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What Do You Want to Be?


From the first day of kindergarten to the day we arrive at our career destination, the same question is posed to each of us—over and over:


What do you want to be?


When I was five, I wanted to be a princess, a singer, a dog kennel owner, and President of the United States. All at the same time. As I got older, the list dwindled and changed and the and’s were reluctantly replaced with or’s.


Then I got a little older, and the and’s came back.


In droves.


It happened as I witnessed our power—in marches for freedom, in service and start-ups, in resistance and protest, in recovery and cleanup, in reusable bottles and organic gardens—giving me a whole new idea of what I wanted to be.


The next time someone asks you what you want to be, you can tell them this:


I want to BE someone who cares more about our success as a planet than our success as individuals;


I want to BE someone who realizes that our everyday actions matter more than the big outcomes, because there are no big outcomes without them;


I want to BE someone who knows that every talent has a purpose—we simply have to be who we are and do what we do;


I want to BE someone who understands that any little problem solved is a big problem solved—because we are all interconnected;


I want to BE someone who knows that the best reason for doing anything is simply because


I can;


I want to BE someone who always makes room for the unexpected, and in doing so makes room for miracles;


And most of all, I want to BE someone who knows that no matter what we do with our lives—whether we are bankers, bus drivers, presidents, or princesses—we have to do it from our hearts, because that’s how you ignite everything that matters.




A Confession
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For you, this is the first page of this book, but for me, it was the very last.


I thought when all was said and done, I would be able to answer one simple question posed to me by another sixteen-year-old: How did I know I could do it? How did I know I could successfully rally kids across the USA toward a common cause, ranking our collective giving power with the top U.S. corporations? Somewhere, in the writing of this, I was sure I would figure it out for him.


But I didn’t.


What I realized instead is that I was a witness to a greatness in others that I could never have foreseen—a greatness I never could have known or planned. It just happened.


Which is a scary realization.


If greatness often happens by accident, if it happens by surprise—if it’s not a carefully orchestrated sequence of events—then how can we “happen” upon it?


How can we do something greater than we know how to do and be something greater than we know how to be?


This one I did figure out, and the answer lies on every page of this book.


It begins with realizing that people have it all wrong when it comes to luck. It’s not like lightning or the lottery. It’s more like the Heffalump found in the Hundred Acre Wood just behind Pooh’s house. Always looking for you. Always wanting to catch you. You just have to be out there so you can be captured.


My luck began with this little guy below, who generously provided his head shot for my book:
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He calls me “Talz” and I call him “Z-man.” Though he prefers to be seen in his professional attire, which can look like this:
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and sometimes like this:
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And he taught me a little something about that word random. It means more than you think it does. Random is a word that originally described the moment in time when a horse at full speed has all four hooves off the ground—aloft in midair. That instant is known as being “at random.” When everything is uplifted, unbridled—when you are at a place of complete surrender and anything is possible.


Which is where we need to start if we ever want to find out what we are capable of.


I have been told that books are ultimately to serve as a guide for readers. That is not to be the case with this book. Instead it was written to introduce you to the guide inside you, the only one who can take you where you never realized you could go.


With that, I invite you in.







SECTION ONE


SIDEWAYS


Is a Better Way to Go Forward
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“Anyone who doesn’t believe in miracles is not a realist.”


—David Ben-Gurion







        “One of the laws of the

            universe is unintended consequences.”


        —JOHN MOORES


        
CHAPTER ONE
Random Happens


        Trust me when I say I never meant for this to happen. At the time, I

            was only trying to get through the fifth grade.


        But it did.


        This is a story about the power of ANYone.


        It’s about a random kid who believes we can do anything we want

            in life, like not eat cottage cheese. A kid who loves science, but goes into a fog over

            the details of history. A kid who is a clumsy, offbeat dancer and a clumsy, offbeat

            speller, but who believes that clumsy is no reason not to dance and write anyway. A kid

            who got other kids to band together for a single cause and rivaled our giving power with

            top U.S. corporations. A kid who constantly gets in trouble for talking at school, but

            now gets asked to talk—all over the world.


        And that kid is me. My name is Talia. I’m a random kid and this

            isn’t just my story.


        It’s our story.
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        Though it didn’t start out that way. It took ten years for our

            roads to converge, and it couldn’t have happened in a better place than Iowa

            because it sits right in the middle of the heartland. The exact place where my

            mom’s family settled three generations ago. They didn’t

            choose their hometown based on the climate, the school systems, or the weirdest fried

            thing sold at the state fair; no, they just instinctively “knew.”


        Apparently my dad’s family were better mechanics; they live in

            California.


        Had it been up to me, I would have chosen

            Iowa. For me, it is as fabulous as it is flat. We have 180 degrees of sky. No buildings

            to obscure our view of that big blue wonder. Just wide-open spaces that make it the

            perfect place to grow corn or soybeans . . . or a family.


        Of pigs.


        Yep. Where we live there are more pigs than people. But the people we

            do have are friendly—the kind that wave at you by lifting their hand at a

            30-degree angle off the steering wheel when they drive by, regardless of whether they

            know you or not.


        And that brings us to my family.


        I’ll get to the one hanging from the ceiling in a moment.
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        My dad is a plumber, except he works on humans. And when you work on

            humans, they change the word to Latin and add an ologist,

            making him a gastroenterologist. The bottom line is that it’s the least appealing

            part of the body anyone should ever want to make a career out of.


        My dad wears suits with a perfectly muted sheen, crisp shirts, graceful

            ties, and fashion-forward shoes. He’s articulate and refined yet he’s a

            robust singer and a huge Beatles fan. And he can mimic just about any sound that comes

            out of any creature.


        My mom is a make-it-happen mom, so much so that she keeps her

            make-it-happen hands accessible to her at all times, sporting a backpack purse (still)

            and walking our dog with his leash attached to the drawstring of her

            running shorts. And she prefers to do whatever it is she does from the backseat of our

            lives.


        That might lead you to believe that she is reserved, but au contraire. She dances out of theaters in great display

            because she can be completely taken over by life. She is funny and creative, and she can

            get people to do crazy things right along with her. Like when she had the man sitting

            behind her on an airplane tie her head to the headrest with the arms of her jacket

            because she forgot her neck pillow and wanted to doze without nodding forward.


        And that brings me to my little brother, Zander. He’s four and a

            half years younger than I am and exceptionally entertaining. He can read seven hundred

            pages in a weekend, giving him an affinity for prodigious words.
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        For him, the real world and the pretend world overlap. He mingles with

            the Greeks, the Jedis, and the ancient Egyptians, and, in any given moment, he is

            Sherlock Holmes, Anubis, Spock, or a Sasquatch. In that way, he lives in the widest

            universe anyone could ever imagine.


        He is grateful for things for which no one would think to be grateful,

            and bothered by things most of us don’t even notice. And he expresses his emotions

            whenever and wherever. Some people don’t know what to do when meeting someone who

            doesn’t follow the “people-rules” very closely.
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        We have never been able to put a footnote on what’s up with my

            brother. Some assume it’s an ASD (autism spectrum disorder) and some assume

            it’s PDD-NOS (pervasive developmental disorder—not

            otherwise specified), which is the professional way of saying, “I

            dunno.”


        Trying to figure it out gets in the way.


        He refers to his particular assortment of traits as his

            “gift-abilities.” Like his knack for the truth—even when it’s

            not a good idea. Once he told my teacher, “My sister thinks you’re a big bad

            wolf.”


        There are two reasons I wanted you to meet my family: First, if your

            car ever breaks down in Iowa, you’ll at least know somebody. Second, they’re

            the whole reason I wrote this book.


        Well, mostly Zander.


        It turns out that sometimes the best gifts in life are wrapped in

            deceptive packaging. They are not contained in a box or a bag, and they are not

            something you can buy or create or even experience. They are not something you asked for

            or even imagined you wanted. But this kind of gift can end up wrapping you with a bow so

            big and beautiful that you become more than you could have or would have without it.


        Zander is that kind of gift. And he brims with gift-abilities. If he

            had been the kind of brother who simply sat at the dinner table next to me, tossing snow

            peas in my hair when my mom wasn’t looking, and caring more about baseball or

            Legos or hermit crabs than what I was doing, then none of what I’m about to tell

            you would have happened.


    

        
CHAPTER

            TWO
If Life Gives You Lemons, Lemonade Is Just One Option


        August 29, 2005, started as a regular day in my life, but not a regular

            day for people living on the Gulf Coast. Hurricane Katrina had left a million homeless.

            It was one of the deadliest and most expensive natural disasters in U.S. history. Nearly

            all of New Orleans was underwater—up to twenty feet in some places. Can you

            imagine your home, your bed, your iPod, suddenly engulfed in water almost as high as a

            streetlight?
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        Our TV was on all week, which is unusual for my family—we rarely

            watch TV. And while we watched, evening after evening, I was silent—which you

            already know is also unusual. But what is there to say as you watch a hundred thousand

            frightened and angry survivors, many of them crammed together in a stadium?


        At the time, I couldn’t put my feelings into words. All I knew

            was that what was happening to those people mattered to me, and it made no difference

            that I lived a thousand miles away. Or that I was ten.


        I was once told a story about a man walking along the beach who noticed

            a boy picking something up and gently throwing it into the ocean. As he approached the

            boy, he asked, “What are you doing?” The boy replied, “Throwing

            starfish back into the ocean. The surf is up and the tide is going out. If I don’t

            throw them back, they’ll die.” The man said, “Don’t you realize

            there are miles and miles of beach and hundreds of starfish? You can’t possibly

            make a difference.” At that, the boy bent down, picked up another starfish, threw

            it back into the ocean, and said, “But I made a difference for that

            one.”


        Looking at what transpired in the Gulf, I

            couldn’t identify what my starfish might be. There were so many people, with so

            many needs, in so many places—and I hadn’t a clue what I could do for even

            one person with one need in one of those places. But not knowing was not going to get in

            my way.


        Not knowing is a powerful place to begin because we

                don’t know what isn’t possible. And from that place, all things are

                possible.


        This is a gift-ability we all share.


        Ideas, it turns out, can reveal themselves in the unlikeliest of

            places, and my idea surfaced while we were park hopping, which is when we bounce around

            our city, from park to park.


        On this day, it was probably 86 degrees. I was about to get a drink

            from a nearby fountain when I noticed some girls had set up a lemonade stand on the side

            of the park facing a mildly busy street. Their sign read, “All proceeds go to the

            Red Cross.” I recognized one of the girls, Maddie, from my ballet class. I walked

            over and bought a cup of lemonade with spare change my mom gave me. Note to self: Sugary

            drinks + Red Cross signs = coinage.


        Maddie and her friend chose that side of the park to set up their stand

            because a lot of traffic was going by. And that was the problem—a lot of traffic

            was going by. It was too difficult for the drivers to stop.

            People were honking and waving to the girls to show their support, but considering that

            it was a category 5 hurricane, not enough were buying lemonade.
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        Except for me. I bought ten Dixie cupfuls. Which, it turns out, is the

            precise capacity of a ten-year-old’s bladder. (I looked it up.)


        Maddie ended up raising $300 that day. And she

            raised a few ideas for me. When I got in the car, I told my mom I wanted to do something.


        That’s where you start when you have no clue.


        I wondered if I would get the standard reply they must teach in Mom

            School: “That’s nice, honey.” But I was reminded that my mom makes

            things happen. The words that came out of her mouth sounded like this, “Okay,

            honey, then do something and I will support you.”


        We began to brainstorm. Where could we find a captive audience? A place

            where people might easily help? A time that would be convenient for everyone? And a way

            for more kids to join in and make a difference?


        Thoughts shifted from brain left to brain right, and then it hit me.

            Halloween was just around the corner. We’d trick-or-treat for coins instead of

            candy. It was perfect. Instead of being at the mercy of traffic, or parking spots or

            random kids at the park with coins in their pockets, our donors would be at home.

            Expecting us. Waiting. With their lights on. House after house. All

                across America.


        I called my dad to let him in on the plan.


        “I’m going to trick-or-treat for hurricane

            relief!”


        My dad was out with my grandfather and uncles, and so they put their

            heads together to give it some thought. Their enthusiasm paralleled mine, but in the

            wrong way: “It’s not a good idea. There are legal concerns. Safety concerns.

            Logistical concerns. Time concerns.”


        The sheer number of concerns would have been concerning to most people.

            And most people may have given up right then and there. But remember the movie Finding Nemo? It was a regular in our DVD player, and my

            favorite character was Dory, who was known to say: “Just keep swimming. Just keep

            swimming, swimming, swimming.”


        And that’s what I was going to do.


        One of the most powerful things about being a kid is

            our ability to believe. Where most people need to see it to believe it, we believe it

            because we see it.


        And what we believe, we can believe into being. You

                can even believe yourself into being.


        The trick to true believing—the kind that yields results—is

            to do and be things you can believe in. If you need a technique, it is precisely because

            you do not believe. You have to trust in that nonbelief.

            It’s nature’s biofeedback so you can align yourself more closely with what

            has your true, total, in-your-gut kind of belief.


        And I believed.


        I called my idea TLC, which stood for “Trick or Treat for the

            Levee Catastrophe.” It also stood for “Trick or Treat for Loose

            Change.” Sometimes it stood for “Trick or Treat for Little Coins.”

            And, when I was feeling most optimistic, it stood for “Trick or Treat for Loads of

            Cash,” or “Large Currency.” Clearly, I took a flexible approach to

            branding.


        I knew where I was headed; I just needed to figure out how to get

            there. Now, most people think you start action with a plan, and that you tell the

            actions what to do next according to your plan. Ducks have long been the fowl of choice

            to illustrate this phenomenon, aptly named Lining Up Your

                Ducks.


        Well, I happen to have ducks in my backyard, and so with some

            authority, I’d like to introduce you to my Theory on the Behavioral Patterns of

            Ducks as It Pertains to Forming a Line:


        Lining up your ducks is a complete waste of time,

                unless you are a fowl tamer in the circus.


        You really only need the first duck to get started. Each duck will call

            the next duck and they will line up in perfect formation. You can try to put them in a

            row, but ducks will rearrange themselves and some will even fly away. Let them line up

            on their own; they know who needs to be next much better and faster than you do.


        If it makes you feel better, you can write a plan

            (I did). But John Lennon had it right when he said,


        “Life is what happens to you while you’re

                busy making other plans.”


        Here’s what I put out there for life to play with:


        My goal was to collect $1 million. I had heard on the news that

            millions of dollars had already been raised for hurricane relief. I figured I could

            raise a fraction of that. And I would know—I was in the fifth grade at the time

            and we were studying fractions.


        I showed my mom the plan. She looked me in the eye and said, “You

            know, Talia, if you really do this, there will be media at our house tomorrow. Are you

            sure?”


        That’s when I knew that one believer had now become two

            believers.
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        I looked her back in the eye with equal intensity

            and said, “Yes.”


        This is the part of the story where I learned just how powerful

            believing can be. I used to love a video game called Age of Mythology. Maybe

            you’ve played it. The premise is to conquer lands with mythological beings and

            creatures at various times in history. When the game begins, the player can only see

            their village—everything around them is darkened. Only as you advance your army

            into new areas does the landscape become visible.


        Nothing becomes clear until you move into

            it.


        And that’s just how it happened.


        My mom helped me fax the plan to TV stations and newspapers. It

            wasn’t hard to guess the “Plan” was from a kid. What adult uses a #2

            pencil on lined paper to draft a business plan? But it did the trick, precisely because

            it was done that way.


        When my mom told me this would bring the media to my house, she was not

            kidding. And you should know that she loves a good joke. Like the time she convinced me

            that my boy dog, Kesher, was a girl. Did you know it can take up to six months for a boy

            dog’s boy parts to “descend”? I didn’t, either.


        Anyway . . . this time she was serious. There they

            were. The media. (And for Kesher, a couple months later, there they were, if you know what I mean.)


        Here’s a picture of Kesher (actual size), looking a little

            disheartened that we’ve questioned his manliness.


        The first call was from Channel 5, an ABC affiliate and the smallest

            station in our area. They asked me questions and I simply gave answers. I didn’t

            think about the fact that I was talking to people in TV land. To me it was one camera.

            One face. One message.


        [image: picture]


        The reporter from Channel 5 told us to contact a local radio show. He

            said if we could get covered on that program, the Des Moines

                Register, the biggest newspaper in the area, would contact us. And they did.

            Then came Channel 13, our NBC affiliate, then MSNBC and

            then . . . well, I’ll get to that in just a few pages.


        The pieces of our map were starting to come into

            view. One of those pieces was meeting a woman named Anne Ginther. Anne called my mom

            after she read about TLC in the newspaper. She also had the idea of rallying kids to

            fund-raise for Katrina using Halloween, and had started a website called Halloween

            Helpers to organize her efforts. Anne had to meet me because clearly we were thinking as

            one mind—a phenomenon that ended up happening so often to us that we eventually

            coined a term for it: unimind.


        The mother of twins, Anne was a high-tech executive recruiter at the

            time. Our first meeting was at my house. Anne brought supplies, including markers and

            poster board. She also brought the only item you really need

            to hold a serious business meeting: chocolates.


        In the course of our two-hour meeting, I noticed three things. First,

            when she laughs, a snort can escape and surprise you. Second, our roles were reversed

            from what you would have expected; she was the superenthusiastic kid and I took charge.

            Third, she ate all the chocolates. About fifty Hershey Minis.
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        I learned something about Anne; she began everything BIG. She

            didn’t see efforts as works in progress. She saw them already where they could be.

            She is the kind of person who builds castles in the sky, and then structures the

            foundation beneath them.


        Anne also gets fun. She brought Mylar orange

            pumpkins and wrapped them around a large framed corkboard, pinning a map of the USA to

            it.


        “This is where you will track donations from around the

            country,” she told me. I was excited for the excitement to start.


        On my door she put a sign, “TLC

            Headquarters.” And on another piece of poster board she wanted me to list

            well-known people I admired. She was sure we were going to have celebrity support and

            wanted to know who those people were going to be in advance.


        So she asked, Jessica Simpson? Hillary Duff? Ellen Degeneres?


        I thought hard. Actually . . . Rosa Parks. Jane

            Goodall. Oh, and Dory (who, at the time, I did not realize was Ellen).
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        I admire Rosa Parks and Jane Goodall because they both managed to send

            out a ripple into the world when they pursued what mattered to them. Neither of them

            knew they were going to end up where they did; they just responded to something inside

            themselves. Great heroes, I am learning, are people who set “good” into

            motion just by being who they are and doing what they do, and it is irrelevant whether

            it helps one person in one moment or millions of people in millions of moments. What

            matters is that they cared enough about something that it forced a ripple out into the

            world.


        And as far as Dory goes, who can resist a forgetful blue tang who is

            fluent in whale?


        After Anne and I met, two believers became three believers. And the

            more believers you have, the more things start to reveal. We had a team. And now we

            needed job titles.


        A job title is more important than most realize because it is our

            personal brand. When people tell me what they do, they become it in the saying of it. I

            am a student. I am a dancer. I am a doctor. I am a teacher. I am a programmer. I am an

            artist. It’s how others understand you in relation to everybody else.


        I believe each of us should

                choose our own titles. Brand ourselves. Then we could base how we are seen in

            the world by how we see ourselves. It’s the beginning of making ourselves

            happen.


        Anne chose Chief Rally Enthusiast. My mom chose Chief Back Office Girl.

            And I transformed myself into . . .
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        A title I took to mean, Chief Executive Optimist.


        And as expected, every-one became their titles.


        After concluding that TLC had more momentum, Anne rolled my project

            into her website, which worked out well, because I didn’t know how to create my

            own website. Remember, this was 2005. Technology was light-years away from what we have

            today. Email was the easiest way to communicate. Chat rooms were cutting edge. There was

            no Facebook as we now know it. No Twitter. And OMG and LOL were not yet BFFs with the

                Oxford English Dictionary. If you wanted to reach your mom

            when you were at school, you had to ask the secretary to borrow the phone. The custodian

            was the most high-tech guy at school because he carried a walkie-talkie.


        You know how a roller coaster makes that click-click-click sound as it

            goes up the track? That’s what we had been doing up until this point. We had an

            idea. The idea had a name (well, five variations of one). We had a duck. We had

            believers. We had job titles. We had a website.


        This is where the Universe steps in and shows you what can happen. We

            didn’t know it but all of the click-click-click we had been busy doing created a

            ride we never could have seen coming.


    

        
CHAPTER

            THREE
When a Pirate Knocks, Let Him In


        When Zander got wind of all of this he came up to us—clearly very

            upset—and boomed:


        “I’m opposed to what you are doing! I’d rather

            trick-or-treat for pirate relief!”


        He was six years old at the time, and those were his exact words. I

            didn’t know what to do with that—it was very unexpected. Not to mention that

            candy was really important to him—even more important than it was to Anne. Oh, and

            he was wearing his Darth Vader costume when he said it.


        It’s hard to ignore Darth.


        We looked at each other for a while, and then Anne finally said,

            “Let’s work with this. Let’s find a way to include him.” The

            truth was we couldn’t hide him. Everywhere we go, he goes, too. And remember, he

            likes to tell the truth—about everything.
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        We decided to put his picture on the website wearing his Darth Vader

            costume and, while we were at it, we gave him a title, too. As I was the CEO, Chief

            Executive Optimist, Zander became the CON, Chief Operating Nemesis.


        Here’s what we put on our website:


        Talia Leman, age ten
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        Vs.
Zander Leman,

                age six
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        You might think giving Zander a title and adding

            him to the website was inconsequential, maybe even a move in the completely wrong

            direction. Not so. The unexpected is, instead, the most necessary ingredient for all

            things magical. Without it, no one would ever exceed their dreams.


        The great surprises of life, by definition, can ONLY

                appear in unexpected places.


        The trick to making room for the unexpected is to recognize the

            telltale clues. They’re always there. Be on the lookout for:


        [image: picture] When your idea feels ruffled.


        [image: picture] When you feel protective and on guard.


        [image: picture] When the no’s start bubbling up inside you.


        [image: picture] When you wish people would understand you better.


        [image: picture] When the person speaking is wearing a Darth Vader costume.


        What this really means is that you’ve

            just been introduced to a possibility that can take you further than you imagined for

            yourself; it’s a gift. When this happens, blink to a blank mind screen and ask

            yourself: If we do this, go there, think this way, include this

            person . . . then how would it look?


        And then see it. That’s all. Just envision it. And if you make a

            space for it, you let in the unexpected. This is precisely where we were, at the

            doorstep of possibility. TLC was about to go national.


        To tell you the truth, we were absolutely positive it was Anne pulling

            a fast one. She was going down to the Gulf to volunteer, but before she left, she told

            me I would be on the Today show in a few days. Like countless

            other people do, Anne sent the Today show a press release.

            But, unlike countless other people, she was certain they would call. In fact, she

            believed it would be the day after tomorrow.


        The next day the phone rang. “Mrs. Leman, this is a producer from

            the Today show.”


        Even though she was a believer, at that moment my mom laughed. She was

            sure it was Anne, and said, “Of course you are the Today

            show. Have a safe trip, we’ll catch up when you get back.”


        The producer had to say, “Mrs. Leman, this

            really really really truly is the Today show.”


        To which my mom replied: “Oh, well, okay then. We were expecting

            you. You are a day early, though.”


        The producer told my mom that they had visited our website and wanted

            to interview my brother and me on television. Live. Before millions upon millions of

            people. My mom told her, “FANTASTIC!! FABULOUS!! GREAT!!”


        (Oh, but wait.)


        “My daughter can be on . . . and my

            son . . . . . . . . . can’t.”


        There was a stilted pause before the woman said: “Mrs.

            Leman . . . we don’t want the story without your

            son.”


        My mom explained to the producer that it wasn’t that easy. She

            told her about Zander’s gift-abilities. After more talking, the producer said,

            “We are willing to do this if you are willing to let this happen.”


        For most people, getting a call like this would be a joyous moment. For

            us, it was cause for contemplation. My mom said she would have to call them back.


        No one had been able to put a name on what’s up with my brother.

            And as long as no one was naming it, it could grow and change with him and maybe even

            disappear one day. To have him on live TV, though, where he might do something

            unexpected—we were afraid that someone somewhere would

            name it and then it might be frozen in time.


        There we stood. Feeling ruffled, protective, and on guard. The

            no’s were bubbling inside of us and we wished the producer understood. (We

            weren’t sure if she was wearing a Darth Vader costume.)


        We were at the doorstep of possibility. And we were shaking in our

            shoes. My parents will tell you it was one of the hardest decisions they’ve ever

            made, but it ended up being one of the best. They allowed possibility to step in front

            of their fear. The fear didn’t go away; it just got demoted. And we were about to

            discover how to go about making room for miracles.


        My mom promptly called the producer back, and told

            me that being on the Today show was exactly what we needed to

            do. It was my job to talk and talk about TLC—to get the word out far and wide.


        I had one quick question: “What is the Today show?”


        That’s when I was told that it’s just the most watched

            morning news show on national television. (Oh, well, okay then!) And they were on their

            way to Iowa.


        From that day forward, we decided we needed to be more prepared for

            these kinds of things. For starters, we changed the way we answered our phones to

            “Oprah?”


        It was 4 a.m. when the Today show arrived at

            our door. We were going to be live at six o’clock our time, seven on the East

            Coast. They had to set up, trailing one thing after another from their truck into our

            home. By 5 a.m., our entire family room had been turned into a TV studio with cameras,

            bright lights, and reflective backdrops. There was a giant satellite dish in our

            driveway. It looked like a contact lens for that thirty-foot eyeball sculpture that

            “overlooks” Pritzker Park in Chicago.
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