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⁞ Introduction 
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Those who wish to live big must relinquish what keeps them small. This is not easy and certainly not for the faint-hearted, for it requires the willingness to offer their habitual selves to the unknown. If you are reading these words, you have been invited to move out of your nest and go explore the sky. Fly with me! Let me show you what kept your wings clipped and how to spread them again, broad and robust enough to bear the winds of life.  

Every author has a story within themselves, waiting to be told. Words will come together and form at the appropriate time and order, not one minute sooner or later. At times, the birth of a new book may take forever. In truth, we authors are just gathering facts through our very lives. Suddenly, the distillation of our experiences starts to emerge. It makes its way through our inner landscape, moving of its own accord and at its own pace until it comes to light.   

Writing this book took quite a while—longer than I anticipated. At times, staring at the screen of my laptop was all I could do, unable to express what was forming within me. 

While on the one hand I intended to respect the sacredness of my metamorphosis, on the other, I often felt frustrated with the slowness of the process. If I were to barter the comfort of my familiar life, it only seemed fair to know how long it would take to crack my little chrysalis and unfold my wings. I have learned that in life, we are constantly invited to retreat within ourselves before we can expand again, and what happens in between is so sacred that it demands reverence and the utmost care. It will come with us as we enjoy the space opening a bit more each time until we realise that everything along the way is always in place for us to remember our vastness. 

You have chosen this book because you want to live big but don’t know how to or if you can. You have become used to the tightness in you; it is hard to imagine feeling otherwise. Expansive, open, and trusting: would it not be lovely to wake up anticipating the day ahead rather than wishing it was bedtime again?  

Whenever we wish to step outside the perimeters of our small life, we call the entire universe to help us. Everything from then on conspires to help us grow, even when it seems otherwise. I warmly invite you to keep at it and allow yourself to be pleasantly surprised along the way. One day soon, you shall wake up as the sun rises and know that you are out. You have pushed the lid open of your little box, poked your head out, and seen all the space around. You will leave the smallness you have known and enter the boundless unknown, never to look back again.  

Do take your time to read each story, feel every word, and let it take you on a journey. After all, you are entering uncharted territory and need much care and time. When you think you have finally arrived, the road will open up broader and longer than before, inviting you to keep going—all the way home.

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


⁞ Chapter One: The Calling
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‘Living Big...’ I hear out of nowhere as I wake up one morning. And I instantly know that the title of this book has just landed on me. Where from, I do not know, but I am sure I have been invited to tell my story and what it took for me to break free from the prison I called "me" my entire life.

I catch my reflection in the mirror. My face looks tired. The eyes are no longer piercing, and the lips attempt a smile that dies instantly. Everything I see makes me wish I can hide away.  When did my face become a painful sight? When did I stop smiling? And why? 

As I slowly glide the cotton ball over my skin to remove signs of the painful uneasiness that inhabits my days, I wonder when it arrived. Will it ever leave?  Some things stay with us unexpectedly only to make permanent room in the hidden corners of our hearts, leaving indelible marks on our faces. Sometimes, our imposing guests stay away from sight only to join us wherever we go. Suddenly, our inner space feels somewhat cramped, our body starts aching, and life becomes small. Very, very small. Usually, when that happens, we slowly start running on empty, unable to refill. As we exhaustedly greet a new night, we are grateful for surviving another day and hope tomorrow may be different.  

‘I don’t just want to survive for fuck’s sake! But I don’t know how to live big either!’ I painfully tell myself. ‘What does that even mean?’ I shrug frustratedly. 

‘L - I – V - I - N - G B - I - G,’ and my mind runs to a time when every day was a new adventure, and every finding was something precious to preserve and turn into a beautiful tale. Hold it carefully, admire it, watch it grow strong, and let it fly freely, just like those little birds we would like to keep in our pretty cage forever only to realise they belong to the wild. 

I was a very enthusiastic, odd little child. Somehow, I had come to believe that I was to tell all those around me about this magical thing called Life because that was what I was born for. I would entertain adults for hours with incredible, detailed facts on faraway worlds and old times, making Mum and Dad proud of having such a little performer in the family.    

In truth, my stories concealed a longing I could not explain: I felt life deeply, and no event would pass through me without a trace. The world resembled a 3D movie most of the time, and it was often hard to contain my excitement about being in it. I just wanted to live big. I did not know what that meant, but I knew I would never settle for anything smaller.  

One day, though, life started to feel very constricting. My parents no longer seemed impressed with their joyful storyteller and probably wished I could just shut up about the whole ‘we come from far’ thing. Our little family of three expanded, money got quite tight, Mum and Dad argued the entire time, and no one laughed much at home anymore. Life had lost its magic, and I slowly put away my fairy dust and stop telling my magical stories. I became a very pensive young girl. Every day felt like a survival game, and I became trapped in the maze of my mind, trying to stay alive. I never found my way out and spent most of my adult years in a tiny box I carried everywhere that I called ‘me.’ Even when I appeared to function relatively well in the outside world, inside, I felt a crippling sadness constantly nipping at all my attempts to escape from myself.  
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Your Inner Thoughts
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1. Our body is a great truth-teller. As you express the wish to live
bigger, how does your body feel? Excited and relaxed? Tense and
afraid?

2. When did you last feel small? Can you remember how your body
reacted?

3. Have you sent out the call to live big yet? If not, what is stopping
you?
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Hi my name is Misery Guts, and | have been so scared X )(‘\
of this world that my joy ron away She said | suck and ro
longer wans fo hang et with me

Have you seen her, sir? Have you scen my joy? | have been looking
cverguhere, but | can sce her nowhere. Would you help me find
my oy, sir? Would yau please help me bring my jo, home?
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Master, what does liing big mean?

 means hearing your soul sing over the

veice of your fears





