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 ჻ Dedication 

	As we search for our little place in the sun, we may find ourselves stranded at times— on some deserted island, far from everything we’ve ever known.

	These pages are for you— the undaunted explorers who once set off on a grand voyage to discover your own peace.

	If you have found it, may your stories shine like lighthouses, guiding your fellow travellers to their own safe shores.

	And if you are still on that island, know that you are being held through the storms and gently rocked at night, so you can rest.

	May you trust your homecoming— because it was never lost, and it’s never really dark around.

	And for the ‘girls’: You know who you are, my brave commanders.

	 

	
჻ Introduction 

	Hello, I am Antonia Lyons, former guilt addict.     

	I have travelled with shame and resentment for so long, I even forgot they were there. One day, I realised that the directions I found along the way often led me astray, and in the end, I had to give in and accept that life has no map. One is simply left to journey the open road—uncharted.

	If I were asked to honestly introduce myself, these are the words I would use every single time. They may not necessarily make me sound cool, but I hope they make me sound real.

	I don’t remember the exact moment guilt crept into my young life, but what I do remember—rather vividly, I’d say—is the joy I felt before and the agonising dread I felt after. It’s as if I lived two very different lives and were two very different children within such a short period of time.

	Guilt numbs your intuition. It robs you of your inner gifts. And it silences your wisdom.

	You are left confused, hoping someone will hand you a map to navigate the great unknown suddenly opening up around you. Because when you are made to doubt yourself, you desperately hope the winds will always be in your favour and the North Star will always shine bright.

	But the day comes when the young explorer must reclaim their helm and learn to sail through life, trusting that they will never get lost.

	Reaching my 50th birthday felt like reaching the edge of known waters. It brought the perfect storm—one that forced me to change course, uncaring of whether the gods would be on my side. It was time to finally trust the compass within again.

	Dear reader, if you’ve ever felt the weight of guilt, the ache of resentment, or the silence of lost joy, then this is your journey too. You and I may have travelled far or stayed too close. We may have resisted change or chased it like a hungry wind. Either way, I suspect we’ve both been homebound.

	What took us away from our sweet dwellings? What sent us wandering through inner—and often earthy—lands, searching for a safety we feared was gone forever? What burdens did we finally lay down—not because we were ready but because we simply couldn’t carry them any longer?

	The following pages speak of a year in my life—a treacherous, tender leg of the journey we all must face if we are ever to reach shore again. And if, somewhere in the folds of these words, you recognise yourself, then I trust you’ve made it back too. You have rested and then got on your way again, for the journey never really ends, does it?

	It simply reshapes. Reclaims us. And when we’re ready, it calls us forward again.

	 

	


჻ Chapter 1: Once Upon a Time…

	Once upon a time, where the sky has no end, a group of mischievous little angels misplaced their wings again. Elohim sent his children on a mission, determined to teach them a lesson: they were to carry their love-selves to every corner of the blue planet without remembering that they could fly.

	'But Father, that is a lot of planet to walk. We only have little legs!' the angels protested in unison.

	'I know, I know, dear ones,' Elohim said with a gentle smile. 'I promise, you will have a wondrous time. I declare you divine explorers and entrust you with the power of fullness. Whatever awaits you down there, know this: the fullness of your being will shield you from harm.'

	He paused, his tone turning reverent. 'Beloveds, you must be brave now. Where you are going, no map will guide you. You will journey uncharted. Yet I, the Lover of All Souls, trust that you will find your way. Carry the light of your love to the farthest corners of the earth.'

	Puzzled but eager to please their father, the angels set off for Earth. As soon as they arrived, they forgot where they had come from. They wandered barren, hostile lands, where the air was dry, the ground cracked, and shadows loomed like unfriendly giants. Their small legs could not take them any farther, and soon, their light began to dim.

	From the great expanse of All That Is, troubling news arrived: the little explorers had gone missing.

	'Father,' Brother Sun said, his voice flickering with worry, 'the children are no longer in sight. I told you it was cruel to send them to that horrible little planet. But no, you had to be your stubborn self and teach them a lesson!'

	The Lover of All Souls remained silent as his luminous child continued to complain. He was used to the sun’s fiery temperament and let him vent.

	Finally, Elohim spoke. 'Send for Joy Voice, my son. She will help us solve this mystery.'

	'Father, you called me?'

	'Yes, dear one,' Elohim said, his tone gentle. 'There’s an emergency on the blue planet. The little explorers have lost their way. You must go and bring them back to me.'

	Joy Voice’s heart swelled with a mix of pride and nervousness. She had been appointed as one of the messengers—the royal rescuers tasked with finding those who had forgotten their way.

	'Remember,' Elohim said, 'your spaceship is your core, your light. Never stray too far from it, or you, too, will forget your royal birth.'

	Joy Voice bowed her head. 'I will do as you ask.'

	This is her story. And it is ours too.

	


჻ Chapter 2: A Season for Longing

	It’s a month away from my 50th birthday, and I am busy planning the release of Living Big – Extraordinary You in an Ordinary World. As I began writing it earlier in the year, I thought it would be a great idea to have it come out on my golden day, possibly forgetting that releasing a book is a bit like giving birth—loads of preparation along with the need to embrace the mess that inevitably follows.

	I always believed I was born in the wrong season. Summer has never been my favourite time of the year, and August in particular has always felt like an odd choice to come into this world. Autumn is surely better suited to my introspective nature. It would have felt rather appropriate had I been born in October—or even better, November.

	The melancholy inhabiting autumnal days has always held me in a warm embrace, especially at times when my longing for something—something I must have known long before this life—made me question my very presence here. Often feeling awkward in my dealings with ordinary life, one had to wonder if I had, in fact, come from another planet.

	When those around me seemed able to accept what the world required of them, I instead felt like an observer, as if none of it ever needed to come too close. I have always had the sense that I was just passing by, not meant to linger too long in what others called ‘the things of life’.

	But indeed, I did stay. Like everyone else—or almost—I grew up in a ‘normal family’ who unknowingly inherited the joys and horrors passed down by our beloved forebears. And in the end, I learnt that normality was never meant to be of this world.

	I stayed, and I loved them all, even when the bond that held us together felt more like a noose around my neck. Had it been any tighter, it might have been impossible to breathe. But it was loose enough to make me believe that it wasn’t that bad after all.

	Perhaps I was just too sensitive. Perhaps I needed to toughen up a little—to be like the cool kids at school who looked ‘well lived’. I, on the other hand, looked far younger than my years. Small and skinny, I often dressed in black, hoping to appear ‘bigger’. Because when you are big, no one can hurt you. When you are tall, you can look down on pain from a safe distance.

	Children have the incredible ability to make themselves invisible when they no longer feel safe. Their survival instincts are brilliant but heartbreaking. They retreat, folding into themselves, becoming smaller and smaller so as not to upset the delicate balance of their world. To the unaware eye, these children may appear fine, even cheerful. But the truth is, in their solitary confinement, they are disconnected from their joy.

	I spent most of my younger years observing the things of life, torn between my reminiscence of something very different from the heartache and struggle I came to know and my desire to fit into a world I could never truly understand, though I deeply loved, nevertheless.
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