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For my mom, who ignited my sense of wonder,
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REAL TALK: THINGS ARE ABOUT TO GET WILDLY HONEST


As a writer, speaker, and artist, a question that I’ve struggled with tirelessly in speaking my truth—and a question that I became quite intimate with in writing this book—is “What will they think of me?”


What this question really means is “What if they reject and abandon me?”


As a ravenous consumer of vulnerable narratives, the stories that resonate with me most are the ones that reveal in vivid detail the journey of the author. Not the this-is-why-I-am-so-great-and-successful kind of vivid detail. But the this-is-how-I-fucked-everything-up-and-got-knocked-down-and-stood-back-up kind of vivid detail. For it’s in their revelation of themselves that I can see myself more clearly.


I held myself to that same ethos in writing this book: to tell stories so truthfully and so transparently, and to fill them with wildly uncomfortable yet honest details that have me feel as if I am standing naked before you with nothing to hide. My hope in doing this is not so that you can know me, but rather so that you can see you.


This process of revelation—of turning myself inside out—is terrifying and invigorating and mortifying and exhilarating. It evokes my deep-seated fears of rejection, and strikes the chord of my darkest worry: that I may not be worthy of love and connection. Writing this book has taken every ounce of everything I have inside of me, and it’s been a profound teacher for my commitment to living a life that is more strongly led by Wonder than Worry.


Every time I’m about to say something too risqué or too edgy or too truthful, the “good girl” and “people pleaser” inside of me screams, You can’t say that. They might judge you. You might let people down. Stopppp!!!! There were many times in the process of writing this book when I questioned myself, the writing, and whether or not I “should” tell this or that story. It’s then that I considered my two options:


1. Write the “safe book”—the one that won’t ruffle any feathers or shake anything up.


2. Write the “true book”—the one that might ruffle some feathers and shake some shit up.
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And because I’m committed to living a life that is true over one that is comfortable, I realized I had only one choice: to speak my wild truth.


My hope is that in reading this book, you will feel compelled to do the same.


Let’s begin.
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DON’T DIE WITH YOUR GIFTS STILL INSIDE


I was in the kitchen of my grandmother’s house when the phone rang. “It’s your dad,” she said, turning to me and handing over the phone. “But please don’t tell your mom,” she whispered.


I was three years old.


“Hi, Daddy,” I said. “Hi, sweetheart,” he replied. “I miss you. I know I haven’t been around much. I’m going to be gone for a little while. Know that no matter what—I’ll always love you.”


Even though I was only three, I remember the conversation like it was framed as a photograph in my mind. I can close my eyes and picture where I was standing in the kitchen, the coiled telephone wire I wrapped around my tiny fingers, and the way my grandmother looked at me when she said, “Don’t tell your mom about this, okay?”


I knew something wasn’t right here.


My father was a brilliant singer, songwriter, musician, and businessman. He was lead singer and played several instruments in a band called Dreamer. He used his financial savvy to give back to those in need. On his first date with my mom, he made quite the first impression when she tripped and almost fell into a puddle of mud wearing an all-white ensemble. Right before she made a splash, he swooped in to catch her. He had her, and every person he met, believe that the world revolved around them. When he was with you, he was with you.


But then he started running away. Between an abusive childhood and an addictive personality, the only way he knew how to handle his pain was through numbing. Cocaine. Rock and roll. Alcohol abuse. Cheating. Breaking into our home under the influence, taking me out from my crib, and driving eighty miles until my mom ferociously chased him down. You name it, he did it. He wasn’t exactly winning at father of the year.


And then, just a few weeks after our chat, he took it too far.


Out for a bachelor party, and under the influence of who knows what, he decided to get behind the wheel. He fell asleep, drove off a highway overpass, and under a truck. The man in his passenger seat, who was getting married the next day, died instantly at the scene. My dad, who wasn’t wearing a seat belt, was thrown to the backseat. He never regained full consciousness.


He spent the next year of his life in a coma, and the eight years after that with severe brain trauma in a care center. My momma, who wanted to protect me and the way I remembered him, kept me at a distance. That space dwindled when on a school field trip to a hospital in third grade, I asked, “Is my dad here?” I was curious to see the man who helped make me. I wanted to remember the way he would touch my hand and look at me. I wanted to remember being in his presence while he was still here. I was now nine years old, and Momma agreed to let me see him.


When we walked into his room at the care center, I saw a man I could hardly recognize. His face was swollen, and his mouth was connected to machines for breathing. An I.V. strung from his arm into bags of blood, and there were devices tracking his vitals. As I swallowed the harrowing scene I had walked into, my eyes opened widely when I noticed photos of me lining the walls at every age. My nose tickled as the sensation of tears began to well in my eyes.


I spent the next few hours with him, asking him questions he didn’t have the capacity to answer, laughing at his goofy smile, and taking in the dose of Dad that I’d craved my entire youth. When it was time to go, I squeezed his hand and wished him well. I wondered if I’d ever see him again.


Every day after that, I thought of him and sent him peace. I wished for his misery to end, and for his life to begin anew. It was just a few days before Father’s Day—on my grandmother’s birthday—when I received the news that he had died. I remember that moment vividly—the way my hair was brushed up in a ponytail, the crossed position of my legs, and the white and flowered journal I was writing in—because in that moment, I felt the most profound sense of trust and relief. His suffering had gone on for too long, and now he could finally rest in peace.


What did upset me, however, was his wasted talent, creativity, and gifts. While I didn’t have the language to interpret my emotions at the time, now I can put words to the wondering I felt as a kid: I wondered how his life may have been different if he had more direction, more encouragement, and more self-compassion. I wondered about the contributions he could have made in his one lifetime had he worked up the courage to face himself, to work through his demons, and to understand the root of his pain. I wondered what art may have come through him, what business contributions he may have made, and the sense of self he may have discovered along the way. He had so much to give, but he got lost along the way.


Call it intuition, my higher self, or a sliver of something I heard from Oprah once, but I very specifically heard a calm voice whisper these words: Please don’t die with your gifts still inside.


And now, I turn to you, and say the same.


Please don’t die with your gifts still inside.


Please don’t be like the majority who regret what they could have done, but didn’t do, as Australian nurse Bronnie Ware saw when she counseled the dying in their last days. “I wish I would have lived a life true to myself, not the life others expected of me” is what she uncovered as the most common regret. In their final breaths, most people hadn’t honored even half of their dreams. Instead, they took those unexpressed gifts to the grave.


In the book Die Empty, Todd Henry says the most valuable land in the world is not Manhattan, or the oil fields of the Middle East, or the gold mines of South Africa. It’s the graveyard. “In the graveyard are buried all of the unwritten novels, never-launched businesses, unreconciled relationships, and all of the other things that people thought, ‘I’ll get around to that tomorrow.’ One day, however, their tomorrow ran out.”


When I think back to the day of my dad’s car accident, I can close my eyes and imagine the long list of tomorrows that may have gone through his mind when he decided to drive under the influence:


Tomorrow, I’ll drink a little less.


Tomorrow, I’ll make a more responsible decision.


Tomorrow, I’ll watch my best friend get married.


Tomorrow, I’ll call my baby girl.


Tomorrow, I’ll resolve my differences with her mother.


Tomorrow, I’ll finally record my album.


Tomorrow, I’ll …


But his tomorrow never came.


I don’t want to be like my father. I remember that thought so intensely as a teenager and young adult. I don’t want to be like my father, which really meant, I don’t want to die with my gifts still inside. It’s only now, as an adult, that I can see how I was my father’s gift, and his accident was one of mine.


His untimely death birthed me into the realization that life is fragile and every moment is an invitation to be alive. It led to my profound curiosity around what it means to live each day fully, which sent me on a path of asking—and seeking to answer—a central question: How do we express the fullness of who we are and what we have to give?




A CONFESSION: I WAS DYING WITH MY GIFTS STILL INSIDE


This book almost didn’t get written.


I was too busy helping other people launch their books and careers, creating a global art movement, falling in love with an incredible man, holding personal discovery retreats around the world, sharing daily inspirations for a dedicated audience, and speaking onstage about creating the things we most long to create. Along the way, I realized I was very good at hiding from the one thing I most longed to create: this book.


I knew there was a message inside of me that I had to share, a truth that was ready to be expressed. But I kept getting in my own way.


When I got quiet and curious with myself, I peered inside and discovered a core belief gnawing at my soul and keeping me paralyzed. I noticed a conversation on repeat in my subconscious mind, encouraging me to do anything but what I most wanted. I discovered an all-pervasive, heart-wrenching whisper that crept into my dreams and waking life.


That voice said, “You aren’t good enough to do this.”


And let’s be honest, it wasn’t just one voice—it was a whole theater of critics that questioned my talents and self-worth.


I heard:


“Who are you to do this?”


“Hasn’t this already been done?”


“Will anyone care?”


“What if people judge you?”


“What if you get rejected, fail, and fall flat on your face?”


“What if you get bored? (You always get bored.)”


“Oh look: They’re better than you.”


“Your story doesn’t matter.”


“Are you sure you’re ready?”


“Do you have enough experience?”


And, of course, “Are you thin enough, smart enough, or talented enough to even do this?” (Ugh. So annoying.)


For many years, these worries ran the show. My team of inner critics ruled my life and kept me from writing this book for you. Years passed and little progress was made. Birthdays and new years would begin with bold declarations like, “This is the year I commit to finally writing the book my soul yearns to write!!”


I’d tell my friends. I’d write it on a Post-it note and put it on my mirror. I’d start every day with positive affirmations. Another Google doc entitled, THE BOOK!!! would be created, and I’d begin to write.


Then, a few weeks would pass, distractions would build, and suddenly all the other “important things” would take over. Slowly, I’d sabotage my biggest dream.


“Why can’t I commit?” I’d ask myself, ashamed. “Why can’t I follow through on the one thing that means the most to me?”


I’d watch with envy as friends brought their books into the world. I’d be happy for them, of course. And, my soul would ache watching someone else accomplishing a dream that’s still swirling around inside of me.


It was a clear signal: You long to write. Your envy is a signal of the untapped potential within you. Now is the time. Go, go, go! The cycle of excitement would begin anew, but stop before I had the chance to be rejected or denied.


Maybe you can relate with something you care deeply about?


Is there a book you want to write?


… a revolution you want to start?


… a company you dream of creating?


… a part of yourself you want to discover?


… an idea you can’t stop thinking about?


… a relationship you want to cultivate?


If you, like me, know there is something inside of you to express, and a kind of life you want to create, but you keep getting in your own way—I get it. I know your pain. I’ve been in your shoes.


That’s why I’ve written this book for you.




THE CHOICE: MOVING FROM WORRY TO WONDER


Every child comes into this world with infinite curiosity and wonder for the world around them. Slowly, though, that wonder is socialized and conditioned out of us and replaced with worry.


It wasn’t until I did everything I thought I was supposed to do and became who I thought everyone wanted me to be that I realized something was missing on the inside.


In an attempt to get back in touch with the curious and creative child I once knew but felt so far from, I turned my life into a living laboratory for uncovering who I am before the world told me who to be.


I began reading every book on self-discovery I could get my hands on. I met and learned with psychologists, healers, artists, neuroscientists, entrepreneurs, authors, astrologers, mystics, and leaders—many of whom you’ll hear from in this book. Every day, I turned to one of my longest and dearest friends—my journal—to move beyond the critic and get in touch with the still, quiet voice within. I began exploring curiosities and ideas with a kind of wild abandon to see what felt right and true and me.


In the process, I discovered I was capable of far more than I ever imagined, particularly when I stopped listening to the critics inside my head. As I learned to look at every moment, challenge, and bullshit story in my mind through a lens of wonder, I ignited my imagination, opened up possibilities where they previously did not exist, saw the beauty and magic available in each moment, and peeled back the layers of conditioning to uncover and access the truth that resides within.


Each moment has provided me with clues and insights for my path, and now, for your journey with this book. Part master class, part memoir, part map—this book is a guide to moving through the myths that get in the way of being your most alive and actualized self.


I suspect you’re reading this because there are aspects of yourself that you want to discover and express. I wrote this book to coax that out of you. To show what’s possible when wonder leads the way.
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Journal into Wonder


The answers are already within you. You’ll find journal prompts throughout the book to connect you with your inner knowing and voice of truth. Begin with this inquiry: What is your relationship like with Worry? With Wonder?
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MEET WORRY AND WONDER


Inside our minds there is a nasty little voice, a saboteur, a censor, and an eternal critic who creates a constant stream of scathing remarks that are usually disguised as The Truth. I call this voice Worry.
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Worry says things like:


Who the hell are you to do this?


You’re not actually going to say that, right?


Nope. Not you. Not ever. Not enough.


Look at them: they’re better than you.


You suck. You suck. You suck.


You get the picture.





It took me a long while to realize that Worry’s voice is not the truth, and is in fact so very far from the truth, that when listened to, will only take us further and further away from accessing and expressing the real truth that resides inside.


I finally stopped taking Worry so damn seriously when I learned to see it for what it is: a blocking device. A mechanism in our brains that’s designed to keep us from doing anything too risky or too uncomfortable (aka things that are glorious and meaningful and worthwhile and life-altering). It was underneath my long and tedious tales of unworthiness, not-enoughness, perfectionism, shame, and who I thought I was “supposed to be” that I discovered another voice. A much more kind, compassionate, and curious one. One that wants us to do well, be seen, and pursue that which we most desire. One that knows with all of its knowing our truest truth. That voice is Wonder.
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Wonder knows what we’re capable of, and is committed to nudging us closer and closer to who we were before the world told us who to be. Wonder supports us in deciphering between the disempowering stories we inherited and made up, and the stories that strike the chord of resonance from within.





When Worry says, Who the hell are you to do that?, Wonder chimes in to say, If not you, then who?


When Worry is on its high horse, declaring, You’re not actually going to say that, right?, Wonder will ever so clearly state, You are here to speak your truth. Today. Tomorrow. Always. Is what you want to say a reflection of your truth?


And when Worry is inclined to keep the same soundtrack of judgment and fear and anxiety playing over and over and over again, Wonder will name the worry to tame it by saying, Hey judgment, I see you. Hey fear, I see you. Hey anxiety, I see you. I get that you’re trying to keep us safe here, and I respect that. But we’re on an important adventure, and you are forbidden from navigating.


Worry and Wonder are perpetually pointing us away from or toward who we truly are and what we’re here to give. In every moment of every day, we get to choose whom we listen to: Worry or Wonder.


Which will you choose?


Whenever I share this invitation with people, there is a resounding call for Wonder.


As important as it is to listen to Wonder, it can be useful to honor Worry, too. Why? Because not all Worry is destructive.




NOT ALL WORRY IS DESTRUCTIVE. IT CAN BE USEFUL.


Last year, when I finished a talk about Worry and Wonder, a woman approached me near the stage and said, “My dad always told me that ninety percent of what I worried about wouldn’t happen. I told him that’s because I worried about it and figured out a solution.”


We both laughed.


And therein lies an important point: Not all Worry is destructive. Worry can be useful. Sometimes.


Our Worry voice can express itself in two ways: as toxic worry or as useful worry.


Toxic worry is the relentless, looping thoughts that paralyze and prevent you from taking action or moving forward. It’s the gripping rumination on the past and anxiety about the future—a habit that Stanford neurosurgeon Dr. James Doty said we spend nearly 80 percent of our time and attention on.


Useful worry is the foresight to imagine setbacks and challenges, make a plan, and take action. Worry is useful only when it’s within our control and empowers us to act. So when our Worry voice chimes in, we can ask two questions:


1. Is this a real possibility?


2. Is there any productive action I can take right now?


When it’s not a real possibility and there aren’t productive steps to take, we know we’re triggering what neuroscientists call the “threat detection system” in our brain. Thanks to evolution, worry and fear have been wired in our systems for millions of years as a mechanism to keep us safe. To some extent, we need it. Without it, your ancestors would have been eaten by saber-toothed tigers. You would jump off an outrageously high cliff just to see if you could make the landing. You would enter into a business partnership with someone who stated from the outset, “I’m entering into this arrangement with the intention of using you and taking your money.” You would fall in love with someone who said, “I have no desire of ever committing to you.”


Worry prevents us from actual threats to our survival, like the ones I’ve listed above. But when it comes to pursuing what’s meaningful to us, those desires typically come along with some level of uncertainty and unknown, which our brains label as “dangerous.” That’s when Worry starts screaming for safety, and we’re inclined to shut down, avoid new experiences, seek familiarity, and push away our dreams. When this happens—when the experience of worry isn’t bringing us closer to who we are and the gifts we’re here to give—it’s noise. A toxic and paralyzing ricocheting inside our minds that, if not monitored, can strangle the life out of us.
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