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			Advance Praise for Cosmic Goodness

			“Cosmic Goodness reminds you what I had to learn the hard way: Life gets better the moment you stop trying to control everything, trust the pull inside you, and let yourself become who you’re meant to be.”

			—Mel Robbins, New York Times bestselling author and host of The Mel Robbins Podcast

			“Cassidy Gard doesn’t just intellectually understand spiritual principles. She has lived them. She viscerally gets it, aligning the earthy and the divine in a fantastic way. What a heart, what a brain, what a writer. She hits you right between the eyes and you feel blessed.”

			—Marianne Williamson

			“Cosmic Goodness is an effervescent coming-of-age memoir that feels intimate yet universally resonant. Rising into her own leading-lady arc, Cassidy’s voice shimmers with fearless honesty and radiant spirit.”

			—Emily Giffin, New York Times bestselling author of Love You More

			“Cosmic Goodness is a heartfelt reminder that by trusting the unseen threads of serendipity and choosing conscious healing (and nature) over old stories, we step into our inner guidance and embrace soul-aligned joy and love of the wondrous life we are meant to live.”

			—Mariel Hemingway

			“As my father said, ‘The real you is not a puppet which life pushes around. The real, deep down you is the whole universe.’ Cosmic Goodness is the playful invitation to become your own Big Bang.”

			—Mark Watts, Alan Watts Org

			“Authentic, vulnerable, and beautifully written in a voice that makes you want to be friends with the author, Cosmic Goodness is an important, timely read.”

			—Zibby Owens

			“Cosmic Goodness is a love letter to every woman who’s ever chased success and lost herself in the process. Cassidy writes with the precision of a journalist and the heart of a poet—transforming burnout into breakthrough, loneliness into light.”

			—Deuxmoi

			“Paolo Sorrentino spoke of  ‘The real, the useless, and the unspeakable kind of love that brings pain, yet also forces you to start again.’ If you’ve had love and heartbreaks and are on the road to rebirth, Cassidy Gard’s luminous memoir will accompany and inspire with wit, kindness, honesty, and hard-fought wisdom. Plus all the Tinseltown wildness you could ask for.”

			—Junot Díaz, Pulitzer Prize-winning author of The Brief Wondrous Life of Oscar Wao

			“Cassidy writes with the kind of honesty that makes you laugh through your tears. Her gorgeous story is a roadmap for anyone searching for meaning in the mess of ambition, love, and family.”

			—Jo Piazza, bestselling author of Everyone Is Lying to You

			“Cosmic Goodness is a wonderful door to open and look inside a very colorful life. Cassidy and I share some really unique life lessons. Both our parents took us to Grateful Dead shows beginning from our earliest days. We just had different seats. Also, we both did time on The Bachelor television show. She was in the field, I was in an editing suite. But we were weaving in and out of the same worlds and Cassidy’s book is a great glimpse into her perspective of it all. Her sense of humor carries you through the darker moments and I found I couldn’t put down the book once I started the journey.”

			—Justin Kreutzmann, director of Let There Be Drums!

			“In Cosmic Goodness, Cassidy Gard trades breaking news for inner stillness, tracing her transformation from burnout to belonging. With the warmth and wisdom of a late-night letter to a friend, she explores ambition, grief, sobriety, and the miracle of divine timing. Gard writes with the heart of a seeker and the clarity of someone who’s met her shadows and decided to love them anyway. This sparkling memoir is a reminder that reinvention isn’t a deadline, but a divine unfolding. Every page glows with tenderness, humor, and the courage to begin again. It’s a book that will leave you with more grace for your past and more hope about what’s still to come.”

			—Mari Andrew, New York Times bestselling author and artist of Am I There Yet?

			“Cosmic Goodness is an essential companion for any woman navigating the divine intersection of soul-aligned pursuits and the transformation of becoming a mother—proof that we are the designers of our own lives.”

			—Liz Tran, founder of Reset and author of The Karma of Success and AQ

			“Cosmic Goodness is an illuminating mirror for any woman who’s been frozen by perfectionism and is brave enough to drop the heavy mask to be free.”

			—Amber Rae, bestselling author of Loveable and Choosing Wonder Over Worry

			“I couldn’t put this book down. Each page brought forth a nugget of wisdom like a scavenger hunt for the soul. Cosmic Goodness takes you right to the heart of womanhood with a raw authenticity we can all relate to. Akin to a timeless poem, I find myself rereading and reciting her words over and over again.”

			—Carson Meyer, doula and author of Growing Together

			“Cosmic Goodness is a masterclass in what it looks like to stop performing and begin living from within. It traces her own path out of the ‘desert of lack and the city of not-enoughness’ toward a life rooted in healing, motherhood, and a spiritual homecoming. Cassidy Gard writes with the kind of radical truthfulness that reminds us our mess is not the end of the story—it is the doorway.”

			—Jennifer Pastiloff, bestselling author of On Being Human and Proof of Life

			“This is work of rare honesty and grace. Cosmic Goodness captures the raw, messy, mystical, and magnificent landscape of motherhood—the parts that are too often left unspoken, too taboo to say aloud. This is a book to read slowly, to breathe with, and to feel seen through.”

			—Aviva Romm, MD, New York Times bestselling author of Hormone Intelligence and founder of The Mama Pathway

			“In a world rushing to hide its wounds, Cassidy Gard slows down to meet hers with light. Cosmic Goodness reveals what happens when attention meets truth—when awareness becomes love. A tender, honest reminder of the healing power of being present.”

			—Mitra Manesh, senior mindfulness educator at UCLA

			“In Cosmic Goodness, I am grateful to witness the challenges Cassidy encountered. They illuminate how deeply these same forces shape so many women’s lives—and they make me appreciate the women in my own life even more.”

			—Barry Barnes, author of Everything I Know About Business I Learned from the Grateful Dead

			“It doesn’t get better, you get better. What beautiful words to live by, and how Cassidy Gard embodies that and shows us there is a way to crack open our hearts and embrace all the cosmic goodness there is in the world; for every woman who has embraced the pain, got through it, and learned how to come home to herself.”

			—Jane Green, New York Times bestselling author

			“For any thirtysomething who has felt lost in the “shoulds” and craved a deeper alignment with their life, but wasn’t quite sure how to get there. Cassidy Gard translates her own improbable but true experiences into tangible advice for heeding quiet synchronicities and building a singular path home. A reminder to follow your own wildness into the light.”

			—Leslie Stephens, author of You’re Safe Here

			“A remarkably assured debut. But what’s most surprising about the book are the universal truths. Ms. Gard has the ability to appeal to an incredibly diverse intersection of readers: professionals, day-dreamers, hippies, seekers, and, ultimately, mothers and daughters. She’s the kind of person you’d find yourself inexplicably opening up to.”

			—Drew Fortune, author of No Encore: Musicians Reveal Their Weirdest, Wildest, Most Embarrassing Gigs

			“Cassidy Gard is here to bring us breaking news. In Cosmic Goodness, she shares the most important news for all of us today; that we live in a time of breaking and that through this breaking, we may awaken to our greatest potential. It’s the telling of Gard’s life story stepping out from the light of newsrooms into the open sun that, through its intimacy, reveals a path for readers toward a higher existence not through rapture, but rupture. The story and structure of Cosmic Goodness presents a clever and effective way of utilizing one’s own personal experiences and one’s relationship to media as a means of interrogating how your inner narratives play out not just in your mind, but in your body and spirit. Gard leads the way through her exercises with her own lived experience, offering herself as a compassionate guide for readers into the underworld of their own psyche to graciously lead back out toward a more truthful light. May her vulnerability in sharing her stories and the practices that she has used to reveal them help you to open yourself up to yours. As she wisely says at the finish, ‘you cannot outsource your becoming.’ The journey is yours to take, but Cassidy Gard, intrepid and true, is a spiritual journalist shining a light to show you the way into parts unknown in the soul.”

			—Will Cady, author of Which Way Is North and cofounder of HEAL MVMNT

			“I was riveted by Cosmic Goodness from page one. Cassidy Gard’s memoir—from a frenetic, burnt-out life as a young television producer covering breaking news 24/7 to a spiritual rebirth and motherhood in Montana’s Paradise Valley—is a page-turner, a beautifully recounted journey, and, most importantly, an insightful, witty, and prescient guide to life and the power of renewal and reinvention.”

			—Peter Davis, editor in chief at Avenue Magazine

			“In Cosmic Goodness, Cassidy does an incredible job of showing how a deep-rooted belief and inner optimism illuminates the right path for us all.”

			—Peiman Raf, cofounder and CEO of Madhappy

			“Cassidy Gard’s quest to follow her bliss rings through these pages. We all have something to learn from this heroic journey and the deep wisdom Cassidy shares from the path.”

			—Joanna Gardner, PhD, managing director of the Joseph Campbell Foundation
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			Foreword

			There are books you read, and books that read you. From its very first pages, Cosmic Goodness: Surrendering the Shadows to Live in the Light pulled me toward something larger than words on a page. It arrives at a moment when so many of us are quietly asking how to step out of inherited darkness and into lives that feel authentically our own. I know that question intimately.

			In my thirties, raising my daughters, I stood at the kitchen window watching them chase their father across the grass. Laughter rose like birds. I should have been smiling, but a wave of sadness pinned me in place. I was jealous of their ease, of his playfulness because I had no idea how to join them. My days were calendars and checklists: feed, teach, protect, perfect. On paper I was the ideal mother. Inside, I was a child who had never learned to play.

			Growing up in a family rattled by alcoholism, I made a vow: I would hold everything together. I would fix the chaos, soothe the pain, make the world safe for everyone else. In the process I buried my own childhood under layers of responsibility. That afternoon at the window cracked me open. I saw the cost of carrying those shadows: I had lost the ability to let go, to laugh without agenda, to be present in the ordinary miracle of a summer day.

			Surrendering the shadows, for me, began there. It meant naming the shame I carried not just for what happened in our home, but for the ways it shaped me. It meant choosing, day after day, to lay down the role of perpetual caretaker and pick up curiosity instead. Moving to New York at seventeen had been my first act of surrender; no one knew my last name or the stories behind it. I built a life on my own terms. Years later, with my daughters, I learned the harder surrender: allowing mess, allowing joy, allowing myself to be the beginner.

			“Surrendering the shadows to live in the light” is a quiet revolution. It reminds us that light is not the absence of shadow but the choice to walk through it. Cosmic Goodness, to me, is the invisible thread that stitches those choices together. It is the friend who calls at the exact moment you need to hear you are enough. It is the sunset that stops you mid-stride and whispers, Pay attention. It is the grace that turns a scheduled life into a spontaneous one, a guarded heart into an open one. Sometimes it wears the face of Venus, sometimes the stillness of a redwood grove, sometimes the laughter of children who have no idea they are healing you.

			Breaking the generational inheritance of alcoholism is part of this surrender. My family’s illness taught me vigilance; sobriety teaches me trust. Conscious sobriety, like Cassidy’s and mine, is less about abstinence and more about presence. We notice what we once numbed. We name patterns instead of repeating them. We give our children a different inheritance: the freedom to play, to fail, to feel without apology.

			Living in the light also means honoring the divine feminine the wild, complicated, nurturing force that refuses to be tidy. It is the mother who schedules and the mother who dances in the kitchen. It is the woman who grieves and the woman who creates. Embracing that complexity is not indulgence; it is reverence. When we allow ourselves to be both fierce and tender, we model wholeness for everyone watching.

			Cassidy, your story is a lantern. May every reader who opens these pages feel the warmth of their own shadows softening, the promise of their own light growing. And may Cosmic Goodness keep surprising us all, one surrendered step at a time.

			Mariel Hemingway

			“I saw my life branching out before me like the green fig tree in the story. From the tip of every branch, like a fat purple fig, a wonderful future beckoned and winked. One fig was a husband and a happy home and children, and another fig was a famous poet and another fig was a brilliant professor, and another fig was Ee Gee, the amazing editor, and another fig was Europe and Africa and South America, and another fig was Constantin and Socrates and Attila and a pack of other lovers with queer names and offbeat professions, and another fig was an Olympic lady crew champion, and beyond and above these figs were many more figs I couldn’t quite make out. I saw myself sitting in the crotch of this fig tree, starving to death, just because I couldn’t make up my mind which of the figs I would choose. I wanted each and every one of them, but choosing one meant losing all the rest, and, as I sat there, unable to decide, the figs began to wrinkle and go black, and, one by one, they plopped to the ground at my feet.”

			—Sylvia Plath, The Bell Jar

		

	
		
			Prologue

			The phrase “last kid left at summer camp” came to me in the middle of the night, somewhere between the police scanner and lukewarm cups of coffee in the newsroom. I was twenty-seven years old working the overnight shift as a breaking news producer on the network’s national desk at ABC News, 11:00 p.m. to 7:00 a.m. five nights a week. My dad had died just weeks earlier. Even with our complicated history, his absence clung to me like a shadow. I lived in a kind of twilight world surrounded by flickering monitors, the hum of fluorescent lights, and the steady thrum of anxiety that came with waiting for the worst thing imaginable to happen.

			To this day, I can still recite the New York City newsroom number by heart. In Los Angeles, the overnight shift was quiet on the surface. Just one producer in the studio tasked with watching the feed and waiting for something to break. Beneath that stillness was a pulse of constant readiness. Each night, a rotating list of producers stayed on call, bags packed, waiting for the phone to ring. It could be 3:00 a.m. when you’d get the call: a flight had been booked for 6:30 a.m., and a car would be outside in thirty minutes. No questions. Just go.

			The newsroom’s alert tone was harsh, like a fire drill for your nervous system. The sound was so abrasive that it would startle me every single time it rang. The New York City news director spoke faster than anyone I had ever met. Each time a call came through, I held my breath waiting to find out if it was a standard touch-base call or a tragedy had struck somewhere, and it was all systems go to get field teams on the ground.

			That night, on the floor beneath my desk—my unofficial bed for catnaps between global crises—I was hit with the phrase “last kid left at summer camp.” It felt like a lightning strike of truth. My isolation from the normal routine of society was a toxic cocktail of loneliness, sheer exhaustion, anxiety, depression, and panic.

			“Last kid left at summer camp” wasn’t literal. It was a metaphor. Swap out “summer camp” and replace it with any word that captures the creeping feeling of anxiety that bubbles up in your chest. The triggers of our childhood inadequacies are enough to haunt us well into adulthood. That low-grade panic that starts in your chest when it feels like everyone else has moved on, evolved, outpaced you. The fear wasn’t just about being alone. It was about being forgotten. It didn’t help that I constantly clocked how far everyone else around me was propelling forward.

			At twenty-seven, I couldn’t stop doing the math. Three years until thirty, that looming milestone that had somehow been inflated into a deadline for everything: love, babies, homeownership, legacy. My career was on fire. My personal life was in ashes.

			I was living in reverse. While my peers met partners, planned weddings, and tried on the word “we,” I was going gray under newsroom lights and spiraling in “compare and despair” at 4:00 a.m. My schedule was the opposite of the world’s. I was single, isolated, and so deeply out of sync with the rhythm of life, I could barely recognize my own.

			I lived in a fever dream of night shifts and red-eye exhaustion. You can’t build a life when your waking hours begin after dark. You can’t fall in love when your weekends are Tuesday mornings. You can’t move forward when you’re locked inside a cycle of proving your worth every single day just to keep the job.

			I had two Emmys by then. But they mocked me. They didn’t hold me at night. They didn’t text back. They were shiny, hollow symbols of a life I had given everything to, but one that had given me no room to build anything of my own.

			Each time the plane touched back down at LAX, fresh from covering another tragedy, a strange mix of pride and emptiness would settle into my chest. I had just produced coverage that millions of people would watch. Stories that mattered. Lives that had changed in an instant. And yet, as the wheels screeched onto the tarmac, and the cabin lights blinked on, a dull ache would rise in me. I would instinctively check my phone. No texts. No “Did you land safely?” No “What should we do for dinner?” Nothing. Just silence. The kind that echoes.

			I would come off the biggest, most high-profile projects of my career, and somehow the hardest part was never the pressure or the deadlines or the heartbreak of the stories themselves; it was walking into an empty apartment afterward. Kicking off my boots, putting down my bag, and realizing there was no one to decompress with. No one to make sense of the day with. No one to wrap their arms around me and say, “I’m so glad you’re home.”

			I could feel myself grieving something I had never actually had. Mourning a family that didn’t exist. A partnership that hadn’t yet found me. I wanted it so badly I could taste it. I didn’t want to admit that out loud, especially not in a world where women are constantly told to be self-sufficient and grateful. But the truth was, I wasn’t ashamed of wanting love. I was just tired of chasing it.

			I was on Raya. I was matching with other career-obsessed creatives and sometimes a world-famous celebrity fitting in coffee dates and rooftop drinks at Soho House between breaking news shifts and red-eye flights. But none of it felt real. None of them could hold my attention for more than five minutes. My brain, wired from years of adrenaline and deadlines, couldn’t settle long enough to genuinely connect. ADHD makes that harder. It’s like trying to hear your own voice in a room that’s always buzzing. I could be staring directly at someone across a table and still feel a million miles away.

			The problem wasn’t that I didn’t want intimacy. I craved it. I just didn’t know how to slow down enough to let it find me. I was always one foot out the door, half-packed for the next assignment, glued to my phone just in case the New York desk called with a developing headline. And yet, beneath the velocity of it all, I was desperate for something simple. A quiet dinner. A safe place to land.

			When I turned thirty in November 2019, I didn’t throw a party. I checked into the Serra Retreat Center in Malibu. No cell service. No mirrors. Just silence and the sound of the ocean. My friends joked it sounded like rehab. Technically, it was entitled “Spiritual Renewal and Recovery Retreat.” It was hosted by SLAA, Sex and Love Addicts Anonymous. People who aren’t familiar with the twelve-step community always widen their eyes with curiosity with those weighted five words.

			I wasn’t in SLAA because I was a sex addict. I wasn’t even necessarily a love addict. My affliction was that my whole world shattered after each break-up. Each potential relationship represented not just the connection with the person in front of me but also my future life. The one that I envisioned with a family, children, and becoming the roles of partner and mother. It’s ironic because I never dreamed of a wedding. I didn’t have any interest in a giant ceremony and party. I yearned so deeply for a family. I understood on every level that I needed to create a foundation within myself where I learned how to stand solo. I couldn’t only know how to exist in the world by leaning on someone.

			I kept thinking about that children’s book Are You My Mother? where a confused baby bird stumbles from cow to bulldozer, asking each one if they’re his mom. It became an oddly fitting metaphor for my dating life in Los Angeles. To keep things light, I’d turn it into a running joke with my friends: dating here felt like the millennial woman’s sequel Are You My Husband?, starring me, wandering through coffee shops, awkward industry networking events, and swiping right on apps asking myself if guys with man buns and commitment issues were “the one.”

			My relationship with Miles, my boyfriend of a year and a half, unraveled just three months before my thirtieth birthday. It didn’t end in a dramatic fight or a single act of betrayal. It dissolved in the quietest way. He was never going to commit, and deep down, my gut had known it long before my heart was ready to surrender. I just didn’t want to be the one to walk away. In the end, I pulled the trigger the only way I knew how. I blocked him on everything. It felt harsh and juvenile, but it was the only thing that made the pain subside enough to feel in control again. I couldn’t keep feeling my heart leap out of my chest every time I had a new text and hoped it was him, realizing the fear of losing me was bigger than his commitment issues.

			What made it so hard to let go wasn’t just the love. It was the fantasy. The idea that this could be it. Maybe I had finally found my exit ramp. For two years, we had mapped out timelines and circled imagined milestones. I remember the way it landed in the air between us, like we had claimed something that wasn’t real yet but could be.

			This man and his airy beach bungalow felt like sunlight on my skin after too many years beneath the glare of newsroom lights. A way out of the chaos and the mental toll of being on all the time. Someone to text when the plane landed. The grief wasn’t just about losing him. It was about losing what I thought he represented. A life I had been craving in silence.

			And still, I kept going. Because I knew somewhere, something else was coming. I didn’t know what. But I knew I would not settle for a love that kept me waiting.

			When it ended, I came undone. Not in a dramatic way, but in the slow, dull ache of something you know isn’t right but still wanted to keep. We were compatible in a way that made everything feel easy until it suddenly wasn’t. We talked fast and often, laughing at things that only we were clever enough to understand, making inside jokes out of nothing. Even errands had a rhythm, our own strange version of intimacy. At Whole Foods, he’d swipe a tiny cookie from the self-serve bakery box, crumble it into his mouth in one go, and grin like a guilty five-year-old.

			But the core of us was never steady. His attachment style was avoidant. Mine was anxious. A psychological cliché that felt like living in a loop. When I leaned in, he leaned out. When I finally pulled away, he came back with a tenderness that made me question everything. It wasn’t sustainable. It wasn’t peaceful. But it was magnetic.

			There were details that felt weirdly cosmic. We shared the same half-birthday. He was a Gemini. I was a Sagittarius. Opposite signs, perfect mirrors. It made sense, and it didn’t. I looked up our chart once and immediately regretted it. It was like reading a recipe for chaos.

			More than one person asked me, “Is he on the spectrum?” throughout our relationship. It made him incredibly literal, unexpectedly charming, and funny in a way that was totally unfiltered. He didn’t know how to play social games, which made his attention feel sharper, more deliberate. When he looked at you, he really looked. No performative empathy, just the directness of someone who noticed the things most people missed. I admired that.

			Looking back, I don’t think we were meant to last. We were mirrors, yes, but we kept reflecting each other’s instability. Maybe it wasn’t a relationship. Maybe it was a lesson disguised as one.

			The only thing that helped me heal from the unraveling was a therapist gently suggesting I check out a SLAA meeting. I walked into a room filled with thirty strangers, all in some stage of heartbreak, some freshly cracked open, others already stitching themselves back together. It was the first time I didn’t feel completely alone.

			That’s where I first heard the phrase “No contact.” Someone explained it like detox. You treat the person like a drug. You don’t call. You don’t check their Instagram. You don’t reread old texts like they’re scripture. You let the craving pass. And when it doesn’t, you sit still anyway. I held onto that like a lifeline.

			As the weeks to the big birthday closed in, all I could think about was that I had officially aged out of TIME’s 30 Under 30. It sounds silly now, but at the time, it mattered. I had clung to those milestones like lifeboats. Bright, shiny benchmarks of progress. Proof that I was keeping pace. That I wasn’t falling behind. That I was still someone to watch.

			But now they felt like glittery lies. Empty promises disguised as ambition. No list could save me from the quiet panic I felt settling into my bones.

			I hadn’t gotten married.

			I hadn’t had a child.

			I hadn’t bought a house.

			I had a career.

			I didn’t have a life.

			And then, just three months after my thirtieth birthday, the world stopped. The pandemic rolled in like a tide, slow at first, then all at once. Death tolls climbed. Cities shut down. And the panic that had once centered on my own small, spiraling world turned outward.

			There was no time to mourn missed milestones when the world was unraveling in real time.

			I had left the overnight breaking news shift by then and moved to Diane Sawyer’s Special Units team. I was producing long-form pieces on loss, grief, and resilience. Every day, I reported on lives upended. I covered stories that would end up in history books. My priorities shifted in real time. That became the hinge on which everything turned.

			During lockdown, when interest rates hit historic lows, I stopped waiting. I had always imagined I’d buy a house with someone. But I was done postponing my life. I bought a home. Alone. Because it was time. Because I could. It was a thriving vacation rental, and I named it Cosmic Goodness to symbolize the quiet power of trusting your own timeline.

			An exercise that helped me was to imagine the montage sequences on television. The ones where the starring woman activates the change in her life. She moves cities. A new love interest enters the story. She lands the job that alters her path. There is a surprise pregnancy. A sudden loss. A long-awaited yes. The music swells. Her posture softens. She cuts her hair and moves on. There is no mistaking it. Something is transforming.

			That is how it felt for me.

			Cosmic Goodness became my saving grace. Beyond the newsroom, I worked the land every single day for six weeks. My arms did not grow strong under the dim lights of a West Hollywood Pilates studio. They formed from clearing brush, splitting wood, and lifting stones. My legs did not strengthen from sprinting through airports to chase breaking news. They thickened from hiking the mountains with bear spray clipped to my hip.

			I had to physically remove myself from Los Angeles to find the kind of perspective that offers you a way forward. I kept returning to Elizabeth Gilbert’s line from Eat Pray Love: “I crossed the street to walk in the sunshine.” It became my reference point. A quiet promise to honor what felt good and holy in my life.

			My energy discernment spun on its axis. I could finally name what kept me in the shadows and what pulled me toward the light. People. Places. Patterns. I began to see with new eyes.

			I had something larger than myself. Six acres of land in Paradise Valley that demanded my presence. It was a humbling paradox to acknowledge that the pandemic, as devastating as it was, had also lifted me out of the fever dream I had been living for seven years as a news producer.

			That rupture created clarity. And from that clarity, I found my own mantra.

			Surrendering the shadows to live in the light.

			Surrendering the shadows to live in the light.

			Surrendering the shadows to live in the light.

			The beauty of the prayer is that you can replace the word shadows with anything standing in your way. Grief. Trauma. Silence. Familiar patterns that once kept you safe and now keep you small. Your shadows are not my shadows. My shadows are not yours. But the ache beneath them is the same. We all want to live in the light.

			There is no perfect map. No polished recipe for joy. But what I have learned as a journalist and as a woman is that our stories matter. They become our legacy. Our lore.

			In the deepest part of me, I believe in what Cosmic Goodness represents. It is the sweet spot of alignment. The place where clarity meets courage. When you are standing in that space, your ability to release what no longer belongs becomes almost immediate. You stop clinging to what never truly served you. You stop offering the most tender parts of yourself to people who have not earned the right to hold them.

			This is what I learned by choosing, again and again, to turn my face toward the sun. It is not a single moment. It is a muscle. It is a practice. It is quiet bravery. It is a new way of seeing.

			Sylvia Plath once described envisioning her future as a branching tree full of possibilities, each potential life ripening like fruit she couldn’t bring herself to choose. She described the paralysis that came with indecision. The figs began to wrinkle. They dropped. She starved from the inability to choose. That passage gutted me. Because I know what it feels like to sit in the shadow of your own fear.

			To know that a literary hero could be that brilliant and still suffer from the kind of depression that keeps you in the dark cracked something open in me.

			Cosmic Goodness was my fat purple fig.

			And by the time I reached for it, I was so starved I took the juiciest bite imaginable.

			It fed me. It rooted me.

			And it led me to everything.

			I wasn’t the last one left; I was the one who stayed long enough to rebuild. Healing wasn’t sudden. It was slow and uneven. It was learning to sit with the pieces and then choosing which ones were still worth carrying. The vision didn’t paint the way I imagined. It unraveled then rewrote itself into something more miraculous. I got to re-invent on a divine timeline as someone new.

			I used to be terrified of turning thirty. But what I didn’t know then was that thirty would be the release. That the fears that gripped me in my twenties would evaporate the second I crossed the threshold.

			I stopped measuring my life by borrowed timelines. I woke up to the truth that divine timing doesn’t rush, and I was never behind. I was being prepared to recognize the gifts, so when they finally stood right in front of me, I could say with conviction, “Yes. That’s it.”

			I met him, and we slipped into a beautiful rhythm almost instantly, a shared routine of laughter, late-night talks, and playful ease. Within weeks, we had a nickname for each other: Squirrel. It was lighthearted, but it meant something. Squirrels adapt. They gather, prepare, survive. All it took was a single squirrel emoji over text to say, “Hi. I’m thinking of you.” There were no games. No ulterior motives. No manipulation. Just presence. Just us.

			I was never the “last kid left at summer camp.” I was just the one who needed a little more time to pack her bags, walk herself out, and finally come home to herself rather than wait for someone to invite her into their home.

			As Joan Rivers once said, “I wish I could tell you it gets better. But it doesn’t get better. You get better.” And she was right.
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			Cosmic Goodness

			“Synchronicity is an ever-present reality for those who have eyes to see.”

			—Carl Jung

			It took me years to recognize the point wasn’t to be accepted by the hypothetical room but to walk in and feel like I belonged to myself.

			For so long, I was hypnotized by proximity to power. I thought if I could just get close enough to it, some of it might rub off on me. I thought power meant being the one who didn’t have to wait in line because I was on the list. What I hadn’t yet learned was that the smallest leap, from fan to insider, from consumer to creator, can be the most spiritually expensive.

			If you haven’t anchored yourself to something eternal, you’ll shape-shift to survive. You’ll contort to belong. You’ll abandon yourself to stay invited.

			That kind of inclusion is not belonging.

			It is performance.

			It is exile in disguise.

			And one day, if you are lucky, the cost of staying split in two will become too high to keep paying.

			And that is when you begin to come home to yourself. If you’re reading this while quietly unraveling under the weight of the life you built, exhausted, accomplished, and disoriented, you’re not broken. You’re awakening.

			For years, I chased the version of success handed to me like gospel. Earning a college degree. The job title. The apartment with crown molding and just enough exposed brick to feel like I’d made it. But what I hadn’t been taught was how to stay rooted inside my own body. How to live a life that felt good, not one that just looked good on paper. Cosmic goodness is the universe showing you how luminous life can get when you stop holding space for what dims you.

			We are living in a crisis of disconnect, especially among women.

			It’s not that we’re weak. It’s that the system is cracked. We were conditioned to push past the whispers of our bodies and emotions in pursuit of accolades that never quite fill us. Cosmic Goodness: Surrendering the Shadows to Live in the Light is a reclamation.

			Cosmic goodness is the quiet alignment that begins to reveal itself when you stop chasing and start listening. It’s the idea that the universe isn’t neutral or punishing; it’s participatory. It responds to your clarity. When you start choosing what lights you up, even in the smallest ways, you change your frequency. Your energy shifts. And from that shift, new people, opportunities, and insights begin to appear. Not because you’re forcing them but because you’re finally attuned to them. That’s the pulse of cosmic goodness. You don’t earn it. You return to it.

			It’s a field guide for those of us who performed perfection for years and woke up one morning feeling restless and aimless. Two of the most disorienting feelings, especially for someone that thrives on being in control.

			There is another version of your life running parallel to this one. A track you can’t always see, but you can feel. Joseph Campbell once wrote,

			“Follow your bliss. If you do follow your bliss, you put yourself on a kind of track that has been there all the while waiting for you….”

			When I first read that line, I dismissed it as poetic optimism. It wasn’t until I broke, until I sobbed on the floor of a newsroom bathroom stall, that I began to understand what he meant. Bliss isn’t a bubble bath or a vacation. Bliss is the place inside you that still glows despite the burnout. It is not an escape. It is a sacred homecoming.

			Start here: when your heart feels heavy, when you’ve forgotten what joy feels like, write down seven small things that make your nervous system exhale.

			Always seven. Not five. Not ten. Seven is the seeker. The bridge between logic and longing. In numerology, it’s the number of introspection and truth. It’s where the sacred lives.

			Here were mine on a recent Tuesday:

			1.Morning light slanting across the hardwood floor

			2.The first bite of watermelon with lime and sea salt

			3.Nina Simone’s voice curling around the first line of “Feeling Good”

			4.Walking through New York City and people watching with nowhere to be by a certain time

			5.The sound of my dog Hazel’s paws tapping across the room before she curls into my ribcage

			6.Singing along to a live concert from the front row making eye contact with the artist who wrote the lyrics

			7.The exhilaration I felt when I gave birth to my son, and the first time he was placed on my chest

			These are not aesthetic joys. They are anchors. Markers of aliveness. As you start paying attention to them, you begin to come home to yourself, not as a project to fix but as a presence to feel.

			We were never meant to white-knuckle our way through life. We were meant to feel it. Fully. Fiercely. Without apology.

			You are not too much. You are not too late. You aren’t being left behind. The timing isn’t punishing you. It’s preparing you.
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			Shakedown Street

			“It is not a sign of health to be well-adjusted to a profoundly sick society.”

			—Jiddu Krishnamurti

			If you grow up inside the storm, it becomes just part of the daily forecast. The damage doesn’t reveal itself until much later when you’re crawling from the wreckage, blinking in the sunlight, trying to understand what just happened, and who you’ve become because of it. All you know is the debris. Sharp, chaotic, spinning so fast you can’t tell what’s sky and what’s ground. That’s what my childhood felt like: a permanent state of disorientation, where survival came before clarity. Only now, with distance and years behind me, do I understand: my nervous system wasn’t broken. It was responding exactly as it should to a world that never taught it safety. I didn’t lack peace; I lacked a compass.

			My father was an alcoholic. What I lived through was messy. Loud. Volatile. For a long time, I didn’t know it wasn’t normal. I didn’t know it was fucked up for a child to witness the things I saw. I just knew that innocence wasn’t something I ever had the luxury of growing out of. Sometimes, even now, a wave of anger swells inside me not just at what happened, but at what never did. With my dad’s addiction, childhood slipped through my fingers, never mine to hold, never mine to savor.

			The stand-up comedian George Carlin once said, “If you take the country and shake it up, all the loose ends end up in Florida.” My dad was one of those loose ends.

			He was a die-hard fan of the Grateful Dead. He was religious about it in the way some people are about God or football. When he found their music, he didn’t just find a soundtrack; he found a new identity. With it came the full suite of chemical companions: LSD, ecstasy, mushrooms, marijuana. I have box after box of photos of him on the lot at a Dead show, smiling in that glassy-eyed, lost-in-the-universe way, a balloon of laughing gas in one hand and a beer in the other. Every detail was spot-on: the Stealie bolt cap, tie-dye shirt stretched over a sunburned beer belly, red sweatpants that sagged at the knees, and the same black Birkenstocks. Held together by stubbornness and duct tape for fifteen straight years. His cheeks were always bright red and covered in broken blood vessels from all his drinking.

			He was the kind of man who could quote Jerry Garcia like scripture, who lived with the reckless freedom of someone who believed rules were for other people. He was also the biological father of three children, none of whom shared a mother or much else.

			There was Marcus, my oldest brother, ten years ahead of me and raised in Alabama. Then there was Cole, the secret child. Conceived during a one-night stand in Virginia three years before I was born; his existence was a whispered footnote I didn’t learn about until long after the fact. And then there was me.

			Three children. Three mothers. One man orbiting in and out of our lives like a comet. A catastrophic force of charm and chaos, always on his own timeline.

			One of the very few times my dad showed up to one of my soccer games, he made sure it was unforgettable for all the wrong reasons.

			He brought a beach chair. Unfolded it like he was poolside, stripped off his shirt, and stretched out in the tightest, teal swim trunks you could imagine. Then came the brown paper bag. He drank and tanned while the rest of the parents sat quietly on the sidelines.

			No one had ever seen him before, so the whispers started immediately, Who’s that guy? At some point, clearly drunk, he started shouting my name again and again across the field. I remember the faces of the other six-year-olds, wide-eyed and confused, whispering, It’s her dad.

			That moment etched itself into me, not just the hot stifling shame but the quiet realization that whatever normal was, this wasn’t it. That kind of humiliation doesn’t just sting; it settles. It embeds itself into your nervous system. I wanted the kind of Steve Martin dad I saw in Father of the Bride. Khaki pants. Asics sneakers. The kind of man who would show up to lunch at the Four Seasons in a baseball cap not because he was a Deadhead but because he had come straight from playing doubles.

			Even as an adult, standing in A-list rooms, brushing shoulders with producers and celebrities, my sneaky self-esteem would whisper, They all know you’re not from this world. If you grew up splitting your time between a trailer park and a quiet longing for a Nancy Meyers aesthetic—hardwood floors, giant vases of hydrangeas, the warm glow of stability even years later—a memory like your dad bringing a forty-ounce beer to your soccer game still finds a way to follow you in. You can be in a kitchen with white subway tile and glass jars of quinoa and still feel like an impostor.

			So how do we disentangle from that? How do we build a life so rooted in self-worth that the ghosts don’t get to set the tone?

			You start with the truth. You name what was. You grieve what wasn’t. And then, brick by brick, you build what never existed for you. Not to prove something. Not even to heal something. But because you are worthy of that kind of beauty. You do it for yourself first. And if one day, a partner or a child gets to live inside that softness with you, that’s not the point; that’s the miracle.

			The way some Christians hang a portrait of Jesus above the fireplace, my dad had a giant photo of Jerry Garcia on the wall. For the longest time, I thought Jerry was a relative; his face was nestled among family photos like an uncle we didn’t see often. I must’ve been around four when I first asked about him. I just remember thinking his cascade of curls looked soft and kind, like someone who might play guitar at a family reunion.

			To him, it was communion.

			To me, it was noise.

			I hated the Grateful Dead as a kid. Despised the droning guitars, the meandering jams, the aimless quality that so many people found spiritual but to me felt like being trapped in a dream I didn’t ask for. Worse yet, I was named after one of their songs. Cassidy. And just to make sure I could never outrun it, my parents threw in a middle name for good measure: Rainforest.

			Cassidy Rainforest.

			Born in 1989, the year the Dead launched a campaign to “Save the Rainforest,” fundraising at their shows and selling t-shirts with slogans like “Jam for the Jungle.” It was supposed to be meaningful. Cosmic, even. But try telling that to a second grader sitting in a public school classroom, face burning with humiliation when the teacher took roll for the first time:

			“Cassidy…Rainforest?”

			A pause. A raised eyebrow. Sometimes even a chuckle.

			One girl turned to the kid next to her and whispered, loud enough for me to hear, “Her parents are hippies.”

			She said it like an insult.

			My dad was an English teacher, the kind who bounced from school to school, fired every few years for reasons I was too young to fully understand: disagreements with the principal, missed days, something about being “inappropriate.” It always felt vague, slippery, and it always ended the same: unemployment.
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Dedicated to the constellation I call mine:
My Mom (Mother Earth)
Squirrel (the Big Bang)
Golden (my sun)
and
Indigo (my moon).
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our orbir...
You each
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Universe
infinitely brighter
and the source of my graviry.

1 love you, I love you, I love you.
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