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To my family, born with and bogarted



















Man, in his blindness, is quite satisfied with himself, but heartily dislikes the circumstances and situations of his life. He feels this way, not knowing that the cause of his displeasure lies not in the condition nor the person with whom he is displeased, but in the very self he likes so much. Not realizing that “he surrounds himself with the true image of himself” and that “what he is, that only can he see,” he is shocked when he discovers that it has always been his own deceitfulness that made him suspicious of others…


—Neville Goddard

















Foreword



How to Get Out of Your Own Way


Mark Hyman, MD


Here’s the truth about me.


I get in my own way. Chances are, unless you are an enlightened master, you also have blind spots, areas of your life that just don’t work—relationships, work situations, your health, finances, your family, etc. How do you deal with them?


If you are like me, you often can see them clearly (or not sometimes!). You find yourself stuck in the same situation over and over again, creating upset and unhappiness. It could be your way of thinking that gets you into trouble, or past traumas and stress, or childhood patterns.


Whatever it is, you have two choices. Live with it and continue to be unhappy, or take a good serious look at yourself in the mirror. The key word here is “mirror.” We can’t see our blemishes until we have a mirror to reflect them. You can struggle on your own, but the best thing I have ever done is work with Lauren Handel Zander. She is a coach, but far more than that, she understands the human condition—the mental, emotional, and spiritual operating systems that make us who we are.


And she sees how those operating systems get corrupted and mess up our lives, separating us from what we really want, or worse, preventing us from even dreaming of what we want. Lauren and her team have developed The Handel Method, which is a process for debugging your operating system and cleaning up the areas of your beliefs, attitudes, and behaviors that get in the way of your one precious, authentic life. It is a hard process, but it is filled with humor and skillfulness that gets you to laugh at yourself and see the ridiculousness of those beliefs, attitudes, and behaviors that keep you stuck.


I often refer my patients to a coach because they are stuck—even though they know what to do, they just can’t do it. In fact, working with Lauren has helped me more than any other thing I have done to learn to communicate, to focus on what is important, to stop worrying and start acting in a way that leads to happiness rather than frustration and stress. It’s like a chiropractic adjustment for my mind! Even when it is a little painful and uncomfortable, it hurts good. Like a tight knot in your muscle that needs working out.


Therapy can be helpful, but life coaching is different. For me, it works faster, and is much more focused on change than simply talking. I want someone to get me to stop talking about my problems, and instead to see them in a new light and shift things. It helps me act with integrity, wisdom, clarity, and compassion in everything I do—toward others, but especially toward myself. But I didn’t go easily into the process. I resisted it until the suffering was just too much. I hope you don’t wait that long!


I first met Lauren Zander at a business meeting in New York. A mutual friend thought we should work together. We shared a cab ride downtown, and very quickly she homed in on the areas of my life that were my biggest challenges, including my marriage and some areas of my career. For the next six months, she gently reached out to me to offer her help. I ran in the other direction, knowing that if I accepted her assistance, I would then have to actually face the areas of my life that were out of integrity. That, in short, I would have to meet the obstacle to an integrated, happy life: me!


The truth was that I didn’t want to face the truth. It would mean change, changes in my relationship and work that I didn’t want to address. I was caught in a story about my life that took me away from and not toward what mattered to me, and I couldn’t actually see it myself. Despite successes in many areas of my life—my kids, my mission and passion in life, my health, my friendships—there were areas of disarray and pain, areas where I kept repeating the same pattern over and over again.


Then when my marriage finally fell apart, I took a deep breath—ready to face what I had not been willing to face—and called Lauren. She drove up and spent a day with me unpacking my life, my beliefs, and the areas of my life that were not thriving. Lauren is an emotional savant. She quickly understood the thinking that was in the way of my happiness and stopping me from achieving my dreams, both personal and professional. For the past five years Lauren has helped me get out of my own way and face difficult challenges with humor and wisdom. She has also supported me in finding peace and happiness, not by avoiding the areas of my life that weren’t working but by digging in and fixing them. Recently I had dinner with a friend I hadn’t seen in two years. She said that I seemed different, more grounded, centered, happy, and peaceful. And a very big part of that transformation was Lauren’s coaching that helped me create a life that is integrated and connected to the truth.


One night a few years ago at a family dinner, her then nine-year-old daughter, Kiya, sat right down next to me and said, “Who are you and what do you do?” Straightforward, honest, but surprising for a little kid. I said, “Well, I help people get to the root of their problems, and why they are suffering.” Without skipping a beat she said, “Oh, that’s what my mother does.”


If you want to get to the root of where your life doesn’t rock, or where you feel stuck, or where you are not telling the truth (to yourself or others), then this book is your road map to happiness. More importantly, it’s your road map to your own mind, heart, and soul.















Warning Label



Okay. So, not only do I curse, I’ve been known, on occasion (often), to speak my own Yoda-like language, a combination of wise gibberish, Yiddish, and English. Let’s call it Giddish. And though I wish I could tell you many heart-wrenching stories of my own triumph over adversity, I don’t really have any. Sure, I dealt with shit. (The likes of which you’ll hear more than you possibly bargained for in the pages that follow.) But it’s not the deep, dark, and ruthless shit that many of you have. I did not rise from the ashes. I rose from Long Island. My stories are not yours. I know that. What I can tell you, though, is that ever since I was little, I have been on a crusade to heal this world.


As far back as I can remember, I have been up in everybody’s faces, a pain in people’s asses about their lives and their dreams. I’ve held my parents to account, inspired my siblings to grow up, and cleaned up every last lie I ever told. I’ve done every step of this method on myself and have handheld the addicted, the abused, the mean, and the meek—and dared them to do the same. I have helped the lost find their way, and the great to grow.


So, although there is no phoenix here, there is, nonetheless, a fierce, stubborn, wildly insightful, arrogantly honest, crazily committed, and caring human, who will take the heat, the brunt of whatever silver spoon joke you may have, so I can help you have everything you want in your life.


And I mean everything.















(Don’t Skip This) Introduction



The Concession Stand


ME, MYSELF, AND WHY


Look. Let’s be honest here. If you’re looking for niceties, tissues, and sympathy, you’ve come to the wrong place. I’m not that girl. This is not that book.


But maybe you’re fed up. You’re hoping this is the last self-help book your self will ever need. You’re more than ready, willing, (a mite masochistic) and able.


You’ve come to the right place.


Truth is, we’re not happy campers, but we so want to be. We’re buying all the books. We’re watching all the shows. We’re on all the diets. But still, lasting change is not happening.


What’s up with that?


What I’ve found is that no one is really asking the right questions. No one is really teaching us how to live a life worth living. We are all so busy just reacting to life, so inundated with learning about Christopher Columbus, reading seven hundred books we’re going to forget, getting into college, paying off college, and achieving all of our goals that we’re not really designing our dream life at all. We’re so much greater and more capable than this, except we’re not breaking into our own life and discovering our real voice, our real truth, and our real ability to live a life we care so much more about than the one we’re seemingly stuck in.


This book is the beginning of f*ck that (a technical term).


There truly is a before and an after to reading this book. Thank you (ridiculously, in advance) for being the type of human who wants a life you believe in, but aren’t necessarily in, yet. I promise you, if you really dig into this book, read the stories, and do all of the work, your life will never be the same. I will have bitten you.


How’d I get bit?


Please take a moment and reread the warning label at the beginning of this book. In particular, see: no hellfires here.


The summer before my second sophomore year of college,* I went to Israel. The big deal of this summer adventure was not so much that I, a Jew, was going to the promised land (we do that), but that I was going there on my own dime, and was, for the first time in my life, going somewhere alone, with zero plans.


I landed in the most gorgeous, most unhip, un-happening kibbutz ever, where there were very few (about two) people who spoke English. The English speaker I befriended was this deep, smart, but overwhelmingly sad man. He was in a relationship with an older woman from the kibbutz who was separated from her city-dwelling husband but was neither planning on divorcing him nor telling him (or many other people in her life) about her new relationship.


See: reason for sad.


He and I were close. I knew every last thing about him and he, me. He was so miserable in his own love story, but had so much compassion for his girlfriend’s plight and bought every last one of her excuses that I spent a lot of time arguing with him and fighting harder for his happiness than he. He looked at me like I was a criminal for wanting to change the world, let alone him.


He believed, in no uncertain terms, that you don’t get in the world’s way.


Meanwhile, I was deeply happy on the kibbutz. I had my routine down and I loved it. I woke up early. Cooked for the entire place. Napped. Read Carlos Castaneda. Listened to my four cassettes: Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young, Rickie Lee Jones, Cat Stevens, and The The. Ran. And pressed repeat.


One day, as I was walking to the volunteer quarters for my nap, I heard something that sounded like, “Look in the bushes, Lauren, right now.” And though I certainly heard it—whatever it was (a thought? an internal voice? God/Morgan Freeman?), I, in no uncertain terms, ignored it.


But then I heard “it” again.


And I remember thinking, what the f*ck, Lauren, just listen to yourself. So I did. And in the bushes were two baby birds, without their mother.


I proceeded to wig out.


Not just because of the birding bush moment (and/or the stroke I may have just had), but because I had no idea what to do with the birds. There was no nest. So, I did the only thing I could think of doing—I ran back to the kitchen for help. And whom do I run into? Who else?


The sad, complacent man.


Yes. I asked a fatalist what I should do.


He looked at me like I was the same naive, wide-eyed idealist I always was. “Leave them alone, Lauren. It’s fine,” he said. Argh. Except, maybe this time he was right. I mean, I knew if I took the birds and they died, I’d feel more responsible for their death than had I left them where I found them.


I went back to my room. I couldn’t rest; I was too busy debating with myself. Forty-five minutes passed before I growled, grumbled, and got the eff up to go save the birds. When I got there (and I knew exactly where there was), one of the birds was gone, perhaps it had flown away, while the other was gone too (only, in the dead sense).


In that moment, I had my own revelation.


I knew that I would never ever call that shot again. I would never let my own fear or worry over an outcome or another person’s point of view get in the way of my doing the right thing. I had the capacity in that instance that many other creatures don’t—to save another, and I blew it. I chickened out. I made a vow right then and there to live to cause change and never leave anyone behind. If I could do something about it, I should.


The only problem was that I was now in an even bigger quandary.


I was faced with the fact that at home my life was a secret-keeping shit show of examples of things I didn’t respect or do anything about, myself included. I went home to New York and blew up everything that needed blowing up: friendships, boyfriends, and, yes, a future divorce. When a dear friend asked me if he should marry my best friend, who I knew was cheating on him, I told him only if he found out what she wasn’t telling him.


It went as well as you can imagine.


Reckless of me? Sure. Hey, I was new at this vow. There were bound to be some ruffled feathers, roadkill, and many apologies I would owe in my near future. This was the beginning of the end of all the lies in my life, the end of my being fake, and of holding back.


I became me.


I used my transferring to George Washington University as the opportunity it was to abandon ship, start over, and hunt for a whole new community of friends. I was free, happy, and proud in every area of my life, save one.


I couldn’t find love (or even get laid) for the life of me.


I was inexplicably benched for the year. Even when it looked like my luck had changed on Halloween, when I was dressed in my best who-gives-a-crap catsuit and hat and got picked up by one of GW’s hottest soccer superstars, I got dumped the very next day by him for being Jewish. It was all so odd. Clearly, I was getting dinged for something. I just couldn’t figure out for what.


Then I got the memo—my own (and soon, yours).


Unless I designed what I truly and deeply wanted in every area of my life—in this case, my dream when it came to love—I was stuck in a purgatory of sorts; stuck in default, in a reaction to my past, instead of a new and true to my own ideal’s design.


The only way out of my purgatory was by breaking into my own life.


I spent the next twenty-five years rewiring myself and creating, evolving, testing, and proving The Handel Method, a step-by-step coaching process that addresses one’s entire life and is the basis for this book. The method has changed the lives of tens of thousands of private and corporate clients. It teaches people how to dream, how to realize every last one of their dreams, and how to clean out their closets (literal and figurative), so they can have lives that they’re wildly proud of.


In 2005, I met and coached David Mindell, who was not only an esteemed professor at MIT, but was also on the task force assigned to rethink MIT’s core curriculum. David was so blown away by his coaching experience that he walked the methodology right into MIT.


A year later, David and I were teaching a three-day pilot course to fifteen students based on The Handel Method. The course, now called “Design Your Life,” proved such a success that by 2006, we taught sixty more undergrads, grads, postdocs, alumni, and faculty. Students described the course as “life changing” and “one of the most valuable classes they had ever taken.” A full 93.2 percent of them stated that they would recommend the course to others, with many others noting that they wished their family or coworkers could take it as well.


As you can imagine, these MIT students weren’t the easiest of “clients,” but, without a doubt, were some of the smartest. This is what one chemical engineering student said about the course:




Before taking “Design Your Life,” I always considered myself to be someone who told the truth. I hated lying to people, and prided myself in my ability to be honest. What this class did for me was show me that it is just as important to be honest with *yourself* as it is to other people… I now feel like I am steering the ship, instead of just being along for the ride. The feeling is incredibly empowering, and makes me know that I truly can be active in planning out my life.





Ten years (and more than five hundred MIT students) later, the course is a beloved tradition among the university’s students. And we didn’t stop with the kids at that one campus—the “Design Your Life” course has been integrated into thirty-five other educational programs, universities, and institutes of learning across the country, including Stanford Graduate School of Business, Stanford University School of Medicine, NYU, Columbia University, Yale School of Drama, Wesleyan University, and the New York City public school system. We are teaching “Design Your Life” in middle schools, high schools, residence halls, and postdoctoral programs, as well as to teachers, faculty members, and administrators all around North America.


How many life coaches can tout that? Not to mention potty-mouthed ones who wear ripped jeans and feathers in their hair?!


I remember thinking forever ago, if I had the gumption to head straight into the schools and teach kids real-life education—how to dream, how to tell the truth, how to be in a relationship, how to forgive their parents and love their siblings, no matter what—wouldn’t that make the greatest difference in the world?


Answer: yes.


So here I am. Staying steadfast and true to the promise I made back in the promised land—my, uh, bird calling. I’ve had maybe one other moment in my life where something came to me and spoke to me that was me. It’s a voice I hardly ever get to hear.


But trust me, I now trust me—and listen.


Although I wish I could say that the coaching in this book has never before been spewed, it’s not so. However, what I can claim with certainty is that what sets The Handel Method apart is how I, with honesty, balls, and a profound understanding of humanity’s predicament, will dig deep to your very core.


The Handel Method works because it’s not an idea or a philosophy or a concept or a “way of thinking,” like other programs. Instead, The Handel Method is just what it sounds like—a method. It has clear, organized steps to follow. The structure and format of Maybe It’s You is broken down into ten coaching sessions, and at the end of each chapter you will be given written assignments designed to address the areas in your life that matter most to you. Throughout the book, I’ll also share four of my clients’ inspiring stories of change and assignments they did with me to help you with yours.


Some of the assignments in here are indeed doozies (a military term).


Keep breathing, roll up your sleeves, and yes, feel free to figure out what to secretly name the computer file where you’ll stash them. Hell, call it something no one would ever consider opening, like “Dental Records: 1998–2010.” Or maybe, you’re the old-school type and prefer to handwrite your assignments and would rather buy a bound journal (in the lock-and-key sense) in which to secretly write out your responses, indecipherably. Either way, do what works for you. Just remind yourself, if you’re the type that needs an honest but swift kick—your old way of doing things is what got you here.


I’m not going to lie. Maybe It’s You isn’t easy. You and I are going on a ride, a road trip, of sorts. You’re going to drive, because who else should, while I call shotgun, bark, and point. Yes, I’m that kind of GPS lady. But where I’m taking you, if you’re willing to go, is where your happiness resides.


Are you coming?


I dare you. But think about it. I’m not prescribing ten years of therapy to get you there. I’m offering you ten sessions based on twenty years of work I’ve already done and 22,000 guinea pigs before you.


Hey, it could be worse. You could have been my very first client…*















CHAPTER ONE



You Must Be Dreaming


Designing the Life You Want


THE RIDE OF YOUR LIFE


Inside each of us is our ideal life: our true north.


But what happens as we get further along in our journey? We lose sight of where we’re going and how we want to get there. We get distracted—by a crazy job, or a health crisis, or a new kid, or a divorce, or a Netflix series, or one of countless other bumps in the road. And slowly, bit by bit, we find ourselves veering off course or never even calling our course.


In Maybe It’s You, you and I are going to course correct—we’re going to ride full throttle toward those ideals. And we’re not just racing toward one or two of your deepest desires—we’re gunning for all of them. Buckle up. I call shotgun. You drive, while I bark* directions at you so doggedly, so much more invested in your dreams than you are, that you can’t help but release the autopilot button you didn’t even know you pressed long ago.


If we’re not the one driving our dreams forward, who is? If we don’t figure out how to change jobs, eat healthily, date, fall and stay in love, who will come and save us? No one. But, then again, no one should, right? They are, after all, our dreams. There’s an incredible amount of pride that comes from taking hold of the steering wheel, confronting what’s between you and what you deeply wish your life looked like.


Ready?


Before I begin, let’s meet some of the clients I’ve worked with over the years who will be joining us on the ride. Each of them came to me with very different issues, and each has generously agreed to contribute their stories and assignments out of gratitude. Their names and certain specificities have been changed—except for Katie, who, in honor of giving up ever hiding in her life again, asked me to use her real name and details.




Donna (age forty-five)—is a loving, stay-at-home Chicago mother of three, disgruntled wife of one, but no one would have known that Donna was actually upset, except her stomach. Donna has irritable bowel syndrome (IBS), a chronic inflammatory bowel disorder. So, although Donna pretended to be completely happy to the outside world, her stomach didn’t. With IBS, Donna was full of shit, literally, on the inside too.


Stephanie (age forty)—is a hip, smart, successful businesswoman who had it all—a great career, a good salary, a solid retirement plan, an awesome apartment in Manhattan, a ton of friends and yet, for some reason, she was still sad. But what else could Stephanie possibly want or need? How about love, the ovaries of a thirty-year-old, colleagues she didn’t loathe, and a different mother.


Ethan (age thirty-five)—is an all-around good guy from Connecticut. You know the kind: kind. He’s a great dad, a loyal husband, and a hard worker. Sure, he watches a little porn (but feels really guilty about it) and is a tad self-deprecating. You would be too, if you had a bipolar mom, a biological dad you’ve never met, a boss from hell, and a hot wife who is cold.


Katie (age thirty-eight)—is a screenwriter from Los Angeles, whose first film, The Perfect Man, starred Heather Locklear and Hilary Duff and premiered in the summer of 2005. Sadly, the film never got as big as Katie. At the premiere, Katie weighed 265 pounds. Her husband said he didn’t mind. But that wasn’t his only lie. He was gay. Katie was now in the middle of a bitter divorce, hiding out in her sister’s guesthouse in Palo Alto, drinking Jägermeister.




Barking direction #1: Find yourself in these great people. They are you. As you read their stories, it might not be easy to fully relate or see your exact self in them. Word to the wise: Search out how your life mimics theirs, even if it has a slightly different flavor. The following, for example, may be truer for you:




[image: image] You’re in a marriage you completely adore, with great kids, but you haven’t been in the body you want since your baby was born.




Or maybe,




[image: image] You, like Stephanie, are single. And, though you don’t live in New York City like she does, you think even the Big Apple sounds like a better dating pool than the dried piece of fruit that represents your state.




Or maybe,




[image: image] Like Ethan, you’re in a job you don’t wholly love, but the salary is good, and you’ve, oh, I don’t know, become kind of dependent on food, your 401(k), and health insurance.




Or maybe,




[image: image] Though your spouse is more than likely not gay like Katie’s, you cannot remember the last time (six weeks, four days, seven hours) you got any action.




You get the idea. I implore, beg, bark, or whatever works for you to find yourself in one of them or, what the heck, all of them. Barking direction #2: Trust me. Over the course of the next several pages, I’m going to walk you through the beginning of this process, showing you how each of these people started to identify what they wanted to change about themselves—and how they began to put that change into action.


Then, at a certain point, I’m going to turn the tables and make you actually tackle some of this same work yourself. Hang in there with me. I’ll be there with you, every step of the way.


DREAM ON


The first assignment I give each and every client is to dream.


Are you rolling your eyes already? Perhaps this would be a good time to make use of the Lamaze breathing technique none of us ever did and exhale, repeatedly—because this assignment gets worse before it gets better.


I’m going to not only ask you to write down your deepest desires, which most of us are already resistant to doing in the first place, but I will also have you write dreams in twelve different areas of your life—from your body to your love life to your career to areas you possibly haven’t thought about in years, like fun, adventure, and spirituality.


Believe me, I get it.


Most of us don’t allow ourselves to dream much anymore. Okay. Maybe for a few minutes, after we buy a lottery ticket. But dream and be specific about what we want in twelve different areas? On paper? I mean, how often are we asked this? Answer: never.


We didn’t always suck at dreaming, right?


If I asked you (and I will) what your dream body looks and feels like, or what your dream community is like, you’d be mystified. More than likely, you’d only be able to tell me what you don’t want versus what would actually make you giddy. And that’s because, at some point, we all stopped dreaming. Either someone told us it was time to get realistic and grow up, or we got hurt or disappointed, put our marbles away, and quit playing. Then, as we got older, we decided it was way smarter to want what we can get rather than what we deeply desire.


In other words, we sold out.


But, question for you: What’s the order of it? Do you think we stop dreaming and then sell out? Or did we stop dreaming because we sold out? Or did we sell out so we didn’t have to keep dreaming?


The ease at which we’re all tolerating what isn’t working in our lives is fairly impressive. But here’s the thing: If we stay stuck in the premise that we made our beds and now have to lie in them, do we ever have to be fully responsible for causing the change we deeply desire?


What if admitting we have a dream forces us to deal head-on with the gap between what we want and what we currently have?


Dreaming wakes us up to ourselves. It gets us in the right fight. It acts as our own internal GPS, allowing us to see where we want to go, all the while showing us the “traffic” that’s in our way. Real happiness comes from knowing that you are giving all of yourself and being great in your whole life—not just one or two areas in your life where most of us prefer to play, but twelve (see chart here).


Are there areas in this chart where you’re feeling great about yourself? Are there areas where you are particularly heartbroken?


Unfortunately, those parts of your life where you feel “less than” will find a way to infiltrate every part of your existence, undermining even the areas of your world that seem to be going just great. If you’re not fully proud of your body, doesn’t that somehow allow you to date underqualified men or women, who are not in the league you wish you were? Does it ever stop you from trying new things or meeting new people? After all, the areas of our lives are all intertwined with one another.


You don’t have to be great at math to see that if you sell out in even one area of your life, the average of your entire level of happiness diminishes.


But, never fear, I have some good news for you. Each of us has made a dream happen at some point in our life, either consciously or unconsciously. We quit smoking. We stopped dating unavailable men or women and found the love of our life. We left that horrible job and got a new one. We ran a marathon. We moved to an exciting new city. We’ve accomplished amazing things in our lives.




12 AREAS OF LIFE


[image: image] How You Feel About Yourself, Personality Traits & Habits


[image: image] Health, Weight & Appearance


[image: image] Dating, Marriage, Sex & Romance


[image: image] Self-Defined


[image: image] Business, Work & School Life


[image: image] Earnings, Savings & Money Management


[image: image] Relationship to Time, To-Do’s & Time Management


[image: image] Where You Live, Your Space


[image: image] Immediate & Extended Family & Parenting


[image: image] Old & New Friends


[image: image] Indulgent Time, Vacations & Extracurricular Learning


[image: image] Participation in Your Community





Think about it.


What dream did you make happen? Do you have that dream in your head right now? Well, that particular achievement is proof that you are able to make a dream happen when you want to. The steps you took to realize that dream make up your blueprint for success now. If you can do it in one area, you can in another, and I’m going to show you how.




ASSIGNMENT FOR CHAPTER ONE: PART ONE




1. Write down at least three accomplishments you’ve made happen in your life. Yes, I typed “three.”




Notice if the inner voice in your head is trying to tell you that 1) the achievement you just thought of was actually no big deal and doesn’t really count; 2) you can’t think of any at all; 3) it’s worse than that, you’re pretty darn positive you’ve accomplished nothing this lifetime; or 4) you are a wild overachiever but you’re never impressed with what you’ve done, always wish you were further along, and can tell me who is.


If you truly can’t shut your head up in order to do this, then ask a friend. Our friends, especially our good ones, are much better at copping to our greatness than we are.








How to Dream


The reason we don’t know how to even write a dream is because, up until now, we’ve been living our life not inside of any dreams.


Huh?


I know. Look, if you decided that, let’s say, your dream in the area of BODY was to run (and finish) the New York City Marathon next year, there would be immediate and obvious actions you’d need to start taking right now. They would include researching training steps, buying the right shoes, eating well, hitting the gym and, uh, running. From here on out, any morning that you’d push the snooze button and make excuses as to why not to run, you couldn’t help but feel the breach.


You see, you’d be either living inside of your dream and true to it (with the right actions, e.g., running) or not. And because none of us want to acknowledge the gap between our desires and our actions, we wisely and cowardly avoid admitting our dreams altogether.


Until now…


The following are specific tips for writing all twelve of your dreams. Barking direction #3: Don’t worry. I will give you enough examples of well-written dreams and not-so-well-written dreams that, I promise, you’ll be able to do this yourself.




[image: image] Be specific. Make sure to be specific and thorough when you paint the picture of your dream. Capture what your dream looks and feels like so that, once you’ve written it, you can fully visualize it. Your dream should inspire you, give you goose bumps, and even scare you a little. It should be a stretch for you, but not a pipe dream.


[image: image] Write your dream in the present tense. By writing, I am now doing this, e.g., “I run three miles a day,” you are making yourself accountable for it right now, locking yourself in, instead of saying, “I’m going to start running” or “I will run,” meaning: I’ll get around to it sometime in the future, so I don’t have to do anything about it right now. Writing your dream as if it’s already happening gives you no choice but to accept your dream as a reality and act accordingly.


[image: image] Be kind. This is easier said than done. Focus on what you want and not what you don’t want. Be positive, but not Glinda the Good Witch goofy. Be sure to keep all negative digs out of your dream. What negative digs? Saying things like, oh, I don’t know, “my spouse is no longer an asshole” in your LOVE dream, might just qualify as a dig. As opposed to the kinder, gentler (and less asshole-like of you to write), “my spouse is loving, compassionate, and generous.”


[image: image] Be honest. Though this might feel obvious to you already, be completely honest here. I mean, your very own dreams are at stake. If you can’t admit every last thing you want, how can you get it? If you can’t admit what isn’t really working, how can you fix it?


[image: image] Breathe. Note to your snooze-button-pushing, morning-muffin-eating self: Writing down your dreams is not meant to depress you. Truly. It is, however, a reality check, an honest measurement of where you are now in comparison to where you want to be. It also reveals what areas in your life are actually working and what areas are not. No matter where you are at this moment, even if it’s a hot mess, I swear, this is the beginning of change and discovering your own favorite flavor of bullshit.




Other People’s Dreams


Ever notice how much easier, enlightening, and way more fun it is to decipher other people’s issues rather than your own? Well then, let’s see how Donna—our loving mother of three, disgruntled wife of one—did at her first attempt in writing her LOVE dream:




My dream marriage would be one in which we are growing together by being more intimate with each other. I like that we are transparent and I am not hiding or being dishonest. It is so freeing to be honest about who I am. I love learning together and having good conversations. I would love to have a partner who gave me the kind of attention I deserve. Flowers, chocolates, random hugs and kisses. I love surprises—not big ones like parties or expensive gifts, but little things like flowers. I would love a partner who really makes love. I love passion and caressing. I do not like the simple “just have sex and be done with it” stuff. I love all the romance and lingerie, music, oils that go along with a fun sexual experience. I am highly aesthetic and it helps me. I also like it slow and long with lots of kissing and caressing. Loving!





Not so bad, right? Though, let me ask you a couple of questions. Did Donna follow the tips on how to dream? Is this dream ready to be shared with her husband, her friends, and (if it were rated G) hung on her fridge?


Not so fast, right?


Let’s dissect Donna’s dream a bit. And, remember barking direction #1: Find the Donna in you. Use the work Donna did here, and the mistakes she made, to help you see your own issues lurking within your dream.


The first problem in Donna’s LOVE dream is that her dream is written in the conditional tense and not the present, as instructed.




My dream marriage would be…





It’s hard for us newbies at dreaming to write our dream as if we already have it. No? It’s much easier to write it as a someday, one day wish list of a dream. But, remember, you are charged with starting to make it real.


Now let’s dig a little deeper or, at the very least, to the end of Donna’s first sentence!




My dream marriage would be one in which we are growing together by being more intimate with each other.





Can you see that both the “together” and “more,” though honest, are pointing to some of the issues at hand, versus inspiring Donna?




I am not hiding or being dishonest.





When Donna says she is “not hiding” or “being dishonest,” isn’t she sort of (cough, cough) confessing that she’s lying to him now?




I would love to have a partner who gave me the kind of attention I deserve. Flowers, chocolates, random hugs and kisses.





The “deserve” in that sentence is pretty poignant, no? Barking direction #4: Follow me. Can you see how the “deserve” more than likely points to the lens through which Donna is seeing and measuring everything in her life?


Donna clearly knows what she deserves and wants, and every day that she’s not getting it, she’s measuring how she’s being failed. She’s neither creating nor designing nor being responsible for her own happiness. She is, in a sense, a lady-in-waiting. And even though she, no doubt, keeps doing “all of the right things” and hoping that one day her husband will get it, do you think Donna asks him directly for what she needs? And even if she did ask him, and he did what she wanted, would it count?




I would love a partner who really makes love… I do not like the simple “just have sex and be done with it” stuff.





Now, it’s sort of hard to inspire yourself about your LOVE dream with your man when, at the very same time, you’re kicking him in the groin. And, anyway, isn’t sex, um, a team sport?


The poor guy, right? Even if he is as self-centered as Donna dreams he wasn’t, Donna is sneakily placing her happiness in his hands, and he’s failing her over and over again, without even knowing that he’s being tested.


I mean, if we don’t ask for what we want in bed, how would our partner know?


I promise you, most first drafts of all of our dreams sound exactly like Donna’s. We have no idea how pervasive our current lens and paradigms are and how invested we are in them. A fish doesn’t know from “water” until it’s no longer in it and, well, by then, it’s a little late. Until we start to admit to our dreams, we can’t even see the murky water we’re swimming in or, at least, have decided we’re stuck swimming in. We let our upsets, hurts, disappointments, and judgments trickle into our dreams, so much so that we barely can get ourselves to even write the dream. But, sneaky us, if we don’t write our dream, we can’t be responsible for the change we actually deeply desire.


After some coaching, here’s Donna’s rewritten dream:




John and I are so in love. We are like newlyweds. People are in awe of us and find us inspirational as a couple. We are close and intimate. We are transparent and honest. I love that I can be who I am freely. I love that we learn together and have deep, honest conversations about life and philosophy. John and I are so romantic and create magic in the bedroom by lighting candles, massaging each other, giving each other lovely compliments. We show each other how much we love and appreciate each other with little tokens of love like chocolates or small gifts. I get flowers randomly, which I love. We date every weekend and enjoy our sex time together as we slowly caress each other. We grow sexually as we learn more and more about what we enjoy as lovers. We love lingering kisses and connecting through our senses. We are affectionate every chance we get. We are a loving couple who can’t get enough of each other.





Now that’s something to put on your fridge, be proud of, go to work on, and shave for, right? Sure, Donna’s rewritten dream might feel like a stretch to you. But let me ask you something. Isn’t going for this new dream a much better sport than the one Donna was engaged with before? And now that Donna is inspired by her dream and has shared it with her husband (yep), the promises that she needs to put in place to realize it are pretty apparent, right? From date nights to deep conversations to hot sex to chocolate kisses, etc.


Don’t worry, you and I will get to the Promise Land in Chapter Three.


And what about Stephanie’s CAREER dream? Remember, she’s our wildly busy but sadly still-single businesswoman in New York City.




My career and what I do contribute to the greater good in the world. I work in a very creative and beautiful location (bright, airy, no neon lights, natural materials, good views), with smart, motivated, honest people who get along well. My work is based in ethics and a purpose larger than dollar signs. The structure, budgets, roles, and responsibilities are clearly defined. The hours are manageable and leave me time to sustain a full personal life. My work is challenging for my mind and I contribute to the whole in meaningful ways. I make at least as much money as I make now, and preferably more. There is flexibility in my schedule, I am not micromanaged, and I am encouraged to grow in my area of expertise. My career is an inspiring vehicle—enhancing my health, fortitude, mental alertness, and integrity. I go to bed soundly each night, proud and satisfied with my daily accomplishments.





Can you see from Stephanie’s first draft of her CAREER dream that much of her dream points to what doesn’t work about her current company? Oh, I don’t know, like “neon” lit and filled with dimwitted, dishonest, and disinterested people who don’t necessarily get along. Right? Remember, you are writing your dream from the perspective that it has already happened. If Stephanie is in the job of her dreams, does she really have to specify that the company is ethical? Isn’t that a given? Would phrases like, “purpose larger than dollar signs” or “manageable” or “able to sustain” or “not micromanaged” really produce goose bumps (at least, the non–horror film kind)? Doesn’t Stephanie’s attitude toward her current company feel oddly similar to the cold and inflexible culture she hates about it? Isn’t she sort of sneakily wiping the responsibility of her own health, happiness, and sound sleep on them? I mean, if they are indeed the “vehicle” for her well-being, who is actually in charge of holding the steering wheel and driving? Stephanie or the big bad wolf work?


Now let’s take a look at Stephanie’s rewritten CAREER dream:




I am working for the most amazing company. I make more money and actually work less hours! We are known for the contributions we make to the world, and what we give back. My coworkers are brilliant, witty, fun, and generous. We are outspoken, honest, and supportive of each other. We are true teammates, collaborators in pushing each other toward our dreams. I am inspired and excited to go to work. I inspire others and have found my home.





Now, isn’t that a dream worth updating your resume for?!


Next, let’s look at Ethan’s SELF dream. Remember, he’s our nice (to everyone but himself) guy who is unhappily stuck with a family of origin that has all the makings of a late-night reality show, a hellish boss, and a nitpicky wife.




I am kind and fair to myself. I am able to motivate myself and let myself off the hook when I fail. I am in control of my feelings. Even when things go bad, I take them in stride and stay positive. My inner voice is my friend and not a hypercritical ass. I am proud of myself and my accomplishments. I do not feel guilty about my estrangement from my family. I feel satisfied that I am a good husband and father. I have self-confidence and I see myself as a strong and positive person. Failure or success, action or inaction does not determine my sense of worth. I feel confident in my abilities at work and seek advancement and promotion without guilt or self-doubt. I have learned to use my ambition as a resource, rather than stuff it as an excuse to procrastinate. I feel that I am worthy of success. I don’t live my life thinking that I am living below my potential, but instead living up to exceeding my potential. And I am confident about what I do, what I contribute, and do not doubt myself. I treat myself at least as kindly as I treat others. I work as hard on making my life better as I do to make others’ lives better.





The poor pup, no? Can you tell from Ethan’s first draft of his SELF dream how unimpressed he is with himself? How much he doubts his every move, anticipates his every failure, and how much more invested he is in spotlighting his own “hypercritical ass” than dreaming. Heck, his hypercritical inner voice is not only clearly his BFF, it, in fact, wrote this dream! The more Ethan slips words like “guilty,” “failure,” “estrangement,” “self-doubt,” “procrastinate,” or “confidence” (three times) into his dream, the more we can feel his current doubt, sadness, and paralysis. And, think about it, if we always doubt ourselves, question our worth, do we EVER have to be wildly brave in our lives (e.g., talk to our estranged family) or are we, in a sense, writing ourselves an indefinite “get out of doing anything we might possibly fail at or be uncomfortable doing” doctor’s note?


Let’s see how Ethan does in his rewritten SELF dream:




When I walk into a room, people want to know me. I’m that guy. Bold, happy, and unstoppable. I am always looking for the next adventure. I am proud of the contribution I am making to the world. I am decisive, transparent and, did I mention, confident. I am exceeding my every dream and then some. I am a leader everywhere in my life: professionally, socially, and with my family. Yes, even mine! I am a masterful ringmaster, proud of the difference I have made and how open, honest, forthright, and fun I am with everyone. I am deeply happy.





What a difference, right? Now, Ethan, based on this new relationship to the SELF dream he created, could actually have fun (imagine that). As opposed to his first draft, where the smartest (and safest) action would be to feel bad (as good guys do), suffer over his suffering, and never have to get into better (and realer) actions than beating himself up.


And, last but not least, what about our screenwriter, Katie’s, BODY dream?




My body is in the best physical, emotional, and mental state it’s ever been in my life. I finally look good. I don’t look fat in jeans. I weigh under 130 pounds. My clothes are feminine and sexy. I am classy with my appearance and I like myself when I look in the mirror. When I walk into a room, people turn and look at me. I come across as hip, together, and intelligent. People respect me just by looking at me. My body feels amazing. Mentally, I am free of past dramas and traumas. I am completely honest and real in my life and do not feel any burden of lies and deceit around me. I like myself and feel good about myself on the inside and the outside. Emotionally I am strong and love myself and the people around me. I live a healthy lifestyle from what I put in my body, to how I treat my body to how my body feels on the inside to how my body looks on the outside. I keep the weight off and stay thin.





Can you tell and even feel from Katie’s first draft of her BODY dream with the words she uses, like “finally,” “don’t look fat,” “classy,” or “intelligent,” how sad and defeated Katie is? That it’s not so much what other people think, but actually Katie who doesn’t think herself smart or pretty. Do you think that putting “free from past traumas and dramas” in your present dream has you really free from them, or does it let Katie keep the past safely (and somewhat sneakily) right in her pocket?


Let’s see how Katie did rewriting her BODY dream:




My body is sexy, beautiful, lean, and athletic. I am a size 4/6 and jeans look really hot on me. My stomach has a girly six-pack and I now happily wear bikinis and midriff tops. My legs are sculpted like a dancer’s and I love wearing cut-off jean shorts. My arms are toned, and strapless tops look great. My clothes fit so well they look like they’ve been tailored for me. I am delighted by my new relationship with food and how well I take care of myself. My natural glow inspires others. I am confident and proud in my dream body—loving the way I look and feel.





A world better, no? Can you see how Katie’s new dream would indeed inspire her, make her proud and motivated to better her health and body?


You-Turn


Yep. You guessed it. It’s time now for YOU to actually do the dreaming part of this assignment. Remember, use the guidelines in this chapter to assist you in writing all twelve of your dreams. Reread my clients’ first takes at their dreams and after.


No matter what, all barks aside, this assignment, however arduous (and enormous) as it might be for you, will give you the most awesome road map to your own happiness.




ASSIGNMENT FOR CHAPTER ONE: PART TWO


2. a) Follow the instructions in this chapter on how to dream, and write your dreams for all twelve areas of your life.


b) Pinpoint the three specific areas you are going to work on for the ten sessions of this book.




Rate Yourself


Once you’ve written dreams in all twelve of the areas, it’s time for you to rate where you are in each area, today. For example, if your dream in the area of LOVE is that you’re in an amazing relationship and madly in love and plotting your first trip to Bali together, and, well, you haven’t been on a date in four years, six months, two days, and seventeen hours, you most likely would give yourself a low rating in the area.


Use the chart on the next page to help you rate yourself.


Remember, the scale is subjective. What constitutes a 10 or even a 3 for you might not be the same as what it is for your partner. It’s important to also pay attention to how you rate yourself. Are you the kind of person who thinks anything remotely close to a horn toot is bragging, so you rate yourself low even when things are pretty darn good? Or, are you the too-lenient Stepford Wife–type who says everything is “great,” when, in truth, you’re in hell?




ASSIGNMENT FOR CHAPTER ONE: PART THREE


3. Once you’ve written your twelve dreams in all of the areas, rate each of the twelve areas on a scale from 1 to 10 (see chart). So, in other words, what would you rate each area today in comparison to the dream you just wrote and love?




RATING SCALE






	10

	Sublime

	Moments of sheer bliss, happiness, and pride.






	9

	Extraordinary

	The highest sustainable rating for an area.






	8

	Happy

	Sustainable, reliable, and consistent state of deep satisfaction. A source of pride.






	7

	Pretty Good

	Not a source of pain, but not a source of pride either. Reliable, for the most part…






	6

	Fine

	Not intolerable yet, but an area that is actively avoided and its avoidance is often defended.






	5

	Lame

	Becoming intolerable and a source of resignation.






	4

	Disappointing

	A sad state with moments of indifference and potential hostility.






	3

	Bad

	Things are very bad. It is not yet life-threatening or at a point of no return, but getting close.






	2

	Acutely Painful

	Virtually unbearable. Things are hopeless.






	1

	Excruciating

	Unsustainable level of suffering. Reserved for individual episodes and moments of hell.







Why We Don’t Currently Have Our Dreams


Now that you’ve written (or contemplated writing) all twelve of your dreams, stretched, scared, and rated yourself, it’s time for you to describe what’s really going on in each area right now—in other words, your current reality. For example, let’s say, in the area of LOVE, these days, you and your partner have sex only about once a month. And, you’re hurt that they are no longer initiating it, or even trying to, and it used to be that they wanted you all the time…


In this part of the dreaming assignment, you have the opportunity to describe, in full detail, all of the real struggles and triumphs you’ve experienced in each of the areas. Being able to see your entire story laid out before you in writing gives you no choice but to see and start to deal with the seemingly insurmountable gap between where you are now and where you want to go.


Also, in this part of the dreaming assignment, I will have you write every last reason you can come up with as to why you gave yourself the rating you did and why you wholeheartedly believe you can’t, don’t, and may never realize the dreams in your lower-rated areas.


Note to our rationalizing selves: Even though each of us can barely squeeze out five sentences when asked to write out our dreams, when it comes to explaining why we are screwed and cannot possibly attain our dreams, we’re magically prolific. The ease with which we confess our “why nots” should have us, at this point, rightfully wondering which team we’ve actually been playing for all along…


Regardless of it all, this is your opportunity to spew every darn thing you need to say about that particular area in your life and the complications that come with it. Leave nothing unsaid. Put all of your doubts, explanations, justifications, finger-pointing, and truths to paper. The more you figuratively “throw up,” the better you’ll feel. I promise.


Barking direction #5: Go for it. Don’t worry. I got you.




ASSIGNMENT FOR CHAPTER ONE: PARTS FOUR & FIVE




4. Describe in a few sentences what each area looks like right now. What is your current reality?


5. Now, explain why you gave yourself whatever rating you did in each of the twelve areas. Why do you think you don’t or can’t or haven’t been able to realize your dream in that area thus far?




In order to help make this first assignment a tad less daunting, I have summarized it on the next page for you, as well as given you a sample response for parts two through five of it.








CHAPTER ONE: ASSIGNMENT




1. Write down at least three accomplishments you’ve made happen in your life.


2. a) Follow the instructions in this chapter on how to dream and write your dreams for all 12 areas of your life (see below for sample answers to #2 through 5).


b) Pinpoint the 3 specific areas you are going to work on for the 10 sessions of this book.


3. Once you’ve written your 12 dreams in all of the areas, rate each of the 12 areas on a scale from 1–10 (see chart here). So, in other words, what would you rate each area today in comparison to the dream you just wrote and love.


4. Describe in a few sentences what each area looks like right now. What is your current reality?


5. Now, explain why you gave yourself whatever rating you did in each of the 12 areas. Why do you think you don’t or can’t or haven’t been able to realize your dream in that area thus far?









	

	

	[image: image]

	


	


The Dream: My life is in balance. I wake up feeling excited to live out a schedule that is an expression of me. My days mirror my priorities. I have ample time to further a career I love, connect deeply with my partner, nourish and exercise my body, and learn and grow as a person. I feel satisfied and full. I move between activities and meetings with grace and ease, arriving on time, efficiently dealing with business at hand (and enjoying it!), and leaving on time for the next engagement. The activities in my day have purpose and meaning, and I focus my attention on each one. I feel powerful and creative in what I take on. I am in command of the things I have to do and want to do. I take time to plan, delegate, and execute. I end my days satisfied, exhilarated, and in love with life.


Rating: 5


Current Reality: My life is horribly out of whack. My work is all consuming. I work until late at night, and come home to find my kids already asleep. I don’t have the energy to talk to my wife, and so unwind by watching mindless TV shows until bedtime. And then the day repeats. I used to enjoy reading and exercising and playing cello in a local quartet, but I don’t have time for that. At work, I am always in “fire alarm” mode, running between meetings that run late and make me late for the next meeting.


Explanation of current rating: I cannot have my dream because I have a very demanding job. The economy is bad and so we are doing more with less to keep clients. My boss doesn’t listen to me and I don’t want to look bad by pushing the point. My subordinates are irresponsible and incompetent, and I spend time fixing their mistakes.





Post-Dream-atic Stress


Okay. So, now that all twelve of your dreams are finally written, are you excited and raring to go? Barely breathing? Annoyed and wanting me to shut up already? Quitting?


Wherever you are, it’s okay.


All right, that’s not entirely true. Wherever you are, besides quitting, is okay. Don’t quit. Though this first assignment is/was a doozy, please be proud of yourself that you not only cared enough to buy (and read) this book, you’ve just birthed twelve dreams.


Here are some “morning-after” dreaming hangover tips, reminders, and questions:




1. Read the dreams you wrote out loud to yourself. See how they sound and make you feel. Did you carefully follow the instructions on how to write them? Do they excite and scare you?


2. Did you pick the three specific areas you’re going to work on for this book? By now, no surprise here, I recommend that you pick the areas you’re least excited to tackle. The areas you’ve given up on or tried to fix more times than you’d ever admit to. The ones that had you go “ugh” when you saw the cuter-than-they-should-be symbols for them in the chart.





If I haven’t rubbed you the wrong way yet, wait until you read this next tip!




3. Once you’ve picked your three areas, read your dreams to at least three close friends. If possible, in person.





WTF, Lauren?!


I know. But here’s the thing. If you’ve decided, let’s say, to rock your BODY, quit gluten, stop smoking weed, and take up Pilates, and yet you tell no one, what’s the likelihood you are going to win the battle with your body?


Exactly.


Going public with your dream has you accountable for realizing it and ends your right to stay quiet about what matters most to you.




4. Before reading your dreams to your friends and family, make sure that they are going to behave. I’m serious. Some of your friends, God love them, can be as sarcastic and pessimistic as you are/were or they wouldn’t be your friends. So, for example, if you’re nervous about reading your dreams to them because it’s a big deal for you and you’re a bit embarrassed, tell them exactly that. If you don’t want their advice at this very moment about what you just read them, but instead want them to simply clap for you, you guessed it—tell them. Use this momentous occasion to be more honest, vulnerable, and brave with them than you have ever been.






Okay, here’s a POP QUIZ for you:


If you’re worried that your friends have heard this all before, think you have finally lost your marbles and/or this must be a new AA step, you should:




A. say nothing about your fear and let them fail you.


B. text them about it at a more convenient time (i.e., never).


C. tell them.




C (see), you’re going to be just fine!






OEBPS/images/Art_P14h.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14i.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14f.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14g.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14j.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14k.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P28.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14a.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_ash-bullet.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14d.jpg
A





OEBPS/images/Art_P14e.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14b.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14c.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art_P14.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780316318686.jpg
Foreword by New York Times
Bestselling Author Mark Hyman, MD

Cut the Crap.
Face Your Fears.
Love Your Life.
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