doubted myself, needed a cry, a hug or a friendly voice of reason.
Your heart is the purest I know.
Thank you Craig Tracy from www.craigtracy.com for opening up my
world to the art of body-painting.
Thank you Kelli MacAlpine from Misk-Designs for creating my beautiful
mask for the cover. Your talent is immeasurable.
289

FACING FEARS

Thank you Rhonda Britten and www.fearlessliving.org for starting me on
my fearless path.
Thank you Julie Tucker for your guidance and for opening the channels
for this to come through. You are an angel.
Thank you Alex Mitchell for your advice, encouragement and support.
Thank you to my accountability buddies Tracy Sheen, Rachel Smith,
Dallas McMillan, Chrissy Harbridge, Alison McGrath and Wendy Pavey
for holding that safe space for me to work all of this out.
Thank you to Glen Carlson and Daniel Priestley for creating the KPI
program and the entire KPI community. I would never have written this
if it wasn’t for you.
Thank you to my real mum for bringing me into this world and for your
never ending love and to my real dad for saying yes to having me in his
life.
Thank you to my surrogate mum Marg and her family who have stood by
me through thick and thin for the past almost ten years.
Thank you to my brothers, both past and present, for loving and
protecting me.
Thank you to ‘the family’ for the lessons that have made me the woman
I am today.
Thank you to my best friend for all that I learnt from you and all the
good times we shared.
Thank you to my dear friends, you know who you are, who have been
there through the tough times and shared in my celebrations of the good.
My life is richer thanks to you all.

290

Facing Fears

Continue the journey
www.facingfears.com.au

291

