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Introduction














When I was first approached to write this book, I was in the throes of morning sickness. Not the Instagrammable kind either – I’m talking a spewing-my-dry-toast-up-in-the-kitchen-sink kinda sick. Add this to my usual day, which involves taking care of my two bulldogs, Lola Lou and Archie Rose (yes, like the gin), handling the joys of pregnancy (like getting kicked from the inside at 2am), and working as a writer, speaker and model from the renovated church my high school sweetheart and I live in on the outskirts of Byron Bay (you ain’t never had a friend like me!) and I’m a little short on time, to say the least. The last thing I felt like doing was sitting down and writing.


But when I thought about what I wanted to leave for my daughter, still growing inside me, I knew I had to write this book. If I could leave one life lesson as a legacy for her – and for any other woman, mother, daughter or lover, for that matter – it would be this:


Put yourself first.


I’m speaking from personal experience. As you’ll see throughout this book, I have 30-plus years of pleasing others before myself, and I also have six years of mentoring hundreds of women (and some men!) on this topic from all over the world.


It’s undeniable that women have been praised for our self-sacrifice, celebrated for our silence and applauded for our ‘good-girl’ behaviours. For far too long, we’ve been the peace-keepers. The martyrs. The people pleasers. For me, this way of life led to years of deep-seated resentment – towards both others and myself – as I continued to put my needs, wants and desires second to everybody else’s. Because that’s just what we’re supposed to do, right?


So I watched on as the women in my life – mothers, grandmothers, aunties and friends – all self-sacrificed under the guise of being ‘good’, ‘kind’ and experts at avoiding conflict. Which, in turn, led to burnout, depletion and bitterness. I noticed a pattern here, and it wasn’t one I particularly liked – and yet, I was also caught up in this way of living, as I wasn’t taught any other way. It was all I knew.


The game completely changed for me when I started to do things differently, when my only option was to put myself – my health, wellbeing, mindset, all of it  – before anything and anybody else. And while, yes, it took a lot of trial and error, and some serious metaphoric skinned knees (all of which you will learn about in this book), I am writing this from a place of true alignment. And I know it’s because I figured out how to back myself, my values and my life dreams. I learned how to finally put myself first.


Because here’s the thing: if you won’t, who will?


So, I firstly wrote this book for my little girl and filled it with the lessons I hope to leave her with as she grows. But I also wrote it for the little girl in you – and in me. The little girl who was told she was too much, that her dreams were too big, or that she wasn’t enough.


It’s time for a reclamation.


It’s time to put yourself first.


How to use this book


When it comes to living in alignment with your values and pursuing the life you know is destined for you, a people-pleasing way of living is one of the largest barriers to entry. Consider this book your preventative measure. I have sectioned it into a step-by-step guide to work through at your own pace. Scattered among the words are activities and exercises for you to complete in your own time. Each section invites you to ‘master’ the practices before you move on to the next one. Take your time with it. This isn’t an ordinary book!


It’s one thing to read positive words on a page, have an inspiring experience, and then stick the book on your shelf to collect dust for years to come. It’s another thing entirely to implement the workings of the book, so that you walk away with not just an inspiring tale of someone else’s journey but also the beginnings of your own story to tell.









Please note that the stories, examples and personal experiences in this book are from the perspective of my journey as a privileged, middle-class white female living in Australia. I recognise and respect that not every person has been afforded the opportunities and life experiences I have had, and I hope that this book offers a semblance of guidance for you, no matter your upbringing or personal life journey. These teachings have resonated with many people from many different backgrounds – from places of privilege, to joining my program homeless from a car, to not being able to leave the house due to chronic illness – and I deeply believe there is something for everyone in this book.





An introduction to people pleasing


Imagine someone you love deeply. (If you were sitting in front of me, I’d ask you to close your eyes to really feel their presence, but you need your eyes to keep reading this, so let’s skip that part.) This person you’re imagining is someone you would drop everything for if they ever needed you. A 2am phone call in need of help? You’re on it! They’re doubting their capabilities or worth? Pep talk coming right up! You sing their praises, shower them with gifts and maybe carve out all of your free time to spend with them. Who comes to mind?


Now, it would be very common for you to say your best friend, partner or a family member. Maybe even your dog (I’ve been known to). While this is very beautiful, loving and noble, did the thought ever cross your mind to maybe … just maybe … say yourself?


If the answer is yes, then congratulations. You either:


a) Genuinely prioritise yourself, your own self-care and have likely done a fair bit of work in the personal-development arena. Standing ovation for you!


OR


b) You put two and two together that this book is about putting yourself first, so you hacked the system. Clever cookie. You also get a standing ovation.


But now, let’s take our seats.


The reality is, the majority of people reading this would have had themselves far down their list of priorities. Putting yourself before your loved ones? Impossible! In fact, I have delivered this exercise countless times in live workshops over the years – sitting opposite hundreds of people from all walks of life – and guess how many people have actually put themselves first? Three. And each of those three had heavily invested in the work of putting themselves first.


The thing is, this way of being isn’t likely innate. Or it is, until it isn’t anymore. This is where we can draw inspo from babies. Yep, babies. Think about it … Their innate need is that of survival. Hungry = cry. Tired = cry. Feeling the feels = cry, and laugh, and make those weird gurgling sounds that are only cute when coming from babies.


Now, I’m not here encouraging you to cry every time you feel hungry (although, have you met me?). And I’m absolutely not recommending a strong gurgle sesh when you want to capture an audience. But what I am encouraging you to start to think about is why? Why are babies so good at putting their needs first? Shouldn’t wisdom teach us that, with age, we know how to do this too? Even better than when we first started out? What happens instead is a weird reverse ‘Benjamin Button effect’, where we start to forget our innately human needs the older we get.


There are a few obvious pieces to remember here:




	Babies can’t talk. They can’t express their needs through spoken word, so feeling an emotion is a sure-fire way to do it.


	Limiting beliefs don’t exist yet. I can almost guarantee you a baby isn’t thinking, ‘Oh gosh, what will everyone think if I burst into tears right now? I don’t want to wake anyone up. I’ll just stay put.’


	In my opinion, the biggest piece is that babies are pure love. They are made of love. They embody love. They don’t know any other way to be yet.





In time, sure, this embodiment of love will change. They will start to mirror the behaviours they see around them. Those of their parents, their guardians and their loved ones. Those of mainstream media, television and music. Those of their teachers and peers. And before long, the baby will be developing into ‘inner child’ territory.


But this is also when fear arises, which can manifest as feelings of self-doubt, stress and overwhelm. All which speak far louder, and in more demanding tones, than the voice of love. The key piece to remember is this: the love hasn’t gone anywhere. It’s still here *taps chest*. Always. We’ve just forgotten how to listen to it.


This is where the game changes. I’m about to hand you a (metaphoric) stethoscope. That heart of yours is going to start speaking louder and louder. And when you listen to her? Well … you’re coming back home. You’re finally putting you first.











SECTION 1


Know Thyself














CHAPTER 1


Meet the Selfs 
(Doubt, Worth and Belief)





I first face-planted into rock bottom about six years ago, although at the time I didn’t realise that’s what had happened. On the outside, to most people, I looked like I was thriving.


I had a well-paid corporate job and spent almost five years working my way up the business ladder. I was managing publicly listed client accounts, I shopped at high-end fashion retailers and worked in a small office in Sydney’s CBD. You know those corporate-zombie stares on your morning commute? Yeah, I had mine down pat. Each morning, I rolled out of bed, already in my activewear from the night before (the Kardashians taught me that one), and would go to the gym before the sun rose with my corporate gear packed in my gym bag. I took my lunch breaks at the Westfield food court in Pitt Street Mall (if you haven’t ever been, think fancy-AF food court for high rollers) and, after a full day of work (strategising, creating and mainly appeasing unhappy clients – my forte), I took the hour-long bus trip back to the beautiful Northern Beaches rental I shared with my then boyfriend (now husband) Trent. Maybe stopping back at the gym on my way home.


Social time was kept for the weekends. Which was also family time. And more time to exercise. Speaking of time, I had none of it. I was the embodiment of ‘busy’ and I wore it like my favourite corporate dress. I was important. I was needed. I was only 25 and already wondering if this was it. Was this all life had in store for me?


When that first little niggle of doubt crept in, I was very good at ignoring it. Or, more so, pushing it down. I’d tell myself stories, such as: ‘Hollie, nobody really likes what they do for work – what makes you any different?’ ‘You like the people you work with, and you get paid well, so just be grateful for what you have.’ And, my personal favourite: ‘I don’t even know what it is I want from life, so of course I’ll just keep going this way until an answer becomes clear.’


I liked playing it safe. Safe felt good, even though … really … it felt awful. Your typical type-A high achiever, I’d been playing it safe my entire life. My way of feeling worthy, deserving and appreciated was through achievement. (I know this now after years of unpacking it, but at the time, I was none the wiser.)


I studied hard at school because when I topped a subject, I felt worthy. I went to university because that’s just what you did after school. In my mind, there was no other option. I settled into a corporate job – even though nowhere in my life previously was I interested in business, strategy or marketing – because I needed to prove (to myself, mostly) that I was an adult and I could work hard and make money. Because that’s what you did, right?


It’s important to recognise here that I was also grappling with generalised anxiety disorder. This is something I had experienced since I was a five-year-old girl, panicking about what would happen if I couldn’t fall asleep each night. At rock bottom, generalised anxiety had morphed its way into panic disorder. I was a statistic – the one in seven women moving through life with an anxiety-related condition.1 At the time, I was also seeing my therapist. This was something I had done consistently from my early teens, sitting with the school counsellor (remember those rake and sandpit Zen games they had on their desk? Such a vibe). But still, I felt empty, without purpose, lost.


Living out of alignment


I wonder if you can relate to this sense of disconnection. Maybe for you it isn’t about work at all – but something, somewhere in your life, feels disjointed. Like you know deep down there is so much more for you – more love, more adventure, more joy. But it’s not enough to have that knowing if you don’t know what to do with it, right? That’s what I thought, too. So it got worse before it got better.


I started to suffer Sunday-itis. No, not Monday-itis. I was scared of Sundays. Because Sunday felt like so much pressure. I resented Mondays with such force that even the day before became filled with dread. I knew what Sunday night meant – another emotional breakdown, confessing to Trent ‘I hate my job’ like I was the worst (and only) human in the world to ever utter those words aloud.


Then, I’d throw myself straight back into it. Panic attacks became a daily occurrence. I’ve lost count of how many times in the office I’d have to remove myself to have a breakdown. I became very good at using my time on public transport to cry (big glasses are a must) and pulling it together, for the most part, between those partitioned walls.


I’d always been good at putting on the happy face. (I think I owe that partially to my excellent tooth-to-mouth ratio equating to a larger-than-life smile.) Happy-face-Hollie is my go-to when coping with distress. Trouble at home? Smile through school. Soul slowly dying because I’d forgotten what it meant to actually live in alignment? Laugh it off and grin through it. In fact, there are likely past clients or team members reading this who had no idea how bad it was. I became very good at pretending. I didn’t know any other way. Universe forbid I actually admitted I was unhappy. Why? Because that meant I would likely hurt people.


In my mind, I was trapped. I couldn’t leave my job because the team ‘needed’ me, my clients ‘needed’ me and I ‘needed’ to make money to support my life with Trent. If I really, truly left and put my happiness and wellbeing first? Well, then, obviously I would let everyone down, I’d be the most hated gal in Sydney’s CBD and all of my family and friends would see me for what I was – a fraud, who was nothing without her achievements.


Letting go of martyrdom


I see these concerns time and time again – especially with women. There’s this weird martyrdom thing we do – often unconsciously – and somewhere along the way (likely mirroring behaviours from our parents), we start to self-sacrifice in the name of being a ‘good’ person. Mamas are excellent at doing this. Putting themselves at the bottom of the priority list because that’s just what you do, right? But why? Just because something has always been done a certain way, it doesn’t mean it’s the ‘right’ way for you. It’s taken me five years of deep personal work to figure this out.


And, as I write this, with a baby growing in my belly and a fire in my heart (also, baby is a fire sign, so I’ve got some extra flames at play here), I want to challenge the norm of societal standards. No longer will I martyr myself to a job, a friendship or a societal ideal. No longer will I glorify self-sacrifice in the name of being the ‘good’ girl. The good mum, the good friend, the good wife, the good *insert your identity label here*.


You know what actually feels really good? Living in alignment with your values, your truth and what lights you up. That shit doesn’t just feel good … it feels expansive. Inspiring. Exciting!


‘But how, Hollie?!’ I hear you cry. ‘Tell me your secrets!’ You’re in the right place, reader. Even if you’re reading this with your giant sunnies set in place on your long-ass commute to your soul-destroying job, I see you. I’ve been you. And I’m here to teach you that there is another way.


Exploring your limiting beliefs


To kick things off, let’s get to know you more. What makes you tick, what makes you cringe and, most importantly, the stories you are telling yourself that are becoming your reality. For example, in my life so far, it’s very clear that there were a few key ‘stories’ at play, holding me back from making any real changes in my life. You might like to call these your limiting beliefs – the stories placing limitations on what it is you believe to be true about you and your current version of reality.


These limiting beliefs are always fuelled by one of the following ‘selfs’:




	Self-doubt: ‘I’m not good enough,’ ‘I can’t do x, y, z,’ or, like my earlier example, ‘I don’t know what I want from life, so I’ll just stay put.’ Self-doubt is debilitating. It’s the voice in your head telling you all of the reasons under the sun why life isn’t safe and why you’re not capable. If self-doubt were a friend, they’d be draining AF.


	Self-worth: This sneaky-little ‘self’ is obsessed with validation, attention and feeling deserving. When we are fuelled with self-worth, we are more inclined to act on inspiration without question. When our self-worth tank is running on empty, we’re more inclined to say things such as, ‘Yeah, that’s all well and good for you, Hollie, but good things don’t happen to me like they do to other people.’ Sounds like someone needs a little pep talk! Self-worth is a literal birthright – something we are all entitled to. Yet, under the guise of perhaps humility, but more likely deeply rooted guilt or shame (we’ll get to that in Chapter 3), our self-worth stories are like a traffic controller holding a very large, very red STOP sign, right on the edges of our current reality and what our dream life could be.


	Self-belief: The antidote to self-doubt and self-worth. We like her – she can stay. Self-belief is the voice in your head (perhaps she sounds like Oprah, or is that just me?) telling you that you are deserving, capable, smart and enough. Right now. Just as you are. Find that one hard to get your head around? Don’t worry, me too. For now, just understanding these concepts is enough. We will be working with them for the next little while, so recognising when they arise is all that is necessary.





The idea here is that now you have more awareness of the voices of the ‘selfs’. You may find that they are running the show. Notice the part of you that is not actually any one of these voices – you’re the observer instead.


So when you hear the voice of self-doubt creeping in, saying, ‘I could never run my own business,’ you, as the observer, can witness this with loving compassion. Maybe you’ll even say ‘hi’ to self-doubt. Invite her to pull up a chair. Get to know her. You might even contemplate why she is telling you this story.


Likewise, you will start to witness the moments self-belief drops in. Maybe she’s throwing you a solo dance party to celebrate an epic achievement, or perhaps she’s eyeing you in the mirror exclaiming, ‘Girl, you look goooooood!’ Again, observe her. What are her motives? How does it feel to be in her energy?






Activity: Meet the selfs


Become aware of your selfs and the stories they are telling you over the coming days. Observe what arises and capture everything here.


Self-doubt tells me:




Self-worth tells me:




Self-belief tells me:











Becoming aware


I first became aware of the voices in my head at peak rock bottom. (Note: I was still in denial about said rock bottom at this point. I just assumed everyone felt as crappy as I did every day and nothing would ever change that.)


I was completing one of those personality tests that you’re often asked to do in ‘business land’ as a way to profile the type of person you are. On starting, we were told that there were no right or wrong answers. Of course, high-achiever me knew that was a lie to throw us off scent, so I gave the test my all.


When the profiling company phoned us to give us our feedback, mine went as follows: ‘Hollie, you’re obviously a high achiever and very good at x, y and z …’ So far, so good, I thought. Tell me something I don’t know. ‘… but I am slightly concerned by how much you worry.’ Wait. What? ‘I’m sorry, I don’t think I understand. You’re telling me I worry a lot?’ I asked in what I can only assume now was a hyper-defensive attempt at dismissing negative feedback. ‘Look, I think it’s best you speak to a professional,’ she replied gently. I agreed, all the while playing it ‘totally-unphased-but-wait-a-second-I’m-very-phased’.


I took my ‘unphased-but-actually-totally-phased’ demeanour home with me that evening and brought it up with Trent with a giggle. ‘Can you believe she said that I worry too much?’ I laughed. ‘I mean, yeah I get stressed about things, but everyone does!’ To which Trent replied: ‘Hollie, I tell you this all the time. You worry about everything.’


Therein lies the exact moment my face made direct contact with rock bottom.


I decided to prove everyone wrong and show that I was actually cool, calm, collected and any other ‘c’ word you can think of to describe a chill demeanour (ooh, there’s one). The next day on the commute to work, I started to write my ‘worry list’. Not dissimilar to the Meet The Selfs activity, I started documenting every worry-fuelled thought or question that crept in.


The list grew and, by lunchtime, pages of my notebook were filled with worries.


It included little things such as:




	What if that client I have to speak with today is aggressive again?


	I really want another holiday but we don’t have enough savings.





And medium things such as:




	What if I’m not good at sex and Trent gets bored of me? (Genuine concern of mine at the time, people!)


	I really want to go to Sarah’s birthday this weekend, but I feel so sick and run-down.





And not-so great, big things (that took up the most space) such as:




	What do I do about work? I don’t like my job and I have no idea where to go from here.


	What happens if I have another panic attack on the bus?


	What if I get home from work and find our dog dead? (Literally, it was a daily concern of mine. Specifics of her death were also different each day. Remember, I was also grappling with an anxiety disorder.)





Written down on paper, staring back at me, was a laundry list of vibes I was carrying around each day. And none of them were great. No wonder I was tired, sad and stressed. So, I did what I knew I needed. I got help.


My healing journey


I upped my Mental Health Treatment Plan to receive more therapy. We spent our sessions unpicking why the people pleaser in me was putting everyone’s needs before my own to the point of a complete and utter nervous breakdown. With help from my GP and naturopath, I started a health and supplement regimen to manage my stress levels, which at the time had amounted to acute adrenal fatigue. I had to stop all exercise and rest every spare moment I had, which meant actually creating spare moments to rest. I missed birthdays and celebrations, and took more sick days in five months than I had in the previous four years. I lost friends. But even more, I lost myself. For a time, my life consisted of moving from my bed to the couch (sometimes with Trent carrying me). Friends would come and binge-watch The Hills with me on the weekends I was lonely. I was pretending everything was ‘fine’, until I gave myself permission to admit it wasn’t.


At this time, I started curiously observing the personal development world. I grew up with a mum who covered our fridge in affirmations and had a bookshelf filled with Louise Hay and Wayne Dyer self-help books. So, I started reading. A year or so earlier, when my dad was diagnosed with cancer, I had discovered the work of the late Jessica Ainscough – who was known as the ‘Wellness Warrior’ – and was rabbit-holing myself down paths that today seem like no-brainers, but six or so years ago were pretty new (or were to me, at least). I wanted my dad to get better, so I became a woman on a holistic-healing mission. We started juicing, I experimented with chia seeds and quinoa (I even started my first wellness blog – Cooking With Coconut – to capture my rogue creations) and I began meditating.


What I hadn’t yet explored, however, were even simpler concepts such as affirmation work and gratitude practices. To me, they’d always seemed way too simple. And, for most of us, when something is ‘too simple’, we often dismiss it. It wasn’t until I had no other option but to give this ‘positive vibes’ thing a go that everything started to drastically change.


Enter stage left, Dr Masaru Emoto. In his bestselling book, The Hidden Messages in Water, Dr Emoto shares his studies in water consciousness. (Bear with me, reader – this is where things get interesting.) Also known as the ‘Water Experiment’, Dr Emoto performed a range of experiments on water. He used positive spoken and written affirmations (things like ‘I love you’ and ‘You are worthy’), played the water various types of music (from healing to heavy metal) and even used low-vibrational language (think ‘I hate you’ or really, anything spoken by self-doubt). The molecules of water that were spoken to kindly formed the most incredibly breathtaking crystals. Those that were spoken to poorly rarely formed – they were dirty and not too nice to look at. (You can see for yourself by searching ‘water experiment’ on YouTube.) What Dr Emoto’s experiment illustrates is that words and music have a direct impact on the molecular structure of water.


But why does this matter? Why am I all of a sudden talking about water? (Other than a nice little reminder to get your daily hydration in!) Because up to 60 per cent of the human body is water. We are water. (Or, like that meme doing the rounds – we’re cucumbers with anxiety. But I prefer the former!) The words we speak and think literally form our reality. They are what we become. Again, when I first saw this experiment, it seemed too easy. So I kept searching.


It wasn’t long before my next teacher appeared – enter stage right, Louise Hay (what a line-up!). I picked up my mum’s copy of her book You Can Heal Your Life and devoured its pages. A metaphysical teacher, Hay’s work captured everything I knew to be true in my heart but hadn’t yet found echoed outside: that there is a level of responsibility for most of what we call into our lives. That if we get clear on what our thought patterns are, we can rewrite them. And that when we rewrite our stories and speak to ourselves differently, our lives start to change. I still remember working through this book for the very first time, dedicating an entire journal to it and a week away at a retreat in nature. I was committed to making it work. The former me that thought talking kindly to myself was ‘too simple’, ‘too hippie’ and ‘too out there’ had become a gal that had literally no other option. I could stay stuck, unhappy and bruised (from the face-planting and also the ego) or I could change.




Activity: Self-talk


Once you have captured your ‘self-stories’, it’s time to get clear on the language you are using towards yourself and how it makes you feel. The good and the not-so-good. Remember, this is a space for you to observe, rather than judge.


The words I speak to/about myself that feel good:


The words I speak to/about myself that don’t feel good:









The power of gratitude


Once you’re clear on your self-stories, it’s time to rewrite the not-so-good ones. The easiest way to do this? It all begins with gratitude. Harvard Medical School released an article in 2021 claiming that in positive psychology research, gratitude is strongly associated with greater happiness.2 In fact, research has shown that the act of feeling grateful has a number of profound effects, ranging from cultivating positive feels to improving health and dealing with adversity. Most high achievers with any sort of daily wellbeing practice will count gratitude as a top-tier must – from Oprah to Richard Branson to Steve Jobs and, hey, let’s throw myself in there for good measure.


It’s a hard job to start reflecting on what you’re grateful for when you truly don’t feel grateful for much, but just like practise makes strength (not perfection, because we don’t strive for that anymore, do we friends?), practising gratitude consistently over time has a profound impact on your state of mind. I remember vividly the first time I started practising gratitude. I was on a crowded bus, early in the morning in bumper-to-bumper Sydney traffic, with absolutely no energy left to be standing on a bus, let alone getting through an entire work day. And yet, I whipped out my phone and wrote in my Notes three things I was grateful for that morning:




	I am grateful for my home.


	I am grateful for Trent.


	I am grateful for Lola (#crazydoglady).





Each morning, I repeated this exercise. I’d replaced my morning gym sesh with a brain-loving sesh instead. And before long, it became easier. I was able to reflect on the little things in my day I was grateful for. The beauty of the sunrise at the bus stop before work. A laughing fit with colleagues that made my cheeks hurt. A cuddle on the lounge after a big work day. So while externally life hadn’t drastically changed yet, I started to create a reframe. I was seeing the good again.


I started that practice six years ago, and it is one I continue to use to this day. I swear by it and its simplicity. Often, when it comes to working on ourselves, we are met with one of two main excuses: ‘I can’t afford it’ and ‘I don’t have time’. The beauty of a daily gratitude practice is that these excuses don’t exist. Today, my gratitude practice is a daily voice note to my bestie. We share our gratitudes, experience joy together and it holds us each to account in the practice. While right now, you may not see how being grateful is one of your ultimate tools to finally putting you first, all I ask is that you have trust in the practice.




Activity: Daily gratitudes 


Start a daily gratitude practice by acknowledging three things you are grateful for each day. Share your gratitudes with someone (your children, your lover, a bestie) for extra accountability.


Some tips:




	Try to mix up the gratitudes each day. Thankful for a friend today? Think of someone else tomorrow.


	Play with the ways you express gratitude – try your journal, a voice note or the Notes in your phone. Bonus points when the gratitude practice is spoken aloud.


	Start to take note of the instances each day that spark a grateful feeling inside of you – when are you feeling most grateful?





Stick to at least three, but you can’t OD! 
The more, the better!







CHAPTER 1 SUMMARY


Your takeaways:




	Become aware of your ‘selfs’ and the way they speak to you.


	Capture the words that feel good, and not-so-good.


	Start your gratitude practice.





Stretch targets:




	Watch ‘Water Experiment’  by Dr Emoto on YouTube.


	Read You Can Heal Your Life by Louise Hay.









Next, we’re diving into all things ‘the reframe’.
 That is, once you’re clear on your limiting beliefs and stories, how can you rewrite them and, more importantly, create change that has staying power?







1 www.beyondblue.org.au/media/statistics


2 www.health.harvard.edu/healthbeat/giving-thanks-can-make-you-happier
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