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Advance Praise for Get the Funk Out!

			“We’ve all been there. The falls and rises of growing up, making something of ourselves, entrepreneurism, and more—it all takes a toll on even the mentally strongest. I loved meeting Janeane Bernstein and reading her book Get the Funk Out!. The story is refreshing and real, and encourages us to own up and reach our full potentials.”—Winnie Sun, Wealth Whisperer, CNBC Financial Advisor Council, Forbes Contributor, Co-Founder of Sun Group Wealth Partners

			 

			“Finally, a common sense approach to an all too common malady. Ms. Bernstein has assembled the tools to overcome our personal demons in words that are clear and concise. When I find a good book, I usually ‘can’t put it down’ but Get the Funk Out! demands time to absorb the inspirational stories and ponder the question of how faith can be so strong.”—Gary Pihl, former guitarist for Sammy Hagar and current member of the band Boston

			

			“I love this book! A radically transparent look that teaches us to face life’s hard knocks—instead of running away—and heal from the gifts that emerge from them. This is a bedside keeper to remind you that grass grows through concrete.”—Bryan E. Robinson, Ph.D., Psychotherapist and Author of #Chill: Turn Off Your Job and Turn On Your Life



			“The power of self-esteem is on full display in Get the Funk Out!. Janeane Bernstein pulls together an unlikely cast to write a prescription for dealing with life’s large and small challenges. Finding joy on the journey is possible, no matter how rocky the road.”—Richard M. Cohen, New York Times Bestselling Author of Blindsided and Strong at the Broken Places



			“Janeane has written a book that aims to help anyone navigating the funky pitfalls of life, illustrated with a wide assortment of anecdotes and her experience—all of it filled with humor and compassion.”—Kathy Valentine, Musician, Composer, and Writer



			“Janeane uses her own personal stories plus interviews with a variety of mental health professionals to explore life’s persistent funks. Personable and engaging, she shines a light on the darkness many face in everyday life, illuminating a way out.”—Vicki Peterson,founding member of The Bangles, Guitarist, Writer, and Singer
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			INTRODUCTION


			“Vulnerability is the birthplace of innovation, creativity and change.”—Brené Brown

			I am an expert on funks. Okay, so that sounds a little cocky, but after far too many funks, we all feel like pros. While I am not a medical doctor, I have my own funk-busting strategies that have worked for me and just might work for you. Keep in mind, none of my personal stories shared in this book are meant to be about “woe is me” or “Boo-hoo! My childhood sucked and I feel victimized.” Well, at times it did really suck the life out of me, but I always felt things would get better. I was somehow blessed with a “stay positive and strong” mentality that has always been with me since I was a kid.

			I am seriously so thankful for all the crap projected my way, all the times I had to switch into survival mode and put my big-girl pants on, and how I pushed through some of the worst experiences and fought through; it is hard to believe that my backstory is even part of my story. Too many great things have happened as a result of gobs of tears, hard work, rejection, disappointment, and the funkiness of my dysfunctional family.

			At this point in my life, I consider myself bulletproof regarding any funky sh*t thrown my way. I first felt funks as a young child, as the daughter of two people who never should have married. I am honestly so thankful they separated when I was six months old, because I never lived with the anger and arguing. I just heard their battles over the phone and occasionally in person, but I managed to escape the messiness of their union because I was so young. Unfortunately, the ugliness revealed itself in the tumultuous custody battles, courtroom shenanigans, and weekend visits. I never once wished my parents would reunite, because I never knew life to be any different. I probably wished they lived in other countries or planets; that would have made life a whole lot easier, because they seemed to be from totally different worlds.

			There is nothing more humbling than hearing other people share their personal stories of what broke them apart and how they built themselves back up. My own life seems like a cakewalk in comparison, and I am humbled by the openness and details I have been privy to on my radio show. Having a toolkit for facing your own funks can be a great way to tackle life’s rocky road, but being open to unexpected insights and advice from total strangers can be the best, most surprising gift of all.

			Instead of running away from life’s assaults, sometimes it is best to look at challenges as learning moments. Face them head-on. At age eight, when I decided to swing from the kitchen cabinets, like Mowgli in The Jungle Book, I failed big time. I know. What a surprise. Man, I wish someone had videotaped this calamity! The cabinet door abruptly twisted off its hinges. What does this have to do with anything, you ask? My mother sent me to her therapist, because she thought I had anger issues. I had no idea what a therapist was, and what this person did, but I had no say in the matter, so off I went.

			I didn’t think of myself as an angry kid. I was bored and wanted to make emptying the dishwasher a little adventurous and a lot more fun, of course. Who knew I couldn’t swing from one kitchen cabinet to another? Mowgli does it with ease in the movie. For all of you cabinetmakers reading this, there’s the future of cabinetmaking. Get your kids to empty the damn dishwasher when you install swinging doors! You know, I might even learn to love emptying the dishwasher if I could swing like Mowgli! Great idea, right? You’re welcome.

			Here’s what happened in therapy, by the way. Not much. I sat there, sinking into the soft, brown, oversized leather chair, and carefully crafted some creative BS (baloney shnotz, as my daughter calls it) that I thought the therapist wanted to hear; this was my first and last therapy session and my intro to acting. Nailed it. I was so angry and bored sitting in that dimly lit, drab room. As revenge, I picked my nose and wiped it on his fancy brown leather chair when he left the room.

			My mother shared with the therapist that I had burned her blouse while attempting to iron. For all of you parents reading this, please don’t teach your nine-year-old to iron. Really. Nine is a tad too young, and I had no idea there were actual settings for different fabrics. The high setting seemed fine until I placed the iron facedown on the nylon blouse because my favorite show was on, and then I got hungry, and…forgot what I was doing. That iron was so hot, it melted that ugly blouse and left a huge sear mark on it. Between you and me, the blouse was really ugly. My mother should have thanked me. And as far as therapy goes, therapy at a young age meant nothing. I just imagined what I was supposed to say and spewed out improvised feelings.

			My real outlet to express my feelings was inexpensive and fun—art! Specifically, finger painting and candle art, but you should probably supervise your ten-year-old if he or she wants to try the latter. I must have had a guardian angel, because the Manhattan apartment I lived in is still standing.

			About a year later, I figured out that guitar playing was more cathartic than spilling my guts out to a monotone stranger. Now that I look back on my therapy experience, it was my first experience with improvisation. I started riffing about something fictional, replied with a lot of sentences beginning “yes, and…,” and created stories about why I was “upset and angry over my parents’ divorce.” I couldn’t have cared less about their divorce. I didn’t know them as a married couple, and I wouldn’t want these two crazy Tasmanian devil people as my married parents or really even in the same room. Phew, did I feel lucky. I think I hit the closest McDonald’s after we were done.

			By age thirteen, I still didn’t have any anger issues. However, I caused a bigger mess than scorching an ugly nylon blouse; this was my all-time-worst doozy of a mistake. I accidentally caused an electrical fire in the Connecticut home we were renting. The incident started in my room and resulted in a massive fire that scorched the second and third floors. I found the silver lining: We were all alive and uninjured.

			Two months living at Howard Johnson’s wasn’t all that bad. I ate club sandwiches whenever I wanted and every flavor of ice cream…at least twice a day. Cooking and dishes were never an option, so life was pretty good, except for the loss of my most prized possessions: a huge, soft Snoopy plush toy; my first guitar and handmade skateboard I made in woodworking class; and the skeleton leg bone I had found under my camp bunk. (I know. Ewwww!) I quickly learned that these were just “things” and my well-being was all that mattered. The latter would prove to be especially important when my mother would ridicule me for starting the fire in the first place; she never actually asked me how it started and just referred to me as ferblunjit, which means “lost and mixed-up” in Yiddish. Even though I never understood a word of Yiddish, I figured it meant “dumbass” or “moron.” In my mind, I had caused a horrific accident that impacted all of our lives. I was completely to blame and needed to forgive myself; this would take a lifetime.

			As an adult, I now clearly see the fire as karma. Why karma? My mother and stepfather moved down the street from my father and stepmother. When I say “down the street,” I mean four flippin’ houses down the street! Who does that? That’s a story for another book. Let’s just say the neighbors jokingly accused my dad and stepmom of starting the fire to get rid of the crazy ex-wife. My poor stepmom had decided to give away her beautiful, loving Great Dane months earlier, because they were planning on selling their home after the ex-wife moved too close for comfort. I would have wanted to leave, too.

			In my mind, I knew the fire was an accident, but it was a blessing in disguise, depending on whose shoes you were standing in. Of course, I didn’t own any shoes anymore after I torched the house, but deep down inside, I knew I would be okay. Dad made sure to wrap his arms around me that night and tell me he loved me. We watched the enormous monster fire ravage the old house and destroy everything in its path, but he made me feel safe and loved, as we watched the firefighters tackle the blaze and throw most of my charred belongings over a side balcony. I knew these were just “things” and all that mattered was that I was safe and loved.

			Get the Funk Out! gives readers of any age life strategies and stories for avoiding and healing from almost any type of funk, and it does this in a way that these funks won’t be felt the same way if they have a repeat performance. Along the way, you’ll learn resilience, activities that inspire you creatively, and coping skills that we all need when faced with all kinds of loss and change.

			One of my best strategies for dealing with the death of my friend since high school was not so obvious at first. I tried working out every day, crying and venting to anyone who would listen. I spent hours talking to my friend’s past boyfriends, fiancés, and family members. I tried to uncover the details of my friend’s death, the mental state she had been in, and any relationships that could have contributed to her depression and decision-making; it’s amazing what you learn when you have conversations with a lot of close friends and family members in someone’s inner circle. You listen to how they react, hear what they say and how they say it, and discover what they do not say. You also notice the people who want nothing to do with you and refuse to talk. The only truth I know now is that there are too many unknowns in this story and I will never know what happened the night she died, December 29, 2010.

			My investigative mind never made the story any easier to accept, but it seemed to make me feel a little bit better. I felt like I could hear my friend speaking to me after she died, and no, I am not a lunatic. I just could not come to terms with this massive loss. I wanted answers I would never find. I wanted the truth, the facts, and some closure. “Forget it. I have to move on,” I would tell myself. I would never know all of the details of what transpired the night she died, so I would do something to deal with my monumental grief. I would do something that she would think is incredibly meaningful; this would be my legacy and my tribute to her and everyone else who faces mental illness, cancer, grief, loss, toxic relationships, heartache, and any other assault life has to offer.

			I am a creator; this is what I do when I am happy or sad. I made the decision to create something bigger than I was and something I never imagined; this idea would end up helping me through pain, sleepless nights, an avalanche of tears, and a huge funk, while helping others share their own stories and lessons learned. I never would have expected what I would learn about myself and from others during this journey.

			Throughout this time of grief, I was considering shifting away from hosting a weekly music show I’d started in 2007 (Momz Rock the House) to producing a talk show. When brainstorming a new name, I came up with Get the Funk Out!. I could not understand how some people get so low emotionally and hit rock bottom, and they stay there for a very, very long time, alone, and never seem to figure out a way out, while others find the strength to pick themselves up and move forward.

			In this book, we’ll delve into the importance of mindfulness, meditation, creative pursuits, and other practices that help cultivate focus, direction, and tranquility in a not-so-calm life. By engaging in these healing practices, our minds and bodies can rejuvenate mentally and physically, leading us to better decision-making and a more fulfilled life. Funks dissolve more quickly (or at least start to) when you mix them with creative diversions, interventions, and a little fun. And to do that, you must go out of your comfort zone, be bold and brazen, and sometimes be adventurous. Get the Funk Out! includes stories of people overcoming their situations, making brave choices and moving in new directions; they share the lessons learned from the messiness of life.

			There is no shame in failing and falling flat. At least you tried. Some of us are experts in epic failure and bombing when faced with a challenge (ahem!), but those failings can be opportunities to change and grow. We all get trampled on, but can we get back up? The moments that we find so painful and exhausting are opportunities to grow and learn. We can’t avoid life’s challenges. Use them to ignite your passions and goals. Run directly through the pain and out the other side like a beast! Fighting through our difficulties is how we become stronger and more insightful. We can overcome incredible, terrible odds and beat our funks to smithereens, but only if we believe we can and get started.

			The creation of my radio show was my small way of helping others who faced similar situations and providing experts an arena to share advice and guidance. Eight years later, I have been able to share inspiring stories, review endless books, view films, and gain invaluable advice from health and wellness experts, filmmakers, authors, actors, comedians, writers, artists, teachers, doctors, and more. The conversations have been powerful, emotionally moving, thought-provoking, and unforgettable. I have laughed, cried, grieved, and learned along the way that it is okay to be in a funk, because life is one big, crazy ride, filled with twists and turns and ups and downs. How else can we become stronger, wiser, and more kick-ass survivors? We cannot often control what happens to us, but we do have control over how we deal with the situation. We can choose to be fighters and survivors or to cave under the weight of the situation. I believe we all have the power to fight right through the storm and into something surprisingly wonderful.

			I was driven to write Get the Funk Out! to help others learn how to face life’s challenges head-on. The book is filled with invaluable stories from guests on my show, who come from a wide variety of professional backgrounds and have a wide variety of personal struggles and expertise, offering advice to anyone at any age. After hosting and producing my radio show for over six years and facing the loss of my father to stage four colon cancer, I felt it was time to share the learning moments my guests had generously shared with me. And it was the death and grief of losing my father that brought me back to the one thing I have always loved: writing.

			This book is arranged into thirteen chapters, delving into everything from the root causes of funks to how we choose to react and deal with the ups and downs of life. Personal anecdotes from a wide variety of show guests are included, as well as advice from health and wellness professionals and experts in positive psychology.

			You will read stories of age-defying, fearless guests who rarely say no to a challenge or new opportunity. In fact, they’ve thrived by tossing away a career they spent years invested in, then jumped into something they always wanted to do. One of my eighty-five-year-old show guests runs triathlons and trains to hike Mount Kilimanjaro; she is proof it is never too late to try new things, and the only thing stopping us is…us!

			No one can give you a time frame for healing or moving forward. The best you can do is take small steps and learn from your current situation. Running away from your situation and ignoring pain and personal growth don’t work. From our negative experiences grow more positive changes, although at first your life might seem like a bad movie—bad thing after bad thing happening. You find out your ex is dating one of your best friends from high school, you drown your tears in Ben & Jerry’s, and apparently next week your job is being eliminated. Just when you think you’ve turned a corner by signing up for a dance class, you fracture your ankle and miss out on that dance event you were so excited to attend with your best friend. But hold on. That ER doctor is hot, and things aren’t looking so bad after all. There’s a new position you forgot you submitted your résumé for even though you thought it was a long shot. You start next month. Cast and all. So, here’s the thing. A tough period in your life can provide a new perspective. Pay attention to the details of that moment. The twists and turns of life can be scary, but our experiences shape who we are and who we can become.

			This book will help you:

			[image: ]	Pinpoint when you belly-flop into a funk

			[image: ]	Determine the what, why, and how of your funks (what is bothering you, why, and how to stop funking around!)

			[image: ]	Know that being happy all the time is impossible, but pinpointing things that contribute to your happiness 
is key

			[image: ]	Make pampering yourself a priority

			[image: ]	Take the leap and try new things

			[image: ]	Express yourself when things are sh*tty

			[image: ]	Get out of your mindset and help others

			[image: ]	Nurture your relationships and kick the toxic ones to 
the curb

			[image: ]	Know the signs when tweens, teens, and in-betweens are funky and what to do and not do

			[image: ]	Recognize how seriously funked up midlife can be

			[image: ]	See how seniors put us to shame…a lot!

			[image: ]	Not to fear our endless array of funks, but see the awakenings they bring

		


		
			CHAPTER 1


			What Is a Funk? Is There a Vaccination/Magic Pill?


			“My mission in life is not merely to survive, but to thrive; and to do so with some passion, some compassion, some humor, and some style.”
—Maya Angelou

			I have interviewed people who have lived through 9/11, who have experienced the trauma of losing a leg in childhood but now compete in yearly triathlons, and who keep me in awe of their daily routines and outlook on life. Others have dealt with the death of a loved one, while numerous guests have lost family and friends to cancer or survived cancer themselves and kicked ass. Some have faced near-death experiences or physical, mental, and emotional abuse; they have gone from being social misfits to being award-winning filmmakers. A personal crisis once led a woman to run off to become a showgirl in the Ringling Bros. circus in her youth, which led her to greater self-discovery and a music career, and many health and wellness practitioners have shared insights on how to deal with stress, practice mindfulness, meditate, and do self-care rituals in our daily lives.

			Let’s face it. Life would be pretty boring if we were immune to its curveballs. We experience change, trauma, loss, a reality slap—and boom! We are changed. At first, we are clueless as to what to do with this change, but slowly we figure it all out, or most of it, and we wing it. We carry on, become more resilient and often happier. If we are fortunate, we find greater meaning in the storm we have weathered, the pain and suffering we have endured, and the insights we have gained. We might think we look like a drenched cat in a rainstorm, but we have survived, and we are more of a warrior than we expected.

			If you stop and think of how many types of funks there are, you would have an entire flowchart! Several years ago, on a very long flight from the West Coast to the East Coast, I was in the middle of my own personal funk. As I always do, I processed what I was feeling and going through by writing. I diagrammed all the types of funks I could think of, their origins, and how I could do away with them; this was before I got sucked into Netflix—which, by the way, really does help give your mind a vacation from whatever you are going through. Below is an entire smorgasbord of funks and how they make us feel (very sh*tty).

			The purpose of this chapter to identify what a funk is, how you can pinpoint when you are in one, and what you can do to get out of a funk. Sorry, there are no magic vaccinations to immunize you.

			Funks fall into two basic categories: personal and professional.

			Personal funks can be emotional, mental, and/or physical.

			Personal Funks

			1.	Emotional funks can be triggered by:

			[image: ]	Depression

			[image: ]	Loss—the end of a relationship, due to death, a breakup, or other reasons

			[image: ]	Postpartum depression

			[image: ]	Seasonal Affective Disorder (SAD)

			[image: ]	Being stuck in bad/unhealthy relationships

			[image: ]	Stress

			[image: ]	Tragedy—physical and/or mental trauma to you or someone close to you

			[image: ]	Not taking care of yourself

			[image: ]	Feeling overwhelmed

			 

			When your feelings affect your life, you need to be proactive. Find strategies that help you process whatever it is you are going through. Many people find help by seeing a therapist, implementing mindfulness techniques and therapy methods that help them express what is going on inside their head. We keep our emotions wrapped up so tightly, and whatever you have going on can impact everything you do and how you feel.

			2.	Mental funks can be triggered by:

			[image: ]	Low self-esteem from childhood or another experience

			[image: ]	Lack of confidence due to personal baggage, loss, trauma, or other incidents

			[image: ]	Feeling unattractive

			[image: ]	A mood disorder—genetic or environmental (for example, Seasonal Affective Disorder)

			[image: ]	An unhealthy body image

			[image: ]	Anxiety

			[image: ]	Loneliness

			[image: ]	Hopelessness

			[image: ]	Post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD)

			[image: ]	Having unhealthy thoughts that prevent you from moving in a positive direction

			[image: ]	Feeling inadequate, unacceptable, not good enough—comparing yourself to others and always thinking you are less than everyone else

			[image: ]	Unfulfilled dreams and goals

			[image: ]	Poor communication with family and friends

			[image: ]	Boredom

			[image: ]	Lack of a social life and work-life balance

			 

			3.	Physical funks can stem from an illness, an injury, or a health/wellness issue, such as:

			[image: ]	Cancer

			[image: ]	Other illnesses/conditions

			[image: ]	Sleep disorders

			[image: ]	Eating disorders

			[image: ]	Depression

			[image: ]	An addiction to food, medication, exercise, alcohol, and so on

			[image: ]	Mental illnesses

			[image: ]	Feeling stuck in a situation that you know is not healthy

			[image: ]	Vitamin or mineral deficiency

			[image: ]	Seasonal Affective Disorder

			Professional Funks

			If you find yourself in a career funk, see if some of the following resonate with you:

			[image: ]	Career limits: glass ceiling, no opportunities for growth and change

			[image: ]	Poor interpersonal communication with colleagues and boss(es)

			[image: ]	You’re socially anxious, shy, and introverted

			[image: ]	Career changes: fired, downsized, job change

			[image: ]	You’re poorly compensated—leading to a financial funk

			[image: ]	Lack of confidence to make a career change due to low self-esteem, financial constraints, lack of opportunities

			[image: ]	Lack of resources

			[image: ]	Feeling disrespected, unappreciated, not heard, invisible, and replaceable

			[image: ]	Not knowing what to do next, and unhappy in current situation

			[image: ]	Lack of balance between professional and personal life (for example, working too much)

			[image: ]	Taking on more than you can handle

			[image: ]	Unhealthy eating routines at work (for example, overeating, skipping meals, making poor food choices, and not exercising)

			Causes

			Those funks we all get into happen from circumstances both beyond our control and within our control. If you let someone control you, whether through your emotions, your behavior, or otherwise, you will see your situation differently than someone who takes control and comes up with a plan. Even if that plan fails, at least you tried. There will always be plan B, plan C, and so forth. Just know that doing nothing and wallowing in your situation will get you nowhere. Being proactive and taking steps will get you moving and on to the next new adventure. If you lose your job, your ability to bounce back will come down to how you view your situation. Wallowing in self-doubt and insecurity is understandable; thinking along these lines long-term will not help you get another job or improve your self-esteem. Take care of yourself physically, mentally, and emotionally, so you can rebound faster when sh*t happens…because it will. Believe me.

			When in Doubt, Ask for Help!

			There is no shame in needing help. A family member, friend, therapist, or mentor/coach can be invaluable in these situations. Some people prefer an objective person who can provide the fresh perspective and advice they need and get them back on track. Ask a colleague or friend for some one-on-one time outside of your work setting. Surrounding yourself with more creative feedback and ideas can be beneficial, as long as you don’t feel overwhelmed by too many ideas and directions. Creating a plan and a time frame for your new direction also will help; then you will be held accountable for your own excuses and procrastination.

			If you suffer from anxiety in social situations or public speaking anxiety, you are not alone. Some types of anxiety stem from bad experiences or can be something your mind repeatedly believes. When you overthink and anticipate an event to the point that you cancel altogether, you will never conquer this feeling. Anxiety is very common; it can be triggered at any age by trauma, discomfort, uncertainty, and more. If you are an introvert like me, you know what it is like to prefer solitude and quiet time to recharge. We get overwhelmed in social situations and having to be “on.” There are specific techniques designed to reduce these issues and skilled professionals who are trained in helping people overcome their anxieties and fears. Some people have success using apps and online techniques; these strategies are certainly worth a try. However, if you feel you are not moving forward, seek the advice of a skilled, reputable professional.

			We tend to worry about the past and the future, and to overlook exactly where we are in the present moment. So much thought is spent anticipating and thinking we know exactly how an event or a conversation will play out, but unless you have some special powers, let it go. Breathe, take a leap, and let all the overthinking fall to the wayside. When I discuss mindfulness, yoga, and pampering, you will understand the importance of taking care of your mental and physical health. They go hand in hand.

			Staying home, declining invitation after invitation to networking and social events is another way to hit rock bottom. Reach out to your network, your family and friends, and know that as much as you might dread change, sometimes a fresh start is the best thing that could ever happen. What you thought was so devastating just might be the beginning of a new opportunity.

			Usually, when we search for something tirelessly, nothing happens. When we let our anxiety go and take a more chill, Zen-like attitude, we free ourselves from stress, anger, and anxiety. We are present in the moment, and mindfulness takes over. In that relaxed state, something unexpected and wonderful can happen. The end of something that leaves you feeling down in the dumps can spin like a plot twist in a movie, leaving you facing an exciting new direction. Think of this opportunity as your chance for a fresh start that might just lead you to a happier you. Rejections in life are sometimes the best things that ever happen. Of course, we don’t see this at the very moment we feel flattened and stomped on. Oftentimes, opportunities arise and something better comes your way; it just might be what you needed, not what you wanted and planned for. So, the next time you are blindsided by something sudden and a bit scary, yell, “Plot twist!” It just might be the next best thing you needed.

			My Twentysomething Precancerous Scare (aka Holy Sh*t! I Have What?!)

			There is goodness in this world. There is love and kindness, too. You just have to look up and pay attention; it’s all around us. Recently, while traveling through an airport, I noticed a thirtysomething guy traveling with anatomy flash cards. A TSA agent inquired about the small box the man placed in the security bin.

			“Anatomy flash cards?” asked the TSA agent.

			“Yes, those are mine,” said the thirtysomething guy.

			“Are you studying to become a doctor?” she asked.

			“Yes, I am,” he said, smiling proudly.

			 “What will your specialty be?” she wondered.

			“Cancer,” he responded.

			Goosebumps. Tears filled my eyes. I had to say something. He is a gift to this world.

			“That is wonderful. My dad had cancer,” I chimed in.

			“So do a few of my family members,” he added.

			The security lady said, “There is goodness in this world.”

			And I told him exactly what I was feeling at that moment: “You are a gift we all need. Thank you.”

			Cancer. I hate that word. Who doesn’t? There are so many of us affected by this ravenous disease and other incurable illnesses. I lost one grandmother to bladder cancer, my father to colon cancer, my other grandmother to Alzheimer’s; a cousin won her fight against breast cancer, and my stepmother did, too. A sweetheart of a man I dated in Boston died of leukemia, which started as Hodgkin’s lymphoma. And most recently, we lost my wonderful and adoring father-in-law to Parkinson’s.

			His passing was so incredibly sad and reverberated through the hearts and minds of so many family members and friends. Losing our loved ones is one of the hardest blows of life but is an inevitable part of our existence; we experience the dichotomy of birth and life’s joyous moments while wondering how we will overcome the loss of a loved one and the painful aftermath.

			When you are in your twenties, you often think you are infallible. I know I did, but then my doctor told me my Pap smears were all coming back abnormal. She diagnosed me with severe cervical dysplasia and said I had a precancerous condition. I am not sure I heard anything else after she said that; it was all a blur. I learned that I had abnormal cells growing on the surface lining of my cervix, and I needed surgery. I was scheduled to have a loop electrosurgical excision procedure (LEEP). A small electrical wire loop removes abnormal cells from the cervix to remove those bad cells and prevent cervical cancer.

			I had repeated abnormal Pap smears, a colposcopy, and then a biopsy; they all screamed the same conclusion: “You have bad cells! Get rid of them!”

			My reaction? “Eeek! You are going to do what to my what? With what kind of procedure?!” I was terrified! The worry was consuming me and draining me emotionally.

			I agreed to the procedure, and thankfully my best friend at the time insisted on coming into the doctor’s office with me. She is from Australia, and we formed a wonderful bond living in the same building in Brookline, Massachusetts. I just adored her, and when she insisted on coming in for the procedure, I had a feeling she knew what was right. After all, I had no family or anyone else to look after me; she was my closest family at that moment. I had nothing to hide, and this was not the time to be shy. I felt lucky she wanted to be by my side.

			My doctor was wonderful. She had me lie down on the table in the doctor’s office, and off we went to remove the bad piece of my cervix. Seemed like an easy, no-brainer procedure, but the pain from the numerous shots to numb my cervix was extremely uncomfortable. My friend could see my pain, and she was great trying to distract me by sharing details of her upcoming blind date. The actual procedure had not even started yet, and I couldn’t wait for this to be over. In retrospect, I really should have had this LEEP in a hospital, because what happened next was so shocking and caused post-traumatic stress for weeks. 

			“Do you have your period?” the doctor asked in a panic. I could see the color rush out of her face, and her concern was glaringly obvious.

			“No,” I said. “Why?”

			My friend took one look at the blood from down under and looked faint. Now, the tables were turned, and I knew what I had to do.

			“Tell me about your date tonight. Is he cute?” I asked, attempting to calm her down. I squeezed her cold, sweaty hand and I instructed her not to look at what was happening. “Just keep talking. It’s going to be okay,” I said. OMG. In retrospect, I think I was talking to myself. I was hoping this wasn’t how my story would end.

			She was speechless and frightened. We squeezed each other’s hands, and mine were freezing. She stammered. I repeated that I was going to be fine, “just talk to me, please.” She described the guy she was going out with, and of course, we both knew we were just trying to distract each other. I was scared for myself and more so that my friend would faint right there in that office. She probably needed to lie down next to me.

			Stitches followed, after the bleeding was under control. I had to lie there for a while afterward, which was good because I had to digest and calm down from what had just happened. “Scary” is an understatement.

			A few days later, I was still so traumatized, which resulted in a panic attack as soon as I entered a restaurant. My friend took one look at me and knew something was wrong. “Are you okay?” she asked. Clearly, I wasn’t. I was pale and claustrophobic, the restaurant started to close in on me, and I could feel my heart pounding and sweat pouring out of me. We ran to the car and I pulled my pants down, because I thought I was bleeding profusely again, and my stitches had busted open; it was obvious I was not ready to be out in public. I hunkered down in my apartment until I was healed emotionally and physically. Pizza and wine had never tasted so good.

			When Emotional Pain Turns into Physical Pain

			Emotional pain can sometimes lead to physical pain, because our insides reflect what is going on in our mind, body, and inner core. Maybe you are a person who gets stomachaches and gut issues if things are messy in your life. That’s me. My entire life. Stress, anxiety, or any other emotional upset rears its ugly head in my gut, and when I am happy and content, everything is calm.

			Pain can also reverberate in other parts of your body. When I heard my father’s cancer diagnosis, I started experiencing a nagging pain in my left shoulder. Pretty soon my mobility was limited, and when I moved a certain way, the pain was sharp and shocking. I would lose my breath from the sudden pain and grab my arm in agony. Diagnosis: frozen shoulder. Cause: overuse and repetitive weight lifting after I lost my friend. Forecast: extremely painful with a chance of surgery.

			I tend to blow off going to the doctor until something gets really bad—like, my arm feels like it is going to fall off—and my quality of life hits rock bottom. Upon the urging of my family, I finally went. The doctor said my options were physical therapy, cortisone shots, and possibly surgery if nothing else worked. I told him the last one was never going to happen. Years ago, I went through back surgery for a horribly herniated disc, but my doctor was a rock star and put my anxieties to rest. In my opinion, you should do your homework, because you have one precious body. Get as many opinions as possible. Listen to your gut and talk with people who have been through what you are going through. Exhaust every option before surgery, but if that’s your last resort, find your own rock star doctor. The bigger message here is: Take care of your body. You have only one, and if it is screaming at you in pain, pay attention. Ignoring your body can make matters worse.

			Just so you know, I am a big baby and hate needles; this will never change. I once ran around the room at a doctor’s office (as a child, not as a grown woman, but I have been tempted), trying to escape a huge shot. My mother sent me by myself for the physical; there’s an even scarier thought. The doctor finally grabbed my arm and slammed the needle into it. The next day my arm hurt more from the punch than from the needle.

			Dr. A**hole. That wasn’t his actual name, but it should have been. I was so young and not sure why the office staff asked me to fill out a form that asked all kinds of questions beyond my comprehension.

			Question: “Sex?”

			My answer: “None.”

			The funny thing was, I was nine years old—clueless, and thankfully I did not know what sex was.

			Back to my herniated disc (from running with sciatica—I know! So stupid). I declined cortisone, because I’ve never liked the idea of a massive needle in my back and I am a big scaredy-cat baby. Still to this day. I once changed the dates on my immunization record in high school because I didn’t want shots from some really old doctor who I am pretty sure was legally blind. I guess he really was blind, because I fooled that sucker. Don’t worry, this was the first and last time I ever forged any records.

			I couldn’t fool my shoulder doctor at all. He insisted on cortisone shots, but I was very vocal about my fear of large needles and additional pain. He insisted I needed the shots, but in hindsight, I am not even sure they did much. He did send in a nice nurse to hold my sweaty, nervous hand.

			The stupid thing was, I had brought this injury on by attending a strengthening class almost every day and doing all kinds of exercises using hand weights. I did this because my friend had just passed away and I needed a diversion from my inner pain and shock. I guess I thought I would get in better shape, too. Epic fail, because I am pretty sure I tore something in my shoulder, which then healed funny, which was not funny “ha-ha!” but more like, “Oh sh*t! That feels so not funny. What the heck did I do?” It just ruined my range of motion, and my shoulder blades moved in a lopsided way, and then there was the constant pain. Lesson learned: Don’t try to diminish pain by causing more pain.

			Physical therapy was great, and slowly my shoulder motion improved and the pain lessened. I did plateau to a point where the doctor said he could “break up the loss of motion in surgery, but recovery could take months, and that is where the fun begins.” Not my idea of fun, so I firmly declined, because I don’t have time to be out of commission (unless I am on a remote beach somewhere). I don’t need my body to move perfectly in alignment. No surgery for me.

			I opted for more physical therapy and something new: massage. Yes, massage had a significant impact on me emotionally and physically, especially after my dad passed away. All the stress, anxiety, and sadness while Dad was suffering, and then following his death, were stored in my body. Finally, after two years, my pain was gone. Time and self-care helped me rebuild emotionally and physically.

			Facing death is up there on the list of one of the worst funks you can face. However, I had a sense of calm and relief once Dad passed. Living with the any day now/on high alert! signage hanging over me and racing for the phone at all hours had been weighing on my drained body; it was no secret to those who know me. I was a deep wreck in funktown.

			I felt that there were two phases to my funk: before my father died and after. Before was the torturous phase, but there were also so many meaningful fleeting moments. My stepfather, whom I had not spoken with in years, called me right after my father told me he had cancer—right after I hung up the phone. I was in a state of shock and running on autopilot, so I didn’t tell him the news. I learned that love can come at the most unexpected times, and at the very moment you need to know you are loved. Our renewed relationship helped me through this journey. His love healed a lot of my wounds, and on days I felt I had hit rock bottom, he listened and kept showing up with his love and compassion, phone call after phone call.

			My father was a tough man, but this was one battle he wasn’t going to win. When he passed on December 4, 2015, I had spoken to him four times that day. The first time, he cracked one of his usual jokes about “being on the john.” “Call me back in an hour. I will probably still be here,” he said. The last time we spoke, he sounded weak, but we always ended the call with “I love you. Talk to you later.” He used to say there was never goodbye, just “see you later.”

			I was asked to write his eulogy as I flew from California to Florida. I always carry a notebook, so I wrote, cried, wrote some more, and wiped my tears off my face and the pages as the words poured out. Four pages and a lot of corrections later, I was done. The thing is, I hate public speaking and always avoid it at all costs. With barely a few hours of sleep, I walked to the podium at the funeral. A small but mighty group of close family members and friends was waiting to hear my words. And then something different happened. I looked out and I could see the heavy hearts around me, the tears, the sadness. Something occurred to me: It was an honor that I was the one speaking at my dad’s funeral. I stood at that podium all alone, and it felt like a privilege.

			At that very moment, I knew I needed to be heard and not crumble. I needed to share memories that others might not know about my father. As I opened my mouth and began to speak, something miraculous happened. I was the most confident and calmest person I had ever been, in any speech I had ever given. The truth was, there was nothing to fear, and I realized that my father had been coaching me for years to become more confident. He knew, more than I did, that I had the ability to do anything I set my mind to. He prepared me to work my hardest, speak my mind, and express my thoughts. My eulogy was not a serious, tearjerker speech. I reminded everyone what a goofball, workaholic, religious and sensitive big bear of a man Dad was. Between the tears, there were smiles and laughter. I wanted to capture Dad exactly the way he was, the way we all remembered. I wrote the eulogy to give us some levity on a very heavy day. Death is inevitable. Mourning is part of the process. How long the mourning takes is up to us, but at some point, we move on and treasure what we have and who we are, and what is in store.

			Let’s look at three guests from my show who have their own perspectives on personal and professional funks and see how they worked through them. Here are Gary Pihl of the American rock band Boston; Robin Farmanfarmaian, member of the Forbes Business Development Council, professional speaker, entrepreneur, and author; and Cindy Charlton, triple amputee, professional motivational speaker, and author. Each shares personal experiences, advice, and insightful anecdotes.

			Meet Gary Pihl 

			“We can play funky and sing the blues, but we don’t have to live it.”
—Gary Pihl, guitarist for the band Boston 

			Gary has a lot of empathy for people who may be “in a funk,” have “lost their mojo,” or have “the blues.” He knows they are not alone. Gary feels that funks have no boundaries when it comes to age, race, or social standing; a funk is an equal-opportunity malady. As a musician, Gary has seen plenty of his bandmates go through a whole range of issues, from stage fright and writer’s block to social anxiety and just plain inability to get out of bed. He says, “Musicians can get away with being eccentric or weird, because people will cut us some slack, thinking, ‘They’re in a creative space and a bit out of touch.’ We’ve lost some of the most influential icons of music because we didn’t intervene when the signs were clearly there that this person was in trouble.”

			What is Gary’s advice for staying out of a funk? Be active. He has been an avid runner since high school, running fifteen miles a week. He has never touched drugs or alcohol and is thankful to his parents for his Christian Scientist upbringing. He does admit to having had his first aspirin a few years ago, for a root canal! Gary urges people to help one another overcome being in a funk. And when life becomes difficult, it is best to go seek advice from a mental health professional. Sometimes people can’t see their own issues in front of them, and the solutions might be diet, exercise, or something more serious. Gary doesn’t want anyone to wait until a solution is too late. He encourages people to keep a watchful eye out for family and friends.

			Gary advises, “When you’re feeling blue, do something for somebody else! It’s amazing how quickly you forget about your own troubles when someone needs your help.” In addition to playing in the rock band Boston, Gary is in a charity band called December People. “During November and December, we play traditional holiday songs but in the styles of our favorite bands,” he says. They do a lot of styles from A to Z. Gary says, “Think AC/DC doing ‘Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer,’ ZZ Top doing ‘Santa Claus Is Coming to Town,’ Billy Idol doing ‘White Christmas’ like he does ‘White Wedding.’ You get it, right? It’s family friendly, a lot of fun for the audience, and all of our shows benefit local food banks.” 

			Find Gary and his band at bandboston.com

			Meet Robin Farmanfarmaian

			“Set goals, help a lot of people along the way, and laugh.”
—Robin Farmanfarmaian

			Robin Farmanfarmaian was continually being bullied and sabotaged at work. The torment never stopped, and the abusive behavior was never dealt with by management. She was verbally berated about her work in front of clients and told she was worthless. Robin turned her life around, because her attitude is all about resilience. No matter what happens, she knows she will survive and thrive. She always has backup plans and can find a solution quickly. She also loves to keep options open. With her wide variety of skills, there are always multiple life paths for her to choose from. Through all of life’s challenges, Robin believes success is the best revenge, which makes her the overall winner already in any situation.

			When asked how difficult or easy it was to pull herself out of a funk she had, Robin says it took a lot of effort. She was depressed for months, but only for part of the day. She had an exercise routine, got plenty of sleep, spent time with friends. Plus, listening to music and spending time outside in the sunlight helped her a lot. She reflected internally on what was going on externally. Goal setting is now a huge part of her daily, weekly, and yearly routine. And she gets incredible joy from helping others. Years ago, Robin had to undergo forty-three hospitalizations and six major surgeries. Her laid-back view of life has helped her believe that if it’s not life threatening, then there is always a solution or a way to deal with her situation.

			She is currently a patient with a severe chronic disease. Every day of her life is a struggle with pain and fear—fear of food obstructions that need surgery, fear of dehydration requiring IVs, fear of overwhelming pain, fear of catching something while immunocompromised—these are very real daily worries in her life.

			Robin is a professional speaker, an entrepreneur, an author, and an angel investor. She is also a member of the Forbes Business Development Council, a vice president of Invicta Medical, a cofounder of and member of the board for the Organ Preservation Alliance, and a vice president of Actavalon. 

			Find Robin at robinff.com

			Meet Cindy Charlton 

			“If you only look at what you’ve lost, you will never be able to see what you have.”
—Cindy Charlton

			Cindy Charlton is one of the most inspiring guests to have graced the airwaves on my show. She is a professional speaker and an author with a valuable message. Cindy has lost her husband to cancer and is living life as a triple amputee; her story of survival is nothing short of a miracle. When she speaks, she is filled with inspiration, hope, and strength. Her message: Make the most out of every moment. One of Cindy’s biggest survival tools is her resiliency. She has always had the ability to bounce back no matter what the circumstances; she believes this is just part of her genetic make-up, which includes, “pure, unadulterated stubbornness. The other part comes from a much deeper place, a place of respect, specifically self-respect.”

			Here’s the backstory of how Cindy became a triple amputee. People get overwhelmed when they hear her story, but she has a different view of herself. “I am just a person who has had adversity and has had to deal with it, not unlike most people,” she says. Cindy has always been a positive person. She believes she was born with her glass half full, but she told me her mom said she was born with a glass of champagne, ready to party!

			Cindy has always been very positive in her life and believes she gets her optimism from her dad; she feels very fortunate to have him as her role model. Her mom, on the other hand, would say to never hope for the very best, because when you don’t get it, you won’t be disappointed. Her response to that was, “Yeah, but in the time that you are hoping for the best, it’s thrilling and exciting!” Cindy believes, why not live in the excitement for the moment?

			When we spoke, she shared that she had recently added a new member to her family: a dog. She had been so sad, losing her tiny dog, Lilly, she’d had for twelve years. Lilly was a service dog, Cindy says. “She demanded the service, and I provided it,” she jokes. “She was a gift and came to me after my husband, Michael, passed away; she was my companion.” Her faithful companion would sit with Cindy in the living room, where she had been unable to sit before; she had been much too lonely after losing Michael. Cindy felt more complete with her new companion, because losing her husband was devastating to her and her boys.

			For her birthday, her boys decided she and they needed a dog, and they adopted a three-year-old beagle. At first, she was not so pleased, but she quickly realized that the dog was a wonderful addition to the family. That beagle gets Cindy walking every day and helps her with her mission to get fit.

			Cindy candidly shared the story of when she first realized something was wrong with her. It was February 13, 1997, at 4:55 p.m. She will remember that date until the day she dies. She says it hit her profoundly, like the Twin Towers, Columbine, and the assassination of JFK. Cindy was in her office getting ready to leave northern Denver. She was attending night school working on her paralegal degree, thinking she might want to be an attorney when she grew up. She got a piercing pain under her left arm and couldn’t figure out why. During the class, she felt worse, and when she got home, she told her husband that she was not feeling well. The next morning, she was very sick to her stomach and in an incredible amount of pain. She thought she had injured her arm and thought the pain was making her sick.

			They went to the ER; Michael dropped her off and took their sons, four-year-old Wes and one-year-old Colin, to daycare. The doctor sent her home with pain meds; he thought it was a virus that had settled in her arm muscle. Twelve hours later, she was back in the ER fighting for her life. Strep A—necrotizing fasciitis, also known as flesh-eating bacteria, was attacking Cindy’s body. Cindy had no idea where she had contracted this infection. She has since read a lot about this life-threatening bacteria and has even met survivors. A portal of entry into the body allows bacteria into the bloodstream, but for her there was no obvious portal of entry. The doctors were confused at first. By the time they figured it out, it was too late. The bacteria moved rapidly, and she is lucky to be alive. There were several diagnoses regarding what could be wrong, and doctors even thought it was a blood clot in her lung. That was the last thing she heard.

			She was given so many infusions and painkillers that the doctors could not believe she was even conscious. Cindy shared that “the pain almost had its own identity, keeping me very focused.” They gave her so much morphine that she had to be moved to the cardiac care unit. The infectious-disease doctor told her she “fell off the cliff.” Her blood pressure crashed, and her heart stopped. The compassionate doctor held her hand and told her that she most likely would not make it. They took Cindy to surgery to try to combat the bacteria and remove the infected tissue.

			After her first surgery, she was airlifted just a few miles away to a hospital that had hyperbaric chambers. Cindy explained that there is a theory that the intense oxygen in hyperbaric chambers helps fight the bacteria. They had to airlift her even though the other hospital was only two miles away; ground transportation did not have the equipment to sustain her life. She was airlifted, sedated from surgery, then put in a drug-induced coma for forty-five days.

			She went into the hospital on February 15 in the early morning, and when she came to and figured out what was going on, it was March 31. She felt like Rip Van Winkle. When she awoke, she realized that she had no legs, had no right hand and arm, and half of her chest was gone. She could not wrap her mind around what had happened. She was extremely distraught, as you can imagine.

			A doctor kept coming into the intensive care unit and calling her “Miracle Lady.” The first time she heard him say those words, she looked at him strangely. Every time he saw her, he kept referring to her as the Miracle Lady. Even though she could not speak because of a tracheotomy, Cindy motioned for him to come into her room. She asked him why he was calling her Miracle Lady. He shared how he had flown in with her on the flight, and her heart had stopped twice. When they landed, the ICU team came out with a team nurse, who asked the doctor what Cindy’s prognosis was, and he said to the nurse, “If she makes it through the night, it will be nothing short of miraculous.” And that is why the doctor called her the Miracle Lady.

			At that moment, she realized how lucky she was. She had no idea how close she had come to dying. She thought about her two young boys at home, a loving husband, a house, and two cars, and the only thing missing was her dog. She was filled with gratitude because she had survived the unimaginable. When I told her, “You are incredible!” she said she just considers herself lucky. She feels tremendous gratitude for still being here and has always felt immense gratitude for everything in her life.

			Sure, she has had days of being distraught and filled with anguish, especially after losing her husband. Her boys were five and nine years of age at the time. She was newly disabled, and she was struggling to figure out how she was going to make her new life work. Cindy’s and her children’s grief was enormous, but Cindy shared that she has a cache of survivor tools. The first tool is gratitude. The other tool, which she recognized through her late husband’s illness and what he recognized in her, is courage. Gratitude and courage have gotten her through everything. She is courageous and does not allow fear to drive her. Her courage keeps her going.

			She has tons of survivor tools, but the most used is gratitude; it’s the number-one thing that keeps her focused, and the positive attitude comes through the gratitude. She has a lot to be grateful for. After losing her husband, she knew she had to be strong for her kids.

			Cindy shared the story of how a close friend said it was “unbelievable what she had been though.” Her friend told her that the best thing that would come out of this is that her sons would grow up to be very strong and very compassionate young men. “From your lips to God’s ears,” she responded. She feels so grateful because her boys are very strong and dependable, and they are all very close to one another.

			When she was in the hospital, she had many people, even total strangers, sending her cards and doing things for her and her family. She told me, “I was so overwhelmed by the glory of humanity, I can’t even tell you; that made me want to go out and pay it forward. And I mean spiritually, because I felt divine intervention, and I had been given a second chance at life.” She said she really wanted to pay it forward, to do good things for as many people as she could.

			In 1999, she met a man who was a bilateral amputee, below the knees, like Cindy. He was very knowledgeable about national legislation and was recruiting people to help work on the Prosthetic Parity bill for the state of Colorado. She volunteered to work on the committee. They wrote the bill, which would require health insurance companies to pay for prosthetic arms and legs. She testified before the Senate and the House. The bill was passed on the first attempt, and was signed into law in 2000. Since then, about thirty other states have passed the same health insurance mandate; this was a huge financial relief for so many people. As she explained to the House and Senate committees, she wears the equivalent of a brand-new SUV on her body in terms of cost! People don’t realize the expense of a prosthetic limb.

			Cindy has a master’s degree in psychology and helped organize and facilitate an amputee support group in the Denver metro area; she is a certified peer counselor through the Amputee Coalition.

			Cindy is known as the “Disability Diva,” for her training programs on disability etiquette and the Americans with Disabilities Act for corporations and nonprofits. Her disability etiquette presentation, “What Do You Say to a One-Armed Lady?” has been accredited for continuing legal education (CLE). She is a contributing writer in five Chicken Soup for the Soul books, including Family Caregivers, Power of Positive, Angels Among Us, From Lemons to Lemonade, and most recently The Miracle of Love. Cindy writes about her life as a survivor on her blog entitled The Survivor’s Handbook. She believes that being a mother to her two sons is her most important job and the biggest blessing in her life. Cindy is now also the program director of rehabilitation services and the stroke day program at Easterseals Colorado.

			Cindy is also a columnist at inMotion magazine, which focuses on amputees. In 2015, her work was published in a literary journal, Progenitor. Her story, “My Left Breast,” was nominated for a literary award called The Pushcart Prize. She hopes her writing will give people hope and inspiration. She talks about lifelines, about what or who throws you a lifeline to pull you out of the darkness and into the light. During her time in the hospital, she had so many visitors that it was overwhelming and exhausting. She was so determined to get out of that hospital after three months, followed by rehab for nine weeks. Rehab was not easy for her, especially getting up on her prosthetic legs. The physical therapy was an incredible workout but painful. Cindy had to make a decision, and hers was to move on—to go on and not get stuck in despair, pain, and darkness. She chose to step forward. She told me, “It can cost you emotionally or physically to move on, but it’s worth it.”

			Cindy’s parents stayed with her for a long time after she lost her husband to cancer. Cindy wanted to write a thank-you letter to all the people who had helped her along the way, such as by sending her cards, letters, and gifts. When she shared the letter with her mother, she noticed tears streaming from her mother’s eyes. Her mother could not believe how positive she was after everything she had lost. Cindy’s response: “Well, Mom, if you only look at what you lost, you’ll never be able to see what you have.” And she feels that if you get stuck in the dark, all you will see is darkness.

			When we spoke, she was talking about her goal of training for the Paralympic Games tryouts with her cool running blades! She told me she was ready to get running to “get the funk out!” Funk? I didn’t recognize any funk whatsoever. Go Cindy! When I asked if there was anything else she wanted to share, she concluded by saying, “Anything can happen to anyone at any time, but it’s what you do with the anything that matters. If you get up every day and you find something, no matter how big or small, to be grateful for in your life, your day will be blessed.”

			Find Cindy at CindyCharltonSpeaks.com and 

			http://thesurvivorshandbook.blogspot.com/

			 

			In a Nutshell 

			There you have it—three different perspectives from Gary, Robin, and Cindy.

			Now it’s your turn. What are some details of your own recent funk?

			Last [image: ] I was [image: ] (profession) and everything was [image: ]. Then [image: ] (person/event) happened and the sh*t hit the [image: ] (object). I had never felt more [image: ], so I decided to [image: ]; this made me feel [image: ] (emotion), which was great at first and then I realized [image: ] is the real problem. After this reality slap, I ate a lot of [image: ], took a lot of [image: ], and watched a lot of [image: ] and [image: ], which made me feel [image: ], except for maybe the [image: ]. Now I know if I ever find myself in a similar situation, [image: ] will help me, and also lots of [image: ]. Plus, I do primal screaming when no one is around and yell [image: ] at the top of my lungs!
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