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Day One 

 

 

 Cleansing our bodies with “detox kits” is becoming increasingly popular and I 

highly recommend doing one, but shouldn’t we do the same for our minds? Over the next 

seven days that’s our goal. Any detox requires discipline and sacrifice for it to work. 

There will be moments of “hunger” and a yearning to run back to harmful habits, but you 

will feel empowered when you get to the other side. Let’s make that commitment now, 

together. I’ve been where you are, and even now I occasionally need to detox my mind, 

so I’m going to take this journey with you. 

 

However old you are, you will have acquired preconceived ideas, prejudices, and 

unique experiences- it’s what makes each of us different- but needless to say, the older 

you are, the more events you will have experienced. But every student is here for the 

same reason; you sense something needs to improve in your life; something you want but 

you don’t know what exactly, and something holding you back from getting it but you 

don’t know what. Why? 

 

You need answers and I’m here to give them to you, but I need to ask something 

from you in return: a fresh start. I can’t ask you to cast aside all your experiences and I 

wouldn’t want to- it’s who you are, but I will be asking you to look at things differently 

and be open to new ways of thinking.  
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The students who get the most from these lessons (the ones who tell me that they 

glow after reading them!) are those that open up to the teachings in them. It’s no good 

thinking you’ll just go through the motions and read aimlessly, every now and again 

shaking your head and muttering, “Ooh, I don’t think so…..Tut, tut, that’ll never 

work…..Well that’s alright for you to say…” The people who pick the most faults in 

everything are the ones who seem to be the worst off in life! Some people have acquired 

such ingrained negativity that it has taken over their spirit, like a virus. 

 

There’s a part of that person in each and every one of us but I’m going to flush it 

out. This is a direct assault on whatever it is that holds you back from realizing your 

dreams and being happy. Anyway, that’s for later. For now, I ask you to wipe the slate 

clean. You owe it to yourself to have a fresh start in life. This is the first day of the rest of 

your life! 

 

Our whole lives we work hard at achieving happiness without even knowing 

what happiness is! 

 

Isn’t it ironic how the search for happiness has caused so much unhappiness? We 

have wants, needs, we try to make a go of it or maybe enough just to get by. We allow 

time and circumstances to erode our dreams. We then carry regret, which turns into 

frustration, frustration into anger, and anger into sorrow.  
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When you walk into the bathroom in the morning do you recognize that 

stranger in the mirror? 

 

In this information over-load, “press-one-for further-options.” fast world of today 

there is little time to stop and think. After a hard day of chasing your tail doing whatever, 

ask yourself, “What have I actually achieved today and do I feel better for it?” Where did 

the real you go? 

 

How many people do you know who drag themselves out of bed each day to go to 

work to do whatever day in, day out, thinking to themselves, “Is this as good as life 

gets?” For all but the elite, work holds less promise, less security, and less dignity than it 

did a generation ago. Once upon a time we worked to live; now we live to work. Is this 

the life you want to lead? 

 

I can tell you from experience, money can only make life a little easier and 

beyond a certain point it doesn’t bring any extra happiness into your life. When I hear 

people say things like, “I’d rather cry in a Ferrari,” I know that person has never owned a 

Ferrari, because it’s not true; pain is pain. You must find out what really makes you tick 

to discover your true purpose in life and hence be happy and fulfilled because it would be 

a shame to reach the end of your quest for wealth only to still feel unhappy deep down as 

so many high-achievers do. Money is obviously important, and on my website you’ll see 

plenty of resources that involve wealth creation, but our head needs to be in the right 

place to begin with. 
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The next thing I must ask of you is some time. First, if you don’t keep a calendar, 

go and buy one- today (this is an essential tool for all goals). Then, I want you to write in 

it for each day: “30 minutes- Life Detox”. This will be the time you dedicate in peace and 

quiet to reading and acting upon what you learn here. What’s 30 minutes out of your day 

to dedicate to something that could give you all the time in the world to play at a future 

date?  

 

Invest time in today to make all the time of tomorrow yours! 

 

An essential skill of highly successful people (whether they are aware of it or not) 

is their system of breaking large tasks into smaller ones. They see a goal to be achieved 

sometime in the future, but they don’t look at the size of it and go and cry in a corner! 

No, they divide the big goal into little goals. We’re going to have some fun here- it’s 

going to be a great adventure.  

 

Do you ever wonder, “What’s it all for?” It’s a common question, but the basic 

answer is very simple: the pursuit of happiness. The definition of “happiness” can be 

confusing for us, though. Eating and drinking well and having good sex, for example, are 

all things that bring many of us pleasure but they are dependant on external factors (i.e. 

the availability of good food and a compatible partner). What if those things were taken 

away? 

 

Pleasure is temporary. Happiness is ongoing. 
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True happiness is something internal. It can never be taken away whatever your 

circumstances. The things you associate with pleasure and fun are great and should be 

enjoyed to the full, but you cannot rely on them for happiness.  

 

It’s not a question of if you’re happy in your job or not; it’s a question of if that 

job is what you really were meant to do in this world. The little boy or girl you once were 

never disappeared- they just got forgotten about. You can still hear their cries sometimes, 

though, can’t you? When you’re stuck in traffic on the way to work, do those broken 

dreams come back to you? Didn’t you want to be a world explorer, a famous writer, sing 

in a band, paint, dance, live in a lighthouse, be a beach-bum, fly planes, play football all 

day, be an actress, open a children’s' home, just simply to ‘be free’ or maybe just have 

the time to be a great parent, partner or friend? 

 

 Dust off your dreams! 

 

Your ‘true self’ is buried deep within and layer upon layer of social conditioning 

muffles their cries. These “fanciful” and “unrealistic” dreams have been expelled from 

you by the way society is and what we have made it. If you think back in time, school 

really is about beating the individuality out of kids; they come in one end as open books -

unique beings full of exciting dreams just dying to come true. But they come out the 

other end as docile corporate work-units.   
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We’re going to peel back the layers imposed upon you over the years and see the 

real you- how you were before society got its hands on you, for here lies the key to what 

makes you as an individual happy on a day to day basis.  

 

If you’re still stuck on the idea of money making you happy beyond the basics of 

life it provides, consider this: it is widely known now that unhappiness blocks creativity- 

you’re hardly going to come up with that ‘big business idea’ or indeed succeed anywhere 

if deep down you’re unhappy, are you? Being intrinsically happy and emotionally 

centered will also magically open all kinds of new opportunities, business and personal, 

because of the positive energy you’ll be radiating. 

 

Do you ever automatically react to the simplest thing in a frustrated, angry, and 

defensive manner? When someone cuts you up in traffic do you feel as though you could 

actually cause harm to them? Do you often find yourself overindulging in your vices 

more than you normally do? We must find the root cause of this discontent because it 

holds you back in so many aspects of your life and future prosperity. Discontent 

manifests itself as anger. You don’t have to look very far these days to witness the 

destructive impact anger has on human lives. The basis of your dissatisfaction with life 

will destroy your closest relationships and undermine your health, not to mention 

your wealth, if you don’t become conscious of it. 

    

 There are many benefits in becoming a happier person, and I want you to bear 

these rewards in mind whenever you feel like turning back: 
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1. At the very least your physical and mental health will improve resulting in a 

longer life. 

 

2. The precious days of your life will be more enjoyable and fulfilling. 

 

3. Your happiness will manifest itself into being outwardly confident which will 

make you more effective in business and more attractive to the opposite sex. 

 

4. Your relationships will be more fulfilling and less inclined to break up due to your 

state of mind. You will become a better lover/husband/father/mother/friend. 

 

5. Your creativity will be unleashed resulting in great ideas for business and wealth 

creation. 

 

6. You will find yourself not so held back and negative toward the opportunities that 

come your way in life. Luck is to be found at the crossroads where preparation 

and opportunity meet- a positive state of mind will eliminate lethargy and make 

you more inclined to go for it. 

 

7. You will have peace of mind in the knowledge that you are maximizing your 

precious time available and eliminate regrets as a result. 

 



Peace of the Action 

 9 

8. People content with life spend less and end up with less debt. 

 

I’m not saying, “Wear a mask that has a happy face and everything will work 

out.” Simply thinking happy thoughts isn’t going to last forever, nor will the fix of a pep-

talk. We have to deal with the heart of the issue in these coming seven days. 

 

There’s no point nourishing the leaves of a tree if the roots are dying! 

 

Have you noticed how we always have to have something to look forward to? 

Whether it’s a vacation, a new car or sofa, we have to continuously put that light at the 

end of the tunnel so we can cope with our discontent and often go into huge debt in the 

process.   

  

What if there was no tunnel in the first place? What if life was so great we 

didn’t need so many material things to take the pain away? How do you feel when you 

get back from that vacation, when the car is a few months old, or when the sofa’s broken 

in? Like a junkie in rehab? So often we fool ourselves by thinking, “I will be happy just 

as soon as I….” We constantly live in the hope that “just one more thing” will make us 

complete. We are mistaken. 

 

How many times have you bought a ticket to happiness only to discover later 

that the ticket was invalid? 
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On April 10th 1912, Titanic set sail. Four days later, she hit an iceberg and sank, 

leaving many questions unanswered about why and how it could have happened. But 

there is one question that begs to be answered most: why did two of the most experienced 

lookout crew in the White Star Line fail to see the iceberg until it was too late? There 

were many factors that contributed to the sinking, such as inappropriately high speed of 

the vessel, but, in the final analysis, had the lookouts seen the iceberg sooner, Titanic 

would have been able to avoid it (She very nearly did miss the iceberg; it was precisely 

because she merely grazed it that the edge of the iceberg sliced through five of the hull 

compartments like a knife). 

 

Recent research shows the most convincing theory to date as to why the Titanic 

catastrophe happened. Multiple accounts from eyewitnesses in Titanic’s lifeboats 

corroborate the meteorological phenomenon that was in play that night: before the 

iceberg hit, it was suddenly and unusually clear and cold, with many stars in view in the 

night sky, and the smoke from Titanic’s stacks dramatically changed direction fifty to a 

hundred feet above. An unusually cold and fast-moving air mass from the Arctic had 

descended on Titanic, causing a “cold water mirage.” When driving, you know how heat 

on the road ahead can make it seem as though the horizon is lower than it actually is? The 

reverse can happen with cold air; it can appear as though the horizon is higher than it 

actually is.  

 



Peace of the Action 

 11 

Titanic’s lookouts had a false perception of where the horizon was; they were 

looking higher than the actual horizon, so, in the darkness, that iceberg slipped under 

their scan until it was too late.  

 

Too many people are on a deadly collision course because they’re simply not 

looking in the right place due to a faulty world view. We must be certain that the things 

you are craving- the things you assume are blocking you from happiness- are truly worth 

craving in the first place. A great deal of what we do here over the next six days will 

involve shifting your perspective and ensuring you are dealing with reality, not illusion. 

 

We begin tomorrow! Until then, breathe, clear your mind of worry, and prepare to 

treat these next six days as sacred down time for yourself, leaving behind all 

preconceived notions. 
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Day Two 

 

“Know from whence you came. If you know from whence you came, there is no limit to 

where you can go.” James Baldwin 

 

When I was a young boy I read these clever mythical adventure books where I 

was the hero on a quest. Every time I encountered a situation on the journey, the book 

offered multiple choices for me to make, each choice I made taking me to a different part 

of the book, hopefully resulting in a positive outcome. Real life is like those books I read; 

we get to choose.  

 

Every story has a beginning, and it shapes the plotline of our lives until we change 

that plot by becoming aware that our life story has alternative endings. You get to choose 

how your story unfolds, with each new sunrise offering you another chance. The trick is 

making the right choice for you, and that means you need to know who you are. 

Yesterday I explained how you and I would be going through this detox week together. 

So before I ask you to travel back in time, I’ll go first.  

 

London Borough of Hounslow, 1977. My mother didn’t smoke dope, it just 

seemed that way. We didn’t know where the next meal was coming from, but there was 

no limit to her agreeing to take me, her seven year old, to the movie theater to watch a 

zany new film called, Star Wars. Every day was an adventure, and I loved her. On that 

fresh autumn morning, through smudged makeup framed by sweeping blonde hair, she 
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enthralled me with how sadly ironic it was that rock icon, Marc Bolan of T. Rex, was 

terrified of cars, and yet he died in a car crash, as I sat on the front seat of her car-cum-

dumpster without a seat belt or car seat. Our trusty German Shepherd had been named 

Marc (“Markee Boy”) as a tribute to the rock star, and he occupied the rear seat next to 

my baby sister, his proud head pushed out the semi-lowered window, anticipating the 

rush of scented air. Our Vauxhall Viva station wagon bounced off the driveway as we 

playfully nodded our heads to the radio, headed to school in a leafy London suburb for 

my first day of second grade.  

 

She kissed me goodbye and, as I marched through the school gate, she said The 

Force would be with me. Always. I tapped my temple with my forefinger, in response. 

Mentally mapping my new battlefield, a giant with red lipstick ushered me to my 

classroom, and introduced me to my new teacher, Mrs. Kendall. Wide-eyed, perched on 

my wooden chair, I awaited stage two programming.  

 

Mrs. Kendall appeared to be a kind, elderly lady with oval glasses, and she 

addressed her new class as if it was the opening ceremony of The Olympic Games. Her 

first order of business was to set the ground rules, and she’d engineered a sly Pavlovian 

system to control us. Pointing to the top shelf in the closet to the right of her desk, she 

said there was a powerful, magical wizard up there watching us all. She referred to a six-

inch doll dressed in a wizard’s outfit. This wizard guarded a jar of merrily colored taffy 

candy, and, she continued ominously, we would each receive a candy from this wizard on 

the Friday of each week if we’d been well behaved. But she was the only one who could 
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hear or speak to the wizard, she said. Getting the candy wasn’t my goal. What I wanted 

was a private audience with The Wizard without her as the middleman. 

 

My father loved me, it just didn’t seem that way. On the times he whacked me 

across the face, it somehow felt like more than just a punishment for whatever I’d done 

wrong; it seemed like retribution for something. And I seemed to do a lot of things 

wrong. His nickname for me was, Useless Eustis. In the previous year, the school gave 

me a special award for creative writing, but when I showed it to him he tossed it to one 

side, and told me I couldn’t become a success doing something like writing. He always 

said I would “never be successful” for one reason or another. 

 

I’d try to keep out of his way by staying with my maternal grandparents as much 

as possible, watching airplanes land at Heathrow Airport from their back yard, sharing 

my grandfather’s binoculars, as my grandfather, Stan, told me aviation stories from when 

he was a radio engineer. Weekdays made it hard to escape from home because of school, 

and, on one such weekday night, I overheard my parents screaming at each other. He was 

yelling about her never having dinner ready when he got home, never knowing where she 

was, and I heard my name mentioned: Useless Eustis. Then my father pushed my mother 

out the front door and locked it, leaving her crying in the rain. I ran to the door to let her 

back in, but angry claws jammed into my ribs, yanked me away, and hurled me onto a 

chair.  
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After a couple of weeks at school, I’d finally figured out the loophole in Mrs. 

Kendall’s system: it appeared The Wizard was only watching us on Fridays. You 

could’ve peed against the old dear’s desk on Monday through Thursday, but provided 

you were a “little angel” on the Friday, you were golden for that candy. But this also 

meant that if I wanted a one-on-one with The Wizard I’d need to make my move on a 

Friday, and today was a Friday, so it was go time.  

 

I waited until the other kids were milling around between crayon tables as cover, 

then I deftly crept towards The Wizard, one eye on Kendall working at her desk. With 

just a couple of steps to go to whispering distance, Kendall craned her neck around at me. 

Busted, but not broken. My paternal grandparents once told me that I had a demonic glare 

I’d pull when being denied something; they said “The Face” once made a passing driver 

slam on his brakes in horror, almost crashing, and could I please never show them The 

Face. Noted. Before Kendall’s mouth could open, I threw her The Face, my unspoken 

words: Back off, woman, I’m trying to speak to the boss man, here! Spooked, right on 

cue, she slowly turned away, as if to pacify a wild animal she’d stumbled into. 

 

Alone with The Wizard, at last, I held my offering up to him: a crayoned self-

portrait of my future: a man dressed in black suit and tie, standing next to a table of gold 

coins. I slid the picture into the bottom shelf of The Wizard’s closet. Now I could say my 

prayer. I figured I was the cause of my mommy getting locked out, because I had been 

“useless” instead of “successful,” so I closed my eyes tightly and crushed my hands 
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together. Dear Wizard, please make me successful, please make me successful. Thank 

you, thank you.  

 

 I would spend decades of my adult life perpetually chasing goals that my father 

would perceive as “successful” in an effort to impress him, but nothing seemed to work. 

And, until I became aware of this plotline playing out in my unconscious mind, I 

remained unhappy, my personal and business lives equally suffering. My definition of 

success was based on my father’s and society’s: material wealth and status. The truth is 

that we each have our own definition of success, our own “North Star,” and the ultimate 

quest is to find and follow it. 

 

 Can you think of a painful memory from early childhood that is 

unconsciously making you a prisoner of the past? Take a moment to scan for a 

“deleted scene” in your memory. 

 

There’s a continuous debate about what makes you who you are, your genes or 

the environment you grew up in, but in reality it’s a bit of both. Both your genes and your 

early environment made you who you are but in different degrees and in different ways 

and this is what makes each of us unique. In my book, The You Code, I talk about the 

genetic side of you and the personality blueprint written into your ancient genes, your 

nature, and I would consider it an honor and personal favor if you’d get a copy and take 

that journey with me, but here let’s talk about your nurture. 

 

https://www.amazon.com/YOU-Code-Unique-Hidden-Ancient/dp/1940013763
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The human being is an extremely clever piece of machinery and the reason it has 

prevailed and stayed at the top of the food chain is because it has developed a refined 

survival technique: it adapts to surroundings. All animals have a built-in mechanism for 

survival to ensure that particular species prevails- a tiger evolved teeth and claws to be 

able to hunt and feed just as a rabbit evolved 360 degree vision, large ears and fast hind 

legs to avoid being hunted with great ease. Humans didn’t evolve wings, claws, and 

physical strength and speed, but instead their brains would make up for that in the form 

of cunning and flexibility, plus, an ability to adapt to any environment to ensure their 

survival. For example, a wild animal won’t have the sense or ability to make a coat if The 

Ice Age shows up! 

 

This human gift of adaptability for the purposes of survival is the reason we’ve 

existed for 2.5 million years, but in relatively safer and more luxurious modern times, the 

blessing can become a curse. When you were born you had an inherent ability to adapt, to 

survive your upbringing. This required a prompt assessment of your surroundings and to 

establish a way to behave in order to thrive in it. And so your nurture, or ego, came to 

pass. As you grew up, the pure unconditioned state you were in once just became a 

forgotten memory due to layer upon layer of conditioning from the environment that 

surrounded you.  

 

Where did the real you go? Answering this question gives you a clue about your 

personal definition of happiness, “success,” and what you should be doing with your life. 
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Finding a regular activity or work that is personally meaningful to you will massively 

contribute to your happiness. 

 

It’s painful to be without direction. You’re locked in an internal battle without 

you even knowing it, so we’re going to fix something you didn’t even know was broken. 

In the early 1980s two American scientists conducted a study of people who considered 

themselves happy. They all had something in common: They knew exactly what they 

wanted and were moving toward getting it. These people were found in less than 2% of 

the population.  

 

Think for a minute what your family’s expectations of you were. I strongly 

urge you to have this little moment for reflection before moving on. 

  

Done that? Good- it’s a valuable exercise because the expectations of those that 

have had a powerful influence on us, especially when we were younger, have a large 

influence on the way we run our lives. We forget when and how these influences came 

about just like we can’t remember exactly when we became potty-trained, but they’re 

there, and if you take a look around at what pushes you in particular directions, you’ll 

often see that you’re doing it for someone else.  

 

Parents have their own dreams, too. Very often they try to live life again through 

their children’s eyes, and they have no idea the damage they’re doing in the process; 

children have a natural and innocent desire to please their parents. The greatest gift you 
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can give a child is to allow them to follow their own vision and be an individual rather 

than some mixed-up, half-baked clone of you. Support and love is what they need, not a 

re-write of your own life. 

 

Let’s not assign blame to anyone, this isn’t about pointing the finger. Raising kids 

has to be the most important and demanding task ever to fall upon the shoulders of an 

individual. At school you’re taught how to solve a simultaneous equation and to observe 

the painfully obvious fact that water evaporates when you heat it, but not once is the most 

important task ever to confront you even mentioned. 

 

The moment we can push aside how other people expected us to be is a clarifying 

one. As soon as I stopped trying to make other people proud of me and instead just 

pleased myself, that’s when things started to happen in my life. It’s like a weight being 

lifted from your shoulders, a veil removed from your eyes and a brilliant light being 

shone on you all at once! Find a quiet spot, I’m taking you home. 

 

The airlines have got it right; there’s a hefty price to pay for excess baggage. All 

that hand-me-down garbage that fills your head and guides your actions without you even 

knowing must be removed if you want to discover your true self, find purpose, and be 

happy.  

  

I’m reminded of an ancient Chinese story about a philosophical master and a 

brand new student of his. “Where do we begin, master?” said the student. Without saying 
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a word, the master picked up a teapot and filled the student’s cup with green tea until it 

poured over the edges and then said, “Like the cup, you are full- full of your own 

opinions and expectations. How can you begin anything before you have emptied the 

cup?” It’s time to unlearn what you’ve learned. 

  

Fear is natural and memory is selective. The ingenious part of you that is your 

mind painstakingly buried any conscious recollection of negative events in your past, but 

it’s all still lurking there somewhere.   

 

Do you wonder why you always come so close, but somehow just never quite 

make it? Yes? Then this is for you, I call it “Mission Impossible Syndrome.” The whole 

thing is a self-fulfilling prophecy; you keep retreating whenever something starts to come 

right in your life and this acts to destroy the very thing you’re afraid of losing. You ask, 

“What have I done to deserve this?” You talk yourself out of what you want. So you 

know the effect but what about the cause? Like most causes, it goes back to your 

childhood.  

  

In the wild, many female animals have to physically protect their young from the 

father. We’re just an advanced version. Were/are you afraid to surpass your father? Did 

you perpetually strive to please him, in vain? Perhaps he would discourage any open 

display of feelings as this was seen as a sign of vulnerability. He wanted you to become 

strong instead. But what happened when you started to become strong and do well at 
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anything? Attention and approval is seductive. It can lead you somewhere you don’t 

belong and make you live another person’s dream. This is not who you are. 

  

As a child, you may well have been the victim of jealousy, either from an older 

sibling or a parent, and this has a startling pull on the life a little child. If you spent time 

as a child with an angry or jealous person it stays with you and when you speak to them 

in adulthood you’ll notice a change in your character. I was with a good friend one day 

many years ago when my father, rather unusually, swung by. We all had a civil chat over 

a beer, and off my father went- it all seemed perfectly normal to me. After my father left, 

though, my friend said to me, “Why are you so different around your dad? You suddenly 

seemed so negative and you hung your head a lot.” Months later, my wife spotted this 

unusual character metamorphosis that occurred in my father’s company. Sound anything 

like you?  

 

The reason for this was simple: my father was once angry and jealous of the 

attention I received as a child. I was the first grandson of a large family and received a lot 

of interest and could do no wrong in anyone’s eyes- except my fathers- where everything 

I did was wrong. Any time I received praise and encouragement I could sense his 

displeasure. However, as it turns out, my dad was largely deprived of such attention in a 

big way and desperately tried to make his mom and dad proud as a child, all to no avail. 

He was understandably jealous then when I received the attention from his parents he so 

needed as a child. I soon realised that as a child I had learned to shrug off any self-

confidence and praise around my dad in order to escape his displeasure- playing down 
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my achievements, being negative and hanging my head. Are you starting to see what an 

incredible survival mechanism we have? As soon as you expose the “deleted scene” that 

holds you back, you’re free! 

 

When you don’t have an artificial horizon, like Titanic had, you’ll stop 

hitting icebergs. 

  

What’s your story? Can you see how after a little investigation and empathy you 

can expose whatever you experienced as a child as just a pile of excess baggage? If you 

find yourself getting upset at any time, then that’s okay- let the tears come- it’s an 

important part of the process. You’ll know you’re on the right path to finding your hidden 

truth because you’ll want to turn back. Don’t.  

  

Maybe your influences weren’t as innocent as the ones I’ve described. Maybe 

your parents were actually deliberately unkind to you. This is the worst case of all of 

them and you have my unreserved sympathy. As your little mind struggled to find its 

place in the world, your abuse will have seemed like you deserved it at the time because 

this is all you knew. This will have led to a feeling of guilt and not feeling worthy of 

happiness, and you carry this legacy with you now, don’t you? The trouble is that when 

you were younger, the worse your torment, the deeper you subconsciously buried it to 

protect your feelings, sometimes so deep that you’ll have to work really hard to find out 

what actually happened to you. 
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Diagnosing the cause of a problem is the first step in anything. Once you can see 

the nature of your enemy you can defeat it. Don’t think for a minute you can put right the 

past by getting whoever to accept they made a mistake unless you want an unproductive 

blazing row- they won’t listen! It’s up to you and you alone to do this, and I know you 

can. Here’s how. Have you heard the expression: “The greatest sorrow isn’t the sorrow of 

childhood- the greatest sorrow is childhood remembered.” I want you to be brave enough 

to take one step back in order to take two steps forward.  

   

I want you to feel compassion for the child you once were. Feel that child’s pain. 

Go back in time and tell them it’s alright and everything will be okay, that no-one really 

means them any harm. Hold them. You have unfinished business to attend to. Grieving in 

whatever form is a healing process you were denied as a child because you didn’t know 

any better. 

 

Please do this exercise. Take the time right now- not later- to really feel the hurt 

of that little boy or girl you once were. Don’t live in denial. No-one’s childhood was 

perfect and nobody’s to blame, but that doesn’t take away the fact that something had an 

adverse affect on you back then. The past won’t go away, and until you confront it your 

life will be consigned to troubled waters.  

 

Have you noticed when you move house how much junk you’ve gathered over the 

years? But there’s only so much junk you can clog up the place with; after a while you 

would barely be able to move it all, so you just shove it all in the attic or garage, don’t 
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you? Like your past, the junk is still there, though, and you’re going to have to face it 

sooner or later when you “move to a new place.” The longer you delay this expulsion of 

your junk, the worse things will be. Do it, here and now.  

 

Do you know what is a good way of dealing with anger toward someone you feel 

has wronged you? Write them a letter and never send it! Trust me. Give that offending 

person a real piece of your mind, not holding back in the slightest, and you’ll find that 

this process releases your anger completely, and you won’t even be bothered to send the 

letter after you’ve written it. The point is that you’ve got the poison out of your head and 

onto the page. 

 

  It’s natural to become defensive about your parents at a time like this, but you 

need to drop this barrier to succeed. No-one’s to blame, remember? Also, if after 

searching the depths of your past, you feel that your parents in no way had a negative 

effect on you, then that’s fantastic and you’re very lucky as you’re in the minority. 

However, parents aren’t the only adults that can have an effect on a child. 

 

So, what’s all this got to do with finding out what your purpose in life is? Well, 

we’re “emptying your cup.” We can’t even begin to look at what your calling is in life 

until you’re free of all the hand-me-down infestations of your mind. We must purify it 

first. At the same time, I’m trusting that these little trips down memory lane will jar loose 

what it was that your true self enjoyed doing most; at what times you were most at one 

with yourself. 
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It takes a little mental flexibility to get your true dreams out of hiding, so let’s put 

a little more into this important task. Try actually moving toward a goal of your choosing. 

Then pay close attention to any resistance within you kicking in, observing yourself as if 

conducting an experiment. Do you hear voices of doubt? If so, either the goal you’re 

moving towards is not your purpose in life or it is your purpose in life and the voices of 

doubt are your nurtured demons. 

 

Voices of discouragement are likely not your own, they are a legacy from your 

childhood and now you can see through them. It didn’t have to be your parents, maybe it 

was a teacher, it doesn’t matter, the point is that you weren’t born with such negative 

thoughts in your head. You’re just regurgitating a set of experiences life has given you. 

Think about all the let down you’ve encountered over the years, whether it was being 

dumped by a partner or an employer; it doesn’t mean you’re useless, merely that you 

weren’t suited for each other at that time. 

  

It’s not only your childhood that can be to blame, either. Unfortunately, when you 

spend most of your time with other people in a working environment, any talk of 

breaking free of the rat race is discouraged. 95% of people will spend their entire lives 

slaving at a job they dislike. They just want to keep their head down and drudge through 

until it’s time to collect their pension, and then die (they’re already dead in my opinion!). 

The collective power of majority opinion is extremely hard to resist, especially if you’re 

subjected to it daily.  
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So, get your inner resistance to come out of hiding by making a move toward your 

dream. Once you can identify the resistance, you can find where it came from and see it 

for exactly what it is: a lot of nonsense imposed upon you. The only requirement for your 

niche in life is that it has meaning and importance to you. It doesn’t matter what other 

people think about it or how trivial it may sound, it doesn’t have to change the world or 

be a huge achievement. Don’t think pursuing your dream is selfish, because you may find 

it brings society a great gift in one form or another. If it’s important to you then it should 

be important to the people that truly love you, because that’s what will make you happy. 

 

Here is a good test to find out if an activity you currently engage in is your 

calling. Ask yourself honestly: if you won ten million dollars today would you stop doing 

anything? Doing this little exercise honestly will clarify the things that are important to 

you and have meaning to you personally. When you don’t have to do something but you 

still choose to, then that’s quite possibly your calling. When you don’t look at the clock 

while you’re doing it, when the whole task fills you up inside, when you wake up every 

single day and can’t wait to start it all again, that’s your purpose.   

  

Have you done the exercises in this section? No? Did you find you were bored or 

did other more “important” things distract you? Then you were scared. You ducked out 

because you knew what would happen” the voices of resistance inside you would show 

up and tell you to play it safe. If that’s the case and you’re still reading… 
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You’re hugging the shore but you can’t take your eyes off the horizon.  

 

The unconditioned self inside you has been aroused by all this talk of dreams but 

then you take a look at your life and how impractical it sounds to be chasing dreams, 

however small they may be. If you’re honest with yourself, though, aren’t most things in 

life this way for you? Answer these questions honestly: 

 

• Do you find that you’re constantly reading self-help books or attending seminars, 

but never actually acting on the information you’re getting?  

 

• Are you in a state of constant preparation; you’re always planning the future but 

never actually getting there? Stuck in second gear? 

 

• Do you constantly think there’s never enough time to do what you want but 

somehow you find time to do meaningless things like watch television? 

 

 

If any of those questions touched a nerve, you’re guilty of being dangerously safe. 

By “dangerously safe” I mean that…  

 

When you play things too safe you’re taking the biggest risk of your whole 

life.  
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Speak to someone who’s close to the end of their days and you’ll often find them 

full of regret, not about what they did with their life, but rather what they didn’t do with 

their life!  

  

Time is the enemy. However, the only way it will get the better of you is if you 

don’t use it wisely; it’s what we do while we’re here that matters. How do you feel at a 

significant birthday like 30, 40, 50, or 60? People who are actively pursuing something 

important to them generally don’t feel nearly as sad on the same birthday as someone 

who isn’t. 

  

You found yourself restless in your life, or else you wouldn’t be here. You’re 

finding it hard to give yourself fully at work and even at play, aren’t you? That’s because 

you have an unfulfilled desire, and you’ll never invest yourself fully in anything until you 

fulfil it.  

 

Dreams are very powerful things. When they come to you at night you’re being 

treated to an insight into the depths of your subconscious mind; your fears, desires and 

needs all come out of hiding in a cryptic way. Do you have a regularly occurring dream? 

Then this could be a powerful clue about something that you need to do with your life or 

something that holds you back. For example, dreaming about being a brave explorer may 

just mean that you need some change in your life, dreaming about falling a long height 

may mean you’re unnecessarily scared about change (investigate your past). 
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Pursing dreams doesn’t necessarily mean you give up your job. Einstein pursued 

his passion of science whilst still working as a patent clerk. Stop using your job as an 

excuse. Just put an hour aside one day- lock yourself in a room and make a move on 

living something you want, to just to get you started, no matter how silly it seems. It can 

be something so incredibly simple after all; asking someone to marry you, telling your 

son you love him are all excellent ways of breaking the ice to a whole new world. The 

day you break routine is the day you and everyone around you has an adventure. 

 

What would you do with your life if you knew 100% that you would succeed in 

attaining it without any risk at all? The answer to this question is most likely your true 

passion in life or at least a clue towards finding it. 

  

By playing life dangerously safe, we’re often guilty of trying to perform an 

illusion in the same league as David Copperfield. Whereas he merely tries to make an 

airliner disappear, you’re attempting so much more: you’re trying to make uncertainty 

disappear by creating an illusion of control. You think that if you play things mega-safe, 

you’re in charge. Do you really think that’s possible? You could get struck down by an 

illness tomorrow, all number of things could happen to ruin your tidy little plans. People 

most guilty of playing control games usually had a disruptive childhood and/or a lot of 

insecurity as a child. 
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The key to overcoming an excessive need for complete security is to take small 

steps. This way you can circumvent your survival mechanism without setting off any 

internal alarms. 

 

Hopefully, everything you’ve looked at so far in this lesson will have got you 

moving on the right track and helped you overcome any resistance, but what you want to 

be doing with your life perhaps still eludes you. So we’re going to use an interesting and 

admirable facet of human nature to help you: curiosity. 

 

I want you to vividly describe your worst nightmare job. Don’t give the job a title 

like “toilet cleaner” or whatever, I just want you to describe the working conditions, what 

the job involves etc. For example, are your hands dirty? Are you indoors or outdoors? 

What tools are you using if any? Are there other people? What are they like? What does 

your job actually entail? What’s the working culture? What do your surroundings look 

like? Let rip. It might be someone else’s dream job, but for you it’s hell. I want the gory 

details.  

 

---------- 

 

Finished? Excellent. Now what you should have in front of you is your worst 

nightmare, in job format. So what? So all we have to do is take the exact opposite to your 

description and you have an idea about what you would love to do. Now, for each of the 

things you described, take the exact opposite and write it down. You will have presented 
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yourself with a blueprint of how you’d like to spend your days. Finding your calling after 

that exercise could just be a matter of time. 

 

I want you to watch two movies as soon as possible: “Bend it Like Beckham” and 

“Billy Elliott”. If you’ve seen them already then see them again, only this time bearing in 

mind everything we’ve talked about in this lesson. Watch these films and observe the 

power of dreams, real dreams, dreams that drive us through adversity and automatically 

fuel the fire in our bellies because they define us. Sure, we all have fantasies about being 

a movie star or whatever, but they’re just red herrings. Simple things like just to be 

allowed to play amateur football or dance are the stuff real dreams are made of. An Asian 

girl with a strict and traditional father who wanted to play professional soccer, and the 

son of a coal miner who wanted to be a ballet dancer, you can picture the adversity 

already! But once you find that calling, a whole army couldn’t stop you. 

 

Read this lesson again and then watch those two films. Take a step back from the 

nine to five tail-chasing, see where your life should really be heading and make a step 

towards it. That’s happiness. 

 

One final exercise I’d like to leave you with: take a piece of paper and write down 

all your deepest fears. 

 

Done that? Great. Now tear it into tiny pieces and burn the pieces! That piece of 

paper needs to read nothing but this: 
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[INTENTIONALLY LEFT BLANK] 

 

 We get the things we focus on, including our fears! Become The Blank Page. This 

is the blank page you were born with, and you must return to that pure state. Only you are 

the one allowed to write on it, and you will only write dreams on it, never fears. 

 

I’ll speak to you tomorrow. 
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Day Three 

 

 Let us continue sharing this path of reflection, jogging loose some old memories 

to learn who we are, what drives us, and why, so we can bring meaning to our lives by 

following the path we were meant to follow. As yesterday, I’ll go first. 

 

London Borough of Hammersmith, 1985. It was about to become Hell for 

Teachers, and I The Dark One, my minions aplenty. This strict, all-boys school had 

become a powder keg in the face of oppressive authority and ingrained tradition. Every 

morning, we were barely through the gates of this Gothic castle before the same, cranky 

teacher, Mr. Stone, would bark at us for something. “Sheridan, wipe the eye liner off!” (It 

was an eighties thing). We fantasized about that man’s assassination, and what it would 

mean to the pupil population: he’d become our very own Archduke Ferdinand murder-

catalyst that triggers a century of chaos and destruction. As I glared into a restroom 

mirror to reapply my war paint, I asked myself, why just dream it? 

 

A stagnant waiting line for the dining hall sparked our Glorious Revolution. 

Occupying a square outside the hall, at least a hundred teenage schoolboys were hungry 

for their daily bread, and the impatient exhale from their nostrils into the frigid air looked 

like dragon’s breath. I decided to exploit this discontent, and the time was right to get our 

demands met (though I wasn’t sure what our demands were other than mayhem). Like all 

revolutions, it would be triggered by terrorism, so if I were to become their leader I 

would need to engineer an act of terror.  
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I muttered rebellious remarks to the boys, told them they were acting like “a 

bunch of slaves,” encouraging them to start surging the waiting line, like knights 

besieging a castle with a battering ram, and they complied with passion. There wasn’t just 

strength in numbers, there was anonymity, a tactic that would soon define the radical 

faction of our movement. Mr. Stone, the tyrant teacher, was the lunch monitor, and he 

was forced to let us in despite his yelling, red face.  

 

It had begun, but a more significant act of violence would be needed: it was time 

for that assassination. So, once we were all seated inside with our food, and Mr. Stone’s 

back was turned, from at least twenty-five yards, I fired a roasted potato at his head. It 

was a Hail-Mary shot, but it was a direct hit, and everyone saw it. A gravy-stained Stone 

yanked me by the ear, out of the masses to see the headmaster, but my subsequent 

crucifixion by The Cane merely made me a martyr, and the legend was set in motion.  

 

 We shut down their sterile school library and its contrived collection of books 

through co-coordinated attacks on the silence with “noise bombs.” A noise bomb was 

multiple platoons of boys yelling gibberish at different times in different locations, and 

then dispersing, innocently blending into bookshelves. Before the librarians could figure 

out what just happened, they had no weapon other than a frantic sshhhh! hissed at nobody 

in particular. I watched my platoons in action from the first floor balcony, nodding my 

head in approval, and, after this played out a few times in one afternoon, the staff closed 

the library in disgust.  
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Chemistry lessons were our best chance of burning the place down, and believe 

me, we tried. Methane gas taps with no tube attached were “accidentally” opened and 

ignited to create flamethrowers, sulphuric acid got knocked over onto textbooks 

(whoops), and inverted glass Petri dishes exploded like bombs when placed under the 

stool leg of any of our dissenters once they sat back down on it. And the genius was 

nobody was to blame. “Another bin fire, Sheridan? Well… everybody out! Again.”  

 

“For the first time in the school’s history,” the headmaster hissed at one morning 

assembly, “the cafeteria was closed down because of the dinner ladies being bombarded 

with debris!” It was a fine accolade for our riot against their lousy prison food, with 

special thanks to our catapult “archers” who covertly operated behind a wall of innocent 

faces.  

 

One teacher actually cried and walked out of a lesson, never to be seen again. We 

were steadily bringing the system to its knees, and our oppressor couldn’t pinpoint why.  

  

Before registration each morning, I walked into the classroom with my arms 

splayed to my comrades as I walked through a salute of catapulted paper pellets. My 

collective of terror ran like a well-oiled machine because everyone had a purpose, based 

on their specialty, each individual participating in something bigger than themselves. 

Bullying of the weak or different became a thing of the past because we were all working 

together now, comrades against a common evil. The brainy kids gathered intelligence and 
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let the other kids copy their homework, the small kids snuck into inaccessible spaces to 

plant devices and seize supplies, Pakistani kids taught Urdu vocabulary for encoded 

communications, and the rugby players ensured compliance and broke things. I 

approached figureheads from other classes to franchise the idea so if one cell went down 

another would rise up in its place. We were all equal, but a few close aides and myself 

were The Untouchables, directing everything, but never accountable, so the teachers 

couldn’t cut off the snake’s head. This wasn’t kids behaving badly; it was a movement. 

 

But one teacher was granted amnesty from our wrath because he was seen as one 

of us, a.k.a. kind of cool. Mr. Bearman (his real name) drove a black Saab coupe 

convertible, and always wore open black shirts with a black velvet jacket, whilst other 

teachers wore ties and pressed suits. He had a fashionable hairstyle, and, coolest of all, it 

was his name shown as author on the textbooks we read. Somehow his horse’s mane 

hairstyle and accessories made him look more than just a history teacher trying to fit in 

with us. In between warning the class of repeating the mistakes of twentieth century 

political history, “The Bear Man” and I had these brief moments of eye contact I couldn’t 

explain; straddling a Roman nose, his sunken black eyes were like doorways into some 

place dark but necessary. It was as if he knew what I was up to and was trying to keep me 

corrected and focused on some purpose I had, but I didn’t know what it was, and that he 

couldn’t tell me less it look like favoritism. I merrily gave The Bear Man my best work in 

this one pocket of harmony and order. Every other class was Hell on Demand, and heat 

from the oppressor was turning up and towards me. 
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As our cause had grown more radical I could sense support from my comrades 

dwindling, and I wondered if I’d been betrayed on the mid-March afternoon I was sat 

down in front of my English Literature teacher, Mr. Watts, for a private, one-on-one 

meeting. He no doubt suspected it was me who had cried, “Havoc!” to let slip the dogs of 

war, but this parlay was going nowhere. Mr. Watts leaned against his desk, arms folded 

and glaring at me without saying a word. I sat at my desk and mirrored him, arms folded 

and glaring back, my unspoken words: Prove it and I don’t care how it was punctuated. 

 

 Mr. Watts broke the silence with a single word: “Why?” Trust an English Lit 

teacher to search for the hidden meaning. His question sent something hot and 

unwelcome bubbling up from my gut and into my head as I unconsciously attempted to 

answer his question. Under a furrowed brow, my bitter glare became a pitiful stare, and 

then I broke down into an uncontrollable torrent of tears.  

 

Mr. Watt’s angry demeanor melted away as he hurried towards me. “What’s 

wrong?” he said. I howled at the ceiling tiles, “My parents are getting divorced!” (This 

wasn’t as common, back then, and I was the only kid in the class harboring this secret.) I 

sobbed against the desk, harder than before. To my surprise, the oppressor’s envoy, Mr. 

Watts, threw his arms around my shoulders and told me it would be okay, and that he was 

there for me if I ever needed anything. He dissolved my anger on the spot. I could no 

longer try to destroy people like Mr. Watts. So it ended. His kindness quashed The 

Rebellion of ‘85, a tranquilizer dart fired at my raging soul. 
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Hurt people hurt people. 

 

“Be Kinder.” Those two simple words have often been the final words of many 

great people on their deathbeds when asked if they would have done anything differently 

in their lives. Which of the following two situations would make you feel happier deep 

down?  

 

1. Someone at work or socially keeps getting on your nerves. You put them in their 

place with an abrupt remark. 

 

2. Someone at work or socially keeps getting on your nerves. You smile at them and 

sincerely wish them a great day (watch the response!). 

 

I’m not asking you which you would rather do; I’m asking what would make you 

happier inside.  

 

Very often the thing we want to do is in conflict with what we know would make 

us happy! You are now well aware that the purpose of life is the pursuit of happiness. 

Once you have this firmly embedded as your bedrock principle, all you need to do is 

apply it to everyday situations by asking yourself the question: “Will this action make me 

happy?” Set your priorities on this basis and shift your perspective when you feel the sky 

coming down on you. 
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As humans, we are inherently compassionate and caring. If anger and aggression 

does arise it’s because of frustration with our failed efforts to achieve love, friendship, 

and affection- failure of communication, anger, and suspicion are the cause of wars. 

Remember, “hurt people hurt people.” You’ll often find violent criminals associated with 

an upbringing devoid of love and affection. Our underlying nature- the one we’re born 

with- is one of goodness. The next time you can, observe how gentle and keen to please 

an infant is; this is the real nature of humans- the ‘untouched’ version.  

 

In the 1986 Seville Statement, which was signed by twenty top scientists from 

around the world, it was categorically stated that it is scientifically incorrect to say that 

we have an inherited tendency to act violently. 

 

Dr. L. Scherwitz recently conducted a comprehensive study that concluded that 

the people who were most self-focused (as deduced from interviews with people who 

used the words ‘I’, ‘me’ and ‘my’ most of all) were more likely to develop coronary heart 

disease even when other behavior such as smoking was stopped. Again, we can see that 

compassion- caring about interaction with others- is what we’re best suited to. Once you 

understand that the basic underlying nature of people is gentle and sympathetic, our 

relationship to the world around us instantly changes. Viewing others as essentially 

compassionate beings rather than hostile and uncaring helps us relax and live at ease- it 

makes us happier. If your actions of compassion aren’t met in the same way, then that’s 

not your fault, they’re just not as enlightened as you are and it’s no excuse to give up on 

the world!  
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Medical researchers have found that people in intimate relationships, even purely 

platonic ones, are far less likely to suffer any major health problem in life. Thousands of 

residents of Alameda County in California were studied over a nine year period and it 

was deduced that those with intimate relationships and social support had lower death 

rates and lower rates of cancer. This is just one of many such studies. What happens in 

prison when a convict has misbehaved? They’re sent to isolation- because it’s a 

punishment. 

 

The word “intimacy” derives from the Latin word ‘intima’ meaning ‘innermost’ 

or as an expert in the field, Dr. D. Adams says, “The desire for intimacy is the desire to 

share one’s innermost self with another.” I think that’s a good start; to understand exactly 

what this incredibly beneficial thing called intimacy actually is. It’s interesting to note 

that in Far Eastern cultures such as Japan, there is much more emphasis on friends rather 

than partners providing intimacy. In the West, we are far more reliant on this image of 

finding ‘the right one’.  

 

What happens when things don’t work out like they do in the movies? What 

happens when we discover that the ‘special someone’ doesn’t show up? Our dreams 

come tumbling down and we become sad. If you do have a partner, that’s great. If you 

don’t, then please understand that being intimate simply means opening up to someone 

completely and them doing the same, having a laugh and experiencing life together. With 
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that in mind, just think how many people you’re already surrounded by that you could be 

intimate with. 

 

Now we know the benefits of compassion and intimacy for both our health and 

happiness, how can we make these things more prominent in our lives? A good place to 

start is by breaking down perceived barriers; by relating to other people you become 

more tolerant of them, and your life is more enjoyable. It’s in our nature to look for 

differences in other people- color, religion, beliefs, nationality, etc. Instead of viewing 

others at such a superficial level, look for things you have in common with others. What 

things? We all share the most important and basic things of all! Namely: 

 

1. We are all human beings who will all one day pass away. 

 

2. We all want essentially the same thing: happiness. 

  

 “Why should I take the time to worry about others? I’ve got my own problems!” 

Yes, I suppose it sounds a bit strange asking you to think about others when what we’re 

concerned is your happiness. But nonetheless, this is a key state of mind to take on as a 

means to leading a happier life. 

  

What would you say is the single biggest thing that ruins your day and makes you 

unhappy? The actions of other people, right? If you agree this is the case, you’re left with 

two choices: 
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1. Live life as a hermit. We’ve already stated that being in isolation makes you 

unhappy! 

 

2. Learn to not be upset by other people and the things they do. 

 

The second option sounds better, and it’s a fact that empathizing with others stops 

you being upset with them. It’s therefore a question of making a logical decision to 

understand people better and look for things in common with them rather than 

differences. Let’s take an example: 

 

You’re going on vacation with a partner or close friend and you’ve been saving 

up and building yourself up to it for a long time. The day finally comes but when you 

check in you’re told that you can’t sit together because the flight is overbooked and you 

checked in too late to get your choice of seat. However, you’re hopeful that once you’re 

on board you’ll be able to swap seats with someone. 

   

You get on board and find yourself sitting next to a woman in her sixties on an 

aisle seat. You politely ask her to swap seats. She looks at you up and down and snaps 

“No!” at you hastily and tightens her seat belt. How do feel? What are your next 

actions? 
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Allow me to make an educated guess. Your eyes burn holes in the side of her 

head. You look at her up and down for things you hate about her to back up the 

conclusion you’ve made that she is a truly evil person. She’s ruined your trip. What’s her 

problem, exactly?! What, does she think she’s better than you or something? How can 

you get her back? 

   

Now, does this thought process make you happy? The purpose of life is the 

pursuit of happiness, remember? Next time something like this happens, try a different 

thought process: 

 

You put yourself in her shoes. She’s elderly and probably a little nervous of 

flying. Many people feel like cattle in airports, and everything just rubs them up the 

wrong way. Come on, you don’t actually hate this person; she’s just another human being 

like you getting through life as best they can. You can tell she’s married and probably has 

grandchildren that she is very good to. She asked for an aisle seat probably because she’s 

not that mobile. You tell her, thank you, anyway, and that you understand. The 

unhappiness will now rest with that woman, not you, by the way. 

   

That scenario may not fit into your way of doing things or your personality and 

you may even find this amusing, but you know deep down that taking the latter approach 

of the two will make you happier deep down, as well as healthier.  
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Here’s a scientific demonstration that shows having compassion for others is 

actually one of the best things you can do for yourself. There have been many studies into 

this in recent years, and one of them was done by David McClelland in Harvard 

University. He took a group of students and took saliva samples. He then showed them a 

short film about Mother Theresa working in Calcutta with sickness and poverty. The 

students reported they felt feelings of compassion, as one would expect. Then, their saliva 

was tested again. After watching that film, the subjects’ saliva had a marked increase in 

immunoglobulin-A, an antibody that fights throat infections and colds! There you have it: 

scientific evidence that compassion for others improves your well-being! 

  

A circle of happiness starts when one person shows compassion and caring. By 

the same token, a viscous circle starts when there is a lack of compassion and caring; 

when you are nasty to others, surprise, surprise, they are nasty back. It’s hard to break out 

of this negative circle once it starts, which is why you find many convicted criminals 

have a childhood of being unloved, uncared for and/or abused. 

 

COMPASSION = HEALTH & HAPPINESS 

    

There is an ancient Greek story I want to tell you. A philosopher had a disciple. 

He told this disciple to give money to everyone that insulted him! This was a trial he had 

to go through and it lasted three years. After that time, this philosopher told his disciple 

to go to Athens to gain further knowledge and experience. 

  



Peace of the Action 

 45 

When he arrived at Athens, there was a wise man standing at the gates of the city, 

who, rather strangely, was insulting every single person that went through the gates! 

However, when this wise man insulted the disciple when he entered the gates, the disciple 

just laughed. The wise man looked confused. He asked the disciple why he laughed off his 

insults, to which the disciple replied: “I’ve had to pay good money for that for three 

years, and you give it to me for free!” The wise man said: “Enter the city my friend- it’s 

all yours.” 

    

That story was told for centuries to demonstrate the valuable lesson of hardship. 

Today, we call it character building. You don’t really attach any value to hardship alone 

when our quest is happiness, and understandably so. But the lesson the disciple in the 

story was taught was not just the value of hardship, but also the importance of shifting 

our perspective. This is our most powerful defense against the trials of daily life. The 

ability to look at things from a different point of view is completely life enhancing.  

  

If you want to lose weight and look good, you go to a gym to work out. Now, no-

one really enjoys peddling on a treadmill for twenty minutes and sweating like crazy, do 

they? But nevertheless, I do just that every day because I know that I will benefit 

ultimately. If I were to solely focus on just that hardship of panting and sweating in those 

twenty minutes I would make myself depressed. But of course I don’t; instead I look at 

the big picture and the longer term benefits. Don’t turn away from difficult times- they 

always pass and they are ultimately what make us who we are. 
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We can apply ‘the exercise bike scenario’ to daily life. If someone gets on your 

nerves you have two choices: you can get so wrapped up with anger by focusing heavily 

on the inconvenience of that moment or you can look at the big picture; that this moment 

is insignificant in its meaning, it will pass as everything does. The purpose of life is the 

pursuit of happiness, so ask yourself “Will whatever I’m about to do make me happy?” 

Remember: You are NOT asking if this action will give you pleasure, but if it will make 

you happy at a deep and longer term level. Eating cakes all day every day may give you 

pleasure, but will you be happy when you’re overweight? 

 

Perceiving a bigger picture is accomplished through a flexible mind; looking at 

the big world out there as well as our own little personal world can go a long way to 

achieving happiness. Having a flexible mind allows you the ability to see things from 

another person’s point of view. 

 

The opposite to having a flexible mind is having a hard and brittle one that is 

easily broken down when anything out of the ordinary happens- this is at the root of 

many nervous breakdowns. Look at it from an evolutionary point of view. Throughout 

natural history, which species survives? Simple, the one that adapts to conditions the 

best- the one with the more flexible nature. The same rule applies in our daily lives. 

 

 Before tomorrow, will you do a simple thing for me, for you, and for the world? 

It’s one of my favorite things to do, and it’s an instant way to start a “kindness virus.” Go 

to a drive-thru, place your order, and when you pay your bill, ask how much the bill is of 
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the car behind you. If it’s a reasonable amount to you, tell the cashier that you’d like to 

pay for it. It could just be a coffee at Starbucks. Don’t ask for thanks from the cashier or 

the person behind you, just pay and drive away. You will feel happy, and the person 

behind you will feel both astounded and happy, making them inclined to be kind to 

someone else and pass on this good deed in some way, and so the virus spreads. Just do 

it, and see how it feels. For all you know, that single act of kindness could be the 

difference between someone ending it all and carrying on, and that truly changes the 

world. 

 

I’ll speak to you tomorrow.  
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Day Four 

 

After my parents divorced, my teenage aggression was vented on the ice in the 

1980s, playing ice hockey in Britain’s premier league, and by 1987 I’d made it to the first 

line-up. In between any losing periods, my coach had two favorite things he liked to yell, 

which have stuck with me. The first one was: “If the play you’re using isn’t breaking 

through, switch to another play!” His other war cry, accompanied by a water bottle fired 

at my head, was: “Take the shot! You can’t win a game unless you take the shot!”  

 

 My coach was right, not just about hockey, but also about living a good life. In a 

previous lesson we agreed that most people who say they’re happy feel as though they 

are moving towards a personal goal. If you don’t take any “shots” on your goal (of 

happiness), how can you possibly win? There are coaches who use a safer defensive 

strategy, arguing that if you don’t concede a goal you can’t lose the game. That’s true, 

but the most that the safe play could ever hope for is a tie where nobody wins. We are 

built to strive and to win, we have existed for 2.5 million years because we are inherent 

winners. The best defense is offense. Win or lose the outcome, you are not designed to 

shiver in the shadows for fear of failure. It’s time to shift your strategy from defense to 

offense, and that means facing and overcoming your fears. 

 

The great World War II general, George Patten, once said: “Fixed fortifications 

are a monument to the stupidity of mankind.” Defense stems from fear, and fear is often 

an irrational perception of the mind. Defenses confine you to small spaces and give you 
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an illusion of security, they encourage small thinking. No defense can make you strong, 

powerful, and free.  

  

Think of all your defenses as castles and fortresses. What General Patten was 

getting at with that remark is that a fixed fortification is simply a sitting duck. The danger 

these fortifications were built to avoid actually does the exact opposite; they attract 

danger. For example, a person may have been hurt by a past relationship and decides 

never to be hurt again by never allowing themselves to become close to someone again, 

this way they think they can avoid pain with a “coping castle.” Of course, all this person 

has done here is to attract pain because they’ll never have a loving and fulfilling 

relationship ever again, and/or they won’t give themselves fully to one. 

 

The other way we try to protect ourselves is with the illusion of control. Control is 

fear, once again, and like fear, is a total delusion. Have you noticed that the relationships 

and events you try to control are the ones that suffer the most? This is no coincidence! 

Let’s use relationships as an example- if ever there was an environment where people try 

to control each other it’s relationships. One partner usually tries to control the other 

because they are afraid the relationship will end, and by controlling the other’s actions 

this outcome can be avoided, supposedly. This does the exact opposite, though! Far more 

likely an outcome is that partner will feel so stifled and trapped that they’ll run away.  

 

A greater problem is that our minds can automatically develop defense 

mechanisms that last indefinitely. Anyone who has experienced some sort of mental 
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trauma can sometimes develop defenses as a sort of mental bandage to help you through 

anything from a nervous breakdown to agoraphobia, or even alcoholism. The trouble is 

that after a while this “bandage” becomes septic. In Alcoholics Anonymous there is a 

saying: “Your greatest fear is exactly where your alcoholism is taking you.” It’s 

important to be aware of where defense mechanisms lead to: the one thing you’re 

defending against.  

 

We get the thing we focus on, good or bad. Fear of a thing makes us focus on 

that thing. 

  

Coping castles are built on a foundation of fear; fear of failure. We avoid what we 

perceive as the consequence of failure, and this stops us moving in a desired direction. 

How many times are the consequences we perceive of failure anything to do with what 

other people will think of us or because of what people tell us will be the outcome? 

Sometimes the fear is based on a lack of self-confidence, perhaps from childhood 

programming, as we discussed in the second lesson. And we will somehow find an 

endless list of “problems” about why this or that won’t succeed; problems with no 

solutions, creating dead-ends. In any case, the point is this: 

 

Fears are rarely based on real risk; only the risk we perceive. 
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  Ignore fear of failure, and just take the shot. Maybe you win, maybe you lose, 

but either way you now have a pulse, you’re living. And you are stronger for the failure 

provided you learned from it. 

 

In 1989, I realized I wouldn’t make a decent enough wage as an ice hockey 

player, not in Britain’s premier league back then, anyway, and The Joneses were already 

leering. So, at 19 years old, I applied to a job ad for a regional sales manager that 

competed with people at least twice my age, and who had actual experience in things 

like, well, sales, not skating and slap shots. The position was for the Italian FIAT Group 

and Alfa Romeo auto manufacturers, and I would be the interface between manufacturer 

and dealer. I can’t explain why, maybe I was just young and cocky, but I had no reason to 

believe why I shouldn’t get the job. I heard my coach’s voice, and just “took a shot.”  

 

Amazingly, I got the job, and my new boss, an imposing Italian man named, 

Bernardo, told me that he’d given me the position only because I had the palle (Italian for 

balls) to apply for it, and that I had a lot to prove. Anyway, Bernardo taught me an 

important lesson when it came to dealing with problems, and, trust me, dealing with car 

dealership managers whining about bonuses and delivery times was full of problems. 

“Don’t come back until you have blood on the hood of your car!” “Bernie” would yell at 

me, as he pushed me out of his office. At a new car launch in Sorrento, Italy, I brought 

Bernie my first ever “unfixable” dealership problem. He locked his black eyes on mine, 

and rhythmically replied with the customary five fingertips touching each other, 
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“Jamesa, never com to me weeth a problem, unless you have the soluzione!” I had to 

figure a lot of stuff out for myself, back then. 

 

I’d been a regional sales manager for FIAT Auto for two years by 1992, and at 22 

years old, I was told I had it made. I had a job that paid well, and I was at least half the 

age of the other people doing the job. I drove a top of the line, company Alfa Romeo that 

actually had a built-in cell phone (serious technology back then). The retail dealers I kept 

in line bitchily referred to me as, “Bernie’s blue-eyed boy,” I’d done so well, and I had a 

bright future to play for in a multinational auto manufacturer. But something was wrong, 

and I couldn’t grasp what it was, I just knew I was unhappy, despite society telling me I 

“had it made.” So my eyes wandered, once again, searching for my “calling.”  

 

Success breeds success. You just have to ignite the cycle upwards, and that 

means you have to take the shot. 

 

 Worry stops you in your tracks, though. Worry goes hand in hand with fear and is 

equally illogical. The best analogy I’ve heard about creating worry is to imagine writing 

yourself a letter that’s really nasty and then sending it in the mail and reading it on 

arrival!  

 

There’s a big difference between worrying and being diligent- just because you 

don’t worry about anything doesn’t mean you’re reckless. Worrying about something will 
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not change the outcome of whatever it is you’re worried about. However, taking action 

against a real threat (not a perceived one) will. 

 

Not only is worry completely pointless and illogical, it is also at the root of many 

illnesses, fears, and rages. It blocks creativity, muddies the waters, and blocks your sense 

of humor. Hardly a recipe for happiness!  

 

Just like fear (its partner in crime), worrying usually has the opposite effect of 

what you think it does for you. Some examples: 

 

1. Worrying about a partner not loving you so much that you smother/control them, and 

so they actually do end up leaving you. 

 

2. Worrying about your health so much it makes you ill. 

 

3. Worrying about your finances so much, that your big business idea is stifled from 

emerging. 

 

4. Worrying about making a past/future mistake so much, that mistake is exactly what 

you do because you are focused on the mistake. 

 

5. Worrying about the future/age/dying so much you don’t enjoy the life you do have! 
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My first memorable experience of worry doing the opposite of what you think it 

will was when I was seventeen on the day of my driving test (you have similar 

experiences, I’m sure). The day before, everything was fine- I was more than ready. The 

next day my instructor let me have a warm-up drive before the test. No problem. 

Anyway, after about two minutes into the warm-up, I nearly ran someone over, and my 

instructor had to grab the wheel as I nearly collided with a mail van. I was too nervous 

from all the worry and pressure about the test; worry of what people would think of me if I 

failed. The instructor dropped me off at the test center for what I resigned myself to be an 

almost inevitable fail. But as I walked into the building I felt something come over me. I 

actually started to see the funny side of what had happened, and how, in the grand 

scheme of things, it didn’t really matter whether I passed or failed. The result? I passed 

with flying colors because I’d stopped worrying and pressuring myself. The moral? If 

you want things to change for the better, start by stopping worrying. 

 

In the face of worry, ask yourself: what’s the worst outcome if you fail? 

Shine a light on the monster under the bed, and the monster disappears. 

 

Then, make a leap of faith… 

 

 London, England 1992. I had grown up under the flight path of London Heathrow 

Airport, and everyone on my mother’s side had worked for British Airways in some 

capacity; from tug drivers to technicians. My uncle was a Concorde engineer, and his 

father was a radio technician when the airline was flying Constellations, back in the 
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fifties. But nobody in the family had climbed to the giddy heights of pilot, despite my 

grandfather reminiscing about how great that job must be, and my uncle complaining 

about how little work pilots did. My uncle arranged for me to ride in the cockpit, one 

night, and I was hooked. Surely, this must be my destiny, I thought. Glamour, girls, 

travel, esteem, and the first person in this airline-family to make it to “pilot.” My ego was 

enthralled.  

 

But, in 1992, Britain was still in the grip of a severe recession, and none of the 

airlines were hiring or sponsoring pilots for their training. There was only one path to the 

airlines remaining: to pay for my own training and Commercial Pilot’s license. The 

sweetener was that the training was much cheaper in America due to the lower fuel costs, 

and the flying school would get me a visa to live and work in America. For some 

inexplicable reason, America, for all its flaws, had always called me since my first 

vacation in Florida as a child (being allowed to eat pancakes [dessert] for breakfast may 

have had something to do with it), and this was my ticket to The Promised Land, as well 

as realizing the ambition of pilot. I saved up, and, by June 1992, I was ready to give my 

notice to Bernie at FIAT group.  

 

I dreaded the day I had to face Bernie, to hand him my resignation, and my dread 

was justified. Everyone said I was crazy to give that up… and to pay for my own training 

to become an airline pilot, get into debt, leave my family and steady girlfriend behind, 

with no guarantee of a job at the end of it all, and in the middle of a grueling recession 

where the airlines were all mothballing half of their fleets in the Mojave Desert, still 
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licking their wounds from The Gulf War. But, contrary young man that I was, I gritted 

my teeth, and went through with it.  

 

I said my “ciaos,” and flew to Memphis, Tennessee, on a wing and a prayer. 

When I arrived, I was taken to a dorm I had to share with other students, whilst being told 

that nobody made it to the airlines. I was now also unemployed, but that realization only 

just hit me. At “lights out,” I felt like I’d swallowed a brick. What had I done? A rapid 

shift in perspective was forced on me: all I could do now was “take the shot.” 

 

Burning bridges is grossly underrated. When life corners us we are blessed with a 

view into our soul and what we are truly made of. Whether the situation is our own doing 

or has been forced on us, understand this: 

 

Whatever the predicament, life is happening for you, not to, you. Accepting 

this belief grants you the fastest and most powerful shift in perspective. 

 

Whatever your faith, even if you have no faith, I’ve learned from experience that 

everything happens for a reason, and I hope you agree. A Holy Spirit is sending us 

signposts and lessons to learn from, but it’s up to each of us to see those messages. If we 

resist, we worry and/or struggle. If we move in the direction The Holy Spirit/The 

Universe is pointing to, we are at peace. 
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Shifting your perspective isn’t about inventing your own version of reality; 

it’s about using reality as a life map. 

 

The trouble is we’re no different to Pavlov’s dogs. Pavlov was a Russian scientist 

who conducted an experiment by ringing a bell each time he gave food to some dogs. 

When the dogs were about to eat, naturally, they salivated. After a while of this, Pavlov 

rang the bell but didn’t give the dogs any food, but the dogs salivated anyway. This is 

called a conditioned response and we humans have it too. Success and failure can each 

become conditioned responses, the latter being a negative thing unless you start seeing 

failure as a stepping-stone to success. 

 

If you aren’t failing, you aren’t trying. Failing lets you overcome fear 

because you’re dealing with reality instead of your imagined fantasy of what failure 

looked like. 

 

Let people laugh. Laugh with them to diffuse the negative energy they infect you 

with. At least you’re trying. And, if you’re learning from your failures, the last laugh will 

be yours. 

 

The world is just a mirror reflecting back at you all your emotions.  
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If you think you’re unworthy, unlovable and deserve struggle, the world will treat 

you as such. You project how you feel onto people and situations although you aren’t 

aware of it. When you wake up each day, let your first thought be: 

 

“My day will go the same way as the corners of my mouth.” 

 

Force it if you have to, but just do it, take the shot. You can control your destiny 

in the simplest way. Think about a time when you were in top form, happy and confident. 

Did you notice something? How things just came together somehow; you had more 

“luck” in business, friends enjoyed your company, and the opposite sex seemed more 

drawn to you? 

 

It’s all about interpretation of events. Let’s look at a few examples: 

 

1. My partner doesn’t say they love me very often- they can’t love me. Maybe your 

partner is very happy indeed but feels so secure and happy about your 

relationship they don’t feel they need to keep assuring you. Talk about it! 

 

2. I lost my favorite lipstick- drop everything, this is an emergency! Or just buy a 

new one. 

 

3. I got made redundant. This has happened for a reason. New beginnings- what 

shall I do now? Where do I start?  
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You are the director of your own biographical movie. Have you seen the classic 

horror movie, Frankenstein, based on the novel by Mary Shelley? If not, you know the 

story: Dr. Frankenstein is a young scientist who creates a life form that becomes an angry 

monster that turns on him and just about everyone else. As well as being an entertaining 

story, this is intended to be a metaphor for the human creation of fear and that some of 

these fears we create are so intense that they turn on us and restrict our well being.  

 

You are a philosopher. You have a philosophy about everything; work, sex, play, 

attitudes, marriage, the list is endless. You’ve had these philosophies for such a long time 

now that you won’t give them up for anything because they are your security blanket. 

The irony is that you protect these philosophies so vigorously that you’d give up anything 

to defend them, even your own happiness! Your philosophy determines how your life 

“must” be; if you believe it’s all a hopeless struggle it will be, if you believe you never 

get anywhere, then you won’t. 

  

Every single day you’re experiencing the effects of your beliefs. All your 

perceptions are designed to nicely fit in with your beliefs, and this is where wishful 

thinking stems from- people believe what they want to because it fits in with their beliefs. 

But this is just your perception so your take on events, and other people’s take, will be 

different. 
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Your perceptions are like a projector. The images it projects becomes a 

movie that is your life. 

 

Does your movie resemble a horror story? Then it’s time to be your own film 

director! Change the reel and star in a movie blockbuster where you are the hero, fighting 

the good fight. The question you have to ask yourself when it comes to giving up your 

preconceived ideas and beliefs is:  

 

Do you want to be right or happy? 

 

Other people will never one hundred percent understand your point of view. If 

you shout them down or delude yourself that you’ve won an argument, you’ll end up 

angry and detached. It’s no good siding with logic to make your point either; most people 

are hopelessly illogical and inconsistent, anyway. 

  

You can make a change for the better by changing your beliefs. I want you to take 

the word “happiness” and write it at the top of a blank page. Then underneath that, write 

down every single belief that you think stops you from attaining it. Next to each of those 

beliefs, try to think of an event in the past that caused you to have this belief (beliefs are 

usually rooted in past events- we call it “experience”). By doing this, you’ll see your 

beliefs exactly for what they are: a “one size fits all” perception of daily life. Now, do 

you want to be right or happy? 
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Mahatma Gandhi once said: “You have to be the change you want.” What he 

meant here is that the world can’t change your reflection unless you change yourself. 

There is another saying that epitomizes our natural resistance to opening up: “Once bitten 

twice shy.” Each time life lets you down you retreat a bit, then a bit more. Many of us 

protect ourselves in relationships this way. And so we insist that the world has to make an 

effort for us to be happy again. Why? You and I both know that just isn’t going to 

happen.  

 

 The common denominator we keep circling back to is fear. And fear is 

dangerous… 

 

My flight instructor stepped out of the plane, and told me I was now going solo. 

His last minute briefing competed with the propeller noise, and I was on my own. In the 

sticky heat of a Tennessee summer, sweat pouring off by headset, I had never been so 

scared as I gingerly pushed the throttle forward. All I could think about was getting it 

over with, and that was my big mistake. In my haste I hadn’t closed the door properly, 

and, seconds after take-off, to my horror, that door popped open. Suddenly, there was a 

rush of air and noise, and a clear view of treetops in my lower peripheral vision.  

 

Paralyzed by the worry of not bringing a parachute, gulping and white knuckling 

the stick, I performed a scruffy traffic pattern, and my hurried landing was so hard it 

activated the emergency locator transponder that’s used to locate crashed aircraft, 

although there was no damage other than to my pride. The ELT beeped loudly in my 
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headset, as if to chastise me, as I taxied that poor Cessna back to the safety of more 

capable hands.  

 

After the trauma of my solo flight, I learned my lesson, and, thereafter, gently 

squeaked tires onto runway after runway, merrily flying cross-country around The South, 

to build my hours and earn my wings. But new dramas awaited me. Somewhere over 

Arkansas, an engine sputtered and lost power, and when you only have one engine, that’s 

a problem. But that was the aircraft’s fault, so my pride was intact, which, in the bitchy 

aviation community, seemed to be more important than having one’s body intact. For 

example, getting lost was a no-no; you’d never live something like that down.  

 

Be careful what you focus on too much, because that’s what you’ll get...  

 

Returning from one of my cross-country trips, somewhere over Missouri, I 

became “temporarily unsure of my position,” to use the technical vernacular. Pilots never 

just say, “I’m lost.” When you’re using visual reference of the ground to navigate, getting 

lost is easy if you aren’t concentrating, or if you follow the wrong visual cue. You have 

two options when you’re lost: you can call Air Traffic Control on the radio to tell them 

your predicament, and they would give you a vector to your destination, whilst 

sniggering, and everyone back at base would probably find out, and snigger. The second 

option is you could get a fix on your current position, using the intersection of the radials 

of two radio beacons, and find yourself on the map. I went for the second option.  
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 If you’re currently feeling lost, get a fix on your position by taking an honest 

look at your most ingrained beliefs about your life, and ask if those beliefs are 

working for you or against you. 

 

You are not a failure, you experienced failure. You made a mistake, you are not 

stupid. 

 

Actions and events do not define you. In Buddhist text you will not find the 

phrase, “I am fearful;” it would be translated as “I am with fear.” In other words, fear 

does not define you, and emotions can be seen as something separate to ourselves and 

something we merely experience and subsequently pass. There are no alcoholics, manic 

depressives, or whatever, they are just people with a condition.  

  

It is your mental attachment to experiences that keeps you beating yourself up all 

the time. Take a moment right now to apply this principle of detachment to all those 

moments in your past that label you so unfairly. See those times for what they were- just 

stuff that happened to you- you are not that event! Leave it behind, it’s just excess 

baggage. Vividly depict each painful experience of the past in a rational way and then 

smile about it, safe in the knowledge that it doesn’t affect the real you.  
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Let’s play a perception game. Count the number of ‘F’s in the text below: 

 

COUNT THE Fs 

 

FEATURE FILMS ARE THE RE- 

SULT OF YEARS OF SCIENTI- 

FIC STUDY COMBINED WITH 

THE EXPERIENCE OF YEARS 

 

How many times does the letter F appear? The number varies depending on your 

perception. Seven is the correct answer. Some people counted four because they forgot to 

count the Fs in the word “OF.” Some people counted six because they didn’t count the F 

in the title of the puzzle. In other words: 

 

Perception is our reality, and it varies between people, yet there is only one 

reality. 

 

Our eyes all see the same thing, but it’s how our mind interprets what we see that 

matters. Shift your perspective to see your fears for what they usually are: projections 

from your past. We can now repurpose something I said in a previous lesson: 

 

[INTENTIONALLY LEFT BLANK] 
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 Clear your mind of fear, and take the shot.  

 

 Speak to you tomorrow. 
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Day Five 

 

 We may well have overcome fear and “taken the shot,” but we will encounter 

adversity on our journey. How we handle adversity- whether we turn back or press 

forward- will define our destiny. There is always a way through, you just have to find and 

follow a guiding ray of light. In short, you must have a defined life-goal, and staunchly 

believe that you have no other choice but to make it through. 

 

Between 1992 and 1996, I’d have to face continual adversity if I was going to 

make it to the major airlines as a self-sponsored commercial pilot with minimal hours in 

the middle of a bad recession.  

 

When I finally earned my Commercial Pilots License, I decided to get away from 

Memphis, and I drove down to Miami in search of work. Few moments in my life have 

felt as liberating as the day I realized I could fit everything I owned in the back of a 1970 

Ford Gran Torino, as I thundered into a new time zone at sunset, marveling at the size of 

the country I’d always wanted to live in. With what savings I had left, I found an 

apartment to share with two other people, as close to the runway at Miami International 

Airport as I could get, then I went job hunting. In early 1993, airlines were still licking 

their wounds from a nasty recession, and Hurricane Andrew blasting through the region 

in the previous October hadn’t helped.  
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Every time I came up against an obstacle, I could hear voices of doubt telling me 

I’d been an idiot, but I was in too deep to turn back. I was running out of money and 

immigration visa time, and I couldn’t return to England without 700 total hours, in order 

to convert the American pilot license to a British one, or the whole exercise would’ve 

been a waste of time. 450 hours to go, and way less airline doors to knock on. My luck 

changed in a bizarre way when a small, air taxi and freight outfit actually didn’t slam the 

door in my face, and it wasn’t because they found my British accent charming as much as 

useful. 

 

I was so broke after paying for my own flight training that I was close to holding 

up a sign at the side of a runway that read, “Will Fly for Food,” so when an operation that 

ran a small fleet of twin-engine Cessna 402 aircraft out of Miami International Airport 

offered me a job in the wake of a bad recession, I bit their arm off with no questions. It 

seemed too good to be true. And then, on my first day, I realized exactly why they were 

so attracted to a foreign national like me. 

 

I was flying mailbags, a bit like an airborne mailman, but these were no ordinary 

mailbags I was flying; it was diplomatic mail. Nothing too out of the ordinary here, until 

you consider what my destination was: Cuba. Tensions have thawed a lot since 1993, but 

back then you may remember that The United States and communist-regime Cuba were 

mortal enemies as a legacy of The Cuban Missile Crisis only a few decades before, which 

is why this secretive government contract was executed by an unmarked, inconspicuous 

aircraft, owned by a mom-and-pop operator, and flown by a foreign national like me.  
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Back at Miami, I became a revered curiosity in the all-Hispanic neighborhood I 

was living in, near Hialeah. I was welcomed and cared for as I told my nuevos amigos the 

stories of Big Ben that they demanded to hear as I acquired a taste for Cuban coffee, 

empanadas, and guava rolls. But there are only so many stories you can make up about a 

clock, and as I wrote letters to my grandparents on the front porch I felt a growing pang 

of homesickness in my stomach as I watched the British Airways 747 launch into amber 

sky each evening, outbound for London. I didn’t just want to be on it, I wanted to be 

flying it. I wasn’t just counting hours; I was scribbling them in my logbook, each entry 

taking me closer to home. 

 

By day, I was bouncing around The Devil’s Triangle (also known as The 

Bermuda Triangle, or “Hurricane Alley”), and I mean bouncing; I was flying a bigger 

aircraft now, but it was still relatively small, and the tropical weather could be a 

challenge. Sometimes thunderstorms were cloaked by larger cloud formations, and, 

without weather radar, you couldn’t see them. On the one occasion I bumped into one of 

these embedded tropical thunderstorms, I thought I was being shot at, the noise of the hail 

on the windshield was so loud, and the aircraft became locked in a downdraft that sent 

the aircraft into an involuntary descent at a rate of 3,000 feet per minute. I was only at 

6,000 feet, so that gave me about two minutes to live, I remember telling myself.  

 

At times, flying in The Devil’s Triangle meant circumnavigating a wall of 

thunderstorms: a sparking, black hell on the horizon between you and your destination. 
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But, from the air, you’ll usually see such a “squall line” long before you hit it, giving you 

the chance to find a hole in the wall, its location illuminated by a shaft of light radiating 

from the other side, like a beacon.  

 

With awareness of your position, and of your journey ahead, simply 

following the light guides you through the darkness, unscathed, and the view on the 

other side is so clear you could cry at its purity. 

 

I made that final flight logbook entry as if I was signing an autograph; for 450 

hours I had sliced sticky air over crystal ocean, baptized by the elements. Miami sunset, 

the twin propellers of my weatherworn Cessna 402 rocked to a halt for the last time in 

our relationship as I rested her sizzling engines. I kissed her goodbye on the nose, and 

packed my bags. I was going home. 

 

Why, despite our noble intentions, do we fail at any endeavor? I hate clichés when 

they’re true, but here’s one the self-help industry hangs on: Because we simply don’t 

want it badly enough. Consider that a human being who is starving to death would eat the 

flesh of their neighbor, or murder them for their food, to stay alive- a grim example to 

prove the point- but the principle stands: we can accomplish virtually anything if we have 

the will. If you agree that we can attain virtually any goal if we have the sheer will, the 

only logical answer as to why most people don’t reach their goals is that failed goals 

were intrinsically flawed in the first place, in that the goal simply wasn’t wanted badly 

enough.  
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You must believe that you have an element of control over your destiny, that 

what you are doing is meant to happen, and where you are going is a foregone 

conclusion. 

 

To repeat: With awareness of your position, and of your journey ahead, simply 

following the light guides you through the darkness, unscathed, and the view on the other 

side is so clear you could cry at its purity. 

 

Destiny is defined as, “the events that will necessarily happen to a particular 

person in the future.” This implies that, in order to believe in destiny, we must have a 

way to make predictions about what could happen to any given person in the future. At 

first glance, unless you believe in fortune telling, this seems like a stretch of the 

imagination. Sure, we can’t control many events in the future, and this is a comforting 

belief for many because it relinquishes us from any responsibility for our lives, but deep 

down we sense it’s a lie.  

 

We do have a large degree of control of our destiny because we constantly see the 

results of cause and effect as proof. For example, by making the decision to write a book 

and stating it as my destiny to do so, with the subsequent act of tapping on the keys, my 

destiny came to pass, and, low and behold, I’m a fortuneteller. I wouldn’t have been able 

to control a bus running me over before I typed the first word, but, barring the highly 

unlikely, I created my destiny. Of course, the larger the goal, the more it involves aspects 
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outside our goal, the less control we have over our destiny. For example, had I said my 

destiny was for the book to become a bestseller in China, the less chance I had to create 

my destiny, but I still have a chance. We can create our destiny up to a certain point, 

depending on the storyline we want to create for ourselves. The real question is: which 

storyline do we want to create? 

 

It’s fair to say I know something about setting and accomplishing goals, and I will 

tell you what I know. The trick is not to succumb to fear and intimidation, to make 

mountains out of molehills, but to make molehills out of mountains. In other words, to 

break the big goal down into little bite-sized goals, and then one day you just wake up 

and you’re there. Baby steps, day by day, and every journey begins with a single step. 

 

It’s remarkably simple when we break it down. You’re currently at Point A, and 

you’d like to get to Point B. No journey can be navigated without this childlike concept, 

yet most people who want to get somewhere in life don’t even know where Point A is. 

Ask anyone who’s goal it is to be, say, a millionaire (Point B) what their current balance 

sheet and profit and loss looks like (Point A), and they’ll give you a vacant stare before 

storming off.  

 

What is the difference between Point A and B, what has to happen to get from one 

place to the other, broken down into the smallest steps imaginable. Every person who is 

involved, every transaction needed, every phone call that must be made, who’s adopting 

your children (kidding!) etc. Don’t let the creation of this long list scare you. There is no 
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immediate need to give up the day job if so required by your purpose; that may be the 

final task on the list and/or this could all be part of a sideline job or an escape tunnel. 

 

Next, prioritize these tasks in a 1, 2, 3 format for a logical chronology of events 

that take you from Point A to Point B. Think of it as a checklist, and like an airliner 

checklist, you must not move on to any item without completing the item before it. 

 

Next, divide all these small tasks over however many days they need to be 

accomplished, making sure you’re not being too ambitious or lazy in the allocation, and 

plot the whole thing in a calendar. I prefer a paper, week-to-view calendar, but whatever 

works for you. Allow for breaks and weekends. For now, assume money isn’t a factor. 

 

It doesn’t matter how far into the future this plot of tasks takes you, but once you 

see that date of the last task being completed, carve it into stone. That is your deadline 

and it must not be violated. A goal is not a goal without a deadline, or it will mysteriously 

never happen. You may shuffle the tasks around in any given week, make up for losses, 

but you don’t have a weekend until the tasks for the week are complete. If you’ve chosen 

your purpose wisely, this will not be a problem, it will be a pleasure. 

 

Finally, and here’s where the rubber hits the road, complete every task in that 

calendar plot, every day, as if your life depended on it (because it does). These are only 

small tasks, but do not let their apparent triviality deter you from completion. This is 
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breaking the mountain down into molehills, and you must have rigid faith in the daily 

plan’s completion. 

 

 A lot is said about having a positive attitude if you want to reach your goals, and 

it’s correct, but it’s also a little vague so let’s add some specificity. Think back to the 

lessons over the past few days- especially the second lesson- when we shared our 

childhood experiences, and consider what your false biases are about life. Are you 

making yourself [INTENTIONALLY LEFT BLANK]? If not, if you harbor false ideas 

about your chosen destiny- that you will fail or nothing ever goes your way or the whole 

world is pitted against you- you will suffer from something called “confirmation bias.” 

 

It was easy to see why The Devil’s Triangle had earned its name, and why so 

many vessels had been lost there, or had reported strange sightings, but nothing 

supernatural that I could see. The islands all looked alike from the air, the weather could 

be as stealthy as it was violent, and if you miss your visual cues, and fly past your 

destination, all that lies ahead is an empty ocean.  

 

Flying between layers of cloud presented the most insidious and deadly of optical 

illusions if a pilot didn’t learn to trust the instruments. Mistakenly using a cloud layer as 

your visual reference of the horizon meant the aircraft could enter a gradual, but 

unnoticeable, roll, which, if not checked, would lead to a spinning dive. 
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The psychological phenomenon behind these pilot errors is known as 

“confirmation bias,” and we must ensure you don’t suffer from that as you embark on 

your journey. To use the common metaphor, “When all you have is a hammer, everything 

looks like a nail.” That’s confirmation bias. You develop a thesis about something, and 

then the human tendency is to only see evidence to back up your thesis, instead of seeing 

the evidence that challenges it. The Titanic sinking was also to do with this, if you recall. 

If you start moving towards your goal with confirmation bias of you failing, you will 

100% fail.  

 

We constantly witness confirmation bias destroying otherwise healthy 

relationships when one or both parties go into the relationship believing the other person 

doesn’t truly love them or will be unfaithful or be hurtful in some way. All this biased 

person will do is only see things that back up their thesis, whether accurate or not, and the 

death of the relationship becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy. You cannot truly love 

another until you truly love yourself, until you are [INTENTIONALLY LEFT BLANK]. 

 

So, when it comes to pressing ahead towards a goal, we must ensure we are 

mentally equipped for the journey before rushing in full of bias and destined for failure. 

Sometimes we may have to take one step back in order to take two steps forward… 

 

After that British Airways 747 finally dropped me off at London Heathrow 

Airport, this tanned and cocky young man strutted through the terminal, but the illusion 

of my Miami Vice veneer was about to wear off; I was flat broke, and my American 
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pilot’s license was effectively worthless in the UK. I had no money, and I now evidently 

lived with my mother. The airlines still weren’t hiring, and Britain was still dealing with 

the aftermath of a grueling recession. It was an overwhelming problem, but, after coming 

that far, my mission was resolute. I had no choice but to work the problem. 

 

Not until faced with the prospect did I realize just how arduous the process of 

converting my American pilot’s license to a British one would be. It meant taking ground 

school exams that are so difficult they’re considered the equivalent of a college degree; 

I’d even attend college, at London Guildhall University. I’d have to master seemingly 

antiquated skills such as Morse code and spinning a slide rule so fast that sparks would 

fly off the thing.  The only credit I’d be given was for was the hours I’d acquired, and for 

not having to take one of the two notoriously difficult flying tests. All this would cost 

money, and that would mean getting a job, but how could I do all this study when I’d be 

working? Catch 22. My wings were clipped until I could figure out my next step, and this 

“step” felt more like a chasm I couldn’t even fly across. 

 

I stared in the mirror, and tried not to ask myself what I’d done with my life. 

There was nothing else for it, I had to get a job of some kind that would likely have no 

bearing on my goal other than to raise cash to continue my training. All of my friends had 

graduated college, and here I was trying to raise money to go to college. One old friend, 

who hadn’t gone to college, was now an estate agent (English for “realtor,” but no exam 

was required to become one). He recommended me to his manager, who was desperate 

for new salespeople, and, after seeing my sales experience at Fiat group, he offered me 
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the job on the spot. I could feel a former world trying to suck me back into the weeds, 

away from my true goal when just the week before, the sky was my home. I was going 

backwards, and I became depressed.  

 

At a reunion tea party at my paternal grandparents’ house, I explained my 

predicament after they sensed dark clouds shadowing my sunny tales of The American 

Adventure. My grandmother was the family matriarch, pearls and make up to the end, her 

iron will forged in the fires of the London Blitz in 1940. Over egg sandwiches and cream 

éclairs displayed as if Her Majesty would be joining us later, my grandmother’s resolute 

delivery always reminded me of Margaret Thatcher’s. She said, “Sometimes, dear, you 

have to take one step back to take two steps forward.” My grandfather added, “And no 

experience is wasted.” On the way out, without my grandfather seeing, she crammed a 

twenty-pound bill into my pocket as if it was an illicit drugs deal, and I left their house 

with newfound spring in my step. I threw myself at being the best estate agent I could be, 

focused on making and saving as much money as I could, to earn my British wings.  

 

There are no positive or negative events in life, there are only positive or negative 

reactions to those events. You can only control your responses to the things that happen 

to you. When you yell at The Universe for how cruel it’s been to you, you’ll notice that 

there is no reply. In fact, if anything, The Universe often throws another negative event at 

you as punishment for questioning it. Have you noticed that? But I’m not saying to 

simply take your punishment and slope away; I’m saying to use that negative energy and 

channel it into positive energy.  
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For most of our 2.5 million year human existence it was a fight for survival, and 

something magical happens when our backs are against the wall: we surprise ourselves 

with an inner strength to prevail, our ancient survival instincts taking over. In The Art of 

War, Sun Tzu advises never to back an enemy against a cliff for they would suddenly 

become a more formidable army. He was referring to the ancient instinct of humans that 

you can use in your favor. 

 

“People wish to be settled, but only as far as they are unsettled is there any hope 

for them.” – Ralph Waldo Emerson. 

 

Today, in our much safer existence, we are rarely cornered in such a way. We 

seek stability and security, but when we have that it leads to a generalized anxiety and 

restlessness about losing that security, and we grow soft.  

 

When life gives you lemons, make lemonade. 

 

In summer of 1993, something I learned as an estate agent was how a post-boom 

bust destroys lives. This career diversion slammed my face into the harsh effects of a 

volatile business cycle: whiplashing of the economy, between boom and bust. I 

remembered that only just a few years’ earlier people had been clamoring to buy real 

estate, and now I couldn’t give it away because the market was so tough.  
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Whenever there was a new foreclosure we were listing, one of us would draw the 

short straw to enter the home with a bailiff, and sometimes the owner would still be there, 

crying in the ashes of his former life, with me standing alongside “the bad guys.” The 

first time I did one of these the “owner” was waiting with tears in his eyes, clutching a 

young child’s painting titled, “Daddy.” He zoomed in on me while the others invaded the 

home, explaining how his wife had taken the children and left him because of their 

broken finances and home loss. I felt like I’d swallowed a brick, and tears burned my 

eyes when I caught sight of a child’s tricycle on the patio, it’s merry colors faded from 

rain. Once we were all outside, the evicted man, stripped of respect, asked if he could go 

back inside to get more things, but the bailiff refused. Something inside me, something 

from my past, made me reach out to open the door for the guy, to just let him back inside, 

but I was blocked by a locksmith.  

 

In these times it was more about managing wounded souls than selling houses, 

sometimes caressing peoples’ egos into downsized homes. I didn’t know so many 

peoples’ self-esteem was a function of bricks, but there it was. It seemed “home,” in the 

physical sense, truly was where the heart was. One fraught, middle-aged woman with 

auburn hair viewed several condos with me in a day, and at the end of it all, staring at the 

floor, she confessed that she’d need her husband to see them. Fearing a waste of my day, 

I asked why the husband hadn’t come along, and the woman explained that she was doing 

this secretly because her husband couldn’t face moving from a house to a condo. I 

thought about this for a second, and then exclaimed, “You should’ve told me! I know the 

perfect place.” I took her to a condo that had the appearance of a house, with a garden 
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and its own front door, the accommodation over two levels, explaining it was basically a 

house, but priced like a condo. She enthusiastically brought her husband back to the 

condo and paraphrased my pitch to him. On arrival, the husband’s eyes were broken, a 

pale and wrinkled face, his shoulders hunched in humiliation upon sight of me. I let the 

wife do the selling, and I watched a flicker of hope in that man’s eyes become a glow of 

self-respect. They bought the condo, and the next day the wife bounced into the office to 

thrust a bottle of chardonnay in my hand and hug me, gushing profuse thanks for her 

husband coming “back.”  

 

 Many more homes were close to foreclosure, the owners desperate to sell before 

they were evicted, but it was an extreme buyers’ market. I watched a few entrepreneurs 

with cash ease the situation somewhat, buying the choicest properties, fixing them up, 

and renting them out, but I had first hand knowledge that the purchases that were 

happening weren’t enough. I helplessly studied our stagnant inventory, at all the 

countdowns to more abandoned tricycles. The frustrating part was that there were more 

potential buyers around, but who simply didn’t have the imagination to see how a 

distressed home could be fixed up and personalized. The amount of times a person 

viewing a distressed property wouldn’t buy it because they didn’t like the color of the 

walls or the carpet, and by the tenth time it happened in a week it was all I could to stop 

myself shaking the person and yelling at them, “Well, paint the walls a different fucking 

color, then!”  
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It was a lot to process in just a few months at twenty-three years old, and it gave 

me a lesson no book could’ve taught me. But the biggest lesson was born of the desire to 

save every tricycle I could. So I hatched a plan. 

 

Our office was divided into two divisions: sales and rentals. The sales division 

didn’t have a heartbeat, but the rental division was, understandably, on fire (people still 

have to live somewhere!). The rentals manager constantly grumbled about lack of 

properties to rent. In a separate office was the mortgage guy. I asked the rental manager 

what the current rent being paid on a condo was, I asked the mortgage guy what it would 

cost each month to get a mortgage on a condo, and the numbers made sense, showing a 

small profit each month.  If there was a way to buy these distressed homes and rent them 

out, all the resources I needed were right there. I just had the problem of no cash for the 

deposit. But I came up with a creative solution that resulted in me acquiring two condos 

with no cash, receiving cash back at the closing from the bank, and the distressed 

homeowner getting an offer close to asking price. I’ll explain how I did this in my new 

book, The You Code, but not only did I make lemonade from lemons, I made lemonade 

stands from lemons, explaining the trick to other potential buyers, resulting in more sales, 

and more saved tricycles.  

 

It would’ve been easy to get lost in that world of real estate, as I enjoyed restoring 

peoples’ respect and receiving respect in return, but my ultimate mission was calling me. 

I had taken my step back, and now it was time for those two steps forward. 

 

https://www.amazon.com/YOU-Code-Unique-Hidden-Ancient/dp/1940013763
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By the autumn of 1993, thanks to a career development loan and my automated 

real estate income, I was able to attend college to begin the intense conversion of my 

American license to a British one. Contrary to the fresh-faced instructors I’d had in The 

States, the British instructors were salty retired captains bearing as many woe betide thee 

tales as health problems; aviation college was the ominous “Admiral Benbow Inn” 

experience before “Jim Lad’s” expedition to Treasure Island. By summer of 1994, with 

hands sore from slide rule burn (an object I’d happily never use again), I proudly held up 

my British Airline Transport Pilot’s License. For two years I had endured everything 

from aircraft doors popping open to tropical hail to learning how to use “polar 

stereographic charts” (you don’t want to know), but grim determination and focus had 

powered me through it. 

 

 Waiting to hear back from my resume blitz to the airlines, I used the time wisely 

by taking the ground exams for popular aircraft types, making myself even more 

appealing to the airlines that flew those types. My big break materialized in February 

1995 when a regional airline, Jersey European Airways, hired me as first officer (co-

pilot) on the Fokker F-27, a 50-seater turboprop (propeller powered by jet engine), based 

in Belfast, Northern Ireland, flying domestic routes and to The Channel Islands. This was 

considered the stepping-stone to the major airlines. I had made it, and the doubters ran 

for cover, as what appeared to be a frivolous dream to them suddenly became a stark 

reality for me.  
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I had inadvertently completed my flight training during a recession, when none of 

the airlines were hiring, and so many would-be pilot candidates had held off initiating 

their training. I had suffered, but this also meant I accidentally held pole position in a 

powerful hiring wave that began as the economy recovered in late 1994.  

 

I learned a profound lesson from the successful timing of my real estate 

acquisitions and flight training: when everyone is thinking the same thing, nobody is 

thinking. People act according to what everyone else is doing, like a flock of sheep, doing 

the wrong thing at the right time and the right thing at the wrong time, at the mercy of 

boom and bust cycles. We require approval of others, we instinctively try to stick 

together for better chance of survival, but, in today’s world, it usually instead leads us to 

the slaughterhouse. It was disturbing to believe that the majority is usually wrong, not 

right, but I had my first evidence of this, and I would not forget it. Nor would I forget 

seeing the heart wrenching consequences with my own eyes. 

 

 Stop staring at the shipwreck and take a look at the undiscovered country 

it’s brought you to. 

 

 Take a moment now to reflect back on your past. Think of the times you faced 

adversity, and recall how you reacted. In the present, are you currently facing adversity? 

How are you perceiving the situation, negatively or positively? How can you make 

lemonade from the lemons? 
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 Here’s a bigger question: how much of your adversity is real, and how much of it 

is imagined? Is the monster you’re facing just a potential one? What’s the absolute worst 

case scenario even if this fear comes to pass? Our inner strength shows itself when we are 

actually faced with the threat, so have faith that if and when this adversity becomes a 

genuine threat to your chosen path through life you will rise to the occasion.  

 

Relish the opportunity to show the world what you’re made of. Until then, 

have no fear, only focus. 

 

 There is strength in having no attachment to things that can be taken away from 

you, like the time when I had nothing to lose and all I owned was an old car and the 

possessions that would fit in it. When you feel as if you have something to lose, fear can 

ride your back and drain your energy. What’s most important to you, the only possession 

worth having, is your inner spirit, and this can never be taken from you. 

 

 And, whether you realize it or not, there is a “hidden hand” trying to guide you 

through life, only surreptitiously nudging you with signals, but it is there… 

 

 Belfast, Northern Ireland, 1995. Blindness inflicts terror on the mind, no control, 

no reference point, and I was speeding without seeing. I’d had experience of low-

visibility driving a car in fog, but moving at 250 mph in zero visibility at altitude was 

something else; an act of faith in a tinny voice over a radio giving us directions to get the 

fifty souls on board somewhere in one piece. I’d obviously been trained to fly by 



Peace of the Action 

 84 

instruments alone, but British weather was the real deal at the altitudes I was flying at, 

and these days I lived in the clouds; like translucent blinds smothering my windows, an 

occasional and tantalizing shimmer of sunlight from above. Some whole days we took off 

into whiteness, and stayed in whiteness until we saw runway lights somewhere else. 

Decision height, we called it, the point on the approach when we either see the runway or 

we don’t, and if we don’t see it by two hundred feet above ground we pull up and try 

again. The hazards back home were a different kind to those I’d faced alone in The 

Devils’ Triangle, and nothing like as beautiful, although just as deadly in a different 

sense. 

 

Yes, I said we. I sat in the right seat as First Officer (the modern version of “co-

pilot” to account for the fact that First Officers fly the aircraft as much as the Captain), 

and to my left was the Captain. Flying as a crew, a “team,” was another new experience 

for me, and I didn’t recall a diplomacy class at any point during my basic training. But I 

instinctively knew not to make a softer landing than the Captain, especially if he was also 

management (if only the passengers knew), and however dumb any Captain’s idea was, 

absolute safety considerations aside, I gave a thumbs up behind gritted teeth. To add 

some perspective, most of the Captains in a regional airline at the birth of a new hiring 

wave are typically the throwbacks or retirees of the major jet airlines, so I had my hands 

full.  

 

The turboprop aircraft I flew, the F-27, was a robust but quirky dinosaur with 

little more than World War II technology, a legacy of aviation’s romantic era that had no 
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business operating in the 1990s. And I always had the sea fog of Britain’s Channel 

Islands to look forward to. Fog was one thing, but fog that moves, fog that blows directly 

across the approach path was an “exciting” sport that made me understand why some 

Channel Islands night stops began in the hotel bar before check in. As the aircraft crabbed 

down through the fog and into wind, the nose was pointing away from the runway lights 

we were looking for.  

 

One instinctively scans straight ahead for something, but what we seek may 

be in an offset direction. 

 

Anyway, this was just a stepping-stone to the major airlines because my sights 

were now fixed on a new goal: Boeings at Heathrow, a triumphant return to my 

birthplace, where my maternal grandfather, Stan, and I had watched jets land from his 

back yard, sharing binoculars on hazy summer evenings. I hoped that one day he would 

be watching me land a jet on that dusty flight path with those same old binoculars, but he 

died before I could get landing clearance from Heathrow Tower. This was my first 

experience of death of a close relative, and I took it badly. He was gone, a waft of his 

fragrant cigar smoke across my face. 

 

Misty-eyed, the shock of Stan’s death transformed my remaining time at Jersey 

European Airways, willing him to share every landing I made, begging him to give me 

clearance to land over the radio, wishing he was here. I had grown up with him, my 
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default father. I needed to get home, as if it would somehow make a difference, and I sent 

my resume to the major airlines as early as I dared or could.  

 

During my final days on the F-27, on final approach into Bristol, Stan’s birth 

town, an intensely surreal experience swept over me: an optical illusion the likes of 

which I’d never seen or would ever see again. It was my turn to fly, and I was with one of 

the sleepier Captains, at night. The air was crisp and clear above a thin but dense fog 

layer crawling out of The Bristol Channel as I trimmed the nose down in response to the 

wing flaps lowering, and the final descent began.  

 

Until this approach, I had never seen the runway lights through the fog, but 

tonight they blessed it with an eerie candescence, creating the illusion I was home and 

dry, runway lights already in sight, practically a visual reference approach in play. But as 

the aircraft dipped into the fog layer the runway lights vanished as if they’d lost power, 

and this just seconds before decision height. Startled, I glanced over at the Captain, but he 

didn’t respond. “Captain!”  

 

I heard nothing against the hissing engines and whining propellers, but seconds 

were ticking away, a hundred feet to decision height. The F-27 rattled as I burned my 

eyes into her instruments, right hand easing her antique bomber control wheel onto the 

radio-guided flight path; left hand clutching the vibrating twin thrust levers, ready to ram 

them to the panel for full power on aborted approach. But now I was worried my Captain 

had a medical problem, and an aborted landing could cost him his life.  
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At the final fraction of a second before decision height, the runway lights blazed 

into view, touchdown. Startled, Captain Sleepy Head pulled out the after landing 

checklist. “Are you serious?!” I cried, ramming the propeller control into reverse pitch.  

 

The runway lights hadn’t failed; my eyes had fallen victim to a light-induced 

illusion. At the hotel room that night, chugging two miniature vodka bottles from the 

mini-bar, I stared out the window and reflected on that moment at decision height in the 

steamy darkness. In that terror saturated second, the surreal view of those welcoming 

lights in motion and a flicker of silence at the end of a dark tunnel, I saw and felt 

something I can’t articulate, my senses had turned animalistic and heightened, a brief 

glimpse of another place in space and time, as if I was outside the aircraft, smelling the 

fog and the grass of the airport. I felt Stan was with me, guiding me. 

 

When it comes to making decisions or when our back is against the wall, 

there is a Holy Spirit we can turn to and trust in for guidance. We just have to look 

and listen. 

 

 As well as that, perhaps you can learn something from commercial aviation when 

it comes to handling adversity. This is the thought process that is trained into the mind of 

a professional aviator upon encountering a crisis- the process is initially always the same 

regardless of the problem. As we go through it, let’s look at how we can apply this 

wisdom to our daily lives.  
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1. Fly the plane! Sounds obvious but when alarms are sounding it’s easy to get 

distracted from the primary job of keeping the aircraft on its intended flight path. 

Planes have actually crashed before through the pilots disobeying this primary 

rule. 

 

Daily life application: Keep a correct perspective on things and don’t blow them out of 

proportion. The purpose of life is the pursuit of happiness and don’t let anything distract 

you from that ultimate goal. Things are invariably never as bad as they initially seem. 

 

2. Stay calm. The vast majority of systems failures do not require immediate action 

but rather slow, calculated and deliberate action. Panic can only make matters 

worse. 

 

Daily life application: Running around like a headless chicken will never achieve 

anything except allow you to take things completely out of focus and make matters 

appear far worse than they actually are. 

 

3. Look at the facts. Don’t assume anything! Correctly identifying a problem is 

critical to solving it. Establish what actually happened using all possible 

resources. Again, far too many accidents have been caused by jumping to 

incorrect conclusions. 
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Daily life application: We’ve talked about this before. Once you know the appearance of 

your adversary, you can know how to defeat it. Don’t make assumptions. Look at your 

situation objectively and use the techniques given in these lessons to solve the problem. 

 

4. Keep an open mind. If you’re having difficulty identifying the cause, use 

elimination. Then, whatever you’re left with, however improbable, is the problem. 

Never rule out input from crew and passengers in terms of their observations. 

 

Daily life application: Are you still suffering from skepticism? Do you still think the 

accumulation of wealth is all that matters and how your mind works is irrelevant? No one 

is an island; use other people for support and encouragement.  

 

5. Act. Once you know the problem, solve it using the appropriate checklist. If there 

is no such checklist for the diagnosed problem, improvise. 

 

Daily life application: What good will freezing up do? It’s all very well you reading these 

lessons and being enthralled by identifying your own personal problems, but then you 

have to actually put these studies into practice. Are you honestly doing all the exercises 

and assignments I’m giving you? 

 

 When all hell breaks loose, just slow down and search for the root cause; be sure 

you aren’t dealing with mere symptoms of a greater problem. And remember, life is 

rarely as bad as you think, because happiness is about comparison; at any given point in 
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time there are people much worse off than you who give their right arm to be suffering 

the “problems” you are. 

 

London Borough of Hounslow, 1996. British Midland Airways hired me as a 737 

First Officer based at London Heathrow Airport, and I’d come home, but before they’d 

let me loose on big jets in the busiest pocket of airspace in the world, I had to pass the 

simulator tests.  

 

 The airline had a demon on its back: just seven years earlier, a crash had killed 

forty-seven people after the pilots mismanaged an engine vibration. This haunted the 

training department, and it showed, transforming the airline into one of the safest around, 

but this meant they weren’t taking any prisoners in the simulator. As we moved onto 

grueling hours of emergency drills, I marched across that drawbridge as a sacrificial 

lamb; new simulated horrors awaited me each day, but I stepped inside to that foreboding 

electrical smell, anyway. Smoke, fires, decompressions, and so much time flying on one 

engine you almost forgot the aircraft had two. One of the tricks we were taught in dealing 

with equipment failures was to look for the root cause of any problem. For example, if 

several electrical failures happened at once, don’t deal with each one individually; check 

to see if a generator tripped, the root cause of all the failures.  

 

When bad things happen all at once, step back, prioritize, and search for the 

root cause. 
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They soon took me off the leash and let me run in the real world, praising me for 

my soft landings (if only they knew about my first solo flight), and embellishing me with 

gold braid and wings. Bigger, faster, higher… normal captains, I’d reached the top and 

was above the weather; the sun shone every day at thirty-six thousand feet. Flying the big 

jets at the big airlines was everything I’d imagined, and the 737 was the sports car of the 

fleets.  

 

After the initial buzz and novelty faded, and the cockpit morphed into an office in 

the clouds, my mind wandered onto the next goal (there was always another goal): 

command of my own ship. The economy was picking up steam, and I was ready to surf 

the hiring wave that was now building. More stripes on my shoulders, more money, more 

respect, more, more, more. No more orders from anyone, and no more being the one to 

do the pre-flight inspection in the cold and rain. As I waited for my imminent promotion 

to captain, the trappings flowed. I bought a house and a shiny red sports car, and all the 

trimmings with carefree debt, living the dream I’d had for years, doing what I was 

supposed to do as a successful man. The only remaining box to tick in the instruction 

manual was “wife and kids,” but I was only twenty-seven and every night stop was a 

singles party in a hotel room somewhere in Europe, so that would happen when it 

happened. Everything was going to plan, I just didn’t stop to ask who wrote the plan and 

why. 

 

 Wandering around the crew room one day on stand by, I learned that one of the 

dispatchers had been a flight attendant during the infamous airline crash that none dared 
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speak of, and now he had (understandably) chosen a ground job. We became friends, his 

accounts of the event persistently intriguing me; his brush with death, what his final 

thoughts were. He didn’t speak about it to many other people, maybe they were afraid to 

ask. “This is it, this is the end. All the things I never did, places I never saw. Everything I 

worried about suddenly, like, went away… you understand?” he said, stifling tears from 

lucid gray eyes. I sensed more peace than sadness during his stories. After surviving 

impact, when he knew he may have a chance to emerge from the chilling screams and 

splatter, he pulled out a pocket-knife to cut away his now jammed seat harness, not 

realizing he was cutting into his flesh under the harness, shock and adrenalin turning off 

pain response. I don’t think he ever recovered mentally, and I wondered, after he asked 

himself those final questions as he quivered on the jump seat awaiting death, why he 

wasn’t now doing all those things he wished he had. Perhaps the fear of change is more 

powerful than the fear of death, or maybe they are one of the same.  

 

His tale always made me ask myself those questions; if I knew I was going to die 

in a week, what would I be doing right now, what would matter to me? Would I be doing 

this? If not, then what?  

 

Maybe we should each experience a simulator program with a certain death 

scenario. 

 

Do you think that somehow you have ‘special’ circumstances that hold you back 

and always will regardless of what I say? Well, I can’t say whether my past has been 
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harder or not than yours, but I do know one thing: you can’t have been any more 

disadvantaged or had a past any more horrific than a man by the name of Dave Pelzer.  

  

As a child, Dave Pelzer suffered the worst ever recorded case of child abuse in the 

state of California. If you want the full harrowing account of this then read his auto-

biography “A Child Called ‘It’”. Here’s Dave’s summary of what happened to him: 

 

“For the first twelve years of my life I was subjected to practically every form of 

continuous physical and psychological torture you could imagine. I should have died. 

After I was rescued from my alcoholic mother and was fortunate enough to be placed in 

the care of others, there were few who boasted that because of my extreme situation I 

would end up either dead or in prison- the odds against me were insurmountable.  

 

I never saw it that way. 

 

As a child, when my mother stabbed me in the chest, days later I literally crawled on my 

hands and knees hunting for a wet rag so I could clean my infected wound…When my 

mother refused to feed me for more than ten days, I survived by sneaking water. I did this 

by swallowing as much as I could from the silver metal ice cube trays whenever I had 

filled them… 

 

When I was thrown in a bathroom with a bucketful of a deadly mixture of ammonia and 

Clorox that can kill a person in a matter of minutes, I had enough sense to understand 
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that gas rises. All I had to do was stay close to the floor with a wet cloth wrapped around 

my mouth and nose praying that the heating vent would come on to circulate fresh 

air…All I had to do was think ahead, believe in myself, and never give up…in order to 

remain alive. 

 

If I learned anything from my unfortunate childhood it is there is nothing that can 

dominate or conquer the human spirit. How can you expect to be a good parent, an astute 

businessperson, or achieve your greatness if you do not focus and harness your inner 

potential?” 

 

“I strongly believe that as a society we some time ago crossed a threshold at which a 

great number of individuals give up on themselves too easily. We have raised generations 

who not only look for others to rescue them on virtually every matter concerning their 

lives, but demand that others- whether parents, friends, employers or the government- 

immediately solve their problems to their liking. I learned as a child, shivering in my 

mother’s garage, the value of personal responsibility and opportunity.” 

 

If you think you’re in a negative environment due to family or whatever, then 

painful as it may be, you must extract yourself from the situation if it is unchangeable. 

Keep your distance and limit your exposure- this is the starting point. But it’s hard. Just 

as it’s hard for an alcoholic to stop drinking, it’s hard to withdraw from a negative 

environment you’ve grown used to. Tina Turner managed to do it- such is the strong pull 

of following a dream and the main reason why I want you to find your calling. Beaten to 
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a bloody pulp, she literally crawled away from her drug-addicted and violently abusive 

husband to reclaim her singing career; but she couldn’t have done it without removing 

herself from the environment she had got so used to. 

 

There are two types of people in the world: drains and radiators. Radiators give 

off warmth and comfort people by giving and listening. Drains suck the energy off 

radiators and never give anything back; these people are unhappy with their life for some 

deep-rooted reason and emotionally feed off others and it’s never enough. Drains aren’t 

friends, they’re just an entourage- an appendage. Stand up to the drains in your life and 

feel the weight lift from your shoulders. By trying to please others too much in a 

desperate struggle for approval (a legacy from over-critical parents) you lose a large 

chunk of your self-worth in the process.  

 

Have you ever been pushed too far? Sure you have. Something or someone 

crossed that line and you reached breaking point so severely that you did something 

drastic to change the situation. All you did here was change how you thought about 

something, and because of that, you changed the outcome. What’s to stop you doing that 

whenever you want? You just have to lower your tolerance threshold enough; bring that 

line that was crossed closer and spark yourself into life. 

 

 Whatever you’ve been through, there is a spirit inside you guided by a higher 

Holy Spirit, and it can never be taken from you. Don’t ever believe in The No-Win 

Scenario. 
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In 1999, my airline offered me a command earlier than I’d imagined, which 

would make me, at twenty-nine years old, the youngest captain on the fleet. A special 

legal exemption was required due to my total flight time being under the usual 

requirement, but the economy was tech-booming and pilots were suddenly in short 

supply. The pressure turned up.  

 

After passing classroom exams, rescuing dolls from smoke filled cabin mockups, 

inflating life jackets underwater, and jumping down inflatable slides, I had one final test 

to pass in that dreaded simulator. I took my place in the left seat (at last), and buckled 

myself in. The door closed, and the cockpit jerked as the hydraulic jacks came online.  

 

One training captain sat in the right seat and played the part of a novice first 

officer with no initiative and could only receive and perform commands. Behind us both 

sat another training captain at the simulator controls like a Bond villain with his console 

of sadistic buttons to push. The flight went a good while without incident, but I knew this 

was to lull me into a false sense of security. Sure enough, after a fast-forward in flight 

time, all hell broke loose. My 737 suddenly suffered several related and crippling 

failures, all the airports were fogged out, and I was drastically low on fuel. I had a few 

minutes to think, I was now stranded, circling digital clouds in a dying ship, and I had to 

pass this test if I wanted my command.  
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After evaluating my options, it appeared I only had two: run out of fuel and crash, 

or land the aircraft on a wing and a prayer, breaking so many laws in the process that I’d 

probably face criminal charges. The latter choice may seem obvious to you, but the 

aviation industry drills rules, procedures, and laws into a professional pilot to such a 

degree that this choice seemed abhorrent at first glance. Of course, I went with the latter 

option, but the feeling of breaking the rules on such an exam made me constantly wonder 

if there was a third option I’d missed.  

 

After touchdown, I prepared for bad news, but the trainers just smiled and 

congratulated me. “The test was crisis,” one captain said. The exercise was more about 

monitoring my mental state to see how I’d act under pressure, to ensure I didn’t curl up 

into a fetal position and give up. Patting me on the back and shaking my hand for 

graduation, the training captains said they called that simulator program, The No Win 

Scenario. I didn’t see it that way: I had won because I had accomplished my goal. 

 

 If you recall from an earlier lesson, happy people are generally people who feel as 

though they’re making progress towards a goal. Your own Yellow Brick Road winds and 

turns, and it is flanked by bandits, but follow it you must, safe in the knowledge that 

adversity is merely an opportunity to stage your finest hour. 

 

 Speak to you tomorrow. 
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Day Six 

 

 As I was about to begin writing this lesson, an extra-terrestrial walked into my 

study and introduced himself as Thoth. After we exchanged interplanetary greetings, 

Thoth explained that after spying on humans for decades (he apologized profusely for all 

the UFO sightings and crop circles, by the way) he finally had our primitive species 

figured out apart from one last thing that was eluding him, and he couldn’t close the file 

and fly home until he knew the answer. 

 “Yes?” I said, “What’s the one last thing?” 

 “What is love?” 

 “It’s an intense feeling of affection towards another human.” 

 Thoth smirked. “I know what your dictionary says, but this definition is 

inadequate for my file. There is more you’re not telling me. I’ve witnessed the extreme 

deeds of humans in the name of love, both good and evil...” 

 “That bloody Helen of Troy woman.” 

Thoth’s businesslike stare severed my flippancy. “Tell me, how do you know this 

feeling of love?” 

 “Well… I just feel it, when I give it and receive it.” 

 Thoth frowned on both foreheads. “Now listen, I need to be able to relay this data 

back to headquarters… so, what proof do you have of it? How do you prove love?” 

 “God.” Rubbing the back of my neck, I poured us each a cognac, and then lit a 

cigar. Flicking the match out, I leaned forward on my chair to meet Thoth’s expectant 
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gaze through the smoke. “Settle yourself, my galactic brother, and tell headquarters 

you’re going to need a greatly extended checkout time.” 

 

--- 

 

Experience replaces faith when you’ve faced wonder, but definition still evades, 

so how may we lift the veil on love? How do we describe the indescribable? We know of 

this undeniable energy force between humans, but try to explain it to an alien or even a 

human scientist. Science argues that if we claim something exists, the burden of proof is 

on us to prove it or it doesn’t exist. Yet the same scientists will fall in love, feel love, and 

instinctively sense a certain “energy” from a person or between people. This energy can’t 

be seen or bottled or controlled, but we know it exists, that it inexplicably binds us, and 

that we need it.  

 

 When it comes to discussing love there is much more than romantic love. There is 

love of purpose, love of others, love of self, and there is simply love, period; love of no 

person or object in particular, just feeling love flow through you. 

  

There are times in our lives where we feel “disconnected.” Disconnected from 

what? Let us establish a basic starting fact: humans have access to an undeniable, 

invisible, and inexplicable energy that is so powerful it can drive them to heaven or hell, 

depending on whether they receive it or not or to what degree.  
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 Some may argue that they don’t need love, that they’re better off without it, and 

that they can (and do) turn their back on it. Why is solitary confinement a punishment? 

Why, when a movie theater is completely empty apart from you, do new arrivals sit close 

to you? Being alone on a desert island would be peaceful at first, but before long you’d 

be giving animate objects names like “Wilson.”  

 

Humans need access to this energy we call love. Most psychological problems in 

modern society directly or indirectly stem from a deficiency of this elusive resource. 

Humans are inherently social creatures, we have a need for love and belonging. In fact, 

this need is so powerful, depending on the circumstances, it can supersede all other 

needs. A heartbroken or love-starved person may forego physiological needs, food, their 

own safety, or they may even take their own life; esteem ripped out from under them with 

no hope of recovery, and personal worth be damned, for love can inspire or incinerate a 

human’s sense of purpose. Our next step is to accept this reality instead of hiding from it 

for fear of the pain of not receiving it or getting hurt from love unrequited. Love is 

bittersweet, and the bitter part is the pain of being alive. 

 

Too often we confuse a cheap imitation of love with the real thing, thinking we’ve 

found love when we haven’t, and we’re really just playing the starring role in our very 

own little romantic comedy. I mentioned “confirmation bias” in the previous chapter; 

where we only see what we want to see instead of truth, and it also applies to love. Many 

people never find someone they truly love, but they may not have an experience of the 
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real thing as a reference point, so are none the wiser. So our next task must be to ensure 

we are truly getting this need met, and this means we need to understand it better.  

 

It is said that we cannot love another person fully and properly until we love 

ourselves. This type of love is total, universal, and independent of the exogenous. As a 

starting point, feel this love as part of your daily life, and nothing can deprive you of this 

need being met.  

 

 Consider the times when we feel love, and what we say about it at those times. 

“God” is a word used to express surprise or wonder or dismay that’s banded around in 

daily conversation, just like “wow” or “fuck,” but “God” has exclusive rights on 

expression of the Divine moments of our lives. These are the moments of pure and 

compulsive love, when we are blissfully hollowed out and humbled, space and time 

transcended, when virtually the only word we can muster is, “God.” God is a word we 

use to articulate what cannot be articulated, perhaps therefore interchangeable with the 

word, love.  

 

Divine moments are not exclusive to the intense sexual experience and orgasm; 

we can equally feel this way when a child is born or at the summit of a mountain. “God.” 

When we use this word at divine moments in our lives, we typically aren’t picturing a 

man in the sky; we aren’t picturing anything, and that’s the point. We are forced to stop 

thinking and instead to just feel, and the only fitting word to describe what we feel at that 

time is love. Love pours into us when we allow it to, when spiritual doors open in our 
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daily stream of compulsive and relatively mundane thoughts. Nobody explains it more 

profoundly than William Blake in his 1790 book, The Marriage of Heaven and Hell:  

 

“If the doors of perception were cleansed every thing would appear to man as it 

is: Infinite. For man has closed himself up, till he sees all things thro' narrow chinks of 

his cavern.”  

 

Jim Morrison even named his band, The Doors, as a tribute, and rose to fame on 

the back of songs like, Break on Through (to the other side). Perhaps an attempt to 

cleanse these doors is why Morrison drank so heavily; as one of his poems reads, “I drink 

so I can talk to assholes. This includes myself.” I can certainly relate, but we don’t need 

alcohol or drugs or a “Prince/Princess” to experience the “Infinite.” These “narrow 

chinks” in our “caverns” are the openings for Divine/God/love to pour in, so we must 

open them forever wide, here and now. 

 

Spiritual myopia is the dust on our “doors of perception;” mysticism is a label 

used by those who don’t attempt to demystify life. Even the staunchest zealots of science 

wouldn’t flinch an eyebrow if I told them how I sensed a certain person has positive or 

negative energy, and that’s because they too have witnessed and experienced the same 

unexplained phenomenon. When anecdotal evidence of something is offered by virtually 

an entire species, the burden of proof does not fall on that species; it falls on science to 

explain it or admit to no explanation. One does not have to take sides- science or 

spiritual- or think in absolutes about everything; there is often common ground, and this 
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is a more constructive and mature approach to matters. It’s like when married couples get 

divorced, how friends and family feel compelled to take a side.  

 

It is a myth that we only use ten to twenty percent of our brains; scans show that 

we evidently use all parts of our brains, each part with different functions, but what 

remains a mystery is that science cannot point to a site in the human brain that is 

responsible for consciousness. Their default conclusion is that neurons work together 

somehow to create consciousness, but that’s just a wild guess. It’s a bit like when a child 

asks a father a question, and the father doesn’t know, but because he’s the father he feels 

compelled to just say something. I feel a lot of modern science’s default “conclusions” 

are of the same ilk; like the proverbial quizzed father, science can’t just say, “I don’t 

know,” less it invalidates its existence.  

 

Our consciousness is the gateway to The Infinite; an energy field that enables you 

to feel true love, and we say this from experience, not guesswork. 

 

Why do infants and pets alike inexplicably react differently to people and 

situations that on the surface, to us adults, appear the same or innocuous? Are they 

picking up on something that we are not? Is this mysticism or matter of (anecdotal) fact? 

As a legacy of their pack or predatory ancestry, dogs and cats have certain senses enabled 

that adult humans either don’t possess or don’t listen to, making up for their smaller and 

less developed brains; maybe they have an advantage in this field by having less 

developed brains, and no thought. More relevantly to us adult humans, infants have no 
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ego or thought to get in the way of feelings and senses, their innocent heads uncorrupted 

by internal noise. Perhaps, if we could return to this childlike state, we would benefit 

from the same heightened awareness we refer to as consciousness. 

 

What is this invisible energy field that can’t be proven? How is this possible, and 

is there anything else we could use to make this a controlled study, maybe to have a 

scientific comparison? Take a suitable piece of metal, rub a magnet against it in the 

direction of the North Pole, and that piece of metal becomes magnetized, transformed 

into something that an invisible energy field flows through. As an airline pilot, I 

witnessed the Aurora Borealis (a.k.a. The Northern Lights)- a result of solar wind 

interacting with the Earth’s magnetosphere- the rock we spin on is one big electrical field 

generator with opposite polarities (we don’t call it the North and South Pole for nothing). 

We take for granted the invisible power displayed by magnets and compasses as a result 

of this phenomenon, we know of and accept this invisible energy, as does science.  

 

Once you’ve correctly revealed your true purpose and actually engaged in its 

action, the reason you feel the timeless sublime at that moment is because you’re 

connected with The Energy Field. You experience a transcendence of verbal concepts, 

ego, and identity, your nervous system liberated from the constructs of your cavern. 

Freud said, “Ego is the true seat of anxiety,” and purpose automatically carries you to the 

departure gates of the world of ego, you just have to get on board the vessel. 
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When we ask ourselves, “Is this all there is?” it stems from sensing that there is 

something behind the façade of our material lives. To function in our modern society, our 

egos have shut down what it perceives as unnecessary, attempting to gain and maintain 

control of everything, for survival. But the antithesis of ego is true self, a force of purity 

that will ultimately win and take us from darkness into the light, and restore our souls to 

the divinity we lost at birth; a rebirth. The trick is to make this happen before physical 

death, and this involves meeting your spiritual death, of which purpose strikes a powerful 

first blow. Building on your discovery of purpose, you must now accept that there is 

another, vast plane of awareness for which we have no words, and it carries us beyond 

the differences that separate us from other people and the world around us. True self, 

purpose, The Energy Field, the “God” moments, these are all footholds on a force you 

can expand your consciousness into, to open the floodgates to love, unconditional, and of 

no one and no thing in particular. 

 

When we don’t have a mental model for something, when something is beyond 

our comprehension, our brains default to survival mode by inducing fear to repel us from 

the uncertainty less it harm us. Fear leads to anger, or scoffing and skepticism as a politer 

way of hiding the anger. Sometimes humans take this too far and experience this ape-like 

phenomenon just because of a conflicting belief system. Without being conscious of this 

primitive part of our brains we are doomed to continually fight one another, think in 

absolutes, and vilify whom see depict as “the others.” We will not evolve without 

consciousness; we shall remain as semi-civilized beings, humankind stuck between apes 

and the civilized beings we must become, assuming we don’t wipe each other out while 
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we wait. Machines and electronics should continue to enhance our lives, but they should 

not become our lives, they are not the next step we have to make to evolve.  

 

The “Infinite” William Blake talks about, the other plane of existence behind the 

scenes of our material world, is beyond human comprehension and so draws ridicule and 

scorn based on fear. For example, only human arrogance and our primitive brains would 

assume that if life doesn’t have our form or that of an animal then it cannot be life. In 

another plane, life could be an intelligent crystal or pure consciousness. 

 

Stillness of the mind is the gateway you head for, and when you are purpose-

driven this stillness is automatic much of the time because the voices in your head have 

silenced; you have “life lucidity.” So you should now feel the peace and joy from 

engaging in your purpose, but we likely won’t be engaged in it constantly; there is a 

bigger world full of people to deal with outside of purpose, and we have now agreed that 

we each need love and belonging. But now, as you lead a purpose-centered life, 

connected to The Energy Field, loving yourself and who you are, when you walk out that 

front door to mingle with the rest of the world, you are more equipped to truly give and 

receive love. You have love to-go. 

 

Before you head out the door, one last tip: say goodbye to a pet or a statue or 

representation of something living that means something to you, and ask it this question 

each time you leave home: “Is today the day?” What you’re asking is if this is the day 

you will die, not from morbidity or fatalism, but to encourage you to live this day as if it 
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was your last, and shape your behaviors accordingly. Carl Jung said, “Therefore I behold 

death since it teaches me how to live.” Now embrace the sunlight and breathe so deeply 

your neighbor thinks you’re about to go underwater, as you watch yourself walk to your 

car... 

 

You drive off, then another driver cuts in front of you, almost colliding, you 

sound your horn, and he gives you the finger. His negative energy can now infect you, 

and you in turn infect another, and so on. Everyone is taking food from the table but not 

enough people are replenishing it, so we all starve. We can’t control others, but we can 

play our part by replenishing the table as much as possible, hoping other members 

witness this and join in. This means accepting the fact that we can only ever control our 

response to other people, not people. Your energy is a statement of your being that 

reflects back at you, so choose your energy wisely.  

 

This takes practice (and I’m still practicing), but what helps is to develop the 

“reaction gap” alluded to so frequently in The Book of Solomon, where we are not “quick 

to tongue” or action, where there is a time delay between what antagonized us and how 

we respond to it. What I find helps is to imagine a wedge in your pocket, and you drive 

this spiritual wedge into that millisecond between event and response. At the time of an 

offense against your senses, just say, “wedge!” (or similar, just not “mother fucker!” et 

al) and dive into the pause this moment offers, for this is a great opportunity to replenish 

the table. This wedge represents compassion and understanding, and inscribed on it are 
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phrases such as the following (make it your own, and create what some might call a 

“mantra”): 

If I were to die at midnight, how would I respond? 

Nobody wins an argument. 

I cannot control other people, only my response. 

A negative response will give me negative energy that ruins my day. 

A positive response will give me positive energy that enhances my day. 

Different people have different traits, some incompatible with my own, and each 

person has a part to play for the greater good. 

That person must be having a bad day. 

 

Waving an apology at the driver who gave you the finger, even though it wasn’t 

your fault, as tough as your ego finds it, would be to “pour hot coals” on his head (to 

quote Solomon), and to have connected that person back to The Energy Field, and you 

would also then feel fit low through you even more strongly. And learn to appreciate 

classical music whilst driving; it’s harder to get sucked into road rage whilst listening to 

Strauss and The Wolfgang. 

 

 If spiritual love is synonymous with “God,” then romantic love is synonymous 

with sacrifice. In the modern context, we think of sacrifice figuratively, but our ancient 

ancestors meant it literally with the ritualistic death of humans and animals. Contrary to 

popular belief, to give your life up for the greater good was seen as an honor and was met 

with grace and courage, with a safe passage into an afterlife granted, your gift to the tribe 
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being population control so fewer people would starve, combined with a tribute to The 

Energy Field (often envisaged as the sun and stars, particularly Orion’s Belt that Egyptian 

pyramids and Mayan temples alike were aligned with). Today, we of course find this idea 

abhorrent, and yet another of life’s little ironies is that human sacrifice is what defines a 

hero in our timeless stories and cherished values, the most famous example of all being 

Jesus Christ. In stories, notice how the hero, and the world he or she left behind, always 

becomes more powerful for the sacrifice, and a type of resurrection usually ensues. 

Whether it’s Aslan in The Lion, The Witch, and The Wardrobe or Obi Wan Kenobi in Star 

Wars, or the fairytale prince risking his life to slay the dragon and rescue the princess 

from the tower, true love is sacrifice.  

 

As the medieval period transitioned into Renaissance, a Gothic legend was born 

that reruns in various ways through various forms of storytelling to this day, the moral is 

so compelling to something welded into our DNA. Doctor Faust, although a highly 

successful man, is dissatisfied with his life. After a suicide attempt, Faust summons Satan 

to ask him for greater wealth, power, and material pleasures. Satan presents Faust with a 

contract that agrees to Faust’s request for a limited number of years, but at the end of the 

term Satan would own Faust’s soul (sell your soul {to the Devil}). The earliest versions 

of the tale ends badly with Faust carried off to Hell, but as two hundred years of art and 

philosophy stole market share from medieval religious oppression, Faustian legend 

developed an alternative ending that endured the centuries: true love brought Faust back 

from Hell (other than moralistic deformations of the tale such as The Devil and Daniel 

Webster, where Satan loses a lawsuit over said contract because he didn’t have American 
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citizenship- a short story popularized during 1930s protectionism). When it comes to 

romantic love, we are dealing with a force so powerful it can launch a thousand warships, 

not to mention thwarting The Devil. And then, caught in the crossfire, there’s you.  

 

 Self-respecting, centered by purpose, and connected to an energy field that lets 

you feel love through a higher plane of awareness, wearing this shining armor, you now 

confidently ride into romantic relationships of various forms. Let’s now look at each to 

ensure we’re getting the real thing… 

 

LUST 

  

When it comes to The Seven Deadly Sins, I’ll go along with all of them except 

lust, which is as nothing more than a basic and natural human instinct. It’s defined as a 

strong sexual desire, but it’s become synonymous with infidelity and promiscuity, and 

the mere sound of this word makes us run for the rosary beads. I can’t feel lust (strong 

sexual desire) for a romantic partner? But, in isolation, it’s not love, and maybe that’s the 

lost message behind the shaming of this word; to warn us against confusing this with 

love, and to remain faithful to a partner.  

 

Mother Nature cares not for love and fidelity; all she cares about is reproduction 

and survival of the species, and that means she’s all about lust (as well as shifting 

hormones and neurons at various stages to ensure offspring make it to adulthood) because 

of how it benefits Darwinism.  
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The modern day “hunter” is that of person who is perceived as being wealthy, the 

contemporary provider. Although strictly speaking this isn’t lust, it’s equally as 

superficial and shouldn’t be seen as any more than an icebreaker (although it can just as 

easily be an ice maker if not handled in a humble fashion). But more often than not, the 

“hunter” is actually the hunted, and is seen merely as a shortcut to having Esteem Needs 

met by a predator. A relationship based on material possessions and esteem isn’t a 

relationship; it’s an arrangement.  

 

True love overcomes the material, and any partner who is with you purely for 

appearances or wealth is not a partner who can satisfy your inherent need for love. 

Today, I watch young women parade themselves on apps, like cattle in a meat market, 

seemingly unaware that men see it as exactly that, not a dating site. When the couple 

meets up, satisfy their lust on the first date, the woman complains about feeling “dirty,” 

but then goes back on the app to try again. As they say, doing the same thing and 

expecting different results is the definition of insanity. The Internet and genuine dating 

sites have made the process of meeting someone more efficient, but I fear their necessary 

reliance on superficial appearance is leading people into purely lust-based relationships, 

making us no different from mindless animals. 

 

 With its true definition in mind, lust could give birth to a true love. After all, in 

many cases where two people meet we make initial judgment on appearances because it’s 

all we have to go by, but it can never be more than a foot in the door, which is something 
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we can also engineer with initiative and charm, regardless of looks (to the lament of 

many a guy who says, “What’s she doing with him?”). The true test of whether a 

relationship is purely based on lust is to let it burn itself out and see where it goes; there 

is no shame in sexual desire, after all, as long as both parties see it the same way and 

nobody is being misled. 

 

 Lust, or superficial attraction, is a healthy and normal thing that Mother Nature 

has ingeniously and insidiously installed in your hardwiring, it can be a mere component 

of a loving relationship, it could give birth to a loving relationship, but it is not love. 

 

INFATUATION 

 

 Lust’s cousin is infatuation, defined as “an intense but short lived crush,” but it’s 

more love-based than lust, something of an actual relationship albeit possibly one-way, so 

it’s a bigger potential trap to fall into in our search for the real thing. We are often quick 

to dismiss infatuation, but I see it as love’s skirmishers, scouting for potential love and 

compatibility, because, unlike lust that appeals to the physical, infatuation can appeal to 

the metaphysical; someone can get inside our heads, not just our underwear. But I said 

“heads,” not “hearts.” If unsure, as with lust, all you can do is wait it out, perhaps explore 

it, and see what it turns into, if anything. Infatuation can be one-way, though, so tread 

carefully to ensure you don’t unilaterally develop deeper feelings and fall into the bitter 

scenario of unrequited love or becoming a notch on someone’s bedpost. 
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IN LOVE 

 

Being in love is almost its own thing. A force is in play that’s out of your control 

or comprehension. An incurable virus takes hold, and chemistry exists beyond reason. It 

can be instant or it can grow, it’s a spell that can last or pass. It can be the prelude to 

something greater, or it can fade away. Relationships may have waves of it at different 

times, falling in love may birth a relationship, falling out of love may kill a relationship, 

depending on the type of love that underpins it. Perhaps the clue to understanding this 

state is the verb it’s married to: falling. This tells us we have no control over it, a 

common hazard of working relationships or regularly spending time with someone; “It 

just happened.” When we “fall” we may land on our feet, we may not fall far, or we may 

splatter.  

 

CONDITIONAL LOVE 

 

 Typically the realm of established relationships, if our love for a person 

diminishes when they hurt us in some way, it’s conditional love, although not to discount 

it as love. Even if someone does take a place in our hearts, we need to know if what they 

and we feel, and what we are giving and receiving, is true love. Conditional love is still 

love, and will therefore satisfy our need for love, but the hazard is in the name. Imagine a 

relationship as reservoir, and over time a couple has filled it with their love for each 

other. As long as they continually replenish this reservoir, there is no reason why 

conditional love won’t satisfy. But, in the travails of real life, hurt is inevitable, and each 
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time one person hurts the other the reservoir drops lower. Worse still and more common, 

is that with continual hurt, the reservoir gets walled up with no way of replenishing it. 

The relationship freezes over, and the couple slips under the ice, unfulfilled without the 

love need met, although they may get a sense of belonging from the companionship and 

settle for a comfort zone. But as life unfolds, especially when any children leave the nest, 

the ice that remains simply shatters, something inside us yearning for life’s greater 

experience.  

 

 I fear conditional love is what most relationships are based on, and the result of 

charging into a relationship without being whole, without loving oneself first. Most of us 

are incomplete in a dysfunctional way, and we often see a partner as a way of completing 

ourselves, when we are the only person who can do that. I appreciate we can’t just walk 

away, and walls are hard to tear down, but there is no reason why conditional love can’t 

transform into something better if both people are on board.  

 

UNCONDITIONAL (TRUE) LOVE 

 

This relationship is a growing tree, not a reservoir, and hurt is a mere storm that 

sways the branches but not the trunk of this tree. And that trunk is true, unconditional 

love, rooted deep into your heart and soul, and even if this tree was violently cut down, 

the roots remain forever. True love can make you whole, but there is more opportunity to 

find true love if you are whole first. 
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The closer I get to explaining true love, the harder it gets, and the more I realize 

that we have to feel it to know it. You can love a person so much that you’d let them go if 

it meant they would be happy, even though it would destroy you. A wall of selfishness is 

breached by involuntary sacrifice, true love is perfect kindness born of the heart. 

Someone who loves you for who you really are; and I really wish it wasn’t such a cliché 

but it’s so true, and without experiencing it a person would see it as an empty cliché. You 

don’t have to “work” at this kind of relationship, although you shouldn’t take that fact for 

granted.  

 

This is a beautiful death, an honored and effortless sacrifice. With true love, 

oneness is won not by “work,” but by luck, and luck is found at the crossroads of 

preparation and opportunity.  

 

SOUL REUNION 

 

 “O happy dagger! This is thy sheath. There rust, and let me die,” says Juliet, right 

before she kills herself over Romeo’s death. The deeper we go, the closer we get to what 

exists outside our “caverns,” and to what cannot and is not meant to be understood; you 

just have to experience the mystical sublime. My clumsy attempt to explain this 

regardless is perhaps best said in three words: 

 

 You just know. 
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 Something in the meeting of the eyes goes deeper than any type of love else 

previously discussed, yet features all those types of love. These two people meet as if 

magnets helplessly drawn together, a smell, a sense, they somehow know each other yet 

they are strangers. Union of souls doesn’t cut it; this is somehow a reunion.  

 

 “Soul Mate” is often an overused and incorrectly used phrase that wishful 

thinking couples band around simply because they’re together or feel one of the 

previously described states. As a Soul Mate, you are permanently and constantly in love, 

true love is an understatement, and lust is a mere gateway to a condition of what can only 

be described as a transcendent state of dissolution into one another, outside one another 

and space and time. 

 

 Mother Nature can play cruel tricks on you, so don’t let wishful thinking 

(confirmation bias) convince yourself of something in play that this is not. Time will 

show you if this is what you have. This isn’t even a tree, it’s an ancient and enchanted 

forest, and these twinned souls are involuntarily blended into it. 

 

 To say anymore about this seems sacrilegious for the injustice to its description. 

You will only know this if you meet your Soul Mate, and that means getting out the way 

of yourself so opportunity may present itself. I have no way of knowing if there are 

multiple Soul Mates for you out there, or just one, but if you’re not connected to The 

Energy Field, if you’re not present and open to the moment, the question is irrelevant. 
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 Everything I tell you about romantic love is not from the high ground, but rather 

from what I learned the hard way… 

 

 I’d gone as far as I could go as an airline pilot, and I was only twenty-nine. No 

more goals to strive for, just that until I retired. And that glaring reality was the problem, 

well for me, anyway. As my experience built to a total time of five thousand flight hours, 

three thousand of which as 737 captain, I drifted into a monotony of daily muscle 

memory that granted me much spare mental capacity to think, to reflect. The buzz of 

commanding your own jet on final approach to Heathrow never staled, and I’d glance out 

the window at my childhood symbols on the flight path below: my old high school in 

Hammersmith, Stan’s old house and back yard, and the house I grew up in. Hounslow 

was the last landmark before touchdown, and it now had a predominantly Hindu 

population. Late October each year, during Diwali (festival of light overcoming 

darkness), the fireworks launched up into the flight path as if we were under attack, 

which always woke me up. Or did it? It felt as though I was missing something, I felt an 

undercurrent of dissatisfaction.  

 

 Socially, I was receiving more friction than respect, some men emasculated on 

sight, inducing them with unprovoked obnoxious behavior towards me, trying to upstage 

me with a house or a car or a watch. Perhaps I wasn’t successful enough. From altitude, I 

began to observe the details of the ground more than its totality and the horizon. On 

approach to Nice, France, close to the billionaire playground of Monaco, I studied the 
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seafront mansions with their pools, the yachts in the harbor, the hue of wealth I was as an 

intruder to. It was as if I somehow expected to unveil their secrets of success from the 

sky. I compared my life to theirs. No, I clearly wasn’t successful enough, I thought. 

 

 The feeling of unrest was familiar. Last time I had reached the top, had all my 

ducks in a row and told I was a “success,” was in Fiat group, and that was my cue to 

leave, for some inexplicable but deeply compelling reason. I wasn’t about to give up my 

day job, but I felt there was more I needed to do, more success to be had, and experience 

of my grim determination told me I could brave any storm to get it, make any sacrifice. 

Only this time around I had a small complication to consider: I had married a flight 

attendant, and now she was pregnant. 

 

 Several months earlier, as a result of boredom in hotel rooms, something strange 

had happened: I began to write. But it wasn’t writing for the sake of writing; it was more 

a relief of built up creative juices flooding into the mental void opened by the monotony 

of flying, and writing (something I recalled I’d always enjoyed and done well at as a 

child) merely seemed the natural tool for the job. In social events, people regularly asked 

how I’d become an airline pilot, and how others might do the same, and this inspired me. 

So I wrote an instruction manual on how to become an airline pilot, had it duplicated at a 

local printer, and placed a small and simple advertisement it in two flying magazines. As 

well as all the steps to go through, the manual explained my own personal experiences, 

and included a plethora of bonus material such as planning, finances, and getting 
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motivated. The result was a surprisingly regular and automated supplementary income 

and positive feedback that thrilled me as much as creating the work.  

 

Writing creatively for the first time since childhood made me feel pure joy as I 

lost myself in the pages, my fingers barely keeping up with my brain, the words pouring 

out as if some other entity was using my body to channel through. Flying had 

periodically thrilled me, but it had never made me feel pure joy other than from the aerial 

views and spiritual perspectives it provided. However, I saw creative writing as 

incidental, a playful childhood remnant of no consequence and a means to an end, 

because my goal was to make more money and now, with this new addition to my family, 

to build a castle of financial strength around us so we would always be safe. The idea of 

success shifted to one of security the day my son was born, as unconditional love 

attempted to overtake vanity and any sense of self. But I wasn’t in the habit of doing 

anything by half-measures; it was either all-encompassing or nothing, which was fine 

without a wife and child, and my wife had not known this blinkered version of me. 

 

 My specialist information business was flying higher and higher. Encouraged by 

my “How to Become an Airline Pilot” instruction manual success, I’d entered other 

markets, using my experiences in sales and real estate to create more courses, instruction 

manuals, and DVDs. I had also learned about financial markets and was now an active 

trader, this additional mistress sucking up even more of my available presence. I had 

become a truth-junkie, devouring anything I could find about exposing The System, as a 

shortcut to “success.” After filtering out the things that I thought worked and testing them 
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myself, I then created courses for anyone to do the same, and I found peoples’ appetites 

for success to match my own. I had become a reviewer of sorts, only one who walked the 

talk. The more I learned about The System, how it was geared to keep the average person 

a slave and the minority as wealthy, the more I felt duped by it, and a stormy cocktail of 

disgust and bitterness stirred inside me, turning me away even more from my airline pilot 

career, or any career. 

 

 It eventually became nonsensical to call my venture a “side business,” for I was 

now making more in two months than a whole year as working as a 737 captain. My 

garage had been converted into a stock room, and the post office had to arrange a special 

pick up for all the products that needed sending to customers. My sister came to work for 

me part time to help out, the family home had become a corporate headquarters, and any 

complaining from the wife was met with hostility for lack of gratitude. My love life had 

switched back to second life priority, as it always had been whenever I was on a mission. 

Other than brief intermissions of calm, like the one my wife met me in, I had always been 

on some kind of driving mission for greater success. Now I was on my next mission, and 

I felt it a noble one, but, as the garage cum-stockroom overflowed into the kitchen, there 

came a point when even I had to admit things were getting out of hand, so I outsourced 

customer support and fulfillment. This is where I got my first taste of how a well-

systemized business could run without its owner, and a new train of thought hissed away 

from the station, though I wasn’t sure of its destination. 
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I paid off the mortgage in chunks until the bank surrendered the deeds to me; my 

gloating triumph that day was more about giving the finger to The System than financial 

security for my family. I decided I deserved an appropriate car to match my rising status, 

so I bought a brand new BMW for cash. The bank manager asked to come to my home 

for a special appointment to grovel for my money. Everything was proceeding as I’d 

hoped. A positive feedback loop spiraled upwards; the more I backed up my theories with 

successful action, the more I realized I was right, and the deeper I dug for truth about The 

System, and the increasing wealth that exposing it to myself and others gave me. As I 

flew higher, my wife sank lower. A fog had blown over her sea blue eyes, not that there 

was much eye contact for me to notice, as she ferried washed clothes between rooms and 

wheeled our baby son around our neighborhood. It frustrated me why she couldn’t just 

enjoy the building success. If she was crying for help it was muted, and I was too busy to 

deal with it even if it was audible. 

 

As 2001 unfolded and the technology bubble deflated, a recession took hold, but 

the airline didn’t make any redundancies, and so I applied for part-time, anyway, purely 

so I could focus more on my business. This sent a shockwave of restlessness through the 

flight crew grapevine. How could I afford to do this? Why would I even want to do this? 

My business remained a secret, though every fiber in my being wanted to stand up and 

yell it out to my colleagues in the crew room; it was as if they were behind a glass wall 

from me. For all the waiting around crews endured in crew rooms and hotels, more 

people noticed how I was frantically typing on a laptop and taking calls instead of 

aimlessly ambling around as they were, and this amplified my isolated sense of 



Peace of the Action 

 122 

superiority, the feeling of not needing the scraps from an employer’s table. I was a 

businessman now, like my father had wanted me to be, only I was determined not to blow 

it all as he had. I decided I would be better, smarter, and more profitable. 

 

On September 11th 2001, I was on a call to a supplier, and I couldn’t understand 

why he was being so vague on the phone. “What’s the matter with you?” I said. 

“Have you seen the TV?” 

“What? No. Why?” 

He hung up, and I marched to the living room to flick on the flat screen. Then I 

witnessed what we all did that September morning: with no mental model to match it to, 

terror. Most people had the luxury of not flying after that, but not I. In the days and 

weeks that followed, still no redundancies resulted, but the flight deck door slammed shut 

and got bolted, banning little boys with crayoned pictures of the aircraft to give the 

captain. Aviation suddenly became solemn and the fun withered away. The push factor 

increased in line with the pull factor, and aviation took a seat even further to the back of 

my life. 

 

 “Go west, young man.” That’s what my maternal grandfather, Stan, frequently 

told me as a young boy, as he pointed out the window in the direction of The New World. 

His words echoed in my pressurizing ears as the 747 climbed over the Florida coastline at 

night, headed home after a vacation and back to the damp gray of England. Passing over 

Cape Canaveral, I stared at the ground, out my starboard window, at the twinkling lights 

trailing south to Miami, and a homesick pang swept over me; homesickness for a place 



Peace of the Action 

 123 

that was not my home. Only now, as we left, did I recall the days when that Miami 

coastline was my own, and when I was grateful for its sight in my earlier aviation years. 

After landing, as we walked out of the London Airport terminal, destroyed, and into the 

constrictive cold, my mind was made up: I wanted to go back to America. So a new 

mission was added to the existing one, and my UK business granted me a US visa 

possibility. 

 

My paternal grandmother invited just me for lunch with her as one of several 

melodramatic farewells that came up over the waiting period to move to America. Every 

time I went to one of these events she made it feel like a permanent goodbye even though 

she was only seventy years old. I was laden with guilt for taking her beloved grandson 

away, and for channeling the family bloodline towards those uncouth Americans; her 

lasting experience of Americans were G.I.s stationed in London during World War II. I 

had always been her favorite (and she made no attempt to hide the fact to the rest of the 

family) and I loved her dearly, but she was very opinionated and had delusions of 

grandeur about our family blood being more purple than red, and this always made me 

feel trapped and controlled, as if I, Sir James of Hounslow, had a noble responsibility to 

the family, and should’ve been betrothed. But on this day, on what had a chance of being 

a real goodbye, she had something special planned. In her customary fashion, she didn’t 

mince words, however well intended.  

“You were an accident, James.” 
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At some point in my life previous to this, I had done the math, but buried the 

solution to the equation in a dark place inside me; my parents’ wedding anniversary was 

way less than nine months before my birthday. Regardless, I felt as if given the news for 

the first time, and my face boiled. As I left, she hugged me and handed me a present. 

When I arrived home I opened the wrapping, and inside was a framed old picture of me 

with all the family members. 

 

The next day, Sir James took the framed photograph with him on his daily run 

around a local park. Every day he ran the same route, but today he detoured to the lake. 

Surrounded by weeping willows, the still lake mirrored the gray sky, and he stopped and 

turned to gaze out over it. He ground his teeth together as he felt rage jab through his 

body, and he flung the picture as far out into the lake as he could muster, his body 

swinging off balance from the force, sending him to his knees as the gift plunked into the 

murky center. Watery-eyed and shaking, Sir James watched the ripples shock the lake’s 

glassy veneer, half-wondering if the lake would throw the gift back. Then all was numb 

and still. This dark knight wasn’t invited to The New World. 

 

Years later, and beyond, I would wish I could return to that lake and fish out the 

picture, especially after my grandmother passed away. 

 

I was on “autopilot” but blind to what my destination stood for. My childhood 

programming to become “successful,” as my father had wanted, as I had asked The 
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Wizard, came at the expense of losing romantic love and turning my back on family. I 

had lost the balance, and one day in 2007 I “mysteriously” woke up divorced. 

 

--- 

 

 Back to my extraterrestrial guest...  

  

At two minutes to midnight, I swirled the last of my cognac around the crystal 

snifter, melancholically gazing at the bronze puddle before easing it onto my tongue.  

“So, my dear Thoth, that’s really all I can tell you.” 

 Thoth blinked. “This data is ambiguous.” 

 “Welcome to Earth.” 

 “But…” 

 I extended a hand. “Or should I say, bon voyage?” 

 Thoth folded all three arms, his pumpkin heads tilted to the side. “I don’t sense 

this energy field you speak of.” 

 “I imagine that’s because you’re not human,” I said through a puff of smoke, 

pressing the remnants of my cigar into the ashtray, as I stood up, exasperated. “My dear 

fellow, look, some things are even beyond human comprehension. They just are.” 

I didn’t want to appear impolite and risk sparking an intergalactic war, but Thoth 

just wasn’t picking up on my energy. Of course he wasn’t. I scanned my study for 

assistance.  
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I span my head toward a row of leather bound books, walked over to it, ran my 

finger along it, then plucked one out. Saved by my beloved H.G. Wells. 

 I handed Thoth the book. “Have you read this?” I said. 

 “War of the Worlds? No. I come in peace.” 

 Chuckling, I reclaimed the book and flicked through the pages. “Don’t worry, it’s 

a novel, not a battle plan. Spoiler alert. Martians invade Earth, and we are losing the war. 

Just as we think all hope is lost, the Martians collapse and die…” 

 Thoth recoiled his heads. “What… happened? 

 “The common germs on this planet killed the aliens.”  

 Thoth shielded his mouth and nose with his middle hand.  

I handed Thoth my handkerchief. This was working. Stifling a wicked smirk, I 

read from the ending of the book in a dramatic tone, pacing the room with a raised index 

finger as if starring in a Shakespearian play: “By the toll of a billion deaths man has 

bought his birthright of the earth, and it is his against all comers; it would still be his were 

the Martians ten times as mighty as they are. For neither do men live nor die in vain...” 

 Thoth stood up and edged backwards to the door. 

I continued, “Germs aren’t invisible, but the invisible energy field I spoke of is 

just an example of many legacies of our ancient past, some of which remain a mystery, 

and probably always will. This energy field that humans do all feel is a rich and 

mysterious reward of the price we’ve paid for surviving on this planet as long as we have. 

Enjoy your flight!”  
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As Thoth left, I read another line from the book before I placed it back on the 

shelf: Slain, after all man’s devices had failed, by the humblest things that God, in his 

wisdom, has put upon this earth. 

 

Speak to you tomorrow, fellow Earthling. 
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Day Seven 

 

Life is a journey, like a flight. The most intense part is the take-off, your 

childhood. Along the way, there may be turbulence, and there may be emergencies. But 

there is also be beauty and adventure if look in the right direction.  

 

 It’s the final day of this course, but the first day of your forever, and for what I 

trust is a new friendship between us as we both embrace each new day with renewed 

verve. We still have one more lesson to go, but if you want to know a good next step to 

take from here, including my most recent research and a revolutionary way to get 

definitive answers on what your purpose is in life, get your copy of The You Code. I’ll 

explain why this is a crucial and logical progression in this lesson. 

 

 It’s time to take stock of how these last seven days have gone for you. If you feel 

as if your life has had a detox and you can clearly see a bright horizon, well done! If 

you’ve yet to feel that benefit it’s time to ask yourself what kind of mindset you’ve 

approached this with. Did you truly read every lesson with your heart and soul, 

completing every task I gave you? Or did you approach this in a cynical and distant way? 

 

 Failure is the easiest and fastest goal to reach, that’s why it’s such a popular 

goal. 

 

https://www.amazon.com/YOU-Code-Unique-Hidden-Ancient/dp/1940013763
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 If you believe something will fail, if you’re failure-focused, it will fail. 

Sometimes, though, we don’t consciously set out to fail; we fail at an unconscious level 

with self-sabotaging behaviors if we aren’t conscious and present of our situation. I failed 

at two marriages before I realized what I was unconsciously doing wrong and why.  

 

We obviously want no-brainer goals like having a successful marriage, but how 

do we truly know what goal to set and when? Sure, I’ve told you that you get what you 

focus on, but how do you know what to focus on and when? I say “when” because timing 

is everything, and, as we are about to see, it’s hard to focus on one need when a more 

basic need isn’t being fulfilled. 

 

 If you’re currently feeling lost, how can you be “found?” 

 

 The trouble is that, without knowing who we are, where we’re at in life, and 

where we should be, how do we know we aren’t already there? 

 

 Four years after bringing my family to America from England, I was divorced. 

The stress of remotely keeping the UK business running combined with starting up a new 

business in a foreign land with a time limit before the visa ran out took its toll on me and 

sucked out every drop of energy and focus I had, leaving nothing for my marriage. I had 

left my prestigious and lucrative aviation career I’d worked so hard for, and showed up in 

a new country with a vague goal of “success” driving me to nowhere in particular. The 

silver lining was that the American business eventually became so successful that I was 
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able to sell up and retire after I was granted permanent residency in America in 2006, but 

not long after getting the coveted “green card” I left my marital million-dollar home to 

live in a condo as a single parent. It was a sad time, but a guiding ray of light had kept me 

on the rails during it; I had made lemonade from lemons and followed my passion for 

writing in the process. 

 

 First, the “lemons” part of the story. Not long after getting off the “boat” (aka 

Virgin Atlantic 747) in America, I noticed an article in a mainstream British newspaper—

The Daily Mail—that read: “How a collagen pill cures arthritis!”  

 

 

This was my first experience with how a natural substance was evidently able to 

do what a synthetic drug could not. I researched more, and even discovered clinical trials 

that proved a certain type of collagen processed a certain way did indeed cure arthritis. So 
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I found a USA supplier and secured a license to sell an appropriate supplement into the 

UK as an arthritis cure. Within the same week of the promotion launching, local 

government authorities shut down my UK operation because I had claimed that the 

supplement cured arthritis and I was not allowed to do so, no matter if it was the proven 

truth. This piqued my interest: “lobbied” governments acting as a police force to protect 

pharmaceutical company profits.  

 

 Next, the “lemonade” part of the story. My reaction was not to slope away in 

shame as they would have wished, but rather to fight back in disgust against The 

Establishment, and the result was writing a fact-based novel that exposed one of the 

greatest natural cure cover-ups of all time. The 2007 book was called The Pandora 

Prescription. It became an international best seller that was published in four languages, 

but at the time of the book being published in 2007, many people also saw me as a 

conspiracy crank. Today, however, I see a growing movement for the kind of natural diet 

that The Pandora Prescription advocated, as more people are reversing diseases and 

throwing their drugs in the trash simply because of eating fruit and vegetables and giving 

up processed foods. (The Pandora Prescription e-book was rereleased in June 2020, as 

the Covid-19 virus swept the planet). 

 

The Pandora Prescription Book Tour of 2007/8 was intense. For every person 

who applauded me, another person booed me, and the slogans I’d crafted for the book 

jacket were seemingly justified: “Are you unknowingly part of the conspiracy? When the 

solution is the problem, which side will you be on?” Depending on whether peoples’ 

https://www.amazon.com/Pandora-Prescription-James-Sheridan/dp/0981453635
https://www.amazon.com/Pandora-Prescription-James-Sheridan/dp/0981453635
https://www.amazon.com/Pandora-Prescription-James-Sheridan/dp/0981453635
https://www.amazon.com/Pandora-Prescription-James-Sheridan/dp/0981453635
https://www.amazon.com/Pandora-Prescription-James-Sheridan/dp/0981453635
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income was derived from conventional medicine or not, the book and I were either loved 

or hated. At one Barnes and Noble signing, a medical doctor waited for me to show up 

and tried to shut the entire event down, almost coming to blows with me until security 

was called. “You shouldn’t be doing this!” he yelled at me, practically crying, as two 

burly guards carried him away.  

 

A book club party I’d been invited to in Texas was revealing as I watched two 

sides form, and I realized that the attendees hadn’t figured that I was the author of the 

book they’d just read (sidebar: a dark secret about book clubs is that many of the 

members don’t actually read the book; they just like to appear intelligent by attending). 

The lady to my right addressed the group angrily, “I’ve researched all the facts in this 

novel, every last one, and I’m telling you, this is all for real and it’s outrageous!” Another 

lady stood up to reply, “I don’t have time for things like this. I have kids to raise, soccer 

practice. It’s unpatriotic to disbelieve our government and our doctors!” I bit my tongue 

to prevent myself from saying that America was founded on rebellion against 

government.  

 

Another time, a kind lady in Detroit invited a group of people back to her house 

after for a special party she’d prepared in my honor, and when all the guests had left she 

all but sexually attacked me, declaring her undying love for me (flashbacks of Stephen 

King’s Misery).  

 



Peace of the Action 

 133 

When the tour was finally over, my publicist even had a teal-colored T-shirt made 

(resembling medical scrubs) that read across the back: I Survived The Pandora 

Prescription Tour. But I loved every minute, watching the mayhem in my rear view 

mirror as I returned home to Orlando, I felt alive.  

 

But, after the buzz of writing the book and the subsequent publicity, without 

Pandora to distract me, I had to face the recovery of a divorce and the shock of being a 

single parent. I had no map and no compass; no way of knowing where I was at mentally 

or career-wise. For the first time in my life I felt lost and disconnected, no goal in view, 

and no amount of money could change the fact. 

 

Can you recall a time in your life when you felt this way? Perhaps you’re feeling 

this way now, and that’s what brought you to my door. If you’re still spinning your 

wheels after all we’ve discussed this week, maybe you’d appreciate something more 

structured that helped me during my lost years. Let’s take a more scientific approach to 

see where you’re at and how we can get you back on track.  

 

In 1943, Abraham Maslow published his theory on human motivation in the form 

of a “Hierarchy of Needs.” To this day, this is one of the pillars of modern psychology. 

Maslow’s Hierarchy of Needs says that humans are perpetually wanting organisms, but 

there is an order to the things we feel we need. We start at the bottom of the mountain-

shape shown below, and we work our way up to the summit. 

 

https://www.amazon.com/Pandora-Prescription-James-Sheridan/dp/0981453635
https://www.amazon.com/Pandora-Prescription-James-Sheridan/dp/0981453635
https://www.amazon.com/Pandora-Prescription-James-Sheridan/dp/0981453635
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The key point of this theory is that humans tend to predominantly focus on 

attaining one need at a time, and, only once that need is satisfied, will they focus on the 

next need in the hierarchy. This whole process mostly happens unconsciously. Many 

psychologists use this as a tool to understand what is making a patient disturbed, so they 

can see which need in the hierarchy is not being met, and thus leading to the psychosis, 

so they may focus on how the patient may satisfy that need.  

 

Where are you on Maslow’s Mountain? 

 

Paraphrasing Maslow’s work, I’ll elaborate on each level of the hierarchy, starting 

at the bottom, and working our way up the “mountain,” as Maslow intended: 

 

Physiological needs: Food, sleep, etc. The fundamentals for life. If we are starving to 

death or chronically fatigued, we can think of no further need beyond this. To a person 

who is literally starving to death, happiness is simply being able to eat, and this person 

imagines that if they had an abundance of food they would want for nothing else.  
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Safety needs: Shelter, health, protection against danger. Once we have food in our bellies, 

we look for safety, and we need nothing more than this until this need is satisfied. To a 

person who is, for example, sleeping on the streets, happiness is a roof over their head, 

and this person imagines that if they had shelter for life they would want for nothing else. 

 

Love and belonging needs: Once we have food and shelter, the modern equivalent being 

a source of income and a place to sleep, we go searching for someone to give love to and 

receive love from. Maslow’s theory states that we generally don’t go looking for anything 

beyond this need until it’s satisfied. To a person who does not receive and give love, 

happiness is being in a loving relationship of some kind, and this person imagines that if 

they had this they would want for nothing else (are you seeing a pattern? We are 

perpetually wanting). 

 

Esteem needs: Once we have food, shelter, and a sense of belonging and love, we find we 

have a need for esteem. We look for self-confidence, recognition, respect, and acceptance 

from others. To a person who does not have this, happiness is being proud of who they 

are, respected and admired by others, and this person imagines that if they had all those 

things they would want for nothing else. 

 

Self-actualization needs: Once we have all the previous needs satisfied, we reach the peak 

of The Hierarchy of Needs, and only now do we search for meaning and purpose in our 

lives, to explore our full potential and do the thing we were meant to do. To a person who 

does not have this, happiness is knowing who they are and what their purpose is, living 
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that life and being all they can be, and this person imagines that if they had all that they 

would want for nothing else.  

 

 Maslow conceded that there would be exceptions, such as if our life is threatened 

and we are at the upper levels of the hierarchy, we would suddenly drop down to safety 

needs. And, for example, some people seek esteem before love, as a means to get love. 

Or a person who has lost love may reject physiological or even safety needs as a result of 

the emotional pain. In other words, Maslow himself conceded, in great detail, actually, 

that one could often observe reversals of this Hierarchy of Needs. This concession clause 

in Maslow’s theory is significant, as we are about to see. 

 

Let’s break these hierarchical needs down, and look closer. I’m going to take it 

for granted that you, in our spoiled Western society, already have and shall continue to 

have your physiological and safety needs met. If you become starving hungry as you read 

this lesson, go eat. If an axe-murderer bursts into your home to interrupt your reading, 

abandon these words and run away. Otherwise we have the luxury of assuming we can 

focus on just the three needs of love, esteem, and self-actualization, in our pursuit of 

happiness (Having said that, in The Pandora Prescription and The You Code, I address 

physiological and safety needs because in Western society it’s something of an illusion 

that these needs are met). So for now, let’s only consider love, esteem, and self-

actualization. Alas, these three needs and their inter-relationship are the most complex, 

and this is why and where it all goes wrong for us. Let’s zoom in. 

 

https://www.amazon.com/YOU-Code-Unique-Hidden-Ancient/dp/1940013763
https://www.amazon.com/Pandora-Prescription-James-Sheridan/dp/0981453635
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Overeating isn’t satisfying the physiological need for food; that’s a substitute for 

some other need not being met. Sleeping with a stranger discovered on an app isn’t 

satisfying the need for love. Flaunting “stuff”, and acquiring “likes” about a picture of 

your lunch isn’t truly satisfying the need for lasting esteem. These are all hollow 

substitutes, indicative of our wheels spinning as we attempt to work our way up the 

treacherous top half of “Maslow’s Mountain.” And we just keep our foot to the floor, 

spinning those wheels, hoping that more of the same, under a different brand name, will 

finally get traction. 

 

The Need for Love. We think we’ve found love, when in fact we haven’t, and/or 

this rug gets pulled from under us all too frequently, and yanks us back down the 

hierarchy to this level. How do you know if you’ve satisfied this need when so many of 

us don’t understand what love truly is? After the previous lesson I trust you now have a 

clearer understanding of love. 

 

The Need for Esteem. Now things really start to come undone in our quest for 

happiness. It’s easy for us to either have or assume our need for love is met, albeit 

perhaps temporarily, so, with this potentially thin ice for a foundation, we then search for 

esteem in the big, bad world. We strive for promotions at work, we provide running 

commentaries of our lives on social media to validate our existence, we distract ourselves 

with home makeovers and vacation planning, and we purchase material possessions such 

as houses and cars, not as much for shelter and transport, but as if they are trophies to be 

flaunted as status symbols, so that others may respect us. 
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The Esteem Level is where the war is fought (and lost) with “The Joneses.” The 

trouble with the quest for esteem is that, unlike the need for physiological, safety, and 

love, it’s a zero-sum game. Everyone else wants esteem, and they cannot allow you to 

accumulate more esteem than them. You will never beat the Joneses. Ever. I’m not being 

defeatist, only realistic. There will always be people who have more status, money, and 

power than you. Even if you did beat them, you would not truly have the satisfaction of 

beating them because they would never speak to you again, so the end result was not the 

admiration you sought (because you threatened their need for esteem). And, even in the 

unlikely event that you became so rich and powerful that you did beat virtually all of the 

Joneses, there would be a new circle of elite Joneses to compete with (not to mention the 

attention of the government, but that’s another story). The trouble with the need for 

esteem is that it’s relative; in order to feel this need is satisfied it generally needs to be so 

because you have more status than those around you.  

 

Because the prevailing social narrative is to be successful (get rich), too many of 

us get embroiled in the esteem needs arena. Like gladiators in an amphitheater, we will 

just have to keep fighting, and never winning because there will always be another 

opponent, until we die. The crowd that cheers on the fight is surely the advertisers that 

pander to this need, and their commercials for products that imply we will attain esteem 

for buying this or that, made in China, bought on credit. In fact, the global economy 

clings to the surety of the amphitheater running, and everyone selling their souls to 

compete in it.  
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How often do we lose love, the need below esteem in the hierarchy, which allows 

us to search for esteem in the first place, because of getting lost in the fight for esteem? 

I’d postulate that this epitomizes the cause of most divorces, as the distracted esteem-

seekers, once soul mates, now drift away from each other, one unnoticeable degree at a 

time, until they wake up one day next to someone who’s become a speck on the horizon. 

 

But aren’t there other ways to feel esteem? We are capable of feeling esteem 

without society’s stamp of approval, and the key is focusing on feeling esteemed without 

relying on others to give it to you; by empowering yourself, and disempowering The 

Joneses. This is accomplished by discovering your purpose and meaning, but this is the 

next level up: self-actualization… 

 

The Self-Actualization Need. What is my purpose? Why am I here? What is the 

meaning of my life? This, of course, squarely resonates with the direction we’re going, 

and here is both the crux of the problem and how we must find the solution: we’re too 

busy running a wild goose chase in the Esteem Level to reach the peak of the Hierarchy 

of Needs: self-actualization. The self-actualized summit of “Maslow’s Mountain,” where 

we breathe the cleanest air, and are blessed with a breathtaking view, is the place we 

can’t get to for all the shopping malls in the way.  

 

We’re too busy buying souvenirs of life to live life.  
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I’m not saying we can’t enjoy shopping, or that we must switch to a socialist 

lockdown, I’m just saying there needs to be balance and perspective because 

overconsumption is destructive on multiple levels, and it is not making us happy. But the 

summit of Maslow’s Mountain is where happiness is found. This summit of salvation is 

where our quest must take us; this is where we find a level of joy that is authentic, 

effortless, and everlasting.  

 

Cue needle scratching this merry record as Maslow leaves us hanging, throwing 

his hands in the air about how we should attain self-actualization, other than to say it’s 

about doing the thing you were meant to do. To quote Maslow, “Since, in our society, 

basically satisfied people are the exception, we do not know much about self-

actualization, either experimentally or clinically. It remains a challenging problem for 

research.” Perhaps writing his thesis in the heat of World War II made self-actualization 

feel like a luxury when so many people at that time, even in Western society, could not 

even take physiological and safety needs for granted. So this is as far as Abraham 

Maslow can take us on our quest; The Holy Grail is in sight, but out of reach. 

 

We are currently lost souls, but if we all had the answers to our deepest questions, 

if we all had meaning in our lives, knew our purpose, and fulfilled our destinies, we 

would find everlasting happiness, living on the peak of Maslow’s Mountain. This would 

also mean an end to the overconsumption brought on by us constantly fumbling around in 

the Esteem level, which would likely mean an end to the boom-and-bust cycle, which 
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history shows would have the potential to stop wars, wars that throw us back down the 

Mountain to appreciate food and safety, once again. In short, we would evolve. 

 

After regrouping in the wake of the divorce, in 2010 I started a brand new 

business in the self-improvement industry. Perfecting what I’d already learned about 

business, financial markets, real estate, and motivation, I went on the seminar circuit on a 

mission to help people reach their goals and probe deeper into this elusive idea of self-

actualization, sensing that this was the key to the kingdom of happiness. There is nothing 

like being forced to teach a subject to make yourself understand that subject. 

 

In my previous experiences of trying to teach people to become “successful,” I 

often noticed that the student unconsciously rejected my ideological implant because 

inception of the idea was not organically of the student’s nature. This was a frustrating 

reality for me, someone who made it his goal in life to help people get what they want. I 

grew weary of taking horses to water, nay (pardon the pun), of grabbing the horse’s mane 

and thrusting its snout into the water but not having it drink. Clearly, the horse preferred 

a different beverage. This was when I realized something was fundamentally wrong with 

the conventional self-improvement approach that took a generic view of what “success” 

meant, so this time around, in this new business, I would test a new approach. 

 

As mentioned previously, it became clear to me that people are too busy chasing 

their tails in The Esteem Needs level of Maslow’s Mountain to get to the Self-

Actualization level of purpose and meaning; the place where I knew self-improvement 
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students truly wanted to go, even if they didn’t realize it. But how could they get to the 

top? I buried myself in research and scanned for clues from my past... 

 

I reflected on how, from a child, I was unconsciously trying to be a “success” to 

impress my father and how it didn’t seem to fit my own definition of success. I recalled 

how, during the uprising I engineered at my high school, how every kid suddenly came to 

life when given a sense of purpose that was unique to them. And I thought about the 

“rules” of Maslow’s Mountain. Recalling something my old hockey coach would say to 

me back in the eighties, “If the current play isn’t working, then switch the play, change 

the rules.” And, as Bernie at Fiat Group would say (all five fingertips touching, if you 

please), “Jamesa, never com to me weeth a problem, unless you have the soluzione!” I 

searched hard for that ray of light to get me to the “other side.” That night on final 

approach in fog with Captain Sleepy Head, was something guiding me to touchdown? 

 

I was in a “time-out” late in the third period, and Coach Maslow wasn’t out on the 

ice with me, God rest his soul. It was time for a “soluzione,” time to change the rules, and 

this was my play… 

 

One would be hard pressed to disagree with Maslow’s Hierarchy of Needs, and no 

wonder it’s become one of the pillars of modern psychology. But Maslow made an 

observation of the human condition, not a solution for it. It’s a road sign, not a road map, 

so we implicitly have a choice of direction to take. Maslow himself gives us a bigger clue 

in his academic paper when he confesses at length that the big fly in his theory’s ointment 
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was that he had so frequently observed reversals of the Hierarchy, that is to say that 

people were observed to be going down the Mountain, not up it, examples of which I 

gave previously. 

 

What if we did the same, and completely reversed the Hierarchy? We have the 

luxury of taking physiological and safety needs for granted, so what if we began with 

self-actualization, and then sought esteem, and then love, could this work? If we knew 

our purpose in life, and our life had meaning, wouldn’t this then automatically grant us 

true, inner-felt esteem, regardless of what The Joneses thought represents success? And, 

in turn, wouldn’t this deep, inner meaning and purpose, bursting with resultant, heartfelt 

esteem about ourselves make us confident, thus making us attractive to the opposite sex, 

granting us love? More relevantly, our purpose-driven life would now have guided us 

toward being with like-minded or complimentary people, and wouldn’t that make this 

love sustainable and authentic? Why should you have to wait until you’ve found love and 

esteem to enjoy the ultimate prize of self-actualization?  

 

After this revelation, after I looked in the mirror, I found the answer, and it’s 

changed my life forever, on all levels, including how I teach the subject of happiness. 

Now it will change yours. 

 

We continually ask ourselves more questions than a thousand wise men can 

answer, but the question we are left with, The Question, is: “Who am I, and why am I 

here?” The Answer is locked in your DNA, and we are going to unlock it. Like a garbled 
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radio message from our distant past, your meaning and purpose is clear once you know 

the frequency to tune into.  

 

We will start at the summit of Maslow’s Mountain to answer this question of self-

actualization first. I’ll fly you straight to the top, and then we’ll make the descent together 

to satisfy every other need you’ll ever have. In The You Code, we will begin with 

satisfying your need for self-actualization, and only then, once your true self is driving, 

move on to satisfying the other needs in reverse order: esteem (from purpose), love, 

safety (health), and physiological needs (money). 

 

Once I took this shortcut to the summit of Maslow’s Mountain I got more than I 

hoped for. In the process of finding my true self, my meaning and purpose, I found 

spirituality as I finally got my reply from “The Wizard,” and I hugged that little 

schoolboy who wished for the reply when he submitted that picture of “success” back in 

the seventies.  I now extend my hand to you, to come join me up here, at the top of the 

mountain. There are no “accidents.” I am here for a reason, and so are you. And us 

meeting was no accident.  

 

I’ll speak to you next in the introduction of The You Code, and meanwhile here is 

a taster of what you can look forward to: 

 

• Revealing humanity’s deepest secret and why it’s the answer to your 

prayers… 

https://www.amazon.com/YOU-Code-Unique-Hidden-Ancient/dp/1940013763
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• Why being successful means NOT changing anything about you... 

• Definitive answers for the biggest question you can ever ask: Who you are 

and why you’re here… 

• How to know with certainty the answers to life’s most crucial decisions that 

are uniquely suited to YOU… 

• Who the voices in your head are, and which voice to listen to… 

• Why some dreams are genetic memories from our ancient past and what they 

mean… 

• Why YOUR definition of success is encoded in your genes, and is totally 

different from what society and most other people say it is… 

• Why New Year’s resolutions don’t last with most people… 

• Explaining déjà vu: who you once were and what’s still living inside you… 

• Why some relationships are destined to thrive and others destined to fail… 

• Why so many parents say about their children, “I don’t know where he/she 

gets it from!” 

• How to save your children from society’s cookie-cutter life map… 

• The 3 simple truths hidden in our ancient genes that cut through all the 

health and diet confusion… 

• The simple and ancient natural cure that changed the course of history… 

• The ancient sacred number that beats 99% of Wall Street fund managers 

and uncannily predicts real estate booms and busts… 

• How lunar cycles affect us and how to profit from them… 
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• The shocking hidden ancient message encoded into many blockbuster 

movies… 




