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Working with the Ignite Publishing team was truly a life-enriching experience
from start to finish. Their editors were fantastic! Professional, insightful, and
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—Allison Prince
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I am always so inspired by the work that Lady JB Owen and her organization
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one of us! Thank YOU for all you do!

—Dame Doria Cordova
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—Debra Atkinson

Working with Lady JB Owen is like watching vision become ministry. Her heart
for humanity is boundless, and her gift is turning that heart into real, tangible
good in the world. Ignite Humanity is a perfect reflection of who she is: gener-
ous, purposeful, and devoted to helping others rise. I am deeply grateful to be
part of a project that channels its light divectly into causes that heal our world.
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Being part of Ignite Humanity was a truly meaningful experience. It gave me
the space to reflect on my journey and share it in a way that I hope helps others
trust their own path, especially when it feels scary or uncertain. The process
was supportive from start to finish, and I'm honored to be part of a collection
of stories meant to inspire courage and purpose in others. I'm grateful to have
been included.

—Farrah Smith

The editing process was an absolutely beautiful and transformative experience.
With each round of revisions, I was pushed to go deeper so that my story was
loved into the best version it could be.

—Jackie Graves
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Going on this journey with the Ignite team has been such an inspirational
experience. I've felt supported every step of the way. Thank you for helping
me share a bit of my story!

—Jenny Salimi

Writing this book was a meaningful journey, and I couldn 't have asked for a
better team to help bring my story to life. Their guidance, encouragement, and
attention to detail made the entire process smooth, collaborative, and inspiring.
They took the time to understand my voice, my message, and my heart, ensuring
every chapter reflected who I am. I'm truly grateful for their professionalism,
patience, and commitment to helping me share my story with the world.

—LaShawn Merritt

This is my third time writing in an Ignite book. They make the process so easy! I
have immense gratitude to them for sharing my story and amplifying my voice.

—Nicole Mixdorf

1 came to Ignite with a story. JB and her team helped me turn it into a message.
From Ignite Your Purpose to co-writing Underdog DNA, I’'ve watched them
do what few publishers can, they don t just print books, they forge authors. JB
sees the gold in your story before you do, then refuses to let you settle for less.
If youw have a story worth telling, there's no better team to tell it with.

—Randy Dyck
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THE SEVEN HUMANITY
PRINCIPLES

The greatest responsibility we haveis to give back to humanity. How we do
that begins with being one hundred percent responsible for ourselves, our
actions, values, character, and attitude. Igniting Humanity is not an outward
performance. It.is an inside expression, a total ownership of who we are and
how we show up in the world.

Thefollowing Seven Principles are an invitation. A way of living we can

each choose, starting today, that uplifts our own life so that we, in turn, uplift
the lives of everyone around us.

Raise the Consciousness of What is Possible
Imagine all we could accomplish if each and every one of us lived at the
center of what is possible for us. Anything and everything IS possible when
we come together to raise the planet’s consciousness and teach people that
they can do anything they dream of.

Unite All People and Connect Everyone
We are on a mission of belonging, where everyone is heard and loved in a
global community. All eight billion of us need, and deserve to feel like we
belong. We all desire to feel like we are part of something.
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Instill True Happiness and Inner Peace
We show people the path to happiness and health in all corners of their life.
Including the mental, physical, emotional, financial, and spiritual. We instill
the inner peace that comes with living aligned with your mission.
Foster Positive Expansion and Loving Evolution
The human brain desires expansion and evolution. We will foster the expan-
sion of our minds and ideas of what is possible. Forward and new thinking
will allow us to expand our mindset and create lasting, positive change.

Empower Others to Empower Themselves
We will empower ourselves and others by being leaders of empowerment,
and inspiring others to do the same. We create a ripple effect that brings
positivity to every corner of the world.

Live Authentically and With Genuine Integrity
When we are true to ourselves, we live authentically in an increasingly disin-
genuous world. We show others that leading with authenticity and integrity
is possible to be successful, happy, and fulfilled.

Give First and Offer All You Can
Offer that first hello. Offer your skills and talents to help people bloom and
become better versions of themselves. Give what you can for the betterment
of humanity, and be the first person to extend a helping hand to those who
need it. This is how we will create a culture of giving.

Seven principles, one shared mission, a billion lives waiting to be Ignited,
starting with the one you are living right now.



16/ FOREWORD

FOREWORD

By Jim Poole

Close your eyes for a moment and imagine a different way to begin your day.
You wake up naturally just after sunrise. No alarm jolts you awake, and no phone
waits beside your bed demanding your attention. There are no endless streams of
notifications, or messages competing for your focus before your feet touch the
floor. There is only stillness and breath, as you remember some of your dreams.

You breathe deeply, get out of bed, stretch your body, and step into the
shower. You prepare a breakfast of fresh, nourishing food. The morning is not
something to survive and get through; it is something to enjoy. As you think
about your day ahead, your first question isn’t, What do I have to do today?
Instead, you ask yourself, What will bring me joy today?

Imagine building your day around purpose instead of pressure, around
contribution to yourself instead of obligation to others. Hours pass as you
create, build, learn, help, or simply enjoy a meaningful project. At lunchtime
you begin preparing another fresh meal when you realize you’re missing one
important ingredient: tomatoes.

You feel disappointed because you had your mind set on the flavors of this
great lunch you were preparing, but then you remember that your neighbor’s
garden is overflowing with them. You walk next door, and before you can finish
knocking, the door opens. You are greeted with a genuine smile and a warm
embrace as you enter their home.

“Would you happen to have a few tomatoes?”

“Of course,” they reply with joy.

“You can take as many as you want, they are delicious, and we have so
many. But before you do, please stay for lunch, it’s almost ready, and we’d
love to have you.”
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You all sit down for lunch, and the casual conversations begin. Stories are
exchanged as you catch up on family, local issues, sports, and summer vacation
plans. Laughter elevates the energy in the room as you fill your belly, and time
seems to slow down. Nobody is looking at a screen, or measuring the value of
this moment by productivity; nobody is in a rush. It’s just you, surrounded by
people you enjoy, eating a delicious meal, and enjoying the afternoon. This is
what it means to belong.

The scene you just imagined may feel idyllic, even impossible to some. Yet,
this is what life used to be like, not so long ago. And, it’s not just the simplic-
ity of the day that makes it so compelling; it’s the feelings it creates. Peace,
connection, purpose, and belonging. These aren’t luxuries or aspirations, these
are biological necessities.

Before smartphones, artificial intelligence, and social media, the human brain
evolved to solve one primary challenge: survival. Every sensation, emotion,
memory, and relationship has been filtered through one fundamental question:

Am 1 safe?

For hundreds of thousands of years, safety wasn’t determined by bank
accounts, job titles, or.the number of followers someone accumulated online.
Safety came from.the community. It came from knowing your neighbors. It
came from contributing to your tribe. It came from gathering around meals,
telling stories around fires, caring for children together, celebrating together,
and grieving together.

Connection wasn’t simply enjoyable; it was survival. And our nervous sys-
tems have never forgotten that. Modern neuroscience continues to demonstrate
that our brains are exquisitely social. We are wired to read facial expressions,
interpret vocal tones, synchronize with one another’s emotions, and find comfort
in trusted relationships. A warm embrace can calm the nervous system. Genuine
eye contact can lower anxiety. Feeling understood can quiet the brain’s threat
response more effectively than logic ever could.

We often think success is an individual achievement, but success has always
been deeply relational. Perhaps that is why loneliness has become one of the
greatest health challenges of our time. Despite living in the most technolog-
ically ‘connected’ era in human history, millions of people have never felt
more isolated.

We have thousands of contacts, hundreds of notifications, unlimited
information; yet, fewer meaningful conversations, and even less meaningful
relationships. Our calendars are full, but our hearts are not. Our nervous system
longs for connection, authenticity, and the comfort of helonging.
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Technology itself is not the enemy. It has connected families across oceans,
opened access to knowledge across the globe, accelerated medicine, educa-
tion, creativity, and commerce in ways previous generations could never have
imagined. Yet, every innovation carries unintended consequences.

The same device that allows us to video call someone halfway around the
world can prevent us from speaking to the person sitting next to us. The same
technology platforms designed to connect us can quietly encourage comparison
instead of compassion. The same algorithms that deliver endless information
can fragment our attention into thousands of tiny moments, making it increas-
ingly difficult to experience deep thoughts, meaningful conversations, personal
connections, or uninterrupted presence.

Our attention has become one of the world’s most valuable commodities.
Every notification competes for it, every advertisement purchases it, and every
platform measures it. And, little by little, without realizing it, many of us have
surrendered ownership of the very thing that determines the quality of our
lives... our time, attention, and our connection.

Where attention goes.... life follows. When our attention becomes scat-
tered, our relationships become shallower, our creativity diminishes, our stress
increases, our capacity to experience awe, gratitude, empathy, and joy begins
to fade beneath constant stimulation, and desensitization. We are moving away
from some of the core virtues of being human.

Our brains adapt remarkably well. Perhaps too well. One of neuroscience’s
most fascinating discoveries is that the brain is constantly building patterns.
It seeks efficiency above almost everything else. Repeated thoughts become
familiar, repeated emotions become expected, and behaviors become auto-
matic. The brain does not necessarily prefer what is healthy, it doesn’t have
judgement that way. It prefers what is familiar because familiarity equates
to safety subconsciously. This is why people often remain in unhealthy rela-
tionships long after they recognize the pain, why people continue worrying
even when the worry solves nothing, and why people repeat habits that no
longer serve them, such as instinctively reaching for their phone during every
quiet moment.

Predictability feels safe to the brain, even when that predictability limits our
potential and the quality of our experiences. The familiar becomes comfortable,
comfortable becomes habit, and over time, habits become our identity. We
begin mistaking our conditioning for who we are. However, we possess the
extraordinary gift that the same brain that created unhealthy patterns can also
create new healthy ones.
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Neuroplasticity is gaining popularity today. People are talking about it, and
for good reason. It’s the brain’s ability to reorganize itself through experience.
Every meaningful conversation rewires us, and every act of kindness reshapes
us. Moments of authentic gratitude can strengthen new neural pathways, just as
every courageous decision can weaken old destructive patterns while building
newer, healthier ones. This transformation is not magic, it’s biological. And this
is why books matter, stories matter, communities matter, conversations matter,
and connections matter. Each one interrupts an existing pattern and introduces
the possibility of a new pattern. Perhaps the greatest pattern we must interrupt
today is the illusion that independence is strength. Because human beings were
never designed to thrive alone.

Imagine success measured not only by wealth, but by wellness, not by
achievement, but by kindness, and not by accumulation, but by contribution.
Imagine businesses built on purpose, communities built on trust, and leaders
driven by service. Imagine a world where technology serves humanity instead
of distracting it from itself.

This isn’t nostalgia for a simpler past. It is an invitation to create a wiser and
healthier future. Every great movement begins with a simple idea embraced by
ordinary people who decide to live differently. Humanity has never suffered
from a shortage of intelligence. But it has suffered from a shortage of presence,
compassion, empathy, listening, and the courage to choose connection over
convenience.

Ignite-Humanity is not asking us to escape the modern world. It is asking
us-to-reclaim ourselves within it. Lady JB Owen has dedicated her life to
reminding people that every human being carries an extraordinary light. Too
often that light becomes buried beneath stress, fear, comparison, distraction,
and the endless pursuit of ‘more.’ Yet, it never disappears. It simply waits to be
awakened. The pages that follow are filled with stories, wisdom, and experiences
that remind us of something we have always known deep inside: humanity is
not something that happens to us, it is something we choose.

We choose it every time we forgive, listen, and serve. We choose it every
time we replace judgment with curiosity, and every time we believe another
person’s success adds to our own.

The future of humanity will not be determined solely by the technologies we
invent. It will be determined by whether we remember the timeless truths that
made us human long before technology ever existed. Lady JB Owen reminds
us that igniting humanity is not about changing everyone else. It begins by
rekindling the light within us. From there, that light naturally spreads to our
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families, our neighbors, our workplaces, and every life we touch. Human-
ity will be transformed by millions of ordinary people making extraordinary
choices every single day. Choosing kindness, courage, generosity, and love.
By choosing one another.

Perhaps the most powerful question this book asks is not, How do we change
the world? 1t is, How do we become the kind of people who naturally change
the world simply by the way we live and the purpose we serve?

The answer begins with each of us. One conversation, one relationship, one
act of compassion, and one life fully lived. May these pages awaken some-
thing that has always been within you. May they remind you that your greatest
contribution will never be found in what you own, but in what you Ignite in
others. Because when one human being chooses to shine, permission is given
for another to do the same.

And when enough lights come together, humanity doesn’t merely survive.

It Ignites.

o Tl

Chief Executive Officer at NuCalm

Ve

IGNSTE
flumanity
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WHAT |Is AN IeNITE_ Book?

Within the pages of this book, you will discover stories that reveal the extraordinary
capacity of the human spirit to lead, to serve, and to change the world around it.
Somewhere among these chapters, you may find reflections of your own calling,
your own questions, or your deep desire to make a difference that truly matters. We
know this because the impulse to contribute to something larger than ourselves is not
reserved for the extraordinary few. It lives in every human being who has ever looked
at the world and felt, quietly and with complete conviction, that it could be better.

The word Ignite represents the purpose behind every book we publish. Each
Ignite book is created with the intention of inspiring, uplifting, and awakening
something meaningful within the reader. We believe stories have the power
to transform lives, strengthen connections, and remind us of what is possible.
Through the sharing of authentic experiences, these stories become a bridge
between people and help us recognize that we are never alone in our desire to
grow, to serve, and to leave the world more beautiful than we found it. In fact,
we believe that the human experience that ignites every person’s story is the
very common denominator that will transform all of humanity.

That is why we are so committed to bringing those stories to you.

Since our company began, we have taken the time to craft each story in
a very unique and powerful way. As you begin reading, you will notice that
every chapter opens with a Power Quote. These are not motivational slogans
or borrowed wisdom. They are the distilled truth of each author’s journey, the
single sentence that captures what they most want you to carry with you. Power
Quotes are designed to spark reflection, inspire action, and offer you a lens
through which to see your own life with greater clarity and purpose.
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Following the Power Quote, you will find each author’s personal /nten-
tion. This is a heartfelt message that shares why the author chose to tell their
story and what they hope you will receive from reading it. These intentions
are intimate and generous, a glimpse into the author’s deepest hope for you
specifically, not for readers in the abstract, but for you, the person holding this
book in your hands right now.

After the Intention, you will step into the Ignite Story itself. These are genu-
ine accounts of individuals who heard a calling, followed it through uncertainty,
doubt, and difficulty, and emerged on the other side with something worth
sharing. They are leaders not because they sought power or recognition but
because they could not ignore what they saw needed doing. They are change
makers, not because the path was clear but because they chose to walk it anyway.
Through their unique journeys, they offer honestreflections; hard-won wisdom,
and the unwavering dedication they possess. Each author decided that their
story was worth sharing to Ignite another.

What makes this book especially powerful is the extraordinary diversity of the
leaders within it. They come from different countries, backgrounds, disciplines,
and definitions of what it means to serve humanity. Some work with children.
Others work with governments. Some work with music, healing, education, jus-
tice, and with the land itself. While every journey is different, they all share the
same heartbeat: the understanding that humanity is not something that happens to
us. It is something we build together, one magnanimous act of service at a time.

At the conclusion of each chapter, you will find a series of Ignite Action Steps.
These are practical, meaningful invitations to bring what you have read into
your own life. Each Action Step reflects the specific tools, practices, and ideas
that helped the author find their path and make their contribution to humanity.
The hope is that you will use these steps not as instructions but as doorways,
entry points into your own version of the story that is waiting to be lived.

We have one deep desire for you as you read them. That you will feel so
moved and stirred by what you have just read that you close the book and
take action immediately. Not tomorrow. Not when the timing is better, or the
circumstances are more favorable. Now. Because who we are is who we choose
to be, and in choosing to take action, even one small and imperfect step in
the direction of what matters, you become one step closer to the person you
were always meant to be. The person whose life will make a difference. The
one whose presence in the world will leave it better than they found it. The
individual who will Ignite something in someone else that changes everything.

That is how humanity moves forward. One person, one decision, one action
step at a time.
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SOMETHING NEW AND SpPEcIAL IN THIS Book

Every Ignite book is built on the actions of its authors and the power of their
stories. With Ignite Humanity: Everyday People, Extraordinary Impact, we
wanted to go further. We wanted to create something that had never been done
before in the history of compilation publishing.

Alongside every author’s personal story of leading change in the world, you
will find a companion piece dedicated to a historical figure whose life resonates
deeply with theirs across the centuries. These are the men and women of history who
looked at humanity and chose to serve it, who saw what was broken and worked
to heal it, who heard a calling and answered it with everything they had. Each
historical figure was chosen by the author, not randomly but personally selected,
because something in that historical life spoke directly to something in their own.

What emerged from that process was extraordinary. Again and again, as we
wrote these companion pieces, a synergy appeared between the living author
and their historical figure that felt less like a coincidence and more like recog-
nition. The same values, a similar fire. An undaughting refusal to step toward
what needed doing. Two lives, separated by decades or centuries, speaking the
same language of service, love, and the fierce, patient commitment to making
the world more humane.

These historical figure pieces are not encyclopedia entries or biographical
summaries. They are stories, told with the same warmth, depth, and narrative
care that defines every Ignite story, dropping you into the life of someone who
changed the world and showing you exactly how, why, and at what cost. Each
one opens with a Power Quote drawn from that figure’s own verified words,
an Intention written in the spirit of what their life offers you today, and a story
title that captures the essence of their contribution to humanity.

The result is a book that speaks across time. In one chapter, a living leader
shares the moment that called them into service and what they did about it. In
the next chapter, a voice from history steps forward to confirm that this calling
is ancient, that the desire to serve humanity is the oldest and most enduring
human impulse there is, and that you are never as alone in your own calling
as you might feel in the dark.

We believe these pairings will move you, surprise you, and stay with you long
after you have finished reading. Because it turns out that humanity has always
had Everyday People Making Extraordinary Impact. The world simply needed
someone to tell their stories again. Perhaps, in reading them, you will remem-
ber that you, too, are one of those people. That the voice inside you asking for
more and calling you toward something greater, something that serves not just
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yourself but everyone around you, has always been the most important voice
there is. Listen to it. Follow it. The world is waiting for what only you can give.

How 10 READ THIS Book

As you sit down to read, know that there is no right or wrong way to experience
it. Some readers begin at the first page and move through to the end. Others open
the book at random, trusting they will find the message they need most in that
moment. Some are drawn to a particular story title, while others connect with
an author after reading their biography or seeing their photograph. However
you choose to read this book, trust that your journey through its pages will
unfold exactly as it is meant to.

What we do ask is this. If a story touches your heart, if it shifts something
in you, if it helps you see your own life or your own calling with greater clarity,
share that experience with someone else. Stories have connected humanity for
generations. They create understanding, foster compassion, and remind us of
our shared capacity for goodness. If'a chapter resonates deeply, consider sharing
the book with someone who may also benefit from its message.

If an author’s story has a meaningful impact on your life, let them know.
Contact information is provided at the end of each chapter, and there is no
greater gift for an author than knowing their courage in sharing their story has
helped another person find their own.

As youread these stories, you may begin reflecting on your own relation-
ship with humanity, the ways you already contribute, the ways you long to
contribute more, or the calling you have perhaps been hearing quietly for some
time without yet knowing what to do with it. If so, we invite you to trust that
whisper. We believe every person has a contribution worth making, and every
contribution has the power to change something in the world around it.

Our mission is to Ignite a billion lives through a billion words. We can only
accomplish that through the desire of people willing to share their experiences,
the callings they feel within, and their deepest hopes for the world. Your story
matters to humanity, and in your story, others will feel the ability to redefine
their story for the betterment of all.

As you turn the page, we welcome you to the Ignite family. May these stories
remind you of your own capacity to lead, to serve, and to change the world in the
way that only you can. May they propel you forward with a newer understanding
or awareness you did not have before. And may they confirm what we believe
with our whole hearts: that humanity is amazing. People are intricately good,
open, caring, and kind. When you learn a person’s story, you can see yourself in
them, and that creates a unity and harmony that will Ignite the world.
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INTRODUCTION

If you are reading this book, congratulations are in order. Few people take
the time to dive into a book that does not offer a quick fix, immediate results,
or guaranteed success. In fact, even fewer people these days are interested in
anything that does not answer the question, What s in it for me? or How does
this help my life? That self-focused mentality is taking over, and it takes a
special-and unique person to crack open such a book and discover what it truly
means to not just Ignite themselves, but to Ignite Humanity.

I can only assume you are a person who, at one time in their life, or even
right now, has felt the joy and connection of humanity. Somewhere in your life,
someone, some place, or some experience captured your heart and spoke to
that part of you that discovered that there is more to this world than just you. A
beautiful sunset, a magical moment, or perhaps another human being awakened
a feeling so profound that you knew connection, creation, and camaraderie
were more valuable and grander than you ever imagined.

That feeling is not an accident. Nor is it random. It is the most essential
truth about what it means to be human. We are wired for connection. We are
built for learning, growing, and awakening. And the moments that remind us
of that, the ones that stop us in our tracks and fill our spirit with something
magical and profound, are the truest moments of all. They are moments that
change us and push us toward something greater in our lives.

What is so vitally important is that those moments need to be shared.

Since the beginning of time, humanity has been built on, forged, and fueled
by the stories of others charting the way, plowing the path, and overcoming
such adversity that we could not help but be touched and transformed by their
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tenacity. Those stories transcend gender, color, religion, race, and anything
else that divides us. Those stories bring us together.

The power of our stories is exactly why this book exists.

Stories are the oldest and most powerful force for change that humanity
has ever known. Long before books, schools, or the internet, human beings
sat together around fires and told each other what they had seen, what they
had survived, and what they had discovered about the world and themselves.
Those stories carried wisdom from one generation to the next. They gave
courage to the frightened, hope to the heartbroken, and direction to the lost.
They reminded every person listening that they were not alone, that others
had walked through darkness and found their way to light, and thatthe same
experience was possible for them.

The impact of a story has not changed over the centuries. What has changed is
that the fire looks different now, the circle is much wider, the real truth is fainter,
and the need is far greater. As a human species, we need to hear each other’s
authentic stories. We need to fruly understand how trials can become triumphs,
how those who were once victims became victors, and how the adversity of those
who were thought of as underdogs became the foundation of their greatest success.

Stories are the backbone of humanity. They awaken the mind to what is
possible, they uplift the heart to what matters, and they enliven the soul to the
evolutionit desires. Stories unite us and show us that no matter where we come
from, how much money we have, or how much education we have earned,
nothing brings us closer, creates more connection, and is more precious than
the raw and real-life experience of another rising forth.

That is the gift every author in this book is giving you. Their story. Their
truth. Their most honest account of what it looks like to live a life in service of
something greater than themselves. In receiving that gift, you become part of
the chain, part of the long, unbroken line of human beings who have passed the
knowledge forward from one pair of hands to the next since the very beginning
of time. What they are sharing is more than advice or a formula. Something
far more powerful. Their most honest and courageous account of what it looks
like when an ordinary person decides that their life is going to mean something,
not just to themselves but to the world around them.

Receiving that gift changes us on the deepest level because learning is not a
passive act. A commitment happens the moment you step into someone else’s
story and make what they learned something you can utilize. Every time you
allow another person’s experience to move you, to shift something in you, to
remind you of what is possible, you carry it forward into your own life and
into the lives of everyone around you.
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The evolution of Humanity has always worked this way. One story at a time.
One heart opening to another. One ordinary person discovers, through the expe-
rience of someone just like them, that they, too, have something extraordinary
to give. Your evolution began the moment you opened the first page and will
continue as you enjoy every page going forward. These stories will profoundly
inspire you in new ways and become the catalyst for growth in your own life.

EVERYDAY PEOPLE, EXTRAORDINARY HEARTS

The authors you are about to meet in this book are the ones who stepped up
to make the idea of Ignite Humanity a reality. They are the ones who heard
the concept, saw the vision, and realized that now was the time to awaken and
encourage others with their story. They are teachers and healers, entrepreneurs
and advocates, artists and athletes, coaches and caregivers. They are mothers
and fathers, daughters and sons, friends-and neighbors. They are, in the most
beautiful and literal sense, everyday people who chose to do something extraor-
dinary in the hopes of inspiring you.

Each of them heard a calling. Not the loud, dramatic kind that arrives with
fanfare and praise, but the quiet, persistent, and completely personal kind that
keeps showing up with certainty until you finally /isten fo it. That calling was to
take what they had learned in moments of hardship, challenges, and decision-mak-
ing to make their lives better. Some heard the calling in the space between one
chapter of their life ending and another beginning. Some had to /et go to find
what they had been looking for. Some had to keep going despite the hardships
and obstacles, while others had to lose it all to gain what mattered most. All of
these authors, eventually, chose to take what life had given them and do some-
thing more magnanimous with it. They each decided to go beyond themselves
and use what they had learned to give back to others in a more impactful way.

We call these deeply profound moments an Ignite Moment. The moment
when you will no longer keep doing what you have been doing, and decide to
persevere regardless of the circumstances. Each story you are about to read is
a sharing of a very personal Ignite Moment that went beyond defining them
and shifted toward refining them into their greatness.

What unites these authors is not their background, their profession, or the
specific way they chose to serve. What unites them is the commitment to go
beyond the setbacks to find the means for who they could become and what
difference they could make. They said yes to the wholehearted commitment to
showing up for something larger than themselves. To use their wisdom, grace,
and compassion in the service of another human being who needed exactly
what they had to give, carrying the torch forward for them to benefit from.
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When one person chooses to Ignite another, something remarkable happens.
The light does not diminish by being shared. A candle that lights a thousand other
candles loses nothing of its own flame. The person who gives their story away does
not have less of'it; they have more. Because in the sharing, the story finds its fullest
meaning, its truest purpose, and the reason it happened in the first place. Each of
them, in their own way and in their own time, felt that same profound awakening
to something larger than themselves. They did not simply feel it and move on; they
let it change them. They let it direct them. They let it become the reason they got
up in the morning and the standard by which they measured everything they did.
They allowed that moment of transformation, that glimpse of something grander,
to become the foundation of a life lived in the desire to uplift others.

Every author in this book has been that candle for someone. In reading
their stories, you are receiving that light directly. You are the reason they were
brave enough to write it down. You are the person they were thinking of when
they chose vulnerability over silence and service over comfort. You are who
they wrote this for.

What you will find in these pages is not perfection. Not people who had
it all figured out from the beginning. What you will find are real, beautifully
imperfect, completely ordinary, yet extraordinary human beings who caught a
glimpse of what humanity looked like at its finest and decided, with everything
they had, to make a difference by contributing to it.

THE ONES WHO WALKED BEFORE

In conjunction with these exceptional everyday people, we have added some-
thing to this book that makes it stand out in the Ignite collection. Alongside
every author’s personal story, you will find the story of a historical figure who
walked a similar path before them, sometimes centuries, decades, or even
earlier, but with the same unmistakable fire burning at the center of their life.

What these historical figures show us is that the desire to serve humanity is
not a modern invention or a passing trend. Ordinary people have always been
doing extraordinary things for others. They have been the ones who looked at
what was broken and chose to help fix it. They are the ones who recognized
who was suffering and chose to ease it, who felt what was possible and wanted
to be an example for everyone around them.

These are not random pairings. Each historical figure was chosen by the
author because something in their life resonated deeply within them. They
follow the same values, and in many ways, feel the same calling. They share
the same willingness to give themselves completely to something that matters
beyond their own comfort or recognition. When you read the author’s story
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and the historical figure’s story side-by-side, something extraordinary happens.
You begin to see that the qualities that make a person truly remarkable are not
products of their era or their circumstance. They are timeless and universal.
They belong to the human spirit itself, and they are found in each one of us.

Reading their stories, you will notice the qualities that made each historical
figure remarkable: their compassion, courage, and desire to make things better
are the same qualities you will recognize in the author beside them. We also
hope that you realize those qualities are not only in the authors and the historical
figures, but that they also live within you. We are drawn to what we already
possess. We are moved by what we already know. The greatness that takes your
breath away in these stories is a reflection of the greatness that exists in you.

The historical figures in these pages are to remind you that you belong to a
long and luminous lineage of people who chose to make their lives count for
something beautiful, lasting, and greater than themselves. Their stories have
transcended time, and our intention in adding them here is that their lives light
the flame in you to do more in your life, for a/l of humanity.

WHyY HUMANITY MATTERS

Now more than ever, we need to be thinking about the future of humanity.
The great responsibility of each and every one of us is the longevity, health,
connection, and compassion of a humane society for everyone on this planet.
We all'need to see the importance we play in forming the story of humanity
and what it will become, because that story is being written right now, in this
generation, by people exactly like you.

Our individual stories, collective narrative, and overarching themes of
goodness, decency, honesty, faith, and compassion need to come forth and
become the true pillars of our society. When we can feel the needs of our
neighbors and understand the hardships of people who live on the other side of
the world, we can come together in more harmony. Knowing someone’s story
is the most powerful bridge ever built between two human beings. When we
understand where someone came from, what they survived, what they hoped
for, and what they gave their life to, we no longer see them as a stranger; we
see them as part of ourselves.

I believe the remedy for all our global disturbances is to know someone’s
story. To feel their needs and understand their hardships. When we know their
history and recognize their truth, something shifts in us that cannot be undone.
The stranger becomes a person. They become a friend, a brother, a sister, a
fellow human being navigating the same fundamental questions about life,
purpose, and belonging that we ourselves carry in our hearts.
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Only when we feel for and relate to others will we develop and foster the
compassion and acceptance that will unite us. When we know another person’s
story, we understand that beneath every difference of language, culture, belief,
and circumstance, we are far more alike than we are different. We are human,
living the human experiences in all its varied magnificence.

Every story in this book is that reminder. Every author who chose to share
their truth, and every historical figure who walked their path with courage
and conviction, is evidence of what becomes possible when human beings
remember what they are to each other and choose, with full awareness and
heart, to act accordingly.

YouUR IMPACT ON HUMANITY

There is a question worth asking before you turn another page. Not a difficult
question. Not one that requires years of study or a philosophy degree or any
particular wisdom. Simply this: What would the world look like if more people
chose to share their story?

Not the perfect stories with all the answers, or the witty ones proving
extraordinary talent, but the true and authentic ones that had no clear map of
where they were going or an exact formula for what was required. What if the
world revered the stories that showed one person s willingness to look beyond
their own circumstances and what they did to contribute to the betterment of
everyone?

Call me a dreamer, but I have a dream that we hear the stories of every
person on the planet. Each and every one of us has the ability to share our story,
tell our truth, and impart our wisdom on another, so that what one person has
learned becomes a gift and a treasure to what we all can learn about ourselves
and the whole of humanity.

Stories matter to the future of humanity. They transform an individual into
a beacon that builds a community, a neighborhood, and a family. Stories create
a planet full of strangers into something that feels like ONE.

May your life be filled with Ignite Moments, and your world enraptured
with the glory of what humanity has to give. May each day be a reminder that
your story is helping write the future and be the heartbeat of Humanity.

Your story matters. Make it a great one.

Much love to you and blessings,

[y P&
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Lapy JB OWEN

“When we Ignite one life, we Ignite all of Humanity.”

It is my intention, not just with my story but with the hundreds of stories
I have been a part of curating, that each and every story Ignites the lives
of millions. When we touch one life, we create a ripple effect that touches
many. We inspire, transform, and raise the consciousness of not just one,
but of all. In the common collective that we belong to, when we Ignite
one heart, we Ignite a lifetime of heart-filled moments for generations to
come. May this story and your story be part of that incredibly beautiful
transformation.

WHAT DoEs IT MEAN TO IGNITE HUMANITY?

One day, I found myself sitting at a convention where speakers were up on
stage sharing tips, ideas, and strategies on how to be better in business, make
more money, and get more clients. Then a speaker stood up and started talking
about their personal story. It was a poignant and powerful story that brought
many people in the audience to tears. For a moment, I felt a little embarrassed
for the speaker as he started to cry and truly showed deep emotion. As he con-
tinued and my discomfort diminished, I had to lean in because his story was so
powerful that it captured my attention and the attention of everyone in the room.
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What struck me most was what happened when he finished and walked
off the stage. Numerous people from the front row met him at the bottom
of the stage’s steps and hugged him. Everyone was truly moved by his
sharing, his authentic and genuine recollection of overcoming a challenge
that had brought him to a greater expression of himself. For the rest of that
day and into the next, his story brought people together in discussion, in
commonality, and in closeness. Before we knew it, at every lunch hour and
break, clusters of people were sharing their own powerful and authentic
stories with each other.

Going home that day, I realized that stories change us. They transform us.
They bring us together in ways that go beyond how much money we make,
where we come from, or the education we have earned. Stories speak directly
to the heart. They break down barriers and compel people to reach out with
compassion, forgiveness, understanding, and acceptance.

By hearing that one person’s story, I realized how many times in my own life
I had felt closer, more connected, more genuinely inspired to move forward by
learning the powerful version of somebody else’s experience. Not the polished
version designed to impress. The real story. The one that cost them something
to tell and transformed how they saw themselves going forward.

That difficult and honest story on stage made me think of my own story:
the trials and tribulations I had been through, the overcoming of difficulties,
and the forging forward through setbacks. Knowing his story made me feel
closer to him, not alone or singled out. Not isolated or carrying the shame and
blame from my own setbacks. Understanding the power of sharing his story, |
felt inspired to tell my own story with the hope that it could help others. And I
did, in one brave moment of wanting someone not to have to go through what
I went through. As soon as I realized that my story had an impact, I started
asking others if they would tell their stories also, and that inspired me to create
a publishing house focused on the powerful moments in our lives. I called them,
Ignite Moments. The moments that transform us, change our thinking, and set
us on a new, more rewarding path. One person at a time, I began publishing
stories on how we can Ignite our lives through Ignite Moments. 1 showcased
the Ignite Moments in aspects of our lives that we all experience: love, joy,
forgiveness, happiness, and resilience. That was the beginning of Igniting others
through the power of storytelling.

Before long, I was publishing stories, not just in one book but in multiple
books with multiple authors, sharing /gnite Moments from around the globe.
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Stories that transcended race, religion, and gender and spoke directly to the
heart of everyone. We can all relate to the human conditions of perseverance,
tenacity, dedication, and courage. Those are the stories that, regardless of
language and age, people feel connected with one another through. My pub-
lishing house was growing, my mission was expanding, and I instantly knew
that stories could make a difference on a global scale.

Often, we hear people tell their story, but it is sometimes on the negative
side, dwelling on the victim’s experience and not the hero side of it. I wanted
to showcase the stories that spark a new idea, Ignite what’s possible, and be
the ignition that triggers a great leap forward. We can all remember that one
moment in our lives where we decided 7 am never going to do that again, or
from now on, I am going to be different. So often, those difficult times are the
catalyst for something greater, and those are the stories I knew I had to help
others share.

Then, in one unwelcoming Ignite Moment, the whole world changed for
everyone. Suddenly, we were all facing a lockdown, sheltering in, and facing
unknowns that were shattering our lives and forcing unwanted change. It wasn’t
until we were all going through the pandemic that I realized that, for the first
time in history, every person around the globe was experiencing the same
thing. And I thought it was a travesty that the one thing that finally became
our common denominator, the one experience that all of humanity was feeling
at the exact same moment, was something negative.

I saw my teenagers at home from school, feeling worried, stressed, and
confused in the early stages of the lockdown when we didn’t have any
of the answers. [ watched my kids become pessimistic, despondent, and
lackluster about their future. I remember going to bed upset and worried,
asking myself, Why weren 't we thinking of solutions? Why weren't we
focusing on what was possible to overcome? Why weren 't we talking about
ways to uplift humanity?

I felt upset that nobody was doing anything to raise the consciousness of
humanity during such a difficult time, so I went and searched on the internet,
who is Igniting Humanity? And nothing came up. There were conferences
with the word Ignite and different marketing campaigns using the word Ignite,
but no one was focused on or attributed to Igniting the spirit of humanity. I
remember feeling frustrated that nobody was making humanity their mission.
I went to bed that night asking God, Why is there nobody doing what is needed
to Ignite all of humanity?
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I then heard very profoundly: Instead of complaining about who's not, be
the one who is.

I knew then and there that, instead of expecting someone else to do it, |
needed to step up. I have always learned to never complain about anything if
you are still sitting down. You must rise up and do something about the very
thing you are complaining about, or stop complaining. I felt compelled to be
the person who was going to Ignite Humanity. And I wanted to be around those
people who were doing the work and making an impact in /gniting others. The
first person I thought of was His Holiness the Dalai Lama. Of all the people on
the planet, I felt that he was Igniting Humanity with his incredible magnetism
and his message of peace, unity, and harmony. So many of the messages he
was sharing felt like the very essence of Igniting lives, and I'wanted him to be
a part of what I was doing.

It took a year of reaching out to Him, but eventually I was invited to India
and allowed a meeting.

I remember being at the temple, at the designated time for my appointment
with Him. I was sitting there during the hours of waiting, rehearsing my speech
to ask him to be a part of my Ignite Humanity project and initiative. As the
time passed and I looked around at all the people there, the devoted monks,
the Tibetan people who had traveled so far just to be in his presence, and the
other dignitaries from other countries, something shifted in me.

Looking at the others there committed to His hope for humanity, I real-
ized that asking him to be a part of my project was selfish, because he had a
mission and a movement of his own. Asking him to help me was only going
to take away from the work he was already doing. His work is monumental,
and I had no right to divert Him from His divine assignment. So, I asked
myself, What was this meeting really about? Why had I come all this way
to meet him? What was the most important thing I needed to do when I met
His Holiness?

What I realized I truly wanted in that moment was to place my hand on His
chest and feel His heart. Feel the essence of who He was and what He stood
for. If I could just place my hand over His heart, maybe I would understand
more of what was within Him and gain the understanding of what I needed
to do for the world.

When my time came, I stepped up onto the dais to finally meet Him and
reached out my hand toward His chest. Immediately, His security guard
pushed my hand away. You are not allowed to touch His Holiness. 1 didn’t
know that at the time. But in an amazing divine connection, what happened
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next was even more miraculous. I took His hand and placed it against my
heart, so he could feel the essence of me. His Holiness then leaned forward,
I leaned forward at the same time, and our two foreheads touched for a long
and poignant pause. In that magical, powerful, incredible moment, I received
a full and complete sharing of everything I needed to hear and understood
why I had come there.

What I heard was this: You have everything you need inside of you. You don 't
need me. This is your divine assignment, and everything you need to reach
your goal, you already possess.

That moment Ignited a true understanding of my devotion to making a
difference on the planet. I remember feeling like a kid at Christmas who had
just received the most precious gift. My entire body was lit up, my mind was
clear, and my spirit soaring, for what I wanted from someone else, I had just
been reminded I had within myself. I knew that we each have a grand mission
and purpose on this planet. No two life assignments are the same. Mine was
to take what [ had been shown, told by God, gifted within me, and give it back
to humanity.

On the plane home from India, I sat beside a woman and shared my incred-
ible experience with His Holiness. She listened intently to my story and then
inspired by what I had shared, she asked me, What does it truly mean to Ignite
humanity; and how will you know when you have done it?

Her question awakened my heart and aligned with everything I knew to be
true about my life. The answer came immediately.

“Through stories,” 1 told her. “Through the power of storytelling.”

My conviction was clear. It does not matter what language we speak, where
we live, how we grew up, our education, or what objects we possess. We all
have a story. It does not matter if you are a person living on the street or a
person living in a castle made of gold. Every single story is just as important.
Every single story matters.

Before India, Igniting Humanity felt like a big task, a huge project, and an
overwhelming and seemingly impossible dream. But ‘coming home,’ I knew
the way to do it, beyond politics, religion, education, or doctrine, was for me
to help facilitate the ability for each and every one of us to hear the stories of
one another. I knew stories would help us feel more connected, more complete,
and more unified. I had seen firsthand how stories had fostered closeness and
connection, overwritten the pain and the suffering, while highlighting the
triumph and the glory, the joy, and the jubilation of what it truly means to be
a human being.
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I knew Igniting Humanity would happen through my commitment to sharing
stories, one story at a time, and I was on a mission to make it happen

Interestingly enough, when I started my publishing house, I met with a
successful marketing director who told me that the only way to ‘really’ start a
business is to have a big mission, and that your mission needs to be measurable.
In that meeting, I decided that I would Ignite a billion lives through a billion
words. That was going to be the mission of Ignite Publishing.

I knew Igniting a billion lives through a billion words was something we
could track, and upon his instructions, I started calculating how many stories
we had published, how many authors we had trained, how many words we had
put in each book, and how many books we had produced.

As of the publication of this book, we have published over eight hundred
individual authors, from forty-seven different countries; across twenty-seven
compilation books. Every book has reached hundreds of thousands of people
through downloads, the internet, and book purchases.

Although it is difficult to measure precisely, we can put a number on the
people we have impacted. And for along time, that number mattered. Until I
remembered the powerful story about a man who shared his story, his mission,
his desires to uplift humanity with just twelve men, and those men went on to
share that story and touch the lives of the entire world. It didn’t take millions;
it just-took a few to create a ripple effect that reached everyone.

Have we reached our billion people? Within my heart, I truly know that
we have. Because along this incredible journey of telling stories that are so
individual and unique to every single person, they are at the same time so
universally human, so consistent with the one thing we all share: what it feels
like to be in this human experience.

Through my own journey of being human and Igniting Humanity, what 1
have realized is that we are not separate. We are all one. When one person tells
their story and is transformed, and that one story uplifts and changes the life
of another, it is actually changing and uplifting the lives of everyone, because
we are all one in the amazing collective. The learning amplifies and radiates.
The ripple effect takes effect. When one person’s life is Ignited, we Ignite all
of humanity.

Someone said to me once, “What happens if you don’t Ignite a billion lives?”

And what I realized was that coming up short of a billion was still an
absolute success. Because in all truth, if you Ignite just one life, you are
Igniting everyone through the common consciousness and the collective of
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human existence. Igniting Humanity is not a number or an algorithm. Not a
formula or a marketing campaign. Igniting Humanity is raising the aware-
ness of one single individual toward their greatness. Helping them see that
their life experiences, the journey they walk, and the path they have taken
are exactly, perfectly, and divinely designed for them. That path is the road
to their greatest ascension, their evolution, their growth, and the remember-
ing of who they truly are. When we awaken people to who they are, to the
greatness they possess, and to what they were born to become, we make a
difference in everyone.

The stories of perseverance and overcoming that I have witnessed have
been awe-inspiring. To see people at the depths of despair or at the pit of grief
overcome such challenges and rise above has been monumental. I have wit-
nessed overcoming, achieving, and perseverance. I have seen those allowing
adversity to become their strength, enabling their setbacks to be a setup for
something great, and their pain to become their purpose. Those magnanimous,
magnificent stories of transformation have shown me and so many others the
beauty that humanity holds.

Everywhere I go, I realize humanity is amazing. Humanity is awesome.
Humanity gives. It shares. It opens its arms. It welcomes. Humanity is about
community, camaraderie, and compassion. Humanity listens. It pauses. It waits.
It allows-us.all to be who we are. It holds us dear and asks us to do the same
for one another.

My hope is that in reading this story, or one of the stories in this book,
something is awakened in you, in your story, and that you see that your journey
has the potential to Ignite countless lives for years to come. My goal is that
your stories and the many others create a new understanding in people, a real-
ization that beyond themselves is something more. Beyond the lifestyles and
the ever-increasing desire for self-importance, there is something far greater:
humanity itself.

We only have one humanity. We can’t exchange this one or fix it later. We
can’t go back to the past or rewrite what has already been written. All we can
do is embrace the knowing that where humanity is going depends on us. Not
the ‘other’ people or the ‘smarter’ ones with education, skills, or knowledge.
Humanity’s future depends on all of us, no matter our background or lineage.
It depends on our willingness to share our story in whatever fashion it was
created, in all the bumps and wobbles, with each snag and snar, so that through
those truths and realness, we can make our future better, authentically.
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Life gives us hardships and struggles to overcome so that we can become
more of who we are. It is only natural that Igniting Humanity will come with
its own struggles and challenges. It won’t be perfect, but it will be real. Human.
Genuine.

What I know is that every single person on the planet has a story, and their
story matters. In fact, they have multiple stories. Stories of resilience, courage,
faith, forgiveness, happiness, joy, love, health and wellness, parenting, lead-
ership, and consciousness, just to name a few. And it has been my greatest
honor and joy to share those stories, not only in our books but on our website,
from family member to family member, from parents to kids, from strangers to
co-workers, from mentors to mentees; all with a desire to do something good.

Igniting Humanity is the simple, radical belief that every single person
carries a story worth telling, and that when we share those stories honestly
and receive them with open hearts, we remember the truth that connects us
all. Every story shared is a life Ignited. Every life Ignited changes the world.
And every change we make in the world for the better becomes the one world
we always dreamed was possible.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

« Tell your story, even when your voice shakes. You do not need a stage,
a platform, or a perfect ending. You simply need the courage to share
one honest moment of what you have lived. Start with one person. Tell
them the real version, not the polished one. Watch what happens when
your truth gives them permission to share theirs.

» Stop complaining while sitting down. The next time you find yourself
frustrated that no one is solving a problem you care about, ask yourself
if you are willing to rise up and become the person who does. You do
not have to have all the answers. You only have to be willing to begin.
Complaining changes nothing. Standing up changes everything.

* Look for the hero, not the victim, in every story. When someone shares
their struggle with you, listen for the moment they rose, the choice they
made, the strength they discovered. Reflect that back to them. Help them
see the hero in their own journey. Sometimes people cannot see their
own greatness until someone else names it for them.
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* Remember that you already have everything you need inside you.

Whatever you are reaching toward, whatever you believe you need from
someone else, pause and consider that the answer may already live within
you. You are more capable, more equipped, and more ready than you
think. Your divine assignment is already yours. Trust it.

Ignite one life today. You do not have to change the world all at once.
You only have to touch one heart, share one story, and offer one moment
of genuine connection. Because when you Ignite one life, you Ignite
all of humanity. The ripple you start today may reach further than you
will ever know.

Lady JB Owen — Canada
Chief Humanity Officer™, Speaker, Author, Publisher,
CEO of Ignite YOU Inc., & Ignite Moments Media
www.jbowen.website
www.igniteyou.life
www.ignitehumanity.life
€ LadyJBOwen
ladyjbowen
B jb-owen
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PaBLO Picasso

“The meaning of life is to find your gift.: The purpose of life is to give it away.”

Every person arrives in this world carrying a gift that belongs to no one
else. Some spend their whole lives searching for it. Others find it early and
spend the rest of their days learning how to give it away. Pablo Picasso
understood that creativity was never meant to be hoarded, hidden, or
kept to oneself. It was meant to be poured out, endlessly and generously,
in service of a world that needed exactly what only he could make.

THE GIFT GIVEN AwaAy

You may not know very much about the life of Pablo Picasso. The story his
family told for the rest of his life was that his first word was “piz,” short for /dpiz,
the Spanish word for pencil, not mama or papa. The pencil became the very
tool he would use to capture, confront, and change the trajectory of humanity.

He was born on October 25, 1881, in Malaga, Spain. His father was a painter
and a professor of art, a man who recognized almost immediately that the gift
his son carried was not ordinary. By the age of thirteen, the boy’s technical skill
had surpassed his father’s. There is a story, perhaps embellished by time but
true in spirit, that when his father saw what his young son could do, he handed
over his own brushes and paints and vowed never to paint again, understanding
that something had arrived in the world that made his own efforts unnecessary.
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Picasso found his gift early. He would spend the next ninety years learning
how to give it away. He moved to Paris as a young man, poor and unknown,
living in a cold studio and burning his own drawings to stay warm during the
hardest winters. He painted through what came to be called his Blue Period, a
time of melancholy and poverty when he filled canvas after canvas with images
of society’s forgotten people, the beggars, the outcasts, the lonely, rendered in
shades of blue that captured something about human sorrow that words had
never quite managed. He was not painting to decorate walls or please buyers.
He was painting what he saw, what he felt, what moved through-him when he
looked honestly at the world around him.

“The purpose of art,” he said, “is washing the dust of daily life off our souls.”

He could have stopped there. He had found a style that worked, that people
recognized, that could have sustained a comfortable career for the rest of his
life. Instead, he did something that would define his entire existence. He kept
changing. He moved into his Rose Period, warmer and more tender. Then, in
1907, he shattered everything the art world thought it understood about how a
painting was supposed to look. With his friend Georges Braque, he invented
Cubism, a way of seeing that broke objects apart and reassembled them from
multiple perspectives at once, showing the front and the back and the inside
all in a single image.

Theworld was not ready. Critics were baffled and often hostile. Picasso did
not care. He understood something that most people never learn: the moment
you begin to copy yourself, the moment you settle into what is safe and known
and rewarded, you begin to die a little.

“Success is dangerous,” he said.
“One begins to copy oneself, and to copy oneself is more dangerous than
to copy others”

He refused to copy himself. He reinvented his art again and again across
a career that spanned more than seventy years, moving through period after
period, never allowing comfort to become a cage, never letting yesterday’s
achievement become today’s limitation.

His gift was not simply his talent. His gift was his willingness to keep giving,
to keep reaching, to keep making something new even when the old thing was
working perfectly well. He produced more than fifty thousand works in his life-
time, an almost incomprehensible outpouring of paintings, sculptures, ceramics,
drawings, and prints. He worked constantly, compulsively, joyfully, because
the work was not a means to an end for him. The work was the whole point.

“Inspiration exists,” he said, “but it has to find you working.”
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In 1937, when the Basque town of Guernica was bombed into rubble during
the Spanish Civil War, Picasso responded not with a statement or a donation
but with the thing only he could give. He painted Guernica, an enormous
mural of anguish and outrage, black, white, and grey, a scream of a painting
that captured the horror of war in a way that no photograph or news report ever
could. He understood that his gift carried a responsibility, that the artist was not
separate from the suffering of the world but was, in his own words, a political
being, constantly aware of the heartbreaking and passionate things happening
around him. Guernica became one of the most powerful anti-war statements
ever created, and it still hangs today, still speaking and still reminding humanity
of what we do to each other and what we must never forget.

Picasso‘s devotion to humanity was not a single painting, a period of work,
or a reinvention of art. It was the consistent, lifelong decision to keep giving
his gift, to never hold back, to never play it safe, to pour everything he had
onto the canvas and then get up the next morning and do it again. He gave until
the very end. He was painting on the day he passed away, April 8, 1973, at the
age of ninety-one, in the south of France. He was still working, still creating,
still giving the world the gift he had been given.

What Picasso understood, and what he proved across nine decades of relent-
less creation, is that a gift kept to yourself is not really a gift at all. It is only
when you give it away, freely and generously and without holding back, that
it becomes what it was always meant to be. He found his gift in the first years
of his life. He spent every year after that giving it to others. And the world has
been better, braver, and more beautiful because he did.

The meaning of his life was the gift. The purpose of his life was to give it
freely, to uplift and Ignite others. And in doing so, he showed all of humanity
that the truest thing any of us can do with the one wild and precious talent we
were born carrying is to offer it, completely and courageously, to a world that
has been waiting for exactly what only we can give.

Picasso showed us that what we give of ourselves, our truest essence, our
most authentic self, is what uplifts humanity. That is the gift. That is the pur-
pose. That is the whole point of being here. The world is not waiting for your
perfection. It is waiting for your gift.
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JIM POOLE

Calm minds can change the trajectory of humanity.

My hope for humanity is to be liberated from stress. Your nervous system
is central to every system in your body, it shapes your mind and your mind
shapes your life. Once you balance your nervous system and move your
brain into the healing zone you can live a longer, happier, healthier life.

A SEMINAL MOMENT IN TIME

For more than seventeen years, I’ve been a man on a mission with the singular
purpose to liberate humanity from stress. Now that’s a big goal, I get it, but
we are making progress every day, and it’s getting easier as we go. It all began
for me when [ was in crisis management mode after the stock market collapse
in 2008. I was on a business trip in Chicago, and an unknown number came
through from Texas with an area code I was unfamiliar with. Normally I would
never answer a call from a number I didn’t recognize, but for some unknown
reason that day I chose to pick up. My normal intrinsic east coast skepticism
was waiting for a solicitor on the other end to hang up on. However, a man
with a southern accent and gentile cadence spoke, “Is this Mr. Poole?”

“Yes, it is. What can I do for you?” He introduced himself as Dr. Blake
Holloway. Later I would find out that he was an accomplished neuroscientist,
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quantum physicist, and naturopath. In this brief conversation I was taken by two
things. One, his charm disarmed me, and I could sense his deep compassion for
helping people. And two, he began to speak with a vernacular I was unfamiliar
with. Now, I love vocabulary, particularly the English language. Naturally, I
was impressed by his command of the spoken word and the multisyllable
neuroscience he weaved into his story telling.

We spoke for fifteen minutes, and he shared with me that he was looking
for help to bring some of his inventions to life. He was told by a colleague in
Texas that Jim Poole and his strategic management consulting firm could help.
But what specifically did he want help with? 1 wondered. “I have invented a
technology that quickly and safely relaxes the mind and body within minutes
without any side effects.” I’d never heard that statement before. I asked him
to repeat it, as it grabbed my attention and piqued my curiosity. What is he
talking about? Is this even possible? Was'it drug related? Was this man crazy?
It sounded outlandish.

“Now, Dr. Holloway, you have my attention. What are you talking about?
And how would you be able to do such a thing?”” As he attempted to explain it,
it became less clear who [ 'was speaking to and why I was even on the phone.
His invention sounded out of this world and far too complex for me to entertain.
I had no idea at the time how damaging and pervasive the human stress response
was. I'was busy finishing up managing the largest private equity acquisition in
the history of the dental industry, a company in Central Coast, California. The
private equity markets were in shambles with the economic collapse, and there
was pressure everywhere. I had to focus on running my business so I kindly
thanked him, and I bid him goodbye and good luck.

Lo and behold, three months later, I heard from this gentleman again.
Strangely, like before, inexplicably, I chose to answer a phone call from a
number I didn’t recognize and from an area code I was unfamiliar with. It was
Dr. Holloway again! I never expected him to contact me again. Clearly he didn’t
understand my last goodbye. Persistence was one of his strong characteristics.
He had more inventions to discuss with me, more enthusiasm for trying to
help humanity, and even less clarity as to how we would do that. Impatient
and ambitious to a fault, I was intolerant of time wasters. I was a rainmaker
in business and he was an unknown scientist. Curious and inspired to at least
give him some of my attention, I told him, “Dr. Holloway, our team will set
up a series of diligence calls with you to further explore your inventions and
evaluate if we can help you.” I liked him as a person but felt there were zero
business opportunities that would come from this.
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For the next several weeks, our team spent an hour each Wednesday on
conference calls with Dr. Holloway. We heard various things he was capable of
doing. The more time we spent with him, the more fascinating his inventions
appeared and the more captivated I became with all the discussions about the
human brain. It felt like [ was talking with someone from the future. However,
our team came to the same conclusion that there’s no way we could help this
gentleman because if it’s difficult for us to even figure out what it is, it’s not
going to be simple enough to commercialize. In the words of Leonardo da
Vinci, “Simplicity is the ultimate sophistication.”

It was early afternoon on a Tuesday and we’d already had six calls with Dr.
Holloway, and one scheduled for the next day. I told my team preemptively,
that we were not going to continue this any further. Although we liked him,
we couldn’t see a future with his inventions. We had more important things to
focus on and it was time to move on. Tomorrow on our call, I told my team
that I would thank him and we would bid him goodbye and good luck.

The next day, the conference call was going the same way it always did...
fascinating opportunities, incredible ways to help humanity, and highly inspi-
rational ideation... Then it got weird for me.

For whatever reason, and I still don’t know why, it became clear to me that
I couldn’t just wish Dr. Holloway goodbye without meeting him in person.
Rather than giving him the boot, I asked him to set up a time for me to come
visit him in person. This turnaround totally confused our team, but it just felt
like the right thing to do. I chose to listen to my intuition. There was a force
beyond me compelling me to meet him. I felt that I just couldn’t say no to Dr.
Holloway without a face-to-face handshake.

Two weeks later, I flew to Texas to meet him at a doctor’s office in San
Antonio and to experience first-hand the technology to relax the mind and
body without side effects. I remember the experience vividly. An eye mask
covered my vision and headphones played mellow music. As I sank into the
chair I had an intense itch on my nose, but I couldn’t really muster the energy
to move my arms. My mind wandered but then came back to the itch which
didn’t go away. Instead of moving my arms, I suddenly wondered if I even
had arms. My body felt heavy and my breath remarkably slow, it was wild,
almost like being buried alive but in a positive transformative way, deeply
at peace: no chaos, or to dos, no frantic pace, just calm and peaceful. I was
in a deep, lucid dream state, completely physically relaxed with my mind
meandering through various dreamscapes. My mind had never been con-
sciously in that state before. I felt disconnected from my brain and my body,
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just glued to the chair. After thirty minutes I was tapped on the shoulder. I
took the eye mask and headphones off and said, “Okay, I have no idea what
you just did to me. But wow, that was impressive. | feel amazing.” Having
just landed from an international flight, [ was exhausted yet afterward, I felt
incredible. I was refreshed, relaxed, and powerfully present. The experience
had won me over.

The next day we sat in a boardroom for over ten hours. Dr. Holloway white
boarded the complexity of the human brain and the logical path of how this
invention could work. For me, that was a really important step-because if it
was too fantastical and I couldn’t wrap my head around it, how would I com-
mercialize something that no one would ever understand? I didn’t comprehend
everything but it sounded like logical science and seemed possible.

After we ate lunch and returned to the boardroom, Dr. Holloway approached
me and said, “Jim, would you mind if I did something to you?”” Curious, |
allowed him to continue. He did some movements with his fingers and asked
my eyes to track them. After about sixty seconds of this activity, he looked at
me and informed me that I had TBI (traumatic brain injury) “When you’re 50,
in ten years time, you won’t be able to tie your shoes.”

“Who the #%&$ are you?” I cursed. He had alarmed me and immediately
activated my denial mechanism. I hadn’t gone there to be evaluated, I went
to seeif I could help him! “No, really, your brain’s in trouble,” he contin-
ued. I took a breath, paused, and reflected that I did actually have many
concussions where [ was hospitalized, and many more where I didn’t get
any treatment. These head injuries were the result of a lifetime of wrestling,
martial arts, and football. It did make sense that I could have traumatic
brain injury, and perhaps my denial mechanism wasn’t the best approach
to healing. Nothing more was said about the TBI and we further explored
evaluating his invention.

The next day, Dr. Holloway drove me to the airport. Having Asperger’s,
social interaction, and being in close proximity with others was a challenge for
him. But he trusted me and believed he had found the right partner. Stepping
beyond his comfort zone, he pushed himself to connect on a personal level. At
the airport in San Antonio, he got out of the car and walked to my side. I got
out and he looked at me and said,

“Jim, I’d like to make a gentleman’s agreement with you. I will keep you
healthy if you make me wealthy.”

I looked him in the eyes and believed him. I thought to myself that it all
seemed too good to be true, but I believed we could figure it out. Reaching out
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my hand, I shook his, and told him that he has a deal. That was the beginning
of a brilliant collaboration and a collective mission to change the world.

Today, seventeen years later, we have built an enterprise that has solved what
was previously unsolvable, by interrupting the stress physiology at its source
in the midbrain. To this day, I still can’t wrap my head around the magnitude
of the invention by Dr. Holloway. Was it all intentional? Did he know what
he had created? He’s gone now, having left us on December 20, 2020, so we
may never know.

What he did had never been done before. He figured out how to balance
the nervous system by effectively modulating brain wave frequencies and
allowing the body to heal itself. His quest began in 1990 with the intention of
finding a way to solve complex trauma, and addiction without pharmaceutical
intervention. He himself was a survivor of traumatic abuse as a young child,
and carried that burden with him his whole life as he served others. For more
than four decades, he worked with people suffering from trauma and addictive
disease at his clinic in Texas, trying to-help them heal.

The human brain, the survival instinet, and trauma are all complex. It stands
to reason that if you are going to solve a complex problem, it’s going to take a
complex solution..It took this brilliant neuroscientist nineteen years to figure
it out. He did'so by going directly to the source of life, your brain wave fre-
quencies:I-call it the source, because without them you are dead. Everybody’s
brain oscillates in the same frequency range of 41 Hertz, in 5 categories (delta
> theta >alpha > beta > gamma), and your frequencies directly impact your
mood; thoughts, and behaviors at all times.

Dr. Holloway invented a method to facilitate the human body to do what
it can do on its own, which is to heal naturally. To do so, he discovered you
must slow down the “monkey mind.” For the body to do that, it needs to
get into the frequency associated with healing called theta, between 4Hz
and 7Hz. The magic of theta is that at 4Hz, several important things happen:
Your sympathetic tone, which is your stress response, is reduced to almost
nothing. Your parasympathetic nervous system, which is your healing, rest,
and digest nervous system, is fully activated. Your vagus nerve, which is
the communication pathway of your autonomic nervous system, is fully
activated. Your cells clean the toxins and do their cellular maintenance. Your
mitochondria, which is your cell’s energy source, is restored. Your respiration
slows down to one breath every ten seconds, and your body is oxygenated
from your toes all the way to your prefrontal and frontal cortex, which are
key areas of your brain that allow you to think. This is the healing zone of
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the human body, which normally only happens during sleep and why we
must sleep to stay alive.

What would your life be like if you could, on demand, modulate and pace
your brain wave frequencies to 4Hz and allow your body the opportunity to heal,
anytime, anywhere? We invented, patented, and clinically proved a specific
method using physics, algorithms, and math in a software underneath music.
Your ears carry precise signals that your brain follows. To slow down to 4Hz,
all you need are headphones and a mobile device.

Unimpressed with conventional therapy, Dr. Holloway was determined to
find a way to heal without drugs. I took the brilliant ideas-out of his head to
create what is still the world’s only patented technology, clinically proven to
balance your nervous system, reduce stress, and improve your sleep quality.
Between 2009 and 2021, NuCalm was a $6,000 FDA Class III medical device
used only by elite military operators, doctors and surgeons, pilots, professional
athletes, and cancer patients. Today, thanks to our commitment to humanity,
our intellectual curiosity, and continuous innovation, NuCalm delivers thir-
ty-six years of clinically proven neuroscience in the palm of your hand. We
have evolved from one product to eight products that allow you to shift from
the deepest levels of sleep to the highest levels of energy, all at the touch of
a button. Now in 106 countries, NuCalm is accessible, affordable, and easy-
to-usethrough a mobile app. Our technology is helping people feel better and
regain control over their minds and their lives.

Over the past seventeen years, having served people with cancer, multiple
sclerosis, Alzheimer’s, ALS, complex trauma, trauma, addiction, professional
athletes, Olympic athletes, pilots, elite military operators, business leaders, the
FBI, and even monks, we have observed many things about humanity: Every
human brain is made of the same parts and operates in the same frequency
range. The physiology of the human stress response is identical for everyone
and every human feels stress every day. Your brain can be safely and predict-
ably modulated to the frequencies associated with the way you want to feel
by using NuCalm, which balances your nervous system. Your nervous system
shapes your mind and your mind shapes your life.

We have helped people of all walks of life, safely, predictably, and effectively
relax their mind and body within minutes without any side effects; no need for
50,000 hours of meditation like monks or reaching for the glass of wine after
work. Humanity can now experience instant calm and less stress. Millions of
people have become happier, healthier, more resilient and healed with NuCalm.
Often what we’ve witnessed seems like magic, but it’s not, it’s neuroscience.
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I have been blessed with this opportunity and honored to lead humanity into a
new frontier where we no longer must rely on external stimulation to manage
how we think, feel, and behave. Calm minds can change the trajectory of
humanity. | am grateful to my family, as their sacrifices allowed me to lead
this pioneering enterprise, and [ am thankful to all the amazing people who
have joined our mission to liberate humanity from stress. And at 57 years old,
I can still tie my shoes. Thank you, Dr. Holloway!

IGNITE ACTION STEPS
Slow is the new fast.
1. Stop, pause, take a breath.

2. Find a practice of mindfulness or any manner of relaxation, that doesn’t
have harmful side effects

3. Listen to your body because your nervous system shapes your mind
and body and you need to find a way to balance your nervous system.

Jim Poole, — United States of America
CEO, NuCalm
www.nucalm.com
&3 nucalm_official
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ALBERT EINSTEIN

“A calm and modest life brings more happiness than the pursuit of success

»

combined with constant restlessness.

The greatest minds in history have always understood that science is not an
end in itself. Itis a tool, and its only worthy purpose is the liberation and
flourishing of human life. Albert Einstein carried that conviction through
every equation he ever wrote and every cause he ever championed, under-
standing that the most important question any scientist can ask is not what
is possible but what will genuinely serve the people living on this earth.

THE MIND THAT CHANGED EVERYTHING

Albert Einstein was not the best student in his class. He did not speak until
he was two and a half years old. His teachers found him slow and difficult to
manage. He failed the entrance examination to the Swiss Federal Polytechnic
School in Zurich on his first attempt. He graduated without distinction, could
not find an academic position, and eventually took a job as a technical assistant
at the Swiss Patent Office in Bern, where he spent his days evaluating other
people’s inventions and his evenings thinking about how to reimagine the
constructs he had been taught.

Albert Einstein was born on March 14, 1879, in Ulm, in the Kingdom of
5 Wiirttemberg in the German Empire, the first child of Hermann and Pauline
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Einstein. He arrived in the world with the same quality that would define his
entire scientific life: a deep, unhurried curiosity about the nature of things that
no conventional educational system could quite accommodate or contain. He
did not chase recognition or compete for status measured against the expec-
tations of those around him. He simply followed the questions that interested
him, with a patience and persistence that the institutions found baffling yet he
found completely rewarding.

The question that would change everything arrived when he was sixteen years
old. Sitting quietly, in the way he often did, he imagined what it would be like to
ride alongside a beam of light and asked himself what he would see. It was not a
practical question. No laboratory could test it. No teacher had assigned it. It was
simply the kind of question that a mind like his could not put down once it had
picked it up. He held it with complete patience and openness for ten years, not
forcing an answer, not rushing toward a conclusion, simply remaining curious
and calm and willing to sit with the unknown for as long as the unknown required.

In 1905, working entirely aloneat the patent office in Bern, the answer
arrived. It became the special theory of relativity, and it changed the understand-
ing of physics permanently. In that same extraordinary year he published three
papers, each one a landmark, each one the product of a mind that had learned
to become still enough to hear what the universe was actually saying. He was
twenty-six years old and the world had not yet discovered his quiet genius.

What the world was witnessing, though it did not yet fully understand it, was
what happens when a human mind is given the gift of genuine calm. Not the
calm of disengagement or indifference, but the deep, alert, completely present
stillness of a person who has stopped straining toward the answer and simply
opened to receive it. Einstein knew this from the inside. He knew that his
greatest discoveries had not come through effort alone but through the quality
of attention that becomes available when the restless mind finally goes quiet.

“The intuitive mind is a sacred gift,” he said, “and the rational mind is a
faithful servant. We have created a society that honors the servant and has
forgotten the gift.” He spent his life honoring the gift, following his curiosity
wherever it led, trusting his intuition even when it contradicted the established
science around him, and insisting always that the point of understanding the
universe was not to master it but to serve it, and through it, serve every human
being trying to live well within it.

Einstein was a deeply compassionate man who understood that the illusion
of separateness between human beings was the source of most human suffering.

A human being is part of the whole called by us the universe, he wrote. Our task
must be to free ourselves from this prison by widening our circle of compassion
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to embrace all living creatures and the whole of nature in its beauty. He wrote
these words not as philosophy but as physics, as a description of what he
believed the science of the universe was actually telling us about the nature of
reality. We are not separate. The feeling of separation is the illusion. And the
mind that finds its way to calm is the mind that can finally begin to see through it.

What made Einstein extraordinary beyond his science was the conviction
he carried throughout his entire life that knowledge without conscience was
not progress at all. “Concern for man and his fate,” he said, “must always form
the chief interest of all technical endeavors. Never forget this in the midst of
your diagrams and equations.” He said this as someone who had watched his
own discoveries used to build weapons of unimaginable destructive power, and
who spent the rest of his life arguing passionately for peace, for disarmament,
and for the understanding that no problem can be solved from the same level of
consciousness that created it. The only path forward for humanity, he believed,
was not more force but more awareness, not more speed but more stillness,
not more noise but the particular quality of quiet in which real understanding
becomes possible.

Albert Einstein passed away on April 18, 1955, in Princeton, New Jersey,
at the age of seventy-six. He had spent his final years still working, still ques-
tioning, still following the curiosity that had carried him from a patent office
in Bern tothe center of the twentieth century’s understanding of the universe.
He did not find the unified field theory he was searching for. He kept looking
anyway, because the looking itself was the point, the beautiful, patient, com-
pletely human act of a mind staying curious until the very end.

Calm minds, he showed the world, do not just solve equations. They illu-
minate what has always been there, waiting quietly for enough stillness to
finally be seen. What Einstein ignited in humanity was not just a new under-
standing of physics. It was a new understanding of what the human mind is
capable of when it is finally freed from the prison of restlessness and given the
space to wonder. Today, scientists build on his foundations in laboratories on
every continent. Physicians use his insights in the technology that sees inside
the human body. Engineers apply his equations to the satellites that connect
the world. And ordinary people, in quiet moments of curiosity and stillness,
continue to ask the same kinds of questions he asked at sixteen, the ones that
have no immediate answer but that carry, in their patient asking, the seeds of
everything that will one day change the world. He showed humanity that the
greatest breakthroughs do not come from noise or speed or relentless striving.
They come from the calm, curious, completely open mind that has learned to
trust what arrives in the stillness.
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ANDI BUERGER, JD
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“You are uniquely designed to impact this world with purpose and passion.’

My wish for you.is to recognize how fearfully and wonderfully you are
made in God’s sight! You are uniquely designed to impact this world with
purpose and passion. While some may miss the opportunities to know
your inner heart, see your special gifts, and experience the joy of God’s
creation in you, know that who you are is enough. You are a treasure. You
are irreplaceable.

THE TREASURE HUNTER

“Go and get the cast out, the downtrodden, the least likely, those that others

have given up on...and tell them I have chosen them to be My jewels. I will
dig them out of the pits of life, chisel them according to My will, polish them
up, and set them aside as My peculiar treasure.” - Unknown

And, so it began for me. From my first breath of life, I had to fight to climb
out of the deepest, darkest pit known to any child. Those who were supposed
to love me, nurture me, safeguard my well-being were the very ones who stole
my innocence, hopes, and dreams. Violence, intimate violation, hatred, and
unspeakable abuse by every member of my immediate family, male and female,
as well as some extended family, forged a journey that none would envy and
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even fewer could survive. Ultimately, that journey would lead to the rescue
of many vulnerable lives trapped in the same pit. Lives that became brilliant
lights radiating hope and promise in a world that sells its children and exploits
their truth as it did mine.

I survived not because I am extraordinary, but because I chose to win over
those who hurt me by /iving. As a survivor of familial child sex trafficking
for seventeen years in the early sixties, every day of my young life was filled
with fear, anxiety, pain, hopelessness, and a desperate desire to die before
anyone else could touch or hurt me. In those days, no one even talked about
child abuse yet alone something more ‘organized’ like human trafficking. They
simply swept such things under the proverbial rug or avoided that particular
relative at family gatherings. Children were often seen as chattel, tangible
physical objects that could be moved anytime, anywhere, usually at the whim
of a parent or guardian. Even if the screams of a child like me were heard, no
one had the courage to speak up or step up to intercede on an innocent’s behalf.

Throughout my childhood, my birth mother made it clear on a daily basis that
she could take me out of this life anytime she wanted. After all, I was a mistake
that could not be returned and no one would care. The gravity of knowing I was
trapped and unable to escape or defend myself led me to make a life-impacting
decision at'the age of five. One that would allow me to permanently escape
the evil-in which I lived. Sitting on the curb of our busy street, I waited for a
car to speed by fast enough, to jump in front of, and kill me. I wanted to die
instantly, never to suffer unmentionable horrors again. What other hope did 1
have? Six feet under sounded like a safe and peaceful place to be.

While I waited for my ticket out of life that afternoon, I looked into the huge
blue sky that seemed to be covering me in some way. [ wondered how far it
reached, how it got there in the first place. Did someone make that sky? Was
there someone out there bigger than the people hurting me? My five-year-old
mind had so many questions!

This is not the plan I have for you. Suicide is not the answer. 1 looked
around to see who had spoken. Not a soul was seen by my big hazel eyes. I
heard the same words again, but this time, the voice seemed to be coming
from within my heart. Its gentle resonance was soothing and comforted me
in a way that I had never felt before. Someone knew why I was sitting on
that curb and had a plan for me. I desperately wanted to believe I was worthy
of being loved. Even if I could not understand the source of the voice in my
heart, trusting something or someone that I could feel and hear was more
than I had ever known in my life.
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I made my way back to the garage and leaned against the door. Without any
prompting, I responded to that gentle voice. “If You keep me alive, I will do
whatever You call me to do.” There was a quiet within me I had never experi-
enced before that moment. For the first time in my life, someone finally saw
me. | felt loved and that I mattered. It was almost like an agreement of some
kind had been brokered and both parties were good with it. That one single
moment changed my entire life. That promise gave me hope.

I had been taken to church once or twice and this voice sounded like God
speaking to me directly. The gentle voice of God has guided my heart in
everything He has called me to do. He has never broken my trust or failed me.
Despite the treacherous journey in my first seventeen years of life, including
two more suicide attempts before the age of ten and the last attempt on my life
by my birth mother at age seventeen, I knew Someone sawme, loved me, and
had plans for the life no one else wanted. God inspired me to continue living
just one day at a time. Living in faith ultimately led me to winning over the
evil people in my life while being used to help others do the same.

For many years, I had been alienated from the outside world. College was
my first look at how other people lived. Most of the time, I was startled by
the free-for-all activities of guys and gals, expectations of one professor in a
difficult class ' who suggested how to raise my grade off campus, and life in
generall As much as [ wanted to learn, I also wanted to get done and get on
with my life, such as it was in those days.

Having found a way to finish a year early, I promptly started my career in
the hospitality industry. I loved hotels, the people, cultures, and many new
challenges in the relationship area. After a year, | enrolled in law school and
worked multiple jobs, attended classes part time, and finished in four years.
Although I did not find the justice I was seeking in the legal field, the education
bolstered my value in the workforce and allowed me to help others along the
way. Skillsets that were lumps of coal were being refined so that they could
become diamonds down the road, brilliant and priceless. Community building,
leadership, and communication skills were awakened within. I learned that I
had something of value to offer. God revealed my giftings for the first time
and I found my voice of courage.

Education and a fierce work ethic were my paths to affirmation, success, and
not surprisingly, a false sense of identity. My drive to keep others at a distance
was so intense, few people ever got close enough to know who I really was,
let alone the back story of my life. My success, along with all the wardrobes
and trendy hairdos, was a cover for the extreme guilt, shame, and emotional
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insecurities I carried around with me every moment of every day. My head
knew what happened in my childhood was not my fault, but my heart and
body felt the opposite.

Shortly after graduating law school, I married someone who seemed safe,
stable, and spiritually compatible. Yet within a few days, a darker side to my
husband revealed itself. Without a safe family for support, I felt completely
alone. Six months later, God led me into counseling to unravel the shadows
of my past. Each identity, vile act, and the age at which all of it began (six
months old) proved to be enormously overwhelming. I voluntarily entered a
residential treatment program which helped survivors of severe trauma and
other issues safely work through the hard parts in order to get to the end of that
dark tunnel. Something my counselor told me has stayed with me for decades.
She said, “Andi, if we are not done with all of this mess (she used a different
word!) in three years, then either I’'m not doing my job...or you’re not doing
the work.” Three years to the day, I finished formal counseling and started to
live a life that I had never known: my own.

God’s intercession through qualified counseling helped me find my voice. It
taught me how to recognize my value as one of His wonderfully and uniquely
designed treasures. The Holy Bible speaks to this truth: “He brought me out
into a spacious place; he rescued me because he delighted in me,” (Psalm
18:19).This beautiful passage illuminates God’s love as deliverance anchored
in His personal joy and pleasure in each of us.

Eventually, I began sharing the bare bones of my life story with others.
For someone who had had a tremendous speech impediment her whole life,
public speaking was a challenge. Not every treasure is flawless from the
beginning. Some of us come with imperfections that need polishing. Yet,
I knew I had a voice, His voice, within me. I believed if I kept speaking
that others’ lives could be changed. My joy and passion has always been to
reach people’s hearts so I could teach their minds as an educator and trainer.
Something inside of me loved people, God’s people. It would take a couple
of decades before I could forgive those who had hurt me. It was not for them
that I forgave the heinous acts and ritualistic abuse. God showed me that
forgiveness was for me. It was to give me freedom so I could receive all of
His joys and blessings. Bitterness and revenge are like clenched fists. If they
are closed, then how can they be opened to receive? I had to surrender and
let go of what I wanted and ask God to grant mercy through me; for me and
for them, because I was not that thrilled about the idea myself. I did, however,
want to be obedient and grateful for all the blessings that had been given to
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me. Forgiveness freed me to be the voice of courage 1 am today. Although I
did not see it initially, God was guiding me.

Treasures come in all shapes, sizes, colors, and clarity. The value to one
person may not be the same to someone else; but that does not mean each trea-
sure is less precious than the other. In my early days of speaking, I remember a
woman coming up to me afterwards with what I thought was an odd statement
at the time. She said, “Well you don’t look like someone who’s been abused.”
My internal voice responded, “Well, what is someone who's been abused sup-
posed to look like?” Thankfully, God wisely directed my words to be those of
understanding and gratitude.

There are a lot of hidden scars that people don’t see. I realized in that moment
that through all the physical beat downs and injuries, He had protected my face.
The face that nations would ultimately see. It’snot about the external beauty
with God, rather the internal beauty that radiates through our eyes, smile, and
expression of joy, even in days of sorrow that makes a person welcoming. The
statement from that attendee reminded me that not everything was ugly in my
life. Like a chiseled diamond, God was refining every part of me to impact
and Ignite Humanity.

As God and I journeyed together to a more healed and whole self, my
voice amplified. I then met the most amazing human I have ever known, Ed.
On our second date, he practiced his proposal on a napkin in a restaurant. “I
don’t understand everything that happened in your life, but I promise I will
never leave you.” He loved me for me. Those words stopped me from running.

Eight years into the marriage, the calling I alluded to at age five suddenly
revealed itself. The revelation arrived awkwardly during the fourth of what is
now eleven traumatic brain injuries (TBI’s). This particular head injury caused
me to lose a year of memory and my six-figure corporate training position. I
couldn’t even remember what was on my grocery list or how to get out of a
store. All of a sudden, I was at a loss for what my life would look like for the
future. I wondered, what if my brain never recovers? Then what? Ed walked
with me through the recovery of that TBI as well as the re-purposing of my
life and a newly defined voice of courage emerged.

Without a job, I was concerned about our financial future.

“What would you do with your life if money wasn’t an issue?” a friend asked.

In that moment, I knew I wanted to help abused kids like me and to advocate
for the protection of all children. God’s promise to keep me alive at five and my
promise to answer His calling were now manifesting. My friend and I posted
a simple one-page website announcing plans to open a temporary shelter for
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at-risk homeless teens, most of whom were abandoned or victims of trafficking,
exploitation, and abuse. Life changed not long after that decision. Beulah's
Place received its 501(c)3 nonprofit status eleven days after submitting the
application. Someone wanted us to rescue these youths!

Over fourteen years, through our safehouse program in Oregon, we were
grateful to rescue 300+ at-risk homeless youth and put twelve of them through
college. Ed and I adopted one of the girls we rescued, at her request, and
became official parents in our sixties! Together, we combined our passions for
the unsheltered, abandoned youth in our community who needed their own
intercessors in order to heal and find hope for futures they had given up on.

Out of the success of Beulah’s Place came the seed for an even greater initia-
tive, Voices Against Trafficking (VAT). Launched on Capitol Hill, Voices Against
Trafficking’s movement is to end human trafficking in every community locally,
nationally, and internationally. VAT is highly regarded by government officials
around the world committed to fundamental change. Providing prevention tools,
education, and training is our major focus. Creating greater awareness in the
general public in order to.inspire action has resulted in three books, along with
the Voices Of Courage® Magazine; which was accepted into the U.S. Library
of Congress. We have also conducted the annual DJs Against Trafficking’s
Worldwide Music Marathon, and soon-to-be-released Voices Of Courage®
television pilot. Additionally, the Voices Against Trafficking University Tour and
introduction of SEMPI, a social communications program developed in Aus-
tralia to vet hunger, homelessness, abuse, and human trafficking issues starting
at age five, will be added to the roster. Voices Against Trafficking has ‘teams’
in the U.S., Uganda, Pakistan, Mexico, Sweden, and soon Canada. Orphans
of war and those trafficked are cared for and are thriving through our support.

None of the awards and accolades I have received throughout the years
compare to seeing the light in the eyes of even one rescued teen as he or she
transitions into successful independent living, the joy on the faces of orphans
in Uganda because our donors funded a water tank that regularly provides
clean water to drink, or the survivor whose eyes finally look up when she
is spoken to because she feels worthy. Knowing that these generations will
never be the same because I chose to live and chose to win, makes everything
I survived worth it.

The journey to find God’s hidden treasures, the ones nobody feels are worth
anything, is not always easy. It is absolutely worth it. I hope more people will
become voices of courage in their own towns, villages, communities, and
families. I am honored to be a treasure hunter.
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Embrace that no matter how peculiar you feel in your own skin, how unno-
ticed your life seems to be, God sees you. He sees every part of you that He
made in His image, all the quirks and wrinkles and revels in your successes.
He supports you through those life failures that inevitably make us question
our worth and purpose. I know this because I have lived it. I nearly ended my
impact before it could begin, but God spoke to a child’s heart and now she
speaks to nations. Share the treasure within you, the treasure God made you to
be, to ignite joy, peace, community, and humanity in a world that needs what
only you can be — YOU!

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

» Take a moment to look in the mirror today. Not to see what’s wrong
or if you missed something before heading out for your activities. Look
into your eyes and say, “I’'m okay. I may not be perfect or where I want
to be, but for today, I am okay!” I began practicing that years after
counseling ended. It helped me realize that I still had a lot of work to
do, but even so, being okay for just today was...okay.

* Visualize something that is valuable to you. Whether it’s a jewel, an
object, or maybe a sentimental song or memory. Value can be emotional,
financial, or spiritual. Open up your vision to recognize your particular
treasures. Ask yourself why they are valuable to you. What is so special
that you keep them? Now imagine how God feels when He sees you,
His treasure on earth, but magnified a million plus times.

Andi Buerger — United States of America
International Bestselling Author, Founder of Voices Against Trafficking,
Speaker, Survivor, Advocate
www. VoicesAgainstTrafficking.com
€ VoicesAgainstTrafficking
voices against _trafficking
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ABRAHAM LINCOLN
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“I am not bound to win, but I am bound to be true.’

Every life the world has decided does not matter, is a treasure waiting to
be found. Abraham Lincoln knew this not as a political position but as a
personal conviction, forged in the poverty and grief of his own early years
and carried into the highest office in the land where he used every ounce
of his power to extend dignity to those from whom it had been stolen. He
did not save people from a distance. He felt what they felt. And that feeling
changed the course of history.

THE LIGHT IN EVERY LIFE

Abraham Lincoln was born into a Kentucky log cabin in the winter of 1809, the
son of a frontier farmer who moved his family repeatedly in search of better
ground and steadier footing. The cabin had one room, a dirt floor, and a fire
that kept the cold at bay just enough. It was not a beginning that suggested
greatness by any conventional measure. What it gave him instead was some-
thing more lasting than advantage: a firsthand understanding of what ordinary
life costs the people living it, and a deep, permanent tenderness toward anyone
the world had decided was not worth its attention.

The second of Thomas and Nancy Lincoln’s children, Abraham lost his
mother to milk sickness when he was just nine years old. The grief settled into
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him quietly and stayed, leaving behind what those who knew him throughout
his life described as a permanent sadness in his eyes, the particular tenderness
of someone who had learned early that loss arrives without warning. His father
remarried a warm and perceptive woman named Sarah Bush Johnston, who
took one look at the quiet, bookish boy in her new household and understood
exactly what he needed. She made sure books found their way to him, and he
devoured every one.

Formal schooling amounted to less than a year in total. Lincoln educated
himself, reading by firelight, memorizing passages of scripture-and law and
literature, teaching himself to think with a precision and a clarity that no class-
room had given him. He worked as a store clerk and a postmaster and a surveyor
and a rail-splitter, learning the texture of ordinary life from the inside, never
losing the understanding of what it felt like to be the person the world had not
yet decided to notice.

He entered politics in the Illinois state legislature at twenty-five, began
studying law, and built a legal career on the same qualities that would define
his presidency: an absolute commitment to saying what he believed to be true,
even when the truth was complicated, even when it cost him something. He
lost elections. He suffered profound depression, which left him bedridden and
unable to function for weeks at a time. He lost a beloved son, Willie, to typhoid
fever while he was president, and grieved in a way that shook the White House
staff with its rawness and its depth.

He carried all of it forward despite the suffering, because he understood that
the'work was larger than his own comfort, grief, or accomplishments.

“I am not bound to win,” he said.

”But I am bound to be true.”

He stated this as someone who had lost enough to know the difference
between the two, and who had chosen, deliberately and permanently, the harder
and more important of them.

When he was elected president in 1860, he inherited a nation fracturing
along lines that had been building for generations. The question of whether
certain human beings were permitted to own other human beings had reached
the point where it could no longer be deferred or diplomatically managed.
Lincoln had always believed that slavery was wrong.

“Those who deny equal rights to others,” he said.

“Are unworthy of themselves.”

He moved toward the question of emancipation carefully, understanding that
the political moment had to be exactly right, and on January 1,1863, he signed

IGNITE HUMANITY / 69

the Emancipation Proclamation, freeing enslaved people in the Confederate
states and changing the moral character of the war entirely. When asked how
he felt in that moment, he said he had never in his life felt more certain that
he was doing right.

His greatest impact on humanity was not the Emancipation Proclamation,
extraordinary as it was. It was the accumulated lifetime of choosing truth over
expediency, of feeling the weight of every human life that the powerful world
around him had decided was disposable, and refusing to accept that verdict. He
visited soldiers in hospitals and shook every hand and asked every name. He
wrote letters of condolence to grieving mothers with a tenderness that startled
people who expected a president to maintain a certain distance from ordinary
sorrow. He did not maintain that distance. He understood instinctively that the
measure of what a leader truly is can be found not in the grand gestures but in
the quality of attention given to the person standing directly in front of them.

“With malice toward none, with charity for all.”

He said in his second inaugural address, speaking to a nation that had spent
four years tearing itself apart and now had to find a way to come back together.
Those words, delivered six weeks before his assassination on April 14, 1865,
were not a political position. They were the distillation of everything he had
learned across a lifetime about what human beings owe each other when the
worst has-already happened and the only question remaining is what to do next.

Abraham Lincoln was assassinated at Ford’s Theatre in Washington on
April 14,1865, and passed away the following morning at the age of fifty-six.
He had served as president through the most devastating crisis in American
history and had steered it not through force alone but through a commitment
to human dignity so complete and so consistent that it transformed what the
nation believed itself to be.

What he taught humanity was that every life has worth. Every person the
world has passed over, given up on, decided is not worth the trouble, carries
within them something irreplaceable and sacred. The work of a leader is not to
stand above that truth but to serve it, one person at a time, with the full weight
of whatever power and position and compassion you have been given.

He Ignited an understanding of human dignity that outlasted the war, out-
lasted the century, and continues to call every generation forward into the
unfinished work of seeing every person as worthy oflight.
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BARBIE LAYTON

“Rock what your mama gave you!”

My hope for humanity is that each individual is inspired in their own per-
sonal way. We Ignite humanity by learning from other cultures. I wish that
we all can see our commonalities are so much more than our differences
and realize the more we immerse ourselves in our surroundings and take
it in with our full senses, the more we can experience the diversity and
beauty that every light can shine and spark around the world!

THE TAPESTRY OF CULTURES THAT
Make Our HuMANITY

In the echoing chambers of my heart, there are stories woven from the
threads of a myriad of cultures, each a vibrant hue, a unique texture. My
journey began not as a celebrated, scientifically-verified Quantum healer,
best-selling author, TV host, super connector and speaker, but as a bold,
curious exchange student in Austria at just 16. It was there, nestled in
the alpine cradle of Europe, that I first tasted the sweet nectar of cultural
diversity that exists throughout the EU, with many cultures having lived
side by side throughout history.

I remember vividly the streets of Deutschlandsberg, the brisk alpine air
mingling with the scent of freshly-baked strudel. My host family was the
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epitome of warmth, their home a kaleidoscope of laughter and tradition. They
own a famous Austrian gasthaus, sausage factory and a konditerei cafe where
we would enjoy steaming cups of Viennese coffee, known as Mit schlag!,
exchanging stories. I learned about the legendary Empress Maria Theresa, and
in turn, I shared tales of my American upbringing. I remember bringing them
tortillas, Oaxaca cheese, and hot sauce, and making them Mexican quesadillas!
It was so much fun, and they loved the flavors! My mother is German, but I
had never learned the language, and truly knowing a culture is to feel their
words over your tongue as your mouth dances to the syllables of strange and
beautiful new sounds. That was my first dance with cultural exchange, a dance
that would become the rhythm of my life.

I met my first true love there, whom I met at a Matura ball, which is a wild
prom-like event. Some boys were making rude and obscene comments to me,
and someone tapped me on the shoulder and asked me if I was American. I
rudely said I was and that ended up becoming a deep five-hour conversation!
Despite our different backgrounds, our connection was real as we shared our
hopes as two young dreamers sharing space. A week later, he tracked me down
and came to my home and told me he was taking me out for my birthday. But
it wasn’t my birthday! He was so romantic! I was 16 and he was 19, athletic,
tall, blue-eyed, and had crazy brunette hair and looked Bono from U2. He
wanted to be a fashion designer. I encouraged him, and he used me as a model
for his designs. He would take me to the top of an ancient castle that was built
in the year 1000 A.D., and we would wish on the first stars as we kissed and
embraced. Then he carried me down the stairs over his shoulder with only
a lighter to light the way down the rickety stairs! Years later, he sent me a
label with his name on it and was one of the most popular tailors in Bavaria,
Switzerland, and Austria! He said it came true because I was the only one who
believed in him and his dreams!

I was permanently bitten by the travel bug after that. The following year, |
turned 18 and traveled on a Eurail pass from Italy, Germany, Denmark, Sweden,
and then back to Austria to visit the beautiful town of Ljubljana (formerly
Yugoslavia) with him by my side. On the way from Bavaria to Austria, I was
detained as a suspected spy because the customs official said my German
was too good and Americans couldn’t speak with an Austrian dialect! I had
gone from zero German to being considered a local by immersing myself
sincerely in the culture. I knew that learning the language of where you live
and attempting to communicate and connect authentically is vital and shows
respect. It also allows you to make deeper connections and feel more included
in day-to-day society.
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I carried that awareness of the power of connectedness and reciprocity
into my work years later. I found myself in South Korea, teaching at an
academy before the digital age enveloped us. Korea was a world apart from
Austria, yet there was an underlying harmony in the chaos of the city of
Jeonju in the Jeollabuk-do province. I navigated through bustling markets,
the air rich with the aroma of kimchi and bulgogi, in the hometown of
Bibimbap. I didn’t speak Korean when I arrived, but I eagerly learned. The
expat teachers I spent time with from Canada, Australia, and the United
Kingdom loved taking me out as I bridged any difference while I guided
and translated for them in Korean.

My sixty kindergarteners, bright-eyed and curious, were eager to learn
about the West, just as I was to immerse myself in their culture. We were
like explorers, charting unknown territories of language and tradition. Many
of the children had never seen a westerner, and I taught them classic nursery
rhymes like “I’m a Little Teapot” and “Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star” that
they performed on stage. In turn, they taught me about how the East values
the collective, whereas the West focuses on the individual. Being able to see
the difference allows us to understand each other better.

My travels didn’t stop there. With each country I visited, over thirty-five in
total, I gathered not just souvenirs but perspectives. | wove each experience
into the tapestry of my understanding, each culture a distinct yet harmonious
thread. Travel taught me that our world is a mosaic of cultures, each unique yet
part of a larger picture. In the serene temples of Thailand, the vibrant markets
of Mexico, the lush rainforests of Costa Rica, and an elephant sanctuary in
Burma, where five adult bull elephants kissed and hugged me with their hot
breath and their trunks and covered joyfully in elephant snot, I found pieces
of a puzzle that, when assembled, revealed our shared humanity.

There is a beauty of cultural exchange that lies in the breaking of bread
together. There’s a profound connection that forms when you share a meal.
Be it tamales in Mexico, red curry in Phuket, or a simple apple pie in a small
American diner, each meal is a conversation, a story, a bridge between worlds.
It’s in these moments that we find what we have in common: the universal
language of laughter, empathy, and understanding.

I remember a night in Fiji, under a starlit sky, where I dined with a group
of locals. Shrimp the size of your fist, steaks that were over a pound. We had
spent the day sailing on a schooner out to the island next to where Tom Hanks
filmed Cast Away.

Snorkeling there was heaven until I had a sea plant prick my finger, and
it wouldn’t stop bleeding. The tour guide, a massive Fijian warrior who had
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developed a crush on me, grabbed a spear, dove into the ocean, and came back
with the sea creature with tentacles at the bottom. He took my hand and stuck
my finger on the tentacles! That plant was venomous, and the antidote was on
the underside of the animal. He took care of me the five-hour ride back by giving
me rum every half hour, so I wouldn’t go into anaphylactic shock, as we sang
Beatles tunes on the open sea with a guitar player on deck! We didn’t speak the
same language, yet we communicated through the language of smiles, the shar-
ing of food, and the universal expressions of joy and surprise. It was a profound
reminder that, beneath the differences of nationality, language, and customs, we
are all fundamentally the same, with the same capacity for compassion and care.

My journey as an exchange student in Austria, a teacher in South Korea,
and a world traveler has shown me the incredible power of cultural understand-
ing and embracing authentic experiences wherever you go. It has taught me
that our differences are not divides but opportunities for enrichment, growth,
and connection. Each culture I’ve experienced has been a teacher, imparting
lessons of resilience, joy, and the unbreakable spirit of humanity. As I sit here,
reflecting on my travels, I realize that my journey is far from over. There are
still many cultures to explore, many meals to share, and many stories to reveal
in the ever-growing journey of my understanding.

The world is a classroom, and I am its eternal student, forever humbled
and enriched by its lessons. In a world that often feels fragmented and tumul-
tuous, the need for compassion, love, and gratitude is more pronounced than
ever. This conviction has driven me throughout my world travels to become a
servant leader. It shows you that despite our cultural and linguistic differences,
humankind all follow Maslow’s hierarchy of needs: to be seen, heard, loved,
and accepted. My experiences have ranged from working with survivors of the
Holocaust to immigrants from Mexico, Vietnam, and Cambodia, their stories
painting a picture of a world crying out for unity and understanding. Even the
subtle nuances of how each culture says hello and goodbye, even in the most
foreign lands, like saying “Aloha” are important. This simple act of acknowl-
edgment transcends barriers and unites us in the language of the heart, just as
a smile is a universal language.

A decade later, I embarked on an initiative that would profoundly shape
my perspective on humanity. I got a master’s degree in spiritual psychology
from the world-famous University of Santa Monica. They participated in a
phenomenal program called, The Prison Project: Freedom To Choose that
was not just about reform; it was a journey into the depths of human despair
and redemption, focusing on women serving life sentences at the Chowchilla,
California Prison. As we filmed our documentary, we centered on them being
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divine beings having a human experience. My interactions with the inmates
revealed stories of loss and regret but also hope and transformation. These
experiences underscored the fact that even in the darkest corners of society,
compassion has the power to ignite change. That documentary won best short
film at the Cannes Film Festival® in 2007.

Concurrently, my time of over two decades working with Holocaust sur-
vivors was a testament to the incredible resilience of the human spirit. Their
stories of survival amidst unimaginable horrors brought to light the immea-
surable strength that lies in forgiveness and healing. I learned that listening
and providing a compassionate space for these survivors to share their stories
was a powerful form of healing, not just for them but for myself as well. Leon
Leyson, the youngest member of Schindler’s List, was one of the brightest lights
I had ever met. I was blessed to meet and learn from Elie Wiesel, before his
passing, and Paul Rusesabagina, of which the true story of Hotel Rwanda was
written. Such encounters change you forever. It was incredible to be around
people who had done the right thing in-horrific circumstances and lived to tell
about it, inspiring others to perform heroic feats.

When you see the massive sacrifices and horrors that humanity has inflicted
on each other it is profound, but it shows you how much work there is left
to do and how strong the human spirit can be. My journey also led me to the
hearts of many Vietnamese and Cambodian immigrants whose lives were
shattered by conflict and displacement. Their stories were not just narratives
of suffering but also unwavering hope and the relentless pursuit of a better life.
These encounters emphasized the importance of empathy, a reminder that every
individual, regardless of their background, deserves understanding and support.

Yet, for all my awareness of the threads that connect human beings, I was
struck in my travels and work by the pervasive and divisive notion of the
concept of a ‘third world.” We all live in one world, and all need to be equally
good stewards. My vision is of one world, undivided by classifications of first
or third. This vision is about recognizing our interconnectedness and shared
humanity, regardless of geographic or economic divides. It sparked me to
throw myself into self-development to be of service to others despite it being
a time when people were sheltering in and locked down, when no one was
quite sure what was going to happen. From there, my message about extreme
gratitude stacking manifested global virtual speaking engagements and my own
TV show, You Are Amazing! where I interviewed world thought leaders like
Naveen Jain and Ken Honda about how they see the world and how they’re
creating heaven on earth for those they serve. It was so thrilling to hear how
their humble beginnings allowed them to become philanthropists with their
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wealth. My first episode was an Ignite Moment for me as my heart pounded
with excitement as I waited for Naveen to be on my little show. [ wasn’t sure

why this billionaire would want to talk to me. I felt humbled... and then...

EMPOWERED. Like a flower feeling itself truly bloom, its petals sense the
sunlight touching it and the radiance of its colors hitting the light. I became
aware of the value I brought to the table. I realized that my extensive travels
had gifted me a strong sense of interconnectivity despite our different cultures
and experiences. It was a beautiful fireside chat that displayed the intimacy
that can be created when two minds connect.

I decided to study with some of the top manifestation instructors in the
world by becoming a Quantum healer. Healing became essential to me to help
shift the vibration and frequency so others can approach their life in an uplifted
way and manifest their dreams. I have done intuitive healing for thousands
of clients around the world that helped them clear limiting beliefs and delete
traumas and low vibrations that are holding them back. Toning the frequency
of 528 Hertz, or the HU, which is the frequency akin to gratitude, love, DNA,
and creativity, is a life hack to manifest your dream life. I have toned the HU
all over the world to clear the ‘stuck energy’ of trauma. This frequency is the
most magical tone to sing as I have toned it in a snorkel as thousands of fish
swam around me in places like Aruba, Fiji, and Xel Ha in Mexico. I’ve also
toned itin the Washington National Cathedral and other war-torn places around
the world to heal those spaces. I was often afraid of doing clearings for people
in other countries as I wasn’t sure if the cultural barriers would prevent the
healing. But then I recalled the lessons of my travels that reminded me that
we are all the same in our humanity.

I envision a future where humanity is defined not by its struggles but by
its capacity for love and compassion. I believe that if we can collectively shift
our focus toward positivity and understanding, the future is bright. It’s about
each individual contributing to a global framework of compassion, where every
thread strengthens the whole. Our humanity is like a symphony, each individual
a unique instrument contributing to the grand opus of life. Humanity is like
an intricate mosaic, each piece a story, a life, a moment in time. The vibrant
tiles of laughter, the muted shades of sorrow, the shimmering gold of love, and
the deep blues of longing, together, they form the picture of who we are. As
I traveled the world, I saw these pieces come together, forming the beautiful,
complex mosaic of human experience. Our humanity is also a tapestry woven
from the threads of our collective experiences. Each thread is essential; each
pattern is a story. The threads of tradition, interwoven with the vibrant colors
of innovation, and the delicate strands of history are interlaced with the bold
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patterns of the present. This tapestry is ever-evolving, a living, breathing tes-
tament to our journey as a species.

I learned that humanity is ever-changing. It meanders through landscapes,
shaping and being shaped by the world it traverses, becoming a river fed by
countless streams; cultures, languages, beliefs, contributing to the strength and
direction of its flow. It is in this flow that we find our collective strength, our
ability to adapt, to overcome, to continue onward.

As I embark on my next journey, I carry with me not just a passport filled
with stamps but a heart filled with stories, a mind enriched by understanding,
and a soul yearning for the endless embrace of new cultures. For in the grand
tapestry of life, each thread, each culture, each experience is a vital part of
the whole, a beautiful, indelible part of the human story. In a world that often
feels fragmented and tumultuous, the need for compassion, love, and gratitude
is more pronounced than ever. This conviction has driven me throughout my
world travels to become a servant leader.

As we continue as travelers in the vast landscape of human experience, I ask
that you be humbled by the beauty of our collective story, the resilience of our spirit,
and the unending possibilities of our shared humanity. Humanity’s hope lies in our
collective hands. Every experience teaches us that every act of compassion, every
gesture of understanding, moves the needle toward a more positive and unified
world. Itisa callto action for us to play our part in weaving this tapestry of human-
ity, where love and compassion are the guiding threads with gratitude at the helm.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

* Get to know the locals and their expertise. Walk the streets, try local
cuisines, visit the museums and cultural sites, and learn a few words to
speak respectfully to the local people.

* See all people with sensitivity and compassion. Say hello and smile,
bid adieu, and acknowledge everyone you meet. Small compliments go
a long way. You never know what someone is going through.

Barbie Layton — United States of America
CEO Barbie Layton Quantum Enterprises
www.barbielayton.com
€ barbie.layton.5
B barbielayton
barbielaytonofficial
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MARILYN MONROE

’

“We are all of us stars, and we deserve to twinkle.’

Behind every image the world has decided to look at, there is a human
being asking to be truly seen. Marilyn Monroe spent her life insisting on
that truth; not just for herself but for every ordinary person she encoun-
tered along the way. Her gift to humanity was not her image. It was her
insistence, warm and fierce and completely genuine, that every person, in
every corner of the world, carries a light worth honoring.

THE LiIGHT BEHIND THE IMAGE

Marilyn Monroe loved people the way very few famous people ever manage
to. Not the idea of people, not audiences, admirers, or the abstract concept of
a public, but actual human beings: the construction workers who smiled at her
on the street, the waitresses who served her coffee, the children who ran up to
her without knowing exactly why except that something warm and bright was
radiating from her direction.

Marilyn Monroe was the most photographed woman of her era and argu-
ably the most recognized face in the world, and what people who knew her
personally remembered most consistently was not the glamour or the beauty
but the genuine, unhurried attention she gave to everyone she met. She made
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people feel seen. She did it not as a performance but as a practice because she
understood, from the inside of her own experience, exactly what it meant to
be looked at without being seen at all.

Born Norma Jeane Mortenson on June 1, 1926, in Los Angeles, Califor-
nia, her life circumstances gave her very little security yet a great deal of
time to observe the world from its edges. She moved through foster homes
and spent time in an orphanage. In those years of watching from the outside,
she developed the quality that would define everything she later became: an
extraordinary sensitivity to the humanity in every person she encountered and
a fierce, instinctive resistance to any force that tried to reduce a human being
to less than they were.

She was discovered as a model and signed to a film contract, and what fol-
lowed was one of the most extraordinary careers in the history of Hollywood.
She was funny in a way that surprised everyone who expected only beauty,
with a comic timing so precise that directors who had doubted her walked off
set shaking their heads in admiration. She was curious and widely read. Her
apartment was always full of books, and her conversations reached into phi-
losophy, literature, and politics in ways that consistently startled people who
had formed their opinions of her before they had spoken to her. She studied
at the Actors Studio in New York alongside the most serious theatrical minds
of her generation and was regarded by her teachers as one of the most gifted
students they had encountered.

Shewas also always acutely aware of the gap between the image the world
had constructed and the person living inside it.

“People had a habit of looking at me as if [ were some kind of mirror instead
of a person,” she said.

She did not say this with bitterness. She said it with the clarity of someone
who had spent years understanding the difference between being seen and being
looked at and who had made a quiet, firm decision to keep offering her actual
self regardless of what the world preferred to project onto her.

Her contribution to humanity was not a single scene but a consistent daily
choice, made amid extraordinary fame and scrutiny, to remain genuinely human.
She visited troops in Korea in 1954 and performed for over 100,000 soldiers
in four days, standing on outdoor stages in freezing temperatures. What the
soldiers remembered was not the spectacle but the warmth, the way she looked
at each of them as if he were the only person there. She championed Ella
Fitzgerald’s career at a time when racial segregation kept Black artists out of
the most prestigious venues, personally calling the owner of the Mocambo
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nightclub and promising to sit in the front row every night if he booked Ella.
He did. Ella later said she owed her career to Marilyn Monroe. It was not a
headline-grabbing act of activism. It was simply a woman who saw another
woman being treated as less than she was and did something about it.

“If I am a star, " she said, “The people made me a star.” She meant it com-
pletely. She understood her visibility as something that had been given to
her by ordinary people. She carried that understanding into every room she
entered, never losing the thread that connected her to the construction workers,
the waitresses, and the children who ran toward her warmth.

“Above all,” she said, “I want to be treated as a human being. ”

That desire, so simply stated, was also a declaration on behalf of everyone
who had ever been reduced to a surface, a symbol, a projection of someone
else’s imagination. She was asking for what every person-deserves. She was
asking for it loudly enough that the world heard.

She died on August 4th, 1962, at the age of 36, and the world responded
with a grief that surprised even those who thought they had understood her
fame. What people mourned was not the image. It was the warmth behind it, the
genuine, undeniable human being who had spent her life reminding everyone
she met that they were worthy of being truly seen.

Humanity, Marilyn Monroe showed the world, is not measured by being
looked at- It is expressed in how we look back: with full attention, with genuine
curiosity, with the warm and complete conviction that the person in front of
us carries a light worth honoring.

“We are all of us stars,” she said, “And, we deserve to twinkle.”

Let us remember her with the understanding that visibility without human-
ity is nothing and that the most powerful thing any person can offer another
is the simple, genuine act of truly seeing them for who they are in their own
uniqueness. That commitment alone will Ignite Humanity.
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BRIGITTA HOEFERLE

)

“Leaders who listen... learn.’

My hope for humanity is to prioritize genuine connection over self-ab-
sorption by fostering empathy through attentive listening and meaningful
engagement. [ believe we can Ignite Humanity with compassion, under-
standing, and embracing the power of listening as a catalyst for change.

WHEN THE STARS ALIGN

When [ was a little girl, I lived in a 600-person village surrounded by vineyards
in southern Germany. I grew up in a protected environment, where the world
still felt intact. I grew up playing on the pastures, gravel roads, and apple
orchards. My curfew was when the sun went down. Our family had one small
black-and-white TV in the living room. Watching TV right before bedtime was
a special treat, and Mom always made sure to turn it off when advertisements
came on. Mom didn’t want my innocence tainted by aggressive marketing.
Then, when I was six years old, I was sitting in front of the TV, and a com-
mercial came on while my mother was in the kitchen. I saw these poor children
with big, wide eyes who had nothing, sitting on dirt floors and covered in flies.
I had never seen a child without clothes before. Nor had I seen anyone the
same age as me with such tiny arms of skin and bones, yet with bloated bellies.
Seeing that image shocked me. My eyes received a message that touched my
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heart so deeply, no words were needed. I felt helpless as tears trickled down
my face, guilty for my warm house and fridge full of food. I didn’t know what
I could do until I saw a call to action at the end of the shocking footage: donate
to Bread for the World to make a difference.

At that moment, the shock shifted to a sense of empowerment, and I decided
to make a difference. I wanted to get out of the sadness that sat heavily within
me. Something had to be done. I felt a growing excitement as the emotion
shifted. I jumped up and ran into the kitchen to tell my mother, “I’m helping
those children.”

My mother just looked at me and said, “What are you going to do?” I didn’t
have an answer straight away, but [ was determined to find a solution. The
next day, [ came up with an idea, with the help of my business-minded mother.
I pitched the idea to my kindergarten friends. I was the mini ringleader, and
they listened eagerly. We all had plenty of toys and things that we no longer
used or needed. I proposed that we sell them at a communal yard sale to raise
some funds. We chose a date, our parents got us poster boards, and in our best
six-year-old writing and spelling, we made posters inviting everyone in town
to our yard sale. A few weeks later, we held our sale in the village center in
front of the wood-fired bread house, the gathering place where the women
would bake their breads and pies each Saturday.

It was invigorating just being there amidst the excitement of making a dif-
ference in so many other people’s lives. Everyone from the village had seen
our makeshift posters and came out to support our initiative. There were even
people from neighboring villages who came to buy something, driven by a
desire to give. Their generosity spoke volumes. We made 160 Deutschmarks
(about $500 USD), but to me, as a child, it felt like we had raised millions. I
felt so good inside knowing I wasn’t just talking about an idea, I was doing
something about it.

My mom helped me work out how to send the money in, and once I sent
it off, I figured that was it. I told myself, I did my part. We made a difference.
My dad instilled in me, from a very young age, the idea that [ am a tool for
humanity. Still, it would take me decades to grasp its true meaning.

Months later, having completely forgotten about our yard sale and the money
we raised for charity, my friends and I received a thank-you letter from Bread
for the World for our donation and the impact we made. I was so surprised when
the letter arrived. I needed my parents’ help to understand all the big words.
It was the first time I felt truly proud because I saw a need, made a decision,
took action, and made a difference.

IeNITE HuMAaNITY / 85

That bread house yard sale, along with my dad’s words of wisdom, kick-
started the trajectory of my life, one of service and helping others. 1 grew up
continuing to advocate for children. It was my highest priority. I planned to
work with children and seek justice for them. I studied education at university,
but upon graduation, I realized that if [ were a teacher, I would be unable to
enact change as just another cog in the wheel.

That was the first of many wake-up calls. What I had studied wasn’t going
to make me the kind of money it would take to have a meaningful impact. I
decided to get another degree in marketing, something completely different.
Looking back, I wonder if the disturbing visuals of the malnourished children
in the ad subconsciously evoked an interest in the power of communication
and the awareness of how graphic displays of suffering can be a catalyst for
true, impactful change.

I started climbing the corporate ladder and became the head of marketing for
a publishing house in Munich. Through that work, I met my husband, Christian,
a wise and knowledgeable journalist with the gift of gab. He worked at another
publishing house at the time. There were so many things we had in common!
One was a love for the United States, rooted in the time we had spent there as
students. It was only a few weeks after we met that Christian mustered up the
courage to ask'me to be his wife, and without a doubt, I immediately said, “Yes.’

I quickly realized that, with this new season of marriage and family building,
the work I was doing was not fulfilling. It paid the bills, but that was it. I left
the publishing house, searching for more meaning and purpose, unaware that
I'was pregnant. [ was feeling empty, wondering what difference I was actually
making in the world. Then the TV brought me another unexpected epiphany,
once again in a shocking, heartbreaking way. I saw what I thought was a movie
on my screen, a plane crashing into one of the World Trade Center towers in
New York. When I realized it was real, an act of terrorism, I could only think,
What is happening in the world? Which then led to, what are WE doing? Fol-
lowed by, how are we going to bring life into a world like this?

That event became a catalyst for my own impactful change. Even before
the moment I discovered I was pregnant, I knew I wanted nothing but the best
for my child’s upbringing, a life filled with joy, opportunity, curiosity, and
possibility. And that act of terrorism prompted me to feel a deeper connection
to making sure I could establish a safe environment. I knew I couldn’t wait
around hoping someone else would make it happen. I had to look within and
take it upon myself to find a way to create good, foster love, and build the
world I wanted my kids to grow up in. [ wasn’t sure how or where, but I had

bl



86 /BRIGITTA HOEFERLE

my why. Just as [ had when I was only six years old. A resolve welled up in
me to make a decision, take action, and create a difference!

As my belly had been growing with a little human inside, who we would
know as Amélie, I looked into Montessori schools in Munich, believing they
would offer her the best education and opportunity to grow into her brightest
self. All the schools I looked at had a three-year waitlist. With fierce motiva-
tion, I used this as a springboard and found a purpose and direction to move
toward. I had the educational and business degrees to build a school; I just
needed a Montessori Diploma to open one. So I started searching for a Mon-
tessori Training Program and signed up for one in the United States. I did what
I always do: I made a decision and took action. I was going to open my own
school and create a better future for the next generation.

Quickly, right after Amélie was born, I had several children from our neigh-
borhood in our new Montessori infant program, which made me feel fulfilled
and joyful. I was around my child all daylong, I worked and contributed to the
household income, and I supported other parents in their desire to foster growth
holistically. It was a win/win/win!. But we quickly outgrew our space in Munich,
and my desire to expand the school was undeniable. When I realized we couldn’t
grow it in Munich, I looked for another possibility. In December, after a Christmas
in the United States, my husband and I decided: let s move to the US and scale the
Montessori school there! By April, we had moved our entire household to Tennes-
see to build a school on our own time and dime. We had no corporate sponsor, no
family financial support, simply the little savings Christian and I had put away. |
painfully paid the $275 fee to the Chamber of Commerce, knowing that if I were
not visible, I would not have tuition-paying clients. That was one of the smartest
moves, landing me my first students and inducing momentum for the school.

In the next two years, we moved into our own building with 7,000 square
feet. I called my sister, sharing my fear of how we were going to fill the space
with quality materials, skilled staff, and enough students. She reminded me of
who I was, who I had always been: that little fierce girl determined to make a
difference in the lives of children. 1 put myself out there, networking, shaking
hands, communicating, and connecting with whoever I could. As word quickly
spread about our school, I was asked to serve on the Chamber of Commerce
board as the only female member. I attracted top talent and enticed parents
grateful to find a loving place for their little ones. I thought I knew it all, and
I thought I had it all. The school was a great success. I had accomplished a
dream and was making a difference in the lives of numerous children. But
humanity had more to teach me.
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I invested heavily in the school’s growth and staff development, funding
additional Montessori diplomas for our educators. But for some reason, my
school seemed to have a revolving door of teachers coming and going. Every
time an employee left, I had to start the onboarding process over again, costing
me hours of precious time and thousands of dollars in additional education.
This happened so many times that parents began to lose their trust in my school
and pulled their children out. That resulted in an even greater loss in tuition
payments. My dreams were unexpectedly crashing and burning.

For about three years, I pointed fingers at everyone who left. I repeated
the internal statements to myself. They re dummies. They couldn t see what
a great opportunity it was to work in my school. I don t need them. Tt wasn’t
until one day that I recognized who the actual ‘dummy’ was in my situation.
The common denominator in every problematic encounter was. .. me!

Realizing I had to take ownership was a bitter pill to swallow. When it came
to saving the world, I had always looked within and felt empowered and capable.
Being ‘a tool for humanity’ was a source of strength. But to own failure and
culpability was entirely different, and it brought back the same sense of shock
I’d felt seeing those starving children so many years ago. Which meant the
next step was fo see a need, make a decision, and take action... this time, not
changing the world, but changing myself.

I didn’t know where to begin. So, I went to the library and looked for
self-help books, which were a foreign concept to me as a German. As my
awareness grew, I began to see patterns in how personal development seminars,
communication, mindset, and behavior were intertwined. Though I had studied
communication in my marketing degree, I realized I somewhat sucked at com-
municating. [ would soon discover it was because I actually sucked at listening.

I had the opportunity to improve those skills after enrolling in a practi-
tioner course in Neuro-Linguistic Programming (NLP). I wanted to go, and
my husband went along to support me. But it was obvious he didn’t want to
be there; he sat in the back row with his arms crossed, his legs crossed, and
his eyes crossed. As he listened to the content and put their ideas into action,
his stance softened. For me, the training showed the path that I had been
taking all my life: see the need, make a decision, take action, and inspire
a difference. 1 had always been doing that intuitively in practice, but not
intentionally. Suddenly, I felt like someone had handed me a magic wand
as I noticed the patterns, the strategies, and the tools I use myself and more
effectively to Ignite others. I had them all along, but NLP taught me how to
use them consistently and effectively.
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Through my ongoing studies in NLP and Organizational Psychology, I
learned that how we shape our thoughts affects our feelings, which, in turn,
shape how we communicate and behave. This is where I had gone so wrong
with my staff. I had thought listening meant keeping my mouth shut and waiting
until it was my time to talk. The more I explored, the more it became apparent
that I was a poor listener. If anyone had rated my listening skills, they would
have given me one star, tops. That hurt! My awareness revealed that listening,
or the lack thereof, is a determining factor of customers leaving, businesses
failing, relationships disintegrating, and deals falling apart. I adopted the mantra
listen to relate, not to respond, and made listening my highest priority.

That encouraged me to define what it truly means to become'a Five-Star
Listener: a guide to distinguish noise from signal. 1'felt called to bring clarity
to the vague idea of ‘active listening.’ It was my own desire to understand
how to listen and what to listen for, beyond the words. It was the realization
that this ambiguity is exactly what keeps most people stuck at a one-star level.
What I discovered is this: the magic lives in the nuances, the subtle cues. We
subconsciously pick up micro-expressions and energy shifts to build a con-
nection. These distinctions seem minimal to the untrained ear and eye, yet
the impact is massive! The majority of people do not know how to do this
consciously, and that is when I started decoding these nuances and assigned
each one a point, forming what would become Five-Star Listening. When we
listen beyond just the words that someone says, and pay attention to how they
say it. When we listen with our eyes for the signals that speak louder than any
sentence. When we tune into the mindset and energy behind their thoughts and
words. When we catch the quick smirk, the softened shoulders, the hesitation,
we can tune in to their purpose, their hope, their fear, their motivation. That’s
when everything starts to shift.

That’s when Five-Star Listening was born! A concept I coined. A framework
that soon captured enough attention that [ began sharing it on stages around
the globe to guide people in transforming their lives at every level. Using
these techniques allows people to feel valued, connected, heard, seen, and
understood. The woman who had grown up believing in her ability to make
a difference in others’ lives was at last able to truly listen to what others said
they needed. My journey from a one-star to five-star listener, attuned to the
needs and perspectives of others, brought me back to my original calling and
taught me invaluable lessons about relating to others and taking action. It’s been
a lifelong journey, but now I can truly comprehend the depth of my father’s
words: [ am a tool for humanity.
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As you reflect on your journey through the lens of listening, be reminded of
its transformative power, not just as a skill, but as a guiding principle that can
foster relationships, build community, and ultimately unite humanity. It’s now
your time to embrace the power of listening. Decide and commit to be a catalyst
for change, taking action in a world that sparks empathy and connection. For
it is through listening that we truly hear each other’s voices, and it is through
understanding that we ignite the flames of change.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

To ignite action steps inspired by the journey recounted above and the principles
of five-star listening, consider the following:

1. Be Present in the Conversation and Focus Fully: Dedicate your full
attention to the speaker, avoiding distractions and mentally preparing
to absorb information through their words and tone.

2. Validate Feelings and Be Mindful of One’s Mindset: Acknowledge
the speaker’s emotions, free of judgment or dismissal, demonstrating
that you respect or relate to their feelings even if you don’t necessarily
agree with them.

3. Practice Nonverbal Communication and Enhance Verbal Commu-
nication: Pay attention to their body language and facial expressions,
and be curious by asking non-judgmental questions.

4. Listen for the Purpose Behind Their Communication: Being inter-
ested in their motivation and the outcome they have in mind changes
everything.

5. Implement the Five Points to Become a Five-Star Listener. Witness
greater connection, deeper meaning, and be a guiding example to Ignite
Humanity.

Brigitta Hoeferle - United States of America, Germany
Businessowner, The Hoeferle Group International Speaker & Educator
brigittahoeferle.com
€1 brigittahoeferle
brigittahoeferle
B brigittahoeferle
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MARIA MONTESSORI

’»

“The unknown energy that can help humanity is that which lies hidden in the child.

Some people spend their whole lives telling the world what it needs. Maria
Montessori spent hers listening to what the world was already saying,
through the eyes, hands, and quiet revelations of children everyone else
had stopped paying attention to. What she heard changed humanity forever.
The most powerful leaders, she showed us, are not the ones who speak the
loudest. They are the ones who finally learn to listen.

THE WomMaN WHoO LISTENED

Her classroom was in one of the poorest neighborhoods in Rome.

It was 1907, and the building at 58 Via dei Marsi in the San Lorenzo dis-
trict was not a school in any sense the word had previously implied. It was a
childcare center, opened by a housing association that needed someone to keep
the young children of working parents occupied and out of trouble while the
adults were away. The children who arrived on the first morning were between
the ages of three and seven, unwashed and largely unmanageable, the sons and
daughters of families so poor that the concept of early childhood education
had never once applied to them. Nobody expected much. The woman who
had agreed to run the experiment was not expected to teach them anything in
particular. She was simply expected to contain them.
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Maria Montessori had other ideas.

She had been born on August 31, 1870, in Chiaravalle, a small town in the
Italian province of Ancona. She was the only child of Alessandro Montessori
and Renilde Stoppani. Her father was a conservative civil servant who believed
firmly in the proper order of things, which in the Italy of his era meant that
women were educated for marriage and little else. Her mother, educated and
quietly fierce, had other ideas about what her daughter might become. Maria
grew up in Rome, excelled at mathematics, defied every expectation placed
upon her, and at the age of 26 became the first woman in Italy to earn a degree
in medicine. She had sat through lectures in which her male classmates refused
to share a room with her. She had conducted autopsies alone at night because the
men would not work alongside a woman. She had been told, in every possible
way, that she did not belong where she was going.

She kept going anyway.

Before San Lorenzo, she had worked with children who had been classified
as intellectually disabled and warehoused in institutions with almost no stim-
ulation or support. She had watched them scramble for bread crumbs on the
floor after meals, not from hunger but from the desperate need of their hands
and minds to engage with something real. She understood, with the instinct of a
scientist and the heart of a humanitarian, that these children were not deficient.
They were starved of the right environment. She developed materials for them,
simple tactile objects that let their hands lead their minds, and the children
who had been written off as ineducable began to read and write. The medical
establishment was stunned. Maria was simply paying attention.

“When dealing with children,” she said, “There is a greater need for observ-
ing than for probing.”

That was the principle she carried into San Lorenzo. She did not arrive
with a curriculum, a lesson plan, or a fixed idea of what the children needed.
She arrived with materials, with space, and with the willingness to watch. She
prepared the environment, and then she stepped back and observed what hap-
pened when children were trusted to lead their own learning. What happened
astonished everyone who witnessed it. Children who had been considered
wild and unruly settled into concentrated, purposeful work. They chose their
activities with deliberateness. They repeated tasks not because they were told
to but because something in them demanded mastery. They helped each other
without being instructed to. They were, when given the right conditions, exactly

leNITE HumanNiTY /93

what Maria had always believed children to be: capable, purposeful, and pos-
sessed of an inner drive toward growth that no amount of poverty or neglect
had been able to extinguish.

Her Ignite Moment came not in any single dramatic scene but in the accu-
mulated evidence of those early weeks at San Lorenzo, in the daily revelation
that the children were teaching her far more than she was teaching them. She
had spent years studying the human mind, the body, and the science of devel-
opment. What she discovered in that humble classroom was that all her studies
had been pointing toward a single truth she had not yet fully grasped. The child
was not an empty vessel to be filled. The child was a complete human being
whose inner life, when respected and supported, contained everything needed
for its own unfolding.

“This child who stands before us with his marvelous hidden energies must
lead our efforts,” she said.
“We must take his revelations as our guide.”

She stopped teaching. She started listening. And in that listening, everything
changed.

She understood that the children in that first classroom were not simply
learning to read and write. They were learning to trust themselves, to con-
centrate, to collaborate, to treat the space around them with respect and care.
They werelearning, in the most foundational sense, how to be human with one
another. If that learning could reach every child in every corner of the world,
she believed it could change the course of humanity itself.

She spent the rest of her life trying to make that happen. She established
training programs across Europe and beyond. She lectured in India during the
Second World War, interned by the British as an Italian national, and used the
years of her internment to train over a thousand teachers. She developed her
educational philosophy across a series of books, each one building on what
the children in her classrooms had shown her. She was nominated for the
Nobel Peace Prize three times. She died in the Netherlands in May 1952, at
the age of 81.

Today, there are more than 20,000 Montessori schools in over 150 countries.
Every one of them is built on the same foundation: instead of telling children
what they needed, she sat down and watched what they already knew. She
ignited a global movement built on the most human of all acts: the willingness
to listen to what has always been there, waiting to be heard.
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Butta B Rocka

“The greatest test of courage isn 't facing the storm,
it’s finding the strength to rebuild after it passes.”

My hope for humanity is that every person finds their hidden passions and
ignites the unique symphony that plays within their soul. Just as a singer
learns a new song or melody or embraces the unexpected while finding
beauty within the unknown—I encourage you to embrace change as an
opportunity for growth. When life throws a curveball full of twists and
turns, don’t give up, pivot! Get back up, rewrite your story, and design
your triumphant harmony.

DeTOUR TO DESTINY

Music pulsed through my veins from a young age. It wasn’t just a hobby
but a passion that ignited in me at the age of twelve. Fueled by the spark of
making music, | formed N.O.L.T.™ (None Other Like This) with my two
cousins and a childhood friend. With my mom as our manager, it was a true
family affair, and our familial bond made the music ever so sweet. Talent
shows became our playground and our battleground. We relentlessly chased
every opportunity, honing our craft like warriors, “determined to win.” New
songs were devoured, harmonies meticulously layered, and dance routines
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drilled to perfection. It was a rigorous pursuit toward excellence. Rejections
became stepping stones, not roadblocks. Every “no” fueled our determination
to go further, and every show became a masterclass in honing our craft. We
learned invaluable lessons with each performance, growing stronger and
more polished with every rejection. The fire within me to succeed burned
bright as music became everything in my life.

Tenacious and dedicated, we began winning competitions, which opened
doors to bigger opportunities and greater success. By age fifteen, I worked
with industry giants like Usher, Akon, and Bobby Brown’s Camp. I traveled
back and forth from Tampa to Atlanta for intense artist development training. I
studied everything from microphone basics to building show-stopping stamina.
I learned to captivate audiences, project confidence, and master the art of breath
control to hit soaring notes flawlessly.

Despite all the success, the feeling of ‘a/most making it’ became a recurring
theme. The day before, I was to meet my entertainment attorney to sign a major
record deal; an unfortunate car accident shattered my world. Not only did it
leave painful physical scars, the recovery process was brutal. Between facial
reconstruction using titanium implants, extensive work in my mouth, and a
forced liquid diet for half a year, I spiraled into a deep emotional depression.
It was a period of feeling utterly broken and defeated. The impact of getting
hit by that car completely changed the course of my life and changed how I
viewed the world.

After twelve months of rehabilitation, my attorney informed me both record
deals were no longer on the table. One label had undergone a complete restruc-
turing. The other had just signed a new singer, a young woman a few years my
junior without any health issues to tend to. The music industry was looking
for the next meteoric rise of teen pop stars like Britney Spears and Christina
Augulia; it was a clear sign of the times. Labels were wanting young, moldable
talent with the potential for long careers. Unfortunately, my age wasn’t on my
side. I went to a third label, which had been interested in me, only to receive
some tough love from them. The rep at that label stated, “My time has passed.”
Like that, my music career was derailed, and doors that once seemed wide open
were slammed shut. At the tender age of eighteen, I was suddenly deemed too
“old” for the music industry.

The pain of rejection was a hard pill to swallow, and it began to mess with
my mind. Thoughts of failing started to tear into my spirit, and my self-esteem
plummeted. With the record deals gone and still trying to pick up the pieces
after my car accident, [ had a lot of psychological things I had to deal with
internally. All the setbacks made me question myself — What was wrong with
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me? Was I not good enough anymore? Was I really, as they said, too old and
washed up? Was music going to be a thing of the past?

Listening to the words of the doubters, I gave up on music for several
years. I suppressed singing and couldn’t bear the thought of being rejected by
another label. I did, from time to time, do a small show here and there, but I
was completely miserable inside. Despite being knocked down, I had to figure
out how to get back up. I needed to rediscover my true love and get back to
the heartbeat of the music.

Devastated but not defeated, I tried to re-enter the music scene. However,
the industry that once felt like family seemed distant. Collaborations became
scarce, and the friends I thought would offer support were enjoying their own
success, not worried about mine. Willing to overcome the setback, music
remained my anchor. Determined to forge a new path, I returned to the studio,
lending my voice to background tracks and demos for legendary artist TLC.
That grew into more collaborations with other top producers, which yielded
some hit R&B and pop songs and secured a music publishing deal.

Just as I was feeling back on track, the music industry threw me another cur-
veball. In the studio breakroom, I witnessed a background guitarist, brimming
with hope, give his music on a cassette to the producers. The moment the gui-
tarist left the room, the producer discarded his cassette with a dismissive remark,
“People gotta know their place.” Their comment was a stark reminder of the uphill
battle artists faced when venturing beyond their perceived niche. The producers
callous dismissal of the guitarist’s music was the final straw in the balancing act
I ' was teetering on. I knew I was singing background vocals, which was a step-
ping stone. However, that incident laid bare the industry’s cold reality. To make
matters worse, a betrayal by a different producer I was working with lurked just
around the corner. I’d entrusted him with negotiating song placements for me,
believing the paperwork he prepared would protect me. I was wrong. He took
the songs overseas, secured placements, pocketed the advancement money, and
left me with nothing. It was a difficult blow, leaving me feeling exploited and
disillusioned. I seriously considered walking away. Such betrayal pushed me to
the brink of questioning— was music even worth fighting for? The near misses,
the deals that fell through, the disloyal producer, and the betrayal all piled up,
fueling a hopeless sense of despair. Was [ ever going to achieve my breakthrough,
or would [ forever be stuck in the cycle of “almosts”?

Facing that question was the Ignite Moment that lit the fire within me
that refused to be extinguished. I decided to take matters into my own hands,
determined to succeed on my terms. I started my own band, poured my heart
into my album, and had a fantastic debut concert. It was exhilarating to see the

b}
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outpouring of support and encouragement! Fueled by that energy, I took the
leap of faith and started believing in myself — tapping into my talent, abilities,
and life-long passion for making empowering music.

My dream of becoming a successful artist finally became a reality when I
landed a performance on a major show at Centennial Park in Nashville. Cap-
tivating a crowd of 5,000, fate turned an ‘almost; into an ‘absolutely’when |
was presented with an incredible opportunity: a promoter in the crowd offered
me a chance to tour Africa with his band! Africa became the first chord in a
global symphony of powerful performances. Through sheer hard work, sweat,
and a few emotional tears, opportunities began rolling in, taking me from
the United States to the United Kingdom. I sang through Germany, Holland,
Japan, Canada, Portugal, the Caribbean Islands, Chile, Puerto Rico, and Anti-
gua. | graciously performed at the United States presidential inauguration
and then played before multiple royal families, including the Prime Minister
of the Bahamas and the Moradeun royal family of Nigeria. My talent came
to life at the City Gala with Les Brown, Randy Jackson, and Mario Lopez. |
shone at the BET Hip Hop Awards™ with Nas at the Kentucky Derby. I had
fun performing on Multiple International Cruise Lines at the LA2 with Jack
Black and Alyssa Milano. I reached a significant pinnacle when I sang right
before Dionne Warwick graced the stage. I was then blessed to have shared
the stage with billionaire Bob Duggan at /10X Growthcon™ and appeared as
a guest panelist at the SAVE Summit™ with Gene Simmons from Kiss™ and
investor Mark Cuban. With infectious energy, I’ve wooed crowds of all sizes,
both domestically and internationally, uniting them through my love of music
and the vibrant world of the arts.

When things finally seemed perfect, my path took another nasty turn

— a fall during a rehearsal resulted in knee surgery for a torn meniscus, a
torn ACL, and a dislocated shoulder, sidelining me from touring for over
a year. I had to do physical therapy three times a week, learn to walk with
a walker, and then with a cane. Suddenly, the relentless rhythm of music
screeched to a halt, replaced by a deafening silence. Although setbacks
were nothing new, this forced pause felt different. It was a detour I hadn’t
planned, a blank space in the musical score of my life. It was the incredible
motivational speaker Les Brown who called me and gave me a glimpse of
hope! He said, “I know this may seem like a setbhack, but this is a setup
for something greater.” A new spark had been lit, and I channeled my set-
back into action, writing the powerful book Fear of Failure, Fear of Not
Trying, a bestseller and new release sensation. That ignited a writing spark,
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leading to three more books, including two engaging children’s titles and
the Defiant Ones Teen Magazine™, a platform for young voices that my
sons pilot under my supervision.

During my recovery, I collaborated with Les Brown for eight months. It
was a period of both healing and growth, and a new melody emerged. Still
confined by my injury, I found myself drawn to the world of film. I had already
co-written and debuted a successful stage play, I Cheated So What! but now my
eyes were set on making a feature film. Films are nothing like music, books, or
even stage plays. It was a new language and a different way to tell stories and
evoke emotions. The forced downtime became an unexpected gift, a space to
explore creativity transcending music. With each script written and each scene
visualized, a voice I never knew I possessed began to emerge.

The transition from performing to producing had its-challenges. There
were moments when I questioned the detour; the lingering echoes of “what
if” threatened to drown out the blooming passion within me. But the skills I
honed in the music industry—the discipline, the storytelling, the unwavering
fire - proved invaluable. They became the foundation on which I built my
filmmaking voice, a way to connect with audiences not just through melody
but through the visual tapestry of the silver screen.

One of the most fulfilling aspects of that transition was the ability to
bridge the gap between my two creative passions — music and visual. Curat-
ing soundtracks for my films became an extension of the storytelling process.
Weaving songs I wrote and performed with incredible artists—crafting original
music for specific scenes was a way to keep the melody alive, to infuse my
films with an emotional resonance that resonated deeply with audiences and
showed me that there is beauty in the ‘shift.’

My debut film, Finding the Perfect Guy™, was a labor of love. Drawing
inspiration from my own experiences in the music industry, the film explored
the complexities of love, relationships, and the pursuit of dreams. Wearing
multiple hats—executive producer, director, writer, and lead actress was a
daunting challenge but one I embraced wholeheartedly. The meticulous sched-
uling honed on the road proved invaluable, as did the ability to collaborate
effectively with a talented cast and crew.

The film’s success fueled my desire to keep exploring the world of film-
making. I established BBR Indie Films™, a platform dedicated to showcasing
the work of independent filmmakers. Having witnessed aspiring directors’
challenges, I wanted to create a space where they could share their stories,
connect with established professionals, and gain valuable exposure.
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Looking back, the detour that sidelined me from music became the catalyst
for finding my voice in a new medium. The fall that forced a pause ultimately
led to a powerful rise. The music may have taken a backseat, but it hadn’t
faded. My creative spirit burned brighter than ever, composing a captivating
symphony on a new stage. That detour became a blessed harmony, allowing
me to inspire others to light up their creative hearts.

In my life now, every note and every performance brings me a deep sense
of fulfillment. Music has become a powerful expression of my love for the
world. The music I sing is my lifeblood. Each note and every grueling rehearsal
becomes an electrifying performance fueling my dream of inspiring others. I
am reminded of its impact as the music pulses through my veins. Whether in
the studio or onstage, working with international superstars like Janet Jackson,
Kanye West, Zac Brown, Collective Soul, NAS, The Dream, Japanese star
Namie Amuro, Belgium artist Sandrine, or countless others across the globe,
my mission to Ignite and uplift is both evident and a dream come true. The
melodies I share are a testament to the unifying power of music. Doing what
I love isn’t only personally fulfilling; it is connecting with humanity, voice fo
heart, sound to soul, through the universal language of music.

Life rarely follows a straight line. We make plans and set goals, but some-
times unexpected events or internal shifts in our desires render our initial path
obsolete. Pivoting isn’t just okay; it’s crucial for adapting to life’s curveballs.
In such moments, the ability to pivot to adjust our course and embrace new
possibilities becomes an important skill, not a sign of failure.

Pivoting isn’t giving up; it’s recognizing when a change in direction is
necessary to reach our full potential. This adaptability is particularly important
because our passions and interests evolve over time. The path we initially choose,
fueled by dreams or societal expectations, might not fully align with who we
become as we gain experiences and discover hidden talents. When we pivot,
we open doors to new experiences, allowing us to explore previously uncharted
territories and potentially stumble upon hidden passions that ignite our souls.

Each experience, even a seemingly failed one, holds valuable lessons, allow-
ing us to analyze past pursuits, identify what worked and what didn’t, and
refine our approach. Such accumulated knowledge becomes a stepping stone
toward finding our true calling. We may discover that our initial goals were
stepping stones to a different, yet more fulfilling, destination. Often, the most
Sfulfilling paths emerge from the unexpected. By being open to pivoting, we
become receptive to new possibilities that might not have been evident on our
original trajectory. These detours can lead to unforeseen opportunities that
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perfectly align with our purpose. Embracing a mindset of resilience allows
us to recognize opportunities when they arise and seize them with open arms.

I have learned that pivoting doesn’t mean giving in; it means determining
when a change is necessary to reach our full potential. By embracing a will-
ingness to explore a new direction, we increase our chances of finding the path
that truly resonates with our purpose. It’s a journey of continuous learning,
adaptation, and, ultimately, discovering the extraordinary symphony that plays
within our soul. Regardless of the ‘setbacks’ or ‘almosts,” when we rewrite
our narratives and embrace new possibilities, we ultimately find the path that
leads to a life with meaning and fulfillment. When on that path, we inspire
others, raise our self-worth, and permit others to dance amongst their dreams.
I hope your pivot leads you to your purpose and mission, guiding you to sing
the songs that fill your heart and illuminate humanity.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

1. Pause & Analyze: Take a step back, and breathe. Acknowledge the
setback and identify the lessons.

2. Refocus & Reimagine: Reassess goals and explore alternative paths,
it’s-okay to pivot, so be open to change.

3. Seek & Strategize: Connect with your support network for guidance
and develop a flexible plan. Do it then review.

4. Start & Celebrate: Take action, no matter how small, and celebrate
your progress.

5. Learn & Adapt: Embrace continuous learning and adjust your approach
when needed.

Butta B-Rocka — United States of America
Executive Film Producer, Writer, Director,
International Recording Artists and Author
buttabrocka.com,
bbrmediagroup.com
€ buttabrocka
buttabrocka
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NINA SIMONE

1

“I’ll tell you what freedom is to me: no fear.’

Freedom is not something that arrives when the conditions are finally right.
Itis a decision made in the middle of the storm, when every door has been
closed and every voice says stop, and something deep inside refuses. There
is a version of that freedom that no one can give you and no one can take
away. It lives in the moment you stop waiting for permission and simply
begin, fully and without apology, to be exactly what you are. Nina Simone
lived that freedom out loud, in every note she sang, and she left it behind
for every person still finding the courage to do the same.

WHERE THE Music LIVES

There is a moment in the life of Eunice Waymon that changed everything, not
just for her but for every person who would ever hear her voice. She was twelve
years old, performing a piano recital in Tryon, North Carolina, and her parents
were sitting in the front row where she had placed them. As she prepared to
play, white audience members directed her parents to move to the back of the
room. The girl at the piano refused to perform until her parents were returned
to their seats. The audience complied. She played. And in that single act of
quiet, absolute refusal, something declared itself in her that would never be
silenced again.
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She was born Eunice Kathleen Waymon on February 21, 1933, in Tryon,
North Carolina, the sixth of eight children in a family where music was as natural
as breathing. She taught herself to play piano by ear as a toddler, began formal
lessons at three, and by the time she was a teenager was studying seriously
with the singular goal of becoming the first Black classical concert pianist in
America. Eunice moved to New York to study at the Juilliard School, saved
every dollar she could, prepared with everything she had, and auditioned for
the Curtis Institute of Music in Philadelphia, one of the most prestigious con-
servatories in the world.

They rejected her.

Eunice believed the rejection was racially motivated, and the evidence
supported her belief. It broke her heart and redirected her life entirely, because
she had not planned to be a popular musician. She had planned to change the
classical world from the inside. What she became instead was something no
institution could have trained her to be; a voice so completely itself that it
defied every category anyone tried to place it in. She was not jazz, not blues,
not classical, not pop. She was Nina Simone, a name she invented to protect her
identity when she began playing in Atlantic City clubs to support herself, and it
fit her the way names only fit when they have been chosen rather than assigned.

She recorded her first album in 1958 and the world heard something it
had never heard before. Her voice moved between tenderness and ferocity
without warning. Her piano playing carried the precision of classical training
and thesoul of someone who had lived inside both pain and joy and refused
to keep either one at a polite distance. Audiences did not simply enjoy Nina
Simone. They were undone by her. She walked into rooms and transformed
their temperature, left people unable to explain exactly what had happened to
them, only knowing that something had.

Anything human can be felt through music, she said, which means that there
is no limit to the creating that can be done with music. She proved this every
time she sat at a piano, moving between Bach, gospel, civil rights anthems,
and torch songs within a single performance, taking audiences somewhere they
had not expected to go and leaving them permanently altered.

Simone became the voice of the civil rights movement not because she
planned to but because she could not stay silent when the world demanded it.
After the bombing of the 16th Street Baptist Church in Birmingham in 1963,
which killed four young girls, she wrote Mississippi Goddam in an hour, a song
of such concentrated fury and grief that it changed the nature of protest music
permanently. She performed it at Carnegie Hall and the audience sat in stunned,
silence before the room erupted. It was censored on radio stations across the
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American South. Record labels returned copies to her promoters broken in
half. She kept singing it anyway. She wrote To Be Young, Gifted and Black
as an anthem for every person who had ever been made to feel that their gifts
were less valuable because of who they were. She sang it on stages around the
world and watched people weep, rise, and recognize themselves in the words.

What kept me sane, she said, was knowing that things would change, and
it was a question of keeping myself together until they did.

The music industry was not always kind to her. Radio stations blacklisted
her for her activism. Television appearances dried up. She faced financial
exploitation, personal heartbreak, and periods of profound difficulty that would
have silenced someone less determined. She lived in Liberia for a time, then
Switzerland, then France, moving through the world in search of the peace
that America had not yet found the generosity to give her. And through all of
it, across every country and every stage and every difficult decade, she played.
She sang. She refused to be anything other than exactly what she was.

You can't help it, she said. An artist’s duty, as far as I'm concerned, is to
reflect the times. She reflected her times with a clarity and a courage that made
her contemporaries look away and made her audiences lean in closer.

What never wavered across all of it, through the rejection and the black-
listing and the exile and the heartbreak, was the music itself. It could not be
legislated-away or commercially managed or silenced by any institution that
tried. Every decade of her life she sat down at the piano and played exactly
what she needed to play, spoke exactly what she needed to say, and refused
with. complete conviction to become a smaller or safer or more manageable
version of what she was. That refusal was not defiance for its own sake. It was
devotion. Devotion to the truth that lived inside her and that she understood,
from the very first recital at twelve years old, was more important than anyone’s
comfort, including her own.

Nina Simone passed away on April 21, 2003, in Carry-le-Rouet, France, at
the age of seventy. She left behind a body of work so alive and so completely
hers that it continues to find new listeners every day, continues to walk into
rooms and change their temperature, continues to give every person who hears
it the particular feeling of being truly seen by someone who has been where
they have been and chose to come out singing.

The music that lives inside you cannot be dimmed by rejection or betrayal
or a system that cannot see what you are. It simply waits, patient and luminous,
for the moment you stop asking permission and set it free. Nina Simone showed
humanity, what is inside you is always available. It requires only the one thing
that we be, without reservation, extraordinary in life.
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CAROL DaLy

“Your value and worth are not in question. Unless your past programmed
you to question it.”’

My hope for humanity is that you uncover the lies of your past program-
ming, which hide your deeper truth: your value and worth are inherent
in your being, not in your doing. Fortunately, once you discover your true
worth, the stories of the past lose their power over you. May you be Ignited
on your journey of Becoming!

Lies UNcoVERED, TRUTH REVEALED

I like to say that my story started thirty years ago, but I now know it started at
the very beginning. In my thirties, I wondered if my ‘beginning’ started before
my birth. I asked myself: Was my beginning before I came to this life when I
agreed to the experiences of growth and expansion? Or was my beginning at
birth when I came into a troubled family—full of anger, alcohol, and dysfunc-
tion? Now, in my sixties, I know these two are one and the same.

It was 1994, more than three decades ago, and my mother gave us all quite
a scare with a cancer diagnosis. It was devastating news on two accounts:
My father had died when I was only 9 years old, leaving me with a feeling
of abandonment that I was still carrying around. The men in my life played
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out the same pattern and abandoned me again and again, much to my dismay.
I was always afraid I wasn’t good enough. It was my fault. Something was
wrong with me.

There I was, my mom struck with cancer, and me afraid she was going to
die. Facing mortality as an adult triggered me back to my 9-year-old self. I
was frightened, paralyzed, and, at the same time, driven into action to stave
off the feelings of helplessness coursing through my body. I had intense urges
to do something, anything to make it better. I just wanted to make it go away.
I needed to save her.

My whole life, I was always trying to do the ‘right thing.” My mind was
trying to figure out the best way to do this, that, and everything: the best way
to tidy my desk, have a perfect conversation, and be as likable as possible.
Driven by a debilitating fear that [ wasn’t good enough, I was terrified, trying
to be who I thought others wanted me to be. With all the noise in my head, I
had very little joy, calm, or confidence.

Except in cooking. I love cooking. It brings me back to my mom, which
brings me joy. I learned a lot from that Nebraska farm girl: delicate pie crusts,
baking powder biscuits, and cornbread that only had one teaspoon of sugar
(growing up on.the farm, you had to buy sugar, so you used very little). And
gravy—the best gravies, homemade egg noodles, and cornbread stuffing. My
mom taught me how to make all the best meals.

Now, with her cancer diagnosis, all I could think of was she might... die. I
was so-afraid that I would be abandoned once again.

Every day after work, driving an hour to see her in the hospital gave me more
time than I wanted for my mind to wander in its thoughts. I tried desperately
to block out all the thoughts and #not think about her dying. Lost in my worry
was when I heard it: a voice with a clear tone and conviction. It spoke directly
from the very center of my head... LOUD AND CLEAR:

1 don t want to die like my Mother, having missed living my life’s purpose.

The message hit me clear to the heart: a new directive. I never thought of
my future as needing a purpose or deeper meaning. [ had never thought of my
mother as having missed living Aer life’s purpose. But she did, and suddenly,
I could see that even though she gave her very best, she never was allowed to
dream. She was trapped in a world of conformity and limitations. Thinking of
her life made me realize | had never thought about the purpose of life in gen-
eral, let alone having a life purpose of my own. I had no idea how to find the
meaning of my life. Now, constantly running in the background, my thoughts
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were: What's my life’s purpose? What is a life purpose? Deep in my gut, I had
an uneasy feeling. How do I find it? Where do I look?

With these questions on repeat in my head, I continued to see my mom
during her long recovery. I started going to church and attending a group for
spiritual singles. I found my tribe and my group and began finding myself.
I felt lighter, some relief, ease, and a sense of belonging. Months passed,
and the quest to find my life’s purpose remained there. Although things
were settling down, this need for a deeper understanding was churning in
the background.

Then, one morning, I sat up and looked over at the trifold brochure on my
bedside table with the title Are You Looking for Your Life s Purpose? staring
at me. I had no idea how long it had been sitting there. I didn’t even remem-
ber setting it there. My eyes locked on it as my hand picked it up. As I read
it, my heart was full of relief and anticipation, saying a strong YES to what it
described. I called the number on the brochure immediately because I knew
this was my path, quest, and journey to find my life’s purpose.

The program was the deepest dive 1I’d ever taken: discovering things about
myself, my hidden dreams, and my desires. It all happened very quickly. I
was getting settled in on a soft, comfortable couch, ready for my first guided
hypnosis session. A wonderful light poured in through the windows. I felt safe,
as if I was-wrapped in a cocoon. I floated inside that moment between being
awake and falling asleep, that warm, blank space. Then, at the end of the ses-
sion, witha feeling of sheer peace and deep knowing, I watched myself sit up,
translucent-looking, to tell the new Truth I had found LOUD AND CLEAR:

’

“My life’s purpose is to allow the light in others to shine.’

Everything was aligned and congruent inside of me: a deep silence and
knowing it was my path, my truth. With the answers revealed, the questions
were no longer calling me; this new knowing was a permanent part of me. A
greater light shone within me, a light that had been shadowed by all the pro-
gramming of my past.

With this deep desire to help others, I took multiple courses. I learned Tran-
spersonal Hypnotherapy, Empowerment Circles, Rapid Eye Technology, and
many more processes to release people from the shrouds that cloaked them.
I found myself absorbed in helping others. I started my own business to free
people from their past programming and help them step into a more fulfilling
life. This is how I discovered that I have to allow my light to shine in order to
truly help everyone else.
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I needed to heal the lifelong pattern of feeling and being abandoned by others.
I needed to continue to find the crux of being afraid I'm not good enough, the
shame, the feelings of lack, constant patterns of worry and insecurity, and the
fear of being judged, unworthy, and powerless. Although my abandonment
issues were resolved very quickly, the core issue of I’'m not good enough still
spoke up far too loudly in my head. Over the years, I kept applying my teach-
ings, and through healing, my self-esteem increased.

As I worked through my limitations and utilized my training, my clients
and I healed relationship issues, overcame limiting beliefs, changed patterns,
formed new habits, and learned productive ways of showing up and leading
happier and healthier lives. Everything was good for many years. But then it
came again: my light wasn’t glowing as bright, and it wasn’t warming my heart
like it used to. Something was still missing.

Keeping busy, I neglected the feelings of offering more and being of service
to others by focusing on my family’s needs. My mind was empty of purpose
as [ walked across my office, distracted by the demands of the day. Suddenly,
I heard that same voice LOUD AND CLEAR:

“I could live another 60 years, and I'm not having enough fun,
happiness, and fulfillment in my life... or work.”

The thought of living decades, not feeling fulfilled, filled my heart with
dread. T'didn’t want to feel empty forever. Life is worth so much more than
succumbing to the rut of unfulfilling patterns. I felt the ache for something more.
Just like before, the voice didn’t go away. I needed to figure out what I wanted
and what wanted to come through me. | wanted to contribute in new and more
impactful ways, allowing the light to shine in ways that would illuminate others.

With great conviction in my heart, I waited patiently as Divine Timing took
over, not Carol’s timing. My husband and I moved to the mountains (beautiful
home, trees, rest, renew), my mother went into hospice (travel, care, concern,
details, and letting go), and immediately my mother-in-law became ill and
passed on ten months later (more care, concern, details, and letting go).

January 2020 was finally my time to figure out what I wanted to do! In Feb-
ruary 2020, the global lockdowns began. Going inward served a new purpose.
I went from trying to figure out what I wanted to do to discovering more about
myself, my needs, my wants and desires, and what brings me inner fulfillment.
I took many training courses and loved them all. My personal growth increased
by leaps and bounds, my intuition grew stronger, and my knowledge and skills
expanded mentally and spiritually.
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During one very special training session, Divine Timing brought together
all of my looming questions about life, worth, meaning, and purpose. It was
an incredibly hot summer, and I was sitting in my office in the mountains of
California on a live training call. We had broken out into small groups. I was
in awe of the other women on the call, who were already master coaches. It
struck me that I was just like them, a master coach who was also honing her
skills. We returned to the main group. On impulse, I raised my hand to share
my experience of “I am good enough.” I was selected to be coached out of the
hundreds of people attending. During that coaching, I had a total mind-body
experience of my inherent value and worth. All my life, I had thought that I
was wrong, bad, or not good enough and that any shortcoming was my fault.
I had been assigning guilt and blame to myself for just about everything. And
that simply wasn’t true: all of those beliefs were undoubtedly lies. My brain
felt like it was reshaping itself as I took on a NEW TRUTH:

“My Value and Worth are non-negotiable. My Value and Worth are Inherent
in my Being, in my very existence.”

I may have skills and capacities I am good at and others that [ am learning
and developing, but nowhere in my learning, developing, growth, and imper-
fection am I wrong, bad, less than, or to blame. Embracing this truth, I felt
such freedom from all my past programming! Freedom to be me, to discover
me, seeing my strengths and growth as gifts, talents, and skills to explore. My
doing is not my worth; my being is.

I’'m living purposefully on a mission to Ignite Humanity to help people know
their full value and worth. More easygoing, kinder, and compassionate with
myself, I enjoy life and my life’s work to a far greater extent. Before owning
my value and worth, when someone saw me or even complimented me, I’d
deflect their comment, racking my mind about why their words couldn’t be
true, or I’d feel uncomfortable and want to shy away. A few months after step-
ping into my new truth, my dear friend Lynn called to share an insight she had
about me. I felt completely different this time: my body rang with recognition,
truth, and receptivity!

As she said, “This morning I saw how you are making the world a better
place and changing Human Consciousness,” a smile lit up my face and flooded
into a whole body smile. I was living my Life Purpose: allowing the light to
shine in myself, others, and humanity! Each person has their way of expressing
the deeper truth of their being. Some are here to Ignite lives and awaken com-
passion on the planet, while others are Igniting Humanity within governmental
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realms. Others choose to Ignite through creative endeavors or live each day
bringing kindness, hope, and peace to the world. What I know is each one of
us has a purpose and mission that ultimately ignites consciousness.

Purpose has shown me how to uncover personal ‘untruths’, the lies: we
are wrong, we are to blame, we are not enough, we are not worthy, and we are
separate from our power and strength. Perhaps, like me, you were programmed
to confuse the doing of life: the skills and capacities coupled with the thinking
that compares, judges, and reprimands us, even mistreats us, with our Being of
life: our inherent value and worth. From the beginning, our minds take in and
believe the untruths and lies they are showered with from parents and society.
I invite you to join me on the path of discovering your New Truth: a journey
of undoing what was and becoming aware of what truly is: The New Truth of
Your Being. May you be Ignited on your journey of Becoming!

I Can See Your Greatness

1 can see your greatness.
I can see the path.
1 can see the way out of the dilemma.
Lcan see your greatness, brilliance, capacity, and genius.
I also see the untruths, the lies:
Not good enough, invisible, failure, always alone,
that “something” holding you back.
It’s a nagging thought, a feeling.
Always under the surface, making us try to achieve more
in an attempt to stop us in our tracks.
Itell you, it’s a lie —
a belief or mistaken assumption
that you are inherently to blame, the cause, at fault.
Your value and worth are not in question.
Unless your past programmed you to question it.

Written by Carol Daly
IGNITE ACTION STEPS
1. Spark a purpose-driven meaning in your life: read Ignite Your Pur-

pose, where you will find a complete workbook to discover your unique
purpose waiting to be revealed and powerful stories to inspire you.
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2. Writing prompts that nurture higher levels of consciousness. Fill in
the blanks and use each answer as the focal point of the next prompt.
An old feeling that keeps holding me back is (e.g. I'm not good

enough)

How I would rather feel other than (e.g., I'm not good enough)
(e.g. I am good enough)

Using the previous answer, ask, “What would a feeling (e.g:, L am
good enough) give me that’s positive? (e.g. “relief”)

Now, ask yourself six more times using the previous answer.
What would a feeling of “relief” give me? (e.g. a sense of “freedom”)

What would a feeling of “freedom” give me? (e.g.“confidence”)

What would a feeling of “confidence” give me?

Doing this six times will retrain your brain to discover what you truly desire
and help you move in that direction. From this new state, take action to start
creating that possibility. Write down your actions, including when and where
you’ll begin.

3. Journey to your deeper truth. Take a moment to breathe, then ask, “If
I am a Human Being and not a human doing, what is in my heart that
wants to be expressed?” Then listen!

Carol Daly, CHT, MRET — United States of America
Women-Centered Coach, Hypnotherapist, Rapid Eye Practitioner,
Intuitive Guide, Speaker, Author
www.caroldaly.com
€ carol.daly. 96155
B carolsdaly
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“Knowledge of the selfis the mother of all knowledge.’

Somewhere inside you, beneath everything the world has told you about
who you are and what you are worth, there is a truth that has never
changed. You have always been enough. You have always been whole. This
story is a reminder.

THE PROPHET WHO LooOKED WITHIN

There is a book that has never gone out of print.

It was first published in 1923 by a Lebanese-American writer working in
a small New York studio he called the Hermitage. It is slim, barely 100 pages,
and it contains no plot, no characters in the traditional sense, and no story in
any form the literary world had seen before. It is simply a series of meditations,
offered by a prophet named Almustafa on the day he is to leave the city he has
lived in for 12 years, on the subjects that matter most to human beings: love,
work, joy, sorrow, children, freedom, death, and the self. It has been translated
into more than 100 languages. It has sold over 100 million copies. It has been
read at more weddings, funerals, and bedsides than almost any other book in
existence. People who have never heard of Kahlil Gibran have nonetheless
been moved by his words without knowing whose they were.
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The reason is simple. He was not writing about ideas. He was writing about
what every human being already knows and has always known, the truths that
live beneath the noise of daily life, beneath the programming, the performance,
and the accumulated weight of other people’s opinions about who we are and
what we are worth. He was writing about the self that exists before the world
gets to it.

Kahlil Gibran was born on January 6, 1883, in the mountain village of
Bsharri in what is now Lebanon. He emigrated to Boston as a child; learned
English by immersing himself in a new world while never letting go of the old
one. Kahlil spent his adult life in New York writing in both Arabic and English,
painting, and corresponding with thousands of readers who wrote to him from
around the world feeling that his words had said something they had always
known but never been able to articulate. He worked on his book, The Prophet,
for more than a decade, returning to it again and again, unable to release it
until it said exactly what he needed it to'say. His publisher nearly rejected it.
Gibran held firm. He understood what he had written even before the world did.

What he had written was a love letter to the human soul. Not the performing
soul, the achieving soul, the soul desperately trying to earn its place. The soul
as it simply is,-inherent, complete, and worthy of its own existence without
justification or proof. You give but little when you give of your possessions, he
wrote. It is when you give of yourself that you truly give. He was speaking to
every person who had ever confused their worth with their output, their value
with their productivity, their right to exist with what they had managed to
accomplish to prove themself.

His Ignite Moment was not the publication of The Prophet. It was the
letter he received, and then the next letter, and the one after that, from readers
around the world who wrote to tell him that his words had found them in their
darkest hour and reminded them of something they had almost forgotten. A
soldier carrying the book through a war. A grieving mother who had read the
passage on children at her son’s funeral. A young woman who had been told
her whole life that she was not enough, who had opened the book at random
and found the line that changed everything. Say not, I have found the truth, he
had written, but rather, I have found a truth. That single line gave permission
to every person who had been handed someone else’s definition of who they
were and told to live by it. You do not have to accept that truth. You are allowed
to find your own.

He wrote about sorrow not as something to be overcome but as something
to be honored. The deeper that sorrow carves into your being, the more joy
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you can contain. He wrote about work not as a means to an end but as love
made visible. He wrote about children not as possessions but as souls passing
through parents on their way to their own becoming. He wrote about death
not as an ending but as a homecoming. Every subject he touched, he touched
with the same underlying conviction: that the human being, in its most essen-
tial nature, is already whole, already enough, already carrying within itself
everything it needs.

[ existed from all eternity, he wrote, and behold, I am here.

That was the truth he spent his life offering to humanity. Not a truth he had
invented or discovered through extraordinary means, but a truth he had uncov-
ered by looking honestly and persistently inward, past the layers of conditioning
and performance and inherited belief, to the place where the self simply is.

Kahlil Gibran died in New York on April 10, 1931, at the age of 48. He left
behind paintings, essays, novels, and correspondence in two languages. He
left behind The Prophet, which, 100 years after its publication, is still being
pressed into the hands of people who need it most, still being read aloud at the
moments that matter most, still finding the people who are ready to remember
what they have always known.

Humanity, Kahlil Gibran showed the world, is not something we earn, per-
form, or prove. It is something we return to, quietly and with great tenderness,
when we finally stop looking outside ourselves for the answer that has been
living inside us all along.

He ignited humanity through a dedication to self-understanding and the
enduring reminder that the light every person is searching for is not somewhere
ahead. It is the light they have been carrying since the very beginning.
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5

“There is no more powerful health influencer in the world than a midlife woman.’

My intention for-you is to finish this chapter feeling something shift, not

just in what you know about exercise, but in who you know yourself to

be. I hope you walk away trusting the signals your body sends you, start-
ing with energy. When you move in a way that’s right for you, you feel

it. What I want for you is the kind of strength that shows up in how you

sleep, how you think, how you carry yourself through your day, and the

quiet knowing that you are leaving a legacy worth following. The woman

who figures this out doesn’t just change her body; she changes her own

future and what’s possible for every woman witnessing her.

UNDENIABLE LESSONS AND LEGACY

I left the house early to beat the heat and traffic. Saturday morning, drivers
were on their way to kids’ events, coffee and grocery runs, not heading to
work, resulting in a calmer flow on the roads. I knew the longer I waited, the
more noise and Arizona heat I would have to deal with. I pulled on my visor,
strapped on my fanny pack, plugged in my best running playlist, and headed
out the door for my training run. Despite having planned the route the night
before, I started having second thoughts.
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The idea of running near the 202 to catch some of the only available shade
as the morning wore on didn’t thrill me. It was hard enough to put in two and a
half hours of running, let alone do it while breathing in fumes from the freeway
as temperatures climbed.

Today’s training was a far cry from the crisp, clean 8,000-ft mountain air in
Boulder, Colorado, where I had cherished the last six years before my sudden
move. Just sleeping at that altitude for so long should make running and biking
at sea level here in the desert easy. I just did what world-class athletes do:
train high and compete low. Although I kept reminding myself of that, I was
terribly confused about why all my training here wasn’t easier. My optimism
was short-lived.

I was severely disappointed.

Training for my eighth Ironman triathlon was like none of the others. I loved
every minute of the first and second ones. Then, each of the next came with
its own unique challenges. The race day itself is a 17-hour event, beginning
with a 2.4-mile open-water swim, a 112-mile bike ride, and ending with a
26.2-mile marathon. Training is long and can include 15 to 20 hours per week
of running, riding, and swimming. It’s a given that anyone except a pro athlete
would have to balance life with six to nine months of training. We have other

humans, roles, and weather to deal with, changing the experience each time.

All of them were hard, but not like this one.

My body didn’t cooperate predictably this time. Not at the altitude where
I had begun my training earlier in the year, and not in the desert valley.
When I should have been getting faster and leaner, I found my midsection
expanding and my body feeling heavier. The first weeks after the move
gave me a rude awakening. Those foundational runs and bike rides I had
done in thin mountain air should have made exercise in the desert valley
feel less intense. Instead, at the beginning of that Saturday morning run, it’s
like I was already out of gas. I felt like when you’ve had the flu for days
and finally get up, going up stairs makes you breathless. I had no reason
for why my body was responding this way; I was in prime condition.

What was going on?

Back in Boulder, I’d been exposed to mold in the house, and it led to
an abrupt move. Both the process and the move were sources of stress I
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somehow summoned the adrenaline to push through. However, this time,
I had nothing left. Even well-fueled, rested, and used to the regular long
training days, I was struggling to find the flow that conditioned runners
like me take for granted.

I stopped to catch my breath and noted the time on my watch: 16 min-
utes. What was going on? I was ready. It wasn't that hot out yet. From
bent over, hands on knees, recovering as if [ had done an interval, I rose
to standing and began walking. I made conscious attempts to slow my
breathing, relax any tense muscles, and begin again. This time, I made it
less than nine minutes before I had to stop jogging. Jogging! This is what
you expect of a beginner.

Out of nowhere, I remembered the words of a friend, “I’ve never been breath-
less like this before.” At a sprint distance triathlon a decade ago, I witnessed my
friend doing exactly what I was doing now: feeling breathless. She’d been an
athlete all her life, in high school, college, and in adulthood. In the run leg of
that short race, she stopped to catch herbreath. Thinking back, it was a mystery
my brain hadn’t been able to solve all these years. Two different women, both
in good condition with along history of fitness and health, responded in a way
that should not have described them. With decades of consistent training, our
bodies were performing like beginners.

I began running 38 years ago, starting with the method of running a little
and walking a little. It was after high school graduation, and after too many
celebratory pieces of cake and cinnamon rolls, I began walking with my mom.
I'was heading into a summer of lifeguarding, my uniform was a swimsuit, and
I wanted to look a little better doing it. When Mom couldn’t go with me, I
began jogging parts of the walk. By the time I left for college, I was hooked:
a full-fledged runner. Since that accidental start, I’ve been doing 6, 7, and 8
miles for leisurely Saturday morning runs. That grew to marathon running,
and then in my 40s, I wanted to try a triathlon. Through it all, I taught fitness
classes, anywhere from three to six classes a week in addition to training. I
did it without any major issues. Okay, maybe a little soreness or stiffness after
long training, but I always had more to give.

Why now, despite no breaks in training, no illness, no lying on the couch
wasting away, could I not do something 1'd been loving for nearly four decades?

It wasn’t just the breathlessness with low levels of exertion that got
my attention. My body wasn’t responding to training in other ways either.
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After long rides, I’d be a zombie the rest of the day. I refer to it as “couch
compensating.” It’s the gauge of whether you’re in your sweet spot for
exercise that strengthens and supports, or if you’ve either overworked or
under-recovered, or both. Experiencing these reactions is your body’s cry
for help. This little wake-up call was my personal testimony that more
exercise is not better. Not only does the wrong dose of exercise fail to
produce the desired effects, but it can also result in the opposite outcome.
Later, I’d find the Universe had a sense of humor about teaching lessons.
Though I was not amused. The leaner, stronger body I’d always enjoyed
during training was nowhere to be seen. I was in a thicker, puffier version
of myself, with a rounder face instead.

The physiology of what my body was going through at my age had
been right under my nose all along. The evidence of stress and toxic load
was right there. The problem was that ['was in the frame, unable to see the
picture. My assumption was that at 56, T had surely escaped the symptoms
of menopause, and these experiences wouldn’t happen to me.

That falsity evaporated.

That difficult Saturday morning run was a wake-up call I had been trying
to ignore. I decided that the goal of finishing the Ironman was more important
than stopping now to mitigate my symptoms, even though I knew I would
struggle with them until it was over.

What I knew to my core is that crossing the finish line and driving my hor-
mones out of balance was worth the risk. Yes, I would hold onto excess weight
and work through undue fatigue, knowing it wouldn’t be the experience I had
imagined. The mental rewards would still outweigh any lingering aftermath
I would have to face.

On that frustrating morning run, bent over on a sidewalk with my hands on
my knees, I got the message that every woman will have a unique experience
from pre- to post-menopause, regardless of her fitness level, positive attitude,
and “good genes.” They can help smooth the way only to a certain extent. Her
body will still find a way to signal her if she needs to pivot. Even with the
experience and science I had, I was still caught off guard when the limitations
came to me. I finally understood.

Stopping my endurance training would have ended the unnecessary physi-
cal stress I’d been putting on my body. Still, there wasn’t any hesitation about
continuing. There was only a crystal clear recognition of the truth for women
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about menopause and aging. The body is a messenger. All of the signals it
sends you in your energy, weight, and daily function are data. Using that data
creates your internal compass. Injuries, illnesses, fatigue, and weight shifts
are a form of internal feedback.They show how current habits influence the
body and its hormone levels.

I realized I had profound internal resistance, physically and mentally, to
habits that had once served me well. Internal resistance is the hardest to process.
External resistance is easier to spot.

Many of the things we’ve been led to believe about aging are not true. If
women were taught anything about menopause, much of it was negative and
lacked strategy. Physicians and trainers, the sources you often seek for support,
often learned little about menopause in medical school or during basic certifi-
cations. Most haven’t had positive examples from grandmothers and mothers
who didn’t exercise to build strength and muscle. Few women had the facts to
understand the benefits of exercise at that time of life. Women going through
menopause today can change the way they, and everyone around them, think
and feel about their physical potential.

You are among the first women knowing you can choose to reverse bone loss
and build muscle in your 8th and 9th decades. Information about safe hormone
choices is available to you for the first time. The legacy you can leave by your
choice of habits can generate a ripple effect on three generations and has the
power to change health history.

Midlife is a pivotal time for women. Life experiences provide wisdom
they couldn’t have until then. Patience, resilience, and insights elevate their
influence. At the same time, their bodies are changing and can significantly
impact the way they age. Women deserve to have science that empowers
them to make choices so they can thrive in the forty percent of their lives
that follow menopause.

No woman can escape hormonal changes during menopause. She can,
however, be more prepared, knowing the choices she has to mitigate them.
Women post-menopause can still do physically hard things and, in fact, may
benefit more from them. My own experience during training doesn’t mean
that endurance exercise is off limits. It does mean there is a need for rest
and recovery, and that beyond menopause will not look the same as it has
previously.

The common messages women have been subjected to and often adopted
include: It’s all downhill from here. I need to lose weight. I want to get back
to a certain size or weight. Women have been encouraged to be skinny, not
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healthy. They’ve traditionally felt invisible at the very time they should feel
invincible. With the wisdom and skillset that only they can have, they deserve
not to shrink but to be seen and heard. A strong physical body is required and
positively contributes to the cognitive skills a woman needs to share her gifts
with the world.

Every woman over 40 should understand her time is now. Physical resilience
gained by challenging your muscles, skeletal system, and cardiovascular system
provides both the inner and outer strength that older women historically haven’t
enjoyed. Muscle is not simply about tone or the often-feared bulk. Muscle is
a cognitive function, a marker of metabolic health, and, for most women, the
source of an inner strength they have never felt before.

When people reach midlife, they often begin to look forward to retirement
with a bucket list. Let’s flip that bucket list and begin living a bucket life. It is
not about the adventure or the experience alone. It is about who we become
on the way to achieving it.

Women influence 85% of all household decisions. That doesn’t just mean
laundry detergent brands or salad dressing choices. It means health and
fitness decisions, and not just hers, but everyone’s. She impacts three gen-
erations, leaving a legacy. Her activity and daily habits empower all those
around her. She makes choices for her and her family’s welfare and often
runs heart-centered businesses that make a difference in the world. That
demands a body that feels and functions at its physical best. Embrace that
exercise is not only a vehicle for physical change, it empowers the impact
you can have on the world.

Legacy goes beyond a woman’s sense of humor or her Thanksgiving
stuffing. It is how she lives and navigates her life. The clearest message
with the greatest impact isn’t always the loudest one. Instead, it is the most
consistent example of being one’s greatest self, witnessed every day. There
is no more powerful health influencer in the world than a midlife woman.
One who is aging in a way that will increase her life span, her life goals, and
her impact on humanity.

Women are influencing change through businesses founded on feminine
wisdom. The world needs more strong women to start businesses that lead
change, foster values, and uplift one another.

To truly Ignite Humanity, be one of those amazing women in every phase
of your life.
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IGNITE ACTION STEPS

* Take something from your bucket list and get it on your calendar.
Start your Bucket Life. You don’t have to know how it will happen, but
often it is the big things that change how you see yourself and who you
are that make the difference. Tiny habits and small steps are wonderful.
However, when there is purpose to the twice-weekly workouts, they
get done with more joy instead of slipping to the back burner when life
gets busy.

+ Investin it. If there’s a registration fee, a flight, or a hotel involved, pay
it, book it. When we pay, we pay attention. If you need a coach, hire them.

* Tell someone your plan. You are the person who matters most, but
telling other people solidifies it for you. When you say it out loud, you
become someone who does it.

Debra Atkinson — United States of America
Speaker, Author, CEO of Voice for Fitness, DBA Flipping 50®
www.flippingfifty.com
www.fitnessmarketingacademy.com
www.debraatkinson.com
8 flipping50ty
| flipping50tv
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ELEANOR ROOSEVELT

“Beautiful young people are accidents of nature, but beautiful
old people are works of art.”

The world has always had opinions about what women of a certain age
are supposed to become. Quieter. Smaller. Less. Eleanor Roosevelt heard
every one of those opinions and responded by becoming the most influen-
tial woman in the world after 50. This story is for every woman who has
been told her best years are behind her and knows, in the deepest part of
herself, that they have not even begun.

THE WoMaN WHo GRew INTO HER PoweRr

Anna Eleanor Roosevelt was born on October 11, 1884, into one of New York’s
most prominent families. She spent her childhood being told, in every possible
way, that she had fallen short of what was expected. Her mother called her
Granny because of her serious, solemn face. Her father, whom she adored,
was charming yet unreliable and largely absent. By the time she was 10, both
parents were dead, and Eleanor was being raised by a grandmother who was
living in her way but had no particular vision for what this quiet, awkward,
earnest girl might become. The world she was born into had a very clear idea
of what women were for, and Eleanor, by societal standards, was not off to a
promising start.
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She married Franklin Delano Roosevelt in 1905, a distant cousin whose
charm and ambition were everything her own temperament was not. She
moved into her mother-in-law’s house. She raised six children. She managed
the social obligations of a rising political wife with careful, joyless efficiency,
doing what was expected of her because she had been doing so since she
was old enough to understand what that meant. For years, the most Eleanor
Roosevelt could be described as dutiful. Nobody would have predicted what
was coming.

Franklin contracted polio in 1921, and everything changed. Eleanor stepped
forward in ways no political wife had done before, keeping his name alive in
Democratic politics during his years of recovery, traveling, speaking, organiz-
ing, and advocating on his behalf and increasingly on her own. When Franklin
was elected President in 1932, Eleanor became First Lady, and she redefined
that role so completely that no one who held it after her could pretend it was
merely ceremonial. She was the first First Lady to hold her own press confer-
ences, open exclusively to women journalists, forcing newspapers around the
country to hire them. She visited coal mines, relief lines, hospitals, and the
places where suffering was most visible and most ignored. She wrote a daily
newspaper column called My Day, read by millions of Americans, in which
she spoke with warmth and conviction about civil rights, international peace,
and the-dignity of ordinary people. She pushed Franklin toward policies that
would never have existed without her voice in the room. For 12 years, as the
longest-serving First Lady in American history, she expanded the role beyond
recognition.

Franklin died in April 1945, and Eleanor Roosevelt, at 61 years old, was
finally, completely, and irreversibly herself.

“I could not at any age be content to take my place in a corner by the fireside
and simply look on, " she said.

Franklin meant it with her entire being.

President Truman appointed her as a delegate to the newly formed United
Nations. She accepted without hesitation. What followed was the most extraor-
dinary chapter of an already extraordinary life. She chaired the UN Commission
on Human Rights and became the principal architect of the Universal Decla-
ration of Human Rights, adopted in 1948, a document that for the first time
in history articulated the rights that belong to every human being simply by
virtue of being human. She negotiated, argued, persuaded, and drafted her way
through 18 months of fierce international debate, navigating Soviet opposition,
Western hesitation, and the profound difficulty of finding language that could
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speak to every culture and every nation on earth. She was 64 years old. She
had never been more powerful. She had never been more herself.

Her triumph was not the White House, the United Nations, or any single
achievement. It was the accumulated understanding, built over decades of
becoming, that a woman does not diminish with age. She deepens. Every loss
she had absorbed, every expectation she had quietly outlasted, or every year she
spent doing what was required had been preparation for exactly this. Probably
the happiest period in life, she wrote, most frequently is in middle age, when
the eager passions of youth are cooled, and the infirmities of age not yet begun.
She wrote those words from the inside of that truth.

She traveled the world, lobbied, challenged, and refused to be retired or be
reduced to a ceremonial role. When people suggested she had done enough,
she looked at them with the particular patience of someone who understood
that ‘enough’ was not a concept that applied to the work of making the world
more humane.

Humanity, Eleanor Roosevelt showed the world, does not peak in youth. It
deepens, expands, and becomes more capable of love the longer it has been
alive and paying attention. The woman who has lived through loss, disappoint-
ment, and the quiet daily work of becoming herself is not diminished by those
experiences. She was made extraordinary by them.

“You must do the thing you think you cannot do, ” she said.

As a woman in her 60s and 70s who was still doing things the world had not
previously imagined a woman of her age could do. She was still doing her life’s
passions when she died on November 7, 1962, at the age of 78: still writing,
advocating, and refusing to acquiesce to anything other than her greatest self.

She Ignited Humanity with a permanent example of what women are capable
of, and the enduring reminder that a woman does not grow old, she blooms. She
grows into her power, her wisdom, and her fullest, most magnificent version
of everything she has always been.
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DiaNA VON WELANETZ
WENTWORTH

“Our consideration.and doubts count for nothing. All that counts is the
action we take.”

My Hope for Humanity is that people realize the immense power of genuine
human connections across perceived boundaries. This can lead to a more
peaceful and united world where fear and prejudice are replaced by empa-
thy and camaraderie. I wish to inspire readers to remember that a single
genuine human connection can spark profound change, both personally
and on a larger scale. I encourage you to recognize your unique power to
Ignite positive transformation throughout the world.

HaNDs OVER HEARTS: A JOURNEY
THAT CHANGED EVERYTHING

The train shudders and groans to a startling stop at a nameless station. Beyond
the frost-laced windows, darkness prevents us from seeing if there is a town
nearby. My eyes widen, and I try not to cringe at the appearance of stern-faced,
uniformed officers looming at our cabin’s doorway. These men, emerging like
specters from a nightmare, fill the cramped doorway with their presence. A
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smile would be an act of defiance, a luxury we can ill afford. I force my features
into a mask of calm, but beneath this veneer, terror courses through my veins.
We know we will be watched from this moment on: our rooms will be bugged,
and we will be accompanied by ‘guides’ (government spies) everywhere we go.

The menacing officer in the doorway embodies my deepest fear, a living
metaphor for the dangerous precipice we are willingly plunging into. Why did I
talk my husband Paul into going on this terrifying mission? Our group s “official
role’is to meet with local Soviet people and open a dialogue with them about
the possibility of peace between the two most powerful nations, superpowers
that have stalled all diplomatic relations.

It was May 1985, and we were traveling into the heart of the United Soviet

Socialist Republic (USSR) as the Cold War raged on. We had joined a group
of eighty actors, artists, and authors whose official role as ‘citizen diplomats’ (a
thin veil of legitimacy) was to engage Soviet citizens in dialogue. The invitation
came following our participation in a highly intense motivational seminar, /mpact,
that met at 6 AM every weekday. There, we learned through our experiences
that when it comes to creating the lives we want to live, our considerations and
doubts count for nothing! All that counts is the action we take!

At the time, our ‘successful’ culinary career was thriving, yet Paul and I
began to feel the call of a different kind of work. We wanted to do something
with real value, something that mattered! We learned at /mpact over the pre-
vious year that when people are encouraged and kept accountable, they can
create miracles.

One afternoon, I came right out and said it to Paul. “I don’t care about being
a superstar chef,” I told him. “What matters is what we’ve just learned: that
gathering together with others to listen to and encourage each other may be
the only thing that #ruly matters.”

A group of television producers had approached us as media personalities
to be part of a documentary to film Americans who despaired about the arms
buildup between the Soviet Union and the United States and to show them
talking with Soviet citizens on the streets about what would be required to end
the Cold War. They had gathered an impressive group of people from various
fields to make the long journeys.

I was eager to go, pulled by a strong sense of living on the edge. Then,
when I learned that many in the group were authors I’d studied and celebrities
I admired, I was even more determined to attend. It included names like actor
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Dennis Weaver, spiritual teacher and yoga icon Swami Satchidananda, futurist
Barabra Marx Hubbard, and the real-life Dr. Patch Adams. I told Paul I had a
strong intuition that the journey could somehow lead to the career move we
were looking for, which had nothing to do with cooking. Paul was skeptical.

Later, a reporter from NBC™ came to our house to interview us about
why we would want to do something so radical — even dangerous — as going
behind the Iron Curtain. Good question. “What if,” we responded, “Russian
and American citizens begin speaking to each other, opening dialogues to
understand each other and resolve conflicts? It may seem hopeless, but it might
begin a new peace process.” Remember, this was 1985 when- all diplomatic
communication had been cut off, and there was a fear of annihilation from the
huge arms buildup on both sides. The reporters and even some of our friends
looked at us as if we were a little mad. The evening before we left, when my
friend Candace called to say goodbye, I began to weep and couldn’t stop.

“What’s going on?” she asked softly.

Words came from deep within me. “T know Paul and I will be forever
changed.”

After arriving on long flights from all over the US, we convened at a hotel
in the Finnish countryside, an hour from Helsinki. Before crossing the border
by rail into Russia, we spent three days being briefed on Soviet protocol. One
of the leaders, Rama Vernon, was a beautiful, visionary woman; founder of the
magazine Yoga Journal; and an expert on conflict resolution who had already
made several trips to Russia. She radiated a strong, maternal quality that com-
forted all of us. A model of receptivity, she taught us to listen deeply to the
people we would meet, to let them pour out all their confusion and concerns.

“Until you do that, there is no room, no space for something new,” she said.

Rama told us, “The best way to meet Soviet citizens is to change your
money into kopeks, get purposely lost on the city subway, and then ask for
directions. You might also go to nightclubs where dancing occurs because
barriers are usually down in that environment. With luck, you will even be
invited into someone’s home.”

Rama said that Russians, like most people worldwide, know at least the
basics of English because they study it intensively in grammar school. Not
surprisingly, the members of our group needed to familiarize themselves with
the Russian language. She taught us a few basic phrases, including “pozhalu-
ista,” a combination of “please” and “you’re welcome.”

Rama told us that we would be watched closely and that our hotel rooms
would be bugged. She added that Soviet citizens were not allowed to gather
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in groups and were always careful not to do things that would get them
noticed. Therefore, we should be careful not to do things that would call
attention to them.

We were soon to be foreigners in a strange culture of suspicious, fearful
people, a closed society, a police state. What was it like to live in that kind of
fear? Did Paul and I have any idea at all? To the Russian people, we Ameri-
cans were the enemy, and the ever-looming possibility of nuclear obliteration
cast us as the nation to be feared. Did we have any slightest concept of how
these people regarded us?

In Leningrad, we were loaded onto sightseeing buses. We viewed a mass
grave of 475,000 people who died of starvation during 900 days of bombing.
One question haunted us as we reboarded the bus. Why are you building up
so many arms against us? In our heads, it was easy to jump to the defense of
international politics, but empathetic understanding, not fact-based contention,
was called for. We needed to listen carefully and acknowledge that it was a
profound issue worthy of our attention and the primary reason for our presence.

Our assignment was to connect with as many people on the street as pos-
sible. Paul and I decided to find our courage and try the subway ploy. Armed
with a blue-and-white, gingham-clad doll, we headed for a Metro entrance.
Riding an escalator down, we saw the station was just as described: spotless
with gleaming chandeliers. The people were polite and reserved. Boarding the
subway car, we saw passengers on two long benches that ran the length of the
car, facing each other across a single, narrow center aisle. We sat down, ready
to be ambassadors of international goodwill.

The few people who’d spoken to us on the streets did so furtively, afraid
to be seen talking to us. Now, no one would even make eye contact. This was
my first deeply felt awareness that we were the outsiders in this very different
culture; we were the foreigners.

Then, a couple with a little girl boarded the train and sat opposite us. We
all exchanged polite smiles but said nothing. The child seemed fascinated by
the doll I held.

Paul said, “This may be our chance. What if we get off at the next stop?
You can give her the doll on the way out.”

The train slowed and halted, and we stood up. Smiling, I held out the doll.
“Pozhaluista!” I said softly. The little girl dove behind her mother’s back. What
now? I wondered if, in my naiveté, [ would create trouble instead of promoting
peace. Looking into the mother’s eyes and thrusting the doll toward her, I again
murmured, “Pozhaluista!”
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She and her husband rose to their feet to face us, regarding us with warm,
welling eyes. They held their hands over their hearts and bowed slightly in the
universally recognized gesture of appreciation and thanks.

“Pozhaluista,” they whispered as we exited the closing subway doors.

With that quiet encounter, everything we’d seen and felt about Russia
abruptly crystallized into a new, irrevocable understanding. When we entered
that subway, we had quite unknowingly regarded Russia as though we were
watching it on television. The reality of what we were experiencing had suddenly
altered. We were two Americans who had come here with the vague idea of
bringing peace to the world. But we were suddenly changed due to a random
encounter in a subway car, learning that differences and distance matter little.
We were fully alive, beautifully and disturbingly, in a real world full of Auman
beings with human feelings.

Paul and I walked silently along the platform. I felt shaken and very moved by
the strange encounter, for it epitomized everything we were there to understand
and explore. People, strangers, who could not essentially communicate with each
other from opposite sides of an enormous cultural gap had nevertheless communi-
cated with perfect, almost incandescent clarity by using the language of the heart.

I wondered how those people would describe us to their family and friends
later. Paul seemed to read my thoughts. He said, “They will call you the
Madonna of the Metro.”

Experiencing the humanity of the Russian people, who we considered
strangers, in this way was astonishing. Behind the despair and hopelessness
were open, passionate, and very vulnerable individuals, the opposite of the cold
and humorless depictions in the cartoons we’d grown up with.

Our group attended Moscow’s large Baptist church the day before we began
our long journey home. There, we had the most remarkable experience of our
entire Russian journey. Religion in Russia was, at best, controversial. It was
tolerated but not encouraged. The people who attended church regularly were
mostly elderly babushkas, grandmothers who had seen too much wartime pain
and lost too many loved ones to care about their safety.

We were not prepared for the hostility and suspicion toward us as we intruded
on their religious observance. As the service was about to begin, all eighty of
us climbed up a creaky winding staircase into the balcony. Our ascent took a
long time, and finally, awkwardly, we found places in the ancient wooden pews.

“Today,” said the pastor, “we have a guest speaker from America. The people
in the pews above are Amerikanski, who have come on a mission of citizen
diplomacy, to be a presence of peace between our two countries.”
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Swami Satchidananda, a great spiritual leader, walked forward and began
speaking to the congregation through an interpreter. The citizens looked up
and became even more open and curious.

He spoke of the hope that our countries would learn to resolve conflict
without using arms. “Our governments are both saying that disarmament will
lead to the loss of jobs. I would ask the governments, ‘Should we agitate for
crime so policemen won’t be out of work?’”” He continued in a talk that ranged
from expressing his belief that we must all hold a vision of peace in our hearts
to his certainty that compassion could become an international language. Could
anything be done when the terrible armaments and enormous.economic forces
of the superpowers were poised for war? Could everyday people, such as
those who were in this congregation, have any impact on this perilous world
situation? He believed people with passion, commitment, and energy could
accomplish anything at all. He closed by noting that change comes by drops,
but drops make an ocean.

The sense that we all somehow represented the possibility of a peaceful
world permeated the sanctuary. Every person on the balcony, as well as those
in the pews below, was in tears. I saw eyes glistening and shirtsleeves furtively
raised to the faces of the very few hardened old men and old women openly
wiping tears from their eyes. The women in the congregation, some nearly
toothless, smiled broadly, waved, and blew kisses at us.

As we slowly worked our way out, an old woman took one end of Paul’s
lavender scarf and gently reached up to his face to wipe his eyes. In one smooth
motion and without even a moment for thought, he lifted the scarf from around
his neck and put it gently around hers, presenting a gift. She nodded, eyes
closed, and touched her hand to his heart. It was at that moment I realized that
through our actions we are shining mirrors to each other.

We did return from the Soviet Union forever changed. Friends phoned to
find out what we’d done there, but we had no words to express all we’d seen
and felt. Nothing would ever again seem the same. We felt raw but curious.
We kept asking what unique skills we could use to make a difference. We knew
the influence and effectiveness of creating heart-centered connections. What
could happen if we hosted a meeting every week and had an impactful speaker
on human potential?

We started a power breakfast called the /nside Edge a few months later. We
invited people who went with us to the USSR and charismatic people, like Jack
Canfield, who inspired others. This was the 80s, and there was no internet, yet
quickly, there was a tremendous response by word of mouth. We magnetized
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upcoming thought leaders, like Louise Hay, Dr. Susan Jeffers, Mark Victor
Hansen, and Dr. Barbara DeAngelis, and shared resources. It launched the
careers of many household names and projects, like the Chicken Soup for the
Soul series. We were so proud to be facilitators of the immense power of deep
human connections and witnesses to what happens when we step out onto the
edge of our human potential.

I was reminded of the immense power of genuine human connections across
perceived boundaries. Our seemingly small actions had far-reaching conse-
quences, leading to a more peaceful, understanding, and united world.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS
Lessons for the Soul:

* Within each of us lies a wellspring of potential waiting to be tapped.
Listen deeply, with compassion-and empathy, to forge connections that
transcend age, background, and circumstance.

* Never underestimate the ripple effect of a single act of kindness or
courage. The tiniest pebble can create waves that reach distant shores.

» Embrace the unknown. Step boldly out of your comfort zone, reaching
out to those you once considered different or even enemies. In the tap-
estry of humanity, every thread is vital.

Diana von Welanetz Wentworth — United States of America
www.DianaWentworth.com
€ Diana Wentworth
diana.w.wentworth
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HELEN KELLER

“The best and most beautiful things.in the world cannot be seen or even
touched. They must be felt with the heart.”

The most powerful connections between human beings have never required
a common language, shared history, or the ability to see or hear. They
require only the willingness to reach toward another person with intention.
Helen Keller knew this more completely than anyone, because she had lived
inside the silence and the darkness and discovered that what connects us
runs deeper than any of our senses can reach. It runs straight to the heart.

WHAT THE HEART ALREADY KNOWS

There is a moment in the life of Helen Keller that stops everyone who hears it.
She is 6 years old, standing at a water pump in Tuscumbia, Alabama, wild
and unreachable, locked inside a world with no language and no way to connect
to anyone in it. Her teacher, Anne Sullivan, places her hand under the running
water and spells W-A-T-E-R into her palm, again and again, until something
cracks open in the child. The word and the thing become one. At this moment,
Helen understood for the first time that everything has a name, language exists,
the world she had been sealed inside had a door, and the door had just opened.
She spent the rest of her life walking through it.



140 / HeLEN KELLER

Helen Adams Keller was born on June 27, 1880, in Tuscumbia, Alabama,
into a family of warmth and modest comfort. She was a bright and responsive
baby who began speaking at 6 months old. At 19 months, an illness, likely
scarlet fever or meningitis, took her sight and her hearing, and the world went
dark and silent. The child who remained was intelligent, fierce, and completely
cut off, communicating only through primitive signs she invented herself that
were understood only by her family and the family cook. By the time she was
6, she had become what those around her described as unmanageable, a wild
and frustrated creature who raged against the walls of her isolation because
she sensed, without being able to articulate it, that there was.more; something
was out there that she could not reach.

Anne Sullivan arrived in March 1887 and changed everything. She was 20
years old, partially sighted herself, trained at the Perkins School for the Blind,
and possessed a patience and determination that matched Helen’s own. The
water pump moment came within weeks: What followed was one of the most
extraordinary educational partnerships in human history, a teacher and a student
who were in many ways mirtors of each other: both fierce, both brilliant, and
both absolutely unwilling to accept the limits the world had placed on them.

Helen learned finger spelling, then Braille, then to read and write, and even-
tually to speak. She enrolled at the Perkins School, then the Cambridge School
for Young Ladies, then Radcliffe College, where she graduated cum laude in
1904 and became the first deaf-blind person in history to earn a Bachelor of Arts
degree. She wrote 14 books. She gave hundreds of speeches. She traveled to 35
countries. She met every American president from Grover Cleveland to Lyndon
Johnson. She co-founded the American Civil Liberties Union. She campaigned
for women’s suffrage, workers’ rights, racial equality, world peace, the rights of
people with disabilities, and for every cause that touched the dignity of human
beings who had been told their limitations defined them.

“Every one of us is blind and deaf,” she said.
“Until our eyes are opened to our fellowmen, until our ears hear the voice
of humanity.”

She said this as someone who had been literally blind and deaf and who
understood, from the inside of that experience, that the barriers most people
carry are not physical at all. They are the barriers of assumption, fear, and
the comfortable habit of seeing only what we expect to see and hearing only
what confirms what we already believe. The moment those barriers dissolve,
the moment one human being genuinely reaches toward another and means it,
something shifts that cannot be unshifted.

IGNITE HUMANITY /141

Her life-changing moment happened at the water pump, but her life’s work
unfolded for decades as proof. She spent 87 years demonstrating that connection
is not prevented by darkness, silence, distance, difference, or the vast social
scrutiny that tells us certain people are our enemies.

“I do not want the peace which passeth understanding,” she said.
“I want the understanding which bringeth peace.”

Understanding, she had learned, arrives not through argument or ideology
but through the simple, radical act of reaching toward another human being
and staying present long enough to feel what is actually there.

“Alone we can do so little,” she said.
“Together we can do so much.”

Helen Keller passed away on June 1, 1968, in her sleep at her home in Con-
necticut, two weeks before her 88th birthday. She had spent 86 years proving
that the most important things in human life cannot be seen or touched, only
felt, only known in the moment two hearts recognize each other across whatever
distance has been placed between them.

What Helen Keller gave humanity was not a story of overcoming. It was
something greater and more endearing than that. It was the gift, which lived
in every corner of her extraordinary life, that the deepest form of human con-
nection requires a shared language of people willing to be fully present, and
the understanding that in that moment, every distance collapses, every wall
dissolves, and what remains is simply the truth that we are a// capable of
becoming our greatest selves.
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“It’s impossible to be wealthy without being of service.’

My hope for humanity is for us to experience sufficiency — because it’s the
most magical key to true wealth, health, joy, peace, prosperity, and having
a positive impact on the world.

FrRoM ScaRrcITY TO SUFFICIENCY TO ABUNDANCE

Do you ever get that feeling in the pit of your stomach when it looks like you
don 't have enough? Do you have a sense of not having enough time? Love?
Resources? Medicines? or nutritious food to help you stay healthy? Does
money, wealth, beautiful things, and the ability to afford what you desire seem
elusive and out of reach?

Is there a nagging feeling that there just isn’t enough... of everything?

I have been working on myself for nearly fifty years, and this is one of the
most frustrating experiences I’ve seen, watching people who are so committed
to improving the world but not working on themselves. They are taught to covet
wealth without the understanding that they are like fish in water, afraid the vast
ocean is not enough. We are surrounded by scarcity. Financial, educational,
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government, health, pharmaceutical, and all systems that matter to the general
population are based on scarcity. Scarcity was defined and instilled in the world
by the Malthusian Theory of Economics, which was created by a man born in
1766! The scarcity of resources was true then. Yet, it became obsolete in the
early 70s due to many advancements and systems and still runs the world today.

Most people think scarcity is related to money. In reality, it affects every
area of our lives.

That shared belief was exactly how I started my young life. Feeling like
I didn’t have enough. And I wasn’t the only one feeling that way, so I felt
‘normal.’ It wasn’t until I had a tremendous experience of loss—the loss of my
fiance a month before our wedding—the miscarriage of two babies. The loss
of an additional thirteen friends during my young years of 18- 21 years old is
when I experienced that there wasn’t enough money or resources to bring any
of them back and that there was something inherently wrong that I needed to
expose. Thus, my journey had begun without me realizing it. It wasn’t until a
few years later that I had my enlightenment experience at the age of twenty-six,
which led me to the work I have been doing for nearly five decades: life mastery.

My deep desire to understand more about this area led me to learn that our
minds are wired with ‘scarcity’ and activate our human ‘survival instinct.”
don’t know if you know this distinction; I wasn’t. The mind must always have
the big picture first to understand the situation. I started to ask myself, What
if something so intrinsic could be ‘upgraded’ in our mental and vibrational
operating system that would transform our world?

Most of us don’t understand how deeply scarcity has invaded our conscious-
ness. For instance, it never made sense to me when I’d meet some millionaires
who had such a sense of lack, and their ‘hungry dog’ mentality would drive
them to steal, connive, manipulate, and con their closest friends, associates,
and even family members for more money! You see it often in the headlines;
some even kill for money.

Having been an official court reporter in the Los Angeles criminal court
system before my enlightenment experience, | had a front-row seat to watching
what people were willing to do for money. My subconscious thought, “Will I
end up being that way?” No wonder I was so resistant to being wealthy when
I was young!

I had thought that when you became a billionaire, you’d be the happiest
person on the planet. The 40th annual Forbes list of the world’s billionaires
found a record 3,428 billionaires with a total net worth of $20.1 trillion in
2026. We should be more generous with that number since Asian and Middle
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Eastern ‘squillionaires’ don’t like being on lists, so that number is even higher.
Despite outrageous riches, I have only seen a small minortity of billionaires
living purposefully and in happiness with such tremendous wealth. So many
extremely wealthy people I know have a high level of mistrust and fear of
losing their riches and being ‘stabbed in the back’ by those closest to them.
Their ‘true north’is still scarcity.

Yet, like many, I thought rich people were special. That God blessed them.
I have had the opportunity to meet and support many who lost their riches
and felt that they were ‘out of favor from God’ and no longer blessed. Many
have a very unconscious yet real feeling, including myself, when our identity
is attached to what we have. And then I realized that no one is immune to the
scarcity mindset.” An Ignite Moment pivoted my life to what itis today. This
was not an easy transition to make. I want you to understand that I had it all,
yet [ was steeped in scarcity. This was before my enlightenment experience in
Hanalei Bay, Hawaii, at the young age of twenty-six.

I was sunning on a beautiful yacht; looking at ‘the wettest spot on earth.’
I was admiring the wondrous mountains. My gorgeous boyfriend Bob was
cleaning the yacht. My roommate, Suzie, was also sunbathing, and I glanced
at both of them. They were so beautiful. Gorgeous hearts. I looked at the
shimmering midday Hawaiian waters. That blueish out-of-this-world color
that comes up at certain hours, my heart opened, and I was one with all... 1
literally ‘left my body.’ I thought that I was dying. I was reviewing my young
life. Particularly the traumas that I had experienced. It was very painful, and
then I'was ‘out in space.’ | was in bliss. I felt God. I sensed the message in
every part of my being: “I did not put you on this earth to be a ‘party girl’'—
you have a job to do!” And then I came back into my body. It was painful. I
thought I was having a heart attack because my heart chakra had opened up
after eight years of pure hell from the losses and my experiences as an officer
of the criminal court system. I screamed. Bob and Suzie came to my side and
wondered what was happening. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t talk. I cried for
hours, and when I was finally calmed. I was forever transformed. I had been
directed to look for my true ‘job.’

I had no idea what such a message meant. Within six weeks, I attended
the first human potential program called EST. I met the world-renewed futur-
ist Buckminster Fuller a few months later, and a year later, I attended the
inaugural Burklyn Business School for Entrepreneurs—the first of its kind,
and the rest is history. Promoting sufficiency became ‘my job’ became ‘my
job’ to this day.

3
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I always like to quote one of my favorite people in the world, Lynne Twist

of the famous The Soul of Money book—her quote of sufficiency is magnificent:

“When you let go of trying to get more of what you don t really need, it frees up

oceans of energy to make a difference with what you have. When you make a
difference with what you have, it expands.”

I like to say, “Practicing sufficiency is one of the toughest disciplines...
and yet, one with extraordinary results!” That’s why my mission is still as true
today as it was when [ was 27 years old: the need to transform the educational,
supply chain, community, and family systems around the world to teach tools,
principles, and distinctions to create a new environment based on sufficiency.

In a deep desire to have sufficiency and truly Ignite humanity, I had to ask
myself the following questions: How do we Ignite within you those aspects of
ourselves that will guide you to experiences that are best for all? What will
bring each one of us prosperity and success? How does sufficiency support
our loved ones, regardless of whether we have money or not?

That constant fear of loss, being ‘disingenuous,’ a ‘fraud,’ of ‘being caught’
that many of us have will begin to subside as we move your consciousness
to recognize and appreciate the sufficiency that we all truly have access to
on a daily basis—even from moment to moment! I began to experience
sufficiency when I started being grateful for the smallest things. I started
askingmyself, What if I started becoming more content with what I already
have? What if I knew abundance was all around me and wealth was in every
interaction? What would life be like if everyone I connected to lived from
such a place of sufficiency—and that each one of us would finally, at the
core of our being, know that we all truly live in an abundant Universe that
has only been obscured by the environment of scarcity that exists in every
area of most people’s lives?

I was in my sixties when I discovered that I had a scarcity of romantic
love... Not love itself because I am so loved by many (and I love so many,
t0o)... but a good friend pointed out that I had a scarcity of romantic love. 1
wasn’t allowing myself to experience life with a true love partner. When I had
that realization, I went to work... It didn’t take long to attract into my life the
man I now share my life with, someone who is so well-suited for my spiritually
enriched lifestyle and aligns with my values, purpose, and missions. Scarcity
is the pre-coded conditioning that can morph in the strangest way!

Sufficiency comes from the constant discipline that there is enough. There’s
enough for you, your family, co-workers, team, classmates, neighbors, com-
munity, and all of Humanity. Once you begin to make that shift, you become
that ‘trimtab’ (the small piece of a rudder that controls the direction a ship
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will take) in your sphere of influence. You are ‘the trimtab’ that will begin to
change your environment and trajectory.

Allow yourself the magic of sufficiency. Allow for the possibility that your
life is an experiment (as Bucky Fuller taught) that will prove to you and others
that a well-lived life is imbued with the essence of sufficiency. That there is
enough. You will prove by the results in your life that you had access to many
more resources than you could ever imagine. With a sufficiency mindset, if you
don’t have the resources, you will look for them and find them because every
human being is a creative genius. With such a mindset, you will be-inherently
innovative, imaginative, and resourceful, producing the opportunities needed
to succeed.

The core of scarcity comes from being educated in an antiquated educational
system that was created during the Agrarian Age when it was true that there
weren’t enough resources to take care of everyone. The system was designed
to fit the farming task schedule that children needed help with. How many of
you are farmers and need your children to take summers off to help on your
Jfarm so the family can survive? If you didn’t work the farm, you didn’t eat.
If you didn’t have enough resources to exchange with your neighbors who
needed your vegetables, fruits, poultry, or animal meat, there were no govern-
ment subsidies to take you through the lean times. There was no money as we
know it today. That’s the environment of scarcity from which human beings
globally still function.

The world then evolved into the Industrial Age, the Information Age, and
now.the Technology Age; some call it the ‘Consciousness Age —the label is still
a work in progress. We now have more than enough resources, technologies,
and ingenuity to live comfortably, create wealth, and, if you wish, the life of
our dreams. Move from your location if you have to. People have roamed the
earth in search of a good life from the beginning of time.

If you want to succeed, come from a state of sufficiency. Do the work. Daily.
Moment-to-moment. Discover every aspect of you that comes from scarcity
and begin to transform it. We are all being given information and distinctions
that will open up and provide us with more choices. The most successful
human beings don’t act or behave like the masses. They are not satisfied with
the status quo. They change the world by changing themselves. This is the first
moment of the rest of your life. What s your life going to be like from now on?
Sufficiency is the only way to live an abundant, sappy life. Not just abundant
living but also joyous, fulfilled, purpose-driven lives.

If you are reading this book, you are already ‘ignited’ to the journey of
self-discovery. And sufficiency is key. You’ll never be truly happy if you don’t
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have this aspect in your consciousness. | have never met a truly happy person
who didn’t experience sufficiency. Remember that grandmother, auntie, uncle,
or parent who was so happy with family, with their beautiful little home, with
enough to eat, their tiny TV, or used car? Yes, they were actually happy. They
may not have met your ‘havingness’ measurement, but you may have missed
the point. When I was growing up, there were many more happy people in the
50s and the 60s. There was a feeling of ‘enoughness’ in the United States and
countries like my homeland, Chile. Then, as political unrest began to affect the
population of those two countries (I am speaking from experience here), and
the wild 80s came around, greed began to overshadow a peaceful existence. |
know because I witnessed it.

Now in my seventies, I know that [ am an ‘experiment” who has expe-
rienced a well-lived life because I grew up in a country that embodied
sufficiency. I was blessed to have had magnificent teachers and mentors,
and I was influenced by the likes of Buckminster Fuller, who inspired me to
recognize sufficiency and how blessed [ have been. [ wasn’t so lucky before
that realization. I’ve had my share of loss, sadness, and a life that was indeed
hellish—only for about eight years. After that, I had an enlightenment expe-
rience and began to work on self-mastery; I realized that my only control was
over my consciousness. Once I had that realization, my choices opened up.
Through daily moment-to-moment discipline of self-mastery, I experience
(most of the time) sufficiency. I have my moments—I am human after all. I
promise you, my beautiful and gentle reader, that there’s nothing more pow-
erful than having the experience of sufficiency, love, peace, money, health,
prosperity, joy, and connection with other human beings. It is the closest
we’ll get to heaven on earth.

We will still experience difficult moments, challenging political sit-
uations, horrific tragedies in the world, the loss of loved ones, or even
deteriorating health... But once you know how to transport yourself back
to sufficiency, you now have a box filled with tools that can quickly get
you back to the ‘center.” Even though you may be activated by challenges
in your life, deep inside, you will know that you have the ‘know-how’ to be
empowered, resourceful, and to carry on no matter what comes your way.
You will literally be in the midst of some ‘learning experience’ and be able
to tell yourself: “Someday, this is going to make a great story.” You will be
victorious over fears, self-limitations, and circumstances. You will choose
to feel all the abundance, joy, and happiness that sufficiency brings. The
choice is yours! Aloha Nui Loa.
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IGNITE ACTION STEPS

Think of something you are afraid (or think) you can’t have, can’t afford, or
are out of your reach. Get in touch with that feeling in your gut or your heart
where there’s contraction, and you cannot breathe easily. Is there a way that
you could create what you desire? What do you need to do? What access do
you have? What education, skills, or attributes do you need to acquire to create
success in your life?

* Make a list of where you are experiencing scarcity now... is it real, or
is it in your mind only?

» Make a list of all your assets, from equity in your home to small gold
rings. Gold has value, and used cars paid in full have value. Aside from
the ‘traditional assets’ such as retirement plans, investments, etc., what
else do you have of value?

* Make a list of the ACCESS that you have. What networks are you a
part of? What influential friends, associates, and mentors do you have
accessto? (Being in the Ignite Humanity community already makes
youwealthy!)

+ Make a list of income-generating activities you can engage in during
work hours to bring you the most revenue for today’s financial needs.

» Make a list of all the ways you can leverage your product/service/pro-
grams to create future revenues and passive income streams that will
build your wealth economic engine.

Dame Doria (DC) Cordova — United States of America,
Asia Pacific Region, the Americas
CEO, Owner Excellerated Business Schools / Money & You
www.moneyandyou.com
dccordova.com
www.moneyandyoudistinctions.com
€3 DCCordova
€3 dccordovafriends
B dccordova
damedccordova
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BUCKMINSTER - FULLER

“There is enough for everyone. People think that there isn't enough, so they
get as much as they.can, so.many people don't have enough.”

The most radical idea of the 20th century was not a political revolution
or a technological breakthrough. It was a simple, verifiable, completely
unfashionable truth: tere is enough. Buckminster Fuller spent his entire life
proving it with mathematics, architecture, systems, and the stubborn, joyful
conviction of a man who had looked at the whole of human civilization
and seen not scarcity but abundance being catastrophically mismanaged.
He did not just dream of a better world. He designed one.

THE ARcHITECT OF ENOUGH

In 1927, a 32-year-old man stood on the shore of Lake Michigan in Chicago
and considered ending his life. He had failed at business twice. His daughter
had died. He felt himself to be a complete failure, a burden to everyone around
him, a person whose removal from the world would benefit it more than his
continued presence. He stood at the edge of the lake and looked at the water.

Then something shifted. He asked himself a question that changed everything.
If he was going to die anyway, what did he have to lose by trying something
completely different? What if, instead of living for himself, he spent whatever
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time remained to him living as an experiment, devoting his life entirely to the
question of what one individual human being could do for the benefit of all
of humanity?

He stepped back from the edge. He went home. And Richard Buckminster
Fuller began, at 32, the most extraordinary experiment in the history of his life.

Bucky, as he was known, had been born on July 12, 1895, in Milton, Massa-
chusetts, into a family with a tradition of independent thinking and a particular
expectation that its members would do something meaningful with their lives.
He was a poor student in the conventional sense, expelled from Harvard not
once but twice, a boy whose mind moved in ways that the institutions around
him were not built to accommodate. He saw patterns where others saw isolated
facts. He thought in systems where others thought in parts: He understood,
from a very early age, that the problems humanity faced were not problems
of resources but problems of design, not questions of whether enough existed
but questions of whether it was being intelligently organized and distributed.

“You never change things by fighting the existing reality,” he said.

“To change something, build a new model that makes the existing model
obsolete.”

Bucky built models. The geodesic dome, his most famous invention, could
enclose more space with less material than any structure previously designed,
a physical demonstration of his central conviction that humanity’s future lay
not in doing more with more but in doing infinitely more with infinitely less.
He called this ephemeralization. He believed that technology, properly applied,
was continuously increasing the performance that could be obtained from a
given unit of resource, that the trajectory of human ingenuity pointed inexorably
toward a world in which every human being on earth could be housed, fed,
educated, and freed to contribute their full creative potential, if only the systems
distributing resources were redesigned around sufficiency rather than scarcity.

“There is no joy equal to that of being able to work for all humanity,” he
said, “and doing what you’re doing well.”

He said this from the inside of a life organized entirely around that principle,
a life in which he wore the same style of suit every day to eliminate the energy
spent choosing clothing, in which he kept meticulous logs of his activities
in 15-minute increments, and in which every waking hour was consciously
directed toward the question of how one individual could most effectively
serve the whole.

Bucky’s defining Ignite Moment had been that night on the shore of Lake
Michigan, when he chose to become an experiment rather than a casualty, when
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he understood that the life lived in service of humanity was not a sacrifice but
the most joyful and meaningful existence available to a human being. Every-
thing that followed, the domes and the patents and the books and the lectures
and the coining of terms like Spaceship Earth and synergetics and tensegrity,
was simply the carrying out of that original commitment.

“We are called to be architects of the future, not its victims,” he said, and
he meant it with the precision of an engineer and the passion of someone who
had stood at the edge of a lake and chosen, deliberately and permanently, to
serve rather than surrender.

The trimtab was perhaps his most beautiful idea. On a great ship, the rudder
is too large and the forces against it too powerful for any single person to move
directly. So engineers designed the trimtab, a tiny rudder attached to the edge
of the main rudder, small enough for one person to move with minimal effort
and powerful enough to create a pressure differential that pulls the entire great
rudder around and changes the course of the ship. “Call me Trimtab,” he said.
He had it inscribed on his gravestone.He understood that individual human
beings, operating at the right leverage point with the right design, could redirect
the entire course of human civilization without needing the power or position
that most people assumed was required for such redirection.

Buckminster Fuller died on July 1, 1983, in Los Angeles, at the age of 87,
12 days before his 88th birthday. His wife of 66 years died 36 hours later. He
had published more than 30 books. He held 28 patents. He had received 47
honorary degrees. He had spoken to hundreds of thousands of people on every
continent about the possibility of a world that worked for everyone.

What he left behind was not just a body of work but a way of seeing, the
understanding that scarcity is not a fact about the world but a failure of design,
that the resources exist, that the ingenuity is there, and that the only thing stand-
ing between humanity and a world of genuine sufficiency is the willingness to
improve the old model and start building the new one.

Every one of us carries within us a creative genius capable of finding solu-
tions, building connections, and contributing something meaningful to the
world. Buckminster Fuller looked at humanity and saw that vast potential
waiting to be unlocked, and he dedicated his life to proving that the world
works beautifully when we design it to work for everyone. The moment we
shift to giving, sufficiency, and collaborating, something extraordinary becomes
possible for everyone.
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FARRAH SMITH

’

“Never give up on your dreams, even if they do not happen on your timeline.’

We must set our intention for a life of purpose and passion and have the
courage and conviction to make our dreams a reality, but also leave space
for them to take shape in the manner and timing in which they are meant
to unfold. I hope my story helps liberate you from the constraints of your
limiting beliefs and awakens you to your infinite potential so you can live
a happy and purposeful life doing what you love, no matter where you are
on your journey or how long it takes to arrive at your desired destination.

FINEST HOUR

I was sitting in my apartment in Los Angeles, gazing out the window at the
park across the street, full of people enjoying the sunny California weather. It
was one of those perfect days, which made me grateful I left my small town
in Ohio for a bigger life in the city of dreams.

I had just received the news I had been anxiously awaiting for weeks. The
same producers who would one day help the Kardashians rise to fame had
greenlit a reality show about my life. The show would highlight my journey
from being an entertainment publicist and nightclub door-girl to becoming
a correspondent for my favorite celebrity news show, Access Hollywood ™.
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It was a dream come true, but there was one problem. My friend, who was
developing the flagship W Hotel and Residences, offered me a job in Las
Vegas. It was the height of the real estate boom and a massive project. Being
part of the opening team would be a huge deal for me. I felt really conflicted
about what I should do.

These were two once-in-a-lifetime opportunities that could fulfill me in very
different ways. One included more risk but offered greater long-term rewards
professionally if things went well. The other quickly filled my needs for outside
approval and seemed like a safer bet but wouldn’t make me grow. My fragile
ego screamed to play it safe, but my heart shouted go for it!

If I stayed in California, I could become TV famous and ensure I had the
appearance of success. No one would question how well I'was doing when
they saw me under the flashing lights on the red carpet in some glamorous
dress interviewing my favorite celebrities. They’d know this small-town girl
had “made it.” Doing the show was in my comfort zone and felt like the easier
choice, but I knew it wouldn’t lead me toward my real professional goals.

If I took the job in Nevada, I .could do what I really wanted to do. I could
be a “serious businesswoman’ rocking a chic power outfit and owning each
room I walked into, proving my brain matched my outward confidence. I could
stretch myself into the position of a true corporate professional working with
some of the biggest names in real estate and hospitality on the dazzling Las
Vegas strip. The problem was there was no guarantee [ would actually be able
to pull that off. The fear of working for a global brand in a more traditional
office setting made my stomach turn in knots. There were so many “what ifs”
running through my head. What if I hated it? What if I made a fool of myself?
Even worse, what if I failed?

I couldn’t make up my mind, so I turned to the person who knew me best:
Mom. Within a few minutes on the phone, it became apparent to her which way
I was leaning by the excitement in my voice when I talked about Hollywood
versus the fear when I spoke about corporate life. I was hoping she would give
me an out and encourage me to choose the bright lights of the entertainment
industry, but I could not have been more wrong. Without skipping a beat, my
mom said, “Farrah, if you are scared about the job in Las Vegas, it’s probably
worth doing.”

Wait, what? 1 didn’t understand. What did she mean? Before I could ask,
she said, “You should always do what you are afraid to do. The opportunities
that scare you are the ones that make you grow and accomplish more than you
ever thought possible. Do you want to be a successful businesswoman or a
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reality star?”” No offense to reality stars, but at that exact moment I made my
decision and knew I had to leave California.

What my mom neglected to tell me was that the period between the cou-
rageous leap of faith and my eventual success would involve tremendous
struggle and self-doubt. I didn’t have the business experience of those around
me, which left me grappling with a severe case of imposter syndrome. I didn’t
have the sharp suit or the confident stride yet, and I was afraid everyone would
see through me. I had to give myself nightly pep talks, reminding myself I
wasn’t incapable. I was just inexperienced, and if I stuck it out, I would learn
and grow into the person I was meant to be. Some days, it worked. Others, not
so much, but it got easier over time.

It took a few months, but once I settled into my new position, I stopped
feeling like I was pretending to be a professional and just started being one. I
loved stretching into a version of myself I could never have imagined when
I was younger. I knew I had made the right decision, but just when I started
feeling like everything was working out perfectly, life threw me a major curve
ball. It’s like the Universe said, ““You’re too comfortable. Time for your next
growth spurt!”

The W Hotel & Residences project was canceled, and the entire staff was
laid off. The hotel group and my friend’s development company saw the real
estate bubble was about to burst and got out of the deal as quickly as possible.
I knew it made perfect business sense, but I still found it impossible to compute.
Do you mean to tell me that [ moved my entire life, gave up the opportunity
to star in my own show... and now I am unemployed? Why did this happen to
me? 1 was mad and scared as my head spun with the same fear and self-doubt
I had fought so hard to overcome.

If you had asked me then, I would have said, sadly, this was not my first
experience with a major professional setback. Now, with hindsight, I say fortu-
nately because I know that these setbacks and disappointments are what made
me incredibly resilient, but I didn’t feel fortunate then. I felt lost.

Thankfully, CityCenter™, the largest real estate project in North America
then, was looking for a Director of VIP Sales and invited me to interview for
the job. The thought of taking on such a big role was overwhelming, but I heard
my mom in my head. I had to push past my insecurities for the opportunity to
grow. So, | took the bold leap, did the interview, and landed the prestigious
position. A few months in, [ was waiting for that moment of clarity that I had
made the right decision, but it never came. Even though I’d made the brave
choice and it was paying off professionally, I kept hearing a whisper inside
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saying, you are heading the wrong way. 1 could not explain it at the time, but
something didn’t feel right. I brushed it off as fear, but it wouldn’t be long
before it got so loud that it was undeniable. I was on the wrong path.

From the outside, it looked like I had it all, but inside, I felt empty. Some-
thing was missing, but [ wasn’t quite sure what it was. Then, one day, while
in the diversity class for the company, I read this quote by Winston Churchill,
and it changed my life forever.

“To each, there comes in their lifetime a special moment when they
are figuratively tapped on the shoulder and offered the chance to do
a very special thing, unique to them and fitted to their talents. What
a tragedy if that moment finds them unprepared or unqualified for
that which could have been their finest hour.”

My eyes opened all at once, and I saw my reality clearly for the first time. I
didn’t feel fulfilled because I was completely out of alignment. I had success-
fully climbed the corporate ladder, but I had forgotten the key ingredient for
true happiness and success — passion. 1 had zero desire for what I was doing
and realized no.amount of money or prestige would fill the void inside me. I
thought to.myself, forget about stature. I am going to focus on service instead!

I knew with deep conviction that the path to my finest hour would be found
working with a charity helping the causes dearest to my heart: protecting kids
and animals. Moving into the nonprofit sector was going to be a significant
change in my career path, and I felt intimidated, but I didn’t want to run and
hide. I knew living a more purpose-filled life was the right thing with every
fiber of my being, and I felt alive and determined to make my dreams a reality.
I saw meaning in the struggle, and that meaning gave me the courage to keep
going and fight for what I wanted.

It became apparent, however, that the move toward the nonprofit sector
would take much longer than expected. I thought my experiences in sales and
working with high-net-worth individuals would be the perfect credentials for
a charity, but I was wrong. Every job that piqued my interest required two to
five years of nonprofit experience for consideration, which I obviously did not
have. That meant I had no choice but to get another job to pay the bills, buy
myself more time, and move back to California.

Thankfully, my friends owned a popular restaurant group in Los Angeles
and were looking for a Director of Special Events. I started hosting parties
for celebrities, television networks, and film studios. I couldn’t have landed
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a better position for my experience and personality, but Winston Churchill’s
words kept playing in my head. My job was fun and paid well, and I was on
another fancy corporate ladder, but not one taking me to the professional peak
or finest hour I was seeking.

After a year, I started to feel stuck and became quite depressed. I was
self-medicating with a great deal of alcohol and making everyone around me
miserable while I did it. My unhealthy coping mechanism reached a point
where one of the owners told me I had to stop drinking while entertaining
clients (which is all I did), or else they would let me go.

Since I couldn’t party in front of anyone, I stayed in on Friday nights with
a bottle of wine, a big plate of pasta, and a fantastic reality show called Whale
Wars™. The show was about a charity called Sea Shepherd™, and the founder,
Captain Paul Watson, quickly became my hero. I loved what he and his brave
crew were doing to protect whales in the Southern Ocean. These were people
living a life of purpose and passion. I wanted to make a difference like them,
but for land animals and closer to home: At least, that is what I thought — until
something happened which still amazes me today.

I was organizing an event at one of my properties, and when I looked up,
I saw Captain Watson and two of my favorite crewmembers standing right in
front of me. The thought of meeting a Sea Shepherd in person was unimaginable
to me, let-alone the main guy. I want to say I was cool, calm, and collected
when I introduced myself. [ was anything but that. When I finally pulled myself
together, I'let him know I thought what they were doing was incredible and
that I would love to offer my help. Unfortunately, Captain Watson was heading
back to his ship the next day, but he gave me a business card to use and follow
up. I stared at that card on my vision board for over a year! I looked at it every
morning when I woke up and every evening before bed, declaring that [ would
one day make a positive impact like him no matter how long it took.

Thankfully, I had taken a picture with Captain Watson and posted it on social
media. My friend Michael Schwab, who loves the ocean, saw the photo and
asked if I could set up a meeting to discuss how he could support their efforts.
When Captain Watson finally returned to California, I organized a dinner for
all of us at one of the hottest restaurants in Los Angeles, which also happened
to be where I worked.

I was sitting there watching my current, superficial life on the periphery
while simultaneously observing the people at the table living the life of ser-
vice I desperately wanted. “I can’t take it anymore. I want what you guys are
doing. I want to protect the ocean and marine wildlife also.” I thought I was
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saying this in my head, but I said it out loud. With a look of shock mixed with
curiosity, Captain Watson said, “That would be great, but we can’t afford you.”
It felt like he was making a statement and asking me a question at the same
time. His tone implied, “Or can we?”

The good news was I had been preparing myself to survive on a smaller
salary for months, so I was more than ready for such an opportunity. I explained
that I had already given up my fancy apartment and replaced my Mercedes with
a cheaper car. [ was downsizing because I understood I would need to make a
severe lifestyle change if [ was going to work for a charity. [ waswilling to do
anything to work for an organization like his. I could tell he was both excited
and impressed. The best part is that I had no idea they had been looking for
a fundraiser when I organized the meeting with a billionaire banking tycoon,
Charles Schwab’s son.

Captain Watson said they were hiring and T should meet his CEO at their
event later that evening. Thanks to my philanthropic, ocean-loving friend and
my unwavering persistence to live the life I truly wanted, that day I finally
landed my dream job of protecting animals.

I still felt some fear because I was stepping outside my comfort zone, but
this time it was.invigorating. I was being offered the chance to do something
very important, and thanks to Winston Churchill, I was prepared to rise to the
occasion. I took the bold leap toward the life of my dreams, and I didn’t look
back! I was finally on the path to the moment that would be my finest hour.

I now understand we must set our intentions toward a life of purpose and
passion with courage and conviction, but also allow our journey to take shape
without trying so hard to control precisely how and when it unfolds. We must
go for our dreams with brave determination but not be so rigid in our vision
that we hold ourselves back from outcomes we never imagined possible.

All the twists and turns I had experienced on my journey finally made sense
now that I could connect the dots. If I had not taken the big position in Las
Vegas, | would not have learned money and titles would not make me happy.
Had the W Hotel project not been canceled, I would not have joined CityCenter
and seen the Winston Churchill quote. If I had not taken the job at the events
company, I would not have stayed in on Friday nights and discovered Sea
Shepherd or met Captain Watson. Had I not spent years cultivating relation-
ships throughout all my previous jobs, there would have been no dinner with
billionaire philanthropist Michael Schwab. And, if I hadn’t decided to stay
true to my “Why” (helping animals) but be flexible with the “What” (marine
wildlife) and open to the “How” (an ocean conservation organization), [ would
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not have ended up at Sea Shepherd working with my heroes saving thousands
of lives. Finally, had I let fear or self-doubt win the countless times I was con-
fused, scared, or knocked down, I would not have the resilience I have today.
Looking back, I see that I had been preparing for my finest hour all along. I
just hadn’t realized it at the time.

I encourage you to live a life of purpose, do what you love, and never give
up on your dreams, even if they do not happen on your timeline. Let your
deepest desires guide you and give you the courage and strength to reach the
moment that will be your finest hour. When each of us leads a purpose-filled
life, we ignite humanity and make the world a better place for all.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS
Take a moment every morning to set your intention for the day. Ask yourself:
1. How will you feel? (energized, grateful, joyful, determined)

2. How will you show up for yourself and others? (supportive, present,
patient)

3. How will you make progress? (what will you do to move forward in
your goals)

4. 'How will you take care of your mental and physical well-being that
day? (walk, read something positive, call a friend, get outside in nature)

5. How will you prepare for a better tomorrow? (journal, meditate, review
goals)

Farrah Smith — United States of America
Activist, Speaker, and Life Coach
www.farrahesmith.com
€ farrahesmith
coachfarrahsmith
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DR. BIRUTE MARY GALDIKAS

“A walk in the rain forest is a walk into the mind of God.”

Some people spend years searching for the thing they were born to do.
Others feel it calling from the very beginning and spend their lives finding
the courage to answer. Dr. Biruté Galdikas answered her calling by enter-
ing one of the most remote rainforests on Earth and never walking back
out. What she found there changed science, saved a species, and reminded
humanity that we are not separate from the natural world. We are part of it.

THE Voice THE ForesT NEEDED

The rainforest of Borneo does not welcome visitors easily. It is dense, dark,
and alive in ways that overwhelm the senses. It is a cathedral of towering trees,
swamp water, and creatures moving silently through a canopy 30 meters above
the ground. The heat is relentless. The terrain is treacherous. The leeches are
constant. In 1971, a 25-year-old woman arrived at the edge of Tanjung Puting
Reserve in Indonesian Borneo with her husband, a small amount of funding
from the National Geographic Society, and a conviction so complete that it
had survived the skepticism of professors, the warnings of colleagues, and
the considerable practical obstacles of establishing a research camp in one of
the most remote places on earth. She had come to study orangutans. She had
come to make an impact.
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Dr. Biruté Mary Galdikas had known since childhood that the great ques-
tions were the ones worth pursuing. Born in Germany to Lithuanian parents
and raised in Canada, she grew up lying in the backyard at night gazing at the
stars, asking the questions every human eventually asks: where did we come
from, who are we, and what does it mean to be alive in the way that we are alive.

At UCLA, she found her answer in primatology, in the study of our closest
living relatives, and specifically in the orangutan, the great red ape of Southeast
Asia, who had been so little studied that science barely understood the most
basic facts of its life. Her professors told her the plan was unrealistic. The
terrain was impossible. The animals were too solitary, too elusive, too difficult
to track. She listened politely and went to Borneo anyway.

She named her research camp after Louis Leakey, the legendary paleoan-
thropologist who had seen in her, as he had seen in Jane Goodall and Dian
Fossey before her, the particular combination of patience, passion, and scien-
tific rigor that primate fieldwork demanded. The three women would become
known as the Trimates, Leakey’s most enduring legacy, each devoted to a
different great ape in a different corner of the world. Where Goodall studied
chimpanzees in Africa and Fossey gave her life to the mountain gorillas of
Rwanda, Galdikas disappeared into the forests of Borneo and launched what
would become the longest individually-led study of any wild animal species
in the history of science.

The early years were extraordinarily difficult. Orangutans are the most
solitary of the great apes, moving silently through the high canopy in
ranges of 40 square kilometers or more, sometimes going weeks without
encountering another of their kind. Following them required extraordinary
physical endurance and an almost supernatural patience, wading through
swamp water, slipping on moss-covered logs, and pushing through under-
growth for hours in pursuit of a glimpse of auburn fur in the canopy above.
She understood that the forest would reveal itself on its own timeline, not
hers, and that the work of understanding required a willingness to wait as
long as it demanded.

What she found in those years of patient observation transformed the
scientific understanding of orangutans entirely. She discovered that they
consumed more than 400 types of food. She documented the longest birth
interval of any mammal, with mothers caring for their infants for up to seven
years. She identified the species’ eight-year reproductive cycle, a biological
reality that makes orangutans uniquely vulnerable to population collapse,
because when habitat is destroyed faster than the species can reproduce,
recovery becomes mathematically impossible. Every discovery she made
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deepened the urgency of her mission, because every discovery made clear
how little time remained.

She found her Ignite Moment not in the laboratory or the lecture hall but
in the forest itself, in the accumulated experience of years spent in the com-
pany of creatures who looked back at her with eyes that were unmistakably,
uncomfortably familiar.

“When you look into the eyes of these creatures,” she said, “You are look-
ing into eyes that resemble human eyes.The eyes that gaze back at you reflect
your own.”

That recognition, repeated across decades of daily contact, became the founda-
tion of everything she built. Humanity could not destroy what it understood to be
itself. The work of conservation, she understood, was ultimately the work of helping
people see their own reflection in a face they had been taught to regard as other.

She founded Orangutan Foundation International in 1986 and spent the fol-
lowing decades doing everything a scientist, an activist, a diplomat, and a warrior
might do to protect the species and the forest it depended on. She rehabilitated
orphaned orangutans. She lobbied governments. She confronted illegal loggers,
fought palm oil expansion, and led nighttime patrols against poachers in a Zodiac
boat with a quiet electric motor. She received the Kalpataru Award, Indonesia’s
highest environmental honor, the first person of non-Indonesian birth to be rec-
ognized.-She wrote, lectured, testified, and refused every invitation to step back
from the work simply because the work was hard or the odds were long.

She had built exactly that: a global community of scientists, activists, donors,
and ordinary people who understood that the fate of the orangutan was not
separate from the fate of humanity but bound up in it completely. The forests
that orangutans needed were the same forests that regulated the climate, stored
the carbon, and sustained the water systems that human civilization depended
on. Saving the orangutan was not an act of charity toward another species. It
was an act of humanity toward ourselves.

Dr. Biruté Mary Galdikas died on March 24, 2026, in Los Angeles, after
55 years of work that never once slowed. She left behind rescued population,
a global organization, and the enduring proof that a single life, lived in com-
plete alignment with its purpose, can change the trajectory of an entire species.

Humanity, Dr. Biruté¢ Galdikas showed the world, is not expressed only in
how we treat each other. It is expressed in how we treat everything that shares
this earth with us, and in the courage to give our finest hours to its protection.

She ignited a global understanding that the voice the forest needed had
always been a human one and that answering that call is among the most
profound things a person can do with a life.
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JACKIE GRAVES

“This is an exciting time to be alive, a time where
full soul liberation is possible.”

This story is designed to Ignite in you a belief in what is possible. We
are living in-an exciting time. A new Golden Age is being birthed, and
many people are awakening to their role in creating it. When we under-
stand that everything is energy and we manifest our outer reality by
doing our inner work, we can speak what we want into existence with
our liberated voices. We wake up to the power we truly have, begin to
create the life of our dreams, and find solutions to problems that no
one else can solve. A better world is possible, and the time is now to
step into your soul’s gift.

LIBERATE YOUR VOICE

I could see it so vividly. My belly stretched taut with the swell of new life
inside me, my breasts fuller and rounder than ever before, and a mysterious
smile lighting my face as strangers at the supermarket told me I was glowing.
I deeply desired to get pregnant, to have a baby with my husband. As I neared
45, that yearning was primal. I come from a family of four daughters, and my
little sister was six years younger than me. When [ was a kid, I always pretended
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she was my baby, kissing her bald head and cooing while she fell asleep in
my arms. [ babysat kids in my neighborhood from the time I was ten. It never
occurred to me that [ would not have children.

As I found myself recovering from my third fibroid surgery, I felt empty
and bereft. I’d already survived two internal hysteroscopic surgeries. This
time, I needed a more invasive c-section approach. The doctors had to remove
twenty fibroids growing inside my womb and two fist-sized tumors growing
out of it — one punching at my stomach, the other battering my bladder.
On the MRI, it looked like I was beating myself up from the inside out. In
truth, I was.

After the surgery, I could hardly drag my body into a seated position. I had
to ask for my husband’s help to go to the bathroom. It was like my abdominal
muscles forgot how to function as they restitched nerves, muscles, and tissue
that had been severed. I sobbed from the gut-wrenching pain and from my
own sense of powerlessness.

I told myself all this pain would be worth it as I had undergone years of
fertility treatments, tests, and probes. It felt like a hundred people wearing white
lab coats had looked up my vagina. I had to race to get my husband’s sperm,
hurry to be inseminated, and rush to make it back to work with the hope I"d
been impregnated. [ knew this surgery would be my last. We had depleted our
financial and emotional resources.

My inner life had become very dark and small despite the ways I had
tried to-open up a world of possibility in others. I was a beacon of light to
my college students. They told me I had changed their lives. I inspired and
uplifted them while putting in countless extra hours of lesson planning, grad-
ing papers, and serving on committees to become a successful professor. |
worked very hard, and I smiled on the outside. But inside, [ beat myself up
for all my shortcomings. From a young age, fear, terror, and trauma were
instilled in me.

Fear was the pounding footsteps of my father. His glaring eyes came toward
me. His hand raised to strike me, my dog, or my sisters. The hollowed-out
feeling in my heart as I froze, trying to become invisible. I silenced my voice
so I could survive childhood with the scary monster I called “Daddy.” I never
knew what would set him off and always felt it was my fault.

On a deep inner level, as I grew up, I didn’t know who I was or what I wanted.
My mother is white, and my father is Black, so I didn’t look like either of my
parents. We didn’t have much money, and the answer was always, “We can’t
afford it. Don’t ask.” I stopped wanting things. I developed a people-pleasing
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habit: going along with others’ assumptions and preferences, swallowing my
voice, and ignoring my desires.

[ became a valedictorian, won scholarships to elite colleges, and achieved
outward measures of success. But as a young adult and in my first job, I silenced
myself around men and figures of authority. My heart pounded with fear when
I had to speak up. My boundaries weren’t clear, and I went along with things I
didn’t want. Afraid to stand up for what I believed, I became a pretzel, trying
to satisfy everyone else. For decades, I convinced myself that other people
got to live the life of their dreams, but it wasn’t for me. I was too-Black and
not Black enough; too white and not white enough. Too poor and too elite; too
sexy and not sexy enough. Everything about me was wrong — incorrect. I was
a Black woman with a white mom, so I didn’t even know howto do my own
hair. 1 didn’t fit in, so how could I possibly deserve anything? I didn’t realize
that I’d made myself wrong by agreeing with external voices that criticized me.
I didn’t even know that looking for answers within was a possibility.

I shaped my identity around my profession. I empathized with the quiet kids
who were afraid to speak out. I understood the students from low-income and
marginalized backgrounds who didn’t feel they belonged in college. I helped
those who felt racially profiled and discriminated against to feel seen and
valued. I created safe spaces so my students could thrive and inspired them to
believe they could reach their dreams. I taught from the heart. But I also hid
behind the “perfect professor” persona.

I was so used to taking care of everyone else — my husband, my family,
my students — and suddenly, I had no choice but to surrender. While lying in
bed healing from my surgery, I began having visions and feeling the presence
of angels, ancestors, and spirit guides. My vivid dreams were guiding me to
Mt. Shasta, a spiritual mountain in Northern California, about a five-hour drive
from Oakland, where I lived.

When I’d recovered enough to move, my husband drove me to my dreams.
By some miracle, I found a powerful energy healer in Mt. Shasta. In my first
session with her, she channeled a past life. I was a shaman and a dancer in
ancient Ghana. I worked to bring fertility to the crops and to heal my people
with herbal medicine and dance. I learned that my father in this lifetime was
my father in ancient Ghana, also. I was furious with him because he’d mar-
ried me away to an older man in another tribe. I didn’t love that man but was
forced to bear his children. Unloved and far away from my family, I shut
down my spiritual gifts. As she unlocked my soul’s history, that energy healer
helped me heal the past life with my abusive father and begin to reclaim my
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shamanic gifts. Most importantly, she ignited a belief in me that I could heal
and be worthy of healing myself.

I had so much hope for my final insemination attempt. I prayed, visualized,
and asked my family to hold me in their hearts. My husband made a special
playlist and stayed in the room, playing soothing music while I lay on the
crinkly paper of the examination table, legs in stirrups, cervix ratcheted open,
staring at the white ceiling tiles.

When I got my period later that month, it felt like I’d been kicked in the gut.
I dropped to the floor and lay keening, curled up on the bathroom tile. [ had
failed, and I was facing a hard stop. I was not going to be a woman who got to
have her dream of becoming a devoted mother. My round belly and glowing
radiant smile, my hands stroking my tummy and murmuring soothing sounds
as my baby grew large and healthy within. It was all over.

I learned a lot about grief and letting go at that time. I had to let myself
feel it to heal it. I was determined to channel my energy into my other dream,
my writing. I’d kept journals since I'was 11 and received my master’s degree
in Creative Writing. Writing was.my passion, but I’d barely made time for it
with my teaching work. When I finally decided to write my own story, I signed
up for a memoir class with a famous writer of color whom I admired for her
fiery, unapologetic energy. I shared my raw, vulnerable work with her — and
was shocked at her response.

“Why are you even in this class?” she asked, her eyes blazing. “This isn’t
a memoir. You aren’t even in this book. You don’t even know who you are.”

Shame about my mixed-race identity flared up. Her words were like a fire-
ball to my heart. I realized I’d written all about my family’s dynamics — my
mother’s bipolar disorder, my father’s abuse and spiritual awakening, and my
sister’s stroke, but / wasn’t even present in my own memoir.

That was a wake-up call for me. I knew I needed to come back to myself,
to my center. I poured my grief out onto paper. I wrote thousands of pages
about my childhood, fears, mistakes, and regrets. The more I wrote, the more
I unlocked my soul’s truth. I could see where I’d given my power away and
was guided to healers, shamans, and priestesses to help me reclaim it. [ under-
stood that writing my book was part of my soul’s purpose so I could light the
way for others.

As I healed on a soul level, miracles began to happen. Ancestors, angels,
goddesses, and ascended masters frequented my meditations, sharing gifts and
spiritual wisdom. Jesus appeared before me, night after night, telling me to “Be
the Light.” I wasn’t sure how to do that, but then, during my Green Ray Reiki™
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training, Jesus showed me his healing hands and transmitted healing powers
to me. With the healing hands of Jesus, I began performing medical miracles.

I became a spiritual channel. More initiations followed as I stepped onto the
priestess’s path. I trained with coaches to help me launch a spiritual business
and liberate my voice around money. [ released beliefs about money being evil
and came to understand money as a divine energy here to support my spiritual
evolution and mission.

Divine Mother lit my path, showing me my role is to build and birth the
New Earth. I began to birth light for humanity. The light of consciousness helps
transmute the shadows of our human experience so we understand that our
suffering is not in vain. Everything has a purpose. Every one of our experiences
has been designed to help us awaken.

Although I could not birth a child after a lifetime of wanting a baby and
years of nurturing other people’s children, I know that I am here to birth the
LIGHT, new paradigms, and a new Golden Age. My suffering, trauma, and
grief have not been wasted — they have been a necessary part of my journey.
I would not be able to heal others with so much compassion and empathy had
I not walked this path. I would not change one thing in my life because I have
emerged knowing my truth: / AM the Light. 1 bring the light of consciousness
into the dark and help people excavate treasure from their trauma.

As 1 step into my superpowers, I blaze a path for other leaders to step into
theirs. As a Soul Voice Activator, I help women leaders heal, empower, and
activate their voices so that they can step out and change the world in a six-
month journey of soul liberation and bliss. It requires tremendous courage to
be the change we want to see in the world and speak the truths no one else will.
But because I have faced my deepest fears — to find and liberate my voice — I
have the power to Ignite and activate others to experience soul freedom in this
lifetime. As a shamanista, I transmit this state of consciousness at quantum speed.

My voice is my gift. It always has been; [’ve always been a Soul Voice
Activator and liberator of voices. I was the teacher whose class everyone wanted
to take. Students followed me to my car, still talking excitedly about what they
learned in class. My gifts have always been there. And yet, I needed to OWN
my gifts fully.

This is true for many people, even those who are very successful. Women,
especially, often undervalue our gifts. The new Golden Age is a time when
the Divine Feminine is rising. As the feminine reclaims her power, the world
becomes balanced between masculine and feminine energies, and harmony is
restored on the planet.
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Although the outer world looks like it is crumbling and polarized, it is a
necessary transition so that a new way can emerge. This is an exciting time
to be alive, where complete soul liberation is possible. It’s time to wake up,
share our voices, and activate our superpowers. The time is NOW. When we
stand in our power, we can create anything we desire.

Now that I know I can create my own reality, I choose to love myself.
The key has been owning and accepting ALL the parts of me, the parts that
I had previously othered, shamed, distanced, distorted, denied, and sup-
pressed. I also choose to own ALL the parts of me that are beautiful, unique,
quirky, loving, generous, wise, insightful, magical, and joyful—parts that I
wouldn’t allow myself to enjoy when I was so busy making myself wrong.
I can OWN all these wonderful aspects of myself without dimming to fit in
or shrinking into a box. I can break the mold because no mold can contain
all of my magnificence.

We each have the ability to Ignite belief in others about what’s possible for
them. Belief changes everything. When we believe we can heal our lives at a
soul level, everything changes. When we honor our desires, we create heaven
on earth. When we follow our bliss, the New Golden Age is inevitable. When
we love our liberated selves, what we birth will set the world free.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS:

Activations to Liberate Your Voice
What are you here to be and do? What would you love to create? How can you
use your voice to create what you want in the world?

1. Know That Your Words Matter. We have the power to create our lives.
Many people talk negatively about themselves and their lives, and it’s
important to use your words to create what you want. Be conscious
and intentional about how you use words. Words are the transmission
of your intentions.

2. Know That You Have a Purpose. There is a purpose for our lives. Every
one of us was created for a reason, and our voice matters. The purpose
is to put the flame in the center. The essence of who you are. God didn’t
make any mistakes. You were divinely created, and you are here for a
reason. Go within for answers. Everything you need is already inside you.
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. Ask for Help. We all have the power to heal with intention and prayer,

but sometimes we need help. We aren’t supposed to do it alone. Talk
to a friend or family member. Find out what resources are available in
your community and online. Pray for guidance. If you can’t figure it out
by yourself, don’t suffer in silence. Find support. Hire a coach, healer,
or spiritual guide.

Jackie Graves — United States of America

#1 International Best-Selling Author, Educator, Soul Voice Activator

www.jackiegraves.com
€ Jackie Graves
B jackie@jackiegraves.com
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Mava ANGELOU

>

“There is no greater agony than bearing an untold story inside you.’

Some voices awaken the whole of humanity. Maya Angelou’s was one of
those voices, rich with joy, sorrow, humor, grace, and the absolute con-
viction that every person’s story deserves to be told. She gave the world
permission to speak its truth by speaking hers so completely and so beau-
tifully that the world could not look away.

THE Voice THAT WoulLb NoT STay SILENT

In Stamps, Arkansas, in the 1930s, a little girl discovered that words could save
her. Marguerite Ann Johnson was born on April 4, 1928, in St. Louis, Missouri,
the daughter of Bailey and Vivian Johnson. She grew up in the small, segregated
town of Stamps, Arkansas, and was raised largely by her grandmother, Annie
Henderson, a woman of extraordinary dignity and practical wisdom who ran
the only Black-owned store in town. From her earliest years, Marguerite was
a reader, consuming every book she could find, losing herself in the words of
Charles Dickens and William Shakespeare and Langston Hughes, understand-
ing instinctively that language was not just communication but power, not just
expression but survival.

Then, at the age of 8, something happened that silenced her completely. She
was sent to live with her mother in St. Louis, and there she was assaulted by
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her mother’s boyfriend. When she told, the man was arrested, tried, and killed
in prison shortly after his release. The child believed, with the devastating
logic of a traumatized 8-year-old, that her voice had caused his death. That her
words had killed a man. And so she stopped speaking. For almost five years,
Marguerite Johnson moved through the world in silence, communicating only
with her brother Bailey and inhabiting a wordlessness so complete that those
around her began to wonder whether she would ever speak again.

What no one fully understood was what was happening inside that silence.
She was reading, absorbing, memorizing poetry, prose, scripture, and song, and
filling herself with the words of every writer who had ever faced the darkness
and chosen to describe it honestly. A teacher named Bertha Flowers reached
through the silence with books and with the gentle insistence that the girl read
aloud, that she understand the connection between the written word and the
spoken one, and that she feel in her own mouth the power of language given
voice. Slowly, tentatively, Marguerite began to speak again. When she finally
did, she had a great deal to say.

She became Maya Angelou, taking a version of her brother’s nickname
and her first husband’s surname and building from those borrowed pieces a
name that would become one of the most recognized in American literature.
She danced professionally, sang, acted, and worked as a cook, a streetcar con-
ductor;a calypso singer, and a journalist. She moved through the world with
a ferocious curiosity and an appetite for experience that seemed to have been
sharpened, rather than diminished, by the years of silence. She lived in Ghana.
She worked alongside Martin Luther King Jr. and Malcolm X. She wrote, always,
because writing was the thread that ran through everything, the practice that
made sense of all the rest.

“Words mean more than what is set down on paper, ” she said. “It takes the
human voice to infuse them with deeper meaning.”

She had understood this since childhood, had felt it in the terrifying moment
when she believed her own words had caused destruction, and had spent the
rest of her life proving the opposite, that words spoken with truth and love and
courage do not destroy. They illuminate. They heal. They connect the teller to
every person who has ever carried the same unspoken thing.

In 1969, she published I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings, the first volume
of her autobiography, a book so honest and so beautifully written that it stunned
the literary world and changed the nature of what memoir was permitted to
be. She wrote about poverty, racism, sexual violence, and the complicated,
irreducible experience of growing up Black in America with a clarity and a
grace that made the unbearable not just bearable but luminous. The book was
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banned in schools, celebrated by millions, and has never gone out of print. It
opened a door that has never closed.

Her Ignite Moment was not the publication of that first book, extraordinary
as it was. It was the daily, decades-long, and completely committed choice
to keep telling the truth about her own experience in the conviction that her
story was not only hers but that every human being who had ever felt silenced,
shamed, unseen would find themselves in her pages and feel, perhaps for the
first time, that they were not alone.

You may encounter many defeats, she wrote, but you must not be defeated.
In fact, it may be necessary to encounter the defeats so you can-know who you
are, what you can rise from, and how you can still come out of it. She wrote
those words from the inside of a life that had tested them completely.

Maya wrote six more autobiographies. She published poetry, essays, cook-
books, and children’s books. She taught at Wake Forest University for decades.
She delivered the inaugural poem at Bill Clinton’s inauguration in 1993, stand-
ing at the podium in Washington with the quiet authority of someone who
had earned every word she was about to speak. She received the Presidential
Medal of Freedom. She was, by the end of her life, regarded as one of the
most important voices in the history of American literature, a woman whose
words had crossed every boundary of race, gender, and nationality to reach
the universal truth beneath.

“We are more alike, my friends, than we are unalike,” said Maya, with the
certainty of someone who had spent a lifetime finding the common humanity
in every person she encountered, every story she told, and every room she
entered with her extraordinary warmth and her absolute refusal to make herself
smaller than she was.

Maya Angelou died on May 28, 2014, in Winston-Salem, North Carolina,
at the age of 86. She left behind a body of work so vast and so alive that it
continues to find new readers every day, continues to reach through the page,
take a person by the hand, and say:

“Your story matters, your voice matters, the thing you have been afraid to
say is the very thing the world most needs to hear.”

Humanity, Maya Angelou showed the world, is expressed most fully not
in our silence but in our willingness to speak; to tell the truth about what we
have lived, what we have survived, and what we have loved; and to trust that,
in the telling, we become more connected to each other rather than more alone.

She ignited a global understanding that every untold story is a light waiting
to be released, and that the voice brave enough to release it changes not just
the teller but everyone fortunate enough to listen.
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JANIE JURKOVICH

’»

“Learning to connect with the spirit world can transform your life.

My hope for humanity is that we all learn to acknowledge our feelings and
intuition and use those skills to connect to the spirit world, thus enhancing
our human experience.

CONNECT AND TRANSFORM YOUR LIFE

I woke up sleepily and stumbled out of bed. Once settled in my comfortable,
overstuffed ‘thinking chair,” I began to write feverishly. The ink flowed from
my pen with purpose, almost as if the words were flowing ‘through’ me. After
struggling to write a page or two in my beautiful, new leather binder, I quietly
returned to bed for some much-needed slumber. This was the first night.

My daily habit for the last few years was sitting in a chair and writing,
so it was not unusual for me to do so. What was unusual was the time. This
was the middle of the night! What’s more, I had been summoned out of bed
for this task.

The next night was the same, except [ managed a few more pages and with
greater speed. These repeated performances were typically conducted between
the wee hours of 2 AM and 4 AM. Each time I was summoned, my hand picked
up speed, matching the intense flow of words.
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As soon as [ awoke in the morning, I would hurry back to my chair and
sit down to read what I had written during the night. The doubts I felt at the
beginning of the process quickly vanished. I was astonished at the insights and
lessons I barely remembered transcribing just a few hours prior. The words
tugged at my heartstrings, plucking at the intuitive thread between myself and
the messengers.

I had started my quiet writing time and meditation practice a few years
earlier. During these moments, I often asked my Spirit Guides for-answers
to life’s most challenging questions. I would write down these nuggets of
wisdom, trying to digest the meaning and apply it in my troubled life. Since
my divorce, I was determined to figure out how to ‘fix my life.” I was intent on
doing whatever it took. It took a spiritual awakening, something I was totally
unaware of until [ experienced it firsthand!

Once aware of this new-found reality, I often pondered how such activities
had been occurring all around me, and I never had the slightest clue. I was
happily surprised when I met a few open-minded friends who told me they
regularly communicated with guides or spirits from other realms.

Pandora’s box of spirituality had grabbed my attention two years earlier
when I sat quietly on a bench in my large front yard, gazing at the nearby Sierra
Nevada Mountains. I often sat next to the ‘memory tree’ planted for my father.
I thanked him for leaving funds to buy the land where I had created my dream
home. Yet, one spring day in particular, it was quite different. Instead of the
chirping birds in the background, I distinctly heard my father’s boisterous voice
speaking to me from the other side. Even though he had been gone from this
earthly life for over a decade, it seemed like he was sitting on the bench beside
me, talking freely! Anxious to communicate with him, we began a two-way
cosmic conversation.

My father, from his altered place, expressed deep remorse over my only
sibling’s death, a younger brother who passed nearly twenty years earlier due
to a drug overdose. I often wondered how my father felt about my brother’s
passing. Some people who knew our family dynamics surmised my brother’s
choice resulted from a father relentlessly criticizing his son. But, like many
families, such topics were not openly discussed.

My father conveyed to me, “Losing my son was the biggest regret of my
life.” I could feel his sorrow for being such a demanding parent and having
high expectations. I pointed out to my father that my brother’s undoing was
not solely his fault. “It was Mom, too!” I blurted out, wishing I could quickly
grab the words back. I often felt the sting of an underhanded compliment or
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burning criticism from our mother. I somehow knew the constant parental
criticism from both our parents was more than my brother could bear.

Suddenly, in a sense of immediate freedom, I could feel my father’s spirit
whoosh away to the sky! I looked up, startled. My eyes followed the powerful
movement of energy. Not entirely sure what it meant, I surmised he had been
detained since he ‘felt’ stuck between two worlds, held back by his regrets.
Once his burden was lifted, he could rise high to the heavens, to the ‘hereafter.’

After that powerful experience of seeing my father transcend, I kept up
the practice of connecting to the spirit realm. One morning, my guides told
me to prepare for a new mission, which involved transcribinga book in three
volumes. They shared that the archangels would soon awaken me, and T should
be prepared. Being open, trusting, and wanting to grow spiritually, I ventured
to the local office supply store to purchase the most beautiful writing supplies
I could find. I wanted to be ready for when their messages started.

I had no idea the messages would begin to flow each night between 2:00
AM and 4:00 AM. I was awakened from my sleep and called to transcribe what
they shared to help humanity. As the weeks passed, I pleaded with my guides,
“Can I please do this at a more reasonable time... say 7:00 AM?” I laughed
because how would I ever foster a new relationship if I was busy writing all
night? Shall I just say to my new partner, “I’m perfectly normal, except I get
up in the middle of the night to transcribe words of wisdom from Archangels?”
They didn’t respond to my plea, but I felt they were listening to me and could
hear the subtle desperation in my tone.

Eventually, I could rise later in the day to transcribe their words, poems,
and epiphanies, but not until the first book was completed. That book, titled
The New I AM Document, Volume I, was the collection of nearly four months
of nightly transcriptions of ‘Why We Are Here’ and the ‘first 100 lessons we
all need to learn. ' I was amazed at the simply stated yet profound information
I received and was honored to be the one to bring such wisdom to humanity.

This began my journey as an author, Spirit Medium, and Founder of The
New I AM Movement. I used that moment with my father, listening to his
message as the catalyst for me to connect to beings in other dimensions. This
includes God, Source, the Universe, One’s Higher Power, and ‘All That Is.’
I am also able to tap into past lives and Akashic records. I have discovered
many insights through connecting with energies who share important wisdom.

My journey to this place of ‘unearthly learning’ has always been extraor-
dinary and hard-fought. It was certainly not something I ever expected! As
a wife and mother with a varied work history (property manager, building
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contractor, and real estate broker), I was always on the go. Requests by my
family to slow down were often met with remarks like, “I’ll relax when I’m
retired.” I was a workaholic!

Although my previous professions were interesting and sometimes chal-
lenging, once mastered, they were a piece of cake. However, they were too
routine for my liking. I felt like there was more, something more important,
that I should be doing. I didn’t have a clue as to what that might be. In addition,
I had no spiritual or religious practice to guide me.

No one else in my family had this ‘gift’ of speaking to souls in-other realms.
Accordingly, my abilities were hidden for quite some time out of fear that my
family would not believe me and perhaps have me institutionalized. T theorized
others might more readily accept my abilities if I exposed them gently. One
holiday, as a special gift, I channeled for each of them an important loved one
who had passed on. I wrote each person a'small note card with a message from
the other side. My family’s responses were varied. Some were elated, others
skeptical, and one avoided any discussion at all!

My confirmation came when [ stepped out in faith to transcribe a message
to my sister-in-law from her mother. She signed off, “Mom and Tootsie.” Con-
cerned I was mistaken, 1 was hesitant to relay that information, not knowing
who Tootsie was. However, | was compelled to transcribe the message exactly
as it was shared. Later that night, after she had read the note privately, I received
a phone call asking how I knew about Tootsie, a neighborhood dog who was
there with her in the hereafter. At the time, I figured it was a chance for her
mother to tell her Tootsie was with her. Later, I realized that moment had been
more— it solidified the validity of my gift and was a way for my family to
begin to believe in my capabilities.

Another time when I first started connecting with Souls and wasn’t quite sure
what to do about it, one of my fitness group friends called me late one night to
say she wouldn’t be at class the following day, as it was customary for us to
hold each other accountable to attend. She mentioned she had a tumor above
her ear that needed to be removed. I was shocked. I knew she had headaches
but found this news hard to believe.

After the call, I heard my spirit guides talking to me, telling me I could heal
her. What? 1 had heard of the power of prayer but not healing by a novice such
as myself. They assured me I could do it, but I remained doubtful, dismissing
it as absurd and intending to ignore their instructions.

The guides would not be silenced. I woke up at about 6:00 AM the next
day with a nagging feeling that I should attempt to help and ‘heal’ my friend,
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whatever that meant. 1 followed my instincts and connected with her in the
soul realm, creating a soul connection. I asked her what the problem was. She
explained she was upset about her dating situation and had difficulty finding a
suitable match. I tried to be reassuring and told her that she didn’t need a man
to complete her; she was a vibrant and capable woman on her own! I didn’t
know exactly what to say, but I knew these words were certainly true and would
connect with her on a deeper level.

Instead of being pleased, my spirit guides reprimanded me for not taking
action sooner, commenting that the surgery might have been prevented! Their
abruptness made me believe that healing through other dimensions ‘could be’
possible.

Within a month, my friend returned to class and, without any prompting,
mentioned that she wouldn’t focus on dating anymore. She was happy just
being by herself and enjoying life. Her tumor had been removed, and she was
healthy again. Whoa! 1 was shocked but didn’t dare mention our little conver-
sation in the soul realm.

These spiritual experiences led me to many destinations, but none more
profound than the lobby of my own commercial building. There, I met a pro-
spective tenant, a fascinating man from out of town with sparkling eyes and
a playful smirk. I kept everything professional, but I glanced at his hand and
noticed no-wedding ring. Within a few days, he contacted me through a dating
app.(I guess he noticed I had no ring either).

We shared so many things in common that it seemed uncanny: similar life
experiences, books we’d read, our interest in spirituality, our goals, and our
outlook on life. It felt like we had known each other forever! In his presence, |
felt calm, as if he was an old friend. His touch and kiss seemed deeply familiar.
For some strange reason, I felt like | was already married to him!

Then, I started having recurring dreams from years prior, which culminated
in tapping into several past lives and realizing we had been married multiple
times before! That process of understanding my feelings was so intriguing. |
began to observe scenes of our past lives from above in observation mode and
experienced emotional remembrances simultaneously. I discovered we had six
past lives together in various locations throughout different periods.

Meeting him and having the desire to discover more was the catalyst to
expanding my awareness and driving me to learn about the spirit world. This
was an example of how important each encounter is in our lives and how many
people we have met before. Not everyone believes in or understands this idea,
but my experience drove me to awaken to a bigger understanding of humanity.
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Even though we only dated for a short time, that became the cornerstone
of my true knowing that we are all connected much more closely than we
think. We are also interwoven with souls, spirits, and guides in the current
realm and other realms outside our limited human thinking. Many people
have different names and references to these angels, guides, and spirits;
the name doesn’t matter because the wisdom is the same. It’s Universal
and powerful.

I have been gifted to channel many messages, but my divine message is
that we all can access this inner knowing. We can connect to those we know
energetically, spiritually, and beyond the physical realm. And we each have the
ability to welcome that learning, grow from it, and follow its lead.

Experiencing the transformation that took me from a spiritually-starved
workaholic to a channel for spiritual wisdom has shown me we are all capa-
ble of such transformation. We can eachlearn to live a life of joy, peace, and
understanding when we listen to our intuition as it speaks to us. Whether you
call it God, Source, the Universe, One’s Higher Power, All That Is, Spirit
Guides, or simply ‘your heart,” waking up to the messages you are summoned
to hear will give you the power to step into a new reality and transform your
life from struggle to joy.

When we each work on ourselves and raise our consciousness, we raise the
collective consciousness and all humanity benefits. It does start with us and
our single experience on this planet. It begins with our journey and spreads
to those we interact with. When you feel that nagging feeling to write, share,
connect, or transcribe a deeper message, please do so because listening to that
message makes you hear the call of something Greater, something everyone
needs to know.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

Learn to relax, dream, and let go. Meditation, breathwork, yoga, jogging,
dancing, hiking, music, hot baths, visualizing, and walking outdoors are great
suggestions. These mitigate stress and make life more enjoyable! Find a method
that works for you.

To recreate relaxation, learn what it ‘feels’ like to be in it. Pay attention to
your body’s cues, such as slower breathing, slower heart rate, and an absence
of worry or stress. This will eventually feel like home, your default position.
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Learn to tap into your intuition. Become aware of those nudges that encourage
you to do something. Be still and focus on the messages you feel or experience
in your body. Learn to use your intuition to make decisions and take action.
Remember, it is your internal guidance system.

Open your mind to the possibility that there is more to life. Imagine a
world where we are all connected. This includes not just humans but all living
creatures and the environment. Observe and reflect on these examples of inter-
connectedness in your daily life.

Start living a more spirit-led life using feelings, intuition, and guidance
from other realms. Set an example for others to follow so that together, we
can help raise humanity’s consciousness. The world as we know it today will
vastly change to a place of peace, understanding, and joy once all humanity
learns to live in unity.

Janie Jurkovich — United States of America
Author, Spirit Medium, Founder of The New [ AM Movement
www.TheNewlamMovement.com
www.JanieJ.net
€ JanieJAuthor
janiejauthor
@ Janie J Soul Connector
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JERRY HICKS
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“You are the creator of your own experience.’

Joy is not a reward for getting everything right. It is a compass. Jerry Hicks
understood this from the inside of a life so full of adventure, curiosity, and
genuine delight that it became its own proof of everything he taught. He did
not just share a philosophy of conscious creation. He lived it, joyfully and
completely, and in doing so showed millions of people that the connection
they were searching for had been available to them all along.

THE MaN WHo FoLLoweDp His Jovy

Some people find their purpose in a library. Others find it under a big top. Jerry
Hicks found his in both, and in the decades of adventurous living between them,
in circus tents in Cuba, on stages across America, and in the quiet revelations
that came when a perpetually curious man sat down with a book that told him
the truth he had always suspected: that the life he was living was something he
had the power to shape, deliberately and joyfully, from the inside out.

He was born in 1927 and grew up in circumstances that gave him very
little security and a great deal of imagination. As a young man, he worked as
a circus acrobat in Cuba, performing feats that required not just physical skill
but an absolute trust in the body’s intelligence and the mind’s capacity to hold
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a vision steady under pressure. He toured for 20 years as a musician, comedian,
and master of ceremonies, moving from stage to stage with the particular ease
of someone who has learned that home is not a place but a state of being and
that joy travels with you if you are willing to let it.

Then he found a book called Think and Grow Rich by Napoleon Hill, and
something in him went completely still with recognition. Hill’s central idea
was not merely about money. It was about the relationship between thought and
experience, about the invisible creative power that every human being carries
but that most never learn to use deliberately. Jerry felt what he later described
as thrill bumps moving through his entire body as he read. He had been living
by these principles intuitively for years without having the words for them.
Now he had the words. He gave the book to everyone he knew.

He became a student of consciousness in the most practical sense, not as
an academic exercise but as a daily practice, a way of paying attention to what
he was thinking, feeling, and choosing, moment by moment, to orient himself
toward joy rather than away from fear. He studied everything he could find on
the nature of the mind and the relationship between human consciousness and
the larger intelligence that seemed to move through and around it. He was not
a passive receiver of other people’s ideas. He was a questioner, insatiably and
joyfully curious, always pushing toward the next layer of understanding, and
always-asking what else was possible.

“Create the feeling in yourself even before you have the thing you desire,”
he said.

He was not speaking theoretically. He had lived his way into that understand-
ing through decades of following his enthusiasm and noticing that the things
he gave his genuine joy and attention to had a way of moving toward him in
return and that the life he was building from the inside out was more alive and
more abundant than anything he could have engineered from the outside in.

He met Esther Weaver in 1976 and recognized in her something that matched
the frequency of everything he had been reaching toward. They married in 1980.
Together they began exploring the deeper questions of consciousness, guided
by Jerry’s insatiable curiosity and his absolute conviction that the answers
were available to anyone willing to ask. In 1985, after reading the channeled
teachings of Jane Roberts and sitting with a channeler in Phoenix, something
opened in Esther that would change the course of both their lives and the lives
of millions of people they had not yet met.

Esther began channeling a group consciousness she came to call Abraham,
and Jerry immediately understood what he was hearing.
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“Abraham,” he said simply, “Is the purest form of love I have ever
encountered.”

He became the questioner, the one who sat across from Abraham in workshop
after workshop and asked the questions that millions of people needed answered
about joy, resistance, and the nature of conscious creation. He understood his
role completely. He was not the channel. He was the asker. The quality of his
questions, shaped by decades of genuine seeking and genuine living, made
the answers that came through richer and more practical than they might oth-
erwise have been.

He built a lifetime of adventurous living and deliberate seeking, believing
that every human being is connected to a larger intelligence that is always avail-
able, always responsive, and always guiding toward expansion-and joy. That
the things we call coincidences, synchronicities, and unexpected encounters are
not random. They are the universe responding to the vibration of our attention.
That we are, each of us, far more powerful than we have been taught to believe.

He and Esther wrote countless books, CDs, and DVDs together, sharing
Abraham’s teachings in workshops across America and around the world. Their
work reached millions of people who were searching for exactly what Jerry
had been searching for his entire life: a practical, joyful, and deeply human
understanding of how consciousness works and what becomes possible when
a person-begins to live deliberately from the inside out.

Jerry Hicks made his transition, as he and Esther always called it, on Novem-
ber 18, 2011, at the age of 84. He had lived every year of it with the same
quality of attention and delight that had characterized everything from his
days under the big top to his decades on the spiritual stage. Those who knew
him remembered his humor, his warmth, and the particular quality of his joy,
not performed or practiced but completely natural, the joy of a man who had
spent his whole life following his enthusiasm and found, every time, that it
led somewhere worth going.

Humanity, Jerry Hicks showed the world, is at its most powerful not when
it is striving or struggling but when it is joyfully, deliberately, and completely
itself. When it follows the feeling that says yes. When it asks the next ques-
tion with genuine curiosity. When it trusts that the connection it is reaching
for is not somewhere far away but right here, available in every moment,
waiting only for the willingness to tune in. He ignited a global conversation
about conscious creation, the extraordinary human capacity to connect with
something larger than ourselves, and the enduring reminder that joy is not the
destination. It is the way.
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JEFF PApPPAS

Trust God, own your truth, and give back every single day. None of us are
perfect, but all of us can make a difference.

My intention in sharing my story is to remind you that you never have to
be perfect to make a difference. Life will knock you down. You will face
loss, hardship, and days you did not think you could get through. But
if you get up every morning, put one foot in front of the other, trust in
something greater than yourself, and give back to the people around you,
you will discover that even in your hardest season, you have the power to
change lives.

WiTHouT A DouBT, THERE'S AN ANGEL

In 1993, my whole world changed in a way I never saw coming.

My wife passed away, and just like that, I became a single father of three
children. Alyssa, Travis, and Ryan were looking up at me, and I was looking
back at them, and I remember thinking, how am I going to do this? How does
one person become both a mother and a father, hold down a job, keep a roof over
their heads, and somehow keep everyone moving forward, including myself?
I did not have the answer that day. What I had was three children who needed
me and a decision to make. I could let the grief take me under, or I could get
up every single morning and put one foot in front of the other.
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I chose to get up. And I want to tell you, that choice was not something I
made just once. It was something I had to make every single morning, some-
times before the sun came up, and sometimes when I did not feel like I had
anything left. Grief does not follow a schedule. It does not care that you have
lunches to pack, bills to pay, and three kids who need their father to be strong.
Some mornings the weight of it sat on my chest so heavy, I could barely breathe.
But I would look down the hallway toward my children’s rooms, remember why
I was here, and swing my legs over the side of the bed and stand up anyway.

I learned in those early days that faith is not a feeling. Faith-is a decision
you make when the feeling is nowhere to be found. There were nights I sat at
the kitchen table long after the children were asleep, the house finally quiet,
and I would just talk to God. Not fancy prayers. Just honest ones. I would tell
Him I did not know how to do this, that I was scared, that I missed my wife
more than I had words for. And every single time, something would settle
over me, a peace I cannot explain, and I- would know that somehow we were
going to be okay. That peace got me through more mornings than I can count.

I want to be honest with you, because I think honesty is the only thing worth
offering another person. It was not easy, and I was not perfect. I made mistakes.
I got things wrong. There were days I felt like [ was failing all three of them
at once, days when I did not know how we were going to make it to the end of
the month, let alone the end of the year. But I kept showing up, because that is
what love does. Love keeps showing up even when it is exhausted, even when
it is scared, even when it has no idea what it is doing.

There were seasons where I worked four or five jobs just to make ends
meet. | spent much of my career in professional sports, coordinating events,
and raising funds for major league teams all across this country. From Northern
California to Southern California, out to Kansas City, all the way down to North
Carolina, [ was making connections, building relationships, and finding ways
to bring people together for a good cause. I also worked in the grocery industry
in marketing for many years, which is a business my whole family came to
know well. I took on whatever work I could find, whatever would help me
provide for my children. At the end of every long and tiring day, / came home
to them. They were the reason for all of it. They kept me grounded. They kept
me going. Looking back now, working all those jobs and raising them on my
own felt completely normal at the time, because when you love your family,
you simply do what needs to be done. You do not stop to ask whether it is fair
or whether you can handle it. You just do it.

There were many lessons to be learned during that trying time, but the one
that had the most impact was the ways I could go beyond myself and give
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back. Giving back to others is what carried me through my own hardship. It
sounds backward, I know. You would think that a man working five jobs and
raising three children alone, would not have one ounce of anything left to give
to anybody else. But the opposite turned out to be true. The more I poured into
helping other people, the more strength I found to keep going myself. Serving
others did not drain me. It filled me back up. It reminded me that no matter
how hard my own road was, I still had something to offer. And that offering
became the very thing that kept me standing.

Over the years, as my kids grew, [ dedicated my time in the service of others.
I have raised millions of dollars for more than a thousand charities. I say that
not to boast, because the money was never mine, and it was never about me. |
have never taken a single penny for myself that I did not earn honestly, because
that was never the point. Every dollar went back to the people who needed it.
I designed a Wheaties box featuring professional athletes, and a Legends wine
bottle, both created specifically to raise money for people who were struggling.
I raised twenty-five thousand dollars for a family in Manteca, California, when
they were going through a hard time, and there have been thousands of others
just like them over the years. I helped raise money for children who were blind.
I helped families who had lost someone they loved. I helped people who had
passed away be honored and their families be cared for.

Beyond the fundraising, I spent years simply connecting people to oppor-
tunities. I helped thousands of people find jobs, connecting the dots, making
the calls, picking up the phone to introduce the right person to the right person
at the right time. I came to know major celebrities and athletes throughout my
career, and I never saw those relationships as something to boast about or show
off. I saw them as bridges. If I knew somebody who could help somebody else,
then it was my job to bring the two of them together. Wherever I saw a need,
I did my best to meet it, and I never needed credit for any of it. The reward
was in the doing.

I believe in God, and I believe with all my heart that He blessed me right back
for every bit of what I gave. Every time [ helped someone, I received something
in return that money could never buy. Purpose, connection, and humility. The
quiet, steady knowing that my life, even in its hardest and loneliest chapter,
was making a real difference for somebody else. When you are a single father
grieving your wife and working yourself to the bone, it would be easy to feel
like the world had forgotten you. But I never felt forgotten, because I was too
busy remembering other people. That is the secret nobody tells you. When you
lift others up, you rise right along with them.
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My children grew up watching all of this, and I could not be prouder of the
people they have become. Alyssa, Travis, and Ryan have all built beautiful lives
and successful careers. Every one of them followed a path into the working
world with the same drive and heart I always hoped to pass down, and they
have built wonderful futures for themselves. More than their careers though, |
am proud of who they are as human beings. They carry the same values I tried
to show them, not by lecturing them or preaching at them, but by living those
values right in front of their eyes every single day.

People sometimes ask me how I managed to raise three good kids all on
my own, and I tell them the honest answer is that they raised me right back.
On the days I wanted to give up, they gave me a reason not to. On the days I
doubted myself, their faces reminded me who I was fighting for. We became a
team, the four of us, and we leaned on each other in a way that most families
never have to but that made us closer than I ever could have imagined. My
children are not just my greatest achievement. They are my proof that love,
even wrapped in grief, even stretched across five jobs and too many sleepless
nights, is enough. Love is always enough.

I have always believed, you make a difference by showing, not telling. Any-
body can talk about being a good person. Anybody can say the right words. But
it is what you actually do, day in and day out, when nobody is watching and
nobody-is keeping score, that reveals who you really are. You follow through
on what you say you are going to do. You let your actions be the loudest thing
about you. I tried to raise my children that way, and watching them live those
values now as adults is the greatest reward of my entire life.

Our family has known its share of fear and hardship, even beyond losing my
wife all those years ago. My daughter went through breast cancer surgery. My
sister-in-law did too. Those were frightening times, the kind of times that test
your faith and remind you how fragile and precious life really is. But thanks
to new technology and the grace of God, both of their lives were saved, and
they are moving forward today, healthy and strong. We have walked through
some very hard things together as a family, and every single time, we have
come out the other side more grateful, more united, and more certain than ever
that we were put on this earth to help one another through.

If there is one thing [ want you to take away from my story, it is this. You do
not have to be perfect to make a difference. I am living proof of that. I am not
a perfect man. [ am just an ordinary person who kept getting up, kept trusting
God, and kept giving back, even when I did not have much left to give. And
somehow, in all that giving, I found everything I ever really needed. You need
to own your truth and face reality. None of us are perfect, myself included. But
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you can own what you have built and who you have become as your journey
has gone on, and you can be proud of it.

I know there are people reading this who are going through something that
feels impossible right now. Maybe you have lost someone. Maybe you are
raising children on your own and wondering how you will make it through
another week. Maybe you are just tired, bone tired, the way I was in those years.
So let me tell you what I wish someone had told me back then. When you go
through a loss, when you find yourself alone and uncertain, surround yourself
with family and loving people, and stay busy. Do not isolate yourself. Do not
try to carry it all alone in the dark. Stay focused. Stay empowered. Trust God.
And take one day at a time, because one day at a time is the only way any of
us ever get through anything.

We are all in this together, every single one of us. It does not matter where
you come from, how much money you have, or what your last name is. We are
all human, and we all need each other. Love your neighbor. Trust in something
greater than yourself. Give back to your community whenever and however
you can, because giving is_the thing that will save you right when you think
you have nothing left. And never, ever underestimate the difference one ordi-
nary person can make in the life of another. I have seen it with my own eyes,
thousands of times over.

Without a doubt, there is an angel watching over all of it. I believe my wife
has been that angel since the very night she left us. I do not say that lightly. I
have felt her presence more times than I could ever count, in the quiet moments
when I needed strength I did not think I had, in the small miracles that showed
up exactly when we needed them most, in the way my children turned out to
be exactly the kind of people she would have been so proud of. There were
nights early on when I would lie awake, exhausted and overwhelmed, and I
would talk to her the same way I talked to God. I would ask her to help me, to
guide me, to let me know I was not failing our children the way I feared I was.
And somehow, some way, morning would come and I would find the strength
to keep going. I have never been able to explain it any other way except to say
that she never really left us. She just changed the way she showed up.

If think about the man I was before 1993 and the man I became after; they
are almost unrecognizable to each other. Before, I thought strength meant never
needing help, never showing weakness, handling everything on your own
because that is what a man was supposed to do. Losing my wife and raising
three children alone taught me the opposite. Real strength is admitting you
cannot do it by yourself. Real strength is falling to your knees in prayer and
asking for help. Real strength is letting your children see you cry sometimes,
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so they know it is safe for them to cry too. I was not the same man at the end
of that journey as I was at the beginning, and I thank God for every bit of that
transformation, even the parts that hurt the most to go through.

I have felt my angle with me every step of the way, through every hard
morning and every small victory, through raising three children into the extraor-
dinary adults they have become. She never left.

And I believe with all my heart that every single one of us has an angel like
that. Somebody watching over us, wanting us to succeed, wanting us to keep
going even when we cannot see the path forward. Maybe yours is-a parent who
has passed. Maybe it is a spouse, a sibling, a friend, or simply the presence
of God Himself walking beside you. Whoever it is, whatever form your angel
takes, I believe with everything in me that when you choose to get up, choose
to trust, and choose to give back to the people around you, you will feel your
angels too. You will feel them lifting you when you cannot lift yourself. You
will feel them reminding you that you are capable of far more than you know.

That is the gift my wife gave me, even in her passing. She gave me the
reminder that love does not end. It simply changes shape and finds new ways
to carry you forward.

This book is.about humanity. It is about everyday people doing extraordi-
nary things to impact others. I believe with all my heart that the extraordinary
is found-in the everyday.

It is not the grand gestures that build a life of meaning. It is the early morn-
ings when you choose to get up anyway, even when everything in you wants to
stay under the covers. It is the phone call you make on someone’s behalf, the
introduction you offer that costs you nothing but means everything to the person
on the other end. It is the check you write quietly, without needing your name
attached to it, without needing anyone to know it was you. It is showing up to
the school play even when you are running on four hours of sleep. It is the small,
unremarkable moments that nobody else sees, the ones that never make the news,
and never earn a headline, that are actually the moments where humanity gets built.

I did not raise millions of dollars in one single extraordinary act. I raised
it one phone call, one connection, one small act of giving at a time, stretched
across decades. I did not raise three incredible children through one perfect
parenting moment. I raised them through thousands of ordinary mornings,
ordinary dinners, ordinary bedtime conversations, showing up again and again
in the small ways that eventually became something big. That is the truth
nobody tells you about making a difference. It rarely looks impressive in the
moment. It just looks like showing up, one more time, for one more person,
on one more ordinary day.
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That is what humanity really is. It is all of us, doing the small, faithful,
everyday things that quietly add up to something extraordinary. You do not need
a title, a platform, or a spotlight to change someone’s life. You simply need to
be willing to show up, today, for the person in front of you. Do that enough
times, for enough people, over enough years, and you will look back one day
and realize you built something extraordinary without ever meaning to. You
just meant to love your neighbor. And it turns out, that is more than enough.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

e Start each day with God. Before your feet even hit the floor, take a
moment to talk to Him. It does not have to be fancy or formal. Just be
honest. Tell Him what you are scared of, what you need help with, what
you are grateful for. That conversation will carry you further than you
think.

* Get up anyway. Some mornings you will not feel like it. Some mornings
the weight of everything will sit heavy on your chest and getting out of
bed will feel like the hardest thing you have ever done. Do it anyway.
Put one foot in front of the other. That is how every hard season gets
survived, one morning at a time.

* Give even when you feel like you have nothing left to give. It sounds
backward, but it works. When you pour into someone else, even in
your hardest season, you will find that giving fills you back up instead
of draining you. Look for one person today who could use your help,
and help them.

¢ Show, don’t tell. Do not just talk about being a good person. Live it. Let
your actions speak louder than your words, every single day, especially
when nobody is watching. That is where your real character gets built.

* Surround yourself with family and loving people. If you are walking
through a loss or a hardship, do not try to carry it alone in the dark. Stay
busy. Stay close to the people who love you. Isolation makes everything
heavier. Community makes everything lighter.

Jeffrey Pappas - United States of America
NFL Alumni, Father, Humanitarian
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MaRrRco PoLo

“I did not write half of what I saw, for I knew I would not be believed.”

Some lives are so full of quiet, extraordinary generosity that even the truth

of them sounds like exaggeration. Marco Polo spent over two decades

building bridges between worlds that had never known each other, con-
necting cultures, opening trades, and returning home with stories almost

too vast to be believed. His gift to humanity was not conquest or wealth. It

was connection, the patient, courageous work of bringing people together
across every distance that once separated them.

THE BrRIDGE BETWEEN WORLDS

In the year 1271, a seventeen year old boy left Venice with his father and uncle
and did not return home for twenty-four years.

Marco Polo was born around 1254 into a family of Venetian merchants;
traders who understood that the world was larger and more connected than most
people of their era ever imagined. His father Niccolo and uncle Maffeo had
already made one journey east, traveling as far as the court of the Mongol ruler
Kublai Khan, and when they set out again, they brought young Marco with them.
What followed was one of the most extraordinary journeys in recorded history,
a passage across deserts and mountains, through Persia and Afghanistan, along
the ancient network of trade routes known as the Silk Road, into territories
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that most Europeans of the thirteenth century could not have located on a map,
because for them, such places barely existed outside of rumor and legend.

The journey itself nearly defies belief. They crossed the Gobi Desert, one
of the most punishing landscapes on earth, where travelers described hearing
voices in the wind that seemed to call them off the safe path and into the wil-
derness to die. They navigated mountain passes so high and so cold that Marco
later wrote no birds could be found flying there, because the air itself could
not sustain them. They endured years without any certainty of what lay ahead
or whether they would ever see Venice again. And they kept going, because
somewhere ahead was a connection worth making, a bridge worth building
between two worlds that had spent centuries facing away from each other.

When they finally arrived at the court of Kublai Khan, something remark-
able happened. The young Marco Polo did not simply observe. He engaged.
He learned the customs, the languages, the systems of governance and trade
that made the Mongol Empire the largest contiguous land empire the world
had ever known. Kublai Khan recognized in him a rare quality, a genuine
curiosity paired with the ability to see clearly and report honestly, and he
employed Marco as an emissary, sending him on missions throughout the
vast empire for seventeen years. Marco Polo did not travel as a conqueror
or a colonizer. He traveled as a witness, a connector, someone whose entire
value-lay in his capacity to move between worlds and carry understanding
back and forth across the distance.

He built bridges of trade, opening routes and relationships that would
eventually connect European and Asian commerce in ways that reshaped the
economic future of both continents. But the deeper bridge he built was one
of understanding. He returned to cultures that had regarded each other as dis-
tant, unknowable, almost mythical, and he carried back with him the simple,
revolutionary truth that the people on the other side of the world were not so
different after all. They traded, they governed, they built, they lived complicated
and dignified lives, and the vast distance between Venice and the court of the
Great Khan was not a wall. It was simply a road that no one had yet walked
all the way to the end.

When Marco Polo finally returned to Venice in 1295, twenty-four years after
he had left, his family reportedly did not recognize him. He had been gone so
long, traveled so far, and seen so much that the boy who left and the man who
returned seemed almost like different people. Three years later, captured during
a war between Venice and Genoa, he spent time in prison, and there he dictated
the account of his travels to a fellow inmate, Rustichello da Pisa. The result
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was The Travels of Marco Polo, a book that introduced Europe to the wonders,
the wealth, and the sophistication of Asia in a way nothing before it ever had.

Many of his contemporaries did not believe him. The scope of what he
described, the wealth of Kublai Khan’s court, the vastness of the empire, the
sophistication of the systems he had witnessed, exceeded what most Europeans
of his era were prepared to accept as true. On his deathbed, friends urged him
to retract the more incredible claims in his book, to make his account more
believable by making it smaller. Marco Polo refused.

“I did not write half of what I saw,” he said, “for I knew I would not be
believed.”

Every mile of that twenty-four year journey asked him the same question.
Turn back, or keep going? At the edge of the Gobi, where travelers swore they
heard voices calling them off the path to die in the sand, ke kept going. In the
mountain passes so high that no bird could survive the thin air, 4e kept going.
Through years with no certainty of home, no guarantee that Venice still stood
the way he remembered it, ke kept going. What carried him was not the promise
of glory or wealth waiting at the end. It was something quieter and sturdier
than that. A conviction that the bridge he was building, mile by impossible
mile, mattered more than his own comfort or his own certainty. He would learn
much later, on his deathbed, that the bridge would not always be believed. It
hardly mattered. He had already built it. That was the part that was his to do.

Marco Polo passed away in Venice on January 8, 1324, at approximately
seventy years old. Having spent his life proving that the distances separating
human beings, geographic, cultural, and imagined, are almost always smaller
than they appear from a safe distance. What he built in his lifetime was not an
empire or a fortune. It was a bridge, patiently constructed across twenty-four
years and thousands of miles, that allowed two worlds to finally see each other
clearly.

Humanity, Marco Polo showed the world, has never truly been separated
by the distances between us. We have only ever been separated by the absence
of someone willing to make the journey, to build the bridge, to carry what they
have seen back to the people who need to understand it. Some lives quietly
connect more people than anyone will ever fully know. His was one of them.
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JENNY SALIMI

]

“Live for love, and you'll love to live.’

My wish is to Ignite an adventure of self-discovery and empowerment,
where your heart is your guide in finding what truly lights a spark within
you. Using your heart as a compass will inspire others to embark on their
unique journey that can shift life from ordinary to extraordinary.

FINDING HEARTS

I was standing on the rooftop of a swanky new condo complex, listening to
the sound of clinking champagne glasses following a toast in celebration of
my friend’s new Bloody Mary Mix launch. While I should have relished in the
moment of being surrounded by good friends and grateful for a fantastic social
life, I instead took a deep breath in and just sighed with a feeling of boredom.

That was just one of three fabulous gatherings I had been to that week and
they all were starting to feel lackluster. My beautiful life was filled with an
amazing family, great friends, abundant travel, and overflowing photo albums
of beautiful memories... but honestly, it all came so easily that I admittedly
took things for granted. I couldn’t remember the last time I felt full of energy
and blissfully alive, tingling from a natural dose of dopamine. It was pretty
evident that I was teetering between wonderfully dull and spectacularly average.
I was on auto-pilot, hitting the replay button on my favorite tune. Whereas
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I wanted to grandmaster my life as a remix with streams of chaotic sounds
intertwining to create the perfect song. Am I just living my life, or am I loving
my life? 1t’s debatable.

My soul was restless, and I needed more. I would lay awake in bed with my mind
aimlessly wandering. It’s been said you have to listen to your heart, but I couldn’t
hear anything. As someone who takes things literally, I bought a stethoscope and
listened to my heart. Hearing it for the first time was incredible. It had a powerful
beat that commanded my attention. As it continued to boom in my ears, the world
fell silent as I listened to the rhythm of life pulsing through me. A sense of calm
took over, and I felt protected. My heart had one job, and it was to beat for me. If
I had a hunch there might be an endless stream of sheep jumping over a fence that
night, I’d make it a habit to listen to my heart. [ would take that opportunity to be
a hundred percent present. Those nights, I would sleep like a baby.

I knew I needed to grow up, find myself, put my heart out there, and find
a deeper meaning. I became determined to disrupt my boring pattern and tap
into my universe. With no clue what that meant or how to do it, naturally, |
turned to Google™ and began searching. “Weekend activities...” “Things to
do...” “How to grow tomatoes...” Nothing in the search engine’s algorithm
resonated. I needed a passion, which I felt meant I needed to dabble with
hobbies until something stuck.

What about a bucket list? 1 had been casually pinning some ideas of interest-
ing things to do and see, which would be the perfect way to be more intentional.
I looped in my friends as accountability buddies to make it even more motivat-
ing. One by one, I proposed the idea to seven of my closest friends. And to my
surprise, one by one they said “yes” with no hesitation. We were all stuck in the
same rut. [ later admitted that I had the ulterior motive of finding something I
could be passionate about by getting some inspiration from one of their lists.
I was on the hunt for something that Ignited me that I could pour myself into.
Whether or not a transformation happened, at the very least, we’d experience
some positive outcomes and self-discovery over wine and cheese.

I crossed off fun things on the list: petting a penguin, going indoor skydiv-
ing, memorizing pi to a hundred digits, and even taking a glass-blowing class.
Random ideas would pop into my head, and I’d be sure to add them. I was
quite proud of my eclectic to-do list, as it stretched my abilities, from making
my own vegan makeup to trying to have a meaningful impact on society to
finding the courage to save a life.

Many of us in the group succeeded in crossing things off our lists and those
amazing memories will forever be cherished. But after a few years, the bucket
list group dissolved as people moved, got married, schedules stopped aligning,
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and friendships changed... life stuff. But for some reason, item number seven
on my list stayed in the back of my mind as something I had to accomplish.
I wanted to make a coffee table album of my photography showcasing unex-
pected ‘hearts’ found in nature. Such as a heart-shaped stain left by the rain,
a billowy cloud, or the center of a flower. My affinity for finding accidental
or natural hearts became a fascination. I never passed a nature-inspired heart
without stopping to take a picture to add to my digital library. My intrigue was
only for naturally occurring hearts, and I was awestruck by how I would find
them everywhere.

Years ago, | went to a reptile convention, and my friend was brave enough
to hold a snake. Slightly repulsed, I stood there watching as it slowly slithered
around his hands. I instinctively reached for my phone as I was starting to
recognize the shape it was forming. By the time I pulled-out my old classic
flip phone that felt more like a bobblehead with the loose, overused hinges, the
snake had gracefully molded itself into a perfect heart around his hands. To
this day, that low-resolution picture is-one of my all-time favorites.

Another time, I was donating blood, which was always an accomplishment
with my tricky veins. One day, they were extra shy, and it took three nurses,
several adjustments, and a twisting of the needle before they found a vein. My
hands still start sweating when I relive that experience - ouch! As my third nurse
walked away, another nurse noticed my blood was seeping out of the needle.
They both reacted fast and ran back toward me, and one of them said, “Hey,
look at that; it looks like a heart!” Of course, as soon as I heard that, I whipped
out my phone with my other hand and blocked my bleeding arm with it, asking
them to take a picture before cleaning me up. It was a flawless, blood-red heart
that had oozed around the needle. This later became my number one favorite
accidental heart picture. Serendipity!

I always found hearts everywhere, some in the most unusual and unsuspect-
ing places. If I thought I saw a heart, I’d take three pictures at different angles
in case my eyes played tricks on me. I was so adamant about capturing them
that I was willing to hang off a ledge, putting my life on the line. I’ve fallen
up hills which left me with scratches on my face. I’ve tripped over furniture
to get across the room because I saw the sun peeping through the shades just
right. I’ve even climbed up a tree just to get stuck so I could get a closer look
at the bark between two limbs that looked like a heart. I was obsessed.

By this point, I had my special and personal relationship with nature, and
I dragged fate in as an accomplice. The three of us had a lot of fun, and each
time I saw a heart, I followed it up with an affirming smile and a “Thank you!”
My one and only rule was that I always left the hearts in place. I would never
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disturb nature’s display, hoping someone else could see the beauty and add
their own meaning to it.

I found my passion—finding hearts—and created my mission— inspiring
others to look for hearts as signs of love and training the brain to see the good
in the world. Both my passion and mission started naturally unfolding through
the images I captured. However, I was the only one seeing my heart collection,
and I wanted to be able to easily share them with anyone who came to my home.

It was on a hike when an opportunity fell in my lap. Well, it was more like
a gift of love that was given to me. I was at a wellness ranch in Mexico for the
third time with Sarah, my life mentor. Every morning, we’d meet in the lobby
at 6 AM to start our day with a butt-kicking hike to get the blood flowing in
preparation for the day’s physical activities. | admired and looked up to Sarah,
so | was always excited about the time with-her. We’d share our dreams and
goals with each other, and for me, those were such special moments because
she’d always listen so intensely. By the end of the hike, she’d have a solution
or a devised plan to make things happen. She had this uncanny ability to
breathe life into people and create opportunities to lead to greater success or
even enlightenment. [ was blessed she took me under her wing.

On one of our hikes, she had to wait for me for the sixth time in ten minutes
because I had stopped to take a picture of what looked like a heart. Her patience
was finally being tested, and I was actually starting to annoy myself with all
the stop-and-go. She asked, “What do you do with those pictures after you
take them?” I told her it was on my bucket list to eventually put them all in an
album so they’d go from my phone’s gallery into a tangible reality I could see
every day. I hadn’t thought much past that.

Of course, halfway up the mountain, Sarah the Rainmaker was crafting a
plan. We both worked together at one of the nation’s biggest mortgage com-
panies; she was the president, and I was the VP of Events. One of our biggest
yearly conventions was coming up in two months, called Dream Big. She said,

“What if you made a book out of your heart pictures, and then we could give
one to everyone in the audience?” Perfect! A product of my creativity would
align with the message we wanted people to leave with.

My heart started pounding, and an overwhelming feeling rushed through
my body. Really? I could share my hearts? She recognized how absorbed I
was and was committed to helping me check this off my bucket list.

There, at the top of the mountain, I felt like I was standing on top of the
world. A spark had Ignited within me that awakened a new feeling. What an
incredible opportunity! I had never made a book before, had no idea what it
entailed, and didn’t know where to start. I rushed us to the end of the hike.
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Being task-oriented, I wanted to return to my room and put my to-do list
together. Like a kid in a candy store, I grabbed my backpack that was stowed
in the lounge and excitedly jogged back to my room, fumbling and dropping
my belongings due to my newly found enthusiasm.

On the two-hour evening flight back home, I had mapped out which hearts
would have their own page and wrote out the captions for each. The following
day, I reached out to three book printing companies to send me samples of book
cover materials and sizes. I had to work fast because I now had less than two
months to have a finished product in hand, and I was competing with back-to-
school books needing to be reprinted or recovered. Somehow, I miraculously
was able to get the books printed, shipped to my home to flip through cover-
to-cover, then shipped to the venue to arrive one day early.

When I opened one of the boxes to look at my book for the first time, [ was
beyond anxious, eyes closed. I reached in and grabbed one of the books. Then
I took a deep breath and flashed my eyes open to see the most beautiful book
in my hand. The black, square cover was sturdy, the red foil that spelled the
title was lustrous, and the pages perfectly showcased nature’s beauty I wanted
to convey. It was a huge accomplishment.

Then, the Dream Big event day arrived. During the lunch break, a few of
the volunteers were tasked to set out a book at each chair while everyone was
out of theroom so it would be waiting for them when they came back. I started
to feel slightly nauseous because I was really putting myself out there. Lunch
ended, and our CEO started the session. For some reason, I had expected him
to-mention why there was a book on each chair, but he didn’t. I was sitting in
the back with the audio-visual team, watching people casually pick up the book,
thumb through it, and then set it back down without any reaction. I felt so let
down. Why did I agree to do this? What a waste of time! Thankfully, [ used a
pen name, so there was a chance no one would know it was mine.

The AV crew didn’t notice as I began to deflate, shrinking into my chair
in defeat. My nerves were completely shot, and the back of my neck was so
sweaty from stress that it drenched the bottom layer of my hair.

A few minutes later, I welcomed our keynote speaker as he walked up to
the AV booth. A couple of extra books were stacked on the table where he was
standing to get mic’d up. I was praying he didn’t notice, but he grabbed one,
thumbed through it, and saw my picture at the end. He mouthed to me, “Is this
your book?”” Ugh, here we go again. 1 think my anxiety actually shot a hole in
the roof. I humbly nodded and gave him a partial smile. He then proceeded to
ask if he could keep a copy. My eyes widened. I mouthed, “Of course,” and
then scooted it over to him. He scooted it back and asked if I’d sign it. WHAT...
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he wants me to sign my book? What an emotional rollercoaster. I went from
feeling embarrassed and disappointed to flattered and honored within seconds.
My entire body was tingling while I frantically dug in my purse for a pen. I
flipped open the cover and saw that the print shop left the first page blank. It
was the perfect signature page. My trembling hands started signing my name,
but unfortunately, I forgot what my name was and I just scribbled a bunch of
lines. I don’t think he noticed, or maybe it looked like it was intentional.

I took a deep breath, and my defeated posture became more confident as
I pulled my shoulders back. While the speaker was on stage, some attendees
still looked through my book. One by one, they saw my picture on the About
the Author page. Suddenly, my phone was blowing up with messages full of
praise and compliments. I felt elated.

Typically during the last break, people usually come tome in the back asking
if I’d found a lost jacket or cell phone so I could make an announcement. And
just like clockwork, we released for the last break and people started walking
up to me. But this time, to my astonishment, they asked me to sign my book
and wondered if I had any extra copies they could give to friends or family
members. | felt such a'sense of pride, and my shaking hands began to calm. The
feedback was positive and encouraging. You never know what reactions will
be when you put your heart out there but I learned that’s okay. Do it anyway
because it may Ignite inspiration in one person. Heck, if you inspired yourself,
then it was worth it. It’s okay to blow your own mind once in a while.

A few days later, the keynote speaker texted me asking if I’d send five of
my books to a good friend of his who is in an American rock band. He wanted
them to get inspiration from my book, and when he told me who the band was,
I was floored! I knew this band well and had been listening to them for years.
Once again, | was beside myself and honored beyond words. His final text to
me was a reminder to sign the books. Funny!

Many more instances encouraged me to continue with my passion for find-
ing hearts and finding new and creative ways of sharing them. The world
was thirsty for inspiration, and the fact that I had a talent for discovering and
revealing love through nature seemed to strike a chord. I set a personal goal
of posting one new heart daily for a year on social media. I did that for two
straight years without missing one single day. The number of emails, texts, and
instant messages received from friends, family, and complete strangers sending
me hearts they found was phenomenal. I saved every single one of them. When
someone takes the time to send me a heart they’ve found, my heart swells with
happiness, and I feel loved.
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All the positive responses over the years inspired me to simultaneously
self-publish two picture books with my hearts—one for adults and the other
for kids. The children’s book took a life form of its own which had me doing
book readings for second graders in underprivileged schools and even caught
the attention of the Denver chapter of the Autism Society for kids who are adept
at finding shapes and patterns. The kid’s book was converted to an ebook, and I
added an activity book (Thank you, JB Owen, for the nudge). How cool to share
and inspire kids worldwide to look for the universal symbol of love—a heart.
This is my way of communicating love and creating an unspoken connection
with kids, hoping it will open their eyes to the beauty in nature that we often
forget or are too busy to notice as adults.

My hope isn’t to encourage you to find hearts in nature but rather to challenge
you to listen to your heart and be literal if it helps. Imagine a world where we
all pause and reflect on what truly Ignites that spark within us and then trans-
late that spark into action. If we live by what matters most, we can align our
efforts with our goals and values, resulting in more meaningful relationships
and experiences for all of humanity. We can go beyond living to loving life
fully by listening to our hearts.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

The universal symbol of love is a heart. The delicate shape transcends all
boundaries and keeps us connected.

However you get there, do it with all your heart.

Empower others to listen to their heart.

Allow space to heal your heart.

Remember that your heart beats only for you.

Trust your heart.

Jenny Salimi — United States of America
Inventor and Author
www.jennylynnebooks.com
€ jennysalimi
€3 jennylynnebooks
Jjennylynnebooks
@ jennylynnebooks
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Rumi

’

“Let the beauty we love be what we do.’

The world is full of love hiding in plain sight, in the curve of a leaf, the shape
of a cloud, or the accidental perfection of a moment no one else stopped
to notice. Rumi spent his life pointing at that beauty, insisting that it was
not decoration but direction, not coincidence but calling. His story is for
those who feel that the ordinary world is trying to tell them something
extraordinary, if only they will stop long enough to notice.

THE PoeT WHO TAUGHT THE WORLD TO SEE

In the city of Balkh, in what is now Afghanistan, in the year 1207, a boy was
born who would spend his life trying to describe something that language was
never quite designed to hold.

Jalal ad-Din Muhammad Riim1 grew up in a household of scholarship and
spiritual seeking, the son of a theologian and mystic who understood that the
questions worth asking were the ones that could not be answered quickly.
When Rumi was still a child, his family fled the advancing Mongol armies,
joining the vast movement of people displaced by one of history’s most violent
upheavals and wandering through Persia and the Middle East before settling
eventually in Konya, in what is now Turkey. He grew up, in other words, as
someone who had learned early that home was not a place but a practice, that
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the ground beneath your feet was never guaranteed, and that what endured was
not the city or the house but the quality of attention you brought to wherever
you found yourself standing.

He became a scholar and a teacher of Islamic law, deeply learned and
widely respected, moving through the world with the particular authority of
someone who had mastered everything the tradition had to offer. He was in
his late thirties when everything changed.

A wandering dervish named Shams of Tabriz arrived in Konyain 1244
and encountered Rumi in the street. What passed between them-in that first
meeting has been told and retold so many times that the details have become
legend, but what is certain is this: something in Rumi cracked open that had
been waiting, perhaps his entire life, to be awakened. The two men became
inseparable companions in a friendship so intense and so transformative that
those around Rumi could barely recognize the man who emerged from it. The
scholar put down his books. The teacher became a student of something that
could not be taught, only felt. He began to write poetry with the unstoppable,
overflowing quality of someone who had found the source of the river and
could not stop drinking from it.

Beauty surrounds us, he wrote, but usually we need to be walking in a
garden to know it. He had been walking in the garden all his life. Shams had
simply shown him how to open his eyes.

When Shams disappeared, as suddenly and mysteriously as he had arrived,
Rumi’s grief was absolute. He searched for him. He called his name in his poetry
with a longing so raw and so beautiful that readers across eight centuries have
recognized in it their own deepest losses and their own deepest loves. And in
the searching, something extraordinary happened. Rumi discovered that the
beloved he had been reaching for was not only Shams. It was the beauty hidden
in every ordinary thing. It was the love that had been present all along in the
blooming of a petal, the sound of a reed flute, the particular quality of light on
water in the late afternoon.

“Everyone has been made for some particular work,” he said. “And the
desire for that work has been put in every heart.”

His work was to see. And having learned to see, he spent the rest of his life
teaching others how.

He allowed his Ignite Moment of meeting Shams and losing him to be his
teacher. It was in the discovery that grief, when you let it open you rather than
close you, becomes the very instrument through which beauty enters. The
wound is the place where the light enters you, he wrote, and he wrote it from
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the inside of a loss so complete that it had dissolved the boundary between
himself and everything around him. He was no longer separate from the garden.
He was the garden, grieving and blooming simultaneously, and the poetry that
poured from him in that state has never stopped reaching people who need
exactly what it offers: the reminder that love is not somewhere else, that beauty
is not waiting for a special occasion, and that the heart already knows the way.

“Your heart knows the way,” he said simply. “Run in that direction.”

The Masnavi, his masterwork, runs to more than 25 thousand verses and is
considered one of the greatest poems in any language. The Divan-e Shams-e
Tabrizi, his collection of lyric poems written in the name of his lost friend,
contains more than 40 thousand verses of extraordinary beauty and precision.
He composed and dictated his poetry, and he whirled. When music moved
through him, Rumi would spin in continuous circles, arms outstretched, one
hand reaching upward and one hand turned toward the earth, surrendering the
ego through movement until only love remained. His followers formalized this
into the Mevlevi Order, whose practitioners, known as Whirling Dervishes,
have continued this spinning meditation as a form of prayer and union with
the divine for eight centuries and still practice it today.

He died in Konya on December 17, 1273, and was buried there. His tomb
became a place of pilgrimage almost immediately and has never stopped being
one. People come from every religion, every country, and every century, because
Rumi belongs to none of them and all of them simultaneously. / am neither
of the East, nor of the West, he wrote. No boundaries exist within my breast.
He meant it as a spiritual statement. It turned out to be a literal description of
what happened to his words after his death.

He ignited a centuries-long conversation about love as the organizing force
of the universe, and the enduring reminder that the beauty we are searching for
has been surrounding us all along, in gardens, grief, and the shape of things
we almost walked past without stopping to look. He proved humanity is not
diminished by its longing. It is made luminous by it. The ache to find beauty,
to connect, and to see the love hiding in every ordinary moment is not a weak-
ness. It is the most human thing there is. And the person who learns to follow
that ache will find what Rumi found centuries ago and left waiting for all of
us. The beauty, the love, and the hearts hidden in every ordinary moment were
always with you. They have always been there, generous and patient, waiting
joyfully for you to be willing to find them.
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KATIE ALLEN AND
ALLISON PRINCE

“When in doubt, choose joy.”

Life can be challenging, and sometimes, the clouds in the mind cover our
joy. We’re here to tell you that joy is possible. There are time-tested tools
to support you in shifting your mindset and uncovering your unique gifts
to light up the world. You can overcome obstacles and do hard things. Your
challenges will strengthen you and equip you with the tools you need to
fly when you are ready to burst out of your cocoon. You, too, can live up
to your incredible potential and infuse your life with joy.

THE Joy BuUSINESS

Like so many young people in their twenties, we were both finding ourselves.
Allison was still determining what she wanted to study when she went to college.
It was not until midway through her junior year, when she took a stress man-
agement course, that a spark was finally lit. This led her to study kinesiology
and eventually into taking a semester of yoga. She took a yoga teacher training
after that semester, not to become a yoga teacher, but to better understand why
this practice made her feel so good. However, within the first few weeks of the
training, she knew without a shadow of a doubt that she had found her path.
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Katie has always been fascinated with indigenous healing systems. She spent
time in Guatemala studying Mayan linguistics and then pursued a Master’s Degree
in Public Health at Tulane University. Spending so much time researching and
writing papers, her yoga practice is what helped her manage stress: sweating,
getting out of her head and into her body. Being part of a supportive community
at Wild Lotus Yoga in New Orleans was so impactful for her that she wrote her
Master’s thesis on yoga’s ability to prevent and treat chronic disease.

We met working together in a gorgeous 6500-square-foot wellness center.
It was perfect for us during our formative years. We were surrounded by heal-
ers and wise teachers, always learning, uncovering new passions, and feeling
uplifted by our very large community. We had a space to be creative, implement
new ideas, and expand our joy. It was the best of times. We developed over 500
hours of training programs; we led retreats to Costa Rica, and we were having
a blast with minimal responsibilities. And then it hit us over the head like a ton
of bricks. Our beloved home and place of employment for the last seven years
was financially unsustainable, and there was the possibility it may not survive.

We were blindsided, although we saw hints over the years that we were
not ready to fully recognize. What were we going to do? We put every fiber
of our being into nurturing this space. As the core team members, we built
strong community bonds. It was a place of wellness and personal healing that
was beautiful, magical, and meaningful to many people. We couldn’t just let
this slip away, become fragmented, and dissipate into nothingness. This was
our life’s work, the place where we matured into adults and built our careers.

One day, we sat on the back steps behind the building and started a con-
versation about what it would look like to create our own space. We decided
to start working on “Plan B” as a backup in case the business was no longer
viable. We worked on our business plan for months, which was equally exciting
and terrifying, and it was a lot to process.

We were comfortable at the studio we were in. It was our warm cocoon
where we felt safe and nurtured. But at the same time, we were at the whim
of forces beyond our control. We could have stayed safe in our status quo, or
we could look at this as an opportunity to push past our comfort zones, break
into a new realm, and put every fiber of our beings into creating a magnificent
new reality. After several months, we knew in our hearts and souls that “Plan
B” needed to be “Plan A.”

In our search to find the perfect space, we first drove around quite aimlessly,
fueled by pure excitement and the possibility of creating something uniquely
our own. After visiting random strip malls, we were overcome with a sense
of confusion and lack of clarity. We decided to pause and get clear on what
exactly we were looking for.

lcNITE HumaNiTY /217

We parked the car, pulled out a notebook, and wrote out our studio Bhavana.
Bhavana is the Sanskrit word for visualization. It’s a practice that helps to
clarify our values and get specific about what we really want. We listed all the
non-negotiable requirements of our new studio, which included the following
elements: 2000-3000 square feet, close to a freeway but not too close, large
grocery or anchor store, plenty of parking, feels like a retreat center, outdoor
dining, coffee shop, juice bar, and a healthy restaurant. It was a large list, and
we had the faith that it existed; we just had to find it.

A few months later, we found ourselves sitting in a very fancy conference
room surrounded by people in expensive suits. We were about to sign a 100+
page lease with the largest real estate corporation in the county. Neither of us
owned business attire, so we were dressed in black pants and sweaters, our
version of fancy, as we usually live in yoga pants: It was intimidating, and again,
the fears and doubts started to bubble up. Are we really doing this? Can this
really work? Are we signing our lives away?

At this pivotal moment, we stepped outside for some fresh air to reset. We
prayed, calmed our nerves, took some deep breaths, and got clear. We knew
deep down that we were meant for more, that we had the potential to create
something special that had never existed before. We knew the transmission of
joy through sacred space and healing practices is what the world needs, and
we’d had the privilege of seeing it every day on the faces of our students. We
were doing this for the right reasons, even though it stretched us way beyond
our comfort zone. With that intention, we blessed the 100-page lease and said,

“Let’s'do this.”

We created the most beautiful space we could envision by saying yes to our
dreams. Walking into Be The Change Yoga, you immediately felt different. It
was like stepping back in time, a retreat amidst the chaos of the modern world.
To enter the studios, students floated under the twinkling blue Turkish lanterns
in the front windows, hanging vines, finding themselves surrounded by books
and healing reminders of how we are meant to live. To enter the two large
studios, they would open large wooden temple doors from 1800 Rajasthan
with layers of paint amassed over centuries.

The journey of creating the space was magical. We found that when you get
clear on the vision (Bhavana) and attune your mind with the frequency of joy,
miracles happen, and beautiful things, people, and opportunities flow into your
vibrational field. We wondered how we would find ancient relics to make our
space feel like a Balinese retreat center. Upon asking, the universe delivered
a new friend who imported decor from India, Bali, Thailand, and Morocco.
Katie met him at a birthday party in Los Angeles, and he loved our vision so
much that he offered us wholesale pricing on everything!
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For the next few years, we worked harder than ever, burning the candle on
both ends. We compared having a business to having a child and would often
say that our yoga studio is our first baby. Our small business required a lot of
love and devotion and would often need a hundred percent of our undivided
attention. As we were both nearing our mid-thirties, we knew that we wanted to
grow our families. We felt as if we were stuck in one phase of life while many
of our friends and family members were moving on to having children. Yes,
we were doing what we loved... but the expansive pace was unsustainable. As
a result, two healthy, strong women like ourselves shockingly had challenges
getting pregnant. We learned that this is very common amidst ambitious women
powering their way through the world. To achieve our new dream of mother-
hood, we both had to drastically shift how we lived; we had to slow down, we
had to delegate, reduce the energetic output, receive more, and learn to do less.

Anyone who has gone through years of fertility struggles can tell you that it
is a very painful experience. Everywhere you go there are constant reminders
of what you are missing out on. One can become so hyper focused on what
they don’t have, that they can’t see all of the amazing blessings around them.
We each handled grief and loss in our own way, but continued to support one
another, focused on gratitude, and never lost faith that we would emerge from
this cocoon and ultimately become mothers. Finally after three years, exactly
six months apart, our beautiful boys were born and our families were complete.
We had it all, a thriving business that we loved and sweet little families that
we had longed for. We had finally arrived.

All our hard work and dedication over the last fourteen years had paid off.
We had successfully opened the most gorgeous yoga studio and wellness center
in Orange County. The energy was magnetic. Classes were full, trainings were
packed, and we were the leader for yoga therapy in our region. Beyond our
studio, we had implemented programs throughout numerous hospitals and
clinics in multiple languages and our graduates were getting hired in clinical
settings and changing the healthcare landscape!

Everywhere you looked there were smiling faces as people experienced
the alchemy of being transformed through sacred space and lifestyle medicine
practices. Every single day we watched people shift and become better versions
of themselves. Our days were filled with joy, purpose, and connection. Seeing
such transformation in others was magical.

Little did we know that everything we created and loved so much would
be put on life support very soon. There would not be any cruising. For the
next four years, every aspect of our being would be tested as we learned to
dig deep, double down on our personal practices, stay connected to faith, and
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ride the waves of destruction and creation that rocked the entire planet and
our little world.

In March 2020, as the pandemic was announced, we sat in an empty studio,
wondering what we would do next. Still, in shock and denial, we believed the
shutdown would only last two weeks, and then we could reopen. As we sat
there trying to plan our next steps, the security guard came in and told us we
had to leave immediately. So we packed up the necessary items, turned off the
lights, and locked the doors to our sacred space.

Our business ended up being shut down for six months. The studio was
reopened and closed on three separate occasions. This was the biggest profes-
sional challenge we had ever faced.

We chose to re-Ignite and fortify the light within. We decided that our story
would not be, “The pandemic ruined our business, stole ourjoy, and everything
that we worked so hard for.” Absolutely not. We would grab the reins of our
lives and our precious Be The Change Yoga, steering it in a new direction for
longevity. Closing our business and operating solely online was not an option
for us. More than ever, people needed physical spaces of connection. They
needed to leave their homes and screens and reconnect to themselves and one
another, rebuilding the circuitry that led to joy. We were so grateful to have
each other. Honestly, the load was far too heavy for one person to carry, and
had we not had each other, all of what we built would cease to exist.

To light our inner spark and burn away the clouds of fear, we tripled down on
our self-care practices, prioritizing movement, meditation, breathwork, nature,
musie, and positive relationships. We minimized the negative influences. Over
time, clarity returned, and we could steady the stormy waters and see a clear
path forward over the horizon.

The decision to leave our space and not renew our lease after ten years
was not an easy one. We were extremely attached to what we created — the
many wonderful memories — but we knew it was not sustainable. We honestly
didn’t feel safe being in a high-end retail center after the pandemic. We got
creative. Two years before our lease ended, we started ‘bhavanizing’ a more
loveable future. We opened a non-profit arm. We started working with the city
and county to explore interesting rental opportunities and land deals. We know
that spiritual centers like Esalen in Big Sur and Kripalu in Massachusetts own
their land and thus ensure their longevity. We knew deep down in our hearts
that doing this work not only brought us joy, meaning, and purpose but also
had a positive impact on our community and beyond. We wanted to find a way
to be able to do this great work and continue to ripple out positive change in
the community.
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We revised our new studio Bhavana, and when our commercial leasing agent
gave us a listings report of over 200 properties, there was only one place that
stood out. It was a historic building from 1895, zoned as a creative warehouse
space. We just knew.

We began to draw plans. After seven years of working in someone else’s
wellness center, and ten years of having our own, we knew exactly what worked
and what we would do differently. This was the time to burst out of our latest
cocoon and build our forever home exactly the way we dreamed.

Coming out of the pandemic, we realized that what people needed most
(aside from vibrant health) is connection. For years we watched people walk into
our space and leave transformed: calmer, stronger, and more joyful. But then
they get into their cars, deal with stress and sensory overload on the freeway,
and go back to their busy or not-so-busy, perhaps isolated lives. We had always
wished for a gathering space for our community, but opening a cafe was never
in the cards and way beyond our skill sets and budget. However, creating a
space for the community to spend more time together before and after class,
put down their phones, look each other in the eyes, and share a pot of tea was
something we were all yearning for. This new space offered us the opportunity
to create something magical; to dream big. Thus, The Tea House was born.

Since we had been planning this for over two years, we founded our non-profit
organization, the AlcheMé Natural Health Institute, and we were able to fundraise
for the construction of the Tea House and community-based programming. The
days we spent designing, building, and pouring every fiber of our being into the
new space are the memories we will cherish most. There is nothing more joyful
than dreaming big, working towards your goal, and watching it materialize before
your eyes, working alongside the people you love the most.

The support we received continued, and the upswell got even larger. Every
day, fifteen to twenty people showed up to help us prepare the new space for
our Grand Opening. Jobs ranged from assembling tables and chairs to wash-
ing dishes, organizing retail, setting up electronics and networks, sweeping,
cleaning, and purging all the stuff we no longer had a need for. It was a very
exciting time and an all-hands-on-deck moment that stretched us in ways we
could never have imagined.

Our new 3054-square-foot space is a dream. Yes, the old building is high
maintenance and quirky, but that has given us all the opportunity to take own-
ership and safeguard our community space. In fact, it feels much more like
a cozy home and far from a stale, commercial retail shopping center. We all
love being there. We spend our days sharing wisdom that the world needs most
right now: how to harmonize our body, mind, and soul, how to look within,
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study ourselves, uncover our joy, and the unique gifts we are meant to share
in this lifetime.

After our classes, we spend time in The Tea House and build meaningful
relationships. After everyone leaves, we take out our laptops and work before
picking up our boys at school. Things are flowing again; everything is as
it should be. We feel extremely blessed that we have the great privilege of
dedicating our lives to the study and practice of Yoga Therapy, Ayurveda, and
natural healing modalities.

We’ve created our own container for joy, one that expands out and touches
thousands of people, and it’s always evolving. We are in the joy business, and
our shared work in this global community is never done!

Through the transmission of wisdom, we all can uncover our unique gifts,
tap into our joy, and cultivate the confidence to pursue our grandest dreams.
When we Ignite the twinkling light within our own hearts, it ripples out in an
unbroken chain, infusing more joy throughout the world.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

1. When the mind becomes turbulent, find a means to pause and look
within. Closing your eyes and taking a deep breath is an easy way to
reset. your mind and nervous system toward a more balanced state.

2. Meditate upon the best possible outcome. Shift your perspective to
focus on the goal (Bhavana) and not the obstacle to the goal.

3. Remember what brings you joy. Make sure that your actions and
Bhavana are aligned with the vibration of joy. What are your unique
gifts you would like to share with the world?

4. Don’t give up; the struggle makes you stronger. When obstacles arise
(which they will), remember the bigger picture, double down on your
self-care practices, and infuse your mind with faith.

5. Release attachment to the outcome. Sometimes, the path turns out
different than you had imagined; release your grip and allow the mir-
acles to unfold.

Katie Allen and Allison Prince — United States of America
Yoga Therapists, Business Owners, Natural Health Enthusiasts
www.bethechangeyoga.com
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INDRA DE WV

“Yoga is a way to freedom. By its constant practice, we can free ourselves
from fear, anguish, and loneliness.”

Joy is not a luxury. It is a necessity. And the spaces where people come
home to themselves, where the noise of the world falls away, and something
quieter and truer rises, are not indulgences. They are essential infrastruc-
ture for humanity. Indra Devi understood this a century before the world
caught up to her. She carried yoga across borders, oceans, and decades
and planted studios, communities, and the seeds of freedom everywhere
she went, because she believed with everything she had that every human
being deserved to feel what she felt on her mat.

WHERE FREEDOM BEGINS

Before yoga became a global phenomenon practiced by hundreds of millions of
people in every country on earth, it was carried across the world in the hands
of one extraordinary woman who refused to be told it was not for her.
Eugenie Peterson was born on May 12, 1899, in Riga, Latvia, the daughter
of a Russian aristocrat and a Swedish banker, into a world of privilege and
possibility that would be upended almost immediately by the forces of history.
She grew up in Russia during the revolution, watched the world she was born
into dissolve, and developed early the quality that would define everything she
later became: an absolute refusal to be limited by what anyone else had decided
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was possible for her. She was an actress, a dancer, a linguist, and a woman of
fierce intellectual curiosity who moved through the world with the particular
confidence of someone who had decided, perhaps unconsciously and perhaps
very young, that the life she wanted was worth going anywhere to find.

She first encountered yoga as a teenager in Moscow and felt something she
could not quite name but could not forget. It was not until her late twenties,
after she had become a film star in India under the stage name Indra Devi,
that she found her way to the man who would change everything. Tirumalai
Krishnamacharya, known as the father of modern yoga, taught at the Mysore
Palace in southern India, and his students included the men who would go
on to shape every major tradition of yoga practiced in the West today. When
Indra Devi asked to study with him, he refused. She was a woman. She was a
foreigner. Yoga, as he understood it at that time, was not for her.

She persisted and appealed to the Maharaja of Mysore, Krishnamacharya’s
patron, who intervened on her behalf. Krishnamacharya accepted her reluctantly
and then, as the months of her training unfolded, recognized in her a student of
rare dedication and depth. She studied alongside B.K.S. Iyengar and K. Pattabhi
Jois, men whose names the yoga world would come to revere, and she emerged
from that training not just as a practitioner but as a teacher with a mission.

“You give love and light to everybody,” she said, “those who love you, those
who harm you, those whom you know, those whom you don’t know. It makes
no difference. You just give light and love.”

Indra meant this not as a spiritual abstraction but as a daily practice, a way
of moving through the world that she carried into every studio, every classroom,
and every country she entered for the next seven decades.

She taught yoga in Shanghai during the Japanese occupation by opening a
studio at the home of Soong Mei-ling, wife of Chiang Kai-shek, and bringing
the practice to diplomats and foreigners in one of the most turbulent cities on
earth. She moved to California in the 1940s and opened a studio in Hollywood,
becoming the first yoga teacher in Los Angeles, teaching Gloria Swanson,
Greta Garbo, and Marilyn Monroe, making yoga accessible and appealing
to people who had never heard of it and who walked away from her classes
transformed. She traveled to the Soviet Union in 1960, teaching yoga behind
the Iron Curtain at a time when such an exchange was nearly unimaginable,
meeting government ministers and ordinary citizens alike, and giving them all
the same thing: the practice that had given her everything.

What she understood, and spent her life proving, was that the transforma-
tion that happens in a body finding stillness does not stay contained. It moves.
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It goes home with the person who experienced it, into every conversation, every
relationship, and every corner of the life they return to. One person finding
freedom on a mat creates a ripple that touches everyone around them. Like
water which can clearly mirror the sky and the trees only so long as its surface
is undisturbed, she wrote, the mind can only reflect the true image of the Self
when it is tranquil and wholly relaxed. She had seen this truth confirmed in
every face that looked up from a mat, having found, perhaps for the first time,
what it felt like to be completely at home in their own body. That experience
did not stay on the mat. It went home with them. It went to their families, their
workplaces, their communities. It changed how they moved through the world.

She wrote books that became bestsellers and were translated into dozens of
languages. She founded studios, schools, and training programs on multiple
continents. She moved to Argentina in 1985 and taught there until she was
nearly 100 years old, still on her mat and still giving what she had always given:
the practice, the presence, and the absolute conviction that every human being
who came to her deserved to leave feeling freer.

Indra Devi died in Buenos Aires onApril 25, 2002, at the age of 102. She
had spent more than seventy years teaching yoga to a world that did not yet
know it needed it,.crossing every border that presented itself, giving light and
love to everyone who came, and watching the ripple move outward in ways
she couldnot always see but never stopped trusting.

What Indra Devi gave humanity was not a fitness practice or a wellness
trend. It was a way home. A path back to the self that exists beneath the
noise; the fear, and the accumulated weight of living. Every person who has
ever stepped onto a mat and felt, even for a moment, that something in them
released and something truer rose up in its place carries a piece of what she
gave. That gift has never stopped moving. It passes from teacher to student,
from studio to community, from one open heart to the next, growing larger
with every person it reaches.
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LASHAWN MERRITT

“Being a champion in life carries more weight than being a champion in sport.”

My hope for humanity is to Ignite change by inspiring people to elevate
themselves through discipline, integrity, and purpose. Igniting Humanity
is about embracing your own greatness, stepping into your own presence,
and choosing to see life through the lens of gratitude and opportunity. It’s
about being the best version of yourself, so you can help others become
the best versions of themselves.

THE MERRITT MINDSET IN MOTION

From the time I was a kid, I knew I was fast. I didn’t fully understand what
that meant or where it could take me, but I knew I had something. It started
when I was six years old, playing T-ball (baseball for kids) and hitting ‘inside-
the-park’ home runs because I could outrun the ball. The moment that really
made me believe | was different was at a summer family cookout. I was in
third or fourth grade, and my older brother, Antwan, who was five years older
than me, had friends who liked to race.

“Anyone wanna race?” I asked around, looking for a challenge.

Antwan had also been telling them about how fast [ was, so they finally
decided to put me to the test.

I wasn’t nervous or worried about who they were or how much bigger they
might be. Lined up in the neighborhood street, surrounded by small ex-military
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houses, we would race from light pole to light pole, about forty yards. And I
always won.
“Man, he’s fast,” they would say.

Beating guys older than me sparked something within me. I didn’t know if
I could do anything with such speed, but [ knew I had it. As a middle child, not
getting much attention, for that moment, I stood out. It was an early glimpse
into something greater, though I had no idea what the future had in store.

I grew up in a home built on discipline, love, and hard work. My mom was
an educator at my elementary school and the high performer of our family. She
was always organized, disciplined, and showed unconditional love not just to
me, but to so many kids in the community. She was the kind of person who took
care of everyone, whether it was at school or at home. I saw her commitment
to excellence in everything she did, and that shaped me:

My dad was a man of consistency and integrity who loved the Lord. He woke
up every morning at 4 AM for work, and my mom would cook his breakfast
before going back to bed, each without complaint. He carried himself with
pride, not just in what he did, but in who he was. Coming from a family of
musicians and entertainers, he could sing, act, and was naturally one of the most
charismatic, well-liked people around. Beyond all of that, he had a presence.
He always told me that I was meant for something special.

“You come from good blood,” he would say.

He saw things in me before I even knew to look for them and recognized
my work ethic. I wasn’t the kid who needed to be pushed. Rather, I was the
one out in the dark, throwing a baseball, practicing, and doing extra because
I wanted to. That internal drive, that desire to bring my best self every day,
became the foundation of who I was and how I approached everything in life.

Growing up, I played baseball, basketball, and football. I was often used as
an example of excellent execution and how to handle the situation in the moment.

“You all look at what Merritt is doing,” the coaches would say.

I didn’t care about being the captain; I would lead from behind. Loving
sports and wanting to excel, I would spend extra time in the gym doing press-
ups before bed. I didn’t even know about track until high school, but when
the sport found me, it was like it had been waiting for me all along. It was the
perfect combination of everything I valued: discipline, preparation, and exe-
cution. It wasn’t about how much attention you got or how flashy you could
be. It was about the work you put in and how you showed up when it mattered.

When I was in eighth grade, my brother Antwan passed away. He was the
light of our family. His loss shook us, and in many ways, it shaped me. Sud-
denly, I had a deeper reason to push forward. When I started running track in
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high school, I was coachable, disciplined, and developed the work ethic of a
champion. Rapidly growing in the sport, I was one of the best in the nation
by my junior year. My brother became my why, and his absence fueled my
determination.

I earned a full scholarship to East Carolina University. Other universities
wanted me to be on their track team, but [ wanted to stay close to home after
the loss of my brother. They were not a top contender for track and field, but
I knew, more importantly, it is not where you go, it is where you grow. During
my freshman year, I went to an elite meet in Arkansas where I lined up against
professional athletes. The only college kid in the 400-meter race, I was new
to the sport, but I wasn’t intimidated. I had prepared, executed, and won. Two
weeks later, Nike™ called with a multi-million dollar contract. The world saw
what I already knew: I had something special.

Signing that Nike contract wasn’t the destination; it was the beginning of
a new level of commitment. 1 had to give up my college eligibility. The deal
was that [ had to be ranked in the top three every year.

“Here’s your contract. Now, find your winning team,” I was told.

Being a pro, I had to pick my team, the coaches, agents, and people who
would shape my career. I didn’t just choose people who were great at their
jobs; I chose people who aligned with my values. 1 surrounded myself with
those who-cared about me as a person, not just as an athlete.

The transition to being a professional athlete wasn’t easy. [ had signed up
for a life of daily training, pushing my body and mind to the limits, and com-
peting against grown men who had been crafting their skills for years. I was
committed, trained with integrity, and, without even knowing it, embraced the
grind with a shine, which set me apart.

Every morning, I would start my training in the gym first. Before I even
hit the track, it was about connecting with my body, preparing it to move, and
ensuring it was strong enough to handle the demands of running. That process
of building strength, mobility, and awareness laid the foundation for everything
else. It was a lesson in preparation, not just physically, but mentally. I[f my body
wasn’t in sync, if my mind wasn’t engaged, then the work on the track wouldn’t
mean as much. Being present in the preparation was everything. I discovered
early in my career that preparation is where success is built. It allowed me to
understand my body, to be in tune with it, and to bring my best self to training
and competition. Every lift in the gym, every mobility drill, and every stretch
before practice was a building block for race day. But those building blocks
only stacked up if I committed myself completely to each one.
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It took three years of dedication and discipline to earn my way to my first
Olympic trials, only to run for 43 seconds. Nike had made it clear that if I
didn’t get a medal, my contract would be reduced. Despite these hugely high
expectations, I didn’t feel the pressure. I focused on my preparation, execution,
and bringing my best self every day. And I won as the unexpected underdog.
That was my ticket to the 2008 Olympic Games.

The moment I stepped into the Bird’s Nest in Beijing, I could feel the
electricity in the air. The roar of 90,000 people, the flashes of bright colors in
the stands, and the sheer magnitude of the Olympic stage were the pinnacle of
track and field. Millions were watching from around the world, and my brother
Antwan watched from above. Standing there, I knew this was the moment I
had prepared for my entire life. Despite all the noise and lights, [ had a way of
dimming it all and locking in on my reason for being there.

The 400 meters doesn’t change. It’s the same track, the same race, no matter
where you are. [ had run it countless times, and I knew that if I stayed present,
trusted my preparation, and executed my plan, I would leave with gold. The
rounds had gone exactly how we planned: First round, execute. Second round,
stick to the plan. Third round, push harder in the zones. That final race was
about staying competitive within myself while being aware of the field, but
above all, it was about the will to win.

I remember stepping onto the track, my spikes pressing into the surface,
feeling the energy of the stadium. My heart was steady, my mind was calm,
and I had that familiar feeling in my stomach, those butterflies. I had learned
to-welcome them. They weren’t nerves, but confirmation that this moment
matters. [ didn’t let them fly uncontrollably; I lined them up and took control.
I was the head butterfly.

When the announcer called each of our names, the crowd erupted, but I barely
heard it. My focus was singular. I stepped to the line, took a deep breath, and
said a prayer to my brother, asking him to guide me and to be with me in that
moment. Then I got into the blocks. This is the most intense part: one flinch,
one false move, and it’s over. It’s not life or death, but in that moment, it feels
like it. The body is primed, the brain is locked in, the adrenaline is surging.
Then, the gun went off.

Everything I had prepared for, every training session, and every moment
of sacrifice, it all came down to one singular moment. The 400 is a race of
patience and experience, and I had both. I exploded out of the blocks, hit my
first 50 meters clean, and settled into my rhythm. The second 100 felt smooth,
controlled. I trusted my plan. I made my move heading into the 300-meter
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mark, feeling strong, staying composed, not panicking, just executing. The final
curve is the moment where races are won or lost. I stayed the course, kept my
form, trusted my legs, trusted my training. Then the homestretch, the last 100,
where everything came down to will. I knew why I was there; I was there to
push. I didn’t just win; [ won by the largest margin in Olympic history, a full
second. I had made my parents, coaches, country, and most importantly, myself
proud. I raced not just for one person. I raced my best race for the sport, for
the institution, for the athletes from around the globe, and for all of humanity.

As exciting and life-changing as that moment was, I knew in my mind that
the work wasn’t over. The next day was the final day of the games with the
4x400 relay. Together we won the gold, and it was another defining moment.
Hard work pays off- Teamwork makes the dreamwork. When each person does
their job and holds the other accountable, history can be-made. Celebrating
with my team, standing on top of the podium, and hearing the national anthem,
I remember my father instilling in me that / was meant for something special.

I ended up going to two more Olympic Games in 2012 and 2016, winning
three gold medals in total. I traveled the world, became a nine-time world
champion, and trained as an elite professional athlete for seventeen years,
but my goal was never just to be an Olympic champion. My goal was to stay
true to myself; thrive in my purpose, and bring great energy and character to
everything I did. As my career continued, I found myself reflecting on what
made me a champion. Was it talent? Hard work? Something more?

It all came down to my mindset, the Merritt Mindset: a way of thinking,
living, and striving for greatness that was built on discipline, accountability,
and integrity. It was about bringing my best self to everything I did, whether in
sports, business, or life. I recognized that the true mark of a champion wasn’t
just in winning medals; it was in how you carried yourself, how you prepared,
and how you showed up in the world. Being a champion in life carries more
weight than being a champion in sport.

Knowing my journey in life would last much longer than my career in track
and field, I always cared about being a good person first.

My dad would always tell me, “A good name is worth more than silver
and gold.”

That has stayed with me through every challenge, success, and moment
of doubt. It allowed me to appreciate the people who pushed me, the lessons
hidden in hardship, and the moments where I thought I lost but was actually
gaining something even greater. That’s when I realized: Your challenges are
not just for you. Your experiences are meant to be shared, to uplift, to inspire.
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I turned my personal struggles into universal lessons, and in doing so, I made a
new commitment to ignite the Merritt Mindset in the next generation, teaching
them how to navigate their own struggles with grace and gratitude.

Beyond the races, the medals, the championships, the Merritt Mindset is
about something greater. It is how | Ignite Humanity every day. The lessons I
learned in training weren’t just about getting faster or stronger. They were about
how to push through adversity, how to stay present in the moment, and how to
be grateful for every challenge and opportunity. What made me a champion
wasn’t just my ability to run fast, but my ability to support others in finding
their own winning path. I learned that Igniting Humanity isn’t about personal
success; it s about using what youve gained to light the way for others to
uncover their inner greatness.

We all vibrate at a certain frequency. Ourenergy, mindset, and attitude all
contribute to the type of people and experiences we attract into our lives. When
we embrace presence and gratitude, we raise our frequency. We step into a state
of flow, impact, and purpose, and that is how we ignite one another. We must
first be fully present in our own moments before we can help others be present
in theirs. When you show up as your best self, you give others permission to
do the same. You create a ripple effect that touches not just your life, but the
lives of many.

I believe there is a champion in all of us. Becoming that champion starts
with your mindset, habits, and the way you face challenges. Everything you do
carries energy and determines what you attract. If you want to ignite change,
if you want to impact the world, it starts from within. Igniting Humanity isn’t
about one grand gesture. It’s about the everyday moments, looking in the mirror
and deciding to bring your best self every single day, preparing in the dark
so you can shine in the light, and shifting your mindset to one of discipline,
integrity, and purpose. It’s about choosing excellence over excuses, discipline
over distractions, and gratitude over grievance. To fully Ignite Humanity, we
must first ignite ourselves.

The Merritt Mindset, the mindset that shaped me and the mindset I share
with others, is built on discipline, preparation, perseverance, presence, and
gratitude. Most importantly, it is built on the responsibility to pass it forward.
Being great isn’t easy. There are distractions and temptations, but if you want
to be a champion, whether in sports, business, or life, you have to commit to
molding your mindset for something more.

I’ve come to understand that my purpose isn’t just to run fast; it’s to teach
others how to run their own race in life. Whether I’'m working with young
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athletes, speaking to business leaders, or simply being present for someone
who needs guidance, I know that my experiences, mindset, and commitment
to igniting others are the most precious gold medals I could earn.

My story, this story, is not just about my journey. It’s about how my jour-
ney has helped light the way for others. It’s about the power of a mindset that
allows you to rise above, to push forward, and to inspire those around you
to do the same. You have to decide to elevate yourself so you can elevate the
world around you.

Igniting Humanity is about embracing your own greatness, and when enough
of us commit to living this way, when enough of us choose presence over dis-
traction, gratitude over frustration, and purpose over passivity, we don t just
change our own lives. We change the world.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS
+ Discipline - Doing what needs to be done long after motivation fades.
* Preparation - Proper preparation prevents poor performance.

* Perseverance - Every challenge is an opportunity to become stronger.

» Presence - Your greatest performance can only happen where your feet
are.

* Gratitude - Transform pressure into purpose. See the good in everything.

LaShawn Merritt — United States Of America
Olympic Gold Medalist, Speaker, Speed Coach
€ Lashawn Merritt
LashawnMerritt
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MILES DAVIS

“Sometimes it takes you a long time to sound like yourself.”

Greatness is not a destination. It is a daily discipline. A commitment to
showing up completely, to preparing in the dark so you can perform in the
light, and to understanding that what you bring to the moment matters
infinitely more than the moment itself. Miles Davis understood this and
spent his entire extraordinary life proving it, reinventing himself again
and again, never satisfied, never finished, and always reaching toward
the next true thing.

THE SounD OF EXCELLENCE

East St. Louis in the 1930s was not a place that produced many legends. It was
a working city, industrial and unglamorous, where excellence was something
you built quietly and carried with you rather than something the world handed
you. Miles Davis grew up understanding this. It shaped everything about how
he approached his instrument, his career, and his life.

He was born Miles Dewey Davis III on May 26, 1926, in Alton, Illinois,
the son of a prosperous dentist who believed in excellence as a daily practice
and demonstrated it in everything he did. His father gave him a trumpet at
thirteen, and what happened next was not the gradual development of a talent
but the ignition of something that had been waiting. The instrument matched
the particular frequency of a mind that thought in sound, space, and in the
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relationship between notes rather than the notes themselves. He did not learn
to play the trumpet so much as the trumpet learned to speak in his voice.

Miles moved to New York at seventeen, officially to study at the Juilliard
School of Music but actually to find Charlie Parker, the bebop saxophonist whose
revolutionary approach to jazz was rewriting everything anyone thought they
understood about the music. Miles found Parker, joined his band, absorbed
everything he could, and then began the process that would define his entire
career: taking what he had learned and moving beyond it into territory that
was entirely his own.

He was not the most technically gifted trumpeter of his generation; he knew
this and said so freely. What he had instead was something that technique alone
could never produce: an understanding of space, of silence; of the particular
power of the note not played. Where other musicians filled every available
moment with sound, Davis understood that what you leave out is as important
as what you put in and that the silence between notes is where music breathes,
where the listener leans in, and where something larger than the musician
enters the room. He played fewer notes than almost anyone at his level and
made every one of them count in ways that could stop a conversation across
a crowded club.

“Don’t play what’s there,” he said. “Play what’s not there.”

Miles recorded Kind of Blue in 1959, a single-session album that became
the best-selling jazz record in history and remains so today. It was recorded
almostentirely in one take, by musicians who had not seen the compositions
before they walked into the studio, because Davis understood that the freshness
of discovery, the particular quality of attention that comes when a musician is
genuinely finding their way through something unknown, produced a quality
of presence that no amount of rehearsal could replicate. Sixty years later, the
album sounds like someone breathing slowly in a perfectly quiet room: calm
and audible.

What set Miles Davis apart was not the size of his talent but the size of his
courage. Every time he reached a peak that other musicians would have spent
decades defending, he walked away from it. Kind of Blue had barely finished
astonishing the world when he was already hearing something else, something
no one around him could yet make out. He followed that sound into fusion, into
electric music, and into collaborations that baffled critics and then outlasted
their criticism, because he understood something about excellence that most
people spend their whole lives missing. The ceiling you accept becomes the
floor you are stuck on. He refused every ceiling, not out of restlessness but
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out of an absolute conviction that the music had more to show him and that
he had more to give it.

That refusal was how he Ignited Humanity, renewed every morning, rehearsal,
and performance. It was not a single dramatic turning point but a daily rededi-
cation to the standard he had set for himself and for everyone around him. He
lit the way not by being the loudest in the room but by being the most com-
pletely and uncompromisingly present. And that presence, that eighty percent
of attitude brought to every note, changed what everyone who witnessed it
believed was possible for themselves.

“It takes a long time,” he said, “to play like yourself.”

Miles said this as someone who had spent decades stripping away every-
thing that was borrowed, learned, or performed until what remained was purely,
completely, irreducibly his own. The process never fully ended. He was still
finding new versions of himself in the final years of his life, still curious, still
reaching, and still refusing to allow what he had already accomplished to
become a ceiling.

He treated the people around him with the same exacting standard he applied
to himself. He assembled bands of extraordinary musicians and then pushed
them past what they believed they were capable of, not through encourage-
ment alone but through the particular challenge of his own example, the daily
demonstration of what complete commitment to excellence actually looks like
from the inside. John Coltrane, Bill Evans, Herbie Hancock, Wayne Shorter,
all of them spoke later of what playing with Miles Davis had done for them,
how his presence had expanded what they believed was possible, and how his
refusal to accept less than everything had permanently raised the floor of what
they were willing to settle for.

Miles Davis passed away on September 28, 1991, in Santa Monica, Califor-
nia, at the age of sixty-five. He left behind a body of work so vast and so varied
that it continues to challenge and inspire musicians and listeners across every
genre, because it is not really about jazz at all. It is about what happens when
a human being commits completely to the pursuit of excellence, prepares with
absolute discipline, shows up with complete presence, and understands that the
attitude brought to any moment is the largest part of what that moment becomes.

Miles Davis showed the world, not by those who play the most notes but
by those who play each one with everything they have. The excellence that
ignites others is never accidental. It is the result of a thousand quiet hours of
preparation, a thousand daily choices to bring more rather than less, and the
absolute conviction that what you give to the world in your finest moments
was worth every moment of discipline it took to get there.
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MARGIE BREAULT

“Our journey is an.internal job fueled by external support.”

My hope for humanity is for each Being to unlock and connect to the
power that they hold within and act from that place of pure connection
and compassion. With each new Being that walks through the door, the
collective consciousness rises.

THE | OF THE STORM
“You are a liar. Say it, Margaret. Say, ‘I am a liar.”” *
in trouble.”

... “I'm a liar,” the little girl choked out between her sobs, filled with
questions on how her emotions could be a lie. But what did she know? She
was only 4 years old.

That practice of having me look in the mirror happened all too often. When
my emotions bothered my mother or when she did not like the answer I gave.
She would say I wasn’t hurt if I said she had hurt my feelings. She would
insist [ was mistaken if I caught her in a lie. My feelings were false; I had to
feel something different. When I would disagree, she made me tell myself in
the mirror that I was a liar.

I began to believe what I was told. I believed I was a liar. | believed 1 did
things only for attention. I believed 1 was wrong about my feelings and had

Say it, or you will be
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no power or semblance of control. I believed I was a cause and source of
pain. Those beliefs caused me to have limited action. Because I agreed with
my conditioning, I began to act on who I thought I was. Those limitations
wrote my story before I ever had a chance to. That was when my victim
story first began.

Early on, my light was bright. I was curious, playful, and honest. I spoke to
Spirit, danced, laughed, and imagined. I loved with all my heart and as all kids
do, I spoke what I observed with purity and innocence. Even if | was pointing
out that you had smelly breath or you lied, and I acknowledged it, I did it with
childish playfulness. I discovered that my light would irritate.a lot of unhealed
people and that it irritated those unhealed parts of my mother. She wore her
trauma like a suit of armor. My truth and direct evidence challenged what she
wanted and what she needed to believe about herself to survive. Due to her
conditioning, I became a target. Enduring a never-ending cycle of limitations,
false beliefs, self-doubt, and self-loathing that began so early in life, decades
would pass before I could unveil the person shrouded beneath them.

Throughout my childhood, bullies seemed to be pulled toward me. On the
bus to school, one of my tormentors used to bring razor blades. He would hand
them to me and tell me to just end my life, that the world would be better off
if I did not-exist inside of it, and my family would be happier if | was dead.
Kids would leave ‘hate’ notes on my locker and endlessly make fun of me.
Whether it was my clothes, my hair, my glasses, or the friends I kept, there
always seemed to be something they would attack. This often left me feeling
defensive, unworthy, and depressed.

I existed in a victim mentality, feeling I had no control over life. Degrada-
tion and humiliation were always just happening to me. I found codependent
relationships where I would take on the suffering of others, wearing all of their
pain on top of mine in the same armor-like fashion I had been shown. I often
found myself in the people-pleaser role to keep myself safe from the bully
energy I continued to find myself bumping into. Continuously reliving the
same lessons over and over again, with no idea I was supposed to be growing,
learning, and evolving, I was tossed around in the storm of life.

At the age of 10, I was plunged into even deeper waters. The innocence that
a young girl should have, my free will and control was taken too soon from
me. The abuse and injustice went on until I was 16, at the hands of a much
older male cousin I had trusted—another bully. I kept the abuse hidden for
much of my teen years. That began a cycle of self-harm, which came in many
ways. As a dancer, I would cut out food and sometimes purge as an attempt to
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gain some control. To shift the emotional and mental pain I was experiencing,
I also started to cut my body physically. Ultimately, harming myself was the
initial reason I was sent to a therapist.

For most of my teen years, I bounced from therapist to therapist until I
started my freshman year of college. I was blind to how limited my thinking
was, still operating in false beliefs, yet my new vocabulary helped me sound
highly self-aware. Therapy armed me with the ability to talk like I had it all
together, yet [ didn’t. Nobody could tell that underneath, I was in a continuous
state of suffering. I didn’t feel I had the tools to unlock and release years of pain
and heartache. I felt deeply disconnected from the truth and the world around
me. There was such a longing and desperate aching to feel any sense of relief.

My false beliefs finally began to shift a few years later when incredible
healing allies and support were put in my path, though I didn’t recognize them
as such at the time. In my early 20s, I was at the tail end of a toxic relationship.
I was in and out of bar rooms from Thursday to Sunday, working three jobs to
keep myself busy. I was in a consistent state of dissociation, still being thrown
around in the storm, filled with fear, resentment, and a pattern of making harmful
choices. I had also been talking with my childhood abuser, trying to gain an
understanding of why he spent all those years hurting me. He responded with
no regret. Twenty years my senior and a relative, he tried to convince me that
at the age of 10,1 was the love of his life. I was stunned. That people-pleasing
girl in survival mode came out and went straight for fawning, rationalizing his
behavior to keep herself safe from harm.

The emotional disruption prevailed until a beautiful friend I had known for
a couple of years became my ally. She recognized the pain I was in. Without
judgment, one day, my friend sat me down in my apartment. Her caring words
and gentle kindness allowed me to recognize the harm I was inflicting on
myself. As we sat in the living room, tears streaming down our faces, bearing
our hearts to one another, she held me, offering incredible care as she urged
me to get support.

“Honey, I understand, and I want you to know that I am not judging you.
But you need to stop this, and you need to get help. This is not right. You are
hurting yourself. Nothing good is coming from you talking to that man.”

She was right. I was hurting myself, and nothing good would come from
staying in victimhood. Her guidance and honesty became the catalyst for my
road to true healing. For the first time, [ remember feeling a sense of liberation
from my pain. Someone who saw me fully and only offered love in return. I
ended all contact with my childhood abuser almost immediately and decided
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to claim my power.

My friend introduced me to Reiki. Each session gave me such a sense
of calmness and peace. In the moments I laid on the table and allowed the
energy to move through me I could feel that solace I was seeking. However,
the peace was often fleeting. Old patterns and limitations would prevail. I still
felt like I had not learned skills that would help me operate in the world and
connect to myself. The reiki sessions felt like a passive healing experience.
I wanted more.

As the storm clouds started to dissipate. I overcame my toxic patterns and
began dating my now husband, and although my drinking habits began to slow
down, I was still often in a bar room because so were my friends. Yet inside, I
was deeply searching for the empowered woman that [ knew I could be.

At that point in my journey, another beautiful healing ally sought me out,
a babysitter I’d had as a child, Jenny. She encouraged me to learn more about
Reiki, and I began to embrace those modalities. I felt that this exploration
would allow me to understand myself on a deeper level. For whatever she saw
in me, | am so thankful. Her encouragement to seek wisdom sparked my love
and enjoyment of learning. The real uncovering began.

Within one year I completed Reiki Master Teacher Training, but I still felt
unsure of where to go next. My life and my habits were certainly transforming.
My thoughts and beliefs about myself and the world were beginning to rise. My
boat was beginning to steady on the stormy waves. I sought more knowledge,
taking classes like herbalism, aromatherapy, and then an intro to shamanism
class. Buying books upon books, and listening to podcasts and YouTube videos,
I was trying to figure out how to put into action all these things I was unlocking.
I still held a longing to feel relief. I wanted to understand myself more deeply.
Most importantly, I didn’t want to continue wearing my trauma as armor. |
wanted to be released.

Jenny had been urging me to come to a class with two women she had
been training with, Nikki and Ash. They were teaching a class about Nat-
ural Law. I had heard about metaphysical dynamics, especially the law of
attraction and manifestation, but did not truly understand how to implement
them into my life.

Curious for answers, I walked into Nikki’s home, greeted by her playful
labradors, and was directed to the basement, which doubled as her studio
space. The walls were adorned with certifications, drums, books, oils, and art.
Sprawled across the floor was an altar filled with instruments I had never seen
before. Goddess statues, crystals, rocks, and driftwood sat on top of a fluffy
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white rug. It smelt like Palo Santo and sweet grass. I felt excited and intrigued
but also scared, wondering what would be uncovered in this place. I worried
if I would fit in and the people there would like me.

When the room settled, two incredible humans sat in front of us. Nikki and
Ash introduced themselves to the room, talking about their backgrounds and
where they received their training. Then, we attendees introduced ourselves,
and finally, they began their workshop. I cannot recall every portion of what
was said, but I will never forget one pivotal and life-changing piece. One that
shifted my journey in life so profoundly that I knew I would never be the same.

Nikki and Ash started explaining Natural Law. I learned thisis how ancient
aboriginal beings and indigenous tribes worked with nature. [ was shown how to
consider all living things when making choices, always following the principle
of Ahimsa, ‘do no harm.’ I felt awakened to the knowing that this wisdom went
far beyond the law of attraction, that understanding all the laws allows you to
move through life differently, with more balance and ease.

As we sat and listened as they played the crystal singing bowls and pulsed
the drum, they went on to teach us about the Law of Polarity. In this ordinary
moment came an extraordinary experience. My soul ignited, and every single
cell in my body felt the explosion of wisdom that awakened. I remember that
as every hair stood on the back of my neck, I felt a surge of light move through
my cells: It felt like my brain exploded in the best way. In one breath, I felt a
sense of peace and expansion, as if I had been knocked into alignment for the
first time in my life.

I learned everything as having a built-in duality. Where there is a positive,
there must also be a negative, because atoms must have both to exist in the world
and so must we, because we are made of atoms. I realized that true power and
true balance are to be sitting in the awareness of both. Finally not as a person
being tossed in the storm of life, but rather resting in the eye.

As someone who had lived and breathed in the superficial culture of “positive
vibes only,” this new information unlocked me and also freed my soul. I saw
how this newly lit path would uncover a new way for me to move through
the world. I found a means to feel liberation from all the trauma armor I was
still wearing. I wanted to learn every single thing I could, not only from them
but from the Masters who taught them. That hollow longing that I had carried
for so long finally felt met. There was a choice in the moments after this first
revelation: to keep showing up or put my ostrich head back in the sand. Often,
I pause in moments of gratitude for the choice that version of me made. Head
on, she marched into the depths of her spirit, into the unknown, with just that
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spark to light the way.

I am now a woman who is filled with joy, who looks in the mirror and
speaks truth, from a place of compassion, empowerment, and even forgiveness.
I no longer hold any ill will for my mother, seeing that she tried to give me a
better life than she had. I feel so much compassion for her journey and hope
for the day she releases the heaviness she holds to live a more accessible and
joy-filled life. I have forgiven all my abusers and anyone who had enforced
my victimhood. I see the pain throughout humanity and offer compassion and
empathy for the hardship and sorrow we all endure.

I take everything I learn and my gifts to the world through working directly
with clients one-on-one, teaching groups, and facilitating meditations. Bringing
in my passion for business, I also work to bring flow to teams and organizations.
I co-host a radio show with my energetic soul sister and speak in complete trust
of the wisdom I hold and embody. I now train as a teacher myself and am an
energy medicine practitioner, mentored and taught by Lisa Iswari Murphy. [ am
an avid volunteer and bridge builder in my community. And now, as a writer,
I am joining this incredible project. Gone is that girl with that curly lob of hair
who looked in the mirror and saw herself as a liar. Freed from the constraints
of survival mode. I now hug that small girl inside of me just a little tighter,
thanking her for everything she went through that brought me here.

If you had told me ten years ago that I would be doing all the things in the
world that I am doing now, I would not have believed you. If you had shown
me what my aspirations and intentions held for the future, I would have run in
the other direction, petrified and in disbelief. As I share the power of compas-
sion and self-belief in this chapter, I know that others will find liberation from
their trauma and move beyond their victimhood. The stories we share Ignite
the hearts of others, empowering them to be limitless. I am grateful I get to be
a steward of this way of viewing the world and operating in this place, free of
judgment and full of compassion. I know I am liberating humanity from being
stuck in a place of oppression and suffering, one compassionate gesture at a
time, creating a ripple of change in the collective consciousness. Offering the
very support that we all need to be in our light and shine the way.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

1. Get curious about yourself: As you move through the world, you will
bump into situations that cause you to become uprooted. Instead of
looking at them with a lens of judgment, get curious about your emotions
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and the stories and patterns that come with them. Life is one big science
experiment, and you are the scientist.

. Practice the pause: While you are changing how you respond to obsta-

cles, limiting beliefs, and triggers, allow yourself to pause; you are still
learning. Instead of being swept up in an emotional reaction, pause and
allow yourself to process before responding.

. Utilize your support: As you learn what practices connect best with

you, whether it is breathwork, a rhythmic walk, prayer, mantra, or yoga
(there are so many more you can use). Utilize those practices and the
beings who can hold space for you with compassion.

. Move forward with more awareness: The more you get in touch with

yourself and open yourself to the possibility of change, the more your
conscious witness becomes awakened.

. Repeat: Do these four steps as often as possible.

Margie Breault — United States of America
Foundational Teacher, Energy for Life Coach, Medium,
Healer, Speaker, Mentor
www.prismofbrilliance.biz
€3 prismofbrilliance
prismofbrilliance
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NikoLa T[EsLA

“All that was great in the past was ridiculed, condemned, combated, sup-
pressed, only to emerge all the more powerfully, all the more triumphantly
from the struggle.”

The most powerful forces in the universe are the ones most people cannot
yet see. Nikola Tesla knew this from the inside of a life spent working with
invisible energies that the world around him refused to believe in, build-
ing anyway, trusting completely, and knowing that what was true would
eventually prove itself. He did not just change how humanity understood
electricity. He changed how humanity understood what is possible when
one person refuses to stop believing in what they know to be real.

THE CURRENT THAT CHANGED EVERYTHING

On the night of July 10, 1856, in a village in what is now Serbia, a child was
born during a lightning storm so fierce that the midwife declared it a bad omen.
His mother disagreed. She looked at the storm and said her son would be a
child of light. She was right in ways neither of them could have imagined.
Nikola Tesla grew up in a household shaped by curiosity and faith. He
was the son of a Serbian Orthodox priest who valued the life of the mind and
a mother who was herself an extraordinary inventor of household tools and
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who committed vast quantities of poetry and scripture to memory, despite
never having learned to read. From her, Tesla inherited the understanding
that the most extraordinary human capacities are often the ones the world has
not yet found a way to measure. From his earliest years, he was consumed by
questions about the invisible forces moving through the natural world, about
the relationship between electricity, light, and motion, and about what might
become possible if those forces could be harnessed and directed for the benefit
of all human beings.

He studied engineering and physics, first in Austria and then in Prague, and
arrived in New York in 1884 with four cents in his pocket, a letter of introduction
to Thomas Edison, and a mind full of ideas that would take the rest of his life
to fully realize. His early collaboration with Edison ended in a bitter dispute
over money and the fundamental question of whether the future of electrical
power lay with direct current, which Edison championed, or alternating current,
which Tesla knew with complete certainty was superior. He was right. The War
of Currents, as history came to callit, was eventually settled in Tesla’s favor,
and the alternating current system he developed became the foundation of the
electrical grid that powers the modern world.

Though free-to think and act, he wrote, we are held together, like the stars
in the firmament, with ties inseparable. These ties cannot be seen, but we can
feel them. Tesla felt them constantly. He understood electricity not merely as a
practical force but as a manifestation of something deeper, a current connecting
all living things and a demonstration that the universe was not a collection of
separate objects but a single interconnected system of energy in constant rela-
tionship with itself. This understanding drove everything he built and everything
he imagined building, including a worldwide wireless transmission system he
called Wardenclyffe Tower, intended to deliver free electrical power to every
human being on Earth, regardless of wealth or geography.

The tower was never completed. His financial backers withdrew when they
realized free power meant no profit. Tesla watched the structure he had staked
everything on being dismantled for scrap metal during World War I, and the
dream of universal free energy was shelved for a century. He had been dis-
missed before, discredited already, his patents disputed, and his contributions
minimized. He met this loss with the same quality he brought to every obstacle:
the absolute refusal to accept that what he knew to be true was negated by the
world’s failure to recognize it yet.

“The present is theirs,” he said simply. “The future, for which I really worked,
is mine.”
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He understood, with a clarity that his contemporaries could not match, that
the work of a scientist was not to seek immediate results but to lay founda-
tions for those who would come after. The scientific man does not aim at an
immediate result, he wrote. His work is like that of a planter, for the future.
His duty is to lay the foundation of those who are to come and point the way.
He pointed that way, across decades of ridicule, financial ruin, and deliberate
erasure, choosing every single day to keep working in the service of humanity’s
future rather than his own present comfort. That daily, unglamorous, completely
committed choice was his Ignite Moment, lived not once but thousands of times,
in laboratories, hotel rooms, and the quiet hours before dawn when the world
was asleep, and the work was still waiting.

Nikola Tesla pointed the way toward radio, radar, X-rays, robotics, the
remote control, and toward concepts of wireless energy transmission that are
only now beginning to be realized. He held over three hundred patents. He
worked until his body gave out, living in a-hotel room in New York, feeding
pigeons from his window because he understood in them the same spark of
life he understood in everything: the invisible force connecting all living things
across all apparent divisions of species, kind, and circumstance.

“The day science begins to study non-physical phenomena,” he said.
“It will make more progress in one decade than in all the previous centuries
of its existence.”

He said this as a scientist, not a mystic, because he understood that the
boundary between the physical and the non-physical was a limitation of current
instruments rather than a feature of reality. The forces that could not yet be
measured were not, therefore, absent. They were simply waiting for humanity
to develop the sensitivity to detect them.

Nikola Tesla died alone in his hotel room on January 7, 1943, at the age of
86. The world he had spent his life trying to power, connect, and liberate was
in the middle of a war he had spent decades warning against. His papers were
seized immediately after his death. Many have never been fully declassified.

What Tesla left humanity with was not just the electrical grid, the patents, or
the technology that powers the modern world. It was proof that the invisible is
real, that the forces connecting all living things are not metaphor but fact, and
that the person willing to trust what cannot yet be seen, measured, or proven is
often the one who changes everything. The current he set in motion has never
stopped flowing. It runs beneath every light, every connection, every moment
of understanding that passes between one human being and another.

He ignited a new understanding of what power truly is, and the enduring
invitation to feel the ties that hold us all together, even when we cannot see them.
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NICOLE MIXDORF

“The moment you heal yourself is the moment you can share your d
ivine gifts with the world.”

My hope for humanity is that people awaken to the truth that miracles
are real and healing is possible when we keep searching for our answers.

BELIEVING IN MIRACLES

The match struck, and I held my breath in anticipation of what was to come.
As the flame lit the end of the small wooden stick, I closed my eyes and did my
best to feel calm, listening to the background beat of the indigenous drums. My
heart beat in unison, nervous about the intense experience about to overcome
me. “I’m ready,” I said to the Shaman, and braced myself for the searing pain
of the smoldering stick coming toward my skin.

Truth is, / was ready. 1 had already tried so many other things to heal my
body, and this was going to be the miracle that stuck. I had been suffering from
a flare-up of ulcerative colitis for over a year straight... the debilitating illness
that had plagued me on and off for over a decade. The flare-ups of bleeding
ulcers, anemia, exhaustion, and urgency to run to the bathroom up to 20 times
per day initially came during periods of extreme stress in my life. Then it reared



252/ NicoLE MIXDORF

its ugly head after each of the three miscarriages I had and after the births of
my two beautiful children.

The first time I was blessed with a healing miracle was during my first mis-
carriage. I met up with a Resonance Repatterning practitioner because I was
losing my pregnancy and dealing with daily bleeding from horrible intestinal
ulcers. I knew nothing about the healing modality she offered, but I was open
to trying anything to support me. During our session, she used her skills to
intuitively ‘tap’ into the cause of the colitis. Through her process, she discovered
my symptoms were connected to my birth story. She then asked me; “What
happened when you were born?” I shared that my mother had gone into labor
so quickly that I was almost born in an elevator! My dad ran red lights and
even ditched the car right in front of the hospital door to rush'my mom inside.
He then ran to park the car, barely making it-back in time to see my birth!

The healer asked me how that story made me feel. Upon reflection, I realized
it made me feel stressed. She then asked me what belief system was created
from that experience. The idea ‘life is stressful’ formed in my mind. She told
me | would benefit from releasing that belief and guided me through a specific
breathing technique: inhale deeply through my nose and exhale forcefully out
of my mouth, imagining all that negative energy going down my body and out
the bottoms of my feet. “Give it back to the Earth to transmute into something
else,” she said.

I braced myself, took a deep breath, and pushed all of that negative energy
out of my body. Immediately, I felt a massive release, invigorating and reviv-
ing my entire being. I went home feeling lighter but had no idea what was in
store for me.

“I can’t believe it! The bleeding is gone!” I screamed from the bathroom to
my husband, in a mixture of shock and delight. It was an overnight miracle!
This woman never touched me, and yet, [ was undeniably healed. I had no idea
how it worked, but it did. I was both relieved and thrilled.

Happily, the miracle of childbirth occurred, and I welcomed my beautiful son
into the world one year later. After my previous loss and a complicated preg-
nancy, [ was elated to hold him in my arms, with both of us healthy and happy.
Yet, soon after, the colitis flared again. I did another Resonance Repatterning
session, but didn’t have the same results. Medication from my gastrointestinal
doctor relieved my symptoms for a while. But two more miscarriages followed
over two years, along with the seemingly inevitable flare-ups from the horrible
illness. Why does this keep happening? Why won t it go away? Those questions
loomed, and I couldn’t help but feel it was my destiny to find out why.
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As I was battling this recurring illness, I got pregnant with my daughter. I was
so happy, as I had been calling her beautiful soul into my life since the last mis-
carriage a year before. My doctor said the daily bleeding had to stop if I wanted
to keep the pregnancy, so I was forced to take steroids and other medications for
the entire nine months, which was less than ideal. I was blessed with a perfectly
healthy baby, but was in a quandary: Do [ keep taking this medication in hopes
that it will prevent another postpartum flare-up, or do I stop taking it?

Sadly, I didn’t have time to think about it. The illness came roaring back
while I was already on the medication, rendering it useless. The doctors and top
specialists I consulted had no more answers for me. They said I was suffering
from an ‘auto-immune’ condition, meaning my body was attacking itself for
some unknown reason. According to them, there was no known cure, and |
would deal with colitis for the rest of my life.

I rejected their prognosis on the spot. Their limitations were not going to
be my story. There was a reason for this illness, and I was going to find my
answers and heal myself. “Watch me!” is the message I left them with, as I
stormed out of the medical building, determined to redefine my fate.

I embarked on a journey to heal my body naturally, doing what my doctors
said was impossible. Thankfully, I had been running an award-winning cor-
porate culture and well-being company, Balance by Nature, for many years,
and I was surrounded by holistic practitioners willing to help. While all their
healing modalities felt nourishing, they didn’t stop the debilitating symptoms I
was experiencing. | became extremely ill, down to 105 pounds, and had to stop
nursing my baby girl because it was too depleting on my body. I desperately
needed to find a new healing miracle!

One day, my Ayurvedic doctor called me and said that a Chinese Divine
Healing Master was coming to her clinic. What was a Chinese Divine Healing
Master? 1 didn’t know, but I was willing to give it a try. I was squeezed in
as the final appointment of the day, waiting over four hours to be seen. This
turned out to be a blessing, because there was a book on the coffee table about
her unbelievable abilities. As I read, I was blown away by the story of her
remarkable life and the miraculous healing work she did! According to the
book, she has capabilities beyond what we can comprehend and can even break
the laws of physics. Was this for real?

When it was time for my session, I checked my belief system at the door. I
entered the room to find a Chinese woman sitting on a chair next to a translator.
She knew nothing about me; she didn’t speak my language, but she was about
to change my life.
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The first miraculous thing she did was x-ray my body with her eyes. Sitting
6 feet away from me, she held out her hand, pointed it to the top of my head,
and began scanning. She stopped when she reached my stomach and leaned in
with an inquisitive look. She reached her hand out further, moving her fingers
in the air as if she was digging them into my abdomen from afar. “I see red
everywhere,” she said. Red. 1 told her I had been bleeding every single day
for a year and a half straight. She leaned in again and announced that she had
found a rare form of bacteria in my gut, unusual for the United States. She
asked if I had ever traveled to China, Thailand, or India, and if I had gotten
sick during my travels. I realized that the first flare-up of colitis happened
three weeks after returning from my honeymoon to the Maldives Islands off
the coast of India. Had I picked up a bacterium then? It truly made a lot more
sense to me that my body was fighting off a foreign invader, not attacking itself
like the doctors believed.

Then she read a layer of my aura and told me that five spirits of family
members who were stuck on their soul journey were present in my energy field,
preventing me from healing. She told me that I would need to do a fire ceremony
at home to release them. After this revelation, she did the most miraculous thing
of all, catching medicine from the air! If I hadn’t read about it in her book first,
I don’t know what [ would have thought! I watched in anticipation as she held
up herbare hands and arms and went into a deep trance as she prayed to the
Medicine Buddha to give her the medicine I needed. Suddenly, she started
rubbing her right thumb and pointer finger together furiously and told me to
place my palms beneath her hands. I watched in amazement as her thumb and
pointer finger swelled up, and bright yellow clumpy powder appeared and fell

from her fingertips into the palm of my hand! I stared at it, dumbfounded...

until she finally told me to breathe it in through my nose. It was the most
intoxicatingly beautiful fragrance I had ever smelled, like the freshest flower
or herb, but nothing I could put my finger on. It was magnificent!

After this, she gave me all the materials and precise instructions needed for
the fire ceremony I was to do at home. Then I left. She never touched me; yet
three days later, 70% of my symptoms were gone! A week later, I performed
the fire ceremony to release the spirits, and my symptoms disappeared com-
pletely! After bleeding for 547 days in a row, I was healed! She gave me my
life back. It was a true miracle.

The experience working with the Chinese Divine Healing Master changed
me, as [ realized that there is so much more to this life than meets the eye. It
inspired me to integrate holistic healing modalities into the corporate well-being
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programming that [ was offering to companies. I spent the next 3 years feeling
great and truly believed I was done with the illness.

Until it came back again, this time after catching COVID-19 at an event. [
was devastated and spent the next year of my life trying to heal. I saw all the
same healers, and none of it worked. Why? | was determined to find the answer
and rid myself of it for good. After a year of daily bleeding, I prayed to God to
show me how I was meant to heal my body, and I also vowed that [ would help
everyone else heal. I immediately went into deep meditation, where L 'had a
vision of myself participating in a Kambo ceremony. How shocked I was when
I came out of that meditation, as I knew nothing about that medicine! Several
years before, someone had once mentioned Kambo to me, an Amazonian tree
frog medicine used by indigenous tribes for centuries. It wasn’t anything that
I had ever researched or thought about since. But I trusted the vision implicitly
and immediately started looking into it.

I was connected with a Kambo practitioner, and within a week, I had it
all set up. The Kambo frog secretes a skin secretion containing 16 powerful
peptides, extensively studied by science for their potent antibacterial, antivi-
ral, and anti-inflammatory properties. This resonated with me, as the Chinese
Divine Healing Master had told me that the colitis was caused by bacteria.
This frog medicine’s unique ability to seek out and destroy all pathogens in
the body spoke to me.

The problem was that it sounded like a brutal experience. They burn holes
into your skin and rub away the top few layers, revealing the ‘gates’ that allow
the frog medicine to quickly enter the lymphatic system of the body. The other
frightening part is that this medicine is a purgative, which means that you have
to purge it out of your body, either by vomiting or releasing from the bowels. I
was terrified. The Shaman said I would have to do the ceremony three days in
a row. The only saving grace is that the entire experience only lasts for 20-30
minutes, which I convinced myself I could handle. [ was willing to try anything
at this point and truly believed that I was being divinely guided and protected.

When the day came, I sat in trepidation as he lit the end of the wooden
stick. It stung as he poked it into my ankle in three different places. Within
30 seconds of placing the frog medicine over the gates, I immediately felt it
coursing through my body. My heart started pounding, and I felt flushed. I took
deep breaths to stay grounded, with sweat pouring down my face and body.
After several minutes, which felt like an eternity, I was finally able to purge
the medicine. Just as quickly as the experience came on, it was over, and |
felt alive! My senses were heightened for the rest of the day, and I went back
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home feeling transformed. The tree frog medicine healed me overnight, just
as I knew it would! Another miracle, the one I had prayed for.

I took the vow I made seriously about healing everyone else and allowed
myself to open to what was possible next. With this intention in my heart, an
opportunity landed in my lap to be awakened and attuned to the Akashic field
and be trained as an Akashic healer. Tuning into this ancient wisdom felt right.
Without hesitation, I said, “Yes.”

The Akashic Records are a doorway into the soul, where all experiences
from every lifetime and family lineage are available for profound insights,
wisdom, and energetic healing.

The first Akashic healing session I experienced revealed the #rue root cause
of the colitis in my life. It was traced back to a deeply traumatic past lifetime,
which was filled with intense guilt and shame. Hearing that information, I felt
araw, deep, and painful shame in my body and cried out viscerally. As that was
happening, I felt a sharp pain in my gut and screamed out, “Is this the cause of
the colitis?!” I received an immediate internal answer: “YES!” A belief system
was created from that lifetime that I deserved to suffer. Shivers ran through my
entire body as I knew it was time to release it once and for all! The moment I
transmuted and released the soul contract, vows, belief systems, and energetic
tethers attached to that past lifetime experience and offered forgiveness (to
myself-and others), I instantly felt free from the invisible burden that I had
unknowingly been shackled to for my entire life!

Digging deeper, there were two additional sources of the colitis, including
an-ancestral wound that went back seven generations in my family, along with
a soul contract I had in zhis lifetime to be sick. When I asked why my soul
would choose to be sick in this lifetime, a powerful message came through that
I was meant to overcome and heal from the illness and have the healer within
me awakened so that I could heal others.

From the core of my being... A new purpose was born.

Immediately after performing a ceremony to heal this ancestral wound and
release the soul contract, I received an intuitive message that the colitis was
now complete. 1 had healed all the layers: physical, mental, emotional, energetic,
and spiritual. | was amazed by how this ancient intuitive modality finally gave
me the answers and healing I had been searching for, which lit a fire within
me to help others find the answers that would heal them.

Since that poignant moment of soul healing, I have blessed countless clients
with their own healing miracles through the Akashic Soul Journeys that I offer.
The results have been profound! I have seen symptoms and pain magically
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disappear, broken relationships mend, ways of being completely change, and
heaviness lift. I now use my gifts to reconnect people with the wisdom and
healing that already exists within them. I know that my purpose in this life is
to be a healer and raise the vibration on the planet. I was meant to go through
all the pain and suffering I experienced, because the moment I healed myself
was the moment I was empowered to heal and Ignite Humanity.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

+ Sit quietly, close your eyes, and take a few deep breaths. Reflect on
the following questions: Where in your life do you feel stuck or blocked?
What message does this challenge have for you? What is the lesson that
your soul is yearning for you to master?

* Place your hand on your heart. Ask yourself: Have you accepted the
limitations of others in any area of your life? What is true for you? Stand
in your power and declare to yourself that there’s something bigger
waiting for you.

* Pray for your miracle daily. Ask yourself: Are you ready for a miracle
in-your life? Faith and belief attract miracles. Open yourself to receive
divine guidance on the path forward and take immediate action on the
first'step. Then watch in amazement as magic flows into your life!

Nicole Mixdorf— United States of America
Akashic Soul Healer, Keynote Speaker, Chief Wellness Olfficer Balance by Nature
nicolemixdorf.com
balancebynature.com
€3 nicole.nadelmixdorf
nicolemixdorf
M nicolemixdorf
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JoOoHN LENNON

“There are two basic motivating forces: fear and love. When we are afraid,
we pull back from life. When we are in love, we open to all that life has to
offer with passion, excitement, and acceptance.”

Some voices carry a frequency that changes the people who hear them. John
Lennon was one of those voices, warm and fierce and completely unafraid,
singing a vision of what humanity could become into the world if it chose
love over fear and imagination over limitation. What he understood and
freely shared with anyone willing to listen was that healing, peace, and
wholeness are not distant destinations. They are choices, available in every
moment, to every human heart brave enough to open.

IMAGINE WHAT |Is PossIBLE

On a Tuesday morning in December 1980, millions of people woke up to news
that stopped them in their tracks.

John Winston Lennon had been shot outside his apartment building in New
York City, and the world that had grown up with his music felt something shift
in its chest that it could not quite name. It was not simply grief for a musician.
It was the particular ache of losing someone who had been holding open a
door, reminding everyone who walked through it that another kind of world
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was possible, that love was not naive, that peace was not passive, and that the
human heart was capable of far more than fear had ever let it believe.

He was born on October 9, 1940, in Liverpool, England, during a German
air raid, his mother Julia singing to calm herself while the bombs fell outside.
She was a musician, a free spirit, a woman who loved life with an openness
that her son would inherit completely and build his entire existence around.
His childhood was complicated by her absence, by being raised by his aunt
Mimi, by the particular loneliness of a boy who was too much, too loud, too
strange, too himself for the world he had been placed in. He found his way,
as such people always do, through music. The first guitar. The first band. The
moment Paul McCartney walked into a church garden in Woolton on July 6,
1957, and everything that would follow began.

The Beatles arrived in America in February 1964, and the country simply
was not the same afterward. Not the music, the culture, nor the conversation
about what young people were permitted to want and feel and say out loud.
Four young men from Liverpool had walked onto a stage and changed the
frequency of an entire generation, and John was the edge of it, the sharpest,
most restless, and most unwilling to stay inside any definition the world tried
to place around him. He was funny, cutting, vulnerable, and fierce, sometimes
all in the same sentence. He understood, with the instinct of someone who had
been paying close attention since childhood, that the thing people were most
hungry for was permission to feel what they already felt.

When the Beatles ended in 1970, something in John opened further rather
than closing. He and his wife, Yoko Ono, turned their marriage into a laboratory
for the ideas he had been building toward his entire life: the understanding
that love was not a private experience but a public practice, a choice that
had consequences not just for the people making it but for everyone around
them. The Bed-Ins for Peace, conducted from their hotel honeymoon suite in
Amsterdam and Montreal, were not stunts. They were demonstrations, the most
literal possible enactment of the idea that choosing love over fear was itself
a revolutionary act, that peace was not a condition the world arrived at but a
practice individuals chose daily in the way they spoke, moved, and treated the
people in front of them.

“I believe in everything until it’s disproved,” he said.
“Who’s to say that dreams and nightmares aren’t as real as the here and now?”

He meant this seriously. He understood that the imagination was not an
escape from reality, but the faculty through which reality was created, that
the world humanity was living in had been imagined into existence by people
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who came before, and that the world humanity would live in next would be
imagined into existence by the people willing to do that work now.

In 1971, sitting at a white piano in his home studio at Tittenhurst Park,
John wrote the song Imagine. It was three minutes and seven seconds long. It
asked nothing complicated of the person hearing it, only the willingness to
picture, for the length of a song, a world built on love rather than fear. It gave
no instructions and made no demands. It simply held open a door and let the
listener walk through. People heard it and wept without knowing exactly why.
They heard it in hospital rooms, at funerals, and in the quiet moments when
life had become too heavy and something in them needed to be reminded that
beauty was still real and another world was still possible. Veterans heard it
and felt something loosen. Children heard it and understood, before they had
words for the understanding, that the world they were inheriting was not the
only version of itself that could exist. It became the most recognized song in
the history of recorded music, not because it was the most complex or the most
technically brilliant but because it'said the truest thing, in the simplest way, to
the largest possible number of human hearts.

That was his Ignite Moment. Not the writing of it. The moment it left his
hands and became everyone else’s.

“Reality leaves a lot to the imagination,” he said, and he meant it as an
invitation:

The reality we inhabit is not fixed. It is not the only possible version of
itself. Every human being who has ever imagined something better, and then
chosen to live as if that better thing were already real, has contributed to the
world becoming it.

“Peace is not something you wish for,” he said.
“It is something you make, something you do, something you are, and
something you give away.”

He gave it away in every song, every interview, and every public act of delib-
erate, unapologetic love in a world that kept telling him to be more reasonable.

John Lennon was 40 years old when he died. He had spent half his life
being told that what he believed in was impossible, impractical, and idealistic
beyond the point of usefulness. He had responded each time by writing another
song, holding another press conference, and imagining out loud one more time
with the complete and serious conviction of someone who understood that the
imagination is the most powerful instrument human beings possess.

Imagine what is possible when love is the answer and every human heart
is brave enough to say so.
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“Adversity doesn t define who we are but how we rise.’

My hope for humanity is that we all are inspired to be the best version of
ourselves, even if at times we feel like we are the underdog. We all have
‘setbacks’ that become ‘setups’ for new possibilities. Let those opportuni-
ties be a-chance to discover the power within you. When the world tells
you you’re not enough, tap into that Underdog DNA™ and show up as the
force that refuses to be defeated. Allow your underdog journey to inspire
you and be the growth toward greatness in your life.

THE MAKING OF AN UNDERDOG

Standing on that stage, clutching yet another award, I wasn’t thinking about
success. | was thinking about why [ was there when others with more talent,
connections, and advantages weren't. Why was I receiving recognition for my
accomplishment? What made me stand out?

Pondering that question, I came to realize the answer had been within me
all my life. Since I was born, I have used my grit, determination, and tenacity
to propel me. Wherever 1 felt behind or faced adversity, I dipped into that
rising will to make it work. I have always been this way, fighting endlessly to
conquer hurdles and overcome them. Most people run from adversity. I learned
to embrace it, to let it forge me into something more substantial. It’s what I call
my underdog spirit, that primal force that awakens when adversity threatens to
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finish us off. What is so amazing is that each one of us has that Underdog DNA
within us. We all possess it, and this story isn’t just my story. It’s the story of
the power lying dormant within all humanity.

Scientists tell us we have twenty-three pairs of chromosomes that make us
who we are. But I’ve discovered there’s a hidden twenty-fourth, the Underdog
DNA. 1t’s not found in any lab or under any microscope. It’s that primitive
survival instinct that’s been passed down through generations of humans who
refused to quit. I call it a Primapower, the deep, primal strength that resides
in every single person, waiting to be awakened.

Life has a way of bringing forth our underdog characteristics early in life. For
me, the lessons started before I could even walk. Born a twin and undersized, I
had already been fighting the odds from day one. But growing up on a farm, |
learned something crucial about adversity: It’s not your enemys; it’s your teacher.

Before I turned ten, I had already broken both legs in separate incidents,
along with multiple other injuries. Most would see that as a misfortune. Looking
back, I recognize these as the first tests, the initial forging of my Underdog
DNA. Each break, each recovery, was building something in me that would
prove invaluable later in life: qualities of resilience, tenacity, and willingness.

By fourteen, life had delivered a master class in adversity. A tragic motor-
cycle accident left me paralyzed and should have been the end of my story.
Instead; it became the beginning of something greater. I can still hear Dr. Tay-
lor’s words, clear as if he spoke them yesterday: “God has a great purpose
waiting for you. You shouldn’t be alive or able to walk, yet here you are, and
you will walk again.”

Those words did more than offer hope; they offered perspective. Lying in
traction in a hospital bed and wearing a surgical halo, I learned the most crucial
lesson about being an underdog: Your most significant setbacks can become
your greatest setups for something extraordinary. While others saw tragedy
in my situation, I found transformation. I decided to use my accident as a gift
and a catalyst to do, be, and achieve so much more. That day, my Underdog
DNA was activated and life took off.

Farm life taught me that adversity was a daily companion. Every morning
before school, there were animals to feed, chores to complete, and responsibili-
ties that couldn’t wait. While other kids were sleeping in, I learned that success
doesn’t follow your schedule; you follow its demands. Those early mornings
in the barn, those callused hands, were building something far more valuable
than just work ethic. They taught me how to embrace the uncomfortable and
find strength within the struggle.

When I headed into the business world, I carried those lessons with me.
I didn’t have a college degree, just farm smarts and street wisdom. My first
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position in business was managing a vibrant sports shop. I realized something
powerful there: My perceived disadvantages had become my edge. While others
relied on textbook solutions, I learned to innovate, find unconventional paths
to success, and trust my instincts honed through years of real-world challenges.

Of course, life wasn’t done testing my Underdog DNA; it was refining it.
Starting in real estate, my wife Jolene and I were flat broke. Life was hard
with one child, another on the way, car payments, mortgage payments, and no
savings. The bank was breathing down our necks, ready to foreclose. This is
where most people break. Instead, something primal awakened in me. I utilized
my Underdog’s spirit, taking what I call the Decisive Next Action (DNA) that
changes everything. When your back is against the wall, you don’t need more
time to think. You need decisive action and a plan to take you forward.

That financial crisis became my catalyst. I was energized by it, pushing
through my fears and setbacks. Every door that closed in my face just meant
I was getting closer to one that would open. Every ‘no’ became fuel for my
next ‘yes.” I wasn’t just selling houses but fighting for my family’s survival.
And that’s when I discovered something remarkable: The underdog doesn’t
just survive because they have to; they thrive because they choose to.

Thousands of sales later, when I was standing on stage receiving that award,
I realized something profound. Success isn 't about being the strongest, the
smartest, or themost talented. It's about being the one who refuses to stay down.
It’s about accessing that primal power within your Underdog DNA nature that
awakens our greatness.

The great thing about underdogs is they’re always striving to find the best
in themselves. Noticing others in the industry, | saw something that troubled
me. [ saw talented people stuck in mediocrity, with every advantage somehow
falling short of their potential. And that’s when my mission changed.

Seeing talented individuals trapped in their limitations hit me like a ton of
bricks. I saw people full of ‘natural talents’ who let their disadvantages become
their handicaps. They hadn’t learned what every true underdog knows: our
capacity for greatness is directly proportional to our willingness to embrace
adversity.

When I arrived at the hospital and first heard that my neck was broken, a
flood of dread filled my body. I was just a teenager when that accident occurred,
and I had my whole life in front of me. The prospect of never walking again
burned deep inside, causing a fury of desire to prove the doctors wrong. [ wasn’t
going to let my adversity set me back but instead set me up for something
greater. When the doctor told me a great purpose was just waiting for me, 1
knew I had to make my future meaningful.
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That decision to overcome my circumstances allowed me, a few months later,
to return home, get back on my bike, continue with sports, and strive every day
to be better than I was before. Even though that accident was a severe setback
that affected my abilities and self-esteem, it was the catalyst that ignited the
underdog spirit that has been within me all my life. I chose that moment to
rise, triumph, and do whatever it took to take back my life.

So many of us face moments where a situation has the ability to strip us of
our gifts. Circumstances have the potential to rob us of our future, hinder our
success, and delay our dreams—if we let them. Instead, if we dig deep and
find the true essence of our ambitions and the grit between our teeth, we can
activate and utilize the power in each of us. That power extends beyond mere
moments and instead sets us up for life.

Looking back on my life, I can see underdog moments littered throughout
my journey. Yet, in the face of each one, I also see moments of tenacity where
there was no room to quit. I see times when my setbacks were setups for some-
one else to do more with their life, and my hard and difficult lessons paved the
way for greatness in others ready to rise in their lives. I call this the Limitless
Leadership Theory: Leverage + Learning + Legacy = Limitless Leadership.
Authentic leadership isn’t only about leading yourself; it’s also about awakening
other underdogs to find their strength and unleash their Underdog DNA. 1 went
through-what T did to help others use everything I’ve learned, leverage it, and
manifest more good in their lives. When others build their legacy, that’s when
I know I’ve succeeded as a true underdog.

The thing is, and what most people fail to realize, is that we’re all under-
dogs—every single one of us. The entrepreneur working late nights to keep
their small business alive? Underdog. The factory worker pulling double shifts
to put their kids through college? Underdog. The corporate executive lying
awake at night wondering if they 're really cut out for that next big promotion?
Underdog. The single mom raising her kids alone, the teacher trying to reach
that one struggling student, the innovator committed to social change? All
underdogs. The only difference is some use their Underdog DNA continuously
while others let it lie dormant.

If you want to activate your Underdog DNA and tap into that primal
power that’s been waiting to be unleashed, I encourage you to start with a
fundamental shift in how you view adversity. Most people pray for an easy
life. Underdogs pray for the strength to conquer a hard one. Others wish for
success to be handed to them, while underdogs know success can only be
forged through lived experience. True underdogs understand that comfort is
the enemy of greatness.
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Think about it. Your body doesn’t get stronger despite resistance; it gets
stronger because of resistance. Your mind doesn’t expand through ease; it
expands through challenge. Your spirit doesn’t grow through comfort; it grows
through adversity. And here’s the raw truth: If something doesn t scare you, even
Just a little, is it really pushing you to grow? That flutter in your stomach, that
moment of doubt—that’s not weakness. It’s your Underdog DNA recognizing
a chance to evolve. The challenges that make us tremble are the very ones that
transform us into something extraordinary.

I learned this through not just a broken neck and fractured bones but also
financial hardships, relationship challenges, health concerns, economic down-
turns, partnership disagreements, and every single setback that should have
stopped me but instead propelled me forward. Each challenge wasn’t just a test
but an invitation to grow and become stronger to my very core. When others
saw obstacles, I saw opportunities to build my capacity and strengthen that
underdog will that would get me through whatever life threw my way.

No matter where you live on this planet, you will face hardship and obstacles.
No one is immune to the human experience of challenges and adversity. Yet, it
is when you recognize that your struggles aren’t your enemy but your allies in
disguise that your life begins to shift. That customer who seems impossible to
please? They’re teaching you patience and problem-solving. That project that
fell apart?It’s showing you where you need to grow. Are those bills piling up
on the kitchen table? They’re forcing you to innovate and adapt. That difficult
boss demanding a deadline, that equipment breakdown, that lack of commu-
nication, that empty feeling inside? These aren’t obstacles blocking your path.
They’re the path, shaping you into something stronger, better, and unstoppable.

Use your struggles as stepping stones. Allow them to bridge the gap between
what you want and your aim. See every setback as a setup to gain the knowledge
you need to succeed the next time.

After I recovered from my accident, I struggled to catch up with my grades.
Relearning life and healing my injury took its toll, and eventually, I failed my
twelfth-grade year. It was a painful moment as I hid in the back of the gymna-
sium, watching my twin brother walk across the stage and accept his diploma.
Tears stung both my eyes and my ego. | was devastated, embarrassed, and angry
that I had failed. It was my father, in his underdog leadership role, who asked
me what [ saw for my life. What choice did [ want to make next? 1 could have
allowed the humiliation of failing a grade and not graduating with my brother
to set me back with limitations or set me up to persevere and dominate.

Repeating my twelfth-grade year ended up being one of the best things |
have ever experienced in my life. I was no longer ‘one of the twins.” I wasn’t
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the smaller twin; I wasn’t compared to my brother. I got to be fully me. I redid
my twelfth-grade year with my friends defining who I was, and I graduated
feeling on top based on my accomplishments. During that year, I became me
and cultivated the underdog warrior that pushed me to far surpass any of my
‘cant’s’ into a life filled with ‘of course I can!’

I now teach others how to activate and permeate their lives with the Under-
dog DNA they possess and show individuals how our Underdog DNA is that
primal power we all can easily access. [ encourage people not to chase success
but to manifest it. Leverage your story, learn from your journey;and use your
struggles to build your legacy. True underdogs don’t just aspire to win; they
desire to lift others up, show them how to thrive, and set them up for success.
Your setbacks are God’s way of setting you up for something great.

IcNITE ACTION STEPS

Take the First Step: Sometimes, the most challenging part of any journey is
simply starting. Whether facing a major life change or pursuing a new goal, the
initial step often feels like the most difficult. Yet, it’s crucial to recognize that the
first step is the beginning of everything, no matter how small. If there’s an area of
your life where you’re stuck or avoiding action, take immediate steps to address
it. Start with something simple but significant. The key is to begin right now.

Reframe Your Struggles: Life has a way of throwing curveballs. However, the
key to overcoming adversity is reframing how you see it. Instead of focusing
on the obstacle, shift your mindset to view the challenge as an opportunity for
growth. Ask yourself, What can this adversity teach me? Each setback carries
with it a lesson in resilience, patience, and innovation. Embrace the difficulty
because it is through these moments of struggle that you build the strength
needed to rise. When faced with adversity, the question is not why me, but what
can I learn from this to become stronger, wiser, and more capable?

Find Your Tribe: No one achieves greatness alone. While you might be navi-
gating your path independently, it’s crucial to recognize the power of community.
Seek out people who understand the struggle and embrace the journey of growth.
These like-minded individuals are often fellow underdogs who have faced their
own challenges. When you surround yourself with those who understand that
setbacks are part of the process, you gain the strength of their experiences
and their encouragement, wisdom, and support. Your tribe can be a constant
source of motivation, helping you stay grounded and focused on your goals.
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Remember, success isn’t just about what you accomplish individually; it’s
about the collective strength of the people who are by your side.

Use Your DNA to take a Decisive Next Action (DNA Principle): One of the
most powerful principles you can adopt is the Decisive Next Action (DNA)
approach. Too often, we wait for the ‘perfect’ moment or hesitate because of
fear and uncertainty. The Underdog mentality thrives on urgency and action.
Don’t get stuck in analysis paralysis. The key is to move forward, even if the
steps aren’t perfect. Action, no matter how small, propels you toward clarity.
Each decision you make, and every step you take builds momentum, making
the next move easier and more effective. The sooner you act, the sooner you’ll
see results, learn from missteps, and adjust your course as needed. This is the
difference between being stuck and making real progress.

Leverage Your Struggles to Create Your Legacy: Adversity isn’t something
you overcome; it’s a key ingredient in your legacy. Your story, with all its ups
and downs, has the power to inspire others who are walking a similar path.
Rather than focusing solely on your own success, think about how you can use
your challenges to.make a difference in the lives of others and all of humanity.
The legacy you leave behind isn’t just about achievements; it’s about the people
you inspire-and help along the way.

By embracing these action steps, you are making an impact on your life and
the lives of those around you. Using your Underdog DNA to become unstoppable
gives others the courage to do the same. The underdog mindset is built on strength,
leadership, and growth. These qualities are universal throughout humanity. No
matter where you go in the world, you’ll find an underdog, a kindred spirit,
someone just like you. And each and every underdog you encounter gives every
other underdog the setup they need to make a difference for humanity.

May your setbacks be your comeback into a greater version of you, and
may you activate your Underdog DNA because God has a great purpose wait-
ing for you.

Randy Dyck — Canada
Speaker, Author, Entrepreneur, Podcaster, Coach, Adventure-seeker,
Adrenaline-junkie
www.randydyck.com
€ randy.dyck.98
randycdyck
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“I just wish people would realize that anything s possible if you try.
Dreams are made possible if you try.”

Some people are given a reason to stop and instead choose to run. Terry
Fox ran 5,373 kilometers on one leg, in pain every single day, not to prove
something about himself but to do something for everyone else. His gift to
humanity was not his courage, extraordinary as it was. It was his absolute
conviction that one person, rising from the hardest thing imaginable, can
change the world for millions of people they will never meet.

THE MARATHON THAT NEVER ENDS

Terry Fox was 18 years old, lying in a hospital bed in Vancouver, British
Columbia, and having just been diagnosed with osteosarcoma, a bone cancer
that had taken hold in his right knee. His leg would be removed the following
morning, six inches above the knee. He was a competitive athlete, a basketball
player, a young man whose entire relationship with his own body had been
built around what it could do, and someone had handed him a magazine with
an article about an amputee who had run the New York Marathon.

He read it that night and made a decision.

He would not simply survive what was coming. He would run through it, and
then he would run across Canada, the entire country, from the Atlantic Ocean
to the Pacific, to raise money for cancer research. He called it the Marathon of
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Hope. He was 18 years old, facing the loss of his leg in the morning, and he
was already planning how to use it.

Terrance Stanley Fox was born on July 28, 1958, in Winnipeg, Manitoba. He
grew up in Port Coquitlam, British Columbia, the second of four children in a
family that understood the value of hard work and the importance of showing
up. He was not the most naturally gifted athlete on any team he joined, but he
was consistently the hardest working, the one who stayed after practice, and
the one who asked the coach what else he could do. His high school basketball
coach, who initially cut him from the team but reconsidered after seeing the
quality of his commitment, later said that Terry Fox was the most determined
person he had ever coached.

The cancer arrived without warning. One knee, then a diagnosis, then the
night with the magazine, then the morning with the surgeon. He spent the next
18 months in and out of the cancer ward, watching people suffer, witnessing
people pass away, and seeing families come apart under the weight of a disease
that the medical world was still struggling to understand. “I’ve seen people in
so much pain,” he said later.

“The little bit of pain I’m going through is nothing.”

He said this-while running a marathon a day on a prosthetic leg. He meant
it completely.

He trained for over a year, running more than 5,000 kilometers on his
prosthetic leg before he dipped it into the Atlantic Ocean at Cape Spear, New-
foundland, on April 12, 1980, and began running west. The early weeks were
hard in ways that had nothing to do with the physical. Few people knew who
he was. The media attention was minimal. The donations were small. He ran
through rain, cold, and the particular loneliness of a young man on a high-
way with a long way still to go and no certainty that what he was doing was
reaching anyone.

“Everybody seems to have given up hope of trying,” he said.

“I haven’t. It isn’t easy, and it isn’t supposed to be, but ’'m accomplishing
something.”

Ontario changed everything. As he ran through city after city, the country
began to wake up to what was happening on its highways. People lined the
roads. Schools let out to watch him pass. Donations poured in. In Toronto, a
crowd of ten thousand people gathered to greet him, and he stood before them
and turned the applause back around.

“Those claps, take them for yourself,” he said.
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“If you’ve given a dollar, you’re part of the Marathon of Hope. That ovation
was for you.”

On a quiet highway somewhere between Newfoundland and Thunder Bay,
alone, running his 26th mile of the day, something settled in him that had been
searching for its place since the night before his amputation. He understood,
with the clarity that only comes from being completely emptied and choosing
to keep going anyway, what all of this was for. Not the record or recognition
but the people in the cancer wards. The ones who could not run for themselves.
He was running because they could not, and every step was a step-taken on
their behalf.

“It took cancer to realize that being self-centered is not the way to live,’
he said.

“The answer is to try to help others.”

He ran 5,373 kilometers in 143 days before the cancer reappeared in his
lungs and forced him to stop outside Thunder Bay on September 1, 1980. He
was transported home to British Columbia, where he died on June 28, 1981, one
month before his 23rd birthday. In the months between stopping and transition-
ing, he watched the country respond to what he had started with a generosity
that exceeded every number he had imagined. The Marathon of Hope raised
24.17 million-dollars, one dollar for every Canadian, exactly as he had asked.

“Even-if I don’t finish,” he had said, ““We need others to continue. It’s got
to keep going without me.”

His dream lived on.

Every September, in over forty countries, millions of people lace up their
shoes and walk or run in his name. They are not all athletes. Many are survivors
who are grieving and everyday people who heard the story of a 22-year-old
who ran across a country and felt something wake up in them that had been
waiting for exactly that permission. The Marathon of Hope has raised over 850
million dollars for cancer research.

What lives on is not a legacy of one extraordinary person. It is the proof,
written in the steps of millions, that when one human being rises from the worst
thing imaginable and perseveres regardless, something in the rest of us wakes
up and refuses to stay asleep. That is how we Ignite Humanity. Invincible.
Determined and simply unwilling to give up.

b}
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“When youve had enough, that'’s your cue to evolve.’

My hope for humanity is to use stories like mine to inspire greatness. Stories
of overcoming the impossible changed my life. I realized there was more I
could be; I wasn’t living to my fullest potential. The feats of others opened
my mind to possibilities. Read this closely. Let my story be the catalyst for
you to face your reality and embrace your journey toward greatness, no
matter how tough the obstacles may seem.

W akING Up

One day, these hard times will be a part of the story I will tell.

That’s all I thought to myself as I lay on my stained twin mattress in the
corner of my studio apartment in Los Angeles. I was drenched in sweat, having
slept sixteen hours, yet I still felt drained. My mind was fuzzy, and reality felt
like a blur. What am I doing with my life? 1 wondered. I was working twelve-
hour days driving for Uber® in my old SUV. I could barely make enough
money to pay my living expenses, including the minimum payment on my
maxed credit cards.

When I wasn’t working to survive, [ was loathing my life by escaping
through my video game addiction. Spells were being cast back and forth through
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the mashing of my keyboard and furious clicks of my mouse. Strangers joined
me on exciting quests and heroic boss battles that dropped the rarest armor, and
we all became best friends when we saw the victory screen. In my video game,
I could forget the world for a while, be the hero of my story, and create cama-
raderie. I would play video games sixteen-eighteen hours a day and wouldn’t
move from that worn chair unless my bladder was about to explode or I was
near starvation. My body was stiff and weak from sitting like that for so many
hours. I didn’t shower for days. I was losing hair, and my beard grew unruly.
Pizza boxes were stacked to the ceiling. That addiction was something I strug-
gled with for over a decade.

Sleeping was a problem, also. I would sleep excessively and not feel the
desire or energy to get up. In my sleep, [ wouldn’t have to deal with my problems
because I was practically dead. I was wasting precious time that I could never
get back; thousands of hours. And I just didn’t care. All I wanted was to escape.

I had come to Los Angeles three years earlier to do what I love: music.
But I hadn’t touched my pen in months and could barely stand what I saw in
the mirror: bloodshot eyes on an indifferent face; soulless, grim, and empty.
When I first arrived, I was so full of hope. Los Angeles was magical: perfect
weather, flashy homes, art everywhere, and the chance to see the world’s biggest
celebrities. The stars lining the sidewalk of Hollywood Boulevard struck me in
awe. Iimagined my star on one of the empty spots, next to the names of idols
I admired. Everyone seemed so nice. When I told them about my aspirations,
they told me I would make it big and promised to support me. I envisioned I
would fly to LA and some big mogul would discover my talent and take me
under their wing to make my dreams come true. / was wrong.

It didn’t take long for Los Angeles to rear its ugly side. Hollywood was
a facade, and the nice people who made those promises never came through.
Because this happened gradually, I didn’t even notice the hole I lived in. It was
my new normal. [ was in a sketchy part of the city where crackheads would yell
at thin air in front of my building and hookers would stand at the street corner
at night—heaps of trash, human feces, and who knows what else littered the
sidewalks. Theft and violence were a regular thing, and I always felt I had to
look over my shoulder. Every time I came home from work I had to fight for
parking. Everything was a struggle.

My studio apartment was tiny. Actually, tiny would be understating it. The
whole place was a small room and a bathroom. It was all I could afford. The
room had my bed, my desk, and a refrigerator across from it. There was no
kitchen, not even a kitchenette. I relied on a microwave, slow cooker, and
cheap takeout to eat. There was no heat or air conditioning, which violated
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some tenant laws. In the bathroom, the sink was so shallow and narrow that I
couldn’t fill up a water bottle, and the only way I could sit on the toilet was to
have my knees squished together.

That wretched place was where I went to war with myself. Part of me was
so determined that I was willing to die for my dream. Part of me wanted to
escape my life forever. I’d been running from my pain through video games
since I was 8 years old. I grew up in a highly abusive household. Through my
computer screen, I could travel to a place where I wouldn’t hear my mom’s
crying or the sounds of my father striking her. I wouldn’t hear the sereaming
that rattled the walls. Deep in my ‘virtual’ reality, I could forget the beatings I
took from my father and what the bullies did to me at school. Despite my best
efforts, I was losing the war within myself, and all those years later, I was still
trapped in my past trauma.

After indulging in enough gaming and sleep to become delirious, I would
muster the energy to pick myself up again. I’d clean my entire apartment,
uninstall the video games I was addicted to, thoroughly groom myself, and get
my schedule back on track. Three weeks later, I’d fall right back to escaping
again. This became a vicious cycle, hitting rock bottom over and over. I knew
I would never reach my dreams if I kept this up. I would get so frustrated
because [ knew I could do better. When I didn’t wake up on time and slept the
whole day-or fell back into my addiction, I would beat myself up, concluding
that I was just a lazy piece of crap. Sometimes, I got so angry at myself that
I’d take a'broom and smash my head with it. Once, I grabbed the shower head,
turned the cold water on, and drenched myself while I still had my clothes on
as punishment. I’d also be lying if I told you I didn’t glance a handful of times
at the pistol under my bed. / was not okay.

My pain was just too great, and I didn’t know how to deal with it. The pain
of realizing that I have failed myself and my dreams. The pain of fighting every
doubter that stepped in my way but failing to prove them wrong. The pain of
knowing my own family and old friends never believed in me. With the fake
people I’d encountered in LA filling me with empty promises, [ became jaded
and bitter. After three years of toiling, grinding myself to a halt, being wronged,
unsupported, and unloved, I had nothing to show for my efforts. I felt like a
complete failure. The more I thought about these things, the more depressed
I got. I would have mental meltdowns and panic attacks. These episodes fed
my need to escape the pain even more, and the cycle continued.

I wasn’t blind to the pattern I had created, slamming myself into the ground
every three or four weeks. [ was on my last dollar with an addiction I couldn’t
control, my mental health failing, my dreams crushed, and the world crumbling
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around me. Living check to check, eating trash food, I was getting sicker and
sicker. I was sick of the false promises, the meaningless job, and the life | was
barely living. I had been telling myself I was willing to die for my dream, but
I was throwing it away. I could not get any more disgusted with myself, and
that disappointment turned to rage. [ slammed my fists on my desk. I stood up
and screamed at myself in the mirror, “WHAT THE F**K IS WRONG WITH
YOU? WHY ARE YOU ACTING LIKE THIS?”

Enough, 1 thought. I've had enough. 1 was coming to the end of the road,
and I knew it. I had to make an important decision. I could stay here, rot in this
hellhole, and spend more years hoping something different would happen. Or,
I could retreat back home to the east coast and face my family. Going home
would have at least allowed me to find some footing and figure out my life.
But I dreaded going home a failure, proving the doubters right. It felt like I
was quitting on my dreams, quitting on myself. Throwing in the towel that I’d
wiped my blood, sweat, and tears with for everyone to see.

I knew what I had to do. But to-stick with my decision, I had to act fast
before I lost my nerve, before I talked myself out of it again. I gave my landlord
only a few days’ notice. I sold everything I could to a pawn shop, donating
anything they wouldn’t take to a nearby thrift shop. I packed up my car and
made the three-thousand-mile drive home across the country to face whatever
was coming next.

When [ arrived home, my family was happy to see me. My mom was glad I
was finally ready to get my life ‘back on track,’ as if my years in Los Angeles
were simply a waste of time—a phase I grew out of. She looked at me with
concern. She could tell I was in bad shape. I moped around as if I had been
carrying the whole world’s burdens upon my shoulders. The first meal I ate at
home felt like heaven. I had been eating garbage for so long that I forgot what
food should taste like. I felt much better already with actual food nourishing
my body.

I had to address my financial situation. I was broke and severely in debt,
and frankly, that sucked. I began researching my options for the fastest way to
make a good income. I didn’t care what it was nor if I would like it. I wanted
to make the most money in the least amount of time. I got a job at a cafe in
the meantime to pay the bills.

This was a big shift for me. It was the first time I ever took my focus away
from music. [ was always afraid that if [ put music on the back burner, I might
be saying goodbye to my dreams and never see them again. I imagined myself
one day, ten years later, opening a dusty cardboard box I had forgotten about
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in storage. I’d find it full of my old music CDs, merchandise, and notebooks
inside. I imagined looking around at the remnants of my dead dreams and how
it would bring tears to my eyes as I felt the sharp pain of sorrow and regret.

My first idea was to get a job doing marketing. However, the jobs I applied
for either rejected me, sold odd knock-off products, or were part of a larger
multi-level marketing scheme. I scrapped the idea. Then, I started to look into
tech. Since I spent so much time with computers, I figured I could be good at
it and quickly pick it up. I found a coding boot camp where they train you to
become a junior software engineer in four months and help you getyour first
job. After ensuring it wasn’t a scam, I applied and got accepted.

For the next four months, I really went to work. I was doing over eighty-hour
weeks between my boot camp and my job. Every weekday, [ would commute
an hour and a half to boot camp on a series of trains and buses. I’d study and
work from morning till night and take the same long ride home. On the week-
ends, I’d wake up at 4 AM to open the coffee shop and work till the afternoon.
I hated that job and couldn’t wait to quit. [ wasn’t treated well; the manager
always had me do the dirty work. I kept thinking about the day I would be the
pretentious customer, not the one taking out the trash.

Getting my first tech job wasn’t easy. Every business wants an engineer
with experience, but no company wants to create a path for newbies to gain it.
After I graduated, I would drive to four networking events a week, hoping to
connect with recruiters who could help me get a job. I applied for countless
positions and had more interviews than I care to count. Rejected. Ghosted.
It was demeaning. After months went by with nothing, I began looking into
internships or volunteering just to prove my worth.

One day, after six months of hustling for a job, I got a call to interview
for a small IT consulting company. They hired me on the spot. I was severely
underpaid for my position, but I didn’t care. I just needed experience, a chance.
I wanted to make sure [ was invaluable to the company. Three months later,
I became the company’s superstar. I started to attract the attention of other
tech companies. [ began reaching out to test my value in the job market and
found myself in a bidding war with companies fighting over me. My company
matched a competitor’s offer to keep me. I stayed for another six months until
I landed a much higher offer from a bigger company.

The shift was profound. I went from being a junior engineer no one wanted
to a sought-after agent in the industry, with recruiters bombarding my phone
and emails. When I first began as an engineer, I felt like an imposter. I didn’t
believe I deserved to be paid this much. As I got more experience, I grew more
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confident in myself. I soon realized I was one of the company’s top engineers
and decided I wouldn’t shy away from it.

I paid off all my credit card debt with my newfound financial resources. I
had been in debt for years, and it felt surreal to be debt-free. I was very proud
of myself. I wanted to do more, but wasn’t sure where to allocate my resources.
I eventually saw my answer in a random video on social media. A guy asked
the instructor what to do with the few thousand dollars he had saved to grow
his wealth. The instructor said investing in stocks, real estate, or anything
along those lines wasn’t wise because even at a reasonable return rate, you
wouldn’t see much money. He told the guy his money would go furthest if he
invested it in himself.

So, I invested in myself. 1 started small. [ hired a therapist to help me work
through my trauma, past, addictions, and mental health. After struggling with it
since [ was 8, I finally conquered my video game addiction. I hired a personal
trainer to strengthen my stiff and weak body. I found a chiropractor to help me
fix my posture. My spine and shoulders were rounded from the years of abuse
I put them through, sitting in my chair all day. [ would later work with private
instructors in various fields, including music, business, and self-discipline.

I got my own apartment. And for the first time ever, I had a kitchen. I had
heat. I had air conditioning. I had not one but two bedrooms, two bathrooms,
and aliving room. I even had a balcony. I had a peaceful place to call my
home. There was no theft or violence I had to worry about. Three years later, |
boughtmy first house. I went from having no money and severe debt to having
a six-figure engineering job and my own place, living debt-free, all because
I decided to rise above my circumstances. [ began to trust myself, believe in
my abilities, nurture my dreams, and value my self-worth. I stopped running
away, took a hard look at my life, and knew I wasn’t willing to give up. [ wasn’t
willing to settle. Instead, I put in the work, overcame what was holding me
back, and committed to a goal, a dream, and a desire to make a difference in
my life and the lives of others. I knew if I could turn my life around, I would
work hard to help others to do the same.

At the time of this writing, I am set to become a best-selling author, a suc-
cessful music artist, and an innovative entrepreneur. I also am working on an
autobiography to tell my whole story in detail, the wins and the losses.

The odds may have seemed incredibly stacked against me, and I had no
more natural ability than the next person. But I realized that when you’ve had
enough, that’s your cue to evolve. I decided to wake up. I took my first step.
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Then another. Then another. Enough is enough. And if you have had enough,
you, too, can wake up to your reality and embrace your journey toward greatness.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

* Invest in yourself. The best investment you can make is in yourself.
Prioritize your mental and physical health, expand your knowledge,
and strengthen your social connections. List the things you’ve been
denying yourself. Choose one thing from your list and commit some
time and money.

* Embrace change. It’s never too late to change your life. If you feel stuck,
draw inspiration from stories of those who overcame similar obstacles.
Decide that you’ve had enough of your current situation and commit
to change, starting now. Choose to take the first step towards change.

» Take a step. Then another, then another. Big changes don’t happen all at
once. Choose one part of your life to improve and make a small change.
Remember, even if you sometimes take a step back, keep going forward.
These little steps add up to big improvements over time. What's one
small thing you can do today to get started?

Husam — United States of America
Music Artist, Author, Engineer, Entrepreneur
husammusic.com
@husammusic
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SOCRATES

“The secret of change is to focus all of your energy, not on fighting the old,
but on building the new.”

The most courageous thing any person can do is look honestly at their own
life and ask whether it is truly the life they are living or simply the life
that happened to them. Socrates walked the streets of Athens for decades
asking exactly that question, of himself first and then of everyone willing
to stop and think alongside him. What he gave humanity was not a set of
answers but something far more valuable: the permission and the method
to finally begin asking.

THE ExaMINED LIFE

Athens in the fifth century BCE was one of the most extraordinary places a
human being had ever lived.

It was a city of ideas, theater, philosophy, and democratic debate. The
agora, the great public marketplace at its heart, was not merely a place to buy
and sell but a place to think out loud alongside strangers, to test your beliefs
against the beliefs of others, and to discover in conversation what you could
not have discovered alone. It was a city that believed, genuinely and radically
for its time, that the quality of a person’s thinking mattered, that the examined
mind was the foundation of the examined life, and that the examined life was
the only one worth living.
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Into this city, around 470 BCE, a stonemason’s son, Socrates, was born.
He would spend his entire life proving that belief was not merely a cultural
aspiration but a daily practice with consequences.

Socrates was not considered handsome. Ancient accounts describe him as
stout and flat-nosed, with bulging eyes and an ungainly walk, and he apparently
took great delight in pointing this out himself. He was not wealthy. He wore the
same simple cloak in every season, went barefoot through the Athenian streets
regardless of weather, and lived with a simplicity that bordered on deliberate
provocation in a city where status and appearance mattered enormously. He
wrote nothing. Not a single word survives in his own hand, because he believed
that writing fixed ideas in place and that truth lived in the living conversation
between minds, not in the dead letter on a page.

What he did instead was talk. He walked into the agora every morning and
began asking questions. Not rhetorical questions designed to win an argument,
but genuine questions born from a profound and completely sincere curiosity
about how human beings ought to live. He would approach a politician and
ask what justice was. He would approach a poet and ask what beauty meant.
He would approach a craftsman and ask whether expertise in one domain
translated into wisdom about others. And in each case, gently and relentlessly,
he would follow the thread of their answers until the conversation arrived at
the same place: the recognition that what had seemed like solid ground was
not quite as solid as it had appeared.

“Theunexamined life is not worth living,” he said, and he meant it not as
a reproach but as an invitation.

The person who has never stopped to ask why they believe what they believe,
why they want what they want, why they are living the way they are living, is not
fully alive in the way that full aliveness is possible. They are simply inhabiting
the life that happened to them rather than choosing the life they actually want.

He had no school, building, or official position. He charged no fees and
accepted no payment. His classroom was the street, his curriculum was the
conversation, and his only method was the question. He was the most famous
man in Athens and also the poorest, and he considered both of these facts
entirely beside the point. We cannot live better, he understood, than in seeking
to become better. The seeking was the point. The becoming was what happened
when you committed to the seeking and did not stop.

He transformed the trajectory of humanity not by one dramatic revelation
but by a lifelong practice: the daily choice to walk out into the city and engage
honestly with the question of how human beings ought to live. But there was
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one moment that crystallized everything. The Oracle at Delphi declared that no
one was wiser than Socrates. Rather than accepting the compliment, he spent
years trying to disprove it, seeking out people who were supposedly wiser than
him and discovering in each case that they believed themselves to know things
they did not actually know. His conclusion was not that he was wise. It was that
he was slightly less foolish than everyone else, because he alone knew that he
knew nothing. That knowing, that honest acknowledgment of the limits of his
own understanding, was the foundation of everything he built.
“Let him that would move the world first move himself.”

He said this as someone who had spent decades doing exactly that, turning
the lens of examination onto his own beliefs, his own assumptions, his own
life, before presuming to turn it on anyone else’s.

The people of Athens eventually decided he had gone too far. In 399 BCE,
he was charged with impiety and corrupting the youth, found guilty by a jury of
500 citizens, and sentenced to death. He was given the opportunity to propose
an alternative punishment and chose instead to suggest that Athens reward him
for his service to the city. He was offered exile and refused it. He drank the
hemlock surrounded by his friends, calm and curious to the last, turning even
the final act of his life into a philosophical inquiry about what death might be
and whether there was any reason to fear it.

What Socrates left humanity was not a philosophy in the conventional sense.
It was a practice. A method. The understanding that the most powerful thing
any human being can do is turn the light of honest inquiry onto their own life,
and ask with complete seriousness whether what they are doing is actually
what they want to be doing, whether who they are becoming is actually who
they want to become, and whether they are willing to do the work of building
something new rather than simply defending what already exists.

That question, asked honestly, changes everything. It is the essence of
humanity’s future.
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SARAH GALLOP

“The potential of creativity in humans is infinite, it connects us to ourselves
and others when we engage with an open heart.”

My wish for humanity is that my story will inspire others to open their
hearts so that they can listen to the whispers that challenge them to step
outside of their comfort zone to find more meaning and joy in their lives.

LisTEN TO THE WHISPERS

I first heard the whisper on a classic Southern California day, filled with soft
light and gentle breezes. I had signed up for a workshop with a group of
people drawn together by similar challenging circumstances in an effort to
find connection in community. As I settled in, I felt immediately drawn to one
person in particular. She seemed so confident and looked out at the world with
understanding eyes. I admired her vulnerability and easy access to difficult
emotions as she shared details of her struggle. As the gathering dispersed, I
let her know how much her approach to handling challenges resonated with
me. We also connected on a shared love of the arts and creativity. Toward the
end of our conversation, | mentioned wanting to grow and make meaning out
of recent hardships I had been facing. I could not have known then how much
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her simple response would forever alter the course of my life to become my
own Ignite Moment. As she spoke, the rest of the people in the room slowly
blurred out, and time slowed down. Her words arrived to me as if being served
on a silver platter, accessible and clear as a bell, mine for the taking should I
choose to listen.

“I did an art therapy graduate program at Loyola Marymount University
and loved it,” she said. “You could totally do it.” It was as if she were speak-
ing directly to my heart, asl felt seen, heard, and encouraged all at once. An
unambiguous message that [ was ready to hear: “Look into it,” a whisper urged,
‘just to see.” proof that intuition rarely shouts at you; it often-approaches softly,
a murmur, nudging you toward authenticity. Though I never saw her again, [
still think about that moment and wish I could share the profound impact she
had on my life.

I had heard about art therapy but didn’t know much about it or the academic
requirements for a master’s degree. I hopped on the computer and did some
research. As I scrolled through Loyola’s website, I felt a new sense of hope
and possibility permeate the air. Their program seemed so aligned with my
values, who I knew myself to be, and who I wanted to be in my next chapter.
The coursework looked rigorous, and I questioned if I was qualified or ‘good
enough’ to get in. Nonetheless, I signed up for an upcoming information session.
Just to-see. The whispers of encouragement were growing louder.

On a cool winter morning, I drove out to Loyola’s campus by the sea, not
knowing what to expect, feeling anxious but grounded by the peacefulness of
thenearby ocean waves. I parked, found the meeting place, and ventured into
a conference room with about fifty prospective students. In the middle of each
round table were three different kinds of art supplies: tissue paper, construction
paper, and glue sticks. There were no scissors or markers. Curious, I thought. As
I settled in, the professors welcomed us and explained how art therapy blends
visual arts with psychotherapeutic skills, emphasizing multiculturalism. They
shared that first-year students engage directly with the community during the
second semester and that relationships are at the core of the profession. The
curriculum seemed to check all the boxes: creativity, connection, academic
rigor, and helping others. Okay, so far, so good, but how does it actually work?

We then engaged in an experiential art therapy directive, and I began to
understand. The professors asked us to create something that described our
lives, using just the supplies on the table. I created a sculptural representation of
my son, daughter, and myself. . As I processed it with a teacher, I was floored.
From the way I glued the tissue paper onto the construction paper (kids front
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and center with me behind them, smaller in scale), I realized I had been putting
myself last for a while, losing a small part of my identity along the way. I had
dedicated myself to motherhood and family life with an open heart, fully and
intentionally, and I wasn’t resentful. But this new awareness was compelling
and gave me the permission and courage I needed to make a change in my life
Jjust for me. 1 was almost an empty nester, and the timing seemed exquisite. On
another level, the messiness of the paper sculpture (you can’t create a perfect art
piece with hand-torn tissue, ripped construction paper, and glue) was just the
reminder I needed: life is messy, real, sticky, and beautiful. The artinstructed
me to remain deeply engaged in living. Mind blown. I laughed as I got into
the car and noticed the tackiness of the glue still on my fingertips and a small
piece of tissue paper stuck in my hair. [ walked into my home feeling more
energized and hopeful than [ had in a very long time.

Inspired by the info session, I began the somewhat uncomfortable process of
applying to grad school as a woman in her late forties. Just to see. The more I
dove in, the more [ wanted it. I probably won t get in, but it’s worth a try, 1 told
myself, an old go-to coping skill to protect myself from disappointment. The
tasks ahead seemed overwhelming, but I pushed uncertainty aside and called
upon resilience to tackle these challenges: taking a standardized test for graduate
admission, crafting a twenty-page personal essay, registering for prerequisite
psychology classes, and interviewing for one of only twenty-four spots. Just to
see. I was exhausted but kept breathing through it all and felt somehow driven
by a gut feeling that [ was on the right path. I did not have a plan B.

In-hindsight, the whole process was risky, even naive. [ was taking this leap
at a moment when our family had unexpectedly lost our house and much of our
savings, and I needed to find a way to support myself and save for retirement.
I was grateful that [ was able to stay home to raise my kids, but I had not been
busy building a career. Despite my earlier realization that it was okay to take
time for myself, I felt selfish going back to grad school instead of jumping on
the first paid job I could find. I wondered if anyone would even hire me. Yet,
the more I worked on my application, the more it felt right. The encouraging
whispers continued as I understood how much I had engaged in art therapy
before I knew what it was, by painting to process difficult and layered emotions
I had trouble accessing. I felt terrified and excited to start over; I felt insecure
and confident, all at once, upside down. Finally, with bated breath, I clicked
send on the computer and submitted the completed application. Just to see.

Three months later, I received the acceptance letter, and a flood of feelings
arrived along with it: excitement, fear, pride, and joy. But mostly gratitude,
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so much gratitude, toward my family and friends for their constant loving
support. There was no way I could have followed through without them. I
even felt the support of my dad and my in-laws, who had passed away years
before. My mantra shifted a bit: Let s just see if I can do this.

As I looked back to connect the dots, I saw the importance of creative
expression in my life and how all roads led to this one. When I had trouble
expressing my emotions in words earlier in life, it was no problem to write
them down in my journal, play them out passionately on the piano, draw them
out in art class, or bake them out in one of my self-created recipes. Creativity
had been a constant companion all along.

I was offered a job at the Los Angeles County Museum of Art when I first
moved to L.A., and that job solidified my love of the visual arts. | began taking
art classes when my kids were older and busy with school, first in a friend’s
charming backyard and then at a local art center. Working on expressing my
emotions freely and being more vulnerable was a work in progress. But |
knew that when I painted, I felt present and grounded. Safe. My art teacher
talked often about being brave and the importance of trying new things on
canvas as a metaphor for trying them in real life. As my paintings took shape,
I kneaded, softened, and held my heart open as I worked through the pain
of life’s challenging events. She also encouraged us to try things we never
thought we could do and brought in Rumi poems for creative inspiration.
In one painting, I created an elephant in a room, not realizing the metaphor
was unexpectedly appropriate for what was going on in my life. It was also
wryly humorous, a reminder of the importance of playfulness. I didn’t know
then that expressing feelings visually is the essence of art therapy and that
art reconnects you to yourself, graciously offering you a way to go from lost
to found again.

Another whisper came to me in the first semester of grad school when Pat
Allen, an esteemed art therapist, visited an introductory class to demonstrate her
Open Studio Process, in which I learned to deeply trust the creative process’s
interconnectedness. In her modality, objects from nature, such as branches,
twigs, nuts, leaves, etc., are collected and put together to create a sculpture.
Participants are invited to pick items that resonate with them, set an intention,
and then journal in stream-of-consciousness style. I chose a walnut shell, a few
dried leaves, and some twigs and arranged them to resemble a tiny boat on a
river. Through my writing, I explored some questions in my life, ultimately
realizing that I would need to be the captain of my own vessel. It was up to
me to navigate the rough waters by doing the healing work I had sometimes
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resisted to grow into the person I needed to be. Change is not always easy, but
I decided I could stay stagnant or roll up my sleeves and do the hard work
of growth. I still remember the astonishment I felt when I realized the abso-
lute truth of that exercise. I could inherently trust art-making because it was
coming from somewhere deep inside of me. Who knew myself better than me?
That exercise profoundly affected how I approached living, moving me from
victim mode to empowerment in a way that helped me reach my potential and,
ultimately, my goal of giving back.

Our student cohort began seeing clients in the second semester, and again,
I was thrown way out of my comfort zone. I was often nervous and unsure of
myself, but as time went on, anxiety turned to inspiration. I knew that the most
meaningful moments came from pushing through challenges. We worked with
adolescent girls in prison, unhoused people on skid row, victims of domestic
violence, and chronically mentally ill adults. I felt honored to learn about their
families, partners, hopes, and dreams. At the same time, I noticed my heart
opening to expose our shared humanity. I learned the power of connection and
the importance of the human spirit in mending, tending, and understanding
mental health. Using art to heal bridged many barriers, including race, age,
gender, and socio-economic status, and fostered trust between people of differing
backgrounds. While it was challenging work, it continued to stretch me in new
directions-that I'didn’t know were possible. I welcomed it all.

One of the requirements of Loyola’s program was that we saw an art therapist
as we were becoming art therapists so that we could process our new identity
and gain empathy for our clients by understanding what therapy feels like as a
client. I cherished having a safe space to process my emotions via art. Through
various interventions, I developed my voice, became stronger, and strengthened
relationships as I learned how to own my part in everything. The art therapist
I worked with provided an array of art media and general directives. I painted
a calming scene on a large river stone with the words ‘I am worthy’ to help
ground myself and remind me of my value when I was feeling small, which
was a recurring theme in my life. Another revealing sculpture was made with
Sharpies™ and a battery-operated votive candle. I created an abstract design
that reminded me to harness the light inside of me and to be a light to my clients
as we worked together to meet their goals.

Fast forward, and I now appreciate my struggle because it led me to who I
am today. I learned that I am strong enough to handle adversity when life hands
me a challenge. As a beautiful and unexpected consequence, I like myself a lot
better than I used to, due in large part to the power of the art.
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The beautiful paradox is that I found my own light by helping others find
their light. I once treated a teenage client who was deeply depressed and had
difficulty identifying needs or goals. With the simple art directive of ‘collage
how things are now on one piece of paper and how you would like them to
be on another,’ she was able to understand what was locked up deep inside of
her visually. She pasted small images of stormy weather, solitary people, and
a single bird on the first sheet of paper. On the second, she chose one large
image of a young couple, hand in hand, walking on the beach. [ was new to her,
and she may not have trusted me enough to describe her isolation. But when
she looked at her finished art, her eyes welled up as she understood the extent
of her loneliness for the first time. We worked together to reveal the origins
of her sadness, give voice to it, and discover ways to help her reintegrate into
life to foster new and healthy relationships. Helping her find joy in her life
brought joy to mine.

At its heart, art therapy is meaning-making. It’s about presence, collabo-
ration, being in the same room, and sharing the essence of the human spirit.
Art and the creation of it is about forging a shared visual language in a
non-judgmental way. Art allows individuals to connect with something more
significant, widening their ability to feel more enlivened through the human
experience. When a client looks at their art and realizes something pivotal
has shifted, magic happens.

Art goes deep. It elevates us to our higher purpose and connects us to some-
thing greater in a meaningful way. When we allow ourselves the freedom to be
creative, it gives us the gift of freedom in life. It also permits us to be playful
and unencumbered and to see things innovatively. These new perspectives
inspire connection, stronger relationships, and more compassion by weaving our
similarities into the fabric of humanity. Innovation through creativity can build
between one another to encourage a more global community. Art has been in
all cultures since the beginning of time, helping to foster communication, heal
divisions, and awaken our desire for unity. Creativity is essential, necessary,
and vital. Art can uplift the world, one art piece at a time.

I encourage you to listen to your whispers. Connect to yourself through
your imagination because life itself is a creative act. Engage with art, look for
the uniqueness in others, and value what they share. Open your heart to the
everlasting wonder and brilliance of humanity. Know that you have infinite
potential to light up the world. I have a feeling that you, being your beautiful
and authentic self, will make a difference in this world, and I can not wait to
see the masterpieces you create.
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IGNITE ACTION STEPS

Connect to your creativity in a non-judgmental way. A blank canvas
can be overwhelming, so start with a single line. Think about the process
of art over the product; it doesn’t have to look pretty. Notice how making
art can help you to slow down and focus on the moment.

Get to know your authentic self. Find your power. Think about your
values, the ones you most passionately believe in, and use those to guide
you as you develop and fine-tune your unique identity.

Find people who light you up. Some will try to blow yourflame out, but
don’t let them. Remember that you don’t need anyone else’s permission
or blessing to shine.

Be intentional in your choices. Your life is the sum of your choices.
We grow exponentially through our choices, and small choices can
define our lives.

Pick your ‘teachers.” Find books that energize you, follow podcasts
that resonate with you, and seek a community of like-minded creatives.

Most importantly, listen to the whispers. Tap into your intuition by
practicing meditation and mindfulness. Pay close attention to your body
sensations in different spaces. Actively listen to your inner voice, cre-
ating a space to be present with your feelings and trust your internal
knowingness.

Sarah Gallop, LMFT, ATR — United States of America

Licensed Marriage and Family Therapist, Registered Art Therapist and

Founder of Creative Space Art Therapy
Sarahgalloplmft.com
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GEORGIA O’'KEEFFE

“I found I could say things with color and shapes that I couldn t say any
other way, things I had no words for.”

There is-a language older than any spoken tongue, one that lives in color
and form and the particular way light falls across a surface at a certain
hour. Georgia O’Keeffe spoke that language more fluently than almost
anyone who ever lived. She spent her life painting what she truly saw, not
what she was told to see, and in doing so she gave every human being who
ever stood before her work the extraordinary gift of being shown how to
look more carefully at the world they were living in.

THE ART OF SEEING

The desert does not reveal itself to everyone. It requires a particular quality
of attention, a willingness to be still long enough for the ordinary to become
extraordinary, to let the eye rest on a bone, a flower, or a sweep of red earth
until what seemed simple opens into something vast. Georgia O’Keeffe had
that quality of attention from the very beginning. She was the kind of person
who looked at the world and saw it differently than the people around her, not
because she was trying to be original, but because she was constitutionally
incapable of seeing things any other way than exactly as they were.
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She was born on November 15, 1887, on a farm in Sun Prairie, Wisconsin,
the second of seven children, and she decided she wanted to be an artist at the
age of ten with the same quiet certainty that characterized every significant
decision she would ever make. She studied at the Art Institute of Chicago and
the Art Students League in New York, absorbing the techniques and conven-
tions of the art world of her era, and then she did something that took more
courage than it might appear. She set them aside. She began drawing shapes
and forms that came from somewhere interior rather than from any tradition,
school or expectation. Georgia wrote to a friend that she had decided to start
over, to work from her own feelings rather than from what she had been taught.

That decision was the seed of everything.

Her work came to the attention of photographer and gallerist Alfred Stieglitz,
who exhibited her drawings in 1916 without-asking herpermission, and who
recognized in her work something he had not seen before; a directness and an
honesty that made every academic convention in the room feel suddenly beside
the point. They married in 1924 and spent years in New York, where O’Keeffe
painted the city’s towers and the flowers she kept in her studio with the same
uncompromising eye; making the familiar strange and the strange luminous.

Her flower paintings stopped people in their tracks. She painted them large,
so large in fact that the viewer had no choice but to enter the flower rather than
simply observe it, to feel the velvet interior of a calla lily or the burning center
of a poppy as something almost overwhelming in its beauty and its intimacy.
She said she painted them large because she wanted people to see what she saw,
because she understood that most people moved through their days without truly
looking. Without stopping long enough to feel the world pressing back against
their attention. Her paintings were an invitation and a demand simultaneously.
Look, they said. Really look. This is what is here when you do.

“I found I could say things with color and shapes that I couldn’t say any
other way,” she said.
“Things I had no words for.”

She understood, from the inside of her own creative practice, that there
is a whole register of human experience that language cannot reach, that the
things most worth communicating are often the ones that resist being spoken
and must instead be shown, felt, entered into the way you enter a room or a
landscape or a relationship, with your whole self present and nothing held back.

Her Ignite Moment came in New Mexico, where she first visited in 1929
and where everything in her changed. The desert landscape, the vast sky, the
sun-bleached bones she found on long walks through the land around Ghost
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Ranch, all of it spoke to her in a frequency she had been searching for her
whole life without knowing what she was searching for. She began spending
her summers there, then eventually moved there permanently after Stieglitz
passed away in 1946. She painted the red hills and the black crosses and the
clouds and the bones for decades, each painting a meditation on the particular
quality of light in that particular place at that particular hour, each one an act
of complete attention offered freely to whoever was willing to receive it.

She worked until her eyesight began to fail in her late seventies, and then
she learned to work with what she had, turning to sculpture and to-working
with assistants who helped her continue. Georgia assed away on March 6, 1986,
in Santa Fe, New Mexico, at the age of ninety-eight, having spent nearly nine
decades looking at the world with her whole heart open and translating what
she saw into something that made other people want to look more carefully too.

What Georgia O’Keeffe gave humanity was not a style or a movement or
even a collection of work, spectacular as that collection is. She gave humanity
permission to look at the ordinary world with reverence. Permission to say
things that have no words. Permission to listen to the whisper that says look
here, pay attention, this matters, and to follow that whisper wherever it leads.
Through discomfort and uncertainty and the well-meaning voices that suggest
a safer path, all the way to the place where what you see and what you feel
and what-you make become one single luminous thing.

Art, she showed the world, is not what hangs in galleries. It is what happens
when a human being pays complete attention to the life they are already living
and finds, in that attention, something worth sharing with everyone else.

Georgia O’keeffe ignited a global understanding that creativity is not a gift
bestowed on the few. It is the most human act available to all of us, waiting in
every flower, every tree, every sweep of color across an setting sky, for anyone
willing to stop and truly see.
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SRI MUMMANENI, MD, MPH

“True fulfillment begins when we leave behind our mind's expectations and
dare to live from the heart.”

My intention in sharing this story is to inspire readers to break free from
expectations and explore what truly excites and fulfills them. By living from
the heart, we can feel a deeper connection to ourselves and the outer world,
discovering that our worth lies beyond achievements and status. Through
my journey, I hope to show that even challenges can guide us toward
authentic growth and lasting joy, rooted in a mindful, heart-centered life.
I encourage others to embrace life’s limitless possibilities, discover their
inherent worth, and return to a state of bliss no matter what life brings.

A JOURNEY TO BLISs

I grew up on a clear path: a road carefully paved with expectations and tra-
ditions, and for a long time, I never questioned it. My story began when my
family moved from India to the United States in search of a better life when I
was just one year old. My father, a trained physician, quickly started practicing
medicine, working tirelessly to build a future for us. Watching him help people
recover, witnessing their gratitude, and seeing him return home each evening
left a lasting impression on me. Medicine seemed to offer stability, purpose, and



300/ SrI MUMMANENI, MD, MPH

the chance to make a difference. From an early age, I believed that becoming
a doctor was not only the right choice, but the only choice.

I was naturally drawn to formulas and structure, constantly looking for
ways to simplify the world around me. Medicine seemed to fit that mindset
perfectly, almost like a recipe. It was safe, reliable, and honorable. Without fully
considering other options, I threw myself into the journey toward becoming a
doctor, believing it was my destiny. Looking back, I realize I was following my
father’s path because it was easy and familiar, a well-trodden road I thought
would lead to fulfillment and success.

The road to becoming a doctor felt aligned until I reached medical school at
twenty-one, when my perspective began to shift. I had expected the art of heal-
ing to be profound, driven by curiosity and compassion. I imagined medicine
would focus on truly helping people, with endless discussions on improving
their well-being. Instead, it felt mechanical, a routine of memorizing facts and
following protocols. There was no art, no heart. The Chair of General Surgery
summed it up bluntly, “I can teach a monkey to operate.” This statement, meant
to highlight the technical nature of surgery, left me questioning whether there
was more to medicine than rote skill and routine. [ remember my first anatomy
class, sitting among 300 other students in a vast auditorium, feeling small and
out of place. We were handed a mountain of information to memorize, with no
space for critical thinking, compassion, or open-minded exploration. A robot
could have done the work.

I began feeling like an outsider, and the pressure of following a path that
didn’t feel like mine started to wear on me. Over the years, I fell into depression,
frustrated by the formulaic approach to medicine. For three years in medical
school, I struggled with a persistent feeling that this wasn’t what I truly wanted.
I craved something deeper, something more holistic. Medical school focused
on the purely physical, biochemical aspects of health. It lacked any emotional
or spiritual element. Alternative medicine offered a potential bridge between
physical and spiritual health, but any mention of it drew eye-rolls from my
professors. Despite this, I found myself drawn to exploring ways to care for
people outside of drugs and surgeries. However, I lacked the courage or clarity
to change my career plan.

The day I received my medical diploma, I felt as if I was on autopilot, simply
moving to the next step of residency without any real excitement. Eventually,
after a year of interning, I reached a breaking point and finally quit medicine.
I began experimenting with other careers, searching for something that would
spark my passion and make me feel alive. I dabbled in teaching. Standing
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before a classroom full of wide-eyed students who hung on my every word,
each question they asked sparked a thrill of discovery within me. Acting for
TV and movies was an entirely different world. Under the bright, artificial
lights, surrounded by cameras and crew, I could slip into another character’s
skin and experience emotions that felt raw and captivating. And then, there
was blackjack. It was a fast, calculated hustle in smoky casinos, where each
hand was a strategic dance to earn enough cash for rent. Each experience
challenged me, demanding that I adapt and learn quickly, pushing me to grow
in unexpected ways.

I learned to fly airplanes, feeling a mix of wonder and exhilaration as I
lifted off the runway, watching the world shrink into a quilt of colors and
shapes below. The cockpit hummed, each control amplifying my movements
as [ ascended into a vast, limitless sky painted with the warm glow of sunrise.
In those moments, I felt both incredibly small and immensely powerful, as if
the sky itself was a canvas and I was part of its art. Flying became more than
a skill. It was an act of heart and intuition, a dance of instinct and precision.
Each experience gave me a fresh perspective on life, slowly revealing that true
growth is a balance between structure and freedom, between control and letting
go. Through flying, I discovered my love for learning, for living with both ar¢
and heart. This was the fulfillment I had been looking for. A true connection
between heart and mind.

Eventually, I returned to medicine, this time with a renewed focus on making
a difference in a way that felt authentic, a path grounded in love, compassion,
and true connection. I started working in occupational medicine, building
on-site clinics for companies and ensuring workers” health and safety. This
role introduced me to a whole new world; I was exposed to the inner workings
of industries, learning firsthand how to refine oil, build rocket ships and cars,
make computer chips, and mine precious metals. Each worksite was a new
environment with its own complexities, and I found myself caring for workers
who were integral to constructing and powering the modern world. My position
allowed me to treat injured workers, helping them return safely to their jobs
and lives. Although I gained invaluable experience and insights into diverse
fields, it still didn’t feel like the perfect fit. I continued searching, hoping to
find the right balance between my love for learning, my compassion for people,
and my desire to make a lasting impact on humanity.

While managing the clinics, I found myself drawn to ‘exhilarating’ situa-
tions that tested my limits. [ thrived on adrenaline, knowing I had some control
even in risky situations. In Spain, during the Running of the Bulls, 1 sprinted
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through narrow streets as massive animals charged behind me, the ground
shaking beneath the herd’s rumble. Every fiber of my being was on high alert
like a primal race for survival that left me breathless and alive. Playing polo
gave me a similar thrill. Riding a galloping horse with the wind whipping past
as I leaned in to strike the ball, I felt a powerful unity with the animal beneath
me. It was a moment of pure alignment where rider and horse were one. It was
in these moments of fully living and feeling that ‘aliveness’ I could channel
something almost divine, tapping into a state of flow where everything felt
aligned. These experiences awakened something in me, a deeper connection
to myself and a desire to share that ‘aliveness’ with others.

As I deepened this connection within myself, I realized that my role in
medicine needed to evolve and include a richer connection to'something more
inherent, more authentic, more divine, and more alive. 1 wanted my work to
include the importance of healing that considers the ‘whole person,’ their
mind, body, and spirit. I began studying Integrative Medicine, driven by a
broader vision of helping people achieve health and wellness, where they can
do what they want, however they want to do it. 1 wanted to support them not
only through physical healing but also by fostering a more profound sense
of holistic well-being. My path was now about creating true alignment in my
work, helping others connect more fully with their health and their lives in a
way that felt rich, coherent, and enduring.

Then, everything changed. I became ill, and the symptoms hit me hard. As
an athlete accustomed to pushing my physical limits, I suddenly found myself
struggling with the simplest tasks. I couldn’t breathe easily and felt trapped
with brain fog. For several weeks, walking became a challenge, as I had to
consciously guide each step. I had to be totally in my head, guiding each joint
to bend and extend, like a robot controlling each process. Lifting a cup required
deliberate effort and my full attention, as if I were relearning how to use my
own body for the first time.

My physical limitations were a departure from everything I’d known. I had
always taken pride in my strength and resilience, especially as an integrative
doctor. While searching for a sense of purpose, I had completed a fellowship
in Integrative and Holistic Medicine, spending years helping others optimize
their health through advanced treatments and wellness practices. But now, here
I was, vulnerable, feeling as though my body was a stranger. The control I had
always relied on was gone.

Determined to survive and regain my strength, I leaned on my knowledge
of integrative medicine, seeking out bio-hacking treatments to address my
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symptoms and stabilize my health. I was fortunate to have access to advanced
technology that helped me rebuild from the inside out. Though the journey
was grueling, each small victory felt monumental. Step by step, I had to work
on rehabilitating my lungs, my brain, my heart. I was retraining my body to
function optimally. I experienced the power of mindful, intentional movement,
realizing that even the smallest actions held meaning toward renewing my
abilities.

This battle became a profound turning point, opening my eyes to a new
understanding of the human experience. This loss of cognitive function forced
me into my heart, shifting my focus inward and allowing me to-experience life
from a place of pure presence. I understood firsthand the fear and frustration
that comes with losing control of one’s body, and through that, T discovered a
deep empathy for those who feel vulnerable and uncertain. It was a humbling
lesson in surrender, guiding me toward a renewed purpose. The mindfulness
required to function each day mirrored the depth monks speak of achieving
through years of meditation. Surprisingly enough, it was the illness that brought
me to a deeper embodiment. of being alive.

Embracing this shift from mind to heart, I explored ways to recharge and
reconnect. Techniques like neurofeedback, meditation, intuitive guidance, and
carefully guided psychedelic journeys became essential to my healing. Each
practice helped me break through barriers within myself, unveiling parts I had
long overlooked. Slowly, I began to see the world and my place in it with a
fresh clarity, realizing that true life is found not in the mind but in the Aeart,
and that we are all here to experience life in its richness and depth.

In an unexpected way, living fully from the heart brought me the same
thrill I once felt when flying or charging down the polo field. The pulse of life,
the aliveness I used to chase in moments of adrenaline, now meets me each
day, grounded in presence and fueled by a deeper sense of purpose. The thrill
isn’t something I find on a runway or in the saddle anymore. It’s woven into
my connection to life itself, a steady exhilaration of living authentically. With
this heart-centered focus, I’ve found a joy that is boundless yet anchored. 1
now know the bliss that comes from being fully awake, alive, and at peace in
the present.

My entire life has taught me that true fulfillment isn’t about meeting others’
expectations; it’s about daring to live from the heart. My illness forced this
great energy shift. I left a life driven by the analytical mind and status, and
instead, was guided by authentic presence and compassionate truth. The moral
of my story is this: true freedom comes from alignment. When you are truly
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living authentically, you are guided by love, not fear. Your heart is there to be
your deepest truth.

As a thought leader in this space, [ now help people make that essential leap.
Being fully awake helps others through resonance and role modeling. When
you are truly aligned with your authentic self and operating from a place of
love, your energy becomes a spark that /gnites those around you. You become
a living example of what is possible, giving others permission to step boldly
into their own truth and pursue their own bliss. You stop projecting unfulfilled
expectations onto them, which frees the people in your life to discover their
unique path.

This is how we Ignite Humanity with authenticity. When everyone operates
from their unique calling, rather than what they feel obligated to do, we shift
from competition to collaboration. We unleash an explosion of innovation,
unlock collective genius, and create genuine peace. The overall energy of
society becomes lighter, more alive, and more powerful. That is collective bliss.
That is the revolution. When you live from your heart, you get to experience
the gift of being fully awake, fully alive, and deeply at peace.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS
BLISS: Steps to Living a Heart-Centered Life

B - Break Free from Others’ Expectations: Let go of the limitations and
expectations imposed by others or yourself. Rediscover what truly excites
and fulfills you, independent of external pressures. Reflect on what genuinely
energizes you. Identify activities, goals, or dreams that resonate deeply, and
commit to pursuing them without needing outside validation.

L - Live in Presence: Cultivate a mindful awareness of each moment. Engage
fully in the here and now, and connect with your inner self to stay aligned with
your heart’s intentions. Begin each day with a grounding ritual, like meditation
or journaling, and take time to use all your senses to center yourself. Let these
practices be a time to listen to your heart’s guidance and to set intentions that
resonate with your core values.

I - Invest in Self-Discovery: Embrace growth by exploring new experiences,
seeking learning opportunities, and engaging in self-reflective practices that
reveal deeper layers of who you are. Seek out activities that expand your
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perspective, whether it’s learning a new skill, traveling, trying introspective
practices like neurofeedback, or engaging in meaningful conversations. Each
experience enriches your understanding of yourself.

S - Surrender to Life’s Flow: Accept both joys and challenges as essential
parts of your path. Trust that every experience, even the difficult ones, has a
purpose and can guide you to greater insight and strength. When faced with
setbacks, pause and ask, “What can I learn from this? ” This mindset allows
you to move forward with resilience, grace, and acceptance.

S - Stay Rooted in Heart-Centered Choices: Make decisions and nurture rela-
tionships from a place of compassion and authenticity. Let your heart’s wisdom
lead you toward a life of true alignment and joy. Before making important
choices, take a moment to connect with your heart. Ask yourself, “Does this
feel true to who I am?” “Am I making this decision based on love or fear?”
Let this internal guidance shape your path, helping you create a life filled with
purpose, fulfillment, and love.

Sri Mummaneni MD, MPH — United States of America
Speaker, Founder- Abundance Health
www.abundancehealth.com

@DrSrimd
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HILDEGARD OF BINGEN

“Humanity, take a good look at yourself. Inside, you’ve got heaven and earth,
and all of creation. You re a world; everything is hidden in you.”

The bliss you are searching for has never been anywhere but inside you,
waiting with extraordinary patience for the moment you become still
enough to feel it. Hildegard of Bingen knew this 900 years ago. She called
it the greening power, the living divine energy that flows through every
human being and expresses itself as healing, creativity, joy, and luminous
aliveness, our most natural state. She spent her whole extraordinary life
pointing humanity back toward what it had always already been.

THE GREENING POwWER

In the year 1098, in the German Rhineland, a child was born who would spend
the next 81 years doing things no one had told her she was permitted to do.
Hildegard of Bingen was the tenth child of a noble family. In the custom
of the time, she was offered to the Church as a tithe, a human tenth, handed to
God the way other families handed over a portion of their harvest. She entered
religious life at the age of 8 under the guidance of a holy woman named Jutta
of Sponheim, and she remained within those walls for the rest of her life. The
world she was born into had very clear ideas about what women were for, and




308/ HiLtpecard OF BINGEN

none of them included medicine, music, theology, natural science, or corre-
spondence with emperors. Hildegard did all of those things despite convention,
not defiantly but with the quiet, absolute certainty of someone who understood
that what was moving through her was larger than any human prohibition.

From childhood, she had experienced visions, floods of living light that
she described not as ecstasy but as a kind of expanded seeing, a perception of
the underlying connections between all created things that most people moved
through the world too quickly to notice. She kept these visions private for
decades, unsure whether to trust them, until in her 40s she became so ill that
she understood the illness itself as a message. She had been given something
to share and had not shared it. Her body was telling her it was time.

She began to write.

What poured from her was extraordinary. Scivias, her first great visionary
work, described the relationship between the divine and the created world in
language of such beauty and precision that the Pope himself read it and gave it
his blessing. Her natural history and medical writings, Physica and Causae et
Curae, described hundreds of plants; animals, and minerals and their healing
properties with the careful observation of a scientist and the understanding of
a mystic who saw no boundary between the physical and the spiritual. She
understood the human body not as a machine to be repaired but as a living
expression of the same creative force that moved through forests and rivers and
the turning of the seasons. She called that force viriditas, the greening power,
the divine vitality that flows through all creation and expresses itself as health,
as creativity, as the particular aliveness that human beings feel when they are
most fully themselves.

When that greening power flows freely through a person, she understood,
they are in health. They are in joy. They are in alignment with the deepest
nature of what they are. When it is blocked, by fear, by false expectation, by
the relentless demands of a life lived entirely in the head rather than the heart,
the body speaks. It speaks in the language of illness, of exhaustion, of the
persistent sense that something essential is missing even when everything
external appears to be in order.

She composed 77 musical works of luminous beauty, more than any com-
poser of her era. She wrote a morality play. She founded two monasteries, the
second against the fierce opposition of her superiors, because she had seen
in a vision that it was meant to be, and she trusted that seeing more than she
trusted the arguments against it. She traveled through Germany preaching
in public, which women simply did not do, because the message she carried
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was too urgent to be confined to the cloister. She corresponded with Frederick
Barbarossa, Pope Eugenius 111, and Bernard of Clairvaux, writing to the most
powerful people in Europe with a directness that startled them and a spiritual
authority they found impossible to dismiss.

She Ignited Humanity the moment she stopped hiding what was moving
through her and trusted it enough to let it be seen. Dare to declare who you are,
she wrote. It is not far from the shores of silence to the boundaries of speech.
The path is not long, but the way is deep. You must not only walk there, but
you must be prepared to leap. She had taken that leap in her forties, from the
silence of decades into the full, extraordinary expression of everything she
had been given, and the world had been receiving the gift of that leap for nine
hundred years since.

What she gave humanity was not a theology, a medical system, or a body of
music, extraordinary as all of those were. It was a way of seeing. The under-
standing that the divine is not somewhere above and apart from the created
world but flowing through it in every moment, through every creature, through
every human being who has ever paused long enough to feel the life moving
inside them and recognized it as sacred. The greening power is real. It is in
you right now. It has always been there, waiting with the patience of centuries
for the moment you become still enough to feel it.

She died on September 17, 1179, at the age of 81, still at her monastery
in Bingen, still writing, still composing, still tending the greening power in
everyone who came to her.

She was declared a Doctor of the Church by Pope Benedict XVI in 2012,
one of only four women in history to receive that honor, recognized at last as
one of the great teachers of the Christian tradition.

What Hildegard gave humanity was a way of understanding that the divine
is not somewhere above and apart from the world but flowing through it in
every moment, through every leaf and river and creature, through every human
being who has ever paused long enough to feel the life moving inside them.
She ignited a luminous understanding that bliss is not something we must earn,
seek, or travel far to find. It is the original state. It is the greening force that
has been flowing through you since the first moment you drew breath, waiting
patiently for you to grow quiet enough to feel it, to trust it, and to let it carry
you the way a feather is carried weightlessly on the wind. She showed humanity
that everything is in you.
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THE HEELS - BRITTNI FIDDLER,
KyLa RawLiNs, Boesl SMITH

“Heal your broken pieces and allow them to
transform into a beautiful melody”

Our hope for humanity is to illuminate the power of friendship and resilience
in overcoming heartbreak and adversity. Individual dreams can lead to
unexpected but fulfilling new paths; say YES to new opportunities. We want
to encourage others to faithfully embrace their own journey with an appreci-
ation for the beauty in unforeseen outcomes and shine their inner harmony.

THREE PATHS TO FIRST AVENUE'

“The first time we all chased our dreams

Not one of them came true

But three broken dreams

Led to First Avenue”
In a cozy North Vancouver café, Kyla, owner of the café called Buddha-Full,
was always surrounded by the comforting aroma of coffee and the soft hum

' (from song, First Avenue, by Fiddler, Rawlins, Smith & Carpenter) https://style.mla.
org/citing-song-lyrics/
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of conversation. Working as a barista, Brittni brought her spark and warmth
to every customer interaction. And Bobbi, a frequent customer, added her own
vibrant energy to the mix. In the midst of the daily grind, life pulled the three
women together and united them through music—where they were always
meant to be.

BRITTNI

Running away from him and home was all I could do. The echoes of the last
argument were still ringing in my ears, his harsh words bouncing off the walls
of my mind. / didn t know what I was running to, but L knew I had to get away.
Leaving wasn t in my plans, but sometimes, life forces your-hand. Shirts and
Jeans, a few other things packed in a bag, and my guitar slung over my shoul-
der. That was all I needed for now—a bus ticket in my hand, a couple hundred
miles from starting over again.

I boarded the bus, my heart heavy with a mix of fear and anticipation. As the
familiar scenery disappeared, I replayed the events leading up to this moment.
My dreams of making music, standing under stadium spotlights, and singing
my heart out to-a large crowd felt as distant as the stars.

After months on my own, I missed music so badly and longed to return to
some nostalgic landscapes. I needed a reason to return to the town I had left and
hoped it would be a commitment to a singing career with my sister, Georgia,
restarting our journey as a vocal duo.

Shortly after I moved back to the coast, I was looking for a day job to
support my artistic goals. With resumes in hand, something told me to change
directions on a walk through the city. I ended up exploring a different route
than usual and happened to cross paths with Kyla and a mutual friend as they
were closing up Kyla’s cafe, Buddha-Full, at the end of the day. We got chat-
ting, and Kyla offered me a job on the spot. Although being a barista at a cafe
wasn’t the exact idea I had in mind, I said YES! Georgia and I performed live
at Buddha-Full’s open-mic night; the moment ignited an even bigger dream.

KyLA

As a little girl, I wanted to dance, act, and sing. 1 dreamed of performing on
Broadway, my name in lights, with audiences giving standing ovations. But
Momma couldn 't afford my dream, and I had to chase it on my own. Job after
job and band after band; whatever it took, I did. Five people splitting rent in
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a rundown apartment, it felt more like hell than home. Making something out
of nothing ain t easy when you 're broke.

I remember the long nights of balancing several jobs, the smell of grease
and coffee clinging to my clothes. I sang every night in many bands after long
work days wiping tables, dreaming of the day I’d be on stage full time. Then,
one night, my best friend and I were lost in a recurring conversation we fre-
quently had over wine, where we’d discuss grand visions and the daring steps
we planned to take to quit our jobs and overhaul our lives. Together, we had
saved up enough money to open our own cafe in a rental space right across
the street from our shared apartment, a space we spent many nights gazing at
through our living room window, dialoguing about the radical changes it could
undergo and the exhilarating prospects of the fresh start it could provide us. It
would be a place where dreamers like myself could gatherand feel a sense of
belonging. We both said YES and dove headfirst into our vision. We called the
cafe Buddha-Full, encapsulating beautiful peace and plant-based food.

Having my own cafe meant I also had a venue to perform and host live music
events. This is where the healing sisterhood first started. The cafe had been open
for a few years, and a weekly social circle had grown into a large gathering of
women from the community combined with employees from the cafe. We spent
hours in the evenings making crafts, dream catchers, and vision boards. It was a
casual collective that evolved into singing and playing instruments as an uplifting
outlet where everyone felt welcomed. We were united in a love for the healing
routine, and so eventually, the name The Heals was born, a collective that would
slowly transform into a vocal trio eventually known as The Heels.

BoBBl

Music had been the majority of my childhood and teenage years. With a wild
ride of successes met by an equal number of roadblocks, my career as a standing
center-stage country music artist with the spotlight just on me was an emotional
upheaval, to say the least. I often felt lonely and frustrated by the pressure of
others’ opinions and limiting beliefs. “When are you going to get a real job?”
“What’s your backup plan?” “Artists don’t make any money.” Discouraging
questions and a daunting phrase that eventually broke my ambitious spirit
and sent me reluctantly searching for “a real job.” On my new path, I began
working in North Vancouver at an uninspiring ‘9 to 5 job’ that turned out to be
more of an ‘8 to 7’ job. I felt continuously exhausted and defeated. God sure
handed me a lot of no's and not yets.
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I spent my lunch hours in the peaceful cafe Buddha-Full, close to my work-
place. I enjoyed the calm energy, the owner, Kyla, and the familiar faces of the
kind employees. My demanding job required a daily escape to recharge and
find solitude in the community. I felt drawn to the space and looked forward
to it each day. It had a great vibe, filled with plants, chill music, and the warm
glow of salt lamps. In that peaceful space, I could reflect and dream.

I knew the one aspect I enjoyed about my job was the women I worked with
and the team I had created. We were a coalition of creatives motivated by each
other and shared successes and goals. We supported one anotherin more than
just our work. So, when a close friend and colleague went through a divorce,
she shared her hope for better days by implementing a new life practice she’d
learned from a book by Shonda Rhimes titled The Year Of Yes. 1 was intrigued
and inspired by the positivity it ignited in the two of us. In solidarity, I agreed
to adopt the new practice of saying “YES” to everything for the coming year.
I longed for change but often resisted new opportunities out of fear, failure, or
self-doubt. 4 year of yes would hold me accountable for pushing beyond my
comfort zone. It promised to drastically change my current situation in just
365 days! Iimagined it might take me on a sunny vacation, to an unusual new
restaurant, or perhaps a glamorous party. I had no idea what it would manifest.

What started as a casual experiment of saying yes quickly turned into a com-
pletely-life-altering habit. I ended up with so much more than I could have ever
anticipated. Three little letters, Y.E.S., became the ultimate game changer. [ received
a text message from Kyla asking me to join their band, The Heels, with Brittni
and her, who needed a third new member. I read the message to my co-worker,
who immediately insisted, “You have to say YES!” Through much apprehension,
I forced myself to step into the unknown and type the three-letter response: YES!
Now, I share three spotlights on stage with sisters I thought I’d never have.

THE HEELS

We were all chasing the same dream of music, spotlights, big stages, and even
bigger audiences. Our dreams were deeply implanted in our hearts by the
fearless little girls we began as before failure and hardship had left their scars.
Somehow, between heartbreak and hopelessness, our momentum wavered as
we tumbled on our separate paths. Buddha-Full was where our journeys con-
verged, where our broken dreams found a new purpose. We were comforted
by similar stories and thought, “If we are all chasing the same dream, why not
chase our dreams together?”
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Our sisterhood as The Heels began, and we spent every spare moment
practicing and crafting our music inside Buddha-Full. The Heels got to work
after it closed at the end of the day. It was a long, hot summer of warm eve-
ning rehearsals. We sang and wrote songs with the cafe doors left wide open
to feel the breeze. People walking their dogs continually stopped to listen to
our harmonies ringing out into the streets. Eventually, nightly crowds began to
gather. The cheering and applause were an unexpected but welcome surprise
from beyond the cafe doors and patio on First Ave. We discovered the com-
plimentary magic of our voices that could naturally weave together, blending
like we were family.

Our first show at Buddha-Full was an intimate set-up of a couple of old
church pews for seating in front of as many rows of extra chairs as we could
fit within the space. It wasn’t much, but it was a start. The room was buzzing
with excitement and chatter from familiar faces, family, and local supporters
who’d watched us practice from the city sidewalks every evening. The small,
crowded gathering had a warmth and a sense of community that we hadn’t felt
while playing cover songs at pubs and bars. Finally, it was our time to shine, a
night to showcase an authentic musical representation of The Heels.

With butterflies stirring in our stomachs, we huddled close together in the
kitchen at the'back of the cafe. We peeked through a row of pineapples and
stacks of masonjars, the way eyes might spy from behind a heavy velvet stage
curtain. We felt the thrill of anticipation, watching the audience grow until
we had afull house. Different faces we had each seen as solo artists came
together in a sea of spectators curious to learn more about the band we had
formed. Beneath a glowing string of twinkling lights, we opened the show
with long-held-out harmonies that filled the entire space, echoing through
the country melodies and seamless strumming of Brittni’s guitar. We caught
each other’s eyes and shared smiles during the applause as we danced our
way through each song, all originals we had brought to life in the very church
pews that were filled with captivated guests. We had found a new inspiration
for music and a deep love and respect for one another by sharing our love
and high vibrancy. We knew our songs would not only entertain but bring
people together and awaken their hearts to live life passionately. And that s
where The Heels grew.

From that night on, things started to change rapidly. We got more gigs,
bigger audiences, and slowly but surely, we built a following. Our songs, filled
with the raw emotions of our experiences, resonated with people. They saw
themselves in our stories: our struggles, triumphs, and truths.
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Shortly after releasing our debut single, Come Around, to radio, we found
ourselves at the center of a whirlwind of attention. When Love Heels, our
first album, was released, we toured the country, playing at major festivals
and historic music venues. We confidently belted out our songs on the largest
stages across the country while racking up nearly a million streams across
digital streaming platforms. In within the year, we were honored with six
nominations for the BC Country Music Association Awards™ and given the
prestigious Horizon™ Award for Best Emerging Artist. And yes, we were still
just getting started.

Inspired by the trailblazing female acts that came before us, we have
poured our hearts into creating a catalog of accessible, relatable, arena-ready
country anthems with infectious rhythms. Every song we’ve recorded has
come from our experiences and collaboration. We’ve mixed additional heal-
ing elements into our music with layers of affirmations and hidden healing
frequencies to unconsciously influence the well-being of humanity through
a modern and mainstream country music experience. A practice of sound
healing we studied with holistic healers at The Kootenay Sound Healing
Centre in Riondel, BC. With these healing elements throughout our music,
our concerts have become more than just performances. Our healing sound-
scapes are created for an auditory experience that invigorates and uplifts. Each
song tells another part of our colorful journey—the crushing heartbreaks, the
glorious triumphs, overcoming the dark moments of doubt, and the power in
an unwavering pursuit of our purpose. In many of our songs, we infuse the
spirit and essence of saying YES!

Our journey was never just about music; it was about finding ourselves and
each other; while inspiring hope and change amidst our own unique paths. It
was also about embracing freedom and friendship and the power of chasing
dreams together and accomplishing something meaningful. As we continue
to grow and evolve, our mission is clear: to heal, inspire, and empower others
and raise the vibration of humanity. We want our listeners to feel encouraged
to write empowering lyrics, create dynamic songs, and find joy and harmony
while fearlessly chasing their wildest dreams.

You may find in your that in pursuing your dream the path is only some-
times a straight line. It may take detours and unexpected twists and turns, but
anything is possible with perseverance, passion, and the courage to say YES.
It can lead to something even better than what you originally imagined and
bring you to that place where you were meant to be. We are living proof that
with perseverance, passion, and the courage to say YES, anything is possible.
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The first time we all chased our dreams, not one of them came close to coming
true. But thank God our broken dreams led to First Avenue.

IGNITE ACTION STEPS

» JUST SAY YES: Trust that the right opportunities will come to you.
No matter how often you hear “no,” keep saying YES to your dreams.
Understand that even when a moment might seem like rejection or a
minuscule aspect of the journey, it can lead to new and better opportu-
nities. Be open to where the journey takes you.

* FIND YOUR VIBE: Surround yourself with people who share your
dreams and values. They will inspire and support you through the tough
times and celebrate your successes.

* THERE’S ALWAYS MORE: Embody this mantra to keep an abun-
dance mindset. There’s always room for everyone; there’s always more
of ourselves we can give, more ideas, and more opportunities.

« EMBRACE THE CONTRAST: Enjoy the process of chasing your
dreams, embracing the ups and the downs. Hard moments make the
best moments even better.

+ '/EVERYTHING IS ALWAYS WORKING OUT FOR US: Trust that
things will work out, even if it’s not in the way you originally planned.
Sometimes, the best outcomes are the ones you never expected.

The Heels - Brittni Fiddler, Kyla Rawlins, Bobbi Smith — Canada
Recording Artists & Songwriters
www.theheelsmusic.com
€ theheelsmusic
theheelsmusic
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THE ANDREWS SISTERS

“Keep onsinging.”

Some of the most powerful forces in the world are invisible. Harmony is
one of them. It arrives when people open themselves completely to one
another and discover that what they create together is larger than anything
they could have built alone. When voices unite in genuine camaraderie
something extraordinary happens, walls come down, hearts open, and
the world remembers what it feels like to be joyfully, completely alive
together. That is what music at its finest has always done for humanity;
helps us become one.

WHERE THREE Voices BeEcoME ONE

In a small apartment in Minneapolis in the early 1930s, three sisters were
working on something that would take years to fully understand; harmony,
unity, and camaraderie.

LaVerne, Maxene, and Patty Andrews had grown up in a household where
music was simply part of the air, the daughters of a Greek immigrant father
and a Norwegian mother who ran a restaurant and understood instinctively that
what their daughters had was worth nurturing. The girls had begun performing
at local talent shows as children, winning contests, learning the particular dis-
cipline of presenting themselves before an audience and making that audience
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feel something. Patty took the melody, clear and bright and irresistible. Maxene
wove above her in high harmony. LaVerne settled underneath them both, warm
and grounding, the foundation that made everything above it possible. Together,
the three voices created something none of them could have produced alone,
a sound so precisely interlocked and so full of life that audiences heard it and
felt instantly that something extraordinary was happening.

They spent years on the road before anyone paid significant attention. Vaude-
ville tours through the Midwest, work with dance bands, performances in venues
that ranged from modest to genuinely unglamorous. They rehearsed four hours
every single day. The harmony that sounded effortless in performance was
the product of relentless dedication, the kind of daily, unglamorous work that
never appears in the finished product but is present in every note of it. They
were not overnight sensations. They were three women who loved music and
each other enough to keep showing up and keep refining what they had until
the world finally stopped to listen.

The world finally took notice in- 1937 when a Yiddish song called Bei Mir
Bist Du Schon was translated into English and the Andrews Sisters walked
into a recording studio and made it their own. The record sold over a million
copies almost immediately. Radio stations played it constantly. Overnight, three
working-class girls from Minnesota became the sound that an entire nation
could not stop hearing. What followed was one of the most remarkable careers
in the history of popular music, over seven hundred recordings, eighty million
records sold, films, radio programs, and a level of cultural warmth that made
their voices as familiar and as comforting as the sound of a friend’s laugh.

Just as life was taking off, then the war came, and the Andrews Sisters
stepped up to show humanity what music was truly for.

Between 1941 and 1945 the three sisters traveled almost without stopping,
performing at bond rallies and recruiting centers and military hospitals and
USO shows, bringing their harmonies into the places where people needed them
most. They sang for soldiers who were frightened and homesick and far from
everything familiar, and what those soldiers heard was not just entertainment.
It was the sound of home. The sound of ordinary life continuing somewhere, of
joy persisting in the face of everything that was trying to extinguish it. Boogie
Woogie Bugle Boy became an anthem of the era, irresistible and uplifting, a song
that made people move and smile and feel, even in the middle of the darkest
years the world had known, that something worth celebrating was still alive.
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Their impact on humanity was not any single recording or any single perfor-
mance. It was the accumulated understanding, built across decades of singing
together, that what they created in harmony was genuinely healing. People
did not simply enjoy the Andrews Sisters. They were restored by them. The
music reached something in listeners that could not be reached any other way,
something that needed exactly what three voices in genuine unity could provide,
the feeling of being held by something larger than oneself, of belonging to
something joyful and alive and completely, unstoppably human.

They were not always in harmony offstage. Like all human beings who
spend decades in close quarters, they had their difficulties and their distances.
But when they stood together at a microphone and opened their mouths, every
difference dissolved into the music, and what remained was pure, generous,
and completely given to whoever was listening.

LaVerne passed away in 1967. Maxene in 1995. Patty, the youngest, the
one whose bright lead voice had anchored everything from the very beginning,
passed away in 2013 at the age of ninety-four. Between them they had given
the world eight decades of music that still sounds, when you hear it today, like
joy itself has found a way to travel through time and arrive exactly when you
need it most.

What the Andrews Sisters understood, and proved night after night, is that
unity is not just a value. It is a practice. It is the daily choice to show up for
each other, to listen as carefully, to make room for what the person beside you
brings, and trust that together you will find something none of you could reach
alone. They carried that practice into the world and watched it do what unity
always does when it is genuine and joyfully offered. It lifted people. It connected
strangers. It reminded a world hungry for togetherness that camaraderie is not
a luxury but a necessity, essential and inspiring.

Harmony is something every one of us can find, create, and offer. It asks only
that we make the time, the room, the space, and the openness to discover what
becomes possible when we stop being alone and turn toward each other instead.

Humanity ignites when we unite in harmony.
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THANK YOU

Thank you for being part of this extraordinary journey.

Everything we do at Ignite Publishing is for you, the reader. We are deeply
grateful that you have taken the time to explore these stories, open your heart
to the voices within them, and allow yourself to be moved by the lives of
people who chose, above all else, to serve humanity. By engaging with these
experiences, you become part of something far larger than a book. You become
part of a growing global movement of people who believe that the world can
be better, that one person can make a difference, and that the stories we share
with each other are among the most powerful forces for change that exist.

We believe that when one person tells their truth, and another person receives
it with an open heart, something sacred happens. A connection is made across
every boundary that usually divides us. A'light passes from one life to another.
And the world, quietly and without fanfare, shifts in the direction of something
more compassionate, more just, and more humane.

Our deepest gratitude goes to each of the authors who contributed so cou-
rageously to Ignite Humanity: Everyday People Making Extraordinary Impact.
You trusted us with your most meaningful experiences, your hardest lessons,
and your most heartfelt hopes for the world. You wrote not for recognition but
for service, not to impress but to reach, and not to tell your story alone but to
use it as a bridge between your life and the lives of everyone who reads these
pages. That is the highest form of leadership there is, and we are honored to
have witnessed it in every one of you.

A special and profound acknowledgment goes to the historical figures who
live within these pages alongside our authors. These remarkable human beings
dedicated their lives to something larger than themselves, often at great personal
cost, and left the world permanently changed by their courage, their compassion,
and their unwavering belief in the dignity of every human life. It has been one
of the great privileges of this project to tell their stories again, to bring them
forward into this moment in history where their examples are needed more than
ever, and to place them in conversation with the living leaders beside them. The
synergy between these pairings moved us deeply. We hope it moves you also.

We do what we do because of you, the reader, and we most importantly
want to thank you for loving our stories and for believing that these stories
matter. Thank you for opening yourself to the possibility that something you
read in these pages might change the way you see the world, or the way you
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see yourself. If reading these stories has stirred something in you, a calling, a
question, or a desire to contribute something meaningful to the world around
you, we encourage you to listen to that stirring. It matters. You matter. The
contribution that only you can make to humanity is waiting for you to claim it.
To the entire Ignite team, whose dedication, creativity, and love for this
work is present on every page, thank you. None of this exists without you.

Production Team: JB Owen, Peter Giesin, Kristine Joy Magno, and Mimi
Safiyah

Editing Team: JB Owen, Mimi Safiyah, Jenette Longoria, Sarah Cross,
Carissa Simpson, and Mary-Jo Bathe

Ignite Team: Carolina Gold, Tracey Carter, Brent Casteling

If you feel inspired to share your own story, we would love to hear from you.
Readers become authors, and their stories become extraordinary gifts. Your
voice, offered honestly and from the heart, may be exactly what someone else
needs to find the courage to take their next step.

To learn more about becoming an author in an upcoming Ignite book, please
visit us at www.igniteyou.life

Thank you for being part of the Ignite family. May these stories remind you
of your own capacity to lead, to serve, and to leave this world more beautiful
than you found it.

With love, gratitude, and the absolute certainty that humanity is at its best
whenwe show up for each other,

Lady JB Owen Founder, Ignite Publishing

www.igniteyou.life
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RESOURCES

Andi Buerger

* https://tinyurl.com/mwkrdu9m
https://tinyurl.com/mhz57r2m
https://tinyurl.com/4b72jrye
https://linktr.ee/andibuerger
* https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zPIoCPRAMgE

Brigitta Hoeferle
* https://listeningchecklist.brigittahoeferle.com/

Carol Daly
» www.caroldaly.com/about
+ Full reading of the poem / Can See Your Greatness
» www.caroldaly.com (for a complimentary Activate Your Personal Power
Assessment Consultation)
* Ignite Your Purpose (book)

Dame Doria Cordova
* www.MoneyandYouPlatform.com
* “www.AccessToCashBook.com

Diana von Welanetz Wentworth
» Expect Magic by Diana von Welanetz Wentworth
o Substack “Your Life as a Work of Art”

Debra Atkinson
» Strong Aging Index
* https://www.flippingfifty.com/fitness-scorecard

Jackie Graves
» Activate Your Voice Meditation
» www.jackiegraves.com/gift

Nicole Mixdorf
* https://email.balancebynature.com/abundance-activation
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Image Disclaimer

Some images within this book may have been created or enhanced using arti-
ficial intelligence technology. While every effort has been made to ensure

accuracy and authenticity in the representation of historical figures and con-
cepts, Al-assisted or Al-generated images are used for illustrative and editorial

purposes only and should not be interpreted as verified historical photographs

or factual documentation. All photographs of contributing authors are credited

individually where provided. Ignite Publishing™ is committed to transparency

in our creative process and to honoring the dignity and accuracy of every indi-
vidual and historical figure represented in this work.



WRITE YOUR STORY
IN AN IGNSTE BOOKI!

THE ROAD TO SHARING YOUR MESSAGE AND BECOMING
A BEST-SELLING AUTHOR BEGINS RIGHT HERE.

We make YOU a best-selling author in just four months!

If you have a story of perseverance, determination, growth, awakening, and change...
and you’ve felt the power of your Ignite Moment, we’d love to hear from you.

We are always looking for motivating stories that will make a difference in someone’s life. Our
fun, enjoyable, four-month writing process is like no other—and the best thing about IGNITE is
the community of outstanding, like-minded individuals dedicated to helping others.

With over 700 amazing individuals to date writing their stories and sharing their Ignite Moments,
we are positively impacting the planet and raising the vibration of HUMANITY. Our stories inspire
and empower others and we want to add your story to one of our upcoming books!

Go to our website, click How To Get Started, and share a bit of your Ignite transformation.

JOIN US TO IGNITE A BILLION LIVES WITH A BILLION WORDS.

Apply at: www.igniteyou.life/apply Find out more at: www.igniteyou.life

Inquire at: info@igniteyou.life



