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PRAISE FOR KELLY SULLIVAN WALDEN’S A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste



    “Written in a highly engaging style, Walden’s book makes a good case that finding the lessons in even tragic events can lead to a happier and more fulfilled life.”

    Library Journal (starred review)

“Death never happens no matter what anyone tells you. There is only life… in all its iterations. I was lucky to share that with Kelly Sullivan Walden after her near-death experience. Once we know that life doesn’t end when the body does, we can get on with the business of living with more freedom and joy. That’s what Kelly talks about in this book—she gives us the steps and tools to transform our tragic into magic… one metaphorical or literal lightning strike at a time!”

DANNION BRINKLEY, New York Times bestselling author of Saved by the Light

“A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste reveals how the darkest traumas and misfortunes of our private histories can be transformed into treasure in the form of deeper purpose. In this brave and innovative book, Kelly Sullivan Walden takes the mystery out of such alchemy by systematically revealing, through personal stories and her breakthrough 4-step method, how to face and embrace our nightmares (both waking and sleeping) in order to transmute them into fuel for creating the life of our dreams. This empowering book provides the gift of clarity—the means through which to excavate the mud of our pasts and uncover glimmers of our unique purpose for being alive.”

ASPEN MATIS, bestselling author of Girl in the Woods and Your Blue Is Not My Blue

“We all face adversities, challenges, and many face crises that leave them paralyzed. But what if in these times the gold is hidden under the mud? Kelly ignites us with practical tools and soulful wisdom to find our inner magician to free us from our personal cage and give us wings to believe that indeed we are the alchemist of our own life! And how grand is that?! Read the treasures of this book and find your magic tools.”

AGAPI STASSINOPOULOS, bestselling author of Speaking with Spirit

“As Carl Jung once said, ‘One does not become enlightened by imagining figures of light, but by making the darkness conscious.’ In Kelly Sullivan Walden’s latest book, A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste, she does just that. She not only reveals her own shadowy stories and shares how she mined the gold from them, but she leaves a trail of breadcrumbs behind, along with a system to help us take our disempowered stories and transform them into the launching pad for our greatest compassion and contribution to humanity. And she does all this with the ability to belly-laugh at the dark, making sure it has no choice but to turn into light.”

CYNDI DALE, bestselling and award-winning author of The Subtle Body

“For many of us, one of the muddiest areas of our lives is in the realm of our intimate relationships. If we want to attract and sustain the soulmate relationship of our dreams, we need to stop glossing over our heartbreaks. Instead, we need to read Kelly Sullivan Walden’s latest book, A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste, to help us shine a bright light on our crippling love-life woes to transform them into WOWs—and thus, become magnetic to the love we desire and deserve.”

ARIELLE FORD, bestselling author of The Soulmate Secret

“Never in history (most certainly not in my history) has the bleep hit the fan more than it has lately. I am deeply aware of the fact that life can make us either bitter or better. This is why I love Kelly Sullivan Walden’s latest book, A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste. It helps us get down to the nitty gritty, to not just tolerate but celebrate the things in life that tip us upside down and shake us by the ankles. With Kelly’s OGLE process, you’ll learn how to quickly transform your tragic into magic.”

BETSY CHASSE, award-winning coproducer/director of What the Bleep Do We Know
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“When it appears like things are falling apart, a new world is trying to emerge—a world of higher values and vision. A world that works for the highest good of all. But it can’t happen apart from us. We each need to participate in this emergence by becoming the change we want to see in the world (personally, professionally, and globally). For this reason, I’m so excited about my friend Kelly Sullivan Walden’s new book, A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste. She gets into the nitty-gritty in her simple 4-step formula to teach us all how to transform our most difficult moments into a springboard into our greatest emergence.”

DEREK RYDALL, bestselling author of Emergence

“Having our dream life—a life where our greatest desires come to pass—is our birthright. But it doesn’t materialize without us learning some hard lessons along the way. I prefer the easy way—don’t get me wrong—but I’m grateful for my missteps and challenges because they’ve deepened me and given me access to valuable aspects of my inner wisdom that I never would’ve discovered otherwise. To help us flip the tragic into magic, I recommend the radically simple but profound 4-step process Kelly Sullivan Walden writes about in her book A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste.”
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CHRISTY WHITMAN, New York Times bestselling author

“I hope your life is filled with grace, ease, and phenomenal prosperity. However, if you should encounter a bump in the road or any type of difficulty, my wish for you is that you learn how to see that life is never happening to you but for you. This is one of the reasons why I love Kelly Sullivan Walden’s book A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste. It teaches us an enlightened perspective on how to perceive our tribulations and transform them into jubilation. The medicine in her 4-step OGLE process is truly life changing. I hope this book impacts you at least half as much as it has me!”

MARIE DIAMOND, bestselling author and star of The Secret

“Could there be a more important time in our lives to learn the energy healing tools to pull ourselves out of the mud than now? I don’t think so. In fact, to become able to transform our tragic moments into magic moments (as quickly and thoroughly as possible) is the name of the game. This is why I wholeheartedly recommend Kelly Sullivan Walden’s latest book, A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste. This book is for anyone who wants to make the most at their difficulties to become the best version of themselves—to be able to pay it forward and make a difference on this planet.”

LISA CAMPION, bestselling author of The Art of Psychic Reiki and Energy Healing for Empaths

“From one who is no stranger to the mud, phenomenal Kelly and her amazing book is the perfect inspiration to remind us to STOP wasting our funky moments—they are so deliciously (albeit intensely) rife with learning, growing… and let’s face it, Sacred Exfoliation! I highly recommend it as a way to ensure the transformation of your tragic into your magic.”

ALLANA PRATT, author of From Heartbreak to HeartMates

“Everyone in my world knows that I am a huge proponent of falling in love with our shadows. My dear friend Kelly Sullivan Walden has written a book of her own personal shadows and her process of not just tolerating them but celebrating them. When I think of the world I want to live in, it’s one where we all stop glossing over or ignoring our difficulties and most painful memories, but one where we love them so much they become our access point to truly making a difference in other people’s lives and creating great meaning in our own.”

JO-E SUTTON, author of the upcoming book Falling in Love with Your Shadows
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Dedication

To those who’ve been to hell and back more times than you can count, and are still in the trenches, may this book help you alchemize your drama into the phenomena of your unique pearls of wisdom. May these stories inspire you to remember that the worst things can become the best things, when you lift your gaze from the tragic and develop eyes to behold the magic that is always here.
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A percentage of proceeds from this book benefits the Claire’s Place Foundation.1






A human being is essentially a spirit-eye. Whatever you really see, you are that.

Rumi
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Foreword

Kelly Sullivan Walden’s way of transforming tragic to magic is a powerful practice, especially these days when we are facing such difficult times and hearing heartbreaking news on a daily basis. To live in a state of victimhood (a natural response to tragedy) can have the effect of a dam impeding the flow of joy in our lives. In order to break the dam, we need the recognition of the deeper nature of the tragedy (to initiate us to our purpose and resilience) and the courage to face the challenges they present. As Kelly points out in A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste, the key is to look beneath the surface to discover the inspiration for a new, artful, life-affirming creation—a tip I personally put to practice while working through my own crisis, so it wouldn’t leave its thick residue in my mind.

It might seem strange, but I consider my greatest attribute as being an ogler. It’s my style—without necessarily meaning to—to provoke my students out of their comfort zones; out of trying to get it right; out of being good and commonplace. I often flip my students’ paintings upside down while they’re mid brushstroke, to show them a more creative and sometimes even absurd way of perceiving art, and thus, life. To be an ogler of the artistic or transformational variety is one and the same. We must develop the eyes to see beyond the surface if we’re to have a life of inspiration. Why else did we bother incarnating?

—Rassouli, founder of the FusionArt movement and bestselling author of Sufi Wisdom Oracle






Preface PERSEPHONE, PHONE HOME



It is by going down into the abyss that we recover the treasures of life. Where you stumble, there lies your treasure.

JOSEPH CAMPBELL



The goddess Persephone, according to myth, was the epitome of innocence and all things lovely. One day, while frolicking through the meadow chasing butterflies and cartwheeling amid the wildflowers, she was seized by the captivating aroma of the narcissus. As the prepubescent maiden beheld the flower’s snow-white petals, she breathed in the mysterious scent and caught her first whiff of self-awareness. To document the moment, she whipped out her phone, feeling inexplicably compelled to pose for her first selfie.

At this exact time, Hades, god of the underworld, who’d been stalking Persephone like an obsessed paparazzo, seized the window of opportunity caused by the flower’s narcotic roofie-esque effect on the young goddess. The dark king reached his scaly hand from his shadowy lair and clutched Persephone’s ankle. Before she could reach for her pepper spray or utter a single “OMG,” she was abducted from the life she’d known and became a missing person.

Persephone kicked, screamed, and prayed to be rescued by her helicopter parent, Demeter, goddess of the harvest. But the earth swallowed her wailing, and her mother could not hear her cries.

Exhausted, eventually Persephone realized she could not outrun or outsmart her captor. Surrendering to Stockholm syndrome, she relented to becoming Hades’s bride, and thus queen of the underworld. To mark the occasion, she got a tattoo, dyed her dress black, and painted her nails goth blue. A sudden student of the dark arts, she learned to use the Thoth Crowley Tarot to understand the past, the Ouija board to forecast the future, and alchemy to transform dense matter into gold.

Six months later, just as Persephone was finding the bright side of perpetual darkness, Zeus sent Apollo on his winged chariot to save her and the earth due to Demeter having turned the world to ice from the heartbreak of her daughter’s dissappearance. Before Persephone was escorted back to the world above, clever Hades offered her a few parting gifts: six pomegranate seeds, one for each month she’d been with him.

Famished after not having eaten since she’d been there, she gobbled them up. As she licked the crimson, blood-like juice from the back of her hand, she flipped Hades the finger and wished him a not-so-fond adieu.

Apparently, everyone but Persephone read the memo clearly stating never to eat food in the underworld. Because she consumed this Hadean snack, she’d have to return to Hades for six months of every year.

Once Persephone arrived back upon the soil of upper earth, reunited with her mother, the sun peeked from behind the frosty clouds, and life on earth resumed: birds chirped, butterflies fluttered, and humans boasted on social media about how the offerings they made to the gods contributed to the rescue of their beloved Persephone.

While the world celebrated, Persephone was standoffish and discombobulated. No longer the virginal girl and no longer queen of shadows, she wondered, “Who am I? Will the real Persephone please stand up?”

In time, Persephone did stand up as she came to see that because of what she’d endured, she’d earned dual citizenship, being granted access to the realms of darkness and light. With the ability to live boldly, powerfully, and fearlessly in both worlds, she became heralded as a healer/alchemist/dreamer/goddess, a bridge being, and thus a force to be reckoned with.



No matter how charmed our lives may be, we all take our tour of duty in the Hadean realm via a dark night of the soul (or several of them). It’s not a matter of if, but when.

Because of my unexpected sojourns to the dark side and back, having taken in more than my share of pomegranate seeds, I know the terrain. Through this book I’ll take you on a journey back and forth, across the alchemy bridge, so maybe you, like Persephone and me, will not only unpack the precious wisdom you’ve earned and learned from your dark nights, but milk them for all they’re worth.
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Introduction


One does not become enlightened by imagining figures of light, but by making the darkness conscious.

CARL JUNG



NOTE ABOUT THIS BOOK’S TITLE

I’d like to say I dreamed up the title of this book, A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste, but I’d be lying. I can’t remember exactly where I first heard the phrase, but when I did, it rang such a deep chord in me, it quickly became one of my favorite slogans. Since writing this book, I’ve become aware of Paul Romer’s use of the phrase, as well as Rahm Emanuel’s subsequent popularization of it.2

In spite of these references, this book has nothing to do with politics or economics. It relates to transformation of the very personal, individual—mind, body, and spirit—variety. This strangely may be the most potent way to effect political and economic change.

Additionally, the notion of A Crisis Is a Terrible Thing to Waste also relates to a theory that’s become well-known in recent years: post-traumatic growth (PTG). You are, no doubt, familiar with Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD) but what you might not be as familiar with is the work of Richard Tedeschi, PhD, and Lawrence Calhoun, PhD, that explains the phenomena of extreme transformation that can follow a traumatic event, if we allow it. According to this theory, 50 percent of people who endure an adverse circumstance see radically positive growth afterward.3

With all this in mind, I hope the title of this book and its contents inspire you to look for and find the gold in the midst of any and all challenges you or your loved ones may face.

DISCLAIMER

I’ve written these true stories to the best of my memory, which is admittedly imperfect and limited. I have changed some names and identifying characteristics to protect the innocent and not so innocent. Despite the fact that the core of each of these stories is true (including a few that have been previously printed in other publications), some events and people have been amalgamized for literary cohesion.

Also, you should know, I’m not the type to “wear my pain on my sleeve,” which is why, in all my previous books, I’ve mostly written from a place of authority, as a dream expert. I’m proud of those books, don’t get me wrong. However, I’ve recently discovered that people seem to learn more from me when I let them in on my more vulnerable “tragic to magic” stories than when I just skip straight to the “magic.” It seems the learning is not only more relatable but more empowering when I reveal how I nearly drowned in the mud of victimhood (over and over and over) and eventually found my way to the light. In other words, if you’re familiar with my work, you’ll notice this book is different from the others.

This collection of essays relates true stories from my life, and they all feature some measure of small or large crises—shining a light on my flaws, insecurities, and embarrassing and naïve moments. I present them here on a messy platter for you to learn from, relate to, or judge. Be careful of judging, however, as when we judge someone else, we judge ourselves.

None of us discover true wisdom without going through the muck. In this book, I highlight my journey to inspire you, so next time you fall, you’ll remember to look for the message in the mess, and the magic amid the tragic. After all, what you look for, you find.

MY NITTY, GRITTY, SHITTY LIST

You might be wondering what in God’s name am I—a white, fifty-four-year-old woman from a middle-class family in the US living in the twenty-first century—doing writing a book with the word crisis in the title? My Irish ancestors, survivors of the potato famine, would scoff in their graves: “Ach! What does our girl know about crisis?”

Ancestry aside, let’s pretend you and I are on a first date in a lovely restaurant, seated in a window-side booth, and we just ordered dinner. As we sip floral wine from crystal glasses, you look across the table, past the red rose in the vase and the flickering candle, smiling as you innocently say, “So, tell me about yourself.”

I clear my throat, dab the cloth napkin to my lips, take a breath, look you intently in the eye, and reply, “Aw, thanks. I’m happy to. Yeah, there are a few things you should know about me if we’re going to have a relationship beyond this date.” First, I’ll get my nitty, gritty, shitty list out of the way as I reach into my purse and say, “I’ve prepared a document for such an occasion.”

You watch, spellbound, as I unfurl a very long scroll from my purse, clear my throat again, and read aloud:


	While I perused acting in my twenties, I had over one hundred indecent #MeToo-esque propositions.

	One of those led to me becoming a stripper in a bikini bar for a year… and then, I…

	− was robbed five times

	− was physically assaulted and nearly raped four times

	− was in three car accidents

	− contemplated suicide twice

	− was mauled by dogs once

	− jumped off a sixty-foot-high cliff and landed ass-first in the water

	− bounced checks

	− dropped out of college

	− shoplifted

	− dabbled in eating disorders





	I used to be irresistibly drawn to dysfunctional relationships where I was…

	− lied to

	− manipulated

	− conned

	− cheated

	− rejected

	− stalked

	− forced to file restraining orders

	− up close and personal with the mafia








	
All this has led me to become…

	− a commitment-phobe with a messianic complex

	− an insecure, codependent, workaholic

	− in grief over the recent-ish death of over a dozen loved ones, including two lifelong best friends, Teresa and Gypsy, and most recently, my lapdogs/constant companions, Lola and Priya





	But my biggest heartbreak was the death of a baby I was scheduled to adopt…

	And, in the time it took me to tell you this, I’ve had one of the fifty hot flashes I’ll experience today.



“Now that we’ve gotten that out of the way… I’m going to the little girls’ room. If you’re still here when I return, maybe you’ll tell me about you.”

I’m happily surprised you’re still here when I return, maybe because you’re too stunned by my confession to walk, run, or hide under the table. But assuming you stayed for another reason, I take a sip of wine, lean in, and say, “OK, I’ve shown you mine; now show me yours. Has your life been a walk in the park or on the wild side? Has it been confetti-ed with blessings or challenges? Let’s meet beneath the bs of ‘fabulous and fine’ and get real.”

To encourage you to start talking, I add, “By the way, I shared with you my nitty, gritty, shitty list not to scare you or engender pity. It was hard for me to share my list with you. In fact, my ego would prefer to blowtorch it and pretend it doesn’t exist, while convincing you I’m perfect and fabulous. Despite my ego, I shared my list with you in the spirit of disclosure, transparency, and authenticity… because life is short and whether our relationship lasts just for today or for the long haul, I want it to be as real as possible. I shared this with you because I want to meet you in the truth of our flawed and fractured humanness, and our awe-inspiring luminescence, the both/and, the above/below, the shadow/light, side by side, swirled together, slam dancing in the same mosh pit.”

With that mini mic drop, I finally shut up, take a bite of my lasagna, which by now has gone tepid, and allow space for you to tell your story to me. I imagine a choir of angels singing to celebrate that you’re sharing your deepest, darkest secrets with me, and because I’ve finally, thank the Lord, stopped talking.



I’m aware I’ve not experienced every crisis known to humankind. Not even close, nor would I want to. But in addition to overcoming my own difficulties, over the past twenty-five years, as a certified clinical hypnotherapist, human design analyst, and spiritual counselor—with an emphasis on dreamwork—I’ve worked with clients who have survived unfathomable hardships. When I added those to my personal list of heartbreaks, I noticed a pattern emerge that reveals the simple formula I articulate here. All this inspired me to write this book with the word crisis in the title to share with you why I believe it’s a terrible thing to waste… and what you can do about it.
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The Chinese got it right with their word for crisis: the symbol for “danger” and “opportunity.” In other words, we each can paint a picture of our life as the victim—“woe is me”—or as victorious: “Wow! There’s me! I survived!”

I’ve come to the point where I now see my proudest accomplishments exist not despite but because of my heartbreaks. These hardships broke me open so profoundly, that I (eventually) was able to discover the hidden wisdom and empathy to:


	write eleven books, five oracle decks, and two journals

	earn a doctorate degree in ministerial studies

	be invited to speak at the United Nations

	start a nonprofit organization that inspires thousands of inner-city kids to dream solutions for their personal challenges as well as the UN’s goals

	be featured on national television, radio, and magazines

	travel around the world

	meet with and interview some of the world’s most inspirational people

	be married to a wonderful man for the last twenty years

	
have deep relationships with my family and friends

	live in a beautiful home in the woods I love waking up in every day



In short, I have a life of passion, purpose, and meaning I wouldn’t trade with anyone more beautiful, wealthy, famous or thin or with more social media followers. The best things in my life, I know, would not be possible if it weren’t for all the unfortunate situations I’ve lived through. And… as full as this book is of my personal dramas, there are more where these came from. Even though I wouldn’t want to go through any of them again, I’m grateful for them all. I know it might sound crazy… but read on, and you’ll learn why.

OGLE

In spite of my nitty, gritty, shitty list and my multiple trips to Hades, you might be surprised to know I’m a mostly happy, peaceful, grateful person. However, no matter what I do to prepare myself for crises (like, say, a pandemic where the world goes into lockdown, and I can’t see my family for a year, and people I know and love get sick and die), they always shock me. I know the answer doesn’t lie in denial; nor does it lie in excessive wallowing and teeth gnashing. I’m of the opinion that pain is guaranteed—suffering, however, is optional. In other words, I want to milk my challenges for all they're worth, as quickly as possible, so I can get back to the business of enjoying my life… and I want you to, also!

It is commonly believed that “time heals.” But when I was a guest speaker at The Grief Coach Academy a few years ago, I was shocked to hear the founder, Aurora Winter, talk about an article in Time magazine that discussed the work of psychologist Doctor Edward Diener (who did extensive research on the time it takes to recover from debilitating loss). According to that article, “it takes five to eight years for a widow to regain her previous sense of well-being.”4

Aurora went on to say,


The cost of suffering from grief is staggering. Joy, health, vitality, relationships, creativity, productivity, clarity, prosperity all suffer. The Wall Street Journal reported that the workplace cost of grief is $75 billion per year in the US due to lost productivity, accidents, and absenteeism. Chronic stress from grief can prematurely age your cells by a decade. It can even trigger early death.5



However, what I’ve discovered over my two decades of working with clients (and three decades working on myself), with the right kind of emotional/spiritual/psychological tools, recovery time can be reduced to months, weeks, days, hours, or even minutes.

In the last twenty-five years, I have had the honor, as a hypnotherapist and spiritual coach, to give clients tools to pull themselves out of their quicksand. The OGLE process, if I may toot my own horn, is my best one yet. It’s the one I’ve been looking for my whole life—to quickly turn my and my clients’ “tragic into magic.”

Allow me to explain.

When I met world-renowned artist Rassouli—with whom I was blessed enough to create the Dream Oracle and Hero’s Journey Dream Oracle decks—he described himself as an ogler of the artistic variety. With his penetrating perspective, he is delighted and enchanted with the most minute details of life around him and does not take beauty at face value.

In the same way Rassouli is an artistic ogler, I invite you to become an ogler of the transformational variety. In fact, one of the best ways to not transform a tragic circumstance into magic is to not really look at it and see it for what it is. And one of the best ways to alchemize a crisis—and not waste it—is to truly look at it… to OGLE it:


	
O: What is the Offending behavior and/or situation?

	
G: What is Good about that offending behavior and/or situation?

	
L: How am I peering into the Looking Glass (mirror)?

	
E: How will I allow this situation to Elevate me? What Elevated action will I take?



Let’s unpack OGLE, letter by letter.


O: What is the Offending behavior and/or situation?

Call to mind a situation where a person…


	pissed you off

	hurt your feelings

	let you down

	did exactly the opposite of what you needed, hoped for, assumed, imagined a sane, rational person would do, say, or behave like…



This is where you have full permission to feel your feelings. I highly recommend journaling to vent as you rant, rave, and rage. What did this person (or institution or happening) do to you? How did this offensive behavior hurt, scare, upset, devastate, or trigger you? What about this offending behavior bothers you so much? Let it rip. Feel free to blame to your heart’s content. There will be plenty of time for self-responsibility in the next steps.

Oh yes, I highly recommend you don’t approach the person who offended you until after you’ve completed the OGLE process. In my experience, it’s rare the conversation goes well with the person who hurt my feelings when I’m in the heat of my upset. The possibility of a productive heart-to-heart is usually not possible until we get the bee (or hornet, as the case may be) out of our proverbial bonnet. Of course, there are rare moments in life where reactivity is healthy and useful. However, in my decades of experience, I’ve discovered that more often than not, it’s destructive and can lead to irreparable damage. To address the offending situation directly, with the one who stimulated the upset, in the heat of the fire, requires the skill of a meticulous surgeon. I believe we’ll all get there one day. That’s, in fact, the goal. But until we achieve this level of mastery, I highly recommend you alchemize your upset via OGLE; then, if appropriate, approach the person who did the offending behavior.

You might be wondering, “What if the person who did the offending behavior was me?”

If you are asking this question, let me congratulate you for the self-awareness to even consider your own culpability. I believe self-OGLE-ing is next to godliness, the ultimate in humility—not humiliation (though it might sometimes feel that way). To admit you misspoke, misstepped, misread, or mishandled a situation—followed by a willingness to learn, grow, and take an elevated action—is the name of the game.


G: What is Good about that offending behavior and/or situation?

This is where you look at me like I’ve lost my whole mind as you rebut indignantly, “Are you insane? There is absolutely NOTHING AT ALL REEDEMABLE, MUCH LESS GOOD, about this horrible, thoughtless, cruel, offensive behavior this person did TO ME.”

And I reply, “Yes, I totally understand why you feel that way. And if you want to spend more time in the O before you move to the G, then be my guest. When you get bored of ranting and raving about how horribly someone did you wrong, and you can’t wait to trade in your poopy diapers for a clean pair of big-girl panties or big-boy boxers, then the G will be here waiting for you with open arms.”

One good thing about their offending behavior is it would only be offensive to you if you didn’t have a strong moral value on the opposite end of the spectrum from their behavior. The fact that you are offended is a good thing because it demonstrates you value honesty, integrity, kindness, equity, fill-in-the-blank.

Here’s another hint: When all else fails, look beneath their hurtful behavior and notice there is likely a “protective mechanism” at play. Even if you deem the protective mechanism uncalled for, the fact that the person who offended you has self-preservation operating in their psyche means they have a self they feel is worth preserving. Clearly, they’ve been triggered (otherwise, I imagine their behavior would not have offended you), and it likely comes from some distorted perception, maybe even a PTSD fight/flight/freeze response.


L: How am I peering into the Looking Glass (mirror)?

Or: How do I do the same thing? How am I looking in the mirror? Have I ever done this? How do I do this same behavior (or can I imagine how I might if I were in their situation)… even if it’s just a minuscule speck compared to them?

This is where you get to ride your high horse and say, “Neigh… I would never do that! How dare you even assume I would! Off with your head for insinuating something so vile! Don’t you know who I am?”

Of course I know who you are. You are me, and I am you. We are all mirror reflections of each other, and kumbaya, hallelujah, and pass the kombucha. The entire human race lives (even if only as a grain of a dust mote) in the entirety of your being. This is where we get the saying “There, but for the grace of God, go I.”


E: How will I allow this situation to Elevate me? What Elevated action will I take?

In other words, how might this situation be making me a more aware, more compassionate version of myself?

If this is hard to answer, consider the quote widely attributed to Albert Einstein, “The most important question facing humanity is, ‘Is the universe a friendly place?’ ” In other words, your perception of the universe as friendly or hostile will determine the frame you place around all events that take place in your life. If you can perceive that the universe is on your side—that what happens to you is designed to uplift and make you a lighter, brighter, more magnificent you—then it won’t be a leap to explore how your circumstance might serve to make you better (not bitter).

If you can answer the question “How will I allow this situation to Elevate me?” (even if you have to imagine you are playing the role of an attorney, arguing the case before a grand jury, looking for evidence of how this situation could be a blessing provoking an improvised version of you to emerge), then you are officially an alchemist.

Did you do it? Did you OGLE your upset?

If you did, bravo! Well done!

If not, do yourself a favor and go back through this process and give it a shot. To help you, here’s an example of how I OGLEd a devastating moment in my life.

THE HIPPY AND THE HYPOCRITE

Years ago, a journalist from my local paper came to my home to interview me for a cover story on the power of dreams. I felt honored to have come so far in my career as a forty-four-year-old dream therapist to warrant the attention of a reporter coming to my house, and I was a nervous wreck. Wanting to make a good impression, before she arrived, I scurried around, tidying the living room, trying to perfectly place the throw blankets on the arms of my chairs so they would look accidentally tossed. I wafted earthy incense and arranged my favorite turquoise scarf around my neck twenty different ways to find the perfect professional yet casual look.

When I heard the knock at the door, I felt ready to face down the entire 60 Minutes crew. But no! Here was a middle-aged woman with a warm, hippy-chick style that disarmed me immediately. I felt a sisterly vibe as we both nestled on the couch, making small talk and sipping iced teas.

“Are there any topics I should avoid?” my new friend asked, eyes wide over her glass.

“Absolutely not! I’m an open book. You can ask me anything,” I quipped, having no idea I’d soon regret saying this.

The conversation flowed easily. About thirty minutes in, she asked, “Why do we have nightmares?”

Ah, one of my favorite topics. I went on a long meander about how nightmares are actually the heroes of our subconscious, helping guide us to healing and wholeness. “There’s gold beneath the shadows,” I said. “The payoff of doing shadow work with our nightmares is we eventually have nothing to hide or run from, and our lives can become filled with confidence, freedom, and joy.”

She nodded and scribbled away. Then she looked up and asked quietly: “Is that how you feel today about your past as a stripper?”

What?

I gripped the arm of the couch, unsure I’d heard her correctly.

Her voice warbled in slow motion: “Do you ever dream about your past as a pole dancer?”

Is this what tasering feels like? I struggled to find my voice. “How… did you know?” I finally asked.

“You shared it, years ago, in a twelve-step recovery meeting.”

Yes. I’d been in Al-Anon—to deal with my codependent relationship with alcoholics in my life. Then I dabbled in AA for eight sober years until I discovered I wasn’t a true alcoholic. Never mind that “anonymous” is the very heart of those organizations, and anything said in those meetings is supposed to stay inside the meeting. I wasn’t interested right then at calling her out on her breach of twelve-step protocol. What I wanted was to get my wind back from this sucker punch. I was a professional, a respected author and expert in a field that heals and uplifts people’s minds and spirits. I was not spinning on poles, wearing G-strings from Trashy Lingerie, or taking grocery bags of dollar bills to deposit with smirking bank clerks.

Not anymore.

My breath came back. I gave a wobbly smile to the journalist. “I feel like a hypocrite,” I admitted. “I’m promoting living transparently and embracing the shadow, but…” I stopped and tried to keep pleading out of my voice. “I’m afraid if my past became public knowledge, it might be the end of the work I do, especially with school kids. I said I was an open book… but it turns out I’m not. I have to ask you not to mention my past in this article.”

She nodded and asked a few innocuous questions, and the interview hobbled to a close. But I felt no relief when I closed the door after her. I sat back down on the couch, still stunned. Fraud, I thought. Yes, she was the one who did the morally questionable “gotcha.” But who was I to talk about openness and embracing nightmares when it was clear I had a backyard dumpster of my own?

I want to be clear about something. Dancing, stripping is a legitimate profession. I don’t judge those who choose to make money by taking control of their own bodies and sexuality. But the key word here is choose. In my own life, I don’t regret stripping off my clothes; I regret stripping myself of my values. I regret giving others agency over my life and letting them decide how to use my body to get what they wanted. I regret believing in others’ ideas about me rather than my own abilities. I regret hiding, rationalizing, half-explaining, and lying about what I did for a living back then.

As with any nightmare, the “evil” isn’t the monster itself; it’s our fear, our hiding and our running from it. My stripping career was brief, but it left a long, long shadow, and as I cleaned up the iced-tea glasses, I knew it was time I discovered the gold beneath it.



Here’s how I eventually OGLE’d it:


O: What is the Offending behavior and/or situation?

The reporter was being sneaky, trying to expose me in a shaming way.

G: What is Good about that offending behavior and/or situation?

Beneath the salaciousness, I perceived her to be on a quest for honesty, truth telling, no bullshit.

L: How am I peering into the Looking Glass (mirror)?

I am also intrigued by honesty. Even though the mere thought of being revealed makes me shake and sweat, as I imagine being made to wear a scarlet letter, as I’m stoned by mobs of scorning, judgmental people, I secretly desire to be the open book I purport to be.

E: How will I allow this situation to Elevate me? What Elevated action will I take?

I am grateful she called me out in a relatively benign way. This could’ve been worse. This was my local paper—not People magazine. What if this was an invitation for me to up my game and live a more transparent life?



So, I promised myself I would never let that happen again. I decided in the painful clarity of that moment, if anyone is going to expose me, it should be me. And the only way to do that would be to write my own story. So, I did.

I wrote a four-hundred-page memoir titled Stripped: Dancing with My Demons in the City of Angels about my twenty-first year, when I was conned into stripping by a manipulative and oh-so-convincing producer, who lured me in with promises of fortune and fame.

Because of the degree of my shame, I had to take extreme measures to find my way to elevate out of the pit I found myself mired in. I believe if we truly want to transform the tragic into magic, we must call on our secret weapon: creativity. The process of writing Stripped turned out to be the best therapy I’d ever done and truly turned my broken soul and heart into art and proved that even the most difficult things we’ve been through can be alchemized. In fact, every time I talk with someone who’s read my story, our conversation pierces the topsoil of normal, polite conversation and suddenly becomes deep, confessional, and soul to soul. I feel lucky (instead of yucky) about my past because it gives me this strange access to meet people in the hidden realm of their most sacred and secret selves.

If you don’t believe me about the ability to transform the tragic into magic, check out the work of Victor Frankl, author of the book Man’s Search for Meaning. Or Eva Mozes Kor, who chronicled her horrific abuse as a twin child surviving Nazi concentration camps in Surviving the Angel of Death. Fifty years after her release, she realized she still wasn’t free from being haunted daily by her memories. As a true victim, she was struck by the awareness there was nothing she could do to change the past, but she could change the future by shifting her perspective in the present. She tried every other way to free herself, but nothing worked until she discovered the power she possessed to forgive. She created a document of amnesty, forgiving her captors. Not because they deserved it, not because she condoned their behavior, but because she discovered it was the only option she could find to give her a lasting sense of freedom.6

There are many victims, including Eva’s twin sister, Miriam, who disowned her for her action. But there were many others, in fact, millions of survivors, inspired by her radical act of mercy, who found self-empowerment born from forgiving the unforgivable.

Whether our pain or shame be tiny or monumental, it becomes poison inside us until we turn it into gold. We may not be omnipotent beings who can control the universe, but we do have the power to become alchemists. This ability may not make us impenetrable, but it makes us capable of, on a dime, or in due time, transforming the tragic aspects of our lives into magic.
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