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			Advance Praise for Scrambled or Sunny-Side Up?

			 

			“At times, we think we need everyone’s approval and everyone’s praise. But sometimes, just ONE person is all it takes to show you how to believe in YOURSELF! This is one of many powerful gems from the epic love story of Loren and JR told with pure honesty and raw vulnerability through Scrambled or Sunny-Side Up?”

			~Alicia Keys

			“If ride or die were human beings, it would be Loren and JR. I have never seen a more powerful example of how to love someone through thick and thin and to be able to work together while inspiring the whole world. We should all be so lucky to have a relationship like they had.

			“Watching them stand back-to-back to protect each other’s love and take on the world was amazing to see. This book is so important because it comes from a place of true love, understanding, and survival. Hearing the story behind Scrambled or Sunny-Side Up? rained tears in my soul—tears of joy, sadness, and hope.”

			~Jamie Foxx

			“Loren is one of the strongest women I’ve had the honor to know and love. This heartfelt book explores the intricate tapestry of love, loss, and grief. As you turn each page, you will learn to honor your emotions, discover hope in even the most challenging times, and realize that healing starts with love. Embark on this enlightening journey and find the strength to turn your pain into a path toward renewed happiness. This book is truly a gift to all of us.”

			~La La Anthony

			“I have watched my longtime friends, Loren and JR, change thousands of people’s lives, including mine. I’ve learned so much from them about relationships, business, and even how to love, which helped me during some of my darkest times. Scrambled or Sunny-Side Up? is a must-read for anyone who wants to succeed in all aspects of life.”

			~Joseph “Fat Joe” Cartagena

			“Loren Ridinger’s Scrambled or Sunny-Side Up? is a beautiful testament to the strength of love, even in the face of unimaginable loss. Her words show us that grief, though deeply painful, can also be a path to rediscovering ourselves and becoming our best. It’s a powerful and inspiring journey that resonates with anyone who’s loved and lost.”

			~Alejandro Sanz
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			To those who have lost someone in life who changed their world, who lost themselves as a result but are finding their way back. I’m with you.

			To Amber, for showing me how to grant myself grace as I went through it. And for your sacrifice. I saw and felt you put your own life and grief on hold in order to take care of me and others first. You are an amazing mother and incredible daughter. I love you.

			And to my grandchildren Ayden, Aydrien, and Ayva—I love you!

		

	
		
			Foreword

			When I think about JR and Loren Ridinger, I think about two people with an unforgettable love story. They embody love, strength, and resilience. Their bond was unbreakable no matter what test it was put through.

			It inspired me, and it inspired their friends. It became something we all not only wanted and longed for but were determined to have. I’ve been privileged to call them friends, share their joys and sorrows, and witness firsthand the incredible partnership they built. JR’s sudden passing rocked our worlds in a way that can hardly be described. All of us who knew JR and loved JR watched Loren navigate grief with courage and incomparable grace. This memoir, Scrambled or Sunny-Side Up?, is a testament to that journey—a raw, honest, and deeply human story that chronicles their love, loss, and resilience.

			Death sucks. But at some point, we will all have to face it. Grief is a part of that process. Grief is a strange and unpredictable beast. You never know how you or someone in your life will react. Nothing truly prepares you for losing someone so vital and integral to your life. It is a wound that takes years to heal and never truly closes. Grief does not follow a timeline; you must let it go on its own time. Some days you scream out in pain; others, you smile in fond memories of the person you knew, loved, and now miss. The truth is that each day is different, and those days can last years, but you learn to deal with them in your own way.

			I lost a sister when I was in my early twenties. That was super hard for not only me but my entire family. We were all so vulnerable. One thing I learned is that when you go through challenging experiences that eventually all humankind has to go through, you learn how to comfort others. You know how to be there for them when they inevitably have to go through their grief. You can sympathize much better, have a warmer understanding, and be a shoulder to cry on. One that relates to what they are going through. That relatability is one thing that helps us move on. At some point, we will all experience it; oddly, the fact that others have had to go through these heinous feelings is comforting. When they say misery loves company, maybe this is its meaning. It could have read that misery loves company, but no one wants to be in that company.

			These moments of vulnerability have taught me the power of resilience and the strength of community. The love and support of those around me, including Loren, have been a lifeline, helping me rise from the depths of my grief. It’s a powerful reminder that we are not alone in our pain, and that the love and support of others can help us navigate even the darkest of times.

			Reflecting on this, I often think of my relentless drive to improve. “I’m a perfectionist. I’m pretty much insatiable. I feel there’s so many things I can improve on.” This mindset of continuous growth has been a cornerstone of my career and life. It’s not just about perfection on the tennis court but about striving to improve myself daily. In the context of grief, this drive translates into finding new ways to cope, to grow, and to integrate the memory of my sister into my life in meaningful ways. The loss breaks us down. To piece ourselves back together, we need to actively love ourselves enough to put in the work while understanding that life will never be perfect. It’s the everyday trying that counts.

			One of the most profound lessons I’ve learned is the importance of living fully and cherishing our moments with those we love. Life is precious and fragile, and we never know how much time we have. Loren and JR understood this better than most. Their lives, lived to the fullest, serve as a powerful reminder to us all to embrace each moment with gratitude and to live our lives with purpose and passion.

			In the early days following JR’s passing, I witnessed how Loren drew strength from the community around her. Messages of love and support poured in from all corners, including myself and others who cherished JR and Loren. I remember commenting on Loren’s Instagram post, saying, “I am shattered as well for you and with you,” fully aware that my words could only provide small comfort in her immense grief. Yet, it was clear that these expressions of solidarity offered her a sense of connection and support during such a difficult period.

			Grief has a way of isolating us, of making us feel alone in our pain. But Loren’s story shows that we do not grieve alone; we are held up by the love of those who walk beside us. These people hold your hand, listen to your stories, and remind you that you are not alone. As you read Scrambled or Sunny-Side Up?, you are not just a passive observer. You are part of this journey, part of this community of love and support.

			Loren and I have shared many moments of joy and sorrow. She has been there for me, celebrating my milestones and supporting me through the most challenging times. I met Loren, JR, and Amber at our friend’s house for dinner many years ago. Funny enough, Michael Jackson and his kids were also there. The memories we have shared are incredible. The laughs are even better. Our friendship has always been celebrated amid laughter and love. Loren has often called me her “phenomenal ride or die,” a testament to our deep bond. I feel the same.

			Her strength in the face of unimaginable loss is a testament to the human spirit’s ability to endure and persevere. Loren has courageously confronted her darkest moments, refusing to be defined by them. Instead, she has used her pain as a catalyst for growth and transformation.

			In Scrambled or Sunny-Side Up?, Loren lays bare the complexities of grief—the anger, the guilt, the relentless search for answers. But she also offers hope, illustrating how love endures beyond the physical world. Her reflections remind us that it’s okay to feel lost and to struggle but that healing is possible with time, support, and a willingness to embrace life’s imperfections.

			Life sometimes throws us what seem to be impossible curve balls, often when we least expect them. We have two choices: we can stay scrambled in the mess of loss, allowing it to consume us, or we can choose to rise, keeping our mind and spirit connected to the bigger purpose in our lives—the sunny-side-up part of living.

			In these pages, you will find a story that is both heart-wrenching and inspiring. Loren’s words are a gift, a beacon of hope for anyone who has faced loss and wondered how to move forward. She shows us that it’s okay not to have all the answers, struggle with the weight of grief, and find our way through the darkness.

			Loren’s story is not just about losing JR; it’s about finding a way to live again, to honor those we have lost while learning to breathe on our own. It’s about the power of love to transcend death and continue shaping and guiding us. Loren’s story embodies this choice. She chose to find the light amidst the darkness, to honor JR by continuing to live fully and purposefully.

			This memoir is not just for those who knew JR; it’s for anyone who has ever faced loss and wondered how to move forward. Loren’s strength and vulnerability are a gift to us all, providing a roadmap for navigating the labyrinth of grief. I hope her story resonates with you as deeply as it has with me, reminding us that love remains our most significant source of strength even amidst unimaginable pain.

			As you read Scrambled or Sunny-Side Up?, I encourage you to reflect on your own experiences with loss. Not just loss through death but the lost and found of yourself, which you may be able to identify in many of her lessons. Allow Loren’s words to guide you and offer comfort, inspiration, and hope as you navigate your journey. Remember that you are not alone and that a community of love and understanding supports you.

			—Serena Williams

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			My Love Letter, His Love Letter

			My dearest JR,

			Like many little girls, I dreamed of falling in love with my Prince Charming. Vivid, almost technicolor dreams washed over me in hues of anticipation and hope. I dreamt over and over again that one day someone would sweep me off my feet just like I’d seen in all those movies like Pretty Woman, The Way We Were, and The Notebook. And in the snap of a finger…just like that…my life would be an endless adventure.

			Then, at eighteen, I met you.

			The first time I saw you standing across the room, surrounded by a group of people, your laughter ringing out, infectious and bright—I was drawn to you. Your presence was magnetic—an irresistible pull. Your gestures were broad and expressive, your energy boundless. Within five minutes of our first exchange, I threw caution and logic out the window. I wanted to be part of your life and everything you stood for. Even then, when there was nothing to believe in but you, I knew.

			There was no money, no company, no home, no car, nothing—not even a plan. Yet my intuition already knew that being with you was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to love deeply, work for a creative genius, and be part of a team that could resurrect the great American dream. You stimulated me mentally, always getting me thinking about what was possible. You mesmerized me.

			Everything is an incredible and fast ride with you. Remember our first date? You were flying down a road in Greensboro, going eighty miles an hour. My heart was coming out of my chest, and I grabbed your arm and yelled, “JR, slow down! The speed limit is fifty-five here!”

			Your eyes sparkled like a small boy catching his first tadpole as you said, “Baby if I had a license, I’d go faster.”

			Your way of saying “I love you” in those early days was, “I like you a lot; don’t let it go to your head.” I always let it go to my head!

			One of the things I love most about you is that when I ask you a question or want a philosophical conversation, you stop whatever you are doing and fully engage. Even when I simply need a definition of a word, you tell me the definition and then put the word in a sentence so I can understand it well. And then, as is your style, you quiz me! You have been my most excellent teacher, and that will never change.

			You remember that one night, as we sat under the stars in your beat-up old car, I asked you, “What’s your dream, JR?”

			You looked at me with those excited little boy eyes and yelled, “To change the world, Loren. To help people succeed, to inspire them to be their best selves.”

			And I’m so damn proud of you! Watching you build Market America is incredible. You’re brilliant and resilient, full of purpose. A billionth of a volt went off in your mind, and you went nuts with the business. You will make it bigger, but more importantly, you are helping people along the way. You are an architect, engineer, and CEO. You speak all the right languages, bringing thousands and thousands of people in the world together by creating a system that arms people with a weapon to change their lives—a system that allows for time and financial freedom.

			You are crazy in the best way and over all these years, you’ve proven that there is a method to your madness. I’ve read thousands of letters over the years from employees, entrepreneurs, or even people who never joined the company, and they all detail how you changed their lives, giving them hope and belief. You knew even back then that the only way to change your life is to help others change theirs. This is what visionaries do. You didn’t just tell us a new story—you are the living story. What’s funny is—I never stopped to think about how much you did the same for me. You gave me confidence and encouraged me when I was unsure or questioned myself—believed in me when I didn’t. You made me realize I am enough. Thank you, baby.

			We spend every day of our lives together—twenty-four hours a day for thirty-six years, only four days apart when you go skiing. I hate skiing, but you, my dear, are passionate about those black diamond slopes.

			What a gift, baby! To know we are meant for each other. To walk through this dream of a life as soulmates.

			You once told me, “The only way you can leave me, Loren, is if you stop loving me.”

			That will never happen.

			You always say, “The joy is in the journey.” And when it comes to joy, we have Amber. When Amber gave us three beautiful grandchildren, you evolved almost instantly. You reached a new level of being. You always longed to be Pop Pop—you were ready for it. You are a child at heart, and being with Ayden, Ayva, and Aydrien lights you up, and you are their favorite playmate. Your eyes sparkle brighter, and you stop everything when you hear them giggle. If only everyone had a front-row seat to watch you playing shark in the pool, baseball, basketball, having Nerf gun fights, being in the science lab with you, watching you help them build train sets, and catching tadpoles, they would know what it is to feel like you are someone’s entire universe.

			You and I have fit so many lifetimes into one.

			Just two weeks ago, you surprised me again by giving your most extraordinary closing speech at the anniversary of our thirtieth convention. You were transparent and honest, and the crowd loved you for it. Your belief in everyone is incomparable. You’re a legend. You left all of you on that stage, giving all of yourself selflessly without expecting to receive. You always, always do the right thing. Your love for people, the business, and your family is a lesson in love.

			I didn’t only marry you; I married your vision. We all have. You never ask for anything, look for praise, or boast. You just work hard at doing what you love. And most of the time, your worries go unspoken too. I want you to know I see you.

			Thank you for being you—for everything you are—your heart, your love, your life—for everything you do, and for showing us what life looks like when you live in the dash.

			I was right about you at eighteen—you are my once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. I fell, kept falling, and am still falling madly in love with you more than three decades later. I love you more than life—but what’s more important is that you know that.

			I know I’m mushy and gushing now, but love is all we truly need—it is all we have ever needed. We are one conscience. Nothing matters without each other.

			Every love story is beautiful—but ours is my favorite. I promise you—there will be more magic moments.

			I love you—forever.

			I believe in you.

			Yours always,
Loren

			This is the letter I should have left for JR to find one morning as he stepped out of the shower. To read before he shared coffee with me or asked me about his eggs. He wrote me thousands of love letters to discover in various places almost daily. He didn’t wait to gush about anything. I saved them all. This is the letter I wish he had read before he so suddenly died.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Croatia

			A Dream Unraveled

			“Baby, did you know Croatia boasts over twelve hundred islands, islets, and reefs, but only about forty-eight have people who live there? It’s called the Island of Abundance—perfect for us! And did you know it’s one of the most diverse archipelagos in the world?”

			“What does archipelagos mean again?” I barely looked up from the email I wrote to Marc about everything we needed to handle before leaving on vacation. His enthusiasm pulled me out of my work-focused mindset, but even now, I couldn’t fully immerse myself in his joy.

			His smile beamed, and his forefinger pointed toward the sky. “Mimi, archipelagos are basically a bunch of islands close together in the ocean. They come from things like volcanic activity.” He stood before my laptop, smiling away, intentionally distracting me. I refused to look up and kept tapping the keyboard. “Now use the word in a sentence. Any sentence.”

			I didn’t push back because I’d been right here before. “Croatia is part of a wild archipelago where you can sip rum on gorgeous beaches and pretend you don’t have a care in the world. Not one. Single thing. To worry about.”

			He moved away from my laptop and flopped down on the couch, never looking away from me. He was dreaming while awake, as he often did for us. His dreams were a lifeline, pulling us into a world where the stresses of life didn’t exist, but I was too buried in my responsibilities to join him fully.

			The Island of Abundance

			“Ah, c’mon baby. We’re going to have a blast. I just read that the cravat was invented there!”

			“Cravat?” I slammed down hard on the return key.

			“Yes, Croatian mercenaries in the seventeenth century wore a cloth around their necks that caught the attention of the French, who adopted it as ‘cravate,’ deriving from ‘Croat.’ They basically invented the necktie!” The twelve-year-old sparkle danced in his eyes.

			“And baby, the town of Hum is there. It’s in the Guinness World Records for being the smallest town in the world with only twenty people. What if we bought island number forty-nine and we moved there with Amber and the kids? Marc, Maria, and Mariah could come too. Maybe Christian, Hunter, and Mekai, and of course Steve and Violet! But that’s it! Then we’d be in the Guinness Book as living in the smallest town. We could raise a lot of tadpoles there. Wait, let me look up if tadpoles are indigenous to that region.” The words fell out of his mouth with an intoxicating rhythm. Normally, I would have drunk in his daydreaming. But Marc and I needed to get on the same page before the trip, so I forced myself to focus on the email, feeling a pang of guilt for not indulging his fantasy.

			“Ok, JR. Let me know about the tadpoles ’cuz I think Ayden would love to be a tadpole farmer. Seriously.” I hit the backspace button twice. I could sense the tension between JR’s carefree planning and my overwhelming responsibilities, and I silently wished I could just let go and join him in his excitement.

			Unspoken Fears

			My attention was far from Croatia in the weeks leading up to our thirtieth-anniversary conference in August. Marc and I had been meticulously overseeing what would be the biggest, boldest, most important conference of our entire careers. It was August 2022, and COVID was finally waning. People were just starting to tiptoe out of their homes to travel. This was an in-person meeting only, our first in-person event in two years due to COVID. We had to give them a damn good reason—an electric reason—to come to Greensboro. We had to give them every reason to be there. This would be our thirtieth anniversary, and we were introducing the most advanced products and groundbreaking technology yet. Everything was more incredible than ever before, and it was their time—their chance to finally take control of their lives. Being stuck, tired, and frustrated was no longer an option. Now was the time to take action, and we would give them everything they needed to make it happen. Of course, the excitement of Jamie Foxx and Fat Joe performing would make it unforgettable, but beyond the bells and whistles, this was about empowering entrepreneurs to seize the moment. I almost considered canceling the trip to focus on the conference, but JR’s excitement was infectious, and I couldn’t bear to disappoint him.

			If the hamster wheel, tightrope, and spaceship were JR’s biggest stunts before, this thirtieth-anniversary conference would top it all. Everything had to be next level—including the budget. We’d put aside an additional $2.5 million to make this event the biggest ever.

			Marc and I spent ten hours a day reviewing every last detail of the conference, down to the color of the tickets. Without a fully staffed events department, the pressure was on us. I was in charge of the music, production, lighting, timing, and order of guest speakers. I arranged seating for our VIPs and family and spent hours shaping and drafting presentations with every single speaker, not to mention my own presentation.

			“Are those pyrotechnics going to set the green screen on fire if we have them too close?” I asked one of our producers just as I turned to our caterers. “Make sure we have vegan options for the buffet at lunch,” I added, trying to juggle a million details at once.

			I tweaked visuals, helped with timing, and sometimes had to tell top-level executives to rip their remarks up and start over. “This is the Super Bowl of Market America conferences,” I told one executive. “You need to bring your A+ performance, or you’re not getting on stage.”

			Meanwhile, I was still fully present in my regular role of overseeing all sales and marketing for the company. This included the launch of a dozen new products and helping JR coach and train the entrepreneurs in the field. My phone buzzed nonstop with texts and emails for weeks.

			Before leaving for this dream vacation, I had a to-do list a mile long. Oversee the final touches on the new product launch. Haggle with the marketing team about a campaign for a new product. Hire a new social media manager. Confirm logistics for guest speakers. Ensure every last product was in stock for Market America World, our installation next to the main stage. Write my presentation. Review my team’s presentations. Help Amber find a contractor for her new house. Review beneficiary documents with JR. Ask Angel to double-check my banking information. Get my clothes together for Jennifer and Ben’s wedding and our Croatia trip since we would be leaving right after the conference for both. It felt like I was carrying the weight of the world on my shoulders, and the thought of researching tadpoles native to Central Europe wasn’t exactly high on my priority list.

			But despite the chaos, there was a part of me that longed for the simplicity of JR’s dreams, a part that wished I could escape into his world, even just for a moment.

			“Loren! Baby! We’re in luck! There are four types of frogs native to Croatia—the common frog, not to be confused with the common tree frog; the agile frog, which is brown, not green like the common frogs—tree or not—and the marsh frog, which can be shades of green and brown but has black spots so we can tell them apart. Hysterically, the common frog is so loud it can be heard from as far away as a kilometer or more! Nothing common about that! Let’s build in time off the boat and see if we can find one of each of these little guys! It’ll be research for our island breeding habitat…”

			“Let’s talk about the frogs later. We don’t leave for another ten days. I have to wrap things up with Marc and Andrew now, or we’re not going to see the damn frogs in peace!” The email had been sent, but I was positive I had forgotten to include a few specific details that would make Marc’s life easier while we were on the boat…ten days from now.

			A Quiet Foreboding

			Croatia had been on JR’s bucket list for years. He dreamed of sailing around the Mediterranean on our boat, Utopia IV, with Amber and the grandkids. We’d tried to plan this trip several times, but obligations always got in the way. Our boat was now out of commission for months after an oil tanker accident in the Bahamas.

			As our twenty-ninth wedding anniversary approached and after hitting our company’s thirtieth anniversary, he declared, “We’re going!” It was the longest break we’d ever taken to travel around Europe—six weeks—including one week in Croatia. He rented a beautiful yacht for the first part of our trip to sail around Croatia and then we would head to Spain to stay with our very close friend, Grammy Award winner Alejandro Sanz. So that was it. “We’re going!”

			Unfortunately, Amber and the grandkids couldn’t make the first part of the trip but agreed to meet us in Spain. It would be our first major trip without them. Instead, we invited a few friends—my brother Marc, his wife Maria, and our long-time friend Truman. I was actually looking forward to having this time to celebrate us and toast to how far we’d come since those days in our garage building our company from scratch.

			In early July, six weeks before leaving for Croatia, JR had his second COVID-19 vaccine booster and a checkup. His blood work was unusual, but he had no symptoms pointing to anything wrong. “It’s probably nothing. We can rerun the labs when you return. Go and enjoy!” the doctor said.

			“Do you think we should go if there is something up, JR?” I already knew his answer.

			“Baby, if I were any healthier, I’d be in the Guinness Book of Records! We’re going, Loren. It’s our time.” I couldn’t argue with him or the several emails from the doctors encouraging us to go and have a great time.

			He had more energy than people half his age and more zest than any human I’d ever met. The only issue was his stiff knee, the result of an old high school football injury, but that was scheduled to be fixed—we were planning to see one of the top sports doctors for the Spanish soccer team Real Madrid while we were traveling through Europe. Alejandro had arranged the appointment for JR after learning about his knee issues. After we got back, he would be in perfect health. His parents lived to 99, and his grandmother was 104 when she died. I was the one who almost died on us in 2015 from a rare brain aneurysm.

			“You’re right! We’re going!” As I agreed, I could feel the sun on our faces already, pushing aside any lingering doubts.

			Echoes of Joy

			Two weeks before the conference, we got a call from my grandson Ayden. “Pop Pop, I want to go to Disney World for my birthday.” Orlando in July was as hot as a furnace, and JR hated extreme heat. Plus, I worried about him navigating the massive theme park on that bad knee. But JR was adamant we go. He wanted to make any wish of his grandchildren come true, and if we had a day to do it, then we would.

			Despite the chaos of our schedules, we packed up and flew to Disney World with the kids and a handful of Ayden’s friends, determined to make Ayden’s birthday unforgettable. We built lightsabers, flew the Millennium Falcon, and all the while, JR didn’t stop laughing and taking pictures with his grandson. Watching JR’s face light up as he shared these moments with Ayden was worth every minute of the scorching heat. Twelve hours later, we got back on the plane and headed home, with a very happy birthday boy and a satisfied Pop Pop, happy to have created another magic moment for the people he loved.

			Transitioning back into work mode was a jolt. I hadn’t slept more than four hours a night leading up to the conference, but all the hard work, sleepless nights, stress, and logistics paid off at the thirtieth-anniversary conference. The pyrotechnics went off without anything catching fire. The rock-and-roll-themed party we had on Saturday night was amazing. I’ll never forget Marc in his leather jacket and eyeliner. Fat Joe and Jamie Foxx performed. Five thousand people came out for that event. I still have the letter JR sent to Marc and me, congratulating us on a job well done.

			The Heart of the Storm

			But the most special part of the conference was our grandchildren’s presence, Ayden, Aydrien, and Ayva. Seeing their wide-eyed wonder at our created spectacle made all the effort worthwhile. They had become our unofficial mascots, charming everyone they met and even getting a shout-out from the stage during one of the keynote speeches. JR’s face lit up with pride every time someone mentioned one of their names. As I watched JR from the stage, a deep connection swelled in my chest, and for a moment, everything felt perfect—our family, our work, our life together.

			As the conference’s final day approached, I felt a mix of exhaustion and exhilaration. We had pulled off the impossible, and the energy in the room was electric. The culmination of months of planning was here, and I could see the impact on everyone’s faces—especially JR’s. His joy was infectious, and it fueled me to keep pushing through the fatigue.

			On the last day, after JR had left the stage and the applause had faded, he took me aside and he was overwhelmed with emotion. He was so grateful and thankful for all that had been done. He could see thirty years being celebrated. He was so thrilled about how all the UnFranchise Owners felt. He saw their faces light up for the three days. It was truly magical! “You did it, baby. You made this conference unforgettable. And look at Ayden, Ayva, and Aydrien—they will remember this for the rest of their lives.”

			I looked over at our grandkids, who were still buzzing with excitement, and felt a surge of pride and love. All of the kids went crazy. They loved every part of the show, mostly Pop Pop as he would always do crazy stunts and they lived for it. And JR loved that they never left the room when he was on stage, that they loved watching him. This wasn’t just about a conference; it was about family and legacy.

			As we wrapped up the event, I couldn’t help but reflect on the whirlwind of the past few weeks. From the scorching heat of Disney World to the electrifying atmosphere of our thirtieth-anniversary conference, to heading to Savannah to watch Ben and Jennifer become Mr. and Mrs. Affleck—what a rollercoaster just before heading out to Croatia for the long break. But every moment was worth it for the smiles, the laughter, and the unforgettable memories we were creating—especially for JR, our distributors, our family, and the grandkids.

			The morning after the grand and romantic affair that reflected Jen and Ben’s unique love story, JR and I sat quietly on the deck, sipping coffee and soaking in the calm before our next adventure. “Ready for Croatia?” I asked, glancing at JR, who was gazing out at the horizon with a content smile.

			“Absolutely,” he replied, his eyes sparkling with anticipation. “But first, let’s just enjoy this moment.” In that quiet morning light, with the echoes of our achievements still ringing in our ears, I felt a deep sense of gratitude for this life we had built together.

			Shattered Reality

			And in that quiet morning light, with the echoes of our achievements still ringing in our ears, we did just that.

			“Baby, isn’t this magical?” JR said to me after we’d finally made it to his personal fantasy island. We arrived in Dubrovnik, one of Croatia’s most popular tourist spots, ready to get out and enjoy what was on tap. Stairs weaved around historic buildings, through alleys, and down towards the water, where restaurants and bars lined the waterfront. JR was in a great mood, eager to walk around, pointing out areas he wanted to explore. I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of unease as I watched him navigate the uneven terrain, but I quickly brushed it aside, wanting to believe that everything was as perfect as he imagined.
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