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To Warren, for lending me his voice

while I found my own.
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Note to the reader
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Dear Friend,

If you are looking for answers or quick fixes that can make your life easier, I offer none.

Instead, I will share with you slices of everyday life, with her messiness and unexpected twists and turns. It is in the unpredictability of our existence, that we are often reminded of the gifts hiding within ourselves. We are all graced with the innate ability to see a new day and move through the ebbs and flows of life. This is the very miracle we look for in others, forgetting how it is always happening inside of us.

Gentle yourself, reading through each story. There is no rush. I have personally channelled the intro of each chapter, so you could take a little pause and feel the words. Let them speak to your heart. They will remind you that you never needed to fix yourself or your life, and that the story of one is the story of all.


With Much Love & Grace, Antonia Lyons
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Introduction
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I have hesitated to share these stories; I have wondered how they would benefit the reader, considering I offer no easy steps to success or wealth. No word of promise for a smooth ride, as we journey through life.

I often feel that we are all desperately looking for something – anything – that would give sense to our time in this world. Even when we think we do, we usually end up taking a big stumble and go back to square one.

Let us just say it as it is: LIFE IS NO PICNIC.

Surely, we all have moments of fun, bliss and connection; normally they happen when things go our way. Nevertheless, in the middle of the night, as we fight with our demons, life often feels too dark for the light to ever shine again.

What gets us out of bed when we are tired and weary? When, after yet another fall, we are bruised and pained? What makes us bounce off even the worst of times? What keeps us going when all hope is gone? 

Is it the love for our spouses and children? For our family at large? For our pets? Is it the certainty that God, our God, will make everything OK if we pray hard enough and offer absolute trust and devotion?

There comes a moment in our lives when we realise that the choice to carry on is ours only and not depending on other people or events. We stop searching, and we start living. As new stories unfold, we share them with others while listening to theirs. Our story-telling gracefully replaces the need for answers, as the words spoken weave a living tapestry that holds us and keeps us close to ourselves and everybody else. It keeps us in life. We no longer rush to heal ourselves or strive for perfection when we truly accept our part in such a fine masterpiece.

This short book, a collection of fourteen personal stories, is my homage to our humanity. As I wrote each chapter and revisited some of the events in my life, I was reminded of all the times I stood in front of the divine and yet was too engrossed in my constant search for ‘something bigger’ than myself to see that. Starting all the way in Italy on a hot afternoon and ending in a London pub on a busy Saturday evening, every story could be your story too. I have been a scholar of spirituality and personal growth ever since I can remember. I always had the sense, even when I was really tiny, that we were more than what we appeared to be. This knowing allowed me to forge a genuine interest in other people and their stories. Young and old, I always found fascinating, what they had to share. Even when they had no words to describe their choices and feelings, I could feel what wanted to be expressed. Growing up, I felt the call to use my intuition to offer those missing words through my writing. I started to write a blog about everyday life and everyday people, and their search for something bigger than themselves. Today, from my little corner in the City of London, I help people around the world reconnect to their own wisdom and bigness through my Intuitive Storytelling, which gives me the privilege to witness the ever-unfolding human journey.

I truly hope that you stay till the end and join me in toasting to us – you & I – for the stories we have shared and those we are yet to begin, as we slowly remember what went forgotten along the way.
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The Search
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Living in London often feels to me like some sort of personal quest. Millions of bodies rushing around all looking for something,

even though they may not be sure of what, exactly. Whether that one thing is hidden in the ancient thoroughfares or in full display on the busy streets, it will likely be missed by the wandering souls who are too busy searching to see that often what they seek is right under their noses.

I landed in London one crispy autumnal evening, with no plans and one suitcase packed with hope and dreams.

I came to find the magic and belonging I had been craving all my life.

I grew up feeling misplaced. Even at a young

age, I would often ask God why on earth had he dumped me in my town when there was a life waiting for me elsewhere. I was born in the south of Italy, where sandy beaches meet crystal clear waters, and the sun shines most days. Surrounded by a big family and good friends, I always had the painful awareness that sooner or later I would barter it all for the life I was really meant to be living, no matter how far that would take me.

In time, I have come to believe that we do not belong to a place or a person. But to our calling. Whether we call it Higher Presence, or simply destiny, we belong to what that demands of us and where it takes us. When we don’t know what that is, we are foreigners even within our own hearts.

This alone is the one thing that requires us to walk a path seldom straight while remaining committed to our yearning for growth, all the same.

It is an ever-unfolding journey, which often takes us away from what is familiar and which we must embark on with great care and courage. We may not have words to describe what we seek, and yet we keep on walking with the hope of soon spotting what we’ve been missing all along.

In this city, where the old meets the new in a timeless fashion, many times I believed my search was over and many times I obstinately started it again. Just when I thought I had found what would fill my heart with joy and peace, I would instead feel the same old emptiness under a mountain of new creeds and practices.

Never quite content and always feeling as if there was yet another little treasure to discover, my hunt took me to hidden places where incense lingers forever in the air and peace is sold at a high price. I would spend entire afternoons in temples, esoteric shops, and fancy wellness centres in the life. There I joined many fellow questers: professionals, housewives, young and old; we all were from different walks of life. Yet we all had one thing in common: the aching need to understand why we were here; the desperate belief that if we ever got that figured out, our days would stop feeling like a survival game. We all shared the desire to anchor ourselves in this life and stay; find peace within her many storms and hopefully, in time, learn to change the weather altogether.
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