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Preface

Your Beliefs

I believe the lives we live are the lives we make. Call it self-destiny, God’s will, karma, good luck, bad luck, whatever. But when you finally sit down at the end of the day and look at yourself in the mirror—after you’ve scrubbed away all the grime and makeup and truly see yourself and where you’re at in this stage of your life, without any pretense or the trappings of your outer façade—the reality of life hits you right between the eyes.

I believe that no matter how many mistakes we’ve made; how badly we’ve really, really screwed up; how old, worn out, or dejected we’ve become; as long as there is true, steadfast ambition, all of us have an opportunity for greatness. We all can summon the courage to deal with issues, no matter how overwhelming, painful, or degrading, that may have plagued or even paralyzed us in the past—once and for all. With determination we can stretch beyond the everyday barriers to better ourselves. Learning from our prior experiences, we can, and should, aspire to fulfill our dreams, making life better not only for ourselves but for others around us during the course of our life’s journey.

I believe it isn’t a requirement to have experienced a perfect childhood (if there is such a thing) to lead a satisfying and productive life. You don’t have to be raised in a majestic, cherry-blossom-filled neighborhood; attend an Ivy League university and belong to Kappa-Delta-Smell-Pa sorority; obsess over having a rock-solid not-a-gram-of-fat body, thick shiny hair, surgically enhanced body parts, and blinding pearl-white teeth; or reside in a mansion behind iron gates, with a second estate on the southern coast, to obtain and preserve that certain nirvana.

(Tell me, what kind of delusional fantasy is that?)

I believe that you do not have to have a multi-gazillion-dollar starched-white-collar career, become caught up in the social lifestyles of the rich and ridiculous, or have all the fame in the world so everyone knows you just so you can feel acknowledged, wanted, appreciated, and, above all, loved.

I am of the belief that though they might be great jobs, you do not have to be a mayor of a major metropolis or CEO of a Fortune 500 company in order to take a stand for your convictions; to lead, rally, or educate others for your cause; or to maintain a vision that will pave the way for other generations to come. The everyday hardworking folks, God bless ’em, have always and will continue, day in and day out, truly to make an impact on their families, communities, jobs, America, and the world as a whole.

I believe with extreme conviction that America and other democracies like Her are places where anyone is able not only to flourish—no matter which side of the tracks we came from, our past struggles, our heritage or current social ranking—but also to rise above it all and accomplish damn near anything for ourselves and, more importantly, for our children’s children. Our nation is where people of free will who find determination either through adversity or providence can move mountains and make Goliath-like barriers crumble before them. A place where fulfilling either the smallest or the grandest of aspirations is so much more than a mere fantasy, that it is a constant opportunity that becomes a way of life.

Anyway, these are just a few of my beliefs.

As you can probably tell, I am fairly passionate about my values, how I conduct myself, and how I treat others, but mostly about being optimistic about life in general. I hold myself to a standard. Not for pretence in any form, but for the sole purpose of knowing my capabilities. If I appear to be arrogant or all-knowing, I am neither of those things and I do not look kindly on those who go out of their way to behave in that manner.

I pride myself in being hardworking, caring, humble, appreciative, and helpful to others. I am, by my own estimation, the luckiest person in the world, for I know exactly where I came from. I have made many mistakes, screwed up really badly, and at times have made the worst of choices. I’ve allowed myself to be compromised, knowing full well I was stupidly, needlessly, exposing myself. I have given away my trust with the best of intentions, whether in business or in my personal life, only to have my gestures seen as absolute signs of weakness. I’ve chased after things hoping to prove myself to those whom I knew looked down on me and probably always would, which only intensified my futile efforts all the more.

I know how it feels when no matter what you do, no matter how much you work and sacrifice, day in and day out, you begin to believe you’re never going to get ahead, that all your time and effort have been in vain. I know that at times responsibility, all that weight you balance on your shoulders, becomes too much to bear, and all you want to do is run away from the world and simply disappear.

I know how it feels to have folks view you as something you’re not. I know how painful it feels not to fit in—to keep your head down, mouth shut, and eyes closed to everyday situations, living a hollow life, while all the time there’s another person, the real you, deep down inside, dying to speak your piece and burst through to live life on your terms.

I know firsthand what it is like to be nothing and have nothing to the point of being nonexistent. To be teased, unwanted, and beaten down until you have no physical or spiritual strength to open your eyes just to see where the next hit will land.

I know what it’s like to be used, where being degraded is a normal, everyday occurrence; to suffer from low esteem and perform tasks with a limited formal education; to live day by day with a huge feeling of overwhelming guilt from a dark past of long, long ago. I also know about being overly blessed when others around you who’ve experienced far worse, work harder, and sacrifice all the more are not as fortunate.

And I personally know exactly how it feels to do one’s part in helping save the world, while all the time feeling disregarded and losing out on love and being loved.

Yet with all I’ve experienced—the bad, the ugly, and the disgusting, as well as the good, the grand adventures, and the phenomenal heights I’ve been fortunate enough to obtain—the single element I’ve taken with me and that I’ve drawn absolute strength from in all aspects of my life is in a word: resolve. To be of the belief that things will get better. That no matter how low, how tough, or how unfair life has been, all of us have the right and indisputable opportunity for greatness. The resolve that if we could endure the worst of times, then our mind-set should be that we could and should damn well accomplish anything. That no matter how wretched or hurtful an experience may be, we have to summon the strength to confront it, take charge, and let it go in order to move forward and live a full, rich life. Believe that we can not only achieve our dreams, but also muster the courage to step beyond our comfort zones on a consistent basis, to strive to better our lives and the lives of those around us. Life is more than how much you can acquire with a “look-at-me” drive to charge to the hilt with no concern or responsibility for how to pay for the flashy gotta-have-it-before-anyone-else gas-guzzling SUV, or clothes that you won’t wear three months later because they’re “out of style,” or a closet full of designer shoes that are so outrageously expensive one pair of them could feed a family of five for a year.

On the other hand, I think it’s most honorable to be content with having a few nice things that you’ve longed for forever—scrimped, saved, and worked so hard for—but still extend a hand to assist others who are less fortunate, an action that truly enriches our lives. We must each find the capacity and maturity truly to understand and appreciate how fortunate we are to live in a country that is literally the beacon of hope to all mankind throughout the world, while being truly respectful to those who continue to sacrifice on our behalf.

If my convictions seem a little too hard-nosed—or, on the other side, too syrupy sweet—I have sound reasons for being so adamant. Like a lot of folks, I overcame less-than-humble beginnings. As a man on the back-nine of the game called life, the more I look at my childhood for what it was, the more it terrifies me to the core. But like those who’ve had similar pasts, who have fought and sacrificed in wars, lived and endured through the Depression, survived a life-threatening illness, been screwed over at work, suffered through a painful divorce, lost a loved one, or any other unfortunate situation, I, like tens of million of others, quickly learned to adapt and overcome. Again, moving forward was always my key.

Now, I openly confess that for more than twenty years I’ve personally done my best in the arena of child-abuse awareness and prevention, as well as assisting and praising legions of others in that courageous field of saving the lives of victims of the worst atrocities. While I take tremendous pride in this work, it does not define me. Yet there are those who have typecast me as the one-dimensional “child-abuse” guy.

In my heart of hearts, nothing could be farther from the truth.

Whether it’s overcoming a traumatic experience, battling tumors of the brain, or raising 1.8 kids all by yourself, it takes determination! It takes maintaining a personal conviction—holding the line for your values. That has been the banner I’ve been carrying for all these years.

Resolve is the message I’ve fought to convey in every word of every paragraph of every book I have written, books that have been read by millions upon millions of folks. Those same books have succeeded against all odds: fraud, embezzlement, and deliberate sabotage. Those books have also been fortunate enough to have broken publishing records throughout the world.

Moving forward has been the singular theme in every presentation I’ve been fortunate enough to give to thousands of organizations across the globe. In my life, I have been blessed with accolades ranging from commendations from four Presidents of the United States and being selected as the Outstanding Young Person of the World to receiving the National Jefferson Award. However, out of all the so-called accomplishments, my chief focus has always been on being a good father to my son by raising him through example (as all good parents do), while passing on these essential values that I feel are imperative.

Please understand: I mention the above only to further demonstrate my message to you. That’s all. As my gracious former wife, Marsha, once stated, “Dave doesn’t mind applying his fame or kudos to get his foot in the door, but only to further his mission of helping others.” I don’t do what I do for gold-plated toilet paper or manipulate my so-called status (which is minimal at best) to get the best seat at a high-end overpriced restaurant so I can sit next to the newest post-teen, lip-synching pop sensation of the moment. I know individuals who have those intentions, and hey, that’s great for them. It’s just not my style.

Another way of looking at it is that I’m not some guy who read something from somewhere and went out to become the Master Motivator of Motivation. In one word, I’m self-made. Like you and countless others, for good and ill, I lived it. And I’m all the better for it. Without ego, I’m proud. I’ve done a great deal and, God willing, I’ll do a lot more. By the grace of God and a great deal of luck, I’ve earned my place at the table.

In the following chapters I will help you find something you once lost and/or discover a conviction you didn’t realize you always had. No smoke, no mirrors, no mindless mumbo jumbo, just plain common sense real-life, apply-right-now information. Unlike my book Help Yourself, which went into great detail about learning how to address personal critical issues, Moving Forward is more of a guide in aiding you to know in your heart of hearts that no matter the obstacle, the heartache, or setback, you can overcome. That you can take the initiative, set the standard, deal with your past, and realize, that with the good, the grand, and the repugnant, for nearly everything there is a purpose. But during it all you have to take a stand. You’ve got to keep your chin up. Believe there are better days ahead. As my dear friend, author and Samaritan extraordinaire Richard Paul Evans (who too took a few hard knocks) once stated, “It is in the darkest skies that the brightest stars are best seen.” You are that star. You just have to dust yourself off and have the conviction to shine and be seen!

I believe that now, more than ever, we need those who are righteous in their cause. And with your conviction, your trust, I vow to you that I will do all that I can in this cause to assist, educate, and inspire. Every word, every example in this book is for you. No matter how you think, act, or simply get by, at the end of the day when you gaze at your reflection, the reality of your life is about moving forward.

As I scribe these words to you, our country, our world, and our way of life has changed dramatically. I believe that now, more than ever, our families, our communities, and our nation needs, expects, and demands real folks to step up to the plate and commit to making a real difference. Whether one’s best is sweeping floors for a living, getting the kids ready and off to school, or volunteering once a week at a homeless shelter, in the collective “goodwill of life” it all makes an impact. All of us can make that difference.

My job is to help you to help yourself, but for me to do that, right here, right now, I need your trust. I need you to do more than simply read this book. I need you to dig a little. To open up to yourself honestly about your life thus far. I also need you to invest some of your time. Now don’t panic; it’s going to be simple. More than anyone, I understand and appreciate folks who are super-duper busy. But this is important. If it wasn’t, you would not be reading this book. Of course you truly desired to make a change, to make things better in order to live a happier, far more productive life.

At this point in your journey, you so cannot live life on the sidelines. You can’t be a mere observer, hoping, praying for someone to rescue you, to tell you what to say or do or control every aspect of your life.

Appreciate this: You either live life or life lives you. Moving Forward will take a little—just a little—interaction on your part. At the end of every chapter I designed a series of questions to help you explore your personal perspective as it specifically relates to that particular section. I hope you become so engaged in the chapters that these questions help prod something that you can apply to improve your life. In reality this shouldn’t take more than a couple of minutes, a pen or pencil, and a piece of paper to accomplish.

If you’re open and honest with yourself, it will be more than worth it.

Part of the process of the Your Personal Perspective section is for you to see firsthand that when you put something down in black and white, it is much more constructive than a mere thought or two that races through your mind at the speed of light. By putting pen to paper, you are in fact stimulating your cranium as you review events of your life to put certain aspects in a better perspective. It’s inescapable. Simply put, writing works.

To further help you along, at the end of each chapter, before the questions, I will reveal pivotal parts of my own life (for good or bad) and how they apply to that section.

Bottom line: As your author I am committed to help you to achieve your greatness!

So in the words of a courageous American, the late Mr. Todd Beamer, “Let’s roll.”

God bless.
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Dave Pelzer




Your Personal Perspective

Your Beliefs

• In general, do you believe that your life is guided more by chance or by the choices you’ve made? What impact has either one made on your life thus far? 

• Even if you’ve made a few bad decisions, can you find the strength—muster the courage—to do what it takes to better yourself? Does your fear from your past mistakes prevent you from moving forward? 

• Overall, do you like yourself, do you like the life you live? 

• What do you do specifically on a daily basis that sets the example for someone else? 

• As a child, as a young adult, what was your passion? 

• Do you feel you have lost touch with your ambition? If so, what was the specific event that may have made you lose your enthusiasm? 

• Are you now at a point in your life where you can pick up and follow your dream? If no, why not? If not now, when? 

• Are you willing to take baby steps (even if it takes a few months or more) on a daily basis to move yourself toward your dream? 

• What do you stand for? 

• What is the singular impression you wish to be remembered for?




Chapter One

Learning to Let Go

Whenever I’m fortunate enough to appear for a book-signing event, I always want to give folks so much more than an autograph or a photo. I know that a fair number of them carved out time from busy schedules, and I am well aware that some drive hundreds of miles to see me for just a few minutes. So I make it a point to give more: make them feel comfortable, perform some unexpected comedic impressions, and pass along real-life heartfelt advice that’s helped me through some rough patches. Sometimes my delivery is in a humorous manner, while at other times it’s a bit more firm and serious. Regardless of what I do, I feel for those who may have struggled with whatever hand life has dealt them. 

A couple of years ago, while at a book signing, I spoke on the importance of addressing situations. One gentleman named Joe meekly interrupted, “I know what you’re saying, and I understand, but—uh, I can’t—I just can’t seem to do it. I can’t let it go!”

As Joe stopped for a second to collect himself, he seemed to close his eyes in shame while his face dipped toward the floor. At a quick glance I analyzed Joe’s body language. By now his shoulders were completely slumped over. When I flashed a smile to cheer him up, Joe went out of his way to avoid any eye contact.

By the tone of Joe’s whimpering voice, I knew he was a person who was deeply hurt, but I began to read something else. Part of me felt that ol’ Joe might just be a little too comfortable with his sulky attitude.

We all have bad days. However, what’s important to me is that we don’t make every day a bad day, thus forming a negative habit.

The thing about Joe was that he gave the impression that he had no inclination to step out of his self-induced comfort zone of misery. Joe didn’t want to be challenged, didn’t want to deal with anything that may be threatening to him. Ol’ Joe was definitely not the kind of guy who would step up to the plate and take control, in spite of the fact that he was in control of his actions. He chose to dwell in misery rather than letting go or giving of himself to help others when something bad went down. Bottom line: For whatever reason, justification, or excuse, to play it safe Joe became an island unto himself.

Yet he had seemed perfectly fine just a few minutes ago, laughing it up with the rest of the crowd when I was goofing around during my opening monologue. It wasn’t until I became a bit too serious for Joe’s taste that his attitude completely changed. With his declaration of despair hanging in the air, Joe exhaled deeply for all to stop, see, and take pity upon him. It was as if through the years, because he had failed to address those issues from his past, Joe had trained himself to respond automatically by retreating. He did not take action, any action, when it came to confronting issues, including everyday stupid episodes: a bad day, bad luck, Murphy’s Law, tripped on your shoelace, lost the keys when late for work, spilled coffee on your shirt while stuck in traffic. Not even situations far more vital or devastating, such as discovering you have cancer, losing a loved one, or having a spouse deployed overseas to fight the war on terrorism, compared to the life of poor Ol’ Joe.

And now, as if trying to force tears from his eyes, Joe blathered, “It’s just too hard. I can’t . . . I can’t do it. I just can’t let go of all the crap in my life. I can’t do it.”

Can’t or won’t were the words that flashed through my mind. In the next second I gave Joe a quick “once-over.” I could see that he wasn’t over the hill with just a few months left to live. He seemed in good health and was dressed nicely. In other words, Joe wasn’t destitute. He wasn’t on his last leg, didn’t seem to miss too many meals, and didn’t appear to be impoverished. It hit me that Ol’ Joe was a “wallower”—someone who only feels safe, feels totally at ease with himself, while wallowing in his own self-imposed, self-absorbed misery.

If I were to help Joe, it would have to be by doing something direct and outrageous. I had to come up with something that would not only capture his attention, but would ensure that he wouldn’t wiggle away from responsibility by feeding me a never-ending series of excuses, as he no doubt, in one way or another, had done for most of his life.

With Joe’s last “It’s too hard. I can’t do it. I just can’t let go of all the crap in my life” still hanging in the air, divine guidance helped me form the words. I took a deep breath, maintained my gaze, and said, “Sir, I am sorry for your pain. I truly am.” Then in a more deliberate tone I went on to announce, “Knowing that you need to address your situations is one thing—and I commend you for that—but following through and doing something about it, once and for all, is entirely another thing.

“So, since you can’t get rid of all that crap in your life, here’s what I want you to do. Now stick with me. The next time you go to the bathroom, and I don’t mean number one, but number two, I don’t want you to go in the toilet, but, instead, I want you to go in a garbage bag. That’s right. A big, thick, heavy-duty industrial strength sack, ’cause I’m sure you got a lot of doo-doo that’s been backed up for a while. Then, since you can’t let go of all your crap, well then . . . don’t. Keep it. Keep it with you. You heard right. I want you to take it with you everywhere you go. Everywhere! I want you to physically take your crap with you all over—drag your bag to your bedroom when you make up your bed, to your bathroom when you shave, to the kitchen, where you can plunk it on the chair next to you when you have your cup of double espresso latte.” By now the audience was getting exactly what I was implying, but I bored on further: “Then, I want you to place your bag of doo in the front passenger seat when you drive to work, sit it beside you in your work space. Take it with you to the watercooler during your break, keep it with you when you go to the movies, to the gym, and on your dates, and then, late at night, when you and your bag-o’-crap are all alone, you can snuggle up next to it to keep you company.”

I stopped for a second to deliver the punch line: “I betcha after two or three days of walking around with all that crap that continues to fill your bag, day after day after day, you’ll so want to get rid of it. Won’t you, Joe?” I asked, spiking the ball back into his court. After a few more lingering seconds of dead air, all Ol’ Joe could do was nod his head in agreement.

I was in no way trying to disrespect or go out of my way to embarrass Joe as much as I was trying to get his absolute attention. My thought was to perk up the ears of anybody who still wallowed in the issues of his or her past—loss of a loved one, a sudden change in jobs, a heartbreaking divorce, an unfortunate childhood, whatever—before it took over and controlled him.

Now, I want you, dear reader, to stop for a moment, please, and take a deep breath, for I truly need you to take this to heart. The one thing that pains me to no end is when an element from your past, something that occurred maybe five, ten, twenty, thirty, or even forty-plus years ago (you’d be surprised), still dominates every facet of your life, causing you shame and misery as well as sucking all the esteem and ambition out of your life! I repeat, your life.

Now you tell me, or, more importantly, honestly ask yourself: Isn’t that just plain stupid?

I fully understand and appreciate that dealing with and healing from situations takes time. But how much time, energy, and suffering is enough to fill the void, to move on, or, more importantly, to make things better somehow? If you’re forty and still brooding over something that happened in your mid-teens, have you in fact wasted more years of your life than the event itself occupied?

Hmm?

When it comes to life in general, there is more than enough doo-doo out there as it is. Crap, crud, doo-doo, whatever you call it—it never has nor will it ever do you any good. It is what it is!

Do I Have Your Attention?

Now, some of you folks may be thinking: Dave, I know what you’re saying here, but giving us an example about crap—come on, now! True, true. I freely admit it is a little “out there.” But without apology my response is: Trust me. There is a method to my madness. 

I could use a less visual example, but in my heart I would feel hamstrung. I wouldn’t be able to make that imperative, unique, eye-opening connection that I’m determined and feel morally obligated to perform.

So that’s my position and I am holding on to it firmly.

For, as you know, there will be times when you will be in the same position, advising or helping others in one way or another—a friend, family member, or child, perhaps. Your efforts may seem unusual and maybe not all that popular or all that cool or “nouveau,” or what some folks wish to hear; however, in that role you’re there to help. There’s a certain quiet obligation to make an impact. That’s it, plain and simple. You’re not there to win a popularity contest. And when it comes to assisting others, while you can try to play it safe and not totally weigh in on the topic, or do nothing except sit quietly, stealthily, perfectly still, completely neutral on the “fence of life,” hoping you don’t offend or—Lord forbid—step on someone’s toes, you know that’s not going to work. It’s not going to help. And it sure as heck is not going to make a breakthrough for others who may be in dire need.

As a mentor, as a leader, I say if there is something you can do, do it! If you’ve got something to state, state it. Think with your head. Speak from your heart. Nine times out of ten, even those who don’t agree with your position, methods, actions, or words should at least respect your having the guts to try to make things better. And if they do not, well, to heck with them—it wouldn’t have mattered anyway.

What does matter is applying yourself to the best of your abilities, and you can do so only by ridding yourself of stupid, worthless, esteem-sucking, needless clots of crap and stopping them from further accumulating in your life.

And that, my dear friend, is what true leadership is about. Doing your best while taking a chance. Taking a stand, all the while trying to avoid the cow patties of life along the way! And when you step on one of them—which in life is completely normal and absolutely unavoidable—all you can do is scrape ’em off and continue on with your life’s journey without giving it another thought.

It’s a Natural Process

So now that I have your complete attention and I hope a little bit more of your trust, let’s break down my unusual example. To begin with, as you are fully aware, all of us have a certain amount of crud, slime, baggage, or whatever you label it, in our lives. All of us. Whether it’s past or present situations, none of us are virginal or “spotless.” Second, all of us deal with a certain amount of rubbish on a daily basis. Then add the fact that as parents, students, or everyday working folks we deal with so much that this “rubbish” actually becomes a normal part, a natural process, of our lives; from breaking an arm while playing in the front yard, to losing your homework right before the big test, to getting stuck in traffic during the most important meeting of your career, to worrying late at night about how in heaven’s name you’re going to make ends meet this month, it’s unexpected, unnecessary stuff that accumulates every day. And you have to muddle through. For the most part, you dealt with it or at the very least tried to deal with it in “auto-mode,” without a lot of thought or effort. It was as natural as walking. 

Hmm?

Think of it this way: Dealing with mental crap from your life is kind of like your digestive system. Whatever the body does not physically absorb to keep it performing—the protein, vitamins, minerals, calcium, and, yes, carbohydrates—it gets rid of through an extensive natural process. Again, no thought or effort is involved. Your stomach doesn’t think long and hard about what to do with a hamburger. It’s automatic. That’s what you want your mind to do with all that mental crud that piles up; your brain takes over, responding to and addressing everything automatically. You simply deal with it. Mentally speaking, that’s how it’s supposed to work.

But some individuals, whatever their reasons or excuses, hold on to a fair amount of that mental crud. It just keeps piling up day after day after day. It keeps amassing with no end in sight. And the more it accumulates, the harder it is to get rid of, and the more it wears us down; which, in turn, without our meaning to, programs our brains not to deal with situations that our minds automatically should take care of. And don’t forget that all that stuff filling your head, taking up all that space, backing you up, keeping you down, is nothing more than unnecessary crap! Stressing over making it to the dry cleaner’s in time, completing that task for your boss, getting pissed off when someone cuts you off in traffic—in a matter of hours, or days, do you even think you remember all that junk?

Another question (and, again, I kindly beg for your indulgence): Of all the topics all of us converse about— religion, work, the kids, the house, bills, ambitions, health, sex, politics, as well as our other wants, needs, desires—have you or anyone you know ever had a conversation about crap? Gross! Can you imagine how outrageous and completely weird that would be? “Hey, Vern, come over here to the bathroom and check out what Martha’s been feeding me.” Personally, I don’t think that would be a pleasant experience for anyone.

And why do we not talk about that stuff? Because it is what it is! More importantly, psychologically it’s not worth our time! We don’t allow that stuff, that crud, to dominate our lives. It’s a basic part of life, as many elements are, but nothing more. Period!

And that’s what leaders, moms, dads, managers, workers, and everyday folks do. We shouldn’t let crud control our lives. Every day all of us, in one way or another, have to deal with a certain amount of the stuff, and after we do, we simply move on. We cut, and we go.

Yet we allow all the psychological crud to build up and fester and take over when all we need to do is take action, by flushing it away and moving forward to proceed with our lives!

The reality is, crap is something one disregards, not gathers, collects, or needlessly clings to. Crap is the stuff you accumulate that you can and should live without! Like a smelly old shirt you haven’t worn since the birth of MTV and the heydays of Duran Duran’s “The Reflex.” Sooner or later, all of us roll back our shirtsleeves, dig in, and do some spring cleaning. One of these days we all have to commit to emptying out that overcrowded garage where we haven’t had room to park our cars since the first Bush administration (Bush Senior, that is), or that one particular closet with the buckled door that looks like it will detonate without warning every time we ever so gently, gingerly, tiptoe past that part of the house. Our house. Our world. We cringe every time we get close to “that area.” We think, we pray, that by not “going there” we’re safe. But that’s not reality. In one way or another, all of us, whether we mean to or not, open that passageway either to retrieve something or, most likely, to throw something else in there to hide, only to slam that door shut as fast as possible, hoping it all doesn’t come toppling down and bury us in the process.

And that’s no way to live.

All that unnecessary stuff from your past you have swimming in your head that you have no control over—the guilt, the shame, the remorse, the anger, the frustration, the loss—is crap. If something negative dominates you, it’s crap. If it’s not working for you, it’s crap. If you’re unhappy, unfulfilled, and overall feel bad or dejected, it’s all because of that head full of crap. Crap. Crap. Crap. Crap. Crap!
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