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[bookmark: Introduction][bookmark: _bookmark0]Introduction
Do you know your life’s purpose and live it with meaning and passion? Do you face your emotional awakenings and obstacles with fierce honesty and the intent to expand yourself in the sense of it all? Can you do it all with compassion for yourself, a sense of curiosity and a vision for what you desire to become? At the end of your all, will you be able to say you lived your life free of regrets?
“I intend that you will discover purpose and a deeper meaning with passion in all the places you find yourself in this life. When you do this, your experience at the end of your life will be more fulfilling and kind, with a gentler meaning and understanding. You will open a door offering you an opportunity to experience Regret Free Living more boldly. This, too, is a choice.”
When you live intentionally, you show up more ‘alive’ in this world. You move through the facets of living with yourself and your perceived Spiritual Pain in a new, better way. I will introduce you to a new way of experiencing the Four Mainstays of living your life and offer you a more intriguing relationship with the elements that influence your daily philosophies about your life, and the possibility of regret free living.
This dialogue offers you an opportunity to look at the word ‘pain’ with a new and enhanced meaning. Pain—or some degree of mental, emotional, physical, or spiritual discomfort—offers you an opening to grow and expand your own personal horizon. When you have a healthy relationship with your perception of pain, you move through life’s experiences at a more fluid pace. Finding a new point of view or viewpoint is like putting on a new pair of glasses, rose colored, perhaps, and ditching what may have been the muddy tainted gray ones.


**Author Biography:
Debbie Mechley is a master coach, educator, healthcare professional former radio talk show host and the mother of three amazing young men who have given her,

now, twelve grandchildren to dote over. Debbie spent twenty-five years in the
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Holistic MBA from Health Coach Institute, is a Reiki Master and the author of ‘The Giving Space a Memoir.’ As a heart centered entrepreneur, Debbie is the founder of Time To Renew Coaching as well as Healthcare Renew, a personal renewal program created during the pandemic. Debbie has been coaching and guiding clients ready to live their highest and best lives for the past three decades. She is involved in planetary change on many levels, inspiring a kinder, more loving world. Her experience as a Death Doula with those at their end of life, inspired
her to write this book, encouraging others to embrace the philosophy of ‘Regret Free Living’ so that our end-of-life journeys can be more fulfilling for all involved, and clarity can be a key in our transition out of this earthly experience. Debbie’s unusual near-death experience showed itself as a calling for her to hold a space for those birthing out of this world, to empower you to bring your dream life into your reality and to share this message of worthiness with the world.
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From my experience and perception


( Need a better or additional lead in paragraph here) (not sure if I did this)
Right out of college I worked in the medical field. I wore many hats from CRMA (nursing) to assisting in procedures, to training and supervising. My passion was Obstetrics and Gynecology, and this is where I spent most of my clinical career.
I worked in Women’s Health and became familiar with all the facets and stages of a woman’s physiology as well as the phases of the divine feminine even before I embraced them in my own womanhood. I did this work for nearly twenty years and found a renewed energy daily with our pregnant patients. The anticipation, though not always accompanied by a glow, was exciting and intense as well. I worked with an amazing group of women, physicians, nurses and support staff.
Many of these relationships have remained in my life to this day.
During my clinical years I studied and became a Life Coach which later took on a life of its own. So I continued my education to Master Certified Health and Inner Wellness Coach by obtaining a Holistic MBA from Health Coach Institute. This seemed to cover the realm of what was really coming up for the clients that were seeking my guidance and coaching. So many of the intersections I had with women in my career as well as those in my coaching practice, had much to do with searching for a kinder relationship with themselves. This meant understanding who they were and why they did the things they were doing as it pertained to self-love, deprivation and consistent follow-through. I expanded my scope of coaching methods as they pertained to the brain; it’s patterns of behavior and self-destructive stories to be transformed through reframing and rewiring with techniques that induce permanent behavior change. After all, if change isn’t lasting, we will continue the cycle of ‘starting over’ again and again. This can only feel like continual discontent and failure to most.
 So, I continued my clinical work and my coaching practice, while indulging myself for the next two years moving towards an ordination. I studied religion and divinity and had a renewed curiosity for understanding the influences that these landscapes of religion and spirituality have on our lives and the way we move through this human experience called life. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do with this ministry or even what to call it, but I knew I wanted to officiate weddings

and memorial services. Though I wasn’t certain where that was coming from, I recall saying to myself, “This is just a whimsical thought.” I do have them on occasion. I have officiated both weddings and memorial services, more of the latter, and this will be made evident as you continue to read further. As I said, I didn’t know why I was interested in doing memorials, but as time unfolded, I was introduced to yet another new chapter in my life.

(Explain how that turned out to be perfect for your next step as . . .] DONE above
I guess you might say I have reinvented myself several times in my life. This was clearly the case when I left clinical work to become the Spiritual Care Advisor for hospice patients and their families. You may ask how such a drastic shift came about. The main influence was when my mother chose hospice care, and this experience opened the door to my curiosity. She and I had many conversations on this new focus that encompassed our daily lives. My mother was quite adamite about me looking into doing some work in the field of hospice. I intend that you immerse yourself in this lovely story as you further read this dialogue.
As it is in anything that I put myself into, this was a passionate expression of mine as well. I was zealous about this work and immediately saw the full circle of life from Obstetrics to Hospice; observing how we birth into this world and the way in which we birth out. Being an intuitive person, I was able to help my patients move through their end-of-life journey with more ease and a sense of knowing what was holding them back, if anything. I discovered early on that most people
leave this world with too many regrets. Sometimes, just ‘one big regret’ was more
than they could be with during these last weeks and days.
Energetically, we hold on to pain and memories at a cellular level, this pain can keep us here longer, even if we have expressed our desire to leave. The truth became increasingly evident to me that life is one big melting pot of allowing. Allowing both joy and pain and the choice to hold on to more pain than joy at times. Reading people’s energy was something I had always been able to do. I am an empath. The energy of dying can be heavy and dense, but it does not have to be that way. I assisted the dying by seeing what they saw as they approached the ethereal dimensions of their journey home. Often, the muddy gray blocks of stuck energy would keep them in one place for long periods of time, sometimes days,

even when the physical body was virtually lifeless, where the only movement was a still beating heart and the involuntary rise and fall of the chest.
A perfect example of this was a man I cared for named Arnie. This patient was weeks from his death when he came onto hospice care. As the Spiritual Care Advisor, I would do a Spiritual Care Assessment with every patient and the family in the first days. Arnie was in and out of consciousness, so I spoke with his wife. All too often, people are guarded about their personal experiences, that have left them questioning what they believe in, what has been handed to them, and their relationship with God. This man and his family came from a concrete Catholic background, so there were many prayers, rosaries, and communions during his end of life. As an Interfaith Minister, I meet everyone exactly where they are on this journey of religion and spirituality without judgment. I need to mention that religion and spirituality are two very different states of being. Religion is an organized institution, making rules and belief systems for one to follow with expectations and, therefore, judgment- Spirituality is an innate sense of who one is, a connection to a higher consciousness that you are a part of and not separate from and embracing your spiritual journey should be curious and inspiring.
During my assessment, Arnie’s spouse said there wasn’t anything specific she could think of when I asked if there was any unfinished business for her husband. I asked her if she felt he may need to complete with someone, and she denied any need. There is often an overwhelm of emotions when someone enters hospice care. Family members can feel a sense of urgency regarding time and some self- imposed pressure at the thought of the last conversations.
Someone who enters the active phase of dying will typically move through this in two to five days. This gentleman was a small man, and the cancer was having its way with him; subsequently, his disease had released him of most of his body fat. He was now in his ‘active dying phase’, and family gathered around as he moved through the physical changes that dying brings about. He continued to remain with the living, as dying is still a state of living. He was on the seventh day of this process and still holding on. His body had become emaciated and to look at him was to question how this man could still be breathing. His body was a soft, thin layer of flesh over his bones, his breath was apneic and shallow, and his extremities were cold.
I asked to sit with his spouse, and we revisited our spiritual care conversation from a few weeks prior. I reminded her that there is a labor to birthing out and

Arnie appeared to be laboring to stay her against all odds. She opened herself to me and shared a story that changed everything. She went on to tell me that throughout their life together, Arnie had expressed his overwhelming fear of death. She said that this stemmed from an experience he had as a child of eight years old. She said that when he was a boy, he got in trouble with his mother for something common and average that kids might do. His mother was furious, and she told him that he would suffer ten thousand deaths in purgatory because of his wrongdoing. This child carried that menace of a threat throughout his entire adulthood and into his end-of-life experience as well. It was now clear that this gentle man was so afraid to leave this earth, as he believed he was going to hell to burn forever. He had absorbed this fear at a level so deep, at a cellular level, to the point of pushing away the odds staring him in the face. Can you see how powerful our minds can be allowed to permeate one idea, hateful or otherwise?
I worked with this energy of fear which had rendered this man paralyzed in his efforts and in his labor of dying. This energy was a stuck, sludge like gray matter that seemed to have endless folds as I released one layer after another. The energy of illusion or FEAR (false evidence appearing real) becomes engrained in the physical body, creating a ridged resistance that even Arnie could not move away from, no matter how deliberate his desire to do so. I could feel that he had wanted to live in a healthier way during his years as a spouse and father, but he didn’t have the tools to do so. He could not, in his own belief system, move from the story given to him in a most fearful moment and by someone he was expected to trust. Arnie’s mother may or may not have been aware of what this moment in time would do to her son.
Moving this energy took several visits over the next two days. Arnie had not opened his eyes for the past five days, but when I saw him stepping into the light and meeting a gentle-looking black-haired woman, he opened his eyes and attempted a smile with the sparseness of life that remained his. I knew the woman with the jet-black hair was his mother. Her face was kind and he reached for the many hands, hers included, that had guided him to his enlightenment, to his moment of awe.
As I encouraged Arnie to take her hand, his wife said, with a tearful and emotional voice, “that is his mother”. I enlightened her that she is no longer the person she was when here on earth. Anything within the realm of annexes or punishment does not exist beyond the veil. I sensed a calming presence behind Arnie’s wife, and then her entire body, physically and energetically, relaxed. She approached

the chair next to me and took my hand. Can I say that this man had the experience of dying well? No, I wouldn’t go that far; however, his mother arrived in his presence of dying in the way he had longed for her to be in his living. His end-of-life journey was complicated by beliefs that had been handed down to him and yes, he had allowed discontent and fear to grip his entire life. The gap, for Arnie, from birth to death, was fear-filled and this would have embodied many regrets for him to live with. He was free of the chains that had bound him by his choices. I believe that death, the moment of enlightenment, was also his moment of forgiveness and freedom. There was a graciousness in the compassion that poured from my soul to his, allowing his birthing out of this world to transpire and a spiritual transformation to take place for all.
Regrettably, this is true for many who have been given a belief system that haunts them and leaves them questioning everything that was shown to them as truth, especially when faced with death. The impact of what we not only believe to be true but also what we hold onto at the deepest levels of our being was evidenced by the long and drawn-out dying process of this human life. Arnie has changed form and continues this energetic journey of his soul’s work. He is dancing to his soul’s song, and I believe it is a joyous and well-deserved jig.
I realized that the ‘secret sauce was really in the gap.’ What do I mean by that? Well, how we live is what we take to the end of life’s interlude. The ‘gap’ is our experience of living. We fill this space with the being and the doing in our lives between birth and death. This is the human experience and the human condition, both of which we move through by choice. This I call the ‘gap of all things.’
I witnessed in all my interactions with my coaching clients that what they desired most was to live better lives, attain their goals, and dreams, and be happy.
Bringing our dreams lives into our reality and checking off the desires from our bucket list or should I say regret-free checklist- is the way we make room for the new and exit from the worn-out regrets. We know that when this happens, we see better, do better, and live better, right? But what my clients didn’t know was that their dying well meant they must live well right here and now, in the gap. So, I asked myself, what if everyone came from this perspective? What if we had the courage to create our goals around living better with the intention that our end- of-life experience could be soulful and whole? Not only would our culture experience dying well, but we would also be openly discussing the ‘D Word,’ something we avoid in our American culture for sure.

I had what seemed to be the ‘secret sauce’, and so did everyone else; they didn’t
know it yet. And, if they did know it, what would they do with this if anything? So, I began to implement the importance of the possibility of having no regrets during our lives with my coaching clients. I encouraged bold choices and conversations with them, creating a sense of urgency to feel better by living better in the present. The people I work with get very clear on what they desire, where the passion lies, and what is holding them back from a life free of regrets. Not only is this life-changing, but it has also become death-changing. I think that is a concept that you may not have heard of before, or maybe you have and simply did not know what to do with it. We’re going to talk more about this, so stay with me.
My work as a Death Doula or coach for the dying made it possible for me to assist my patients in creating the stage for what they desired and envisioned their end of life to look like when no one else could bring themselves to participate. Sadly so, this happens all too often. These intimate conversations that needed to be spoken were around thank you, I forgive you, will you forgive me, “I love you and goodbye.” It also allowed an opening to talk about other important things like music, poetry, scripture, the eulogy, flowers, and even the potato salad served at the post-service luncheon. This was more important than you would suspect and was evidence of a tradition that the dying individual needed to be carried out.
I encountered a sobering occasion when I was witness to the dying journey of a woman, forty-nine years of age, as she moved through the painful disease process of melanoma. Bella had “come to blows,” as she described it, with this cancer for the past two years. She went from a healthy, vibrant, and energetic woman, to being wheelchair-bound, needing full assistance in the short, but relentless period of progression, despite aggressive interventions, she was succumbing to the game that she was not winning. She silently knew this and prayed that everyone else in her circle of influence would catch up to her innate knowing and do so soon.
Bella was married, a second marriage that still seemed fresh and alive. She was the mother of three children and a grandmother. This family had spent the past two years in survival mode, strapped to hospitals and aggressive treatments, including multiple surgeries. My experience with those coming onto hospice after years of treatment, is often one of disbelief that this is the ‘end of the road.’ So much energy has been spent in surviving, day by day, and this is an exacerbated adjustment, shifting gears. In their minds, and rightfully so, Bella was too young to be dying, but she was dying, and she knew it.

Bella was in her beautiful and comfortable home, where she wanted to be. Her husband, Jack was her primary caregiver. He worked from home, so they were together all the time. It took some time for Jack to hand some of the responsibilities over to the hospice team. However, in time, he found this a healthier way for him and Belle to devote their time in these final weeks.
I would visit Bella every Friday afternoon in her sunroom. I looked forward to our visits, and so did she. She was always ready for our conversation. Allow me to enlighten you about this particular disease, a rare form of melanoma. It begins to embellish the brain, and Bella’s speaking is impaired; part of this was due to her swollen tongue, which is another result of the disease process. I would get close to her and listen intently, often needing her to repeat herself. This was frustrating to her at times, but she found comfort in knowing that I was truly interested in her and never took anything personally. As time would divulge, she needed this relationship with me to be nurturing for us as she would reveal a task that she desired me to undertake.
We talked about her children, and she would cry. She was so sensitive, and she cried a lot. As I said, her brain was infected with melanoma by this time and she had become very emotional, crying at the simplest of gestures. Moving through our visits together would take us a couple of hours. This was no chore for me, and I knew that there was something impactful I was to do with and for this woman and her family.
Bella shared with me that there were things she wanted to get into some order. She said that her mind was so busy with these thoughts, that she was having trouble sleeping. I encouraged her to choose a time to sit down with Jack and discuss her wishes with him, putting them in writing so that there would be no confusion when Bella reached the point where she could no longer speak for herself. She confided in me that she had made several attempts to do this, and Jack was not open to the conversation. He wanted to give her what she needed, but it was just not in his emotional sphere. I assured her that I was quite certain he wanted to be open, but it was too painful of dialogue for him to carry out without emotion, and I could see that Jack was not one to show his tears. He had told me once that he only cries in his office and the shower, not in the presence of his wife. He went on to say that it wasn’t so much a sign of weakness as it would mean one more thing for Bella to worry about. He did not want her to have to console him. He told me that consoling was his job, and that was how he felt about it. What he did not realize was that Bella, as a wife and a mother, was

continuing to be the caregiver of her family, even as she was dying, and needed them to acknowledge her in this way, especially Jack.
After speaking with Bella, I could see this was heavy on her heart. Maybe it didn’t need to be Jack who sat with her and talked about the way she envisioned her funeral or who she wanted her most intimately valued possessions to be given to. But it was intuitively clear to me that they needed to cry together. This feeling was so strong within me that it came through in a vision as I sat with her. I saw them holding each other and weeping their release through the love that they shared. I saw the wall of all things misunderstood dissipate and the acceptance of what had become their reality most gently. They became free from the regret of a world left behind, with those in it feeling unsettled and discontented.
I took another moment with Jack and discussed a way forward that could allow Bella to empower herself now, as so many things had now been taken from her control because of this disease. We agreed that I would meet with Bella weekly and coach her through the action steps she would need to take to release her desires and requests in a healthier way. We also discussed the possibility of unexpressed tears causing more worry than the evidence. I reminded Jack that the flow of his tears was a gentle reminder of all the love he had inside himself for his wife. In that instant, our eyes met, and Jack had an epiphany. He realized at that moment that his tears could certainly be a gift to Bella and not a detriment.
He truly did love her; he was certain that she knew it, but saying it came with a plethora of emotion, that which, until now, he thought he needed to hide from her. He realized that making this ending about her was giving way to a new beginning for the both of them.
I say that this is a profound awakening because, all too often, those around the dying inadvertently make this event about themselves. They don’t mean to be selfish, but it assuredly happens. We become distraught with our own emotions, embellished with fear and regret and in some cases, resentment for the person dying. When this happens, the dying person is left to fend for themselves, having the same conversations over again in their own minds, leaving them enthralled in great loneliness. Meanwhile, those in their circle of loved ones are wondering how they can manage their own spiritual pain. As the Spiritual Care Advisor for these patients and their families, I would often bring them all full circle back to reality and the acceptance of what was unfolding and a reminder of who was physically dying. You see when someone we love is dying and about to transition, a part of us is dying with them. We often forget about them as it is inevitable that

they are leaving, and we must stay behind to endure the pain of loss, being inside our grief. This is known as anticipatory grief, and it can be exhausting.
So, Bella and I met weekly, choosing just one item at a time to accomplish each week. During this time, Bella began a new decline, so we moved our session to twice weekly. I wrote down everything we discussed. She wanted to plan her funeral, and as I said before, no one in her family could bring themselves to the task. She chose her pastor, her pallbearers, and the kind of flowers that she wanted. She wanted some specific music played and two poems that she requested her children read. Bella loved to cook, reminiscing that she and Jack had spent many hours hanging out in their kitchen. She detailed several recipes she wanted to be served at her post-service luncheon and was precise as to whom she wanted to prepare them. Her feelings were expressed; this was her gift to them, asking them to assist her in her vision for this day. Jack usually moved around in the home as we moved through the many facets of this process, and I knew he was taking it all in. I could feel his relief and release; in fact, Bella shared with me that they had a “come to Jesus’ meeting,” they cried, laughed, and cried some more. She said there was a shift in his understanding and his acceptance.
This was important because time was closing in on Bella and Jack.
Once we had completed the funeral arrangements, we made a list of her intimate possessions and the name of the person next to them who would receive them.
This was easier for her; however, she was still emotional. It seemed that she had lightened her load. The things that weighed on her heart and mind were now spoken and in writing. She felt a sense of freedom as she shared her own personal release with me.
Instinctively, I knew Bella was ready. A few days later, Jack called me, asking me to come to the house. Bella had not left her bed in two days and was no longer eating. I arrived with the nurse as we evaluated her state of being. She was very anxious, more so anxiety than experiencing pain. We calmed her down, and I asked her if she was ready to go. She told me yes, she was ready. Then, her anxiety escalated. I asked Bella if she was afraid, and it was apparent that she definitely was. We managed her anxiety with medication, massage, and meditation. I played a meditation called Peaceful Dying by Bell Ruth Naperstack, a guided imagery walking you to the light. I would often use it to encourage family members to embrace the visualizations on their own level of comfort. I would have them play it in a continuous loop in the last days or hours, especially during

times of anxiety for the dying patient. I highly recommend listening to this at any
stage of living or dying, it’s just that powerful.
The nurse and I stayed all night with Bella and Jack. By this time, Jack was expressively ready for Bella to be relieved of this discomfort. He said he didn’t know what to expect, but it wasn’t this state of anxiety and fear that he was witnessing. This was difficult for him, but he never left her side; he slept with her in the same bed from the beginning of her illness to the last breath.
Bella made her transition early the following morning. Jack hugged me and thanked me for moving through this experience with him and Bella and unfolding all the things he could not do independently. I checked in with Jack for the weeks and months to come as bereavement support, and I found him to be grieving appropriately, in Jack’s own way.
Recognizing the difficulty due to various circumstances, all inflated with emotion, you can see where making your wishes known right before the eleventh hour could bring about a disconnect, even a shutting down, if you will. No matter where you find yourself in the gap of your living, there is no time like the present to make your wishes clear and concisely known to your loved ones. This expands far beyond the memorial arrangements. Think about where you want to die and who you would like to be at your side, including your pets and grandchildren.
I believe that children are essential in this life-changing event. My team was present in the room of a dying patient who was moving through his journey very slowly but surely. The day was gray and cloudy, and a few family members stood around his bed. A six-year-old girl walked into the room, the granddaughter of a relative, and in that moment, the sunlight shone brightly through his window, and then, he took his last breath. Children have an energetic connection that many adults have suppressed. They are linked to the angels and the guides waiting to assist the dying on their way to the other side of the veil.


There are many things to consider when staging your end of life, and doing this while you are actively living is the optimal time to share these thoughts and requests. Emotions do not rise; you may laugh and joke during the discussion. Knowing that you or the person you are planning with is not dying or leaving in a matter of days or weeks makes for a much different and wholesome experience.

This is the first step to living better and setting yourself up for a more present end-of-life journey.
I recently had a woman approach me at a healing event where I participated. This woman was ninety-three years old. She asked me if I recognized her as she had been present at all five sessions of my program Lifting the Veil- The Spiritual Truth about dying and death. I indeed remembered her, and our sharing was most inspirational.
She asked me if she could hire me to help her get her affairs in order, “down to the Jello salad,” she said with a chuckle. When I refer to getting affairs in order, I mean to assist in the details of gifting possessions and staging her end-of-life scene, from where it will take place to the music, conversations, and service as well as the after-event. The after-event, in this sense, is what one wishes in terms of a ritual after the service. So often, the body is abruptly taken away, leaving family and friends feeling unsettled and incomplete. I have witnessed and assisted in beautiful ceremonies in the home, which embrace rose petals, anointing oils, incense, and prayerful readings by the family as they release their loved one.
This woman was a sharp elderly pillar in her community and didn’t feel that she was going to “die soon” however, there were things that she had not attended to. Things like gifting her intimate belongings to those she had pictured embracing them the most. She asked me if we should meet alone or invite her family. I encouraged her to invite as many people as she desired, knowing that this ritual we were about to embark on with them would set a precedence for her family generations to come, ensuring that a new twist on the dying of those to come would shift and dispel any beliefs that cause an untruthful fear.
At the end of our time together, Emily was clear that she was about to give, possibly, the greatest gift of all to her family. This would be the gift of her asking for her end-of-life story to be played entirely out the way she desired it to be, leaving no stone unturned and no questions of doubt from her loved ones about what their Matriarch may have wanted. That is the true gift. The gift of knowing. The gift of a death done well.
Yes, it is possible to set your stage your way now while you are in the prime of your life and feel pretty sure that you will be honored and in peace instead of looking to find it when your shortage of time comes.

So, I will continue to remind you that this is a dialogue about living well so that what is imminent for all of us (aka death) has a new meaning and purpose when it arrives. The focus here is living well, living a regret-free life so the end unfolds the way you envision it. My intention is that you will find not simply the importance but the necessity of life preparing for the final act, a life free from living with regrets. Whether you acknowledge it or not, you always prepare for the final act. I invite you to take a moment and think about that.


I was inspired to write this book as I looked at the knowledge and wisdom that I had acquired through my life’s experience in the medical field, my coaching, and my hospice work. The dying may be our most outstanding teachers. We all will experience dying and then death. The encounters I shared with the dying and their families opened me up to the idea of a new possibility of generational healing, one of which we need.
You see, some people, not many, but some of those dying were content and ready to leave. They felt that their lives had meaning and purpose, and they felt pretty fulfilled with the choices they had made. When I would ask them about their relationships and their quality, the response was usually that they had been loved and loved well themselves.
One woman in her nineties told me she felt little remorse when a relationship would end or fade. She shared with me that she was very clear that “people come and go, and it’s easier to be good with that than to study it.” I loved this. It was a shift from the many stories I had heard along the road of the dying, and let’s be clear: dying is still living. Truth be told, we are all dying one day at a time, right?
Usually, there was so much denial at the end of life when it came to the emotional and social pain that often accompanies our relationships. It was often, that the pain and the dysfunction were tucked away to be revisited “when the
time was right.” I found that denying and retreating from deep emotions was a way of life and culture. I say ‘culture’ because there are many cultures that view dying and death in a very different way. They speak about death throughout life and celebrate dying and death in beautiful ways with ceremonies and rituals of

intention, flowing with purpose and a passion for life. Over the past decade, we have adopted the concept of a ‘celebration of life service,’ but the ritual itself has changed very little. We remain confused and question what it is all about and what’s next, contemplating new ways to avoid the reality that this truth brings into view.
I would like to believe that we have traveled the path of a more profound healing, and for some, this is true; however, for many, there is a painful realization that we will have many old, worn bags with us at the end of our day run.
How we live is all that matters. Not where or with whom we live but how we live with ourselves and express our gifts in this lifetime. Can we truly live without regrets? The answer is yes, we can. I believe in the depths of ourselves; we know this, yet we still deny ourselves its benefits. It often looks like too much effort to free oneself. Now, there’s an illusion when you think about the energy we deplete ourselves of so that we can continue to feed this emotional state of mind that accompanies these regrets.
So here lies the challenge. Learning to embrace dying and death as a way of living life. After all, it is this circle of life that all of us are within. Unfortunately, for most of us in this culture, fear has glazed over dying and death. My experience, and that of so many others, has not been a death that articulates, ‘well done.’ I refrain from the term I have heard, ‘a good death.’ The reason is that at the time of death, physical life is simply done. It is neither good nor bad. To die well means to have opened oneself up to tucked-away beliefs and old, drawn-out stories and to confront them, lean into them, and be complete with them. To be complete with the old pain is to be free from the anxiety and suffering that we create in our minds. Simple, yes. Easy, not always, but for some, I have been witness to the simplicity and the ease when you allow yourself courageous conversations. This is where transformation takes place. I have coached and walked hundreds of people to the other side. Though there are individual circumstances, the walk for most is similar and familiar as well.

There are many feelings to endure around regrets in one’s life. There can be a surplus of things to regret as well. What I found with those I cared for at the end of life were these most prominent disappointments we call regrets.







Regret Number One

“I wish I had found the courage to express myself in the ways I desired to, being more of myself.”



Many people hold on to bound-up feelings about themselves and others. I found this to be true with women who had agreed to be someone that another had expected them to be. Women are born caregivers and when there are few other challenges in one’s life, other than the giving of themselves, resentments form and become bound up inside, coupled with feelings of guilt for the desire to be more of who you are. This was more apparent in the elderly as life presented itself differently decades ago for women. Just because it was an expected way of life to stay home, create a family, and be solely responsible for all of the tasks that this era demanded, didn’t mean that women were always happy with this expectation projected on them. I heard hundreds of stories of discontent and wishful thinking from women, not just those at the end of life but from those caring for others who were dying—those who had watched and felt the unhappiness from their mothers and grandmothers.
I recall a conversation at least twenty years ago with my mother. We were discussing the business of life, raising kids, and running them from one event to another. I was working and taking care of a big home as well. She told me that times were very different for her, and she said she didn’t think she could do all

that I did. We talked about all the opportunities that women have now, and then she said something interesting. She said that women her age feel left out. She told me that she felt she had missed out on part of her life when she witnessed how diverse mine was from hers.
My mother was a homemaker, and she didn’t drive. Many women fifty years ago didn’t drive, so finding time to walk your errands was also a demand of one’s time. Living in a small town, everyone knew each other’s business, or so they thought.
My father was more than twenty-five years my mother’s senior. She had missed out on “young love,” she said, and the passion that comes with it. My choices reminded her of her own choices or lack thereof. The beautiful part of this story is that it opened a door, a courageous conversation between a mother and a daughter. This became one of the most intimate dialogues that my mother and I had ever shared. She spoke about a love affair that next to her children, which was the light in her life back then. What came from this sharing was that I had known all along about the affair; my mother, however, was unaware of my knowledge of this secret she held so close to her heart. Remember, I am intuitive, and I saw as a young girl and more importantly felt my mother’s lightness of heart in this man’s presence. I was maybe thirteen, and I recall my mother’s loneliness. I also recall a deep happiness and relief when I knew she was loving and being loved. There was no anger or even sorrow for my dad. There was a simple truth happening, and I was aware, without judgment of my mother or of this man and without judgment of myself. I saw it as a simple truth.
When the affair ended, I knew, for I could feel my mom’s withdrawal and a shrinking of her soul. A few years later, my mother would have to live with an even more profound regret. The man that she shared the most passionate interlude of her life with died a sudden death due to a cardiac arrest in his late forties. My mom couldn’t bring herself to go to the funeral as she was devastated and overcome with grief, and she knew that many people would become wiser about their relationship to one another, especially his wife. Her deep grief would have painted the picture, one that she could not bear. She lived the next twenty-

five years with the regret of not having gone to his funeral, not having said her goodbye in this way. However, she had found other ways of saying goodbye to him over the years, through music, as he was a musician and dance. She loved to express herself through dance, reminding her of the fun they experienced together. Grief will never leave us, but it will change the way it looks and feels over time; it always does. She became complete before she left this physical world. I know this as we spoke about him and the ways he made her laugh and the ways he made her cry. It was love in the end.


Regret Number Two
“I wish I dared to openly express my feelings.”


We have always detained our voice, choosing not to speak, even when we are well-versed individuals. Sometimes, we regret not speaking our minds, and other times, we know it was likely better that we had chosen to hold onto our words.
Even so, as human beings, we have a desire and, at times, an aching desire to speak to what is on our minds and our hearts. This can be about fulfilling the need to be heard or to be correct. Whatever the desire, we can feel the expression or lack of it in our physical bodies. Holding on to certainties that we feel need to be expressed through us and even healed through our voice can cause specific distress, even illness. When we are unsettled, we are dis-eased, and physical ailments can manifest in our bodies.
There is a healthiness’ in self-expression. I often ask my clients the question of what needs to be nourished or healed and can it be done in other ways. Self- expression, holding back and coming forth, can be received with resistance and even anger. This is the very reason that so many people hold on to their thoughts and opinions, avoiding the release of them. There is a keyword here. Releasing and allowing plays a different role than talking aloud simply to be heard and to be right. We can do ourselves well to examine the reasons why we wish to speak out

and find a way to release and come from the intention of kindness and the well- being of another as well as ourselves.




Regret Number Three
“I wish I had traveled to the places I had dreamed of going to.”


This was a Biggy for many people. I repeatedly heard my patients say, “I never got to go there, and I dreamed about that place all my life.” There are so many incredible places on this beautiful earth to witness, to soak in, and to store as
intimate colorful memories. That’s why we came here. We come to life by creating memories through the experiences we choose to participate in.
I, too, have not visited my share of this world’s tapestry. I am, however, changing that. I know that this regret would be a painful one for me as it really involves only myself deciding to jump on the train. Think about it. Hopefully, there are no courageous conversations to have. There are no permissions needed or forgiveness to encounter. The only forgiveness will be that of oneself when regret creeps in. This is a choice, and where there is a will, there is a way. Connect with your why, and your driving desire, and then reacquaint yourself with the perceived obstacles that may be holding you back, even preventing you from having this dream of travel. Maybe we move away from the concept of vacation and return to creating a ‘travel experience to witness life.’


I imagine a palate of colors or countries and paint them into my reality. Now, I can say, “Italy awaits me and I her. I am on my way.” By the time you read this book, I will have made my way to Italy and embodied the colors of her landscape and the passion of her romance, music, and wine.

Call it a bucket list, if you will. I call it “empowering yourself to make your dream life a reality, leaving one less regret behind.” As big of a regret as this one is, it also comes with the solution carrying the least amount of effort. So, go make those travels that will offer you insights and moments of awe that you will take with you to the very end. Talk about and be reminded of these inspiring pictures in your mind's eye when you are journeying to the other side. Your mind is a photo album of the memories you have chosen to make. That album can never run out of space.





Regret Number Four
“I wish I had not worked away so much of my life.”


We live in times when many feel the need to work in excess. What is excess to one may not be to another. Sometimes, what we refer to as workaholics can have many woven meanings within. Some people find validation through their work, as well as meaning and a sense of purpose. This feeling and validation, however, can become as addictive as any drug, especially if inner validation does not exist and outer relationships do not acknowledge your drive and accomplishments.
I have experienced this with a client who would work endless hours in the office and then go home and work until midnight. Only to get up and do this repeatedly each day. I will say she did find some time to go to a concert or two, but she was very aware that this was her cycling and was affecting her physical and emotional health.
She shared that she had been doing this for the past thirty years and she was now paying the price. The price she paid was her relationships with her three adult children and her young grandchildren. Now in her early sixties, what I refer to as

the ‘Third Act,’ she was feeling her regrets. For some who work in this dynamic, it is very challenging to take yourself out of the spin cycle. You become rung out and feel unappreciated, and frankly so. The truth is, others do not know how to find appreciation in this work ethic, leaving the overworked individual feeling hopeless and alone, not to mention full of regrets and resentment toward others and themselves.
Bonnie became physically ill repeatedly, but the habitual pattern that was engrained and wired in her at a very deep level haunted her to ‘keep up the pace.’ The universe is always for us and works in not-so-mysterious ways to grasp our attention. To continue this pattern was an endangerment not only to her well- being but it jeopardized her working relationships, and when this occurs, it never turns out well. The company that she fiercely helped create and promote wasn’t doing well financially, and it came down to letting go of each of the other. I can say without a doubt she is healthier for it. I would imagine that she has a handful of regrets about her relentless work ethic and time spent, as well as the events that unfolded around her parting of ways. The price tag for this becomes a steep one. I have spoken to her since, and she has come to the realization that she has more to do in the realm of end-of-life care, but it is on an easier note to follow.
Sometimes, regrets speak so loudly to us that we finally wake up and see the light on many levels. Bonnie has more to offer this world, and more importantly, she has more to offer herself. The world will be waiting for her wisdom.
There is no such thing as ‘work-life balance.’ I mean that. This is where people feel a sense of failure within themselves. I am here to break this cycle of thinking. It is impossible for you or me to balance your work and your family. Balance means that you must find balance or equality in the scale. I will not give my work as much of my time as I give to my family. Therefore, deliberate tipping of the scale. My family deserves most of my time, attention and love. How can there ever be a balance there?
Therefore, we must find harmony in all the facets of our lives. I portray this with my clients through an exercise using the ‘Wheel of Life and Harmony.’ This wheel has twelve pieces to the pie in your life. Your family, work, spirituality, money,

personal health, community, and the other pieces that make up our personal world. When you put them all into the pie or wheel, you can visibly witness and then determine how much time you are giving to these facets of your life. You will observe the harmony as well as the disharmony of it all. The most amazing thing that will enlighten you is that one facet seems to harmonize with the others.
When you are creating memories with the family, you feel well emotionally, socially, and spiritually. You grow. When you set boundaries with your career, you find more opportunities (aka time) to enjoy your creativity. You grow. Find yourself in community service, and many areas of your world shapeshift. Simply put, you grow inside this harmony. So too within, so too without. You see what fulfillment a life of harmony can bring, not to mention a healthier you. Again, the way we do one thing is the way we do everything. Change one thing, and everything shifts. More self-expansion. So, kick the balance to the curb and lean into the comforts of harmony. It’s time to win the game you’re playing. This is what inner winning should look like. This is what winning should feel like, and you now have the formula for harmony.


Regret Number Five
“If only I had done that one thing, I always dreamed of doing, my life may have been different on many levels.”


The point, for the majority of those reading this dialogue, is that you have time. Those saying these regret-filled words have most likely come to the end of the journey of living and creating and are reminiscing about the joy and the things left undone or never started. What I can tell you is that they are more focused on what is less joyful, knowing that this is a pattern we all do. We typically focus on what’s not going well before acknowledging the amazing stuff that embraces our days. I refer to this as the human condition (choosing suffering for reasons that don’t bring value or inspiration).

Every one of us has that dream, that desirous ache to do ‘that one thing.” May it be having your own business, writing that book you know is inside of you, saying yes to someone who loves you, getting healthy, and showing up as the best version of you. It could be walking away from an unhealthy relationship that is holding you back from expressing yourself as the greatest version of the grandest vision you have held for yourself. Procrastination will rob you and move you into a state of blindness.
This also is such an impactful regret because many have their silent dreams that they don’t share. This leads to a loneliness that is so self-imposed that one may not know where to begin in terms of releasing this private dream and allowing someone else to share it with them. A private dream can become a private hell when unrealized by another.
As a Death Doula or Anam Cara (one who becomes a sacred soul friend of the dying), as we were called in ancient times, I was often invited to share in these secret lives, both within the mind and real experiences that one had kept to themselves or in the closet so to speak. I was outside looking in without judgment. I had no history with the dying person, so they found a connection and a deep desire to speak their truth because we all want to express what we hold on to, for the most part. We are simply looking for a space without shame or judgment to do so.
I had a patient who was an amazing seamstress, meticulous in her stitch. She would create dresses for weddings, plays, choirs, and any occasion you can think of. She was always busy, she told me, as she worked hours on end from her home while raising her family. She shared with me one day, weeks before her death, that she had always had this “fantasy,” she called it, in her head of having her own dress shop. I inquired as to why she had not made that fantasy a reality. She went on to say that she would hear that voice in her head tell her that she was not good enough or that she was too old to have her own business. She heard repeatedly, “It will be too hard; keep doing what you are doing; it’s enough.” Make no mistake; she was sad and regretful about not only having this dream because of the doubt her ego-self had infringed upon her but because she did not

share this dream with her family and friends. She now had an inkling that had she done so; they may have had a hand in making this dream of hers a reality. She was second-guessing the fact that she had kept this secret desire to herself. She thought of the possibility that one of her children would have assisted her in making it happen. Time was leaving Nita’s world now, and she was days from leaving it.
As I sat with her at the bedside, she moved in and out of consciousness. She began to describe this dream boutique of hers so eloquently and in great detail, all the way down to the curtains embroidered with dancing maidens and bouquets of spring flowers, which hung in the windows. She painted a picture of the manikins that wore her garments as if to say they were happy to be displaying her creations. Nita said, “They are always smiling; I believe they are pleased.” She shared with me that she felt love and joy coming from her fingertips as they touched the elegant fabrics she worked with. I was amazed at her perception considering the pain medication that she was taking for her harsh discomfort and how close I knew her to be from death itself.
I realized that she was in her boutique and living this dream or fantasy as she referred to it, on her dying bed. This was very real for her, and I had no doubt that it was spirit-gifted. She had found peace in sharing her dream with me and this human connection became a profound spiritual experience for the both of us. Her sharing brought her dream life into her reality as she knew in those last hours. I believe that she had this awakening because she shared her soul’s breath with another, with me. Now, every time I see a manikin, I think of her sweet story and how honored I felt to receive it from Nita that day.
We all have ‘that one thing’ that we want to do. You feel it in your body when you talk about it or even think about it. That thing is yours to do. So, do what is yours to do, nothing more, nothing less. That is your calling, and you certainly can have more than one. It’s one step away from your stillness.
The awesome thing about ‘that one thing’ is that there is always more than one. When you reach deep inside and bring your creative wisdom to life, life becomes a magical experience. You will want more of that, so you’ll find the next ‘one

thing’, and you’ll do that too. It’s like your purpose. You didn’t come here to do just one purposeful thing. How unrewarding and underwhelming would that be? There’s more to be said about your meaning, purpose, and the passion that fuels who you are.




Regret Number Six
“I did not make my end-of-life requests known to my loved ones.”


Emotions are naturally heightened when a family is faced with the dying journey of a loved one. Some do better in terms of moving through the intensity of these emotions than others do. When there are dynamics in terms of the interconnections between family members, especially siblings, emotions can become irrational. I saw this repeatedly, where disagreements around what was best for the dying person and how and who would lead this dying journey to its end. Every one of us has our perception and interpretations of what another may desire or expect. This can be the cause of certain discomfort and chaos during what should be a calm and serene time for all.
Families who bring themselves into this kind of upheaval tend to remember this more than anything else after the dying individual is gone. I find this to be a very sad state of affairs for those who are left behind, yet it happens over and over again, and this is directly related to our fear and our avoidance of the dying process, and the meaning and purpose of a death done well.
In the context of making our wishes and requests known in writing so that they can be honored when we are no longer able to express ourselves, is one way that we can ensure that our dying experience will be the way we have envisioned it. Of course, this is individual and may look something like dying at home and having special music playing during the wee hours of waiting, for both the dying and the family. This may be a request for specific people or animals to be present. I have

had people specifically request my presence to do energy work on them to release fears and old beliefs that may be arising as they approach closer to death.
One woman named Sylvia asked me to hold her feet and release them from the earth. You see, she was a woman who practiced ‘earthing,’ a spiritual and physical way of grounding oneself to Mother Earth. It is a ritual of appreciation for the nourishment that we get from the mother, and she was most attached to what she referred to as, “the sweetness of the earth.” This was a beautiful expression of herself in this world; however, she felt that it might inadvertently hold her here longer, something that she absolutely did not want to happen. She had been ready to leave the planet since the beginning of her illness. We discussed what this would look like, and feel like, and we became clear on the intention. We also made this known to the rest of her family, some of whom were not as embracing of life in the same ways and practices that Sylvia was. By doing this, she had set the stage for her personal expectations and had asked her family for verbal acceptance. She wanted nothing to stand in the way of her exit. She had another request which was of the utmost importance to her. She said that when it came to her eating at the end, she would know when to stop taking in food. She said, with respect and assertiveness, “My no will mean no.” She also asked all to agree on this or to agree to disagree and honor her wishes. Too often, we, the living, find our own personal comfort in convincing the dying to “keep up their strength and keep eating.” This intentional act of love is referred to as force-feeding and it happens all too often in our culture.
Her family honored every detail she expressed and shared in whatever pieces she asked them to partake in. This was a particularly special gift that she gave to her family as the experience was so serene and gentle that this family had a new and expanded view of the dying journey. This gift that we give ourselves can also be an unexpected gift for our loved ones who are saying goodbye. Sylvia took all the guesswork out of her ending, leaving her family with no regrets as to what they should have done for her. Sylvia created the celebration service as well as the party that was to be known as her, specifically laying out her desires, leaving no stone unturned. Her family became her Anam Cara (soul friend and midwife to

the last breath), and together, they shifted their own consciousness around dying and death.
Honoring the choices and the requests of those at the end of life should be a part of our living. It should be an understated grace that we all expect to move through without question. My desire is that this is what we are moving toward in our culture, a new way of living and dying in high definition. I envision individuals and practitioners of every kindness, opening to the possibility of the dying being heard, understood, and befriended to the end. I see medical professionals releasing them from their grip, allowing them to take the time needed to embrace their own dying process, without clinical interference. Dying, like birthing, is natural. Let it unfold without such desperation. Of course, when we love someone, we want them to stay longer, but we do not have the right to interfere in the natural grace that can unfold when we gather up our acceptance and be with that. Think about how you would like to leave this earthly existence. Make it known to those who love you and inevitably will want you to stay at all costs.
Make your dying experience about you, and I promise you, it will become about them, in a good way.
Taking our end-of-life experience to the next level of death, done well, would mean opening oneself up to the tucked-away beliefs and old drawn-out stories and confronting them, leaning into them, and being complete with them. To be complete with the old pain is to be free from the angst and suffering that we create in our minds. When we die well, we engage in courageous conversations that bring about conscious shifts in ourselves and others. We have the choice to create a new generational experience around dying and death for those that we leave behind. This, within itself, is a beautiful legacy from the dearly departed, which will be every one of us. We can transform how we die in our culture, one peaceful death at a time. We can remove the fear, not the sadness, but the fear and the disconnect that we created so long ago. We have the where with all to do this and now is the time.

“The most regretful people on earth are those who felt the call to creative work, who felt their own creative power restive and uprising, and gave to it neither power nor time.”
-Mary Oliver

















About Thriving


Living well emotionally, spiritually, physically and mentally is what we are all striving for if we get down to the business of being honest with ourselves. To do this, we need to be in a state of well-being which is an inside-out endeavor.
Achieving well-being, or this state of wellness involves authenticity with yourself and those in your life. Wellness is not simply a healthy lifestyle that comes from nutrition and body movement; it’s also about connecting with yourself at a deeper spiritual level. Understanding who you are, what you desire in this life and why you do what you do. Once you get this, you can put some legs on it and follow through with your desired outcome. Sounds simple and it is. But is it
easy? Not usually, not without accountability.
Accountability, there's a big one. I’m talking about personal accountability. When we hold ourselves accountable for our lives and create the movement we desire to live in, we create a state of well-being. This is something that you feel. We know when we are here and I believe that all of us have been here during our lives on one or several levels of our being.

We are vibrational beings. When we are healthy, we vibrate at a higher frequency. This is so amazing because our bodies are this miracle happening every second. When we increase our vibration, we are healthy in our minds, our bodies, and our emotions. I see wellness as a very spiritual experience. Everything becomes aligned, and we become very aware of this. This is a transformative state to find yourself in. Well-being is our natural state of being. This does not involve perfection; it asks us to be with our excellence, intentional and fulfilled.
We must get right with ourselves first. To do this means getting comfortable in your skin. I have experienced personal spiritual growth spurts for example, that have left me way out of my comfort zone. I would remind myself that I asked for this and then catch my breath and align myself with the newness. When we do this, we get clear and concise with what makes us tick and we do this
unapologetically. That’s right. Never apologize for who you are. That’s not to say you may have to apologize for how you are being with another if it is undesirable or hurtful. You are a unique player in this game of life, no apologies are required or accepted.
When you move through this new relationship with yourself, you can explore your relationship with your higher self, something greater, the divine. This is the most sacred of relationships. Whatever that may be to you. This is a beautiful place to be, and from here, you can truly connect to what well-being is to
you. This is your time for personal expansion. From this point of well-being, you connect to your meaning, purpose, and passion in this life. You set clear and concise intentions and healthy boundaries, and you draw to you what you desire the most. You must become in alignment with what you value. Many people are not even clear on what their core values are. To become clear allows you to then safeguard these values with boundaries and authenticity, unflinchingly saying “No” to anything that does not align with your values and your desired outcome.
So, you’re feeling healthy from the inside out and you now understand what your true desires are. This is your vantage point, and from here, everything shifts. Your relationships have meaning with clearly set boundaries now. There is freedom as you intersect with your sphere of influence, and your fear, inhibitions, and the obstacles that once were other humans seem to have moved on effortlessly. You attract people of like-mindedness and collaborate from this energy. Your well-set intentions, plans, and visions are in full swing. All of this came from some good old-fashioned ‘accountability and follow-through’ of these elements of your life. This is a delicious recipe for living a life free of regrets.

No matter what we desire to accomplish in this life, no matter how motivated we are, if we are not as well as we can be on all levels of our being, the desired outcome will be somewhat disappointing if not devastating. What I’m saying to you is this. Everything in our lives shifts when we are in a state of well-being. “The way we do one thing is the way we do everything.” When you shift your state of mind, everything moves; it expands. Your conversations become inspiring and possibly delicious. Your relationships are enhanced, and your career can change literally. You will find your abundance more joyful and consistent on all levels, including your financial prosperity. Yes, your relationship with the energy of money will change, and this will be evident in your new power of choice.
Again, we are vibrational beings. Everything is energy, and energy is constantly circulating. When we create health and wealth from within, the outer world thrives. We move from a small world of survival to a bigger world of thriving. I love the way Maya Angelou says this, “Surviving is important. Thriving is elegant.” Both are necessary; however, they echo from different frequencies.
With this understanding, I became certified as a health and inner wellness life coach with a holistic MBA, so I could help people become very clear about their true desires, why they are here, and how to move forward with the next best steps. When we move from the survival mode to a life of thriving, we begin to truly live well. There is a natural allowing which occurs, and we effortlessly release the old stories of survival and the mountain of accumulated regrets and replace them with new stories of joyful living, bliss and thriving. This training gave me what I needed to create authentic movement, with permanent behavior change through rewiring and reframing undesirable brain patterns.
As you can imagine, your regrets will begin to dissipate, opening new doorways of peaceful living which will, simply said, “enhance your living as well as your end-of- life experience.” Imagine if you will, leaving this world, currently with clean healthy relationships and completion with those that have served you with their purpose, joyful or otherwise. This would be ‘regret free dying.’ We are all going to die. We can do it with or without regrets. Just as suffering is a choice, so too is a regret-filled end of life. What will you choose in the end? More importantly, what will you choose today?

No matter what we desire to accomplish in this life, no matter how motivated we are, if we are not as well as we can be on all levels of our being, the desired outcome will be somewhat disappointing if not devastating. What I’m saying to you is this. Motivation can be short-lived; you will run out of motivation. Do you ever catch yourself saying? “I’ve got to find some motivation here to get this done.” Would you agree that it is sometimes cumbersome ‘trying to find
motivation?’ Now, think of the feeling that comes over you when the word ‘inspiration’ rolls off the tongue. When you are inspired, you want more of that inspiration because you associate the feelings that come along with inspiration. That inspired feeling is lightness, easy, freeing and it brings a smile to your face. You hold on to inspiration and seldom seek it out. When you do, it’s easy to find. Your inspiration is just that, yours. And it is always accessible in a straightforward thought. I invite you to become addicted to the feelings and the power of your own ‘Inspiration.’ I find myself constantly having my little pocket of joy.
“When it’s all over, I want to say: all my life, I was a bride married to amazement.”
- Mary Oliver






Is a death done well a real thing?


One thing I have found to be true is this. As much as we avoid the “D Word” (aka death), we are intrigued by its story. Why do you think that is? Why are we drawn to know more about this inevitable outcome and avoid it at the exact moment?
This is quite a dichotomy, would you agree? Allow me to take you through a gentle journey of this understanding to shift your perception and responsiveness. I invite you to open your mind and your heart to the natural awakening that dying presents us with.

The physical process of dying is pretty much the same for everyone. We have this physical body with its working systems that are now beginning to slow down to shut down. You see, we are born knowing how to die. Our bodies know exactly how to do this at a DNA and cellular level. We know what to do. It’s a profound miracle to witness. Even though we avoid the subject and details of death, I have found that most people are intrigued by the unknown.
This is a meaningful conversation that I have with my patient/client early on. With the precursor of ingrained fear around dying and death, this too being held on to at a cellular level, you can imagine the importance and the impact that this dialogue could have for a dying person. The emotional process of dying is
individual and has its uniqueness. Some might say, “We die the way we lived.” Some parts of this may be true for those who carry the old hurts and their wounds, never intending to let go of them. I have seen this time and time again. The human ‘condition’ is about being right or wrong. The human ‘experience’ is about feeling these emotions and choosing your way forward. The human experience is one of elevation and a spiritual connection to our inner wisdom. I cannot count the number of times I have envisioned a life of living well for those having chosen to be in the human condition right up to the last breath and heartbeat. I will ask you to open yourself to this dialogue and the truths it offers you. It’s your circle of life; do remember this.
So, let’s talk about the pain of dying. Dying does not hurt. That’s right. Dying does not hurt. The disease process associated with the dying individual can be painful. Some disease processes bring about more pain than others. Therefore, hospice is a vital service for those at the end of life. There is, of course, a clinical aspect to hospice care and pain management. I believe that no one needs to suffer in pain, as it is a choice; however, I have seen some choose great suffering. This is a unique way of self-punishment that goes back to how we choose to live, so too, we may choose this kind of death. Some fear medications and the possibility of addiction. I can say that in my experience, most get over this fear and allow pain relief for themselves.

Ask yourself, “How do I want to move through my dying?” Think about this question and feel it in your body. Most of us do not know how that will come to pass, but it matters little when speaking to our preparation. I intend to create a space for you to see that it is all about how you are choosing to live now. That’s what you will be looking at, thinking about, and moving through in the end. Your living is all that matters in the end. You're reading these words now and asking yourself, “Am I living well?” We must consciously decide to live better, more fulfilling lives while we are here on earth. Fewer regrets whittled down to none, possibly; what would that mean for all of us?
Now catch your breath; remember this is not a book entirely about dying and death but rather a message about living in high definition so that when we come to the end of our lives here on earth, we can die in high definition. How do we do that? We must get authentic before we scramble to fix or fade our lives.
I co-created a program called ‘Lifting the Veil-The Spiritual Truth About Dying and Death.’ The message was one of clarity, authenticity, perspective, and movement. This message and the principles therein are the foundation of my coaching practice. Since the original transcripts of that program, I have reinvented it and authenticated it as my creation and a byproduct of Time To Renew Coaching. ©


The Four Mainstays of Living and How to Create a Regret-Free Life Within Them
Mainstays are the pillars of our living; they anchor us in our values. They are constant and always in forward motion, like the mainstay of a ship, your ship in this case. They are the essential elements that influence our lives and present us with opportunities to expand ourselves by facing them intentionally with authenticity, strength, and courage. Showing up and leaning into these Four Mainstays allows us to live a life free of regrets. I promise to elaborate on them as you move onward in your reading.


They are:

Meaning, Purpose, and Passion. Bonding, Relationships, and Belonging. Compassion, Grace, and Forgiveness. Hope, Dreams, and Desires.
(See the Appendix for definitions of the main concepts presented in this book.)
We all ache for better lives in one or all areas of the Four Mainstays, which, at times, present spiritual pain. Every client has dreams, goals, inspirations, and obstacles to achieving those well-deserved aspiring goals. The foundation of our being can also present itself as an obstacle. The Mainstays indeed embrace us as we walk our paths. But wait, this is good news. For you to acknowledge any spiritual pain along the pathway and discover your way to befriend it will change your life it will transform you, opening avenues of growth you may never have imagined possible.
I believe we come here to evolve our soul and the soul has no judgement as to whether we are doing it right or wrong. It simply evolves with our choices and experiences. When you think about it, no matter whether our experiences are joyful and exciting or painful and brutal, we still grow, we expand. I would venture to guess that you would agree with me that the unpleasantries and those painful experiences encourage the biggest growth spurts for us.
I spent nearly thirty years in the medical arena of Women’s Health, embracing the many phases and changes of a woman's life, from pre-childbearing to pregnancy, new mothers and midlife empty nesters, and of course, those sisters we all meet eventually, menopause; peri and post-menopause. Just like the many women that I cared for and assisted, I too suffered through some painful awakenings (suffering is a choice, by the way; I wasn’t told that then) until I realized that I could have known that I was in the driver’s seat all along. Somehow, it’s alright because it doesn’t nor is it supposed to work out that way. I mean, we must have joyful as well as the brutal experiences to literally see what we are made of, to understand who we are and why we choose the way we do.

Finding myself inside of those leaps, bounds, and stagnant places, I learned much about compassion, self-deprivation, resistance, and finding my way into the
driver’s seat of my reality.
I hope my own story, which follows, will provide you with some insights into the process of healing and growth and will assist you in your own journey. [Added for transition.]
“Growth and change may feel painful for some. However, nothing is more painful than being stuck somewhere you no longer belong. Endings are always new beginnings.”
-Debbie Mechley -
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Chapter One
[bookmark: Through the Eyes of a Child][bookmark: _bookmark2]Through the Eyes of a Child
I grew up in northern Minnesota. My father was a Taxidermist, and my mother was a homemaker. I was the eldest of four children. Our life was simple in this small town where almost everyone knew each other.
As a child, I felt very connected to my Source. Mother Nature was my closest friend, and I spent a lot of time with her. I guess this was truly being present and was the reason why seeing and speaking to angels and spirits came to me with ease. I was who I was, and I was good with me. I didn’t know any difference.
On warm summer days, I would swing in the backyard, and on the third pump, I would find myself in the most fantastic rainbow. There were other children there, just like me, always waiting for me to arrive. There was laughter and joy everywhere. It felt like I was there for hours on end. I would share my experiences with my mother, who was always kind and gentle about my ‘play time’ and she never made me feel like I was odd. In fact, there was a time when I thought that we were all the same. I mean, surely the other kids in the neighborhood had these same natural experiences that I had. As I became older, nine or ten, I came to realize that life was not so simple and that even though I was surrounded by a spirit world, no one else could see, I was alone. There was an emptiness that this knowing stirred within me, and it was confusing at times. There was a sadness that welled up in me. Strong feelings between the joy of this intimate connection with the other side of this world and the feeling that comes with fear at the thought of sharing it. It didn’t stop me from embracing who I was, however, it did become a more secluded experience for me.
My family became associated with a religious organization during my youth. This introduced us to a patriarchy of strict rules, sexual abuse, secrets, and lies to cover up those secrets. There is a whole other book to write about, if I so desire, including the spiritual pain that this kind of betrayal leaves behind. And, of course, my natural gifts were not allowed in this belief system. Those occurrences came from the devil, I was told. Thinking you could talk with the other side was

evil. There was a fear of the unknown as well as a belief that that world had nothing but terror and horror to offer this world. That was how people believed fifty years ago.
I can never forget the one evening when my parents were entertaining. I was upstairs listening through the old floor register when I heard a discussion that would change my life forever. My mother was talking with another woman and nonchalantly mentioned my gift. The woman scolded my mom and told her that she should get me some professional help immediately. Her tone was ridged and dark. Who was she to talk to my mom in this way? And why did my mother let her? In retrospect, I think about the need that we as human beings have to belong. I suppose that my mother was hoping to satisfy a sense of belonging within this circle of friends.
The statement uttered by this woman brought a vision of horror into my imagination. All I could picture was being put in some sane asylum, like the scary ones you would see in black-and-white movies when I was a child back in the sixties. My heart was in my throat, and at that moment, I vowed to stop talking with my spirit guides and told myself to be ‘normal’ like everyone else. I made a new agreement with myself, that agreement was to no longer speak to those that were here to assist me. This was against the natural order of things, but I did it anyway. I became different, and my mother noticed, or maybe she knew I was listening, or maybe she was relieved not just for me but for herself. But we never talked about it again. Not during my childhood years, anyway.
The years that followed were challenging. I learned at a young age that when you are not being yourself, you are always attempting to fit in somewhere. This is unsettling and exhausting. Life in my teenage years could have been a happier
time had I trusted my ‘gut wisdom’ and been true to myself. The agreement I had made with my soul-self was not authentic and I was about to be shown in the most unsuspecting way that the agreements we make with ourselves can be broken. Yes, it is true; these promises we make to ourselves can be broken, mainly when they are not serving us well or bringing value to who we are and

how we desire to walk in this world. Yet, it still took years for me to understand this and trust it, so I continued to run from it.
It was May of 1977, my junior year of High School. I was working as a nursing assistant in a nursing home. This day was not unlike any other day, rushing from school to go to work. I was running late, and, in those days, you punched a time clock. My shift was four to midnight on this day and the time clock was not on my side. It was 4:03 pm when I clocked in. I remember clearly as that meant I would be docked fifteen minutes on my paycheck. That was a big deal back then and an effective way to keep employees showing up on time. I punched in and turned to put my card in the wall slot when in front of me was my sister Charlene. She appeared in spirit, which was unusual as I had never experienced seeing a living person in spirit form before this. I had just spent the weekend with her babysitting my nephews. We had a sister spat as I was angry with her for coming home so late, a little drunk that Saturday night. I had planned on getting home that evening to be with some friends. We had an argument of sorts, and what I remember about that disagreement was a feeling of disappointment in her. I guess I was judging her for many reasons. She had been divorced and in and out of relationships with three young boys. I remember idolizing her as a little girl. I would do anything to get her attention when she came to visit. I loved being an Auntie, and she knew this, so babysitting wasn’t a chore for me. I was seventeen, and she was thirty-six. She was a single mom who was vivacious. She loved her children and her animals, and she loved life. She lived a simple life in a trailer home and never complained about how little she had. So that night, we were pissy with each other, this was her word, and now it makes me laugh. It was clear that I didn’t have a way home, so we just went to bed. I left the following day, and that was the last time I saw her alive.
So, there she was. She looked at me sincerely, gently yet assertively, and said,
“Debbie, don’t ever forsake your gifts again, never.” I was confused on many
levels, one being that she wasn’t aware, to my knowledge that I was different in this way (aka my gifts). We didn’t grow up in the same household, and as I mentioned before, there weren’t open conversations about me or what I knew to be my truth. My gift had been placed on a shelf, but not buried. Why was I seeing

her in this way? I continued the tasks that were mine to do before the dinner hour came. My body was unsettled, and I knew that something was not right. There was an ache in my throat and an anxiousness about me that was an unusual stirring I had not experienced before. My intuition was heightened, and I felt like I wanted to run, not necessarily run away but give way to this energy that made me feel full, anxious, yet extremely alive.
My contemplation was interrupted by the intercom requesting me to the nurse’s station. When I arrived, there was stillness and subdued energy as the nurse seemed to place the phone in my hand gently. It’s funny, the simple little things that we remember, like tenderly placing the phone in my hand. The voice on the other end of the line was my mother. She was crying as she began to tell me that Charlene had died in a car accident about an hour earlier. I do recall asking her, “When did she die Mom?” Through her tears, she said that her time of death was about 4 pm. I knew Charlene had left the scene of her death accident and came to me at 4:03 pm. Everything made sense, and time stood still for what seemed an eternity. An eternity that was both painful and numbing at the exact moment in time. She was in spirit now, and her physical presence would be gone from my sight forever. Charlene’s words would ring true throughout my body, mind, and soul and into my life from that day forward. My spiritual growing pains were enhanced by my grief, and my sister seemed to always be with me. The healing journey embraced a continuum of twists and bends that were my unique path and mine to be with.
The following year, I graduated from High School and went on to college. I found myself going through the motions of trying to figure out who I was and what I was doing here. Thirty-five years ago, Intuitivism was not met with the same acceptance as it is today. People were more afraid and judgmental of psychic abilities than curious about them. I recall thinking about the movie Carrie, back in the early 80s, depicting psychic abilities as terrorizing attributes. It wasn’t what you talked about at a party or even shared when you felt you should gift some specific knowledge or information to a friend or acquaintance. I kept that part of my life to myself and welcomed my guides with a warm embrace. There was a serenity in the certainty that they were always present with me even though I was

not as openly engaged with them as I could have been, meaning that I was not openly sharing the gift to benefit others.
It is such a different world in which we live now. There are so many avenues for those who desire a comradery of other souls on their journey, those who are like- minded and understand them. Coming from a time when you could barely find a book on intuition and ethereal connection that didn't have the word ‘witch’ in the title allows me to be more than encouraged about where we have arrived on this journey.


“My dear one, you are perfect exactly the way you are. Imperfection is a state of mind.”
- Debbie Mechley -

Chapter Two
[bookmark: When love is blind-don’t build your hous][bookmark: _bookmark3]When love is blind-don’t build your house there.


I attended college at the University of Minnesota Duluth. My eyes were opened to a whole new world of independence. The experience of making my own
choices without another’s permission was a huge and desirable step. However, with this newfound lifestyle came a great deal of responsibility. It was more about showing up for daily life while having my own back. I had to depend on myself to make my own choices and hope they were good ones while trusting my instincts. I began to make some new friends, which also offered a new point of view as it related to how we individually handle these newfound freedoms.

I moved to the city of Minneapolis which was a whole new world to me. I was working, going to school, and making new friends. I entered a volatile and abusive relationship in my early twenties. My intuition told me to get out early, but I thought he would change. After all, all the women wanted him, and he chose me. When you see the signs, and everyone seems to feed into them by laughing, was my first observation. Then we argued after the bar closed in front of his friends.
They were our friends, but he grew up with them, and I acquired them. We were in the parking lot, and he snapped. He grabbed me and threw me on the hood of the car. Everyone stopped, but no one intervened. One of his friends said,” Hey man, lighten up.” I remember thinking, if he could do this to me in front of others, what would be next, I mean in the private moments? We weren't living together then, and nothing like this reoccurred, so you guessed it, we decided to move in together.
There were outbursts, and I could see the rage building. It wasn’t that I was trying to push his buttons, but I knew what always set him off. He was sneaky, always plotting, and I believed, cheating. When I confronted him, he would become enraged. He was guilty, and I couldn’t prove it for the longest time, so he would

turn it around on me and make it about my insecurities, and I allowed it. The art of allowing works in many ways. I certainly have learned one thing or more about this. Allowing always works ‘for you’. Whatever you are allowing, you will get that. At the naive age of twenty, I didn’t realize that I was here by choice, by my allowing, and therefore, I was creating this life. I didn’t have the wherewithal yet to dig deep within myself and pull up the real essence of who I was. Once you find it, there is no shrinking back.
I was embarrassed to share what was going on in my tight little world and afraid to tell my mother because she would most likely insist that I return home to Duluth. I didn’t want to spend my life there like my mom had and her mother before her. I kept my dangerous secret to myself, so I thought it was a secret. I had seen this secret-keeping practice work for others, or had it worked? I would find this out for myself as time went on.
Then, I became pregnant, and this changed everything. He acted like it was this fantastic thing that was happening to him. It was all about him, yet he continued to be who he was, keeping it a secret in certain circles. He feared the loss of his popularity among some of the people in those circles. He had a temporary magnetism with women, and it fed and validated his lost identity. He couldn’t afford to lose that, so he continued his cunning and inauthentic ways.
I felt trapped in this chaos, never knowing when he would erupt. I was certain this explosive relationship would not last, so why was I here? My instincts told me that he was too young, too self-absorbed, and too mean-spirited to be a loving father. His disrespect for the mother of his child would make him a lousy example as a parent.
I stayed in this vicious cycle for over three years with only one person, my girlfriend Sandy, to share my fear and anxiety with. Sometimes, when I needed refuge, I would go to her house as she lived with her mom. Jake didn’t cross that line, as Sandy’s mother was a no-nonsense gal. One day, after I had left Jake and returned yet one more time, she stopped supporting me, or so I thought. She said to me, “You always do the same thing. You go back to him, and he can count on you to do that.” I was angry at her and myself. Was I that predictable? Was he

getting exactly what he wanted out of me? He had power over me in every way. He knew it and now, so did I. I knew that I was leaving for the last time. I didn’t know what would follow, but I knew I had to get myself and my child out of this insanity. I had to be strategic about my exit and make a plan that I could carry out, no matter what. Jake was analytical, just as most law enforcement people are.
Thinking ahead of the circumstances as he did, I knew that I would have to think things out before making my exit.
As the days turned into weeks, I began to get more precise. It was like living in a Lifetime movie. I was running scenarios in my head, like what could work, where to go, and how to survive once I got out. What would my life be like once I left him, this enraged and unstable person? I realized this is why women in abusive relationships remain in them. The fear of leaving and the consequences that will follow can be even more frightening than living with the abuser. I knew it would not be a clean break, and in my mind’s eye, I could see years of stalking and taunting in my future. Whenever I second-guess myself, I would remind myself of how quickly the years can go by. My baby boy was proof of that as he was two and a half by now and time had seemed to slip on by.
It was an evening after dinner in the heat of August 1984. I decided to have the discussion when things were calm. If this went awry, I knew where I was
going. Well, the calmness didn’t remain in the ambiance of this conversation for long. My threat of leaving had always come about through a heated argument.
This time, I was calculating and in control of my emotions. There were no tears to be shed as my feelings had grown so cold, and I had come to despise him. He became sarcastic and then angry, and as you can imagine, it repeated its own history with a twist. I knew in the corners of my mind the story that could unfold or at least the gist of it. It escalated to a point of surprise even for me.
He picked up our son Justin, who was two and a half years old at the time and literally pushed me outside of the house on the lawn. I was barefoot in shorts and a tank. He locked the front door behind him, and I could hear him screaming and my baby crying. I looked in the window from the porch, and I witnessed him standing there in the living room, holding my child in his arms with a 357-magnum

handgun pointed at his own head. I lost all inhibitions and fear when I saw my child trapped in his own father’s arms. I remember thinking for only an instant, long enough to cover my face with my own arms as I jumped through the glass window on the front porch to get to him. Jake was crying as I grabbed the baby.
He chased me as I ran with Justin in my arms to my car, which was parked on the street. He threw himself on the hood of the car and lay there for a block or so as I drove away from the house. I barely recall the drive; however, I do remember looking at my bloody hands and arms as I clutched the steering wheel, looking over at my frightened, crying child and saying out loud, “Never again will you live like this baby.” The movie of the gun played repeatedly in my head. How different this story could have played out? I believe I was in a state of shock as I drove myself and my son to his parents’ home, only a few miles away; however, time disappeared, and it felt like an eternity to reach their home.

Having kept this dark secret for so long was somewhat of a shock to them. I say somewhat because there was a disconnect on several levels between Jake and his father, and being a police officer, he was outraged at what his son had done and had been doing to his own family for years. He now understood some of the past events that I had concealed, and things were now making sense. The extent of this unraveling was in plain sight. They embraced us with the open arms of protection and took us in. They helped me find a new apartment to rent and protected us from Jake’s attempts to visit while we were in their home. This was a new form of anger for him as he watched his family hold a protective space for our new life to unfold without him in it. He would call when he knew they were not at home and threatened to make my life miserable forever, and sincere about this, he was.
The terror I felt that night was absorbed by my angels, and it was a miracle that everyone involved was alive. I spent most of the night getting stitched up in the Emergency Department. I was blessed to have his parents to turn to, and I will forever be grateful to them. The terror I felt that night was just the beginning of more bullying and outrageous behaviors from this man. Truth be told, I kicked over this boiling pot, and then I ran like hell. Regardless, it was the beginning to

an end, leading to a new beginning; however, this beginning would not be absent of terror.
I trusted my intuitive nudges after that without question. Well, maybe I would question from time to time, I was young, but I had lived through trauma and had been terrorized for years. In fact, he continued to terrorize me for the next four years. This was part of the reason I stayed as long as I did. This is why so many women are scared to death to leave. I knew that leaving would come with a price. You see, he worked in law enforcement, and little if anything was done when I would call for help. Even with the paper trail of domestic calls, there was no consequence for him, or so I thought. I pray that times have changed with our law enforcement and the way they say, “We take care of our own.” I heard those words too many times. In fact, they almost cost me my life.
You know the phrase, ‘What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger.’ I believe that wholeheartedly now. I feel that I am unflinchingly unstoppable. I have found courage in myself and a place of intolerance having had these experiences. But I tell you this, I would never experience that again. There was spiritual pain here that went deeper than I thought. But I also knew that I would not be a statistic. A two-fold meaning. I would not die at the hands of an abuser, and I would never be with one again. The fact is, more than half of the women who are in abusive relationships make their way into a future abusive relationship, even after leaving previous abuse. Never again would I allow this to happen to me. No one can make you do or feel a certain way. You must allow it. Suffering is a choice, and suffering did not win with me. At some point, it just must stop.


I have shared with you some of the most intimate details of an abusive life I had at one point in time. I share this to illustrate the hopefulness that exists for those women who find themselves caught up in this fierce madness. I am grateful and acknowledge how blessed I am to have moved through this First Act of my life and the scenes that played out on this; my stage is a part of a distant past. This experience is part of the woman I have become today. Life could have been quite different, and this is something I have never taken for granted.

“Dear one, pay attention to your inner wisdom and your gut feelings. No matter how good something or someone looks, if it doesn’t feel right…. run away and don’t look back, unless of course, you’re writing a book.”	- Debbie Mechley -

Chapter Three
[bookmark: Life on our own.][bookmark: _bookmark4]Life on our own.

Parenting is hard. Single parenting is lonely and sometimes a struggle. Justin and I did quite well, though. I had to work two jobs much of the time in his early years, and I would take him to my second job with me. It would cost me as much to pay a babysitter as it did to go to work, so we managed. His father, the abuser, had not changed. His rage was simply refocused on me in a new way. I took his child, and I had my freedom. You can imagine his misery, which was mostly about my freedom. As I said, he tried to make my life as miserable as he could over those years. Sometimes, he would stalk me on the rare occasion that I did get to go out. He would show up at my apartment intoxicated and dangerous, always making a scene with the intention of getting me evicted so I would have no place to go and then would have to come back to him. Now there’s a stable plan. The details I will leave to your imagination, but I will say that he painted a very dark picture of addiction on many levels, and his personal self-loathing was apparent. My focus was to protect my son, and that is exactly what I did. I said to myself I would do this for as long as it took, and I knew in my heart that one day it would stop. Jake had dabbled in the exploitation of suicide, and back then, I thought it was a call for my attention, but I know that he was in severe emotional pain. A part of me, however, deep inside, thought this may all end when he actually does take his life. I didn’t hope for that, but I did imagine a life where he just was not in our lives at all. I didn’t care how that came about in my suffering; I just wanted him to go away forever. This was the only time in my life that I understood and was acquainted with hate. I never want to have those feelings within me again.
Anyone that I would meet would eventually meet the wrath of my ex. Most would exit the dating scene with me quite quickly. Jake continued to interfere in many ways with my life, but what kept me going was the statement that my friend Sandy had made to me years earlier. “He always knows what you will do because you do the same thing. He can count on it.” I felt he was counting on the story in his mind that I would return. It was crazy. He seemed to hate me with passion.

Well, there it was. I was a crime of passion in the making. I could feel it on the brink of happening. It was terrifying at times when I allowed myself to get into my own head. I held my ground and spoke my truth, and all five foot one of me remained unshakeable. He hated me for this, and it was apparent. This was my best weapon. My truth and the strength it offered me.
The thing about single parenting, especially one one-on-one, just the two of us, was that we were best buds. He went almost everywhere with me. We were safe for the most part and healthy. We laughed a lot and took many trips to Duluth, where my mom and stepdad lived. This was a haven for us and took us out of the fear of the dreaded 1 am door pounding. Of course, by this time, my mom knew the truth and respected my choice to remain in the Twin Cities to create a life for myself. It was difficult for her as she worried about us.
I had concerns about my son seeing all this insane and aggressive behavior. I could only shelter him to the point that I could. I continually had conversations with Justin about respect and finding a place of honor inside yourself so that he would never have to live a life of acting ragefully on emotions like his father. I know as he has grown up, he has had struggles with the dark side of who his father is, but he is a loving husband and a loving father, and he has listened to the call of his own heart’s song, and I am proud and grateful for this. I believe this story would have had a different title, storyline, and ending had I allowed myself to keep the both of us in that circumstance. To reclaim yourself allows for a whole new story to unfold. The better story, the one you deserve. One with no similarities, if you choose. My mom would say, “ Say it is so and so it will be.” I agree wholeheartedly.

Eventually, I met someone that my Ex could not frighten away. Jerome was a man of big build with a quiet demeanor. We had been friends for a couple of years, so he was aware of the craziness that being with me could bring. He was well aware of the stories.
When we became serious, Jake approached him, got in his car, and pulled a gun
on him. He used that famous line, “If I can’t have her, nobody can.” Jerome said,

“If you plan to interfere in Deb’s life then you are messing with me as well. Mess with me, shoot me, or get out of my car.” I don’t believe that this is what Jake expected. So, he took his big gun and his little self and exited the car. He was
quite aware of Jerome’s presence after that and kept his distance from us for the
most part. Seeing Justin only on occasion. They never had a father-son
relationship. Justin never trusted his father or his motives. It’s so true that your energy precedes you, even before you walk into a room. I always sensed this with Justin. He was smart and sensitive and still is!
Justin was mindful at a young age of who his father was not, and Jerome became a great role model for him. Jerome and I had two children together, Marcus and Devonn, and Justin became a very engaged big brother. We were a family and parenting, no longer lonely; hard at times but not lonely.


“Gather up all your scattered dreams and build the life you want to love.”
-	Debbie Mechley -

Chapter Four
[bookmark: The many faces of new beginnings.][bookmark: _bookmark5]The many faces of new beginnings.

[Deb, in editing, I’ll combine the following part (moved from elsewhere) with this chapter or perhaps following chapters. Will not need all of it as some will be repetitious. Need to weave the parts in that aren’t already in there. (I indicate the end of the part.) You can ]
During my clinical work and coaching years, I was also a mother of three busy energetic boys. I believe that our children choose us so that we can learn about ourselves through the experience of mothering, caring, and discipline, as well as love and loss.
My boys are all unique, and I often would joke wondering how they could have come from the same gene pool and be so very different on many levels. However, they are alike in that they are loving and sensitive young men now seeking their spiritual path as they connect to what makes them tick inside and outside of each spiritual facet of themselves. Even if you aren't seeking and searching, you are connected to this truth of who you are without fail. I can appreciate the certainty in this. However, it’s also true that life can spin out at any given time and knock us off our axis.
My youngest son Devonn was born with a syndrome (Alagille’s Syndrome) that would require him to have dozens of surgeries, including a liver transplant. For you mothers reading these pages, there is no real way to explain the emotion behind the anguish of nurturing a seriously ill child and staying inside the ‘hopefulness’ of a cure or, honestly, settling for managing the disease process itself and caring for your family.
The first five years were a blur at times—surgeries and hospitalizations along
with the normal ups and downs of life’s design. I had a husband and two other children. Believe me when I say I asked some tough, poignant questions of myself and of the creator. Sometimes there was barely time to catch my breath in

between new developments in his condition. But I believe I did a pretty good job, looking back, grounding myself, and taking time to care for my mind, body, and spirit. I learned to get creative with my few free moments, and I seized them.
I used to think having a crystal ball to see what was coming next, so I might be more prepared, would be a great idea. Not so much. In retrospect, there is
something to this saying, ‘Take one day at a time.’ Trusting what shows up instead of looking for it. When I would go within and listen to the ‘still small voice,’ you know, the one that was reassuring, always kind, and showed up with unflinching wisdom, I would always hear her say, “Trust what is showing up and just BE with
it.” And so, I did.
Devonn had his transplant just shy of his fifth birthday. What followed were many complications, however, he was given the gift of life, and the gratitude we felt was more than words can express. When one life leaves, and the possibility is gifted through an organ donation so that another life can stay here, you just can’t imagine the plethora of emotions that are flowing through you. It is certainly surreal. And, as you can again imagine, I moved through all the facets of my Spiritual Pain during the events of Devonn’s life and his illness. I thought I had felt it all. I had felt the pain of the mother who lost her son and chose to create the possibility that my son would live on, in some ways, through her little boy. I felt the deep ache that any parent would feel for a child going through physical and emotional pain. The duality of not knowing what was coming next for him was always unsettling.
The donor’s mother and I corresponded for a while after Devonn was out of the woods, so to speak. Devonn and the little boy who gave him his gift had become friends. This spirit child would visit, and Devonn described him as the little brown angel wearing a pull-up. That’s what he said. He described how this little brown angel would sit on his pillow at night and soothe him to sleep. My boy had found comfort in this new-found friend, and so did I.
As time moved on, we had lost touch with the donor child’s mother until the recent past when she reached out to me on social media. Twenty years have passed since we both found ourselves embracing the celebration of life, in

different yet similar ways. It would be a stretch for me to encounter a day that I didn’t think of this mother and the physical, emotional, and spiritual pain that became hers when her child died. There must be a lingering ache with an understated joy that possesses one knowing that a living part of your child exists in this world. I know she held a sacred space for my child to survive and live an abundant life. I could feel her longing and her prayers. We were two mothers searching for meaning, belonging, and hope without words and with no physical connection. We were simply in each other’s hearts. I believe we have moved to a place of grace and understanding or, at best, acceptance.
When you go through something so emotional and painstaking as an organ transplant, you stop and think about how you got through it. I mean, people would ask me, “How do even do this?” Followed by,” I couldn’t do it.” Well, you just get up every day bruised to the bone and do what needs to be done to be the best you can and trust me when I say, “That changes from day to day, sometimes minute by minute. The art of being your best is both exhausting and rewarding.
It’s somehow, essential.”
I never thought there could be anything that I could experience from here on that I couldn’t handle. Nothing would present itself worse than this life event. Well, my marriage fell apart for many reasons, and surviving a life and marriage with a chronically ill child was one of them. Statistics said, back then, that 50 % of marriages would fail due to the stress of caring for a chronically ill child. Strange, my thought was, wouldn’t this event bring you closer together? Well, I was wrong about that, but right about nothing being more emotionally earth- shattering than what I had been through with Devonn and this life of experiences that would change us at our very core.
My husband and I separated and eventually divorced, and my life continued. I didn’t die. I boldly became more of myself, the self I came here to be, and life was now presenting itself to me with open arms. She welcomed me with new
perspectives and new ways of being in this world. It is so true the phrase, ‘when one door closes three new doors open.’ You must make room for the great stuff in life. Otherwise, your present moments just become moments of reliving the past,

and with that, comes a future life lived in the past. Your future moments become those that house old hurts and old ways of thinking and being. I used to think that letting go took so much effort, but now I find an energetic surge of creativity
every time I release something or even someone that doesn’t fit in my puzzle anymore. Every release allows something delicious to find its way into your proverbial shopping cart of life. This is decluttering at its finest and asks you to find your power in the pauses.
A marriage and a divorce can throw you into a tailspin or a head spin, I guess. I visited Meaning and Purpose and didn’t find the answers I wanted. It seemed that Compassion, Grace, and Forgiveness were knocking at my door every waking hour. They say you must forgive yourself before you can forgive another. That was BS in my book. After all, what had I done? And as far as Relationships go, well everything and everyone changes when you divorce. My now EX, the kids, coworkers, and the world around me had seemed to change their tune. I despised the new melody, but not for long. You see, the makeup of who I am, is about getting it done. So, staying in that place was going to be short-lived; I knew it, and it was.
I created a new life over time, and I listened to ‘the still small voice’ when she said, “Trust what shows up.” During all of this, the spiritual pain of Hope and Dreams felt like too much effort, and my plate was full of the other three Mainstays of my being, causing me some spiritual pain. I wanted to move on and call in the new, so to Hope, felt like it may just try to keep me in the old situation. I think there just wasn’t a place for Hope here, but I trusted that I would need the understanding of Hopes and Dreams as I journeyed down my desired path. After all, it was simply a path and not a well-paved road at this point. I was creating it as I went along, and I was okay with this. I now understand I was living a realized dream, it was just moving at a slower speed than I had invited it to.
So, you see, every experience from events to conversations to birthing and dying holds a space for us to befriend the spiritual facets of ourselves and our wholeness. It offers an opportunity to lean into and befriend the pain and to see it through a new pair of eyes. Literally, when we ‘befriend’ emotions, our

questions and the doubt associated with them can become one of curiosity and interest. It is here that we dissolve self-judgment and scorn. It is in this place that we rid ourselves of the blame and shame game, for this is a game that we will never win. This is how we change our lives. This is how we transform our lives, and when we transform ourselves, we transform the world. This is what it means to ‘get into the Driver’s Seat’ and choose to stay there. And I have chosen to stay there because it is the ‘secret sauce.’ [End of moved section to weave in with this chapter.]


Marcus was born when Justin was ten years old. I will never forget the day, of course, but Justin’s arms were the arms that held him first. I had an anesthesia reaction and had to lay flat for many hours after his birth. Justin rocked and cuddled him. He would ask me what I wanted to say to the baby, and he would repeat it. It was precious. We had attempted pregnancy for over six years. We just decided it wasn’t meant to be, and then it happened. Marcus was so strong,
weighing in at 11 lbs. Yes, that’s right. Today, I call him my gentle giant. He was so much like his father in many ways. Life had changed, and we were now a family of four. Justin was a brother, and Jerome was a parent of his child for the first time. We were in our early thirties, and life was relaxed and content.
But not for long. When Marcus was five months old, I got pregnant again. It felt like a dream. We had tried for so long, and now, as they say, “bam.” It was an uneventful pregnancy as they all were except for one thing. I found myself looking in the mirror at my baby- belly saying, “God, just give me one more healthy baby,” I found this odd as I didn’t have the feeling that something was wrong with my baby, but the fact that I would say this several times until my delivery became a bit unnerving.
I had Cesarean Sections with my first two babies, so I scheduled this C-section months in advance. I was being delivered by the Obstetrical practice, where I worked for over fifteen years, and by my dear friend Dr. Diane Petersen. My first two pregnancies were induced with failure to progress, so C-sections were

performed. I decided to avoid the emotional drama of induction this time and cut to the chase. Well, this baby decided to attempt his debut the day before the delivery was scheduled. It felt unusual in the way that he was trying to get my attention. I knew in my gut wisdom that he was not coming into this world by natural vaginal delivery, so why did he choose to get my attention with this fuss? I mean all the arrangements that had been made for tomorrow, childcare for Marcus, and my mom coming from three hours away to be present at the delivery were now discombobulated. Both Anesthesiologists on staff that early morning were in the middle of epidurals and other procedures. I would have to wait my turn. My contractions were less than two minutes apart, and I was uncomfortable. I remember thinking I scheduled this C-section to avoid all this, and here I was, laboring and feeling a sense of urgency that I couldn’t pinpoint. I didn’t know if I was having a boy or a girl. I felt ungrounded, and I thought that this baby needed to get out now. There seemed to be too many unknowns. I told Diane that I felt very strongly about getting this birthing process going. The timing aligned with the request as they began prepping me, and the staff that needed to be present were available. The birth of this child was about to change my life in every way possible, on every level.
By my third C-section, I thought I was a pro. But this one was different. I felt tugging and pulling that I hadn’t felt with the others. I sensed that this baby was tiny, and the delivery should be more accessible. I still felt an urgency about him being born. I closed my eyes and told him to catapult out. He made his entrance and quickly after that. Everyone thought that this was going to be a girl. It was evidenced by a smaller baby coming from a mother who had carried and birthed a baby ten pounds four ounces and an eleven-pound baby. This one was just over seven 7pounds, a peanut compared to the others. They began to sing the theme from the TV show My Three Sons as this boy baby debuted. As they cleaned him up and told me he was doing well, I waited for him to be put on my chest. Diane handed him to me, and I looked into his eyes. They were wide open, and he looked through me. I heard him in my mind say I’m sick. I began to cry, which was misunderstood as an emotion from the event. I looked at Diane, and I told her that something was wrong with him.

He had two physicals while I was recovering for those four days. He got a clean
slate from the Pediatrician as well. We couldn’t settle on a name as we all thought this baby was a girl, and that name would not work. It was the morning I was going home, and I wanted a name on his birth certificate. We agreed on the name Devonn, with a double n to be different and a middle name of Douglas after
Jerome’s best friend and the boys' Godfather. We took him home, and life became very busy, as you might imagine. I had a thirteen-month-old just learning to walk, an eleven-year-old, and a newborn that did not seem well to me.
Devonn did not sleep. He would drift off for an hour, maybe, and wake up. He had some reflux and projectile vomiting, but not all the time. He was jaundiced, but my children’s father is African American, and all my babies had olive skin as newborns. I would rock him, and he would look right into me as if waiting to catch my attention. When he wasn’t crying, this was when I heard him. It was like he was crying inside and asking me to figure it out. He was prompting me to trust my gut wisdom and help him. He was asking me to listen and get it right.
When he was two weeks old, I took him in for his check-up. I was emotional and began crying. I told the pediatrician that I had this awful feeling. I shared with him that I couldn’t bond with him because it was like I would be ignoring that there might be something terribly wrong. Of course, not knowing me and my level of intuition, he said that he believed I was experiencing some postpartum blues. He also said that I might be intimidated by this baby being considerably smaller than the other two. I reminded him that I was a third-time mother, and this was not a natural way to feel. I wasn’t depressed; I was concerned and acting from a gut instinct that no one else could feel or seem to understand. I felt like no one was listening to me. Then I went deep inside with Devonn in my arms, and I heard my guides encourage me to find the one I could trust to hear me, not just listen to me, but to really hear my plight. Who would be the one?
A couple weeks after this doctor’s visit, my longtime friend Maureen from the practice came to visit. She was holding Devonn, and, in that moment, I was going to say something to her that I couldn’t believe was going to cross my lips. There was this overplayed rehearsal in my mind that wouldn’t stop taunting me. At the

same time, I knew it had to be said, and I knew that she was the one who would hear me. I looked at her coddling my baby, and I said, “Maureen, I cannot bond with this child. Something is terribly wrong with him. You could take him away right now, and I would let you.” I didn’t know what that meant other than the fact that most other species would abandon a sick baby. I also knew that I wasn’t speaking literally, but I needed to get someone's attention who wouldn’t think I was crazy. Maureen was that someone. The day after that, I spoke to Diane, my Obstetrician, and this time, she heard me as well.
Devonn was now about five weeks old. He was still jaundice in the eyes of others. To this day, I couldn’t really see that as the alarm because other triggers were so intense and louder.
I was breastfeeding him which was challenging for both of us. He just didn’t have much strength to suck that hard, so I supplemented with the bottle as well. He became feverish and was crying most of the day. It was just a few days after Christmas, and Marcus developed a cold and what appeared to be an ear
infection. I took them both to the Pediatrician’s office. The doctor examined him, and then he did something. He opened his diaper and checked his stool. His poopy diapers had always been light after the initial tarry black stool that comes after birth. I attributed this to his having breast milk. The doctor felt that it should be darker and much smellier by this time. He ordered some tests to be done that day. I heard back that afternoon, and it was conclusive, something was very wrong. All his labs indicated a metabolic issue of some sort or something to do with his liver function. Tests were ordered for the following day, which was New Year’s Eve day.
I recall the doctor at Children’s telling us that the results of this test could indicate a possible thirty different clinical issues, as the liver has about two hundred different functioning jobs. Two of these possible diagnoses would require a more serious surgical intervention. I knew at that moment that he had one of the two indicators. I felt it as strong as I had felt Devonn’s cry for my attention.
They did a nuclear study on Devonn releasing a contrast to go through his liver to reach the biliary tree or branch as it is sometimes referred to. What they

discovered was there was no outlet for the flow of material to go. Devonn would require a surgical procedure called a Kasai to possibly resect some of his bowel to recreate a new opening for the flow of bile. The bile being produced by the liver had nowhere to go since his birth. In retrospect, I didn’t know what kind of complications could arise from this procedure. Everything was happening so fast. I was scared and was told this was the only way. I didn’t research, which surprises me now, but I recall being numb and trusting everyone around me then. I thank God that he didn’t have that procedure, and I realize that in my annexed, a power greater than myself could be at that time, unfolding the story for the greater good of my child.
When they got into this surgery, which was to last about six hours, they discovered that they would not be able to work with this biliary tree. The branch was underdeveloped and therefore blocked for biliary flow, and his gallbladder was just a piece of tissue that had not formed in utero. It was decided that the Kasai would not be helpful. They came into the family waiting room within an hour, and I knew that this baby was in for something that was going to be really hard to move through. We were devastated when they told us it was a waiting game. We would have to wait until his liver was failing and then he would need a liver transplant. There is no dialysis for the liver, you need a new one, plain and complicated. As I write these words, I begin to feel exhausted at what is ahead in these pages. Reliving these days and hours of agony and tears is not going to be easy, healing, however, but not easy. I pray for continued healing as I move through this experience with you. You will see how devastating, shocking, courageous, and beautiful the full circle of life can be.
We’re speaking about living better lives, possibly in High Definition and the way to get there is to face the fear, the past, let it go, and lean into the spiritual pain.
Trust me when I say there was plenty of pain to go around. Some of us expressed it, and others kept it in, only causing more pain and isolation. But I do now know that living is so precious and the way we move and dance through this gift we call life is everything. I know what can happen at the end of life and that is not going to be my ending. My intention for you reading these pages of a life’s story, is that your living will be enhanced by your own mortality.



I’m creating a space within this salutation for you to acknowledge your own pain and create your own movement forward into the depths of healing yourself. Heal yourself during your life and make it a point so that you are not living with your regrets at the end of your life. Through my experience of being a witness to this, I now know this, and it doesn’t have to be this way. It is true and simply said, “We do not die well in our culture; in this country.” Again, it’s a choice that will be made, one way or the other.


“There is no way around it. You and I will come full circle in life, and yes, that is death. Death, the moment of everything and nothingness. Now dying, is still living. Dying well is also still
living. I ask you, “What will you choose?”	- Debbie Mechley -

Chapter Five
[bookmark: My Greatest Learning Experience.][bookmark: _bookmark6]My Greatest Learning Experience.

How do I find the meaning and purpose in living with the pitiless chronic brutal illness of my child? I have come to realize that we choose to go into this life to evolve through our agreements and by our experiences, whether they be joy- filled or with illness and, inevitably, death. There are experiences in our lives that offer us moments of awe. We have an opportunity to see what we are made of here. We find our capabilities along the paths that we walk and the paths that we cross in our journey of living. Being the mother of a chronically ill child will make or break you on many levels. I can honestly say that I found courage and strength within that often surprised me. I sometimes felt superhuman as I moved from one crisis to the next. I would find myself in high gear most of the time, and I believe now that this saved me from more despair than was mine to take on. Some can handle what shows up in life, and some cannot. That’s not a judgment.
There were years of surgeries, biopsies, and concerns. I quickly learned that worry was not my friend. It didn’t make me a better parent if I was worrying about Devonn or my other children. Too often, I would see parents finding their personal validation in their constant worry. I began to find a respite in trusting myself. I realized that making my choices and decisions from this place created a more fluid flow in our lives. Jerome trusted my instincts, which carried us through and into the eye of all the storms. Every crisis with Devonn’s health affected all the moving pieces of our family and when I would see the storm approaching, I trusted my instincts and found myself guiding my family into the depths. It was here that we could catch our breath and regroup for our next move. The eye of the storm was quiet and calm for just enough time to enable us to gather our courage. Then the walls would suck me into the crisis at hand, and I would have the strength and wherewithal to take us to the other side, into the light of dawn and out of the darkness for the time being. It became a way of life for our family as Devonn moved through his illness, in and out of the hospital. Justin and Marcus were awesome brothers, as they were always there to make the adjustments and

show up in a big way. This was our life, and we accepted it, first, with some resistance, mind you, and then we embraced it. That’s the game changer. It’s the only way to come out of survival mode and lean into thriving again.
That which you resist persists. You will hear me say this throughout these writings. Life became life as we knew it to be when we stopped asking the question, “When will things get back to normal?” We found our ‘New Normal’ and settled into place with it. Was it easy? Not easy, but much simpler. It simply makes the most sense. This is where you choose not the path of most resistance, but the path most traveled.
There will be very painful moments in your life that will change your entire world in a matter of minutes. These moments will change you as well. I encourage you to let them make you stronger, smarter, and kinder. Whatever you do, don’t
become someone that you’re not. Cry. Scream. Throw up if you must. Then, you straighten out that crown of yours and keep on moving. Oh, and that means forward.


“Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine. Meanwhile, the world goes
on. Life goes on.”	- Debbie Mechley -

“
Chapter Six
[bookmark: Our experience on the other side of the ][bookmark: _bookmark7]Our experience on the other side of the veil.

The year is 2000. Allow me to give you a prelude to the most profound spiritual experience of my lifetime thus far. Devonn was eight years old at this point, and talk about time getting away from you. Life seemed to be still in a flux of continuous movement, however, manageable. Devonn became ill with what was believed to be a virus. They were calling it the Adenovirus that was spreading from one child to another. He had chronic ear infections his entire life, and one of the symptoms of this virus was swollen glands and infected ears. I took him in a couple of times and was told to wait it out. He became feverish and now had sores in his mouth. Once again, I trusted my gut, and now, I was finished “waiting this one out.”
This was an ER visit that led to Devonn being admitted to Children’s Hospital here at home in Minneapolis. I was extremely unsettled. His pediatrician was convinced that I had overreacted by insisting he be admitted. We had a strong disagreement about this, and he became impatient with Devonn at one point when my son refused to open his mouth because it was too painful for him. His jaw was swollen, and the pain from the sores was more than he could tolerate.
There was a smell, an odor that screamed bacteria and decay to me. I knew that this may have begun as a virus possibly, but there was more going on and we had to get to the bottom of it. I found myself in Fight or Flight mode. My medical training was on high alert and the frequency had turned up my maternal instincts. I felt an urgency come over me, and I believed that time was of the essence.
I asked the doctor to go out in the hallway for a minute and sip his coffee. Of course, by now, he is frustrated with me and wondering, what the hell next, right. I waited a minute, and then I joined him in the corridor. I asked him to trust me one more time. I reminded him of the times that my instincts had served Devonn very well, and I encouraged him to go along with me for a few minutes. Sipping

the coffee was a deliberate request on my part, as I knew it would clear his sense of smell before he reentered Devonn’s hospital room.
We walked into the room and then stopped. I glanced at him and asked him to think of nothing but the odor in the room. His expression changed, and in that moment our conversation entered the possibility of a bacterial infection moving its way through my child’s body. I couldn’t be angry with him. You see, some of his frustration came from the fact that Devonn was a unique patient to him. He had had a liver transplant, and the complications that had arisen from this transplant were out of the realm of his practice. Since Devonn’s illness and his liver transplant, he was always hospitalized at the Mayo. When he needed urgent care at a local ER, the physicians were always nervous about treating him. They would have to take time out to conference with his transplant team over the phone to get instructions from them as to how to proceed. Fear is a powerful emotion, and believe me when I say physicians feel fear as well. They simply hide it better than most.
My request that day was to have the experience of support, with no more resistance and no more waiting games. So, Devonn was airlifted by helicopter to the Mayo hospitals in Rochester. This was one of two airlifts that he would encounter and as sick as he was, he thought this was pretty cool. The medical staff are amazing in the way they work with the kids and the families as well. I am forever grateful for that support. When mamma bear instincts kick in, you become persistent, and there is no room for ambivalence.


This particular visit would open doors that one would rather remain tightly locked. Devonn was in the PICU where he always went when admitted to Mayo Saint Mary’s Hospital. He underwent a battery of blood tests and biopsies. It was Labor Day weekend, and the PICU was unusually quiet. The turnaround for tests at the Mayo was never interrupted by a holiday. We had spent much of the last three years of our lives on this unit. We knew all the staff, and they just loved Devonn. They would tell me that when they saw Devonn’s name on the whiteboard roster and they knew he was on his way in, they were genuinely

excited to see him and his family. They told me they expected complications and assured me that even if it were going to be this way, their desire was for us to find comfort in the loving care that they enjoyed so generously giving us.
The next day I was told that the results were not back yet. It was mentioned that the holiday weekend could play a part in the delay. Being a person in the medical field and aware of the elite system within the Mayo, I began to feel protected.
Even though I knew the test results in my gut were positive. The smell from that day at Children’s was embedded in my own acute sensory awareness. That smell was dying tissue. I knew that, which was why I needed his doctor to know it as well. Three days went by, including the holiday. I had never waited three days for any of his test results before. I was impatient, even though I was sure I knew the outcome; my family and friends were waiting for me to deliver the news.
The moment finally unleashed itself, and our team of nurses and doctors delivered the results. Devonn had been infected with Epstein Barr Virus, which complicated an already suppressed immune system and had entered his lymph nodes via his tonsils. They had removed his tonsils and biopsied that tissue to find the diagnosis. Devonn was diagnosed with PTLS Post Transplant Lymphoma Syndrome. New debates were born out of this new crisis.
Before I continue on with what came next, know that there was always an honest discussion with Devonn. We always made certain that Devonn was aware of his treatments and knew what to expect. We took Devonn home before this new regimen was to begin for him. It was late one afternoon as Devonn and I sat together in the family room. The sun shone brightly through the large bay window as he sat on the floor at my feet. He looked up as if to say, ‘’What’s next?” He was always calm and somewhat matter-of-fact at times when we would talk about what we called the way forward. He and I felt that it was important to name some of our processes to connect with them and understand them without resentment. He said it helped him when the voice in his head told him, “You should probably be scared right now.” I will never forget the day he told me this, I was floored, thinking, this child has so much to teach me.

This time began, the way forward chat, like so many others. He sat patiently while I explained what was going to be different about this treatment. I explained to Devonn that there would be no surgery for this new diagnosis. He smiled at me and remained silent. I went on to describe the way he would get his infusions and the hope that this treatment would result in. I told him that there may be a trade- off when the infusions do their job. He looked at me and asked me what that would be. As I was explaining this to him, he interrupted me. What happened next was spirit gifted.
Devonn said, “Stop, Mom. Stop.” Typically, I found it very irritating when he would say this to me, but not this time. As I sat on the edge of my chair, he at my feet, the sunlight shone as a golden stream of glow shining directly on him, and then he said something that would forever ring in my ears.
He went on to say in the voice of love, confidence, and a profound knowing, “Mom, it’s okay. I came here sick so that I didn’t have to stay here long. I took my T-cells and bathed them in fuchsia and periwinkle light, dusted with gold, and sent them out into the universe as love for someone who needs more of that.” The light became a brilliant gold, shimmering all around him. I could not speak as I silently wept, tears streaming down my face. He was surrounded by energies and orbs that melded one into the other. He was one with that and I was witnessing his truth. The way he spoke was confident and mature. Clearly, a higher consciousness was moving in and through him.
He touched my hand as he looked into me and said these piercing words that penetrated every level of my being. “Mom, I came here sick so that I didn’t have to stay long. I’m waiting for you to become who you came here to be.” And still, I could not speak. He smiled with contentment as if to say, my work is done here. Abruptly, the light dissipated, and we found ourselves watching the colors of the sunset through the bay window. It was unclear as to how long we had embodied this amazing experience, but what we shared was ours and ours alone for a time. We held each other, our hearts beating in unison, and the gentle reminder of our soul connection was more meaningful than ever before.

I asked Devonn about this magical moment the next day. He looked at me oddly and said, “I thought I had fallen asleep on the couch and had a dream.” I asked him about the periwinkle, as I couldn’t get that out of my head. The periwinkle was the color blue in the crayon box when I was a kid. It was removed because it was believed that kids wouldn’t be able to spell it and replaced it with the blue crayon. He said that he didn’t know where he had heard of periwinkle or fuchsia, another color that didn’t come along until later. There was something about his
tone and the twinkle in his eye that led me to believe there was more to his recall than he was sharing. I decided to let it be.
What I will share with you is that the next year of my life was unsettling, and emotions ran wild within me. The words, “I’m waiting for you to become who you came here to be,” were loud, clear, and frightening. I wasn’t afraid to find my truth or express it. I was scared that when I did so, Devonn would say, “Well done Mom,” and leave this world. I heard my sister Charlene’s voice saying to me, “Never forsake your gifts,” but at what cost? I believed that if I allowed myself to really expand and become all that my creator had positioned me to be, my child would leave me here, alone. I was miserable, and it was all too familiar. I had been here before, hiding myself for the sake of other’s opinions and ideas about me. Yes, here I was again, hiding my divine expression in the world. It felt so unnatural.
One day, the gentlest earth angel, flaunting the name of Audrey, approached me. She was the spiritual leader and teacher at the spiritual center I belonged to. On this day, she seemed to know exactly what was moving through me without an expressed word. Until now, I had not shared with her the encounter that Devonn and I had, but today I was moved to tell her of my annexed. She listened attentively, and then she got right to the point in a way that only Audrey could.
She asked me what I believed about time. For a moment, I wasn’t certain, and then, a clarity that I didn’t know I had entered my mind. I heard a voice, or was it hers that said, “There really is no time, so that means there is plenty of it.” Audrey smiled her lovely yet reassuring smile and asked me, “So what are you waiting for?” Her gesture was one that implied, with gentle inquiry, what was all the fuss about?

That day, that conversation and the love I have for this woman Audrey, created my life a new from that connection to all those that would follow. I trusted myself, my inner wisdom and I shadowed it with every decision, every choice, and with every encounter. Audrey, well, she would continue to play a vital role in my evolution, and she remains an inspiration to me to this day.
I share in this way to say this. Paying attention to the way forward and the messages therein is all that really matters. Every occurrence has a purpose. It may not be evident in the moment, but it will make itself known. Could you miss it?
Yes. That is why paying attention to what is showing up in your life, being curious and trusting your inner wisdom, will get you wherever you desire to be.
After Devonn and I became clear on our next steps and he knew what to expect from the way forward, we returned to the hospital to work the plan. The next move was not chemotherapy or radiation. This was not protocol for any organ recipient. The complication to his new liver would be exasperated by this type of treatment. It was going to be a simple infusion of white cells, Cytogam, every three weeks until he would go into a rejection of his liver. Yes, I know, and this was the tradeoff that I had discussed with Devonn. The boosting of his immune system to ward off the lymphoma would soon catch up with his liver and that would mean a rejection, again. Over the years, Devonn had experienced three rejections of the same liver. These would require hospitalizations with doses of heavy-duty intravenous steroids to support the inflamed liver and allow it to return back to a quite state, so to speak.
The expectation was that we had about four weeks to work with before his liver would begin to reject, and the divine was in our court as the clock did not run out until about the eighth week. Our mission had been accomplished and we left one medical problem behind to address yet another one that stared us in the face. We had been here before and might possibly visit again, but we lived in the moment, and this really seemed to allow whatever was unfolding in our path to do so in a more harmonious way.

These medical events became our routine over the next years. But what seemed to be a routine complication for Devonn, requiring a surgical intervention, was about to shapeshift both of our lives in completely different ways.
By this time, two years had passed, and we were moving through life as it presented itself to us, one day at a time. Devonn had developed a new complication, one that required a lengthy surgery.
It was a steamy August morning. Devonn had been in surgery for a couple of hours by this time. I found myself outside in Saint Mary’s Peace Garden at Mayo, as I had many times before, seeking refuge in the silence through the sanctuary of my own heart. I sat among the beautiful statues of Mother Mary and Saint Francis of Assisi near the fountain. The water trickled in a relaxing yet methodical way as I closed my eyes in a prayerful gesture. I prayed as I always did for one more successful surgery with an effortless healing to follow. I found comfort here and I showed up willingly and purposefully once again.
I sat with myself, staring at the sun. Through my closed eyelids, there was a golden hue with a harshness that penetrated me. The sun was warm on my skin and the wind brushed my hair along my cheek. I focused on my breath and the golden sunlight in my awareness, and the sun wasn’t uncomfortable in the way that it usually was. Whenever I found a need to center myself, I would connect to my breath and become present. It was always here, from this place, that I could see from a fresh and positive perspective, no matter what the matter. I craved this connection with my divine and I knew that I was being held.
I was one with my breath and I recall being aware of my surroundings. I could hear the fountain flowing and with my eyes closed I could see the smile on Mother Mary’s lips. I continued to find comfort in my own stillness. And then I heard the words from Francis of Assisi, “Where there is darkness you will find the light.” The words were clear and concise, and I was without my breath in that moment yet not seeking to breathe. I had no fear, and I became curious without judgement of my worthiness. I attempted to open my eyes, but they remained closed even upon my request for them to open. I could still hear my immediate surroundings such as the fountain and the rustling of the poplar leaves as they

sounded like coins blowing in the wind. I could feel the strength of the sunlight penetrating my bare skin as I sat in the mid-August sun. Suddenly, the golden light of the warm, but harsh sun, transitioned into the brightest of white light that you can imagine with a softness and gentleness that called to me. My inner wisdom had shown me the number two and I was made aware that I had one foot in this world and one foot far beyond. There was no fear as I knew I was being held, allowing me to become more curious and accepting of what was unfolding within me and beyond me.
I accepted the light, and I began to travel toward it. I felt as though I was ascending. For an instant I contemplated resistance, but I had to see what was next. I knew in that moment what true surrender was as there was no struggle to move into this magnificence. There was transparency on every level. I was a duality. There were times during this journey that I was witness to my own experience, watching from above yet feeling the vibrations and the emotions of the purest love. There was no separation. There was no sense of time, and the garden was now nonexistent.
The light, brilliant yet gentle, gave way to a spectacular tree, vibrating with white liquid light and fuchsia discs dangling from its vaporous branches. These discs were concave and seemed to be dusted with shimmering gold dust. To describe the view would be to say it was breathtaking, however, I had no breath. I was everything and nothing here. I knew in and out, up and down, here and there and everywhere in every instance which did not exist. There was no time here. There was no reason. There was simply beingness and wholeness.
I became my realized self as I felt an energy of being held once again. In my presence was the most vibrant, spacious and gentle angel you could ever try to imagine. Her outwardly spanned wings embraced the tree of liquid light and this flowing energy. It was as if the entire universe in that space in timelessness, was only us in the vastness of the cosmos. I recall everything including being in timelessness. I had been here many times before, and I remembered how I came to be. I was this. I will say it again, this was everything and nothing. This was all of me.

Our eyes met, mine and the angel, and everything was through thought, no words. Her thoughtfulness spoke to me as she took my hand and smiled. I felt her love penetrate me as me, and then she did something unexpected. I say this
because I was so immersed in her that I couldn’t imagine, I suppose, or could I, that anything more spectacular than this connection could ever be. She took my hand and placed it in the vibrant fuchsia disc hanging from the tree that seemed to be singing the song of my soul.
In that unspoken moment, it was as if there was an explosion of lifetimes, hundreds of lifetimes. And the love that I felt for the agreements I had made to experience myself through the Divine as the Divine, was the purest of pure unconditional love. I traveled through a myriad of lives that I had chosen to experience so that the Divine could experience through me. That is the agreement that we all made when we came here. And, somehow, the human condition offers us an opportunity to allow the confusion and the dis-membering of our true selves until, yes, we take yet another opportunity to re-member ourselves again. The message became clear to me as I chose to become one with the vibrating flow of the energy that was this liquid Tree of Life.
The truth was here and when I was given this gift of insight, the truth was that I had known this all along the many paths I had chosen to travel on. It was everything and nothing. It was love, pure and free. The love I experienced from this tree was so intense that I melted into an ethereal vapor, that which I had come from. Had I been here forever, or for only an instant?
She said to me through her mindfulness, “Some will hear. Some will listen and some will hear nothing at all.” The undaunting truth to be told is there are no pearly gates at which to be judged and there are no fiery depths of punishment. She thoughtfully impressed upon me the awareness that I had been chosen to share this powerful understanding with my world. I felt elation. There was no question or concern, only the feelings that came from truth. She touched my face and empathically gave me these words. “Your feelings are the language of your soul.”

I felt another presence at my side. I beheld a small figure sitting at my feet. This figure was swathed in a white robe and a seemingly translucent veil draped this being’s head. The energy of this presence was very familiar. I felt a deep loving connection with it. A connection I knew had offered lifetimes of love. The clothing moved, and the veil fell to my feet, and the face of tranquility was revealed. It was the beautiful face of my son Devonn. He smiled as he took his finger and touched mine, just like in the movie ET. With spoken thought he said to me, “Now go and become who you came here in this lifetime to be. You know what to do.” These words had been channeled by my son before and I was not only hearing them,
but for the first time in this lifetime, I was listening and embodying them as my truth. I was indulged, influenced, and raptured in love and I believed that my desire was to stay right here in this flawlessness.
I was given a glimpse beyond this space in time that I was embodying, and I was witness to the vastness of the cosmos, the universe and its intelligence. The entire universe was within my view. The galaxies, the stars and the nebula were whispering my name saying welcome home. What I knew in that instant was that I had been welcomed many times before in this very space in time. You see, every feeling, every inkling that had come over me in my human existence was true.
Every dream that presented an out of body experience, was a prompt, a gentle nudge to re-member me. I knew who I was and how I came to be. I knew that I was not separate from creator, creation, or the divine, but I was being held and in motion with her throughout eons of existence. I was a multitude of forms that simply unfolded into me, in the present.
I was multidimensional. From here, you know what you have always truly known. The veil is lifted, and you come back and rediscover your human experience in an enlightened way. When you know the truth, there is no turning away from it, nor is there anywhere to go back to. You do this over and over again until you decide to share the knowledge of your lifetime of travel and free-thinking with your world. All of this was moving in and through me as I was unknowingly preparing to be transitioned from this heavenly state . All these words and emotions were very intricately stored in my being, in my DNA, so that I would recall all of its magnificence without missing a beat.

Suddenly yet slightly, I felt a heaviness and a pull toward what felt like apprehension. I felt swooped, still held, but a swooping in reverse. The light became dimmer as it was distancing itself from me. I knew this and still there was no fear. I desired to stay but had no remorse about being taken out of this immersion of myself. The love was so fresh, and clarity had become my new friend, leaving me without any preoccupation about descending from this consciousness. I felt a denser energy as I approached the space from which this moment of awe had begun. I sat on the bench, my eyes still closed, feeling absorbed and protected from the harshness of reentering this earthly thickness. This swift return was all too familiar, and I felt as though I was paralyzed, dreaming yet awake, like one of those lucid dreams where you believe you’re wide-awake but cannot open your eyes. I felt a presence and then it was as if my eyes became undone from something of the past, old ways of seeing. To explain that would be to say that I was washed with my own eyes. It was the feeling of seeing, really seeing for the first time, my soul-self here in the energy of this earthly plane. It was as if this new sight was the shield I would need to be in this density.
And then, there she was, Mother Mary smiling at me and Saint Francis of Assis
with his hand stretched out as if to say, “See, we told you so.” That was my exact memory. I giggle when I think of the I told you so, for it was received and welcomed with love.
My clothing was dampened in my own perspiration, and I felt disoriented. I knew immediately that I had experienced a profound occurrence and I was not yet grounded in this earthly space. I began to be aware of my breath as if I was picking up where I had left off. Nothing in my environment seemed to be different as I attempted to remove myself from sitting so as to feel the grass beneath my feet. The coolness of the earth allowed me to recall my place here and my connection to her, mother earth, was more appreciated than ever before. I absorbed the stability she offered and then slipped my shoes on. I remember thinking, it was odd that I knew to do that as removed as I was from feeling my body.

I felt unsteady as I walked into the hospital, being aware that I did not want to call attention to myself. As I walked to the family waiting room, I noticed that the people I passed seemed to look past me, or through me almost as if I wasn’t really there, yet the children stared at me with awe. Their innocence allowed them to see the energy of the angels all around me, and that was warm and welcoming.
When I arrived, I sat quietly, undisturbed. In fact, no one spoke to me. My experience of this time travel was clear as crystal in my mind and I was preoccupied with the thoughts of it all. Simply put, I was full. I really didn’t question what had happened. There was no, what, or why me? I sat with the awareness of this gateway that had just opened to me and I pondered what might be coming next? I thought to myself, “no more please, this is quite enough.” To be honest, I wanted more, I knew that there was more for me, however, I was euphoric and fatigued at the same time and of the realization that my life would now be coupled with duality. It had changed forever.
I found it challenging to look at the clock to the point of avoidance. I do know that I remained in my chair until the surgeon came out to speak with me. I couldn’t get my head around the timing and the expectation of time for the next several days that followed. I will tell you this; ever since that experience, I am in my bare feet whenever possible. It’s my way of earthing and remaining grounded which is exactly what I am, through this life altering event, grounded, centered and open.
The surgeon approached me in what seemed to be slow motion. He told me what had transpired, much of which I didn’t absorb until the echo in his voice vanished and I heard him clearly. He told me that for two minutes during the procedure, my child had coded, temporarily died. He went on to say that he had continuous oxygen and that he would be fine and have a full recovery. My recollection was hearing that my child had died, been revived and the reality of where I had been was clearly explained in my own window of time.
Two days had passed, and I was feeling more present as I continuously reminded myself of the duality and the illusion of time. Devonn and I were reading to each other, lying in his hospital bed, when the white light flashed and filled the room’s entirety. Devonn silently looked over at me, no alarm was noted to the

expression on his face. This was the moment that I was inclined and guided to tell him of my time travel experience. At the time, I didn’t know what else to call it. I told him about the brilliant white light that moved into the form of the Tree of Life and of the energy that consumed it. I began to describe the beautiful angel and the fuchsia discs on the illuminated vaporous branches of the tree. I told him of the pure love that was there. He listened intently as I held his hand expressing my truth to him. I went on to describe the small figure in the white robe and translucent veil at my feet. It was at this point in the sharing of my vision that he interrupted me. He looked into my eyes as an old soul would and said these words to me. “I know mom. I brought you into my dream. I said it before, and you are to hear it again. I’m waiting for you to become who you came here to be.”
Those words rang all too familiar to the ear beyond my ear. He had said these very words to me that afternoon, sitting at my feet in the golden light that the angels wrapped us in. I silently wept at the wisdom that was within so too beyond this child who chose me as his mother. Surprisingly, it felt like an enormous responsibility to be his mom. One thing was certain. He had chosen me too so that we might teach each other the way forward.
There was an undertaking that was going to present itself to me so that I might do what was mine to do, but when? What was I to do with the responsibility of this spiritual awakening, his near-death encounter? Did fear and doubt creep in? You better believe they did, like a marching band. There was a flooding of emotions engorged with questions yet to be answered and I was aware that this was just the beginning. Time would come to pass and reveal to me that these sentiments would become my dearest and closest friends. The answers are in the inquiries.


“Keep your life simple, so when the big stuff shows up, you’ve got room for it.”
Debbie Mechley

Chapter Seven
[bookmark: An awakening on many levels.][bookmark: _bookmark8]An awakening on many levels.
I have shared with you my unorthodox near-death experience. When I came through that experience, I had so many questions. I questioned what I believed was the God in me, as to why I had experienced this profound event in my life and still feel such a deep loneliness inside of it. After all, it’s not something, at least twenty years ago that one would bring up in passing conversations. And who was I to have this experience and who would even care to hear about it? For many years since, I have questioned this experience, moving back and forth from curiosity to self-judgement. Today, I believe that with intention, we can be guided from this life to what follows. The empathic words of my angel continue to ring true within me. “Some will hear. Some will listen and some will hear nothing at
all.” We are exactly where we have chosen to be in our own human experience, and it is true, hearing, listening and ignoring are a choice as well.
I pondered these questions daily as I would look in the mirror. I knew in my gut wisdom that there was a stirring in my soul and that the reason for me to have and do something with this ‘truth’ would show itself one day. But in my humanness, I was impatient and of course the days turned into too many years for which I would carry this theme. Even my son Devonn, who brought me into his near-death experience, had moved past the event, as kids do, leaving me even more alone with the knowledge of who we are and where we go, not to mention, where we came from. I was on my own, so I thought, until I was reminded from beyond that this was mine to do and that I was supported and always held.

Clearing the Clutter (was Naming the other voice before)


Should I write the book? Who should I tell? Is there something in the sharing of this story that might be of comfort or release for another? I grew short with my ego self until one day, I felt as though ‘she’ was pushing me to feel this in a different way. When I say feel, I mean I felt a comradery with this voice that for the most part, I loathed. As I sat with this new concept, mind you daily for
months, I realized that my ego self was not separate from me. I guess I had always believed, on some level, that the ego was this part of us that some called the evil twin or even the devil. Well, since I don’t believe in the devil, I knew that there was more to this ‘relationship.’ So of course, I pursued this. What happened next may surprise you. It should because it surprised the heck out of me and changed my life.
I began to talk with her in a new and kinder way. Oh, you will hear me relate to this part of me in the feminine context throughout this dialogue. As anyone reading this can relate, we typically are angry at this part of ourselves much of the time and for most of our life. What would happen if I spoke gentler and became grateful for the nudges? I know, right. Well, this was the consensus because not only did my conversations with her change, but I also gave her a name. She became known as Eunice, and I befriended her. Everything shifted in my life. I didn’t question things that weren’t black and white anymore. In fact, I began to trust life, most of it most of the time. My conversations with her became intriguing and sometimes downright inspiring. I found myself laughing. I began to trust that when I was edgy with her, I didn't feel good inside. I began to believe, through my own decision, that Eunice was showing me what felt crappy so that I could choose to move towards what felt good and that which I deserved. I began to count on her to show up because I was living a ‘realized life’ when I changed her story about me, which, was me changing my story about her. Get this. We had written the story together. We were co-authors of a story that needed a new edition.

You see, in the past, much like most if not all of us, when we feel bad, we push it down farther so as to not have to face it. For whatever reason. Sometimes the timing is just off, and we intend to deal with that emotion later. Other times, it is our sole intention to bury it as deeply as possible. What I learned is that you cannot bury any emotion permanently. It will always rise to your throat waiting for you to do one of two things; express it out into the world with or without another or attempt to deep dive it like your own internal submarine. The submarine will always surface again, usually at the most inopportune time.
I found that life became more sensical. You know, the saying, emotion is irrational; well, I became acquainted with those emotions, those pain bodies as Eckhart Tolle refers to them in his book The Power of Now, and as I did,
everything seemed to shift. I mean everything. I have this saying, “the way you do one thing is the way you do everything.” When I shifted my relationship with my ego self, I named her, and it became personal. She was more and more willing to come along with me for the ‘new ride.’ As my life unfolded, one experience at a time, I was able to talk her into and out of anything. The obstacles became smaller and less significant. The old patterns began to literally dissipate and
because I was in the driver’s seat, I was continuously replacing the old stories with
new ideas and better answers to the questions in my mind.
This shifted all other areas of my life. My personal relationships became clearer to me and simply said, healthier. They became inspiring. Trust me when I tell you that there were several little deaths to add to the compost pile. And guess what, I lived through it, I didn’t die, and my ego self, Eunice, came along for the ride. My career became what I had envisioned it to be, and this became my reality whenever I decided to change it, which I did, reinventing myself several times over. The financial abundance that was lacking in my life, now had a new face with a smile because my relationship with the energy of money had shifted as I turned up the frequency of my life and my beliefs about money and prosperity.
Can you see the possibility of new beginnings by the realization of the little deaths that have taken place in your life, not to mention the possibility of closing doors,

adding those dying experiences to the pile of compost, little by little and freeing yourself of the excess baggage of the old worn-out stories?
All the phases of our lives have their own ending. Some of them, our youth, or the nest we keep our children in, all may be challenging to part with. The truth is, they have already let go of us and they exist only in our mind. Go ahead, stay young in your mind. That’s a powerful idea as the physical body changes its once youthful
stature. That’s the relationship I’m speaking of.

Could it truly be possible that my most cherished relationship is the one I have with Eunice? For certain, it is the most empowering one. I’m going to say this. Referring to the unusual near-death experience I had, being pulled into my son’s two-minutes of demise, has been challenging for some to get their ego brain around. A few eyes have been rolled and batted at this story. And I say, “Simply because you haven’t experienced this for yourself, like seeing and talking to angels, doesn't mean it’s not true. It simply means that you have not had this experience for yourself.”
Just because we haven’t felt the touch or heard the voice of a loved one crossed over doesn’t mean that they are not here with us. It could mean that you do not believe therefore they have chosen to visit the company of another in the absence of your acceptance of this truth. Whatever you choose to believe becomes the truth of who you are. This is my truth. And so, it is.


“The moment I embrace my peace within, and I surrender the outcome, is the very moment that the universe can truly get to work, in me and through me.”
Debbie Mechley



Chapter Eight
[bookmark: Love–Loss–New Belonging][bookmark: _bookmark9]Love–Loss–New Belonging

There was too much loss and despair for my husband. The phrase, ‘God only gives us what we can handle is a man-made phrase you know. Just because you are still alive in the aftermath of grief, does not mean that you have handled it.
Depression took its toll on Jerome and therefore our relationship. It suffered greatly, and our marriage ended in divorce. I have no ill words or feelings towards him as this was his path and his agreement with himself to be the undertaker of suffering. I couldn’t help him as he had little to no desire to help himself or to help our marriage survive the fall. We were separated for three years as we had business’s together and a surplus of loose ends to tie. We divorced and had a clean break. Clean, however, did not mean remaining friends. It appeared to be the only way that Jerome could move on was to sever all ties with me accept our children. It may sound like a difficult task, but he was very good at it. To this day, we seem to only see one another at the funerals of mutual friends.

Here I was, a single parent again and although we had a beautiful home to live in, I was broke. There was loss on many levels including shared friendships. I knew how to heal so I stepped it up as they say. I had left the medical practice when Devonn was sick so often and now I would need to reinvent myself once again.
So, I did just that. I got my real estate license and partnered with a friend and a broker and my financial prosperity reinvented itself as well. I had supportive friends and loving relationships in my life which formed the desirable energy needed in our lives allowing me to create myself anew. I was involved in a spiritual community that made the possibility of living a life in higher definition a reality for us. My children were thriving, and Devonn’s hospital exposure seemed to tame down to some degree during this time.
I had found love, however, complicated love. In my humanness, I fell in love with LL, a man who was a spiritual partner. This type of connection was something I had longed for and it was a first for me and him. The chemistry was undeniable

and the excitement addicting. Our relationship went on for several years. This created a difficult way out as we knew that our paths had crossed too late in this lifetime. He would say, “Timing is everything and ours is just too late.” I didn’t believe him then, but I do now.
My relationship with myself had to become the most important relationship that existed if I were to move forward in my life. Difficult as this was, I did this and set us free. Everything changed in my life. New doors opened and I am certain the same happened to him. We never saw each other after the day we said good-bye many years ago.
I can say that not only did I learn more about myself in this relationship, I became humble to my core. The denial of an ending revealed a spiritual pain so physically raw that I prayed to never experience anything such as this again in my life. I encountered many forms and levels of grief that have nothing to do with a physical death. I found myself alone to catch my breath and move on, which I surely did. I leaned into the pain and discomfort knowing that if I did this, the ache would subside sooner than later. I grew exponentially from this relationship in ways that I didn’t expect. When I remembered what authenticity really felt like, there was no turning back. I have witnessed many people claiming to be living authentic lives that are not. When you truly experience your authentic self, you know without a doubt when you are being fake. This is your core value. I am no different as I move in and out, but I will also say, I find myself in my authentic world more than any place else because it is the only way to alignment and then your enlightenment.
When I closed the door of this addictive and preoccupying love affair, the doors opened and the Hopes, Dreams and Desires that I kept declaring were mine to witness, introduced themselves to me in unexpected ways as well. I became empowered as I created my dreams into my reality. I did so without regrets!
I met my now husband in 2010. We had a connection, a gentle chemistry that portrayed itself as a good morning and a delightful smile. I saw this man every day and I seemed to know him in some unspoken way. I found myself thinking about him at other times and wondering if I may have known him from my early years. I

looked forward to him greeting me with his hello and bright smile when I would get on the early morning bus. Yes, he was my transit driver. This interlude of wonderment and smiles went on for over a year. We didn’t even know each
other’s name. We simply didn’t inquire. I tell you this story, because with all that I had experienced and moved through in my life to this point, I had learned to use my voice and express my feelings quite well.
So, I wrote him a card that said something like this. “Hi, my name is Debbie. I feel as though there is something we might want to talk about. If this is true for you, here is my number. If not, know that I understand and please continue to greet me with your beautiful smile and morning hello.”
One morning I handed him the card and the rest of the story is history. Again, I tell you this story to encourage you to follow your heart. I guarantee you, knowing what I know now, I would have lived for the rest of my life inside of regret for not reaching out to this man.
He has been my best friend and confidant. Tony has supported me through all Mainstays and the spiritual joy and pain that they have brought with them. I am so blessed and so in love with this man. We married in 2015 and together, we vowed to be witnesses to each other’s lives. Oh, remember Audrey, my spiritual teacher? She officiated our wedding and continues to show up in my life. We have been building a beautiful life in beautiful ways with purpose and
passion. There is a graceful ease about life now and I know what the meaning of my life is.
Tony and I have experienced the ups and downs of love and loss within our blended family and are very aware of how precious life is. He inherited twelve grandchildren who adore Grandpa Tony and of course my three sons and their significant others. I am honored to have been adopted by his loving family as well. I am grateful to him for being a witness to my life and for showing up every day in every way as my life partner. I am aware of my blessing in every moment.

My family is the most important thing to me and together we are creating a tapestry of love and colorful memories that will resonate for generations to come. I find serenity in this certainty as we plan to leave no stone unturned.


“If you don’t go after what you want, you won’t have it. If you don’t ask, the answer will always be no. Follow your heart.”	- Debbie Mechley -

Chapter Nine
[bookmark: Searching for clarity – Vision Quest][bookmark: _bookmark10]Searching for clarity – Vision Quest

I believe that we are spiritual beings and we’ve chosen to come here to engage in this human experience. Sometimes we find ourselves in the Human Condition not to be confused with the Human Experience. The experience offers expansion and evolution of our souls. It is from this place that we realize life is happening through us, not to us. The experience offers inspiration which can never be lost. The Condition typically presents itself as our discontent and what’s happening to me. We often choose suffering here until we can no longer be with that suffering.
We are here to experience all of life even when it’s not pretty. It is here that we are to find our connection to our source and expand our spiritual evolution while on earth, through our human experiences. Through joy and the sorrow and through the beauty and the pain, we are here to grow and to flourish, not to suffer or at least to know that suffering is a choice.
I have always been open and curious about the many paths that people take to find what they are looking for, a closer more intense relationship with ourselves and with something that is greater than us as humans. Whatever we call that be it God, Allah, Spirit, Buddha, Shanti, Om or our Higher Self, I can see that there are many paths to arriving at the near same outcome, being some level of spiritual enlightenment.
One of the paths that I explored was the Native American way of prayer and honoring the Relatives before us and those to follow. I began to participate in Sweat Lodge in the early 2000s. I had some powerful experiences that left no doubt that we are not alone, in fact we are coddled and embraced by those before us as they assist us in this earthly work. I found myself invigorated by each experience even when it was hard. It’s a time to face your fears and doubts and release and allow. It was an honor as a Caucasian person to have the opportunity

to experience the lodge in this way. I still embrace the Sweat Lodge to this day for cleansing, clarity, and new ways forward.
The Red Road was not my way of life, however, parts of it intrigued me and I wanted to experience more. I committed to being a Supporter for Vision Quest and to hold a space for those who were questing for a vision of their own truth. Then the time came when I felt it was my time to be a quester for a vision of my own. I went out on the blanket four times. Going out on the blanket or sometimes referred to as the hill, is the act of going into the forest with your blanket and sacred earth elements in search of a vision for your clarity. Each Vision Quest opened my eyes and my heart to new questions and the answers that would follow. Not realizing at the time that I was choosing to move through certain aspects of my own personal spiritual pain. Pain from the past, the present and the possibility of past pain I would bring into my future.
When I went out on the blanket in the silence, a Vision Quest one late September 2012, I quested for answers, comfort and wisdom to be presented to me regarding my mother, who was dying. I was searching for meaning and purpose for her young transition and for the transformation that lie soon ahead. Before I went out, I spoke to those elders who would be holding sacred space for me and praying for me while I was out for three days and nights without food or water.
We spoke about my fears and expectations as well as my surrender. I set the intention that not only would I listen and hear, but I would also be visited by a dragonfly.
The dragonfly is the most magnificent example of transformation and has shown up in my life myriads of times. I have symbols of her, books about her and beautiful gifts of jewelry as well. She is the symbol that holds the promise of transformation in my coaching practice.
It was late Autumn and the air was clear, crisp and captivated the scent of Fall in the air. The sun was bright and deceiving as it dappled its way through the canopy above me. The leaves were falling in a relentless motion that reminded me of the sound that light rain makes when it connects with leaves on the trees. The sounds of nature surrounded me, and I felt inner peace. I found myself reminiscing about

my childhood and growing up in the northern woods of Minnesota. I was at home here. One of the nights, the temperature dropped to 30 degrees and the wind and rain followed with a fierceness. I lay in my sleeping bag and rolled myself within a tarp attempting to stay as dry as possible. The night seemed to last an eternity. My body ached as I lay on the hard ground laced with large roots that moved across my body. I was as vulnerable as I had ever been. I cried through the discomfort of the cold, my body aches, and my hunger. The elders and a supporter would come daily to check on the questers. When they came, I was relieved to know that they were there, and had looked forward to the check in, but had nothing to say. Our eyes were not to meet so as to not interrupt the soul’s journey. The eyes being the window to the soul. The introspection was paralyzing at times and took me on a deeper dive than I dared go before this experience. But that’s what I had asked for. That was my intention and that is what I received.
When you quest for a vision, you are alone in the woods with only a sleeping bag, a tarp, your drum and the four sacred earth elements (Tobacco, Sweetgrass, Sage and Cedar) to burn and pray with inside of a seventy-two inch circle of four hundred and five prayer ties that you may have spent days or weeks making, placing a single prayer within each prayer tie followed with a pinch of tobacco.
The other Questers are not visible to you in the forest. I could hear them drum and I would join in at times. I found comfort in the methodical beating of the drumming, as my own heartbeat would join. My drum became my friend out there. I could feel the pulse of the leather when I ran my hands across her. My hands could feel the warmth of her love for me, and my courage renewed itself.
The days and nights were long as there was no real sense of time. I knew when it was high noon and when it was sundown. My body was sore from sitting and laying in this confined space. Discomfort is part of the growth. As the night approached, the vulnerability and emotions would reintroduce themselves. The only way to alleviate the physical pain was to go further within myself. The deep dive was to sit with my soul, my wise woman self and ask, hear, and truly listen. I did this for two days and nothing was coming to me that I did not already know. Maybe this was the answer. Maybe I was to take what I already knew and put

some legs on so to speak. To not be disappointed in my quest for answers or better yet, a vision, I began to question myself. My ego self was doing a number on me, and I recognized it. There were tears and some profanities spoken as I wagered with my ego. Let me get through one more night and allow my unfolding to show me my way. The night was raw and not so friendly. I depended on the drums of the other questers to help me move through the physical and the metaphysical dark night of my soul.
On the next morning, which was to be the last day of my Vision Quest, the supporters did not come for me in the morning as I had expected. I paced in my small circle of prayer ties and knew that there was more for me to hear, more for my soul to drink in. The hawk that sat in the tree above me was there for what seemed like hours as I watched the sun move its way across the sky into the next hours of the day. The tears began to flow as I was cold and hungry, bruised to the bone, speaking to the canopy above, and waiting for the answers.
The sunlight glistened off the lake as I peered through the reeds from my post and then she appeared to me, a small brown dragonfly. There was nothing particularly attractive about her but the fact that she showed up after two nights in the low thirties, with rain and high winds was astonishing to me. She landed her dull tired looking body on a dead branch just outside my protective circle. I set the intention to see her, and spirit came through with flying fruition. Now what do I do? Well, first I cried, then I began to breathe, and I realized that nothing was wrong. I was transforming myself; it wasn’t about Mom or my son Devonn and their circumstance of pain or suffering. It was about me all along. I had everything within me, heaven to be exact. I am the observer, the high watch and that means being present and unconditional. I am here to create a space of acceptance for them and just be with them. I have done this throughout my own personal ministry with myself, and for so many others. So, of course I must just be present for their journey, however that may unfold for them.
Well, that was a lot to take in as you might imagine, but ever so simple at the same time. As the sun moved into the west, I looked at the small lifeless dragonfly that had been with me for the past several hours and realized that she

too had made her transition or had moved on into her greatest transformation of all.
With my face to the sun and wind blowing the leaves on the ground in a swirling motion all around me, I said, “I want to go home now and thank you Great Mystery for this time you have given me with you, with the nature of all things, with my God self. Great Mystery I am ready now.”
Minutes later I heard the rustling of leaves from the walking of feet on the autumn trail coming toward me. I remember smiling and thinking life is so grand, who can I tell first. I turned and saw Andrew with his eyes to the ground so as to not meet my vulnerability and internal surrender; he asked me if I wanted to come home now. Yes, I said, “I’m truly ready now. Thank you for leaving me out here to find my truth.”
Later, Andrew told me that he knew I wasn’t ready to come in from the hill. He felt my pain and spirit nudged him to leave me there to become complete with my quest for a vision. And I did come to a place of completeness. I am ever so grateful to have walked and prayed in this way and to have been supported, held and sustained through mother earth’s display of emotion. There is one God and so many paths to get closer to our highest and best selves. Isn’t that what we are reaching for? Isn’t that our longing? I believe it is. And so, I continue to be open to finding glorious ways in which to stretch myself and appreciate the song of my soul. There are so many beautiful ceremonies within so many cultures creating a multitude of paths to get to the same destination, that which we call God.
“Blessed be those that see beautiful things in humbling places where other people see nothing.”	Debbie Mechley

Chapter Ten
[bookmark: When death becomes life and love conquer][bookmark: _bookmark11]When death becomes life and love conquers all
There is nothing that can prepare a child of any age to receive this kind of news about a parent. It was the most brutal of words that my body had ever absorbed and I can still feel the trigger of them deep within me as an ache to this day, years after she has passed. I couldn’t believe the words that were ringing in my ears as the doctor told us in the presence of our mother that she had twelve months to live. I looked at my mother’s face and saw her confusion and disbelief and it broke my heart. What was going through her mind and what was she feeling in her body as she looked up at him with tearful eyes? “Did you just say that I am going to die,” she asked? The words pierced my soul and my heart was now solid in my throat as he looked at her and said, “Yes,” in a soft compassionate voice.

I chose to write a book, The Giving Space, as a tribute, a thank you to my mom for all the great times and for the safe intention that was always hers. She engaged us in wonderful memories, and I was blessed growing up. I soon found that the writing of these memories would be my way of healing as I found my way through the devastating preparation of what lay ahead for all of us.

I cried a lot during the writing of these stories and recollection of days past. I would come home each day from a long day at work and sit down at my computer and pick up where I had left off the day before. Some days I dreaded writing as it stirred up a plethora of emotions and I would cry sometimes for hours while putting my thoughts on paper. There were evenings when I left this project exhausted from emotion and wondered if I could continue what I had set out to do. My husband Tony usually sat across the table from me working on his own projects encouraging me to breathe and continue. He once said to me, “Debbie, I promise you that one day I will look over at you and those tears will have turned themselves into sweet and silly laughter.” That promise came true as one day just more than halfway through the book, I began to chuckle about a memory of my mom and one of the many jokes she had played on someone.

Tony looked at me and smiled, “Did I just hear a chuckle come from you?”, he asked. I smiled and of course began to tearfully recall the conversation we previously had about this very moment and here it was. He was my rock and my confidant through the entire process, and he helped me every step of the way from moral support to the artwork and to the publishing of the book. I am so grateful for him and I love and appreciate all that he did to make this journey with my mother sweeter and gentler than I could ever have imagined. He was always there with a smile and a soft embrace when I needed it the most.

I had maybe three weeks left of writing as I figured, when it was decided that my mom was to enter her hospice journey. I panicked for fear that she was leaving me and there was still so much more to say, so many celebrations and hugs to be had. The fear set in as I realized I still had so much more to write to her in the book and now that time too was slipping away for both of us. Now, I would need to speed up the process and get the book done so I could share it with her. She had no idea that I was creating these memories in book form. I felt as though I had been kicked in the stomach and was gasping for my next writer’s breath.

I would have to write faster and still try to pull all the memories and stories together in a mind that was filling with grief and fear of loss and then I remembered in one slight instant, who I really am. The core of my own personal truth resurfaced its authentic self and I knew there would be ample time to finish this creation and share it with her. I did, however, speed up my process of writing and I must say this saddened me a bit as I knew that I would be leaving out many of the things I wanted to recall in the passages of these writings. I continually reminded myself that they were all gently stored in the corners of my mind and my mom was my mirror in time. I found comfort and a sense of peacefulness in this truth and also reminded myself of her beautiful continued journey beyond this life, knowing that we simply change form and go on and on. She would never really be gone.

I brisk-fully finished the book and then I sat for several days waiting for some light to go on as to what the title would be. Nothing was coming to me, and I felt out of place in the reality that I may have trouble describing this work in title form.
Then I realized that the title had been in front of me every day, in fact every day for several years. Back in 2004 I created a nonprofit called The Giving Space. My original idea was that it would be a property, a retreat space for people of all walks of life to come and be with their authentic selves. A space to embrace beauty and solitude and to find a deeper meaning to one's inner purpose.

The idea lingered for years; in fact my email address was deb@thegivingspace thus in front of me every day as I continued to embrace the idea that this magical place would materialize one day. It was so obvious in that moment that I had to laugh and just thank my mom once again as, yes, she was The Giving Space in my life. Therefore, the title of the book is in honor of her.

I published it with a sense of gratitude and accomplishment knowing that it would mean the world to my mom. As this human experience would have it, my mother took herself out of hospice care nine days after entering it, saying she was just not ready yet, and that was that. So here we are, the book is done, my mom was continuing her journey of life and she continued to amaze us to her very last breath. Let me tell you more about that.

That episode with hospice care took place the first of March 2013 and my mom continued to be here as the disease was winning and taking over her tiny body as she became weaker and more frail. We knew from the beginning that this would be the case as my mother decided not to have intervention including alternative medicine. She just wanted to be as she was and go on to her natural ending of this phase of life’s journey and she certainly did it with a measure full of grace and wit. My mom was the hero of her own life.

After discontinuing hospice to the dismay and disbelief of her health care providers, she continued to show up for life and keep us all on our toes, laughing

and crying, but mostly laughing. She would go to the clinic twice a week for blood draws and some necessary blood transfusions, but I know she really went to connect with the nurses and to make them laugh. They all loved her so much and truly looked forward to the days that she would arrive for her treatment. My mom is one of funniest people I have ever known. How great is that and she is my mother too. You got to love that!

On July 12th my mom re-entered hospice care and the night before they were to come and set up, she told my sister Laurie and I who were there to spend her final days with her, that this time it was going to be very quick. I asked her what she meant by this. She looked at us and said confidently, “It will be days now.” The three of us looked at each other and we knew that she was absolutely in charge, as usual, and so we caught our breath knowing that her beautiful body was about to give in to this task she had so diligently completed, all that she had been to everyone in this lifetime. Those few days that followed were embraced with joy, sorrow and gratitude as we watched her slip away from us just as she had planned and stated, quickly.

My mom was very lucid during these last five days. She repeatedly made mention that I should investigate this “hospice thing.” I told her that I was still trying to get my head around her hospice experience, and I couldn’t think about that right now. My heart was broken. She held me and kissed me and whispered in my ear, “You will, you will.”

Saturday, we bathed her out of the bed, she wanted her hair washed and styled, which we did with joy and laughter. We took pictures and videos, we laughed and cried together. My mom is a hoot. I did her makeup and we propped her up in bed. By this time movement of any kind was so very painful, excruciating at times, so much that it was devastating for us to move her. I would cringe at the necessary thought of repositioning her, but with each movement, I prayed for her strength and for my own.

Everyone came on this day, all of her children and most of her grandchildren as well as our spouses. We were all present with her and she called each one to her bedside, one at a time, and had her own sweet words of wisdom with you. For those of us out in the living room, we could hear constant laughter and jokes coming from the bedroom. We were all astonished at the joy and energy that was coming from her while being in such a fragile state only hours away from making her transition.

My three sons were arriving together that Saturday and got a late start as Marcus had to work later than expected. Mom stayed awake all day waiting for them as I know she was afraid that she might miss them and slip away before getting to sit with each of them. She had been awake since nine that morning and it was now 5pm as they arrived. I remember being so relieved that I met them outside and whisked them into the house. Justin, my oldest had a homemade Afghan that my daughter- in- law Brook had made for her. As they held hands and touched the knitted throw, their eyes met, and they were both filled with tears. They shared and laughed. Marcus and Devonn took their time with her as well and then she said she needed to take a nap.

It was about 8 pm when her breathing changed to shallow and apneic. She was no longer responding to our touch or to our calling out to her. I went outside to gather up my family as we believed that this was her time to depart. We lit candles and had some of her favorite music playing as we gathered around her bed praying for her peaceful transition. It was a very somber time for all of us however, the energy in the room felt very peaceful as my sister and I were on either side of our mother, holding her hands and whispering words of comfort and prayers of permission in her ears so that she might simply let go. This went on for a couple of hours and it occurred to me, something that she had shared with me days before this moment. She told me that she wasn’t afraid to die but she was very unsettled about leaving my son Devonn and my brother Chuck. My brother had lived a life battling drug addictions and mom always stood behind him and supported him when he would relapse. Nearing the age of fifty, he was

still having his setbacks and she was concerned that he would not have a true caring support person like her in his life. She knew her death would have a severe emotional strain on him as well. As for Devonn, he had been ill since birth and basically had fought his entire life to stay alive, as his illness has no cure. I reassured her that they would both be fine and that our strong family ties would see to that. I could feel that she was still in a place of uncertainty with this and now in this moment I realized that she needed permission from the two of them so that she could keep moving forward on her journey home.

I began to talk to her and tell her that we were all here to assist her in the next steps of her journey. I assured her that we were all at peace with her decision to leave this world and that we would continue to love and care for one another.
She began to make facial expressions as if she was understanding and allowing my words to take hold of her heart. I called Devonn over and asked him to talk to her and give her permission to be on her way. He had such a sweet uplifting rhythm to his words, and I silently wept to those words of comfort and allowing. Chuck came over and released her as well and then I felt her sink into the bed. Laurie and I looked at each other and smiled with wet tearful faces. We continued to hold her hands and spirit just seemed to move through me as I began to speak to her and walk her to the light. I saw her favorite aunt in the light and chuckled as I said, “Mom, Aunt Maymie is here. She’s holding your watch and she says, “It's about time you got her Myrna, you’re late.” My mom raised her eyebrows several times as if to imply she was right there in the light with us. I had no doubt of this. I did not know at the time, but this was the beginning of something I had been waiting for these many years.

The process that unfolded that night was beautiful and in divine order. We held one another and cried and found some relief and release that the end of her pain was almost here. What happened next blew us all away.

It was 2:30 am and my dad came into my room asking me where my sister was. I told him she was sleeping on the couch, and he asked me to get her as my mother

was asking for the two of us. I was in a state of shock as I had expected him to say,” Debbie your mother has passed.” This was not the case. Laurie and I entered her room to find her wide awake and uncomfortable. She was drenched from sweating and all I could think of was that the earlier experience had expended so much of her vital energy or was this the surge of energy they talk about, a sort of second wind. It occurred to me that during my spirit guided walk with her to the edge of the light, she was resisting and working hard to stay here. I now know that was not true. She was simply not complete, and her young heart of a mere seventy-three years was not ready to stop its involuntary lifelong beat.

I looked up at Laurie and we simultaneously looked down at our mother with confusion and tears in our eyes. I began to cry and then began laughing at the same time. I kissed my Mom’s hand and asked her to please tell me what was happening. She looked at both of us and said, “I’m here to make you laugh.” And laughter and talking is what we did for the next hour. The rest of the family was out in the living room, and I can only imagine what was going through their minds as they had all said their goodbyes earlier that night. I opened the bedroom door and sitting on the floor was my oldest son Justin holding vigil with a lighted candle praying for his Gma, that’s what he called her. Justin came into the room and pulled up a chair spending the next two and a half hours chatting and laughing with his grandma. A wonderful realization happened as I left the room.

Since about 2:30 am. after my mom woke from this transitional somber, I had been recording the conversations. With all that was happening I forgot about the recorder still embracing her words as she and Justin talked for such a beautiful intimate time during the wee hours of the early morning. What she told him, was profound and not of the woman I knew her to be. She had gone to the other side and back and was compelled to share her insight.

She stayed awake until 2:00 pm the next day, Sunday. She revisited with everyone as I watched them all hang their heads in confusion. It was bittersweet to have said good-bye in such a peaceful way and to be talking with her once

again. It was a hopeless feeling knowing that it was going to happen once more. My Mom said her fare wells to all, including me. I told her I would be back on Tuesday morning as I knew that Laurie was staying with her as well as my brother Chuck. She told me to go and said all was good. I said, “Mom, I will be back very soon,” and she continued, “You don’t need to come back,” as she smiled at me. I knew she meant I had done what I needed to do that night when I walked her to the light, when we thought we were letting her go. The truth is, we had.

I felt uneasy about leaving and free at the same time. On my three-hour drive home, I kept thinking about my Mom speaking to me about doing work with the Hospice program and it really began to resonate with me. I reminisced, and I thanked Creator for all that she had meant and been for me as I drove home, somehow knowing that even though my plan was to see her in forty-eight hours, I had seen her beautiful smiling face for the last time here on earth.

My sweet Mamma made her transition on Tuesday morning at 11:57 am. She let her breath out and left with a sense of peace about herself in the presence of two of her beautiful children and a most compassionate hospice nurse. I got the call as I was driving to be by her side.

This was a most beautiful and serene experience and I thank my Mom for walking us through it with her. She made sure that we laughed during the journey, which she referred to as preparing for her trip. And little did she know how spectacular this trip would be or maybe she did know all along.

[Deb, I moved this from the end of the Vision Quest chapter to here, as it seemed to make more sense here.] I have a dragonfly for you, Mom. The dragonfly is a beautiful symbol of transformation and a way forward—on your next trip, as you referred to it. Every dragonfly will remind me of you and one or two may even be you in spirit reaching out to me as if to say, “I’ve got you, honey. You are shifting and changing every moment. Be well with this.”
In Love and Light, I thank you Mom.100




“Every new beginning comes from some other beginning’s end.”

-	Debbie Mechley -
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Chapter Eleven
Luna our circle of life
You may recall my referring to life coming full circle again. This rocked my world in such a way that felt like I had been kicked in the stomach. I felt bruised once again to the bone as fierce stampedes of painful memories were about to surface. There would be only one thing as earth shattering as Devonn’s personal experience. He and his girlfriend Holly gave birth to a beautiful little girl named Luna Jo. She was born during the New Moon thus her name. I placed my hands on her tiny body and my breath stopped in that instant. I could feel her speak to me just as Devonn had as a newborn twenty-five years earlier. I knew she was sick, heading down the same path that Devonn had with Alagille’s Syndrome. You see we were told by the Obstetrician that this syndrome wouldn’t affect the baby.
Since Luna was a surprise, genetic counseling had not been done. When we were told this, we found ourselves grateful and relaxed during the pregnancy. We were just awaiting her joy filled arrival. See what I mean when I say not having a crystal ball can be a blessing. It would have been a very sad and worrisome time all those months had we known what was to come. Granted, there was some anger associated with the misinformation given at the beginning of the pregnancy. But when I got my head and my heart around this reality, I knew we had one thing on our side for certain and that was our experience.
Luna has since had four open heart surgeries and a liver transplant. Remember when I said our children chose us. Well Luna knew that we would know what to do for her and her father had become a pro at moving through the obstacles of his medical condition. Her mother Holly is amazing as she stepped up, for we must do what needs to be done to care for our children. I am so proud of these caring young parents.
The spiritual pain that comes with self-forgiveness played a starring role in my
life’s play. I looked at the stage in disbelief. How could this be happening to our family again? Devonn was emotionally torn about paying his genetic disposition forward and being the perfect father to help his daughter and his wife make it through all that was ahead for their family. He knew all too well what was about

to show its ugly face in their world. Luna is our light as we watch her playing this life full out. There will always be something for her to face with her illness, but we’ve got this, and I believe that she knows it. She has always known it. This is why she chose us.
So, life goes on with many bumps in the path which eventually turns into a pretty well paved road, yeah. I mean thank God already!


“Every day is a new beginning, so move away from what might have been and look at what is now and what can be. See miracles every day.”	Debbie Mechley

Chapter Twelve
[bookmark: What the Dying Can Teach Us About Living][bookmark: _bookmark12]What the Dying Can Teach Us About Living

My mother had become terminally ill at age seventy-three. I had always seen my mother in my mind, as a witty 90-year-old Irish lady still cracking her jokes. This would change my life forever. This opened the door to a precious life changing experience with my mom and my siblings and my whole family. This was also an introduction to hospice care which my mom had for a short period of time. During this time, she continued to talk to me about working in a hospice. She was quite adamant, bringing it up several times a day. It was a challenge wrapping my head around the idea since I worked in Obstetrics and Gynecology. She was insistent and she appeared to be in the driver’s seat on this one. Time would surely prove this to be true. Little did I know that the similarities between labor and delivery and End of Life care would be so uncanny.
You see, we birth in, and we birth out. My experience with the hundreds of patients who have passed from this earth in my Spiritual Care over the years is that it is easier to leave this world than it is to come in. The increase in inductions and cesarean sections leads me to believe that these babies are struggling to enter this energy here. Maybe that’s why it’s easier to leave. This could be good news, yes? What might you be thinking?
I began to realize early on that the dying are superb teachers. I started to gather stories of transformation that I and my Team had witnessed and experienced with those at the end of life along with their families. Dying triggers, a plethora of emotions as you may very well know and often stirs up sensitive dynamics within the family. This is where we visit all Four Mainstays and they become our sphere of influence. This is where the spiritual pain in all parties concerned is shaken.
This pain can and does become heightened and accentuated at one’s end of living. Of course, the questions of worthiness which stem from religious upbringing as well as the spiritual pain that we experience during our lives are right in front of our face. They show up with a flare asking for resolution. Why

now? Well, it stands to reason that constantly moving through these influences that stir our soul during our ‘living time’ could ensure that when we are in those last months and weeks of living, we have less stuff staring us in the face. Unless we decide to face or lean into our fears while we walk this earth, we will have unfinished business as they say. Those goals and the hope and dreams that hang in the corners of your mind will be there the day you die. What would you prefer to be pondering at this time?
Every client that I have coached came to me with goals and dreams. That’s the easy part, right. But without movement; without support and accountability, most of us will not follow our dreams. We know what we want, even if we think we don’t, we do. We just need a breakthrough and some desired follow through. I call this connection, your Big MOFA (your Big Motivating Factor). Remember the Big MOFA is your driving force, the one thing that keeps you doing what is yours to do, that which you have set out to accomplish. This is your desired outcome.
If you’re not soulfully connected to this driving force, you will continue to stay in the same place. I’m going to go out on the proverbial limb here. When you have seen what I have seen, from life to death, you could say your Big MOFA might go something like this- “I Am committed to empowering myself by creating my dream life into reality with no regrets. My living depends on it. My dying depends on this”. Melodramatic? You best believe it. And if not now, when?
The quiet yet insightful inner voice that each of us possesses can tell us much about ourselves if we are willing to embrace the stillness necessary to hear it. The cacophony of modern life effectively drowns out the voice of reason that seeks to advise us when our path becomes unclear. Yet we easily dispel confusion and regain our ability to draw guidance from within when we regularly spend time engaged in solitary introspection. To hear our inner voice, we must avoid the distractions that prevent us from perceiving our own thoughts and feelings. As we tune in to the reservoir of insights situated in our souls, we become ever more skilled at accessing and making use of it. You will discover a wealth of inner wisdom when you take steps to reconnect with your inner voice.

Your insights can hold the key to success as you consider how best to approach your daily comings and goings. However, if you spend most of your time in chaotic living or working conditions, distractions may plague you and prevent you from fulfilling your creative potential. In order to access your intuitive and imaginative minds, you may need to retreat into a peaceful and private place where you can more easily hear the voice of your inner wisdom (as I did in a Vision Quest). This can be a positive time to engage in quiet contemplation or explore different types of meditation and inner peace.
Once you are away from the interruptions and commotion of the day, you will likely find that you have little trouble making rewarding and life-affirming
decisions. This is when you will ‘hear yourself.’ Now some will hear; some will listen, and some will hear nothing at all. Remember this? Why do you think that is? We must truly desire to hear the answers that we carry from within. The answers that the Divine holds for us. Create the space for spirit to speak and then be still and listen, for you are not separated from this divine knowing.
This is what I was talking about earlier, living better so we can die well. Believe it or not, there is such a thing as dying well. Although, I do refrain from referring to it as a ‘good death.” We, in this culture called America, do not die well per say. We are taught at a young age that it is the most fearful topic of discussion to the point of pure avoidance. Some families recall never being allowed to attend a funeral or talk about the dead person after the services. I saw some of this dogma surfacing with some of my hospice patients—along with their many regrets.





[bookmark: PART 2: REGRET-FREE LIVING][bookmark: _bookmark13]PART 2: REGRET-FREE LIVING

Chapter Thirteen
[bookmark: The Four Mainstays of Regret-Free Living][bookmark: _bookmark14]The Four Mainstays of Regret-Free Living
I believe that we are spiritual beings choosing to have a human experience to evolve our souls. Our spirituality is based on our relationship with ourselves. It calls us to connect to our inner wisdom, strength and courage so that we will do what is ours to do; whatever that may be. It’s sacred, it belongs to only you and you can connect with it at any time. Your spirituality is an innate knowing of who you are and how you would like to walk in this world. You must decide for yourself.
The way we connect with our spiritual self is through the Four Mainstays of being this person that we are being. The good news is, you’re not alone. We all exist within these Four Mainstays, and we all are activated inside of them. If that doesn’t make you feel better, just keep reading. My intention is to introduce you to a new perspective on making your way through these influences and to offer you The Four Mainstays of Regret-Free Living. Another thing we all have in common is regrets. They don’t bring aliveness to our living, and we would all agree that to experience fewer regrets would make for a happier and more content life because regrets create pain and inside that pain, is an offering to you to see in a new way perhaps. This pain is also known as spiritual pain.
What is Spiritual pain?
Many of us are going through our lives aware of a well of pain underlying our daily awareness that we've felt for so long that we aren't even sure where it comes from. It almost seems as if it's part of who we are, or the way we see the world, but it's important to realize that this pain is something that needs to be acknowledged and processed. The longer we sit on it, the harder it is to work through, and the more likely it is that we will be forced to acknowledge it as it makes itself known to us in ways we can't predict. Rather than waiting for this to happen, we can empower ourselves by identifying the pain and resolving to act toward healing it.

The very thought of this brings up feelings of resistance in most of us, especially if, on the surface, our lives seem to be in order. It's difficult to dig up the past and go into it unless we are being seriously inconvenienced by the hurt. The thing is, when we are carrying the burden of our unprocessed pain, sooner or later, it will inconvenience us. If we can be brave and proactive, we can save ourselves a lot of future suffering and free up the energy that is tied up in keeping the pain down.
There are many ways to do this, but the first step is to recognize the pain and honor it by moving our awareness into it. In this process, even if it's just five minutes during meditation, we will begin to have a sense of what the pain is made of. It might be fear of abandonment, childhood abuse, anger at being mistreated, or some other long detained wound. As we sit with the pain, we will also have a sense of whether we can deal with it by ourselves, or not. It may be time to work with a counselor or some form a healing circle with close friends.
Whatever path you choose, resolve to go deep into the pain, so that you can release it fully, and set yourself free. Remember, it is never too late in life to heal what hurts, and there is never a better time than now to do so.
All our spiritual pain is related to—and can be released by—what I have named the Four Mainstays, which are:
1. Meaning, Purpose, and Passion
2. Bonds, Relationships, and Belonging
3. Compassion, Grace, and Forgiveness
4. Hopes, Dreams, and Desires

Our human experience embraces these Four Mainstays. I call them Mainstays as this refers to the pillars or foundations from which we move through our experiences in this life. The Mainstay is always in forward motion as in the Mainstay of the ship, in this case, your ship. Within each of these Mainstays are what I refer to as Elements. These elements are the essential influences that embrace each interaction in our existence whether they be joy filled or painful.

The challenge is how we perceive these interactions and then how and where we tuck them away. In our humanness, we tend to put more clout and focus on the painful occurrences that take place in our living than we do the joyful and inspiring ones. This dialogue offers you a gateway to be the observer of your own clout; where it comes in, the releases and what is held onto as sacred as well as that which you consider to be a deficit. The following four chapters are dedicated to describing these Mainstays.


“I am at a place in my life where my peace is a priority. I show up on purpose and I find power in my own pause.”	- Debbie Mechley -

Chapter Fourteen
[bookmark: Mainstay # 1][bookmark: _bookmark15][bookmark: Meaning, Purpose, and Passion]Mainstay # 1 Meaning, Purpose, and Passion

The first mainstay refers to your Meaning, Purpose and Passion in this life. What am I doing here? If I’m not living my purpose yet, will I recognize it when it shows up? Am I making a difference? Can I stop comparing myself to others and what they are accomplishing? The list of judgmental questions goes on and on. You get the picture, right. How you decide to move through this Biggy is totally up to you. That’s right, you are hearing it here. Well, maybe not for the first time, but you know what I’m talking about; you may be receiving the same information but in a unique package this time.
It goes back to getting in the driver seat and taking charge. The fact is every single human being will experience all of these influences of the self as it relates to our meaning and purpose and the spiritual pain that we allow to impose on ourselves. The good news is you are not alone. I do see this as good news. It’s okay to compare here, if only to acknowledge that we all move through these facets throughout our lives with joy, clarity and movement as well as crises, misery and anguish at times. We live in life cycles and the greater plan is that we grow and evolve from our intersections with our pain (aka opportunity to see oneself)
Yeah, you again…
So, trusting what is showing up for you and then leaning into that will shape your desired outcome. This is where you must take deliberate time to get clear on what your desired outcome looks like and more importantly, what it feels like.
What is Our Purpose in the world and the meaning and fulfillment we give this?
How are we walking in the world and how do we feel about it? Throughout our
lives, we will continue to contemplate and ask the question, “What is my purpose

here in this life? Even when we seem to think we are ‘serving our purpose’ we will ask, “Am I making a difference?”
Feelings are everything when we are creating growth and meaning in our lives. It’s the ‘gut wisdom’ that connects us at the deepest level to our spiritual self or our highest -self and then expressing in the world as our best-self. Ask yourself, “Am I passionate about how I am walking in this world? Do I show up in a way that brings me joy and brings joy to others? Am I creating a life of my daydreams and moving into that life?” Am I a secret agent keeping all my insights and aha moments to myself?
 Now ask yourself, “How do I feel in my bones, in my physical body when I answer authentically, to these questions?” That’s your level of spiritual pain and this feeling; there we go again with that powerful word; these feelings will shift for you time and time again.
At the end of the day, we will review life and continue to question our chosen path or paths and the choices therein. I have found it interesting that as human beings, somewhere along the path of life, we have fallen under the impression that we have but one purpose and if we missed it, well what’s it all for then?
I am reminded of a poem called Autobiography in Five Chapters ( get poem in here) YES – maybe at the end?
I have discovered in my life that the answers seem to be in the questions. The questions cause thought and thoughts provoke feelings and, as I have said before, feelings are the language of the soul. Remember, I received this first hand.
What do you envision when you are confronted with the following questions? What does a life worth living look like to me? What is the higher intelligence trying to express through me? In this time of global change and uncertainty, of spiritual indirection, Americans and people all over the globe are asking these age-old questions with renewed curiosity. There’s a thirst for meaning, purpose and passion—a dawning realization that happiness isn’t a commodity that can be bought with a gold card. Fulfillment and joy arise naturally from creative and

compassionate action-- from the understanding that all life is
interconnected. When we accept this universal law, our individual piece in the puzzle will finally make sense.
Purpose and the age-old questions surrounding its ambience, have been flowing through humanity since the beginning of time. My dear friend Dawn Morningstar, author of Venerable Women-Transform Ourselves-Transform the World, has been an inspiration to me throughout the writing of this book. She spent time in India, while finding clarity in her own meaning-purpose and passion. It brought to mind the oldest form of communication and I thought to share them here.
Dharma" is a Sanskrit word meaning "purpose." Sanskrit is likely the world's oldest language, dating back as early as 1500 BC. In Sanskrit, each word, and each syllable, has layers of meaning. Dharma has 16 different translations, one of which means teachings, or lessons. This seems appropriate because in many ways, the summation of our life is our experiences and the learnings which we derive from them. We come to feel at some point in our lives that there is something important for us to do, or learn, or experience, hence we look for the purpose and the passion of our life. We instinctively understand and realize that there must be something more than just living day to day. Another meaning of dharma is truth. As we grow in awareness, we seek to know the "truth", that deeper meaning to life, and we seek our dharma, to fulfill our purpose, to somehow have our lives make sense in the context of everything that is going on in the world.
When we talk about Dharma in the context of "purpose" we must understand that each one of us has an individual purpose, a unique mission in this world - this is the reason why we're here on this planet at this specific place and time - and it is up to us to figure out for ourselves. I am going to ask you to think about these three guideposts on which you can base your quest for finding the meaning, purpose and passion of your own life.
1. We are here to learn and to evolve. Like the flow of water which turns the stream into the river, the river into the sea and the sea into the ocean. It seems to be our instinct to progress and grow in this way. We feel most content and happy

when we have learnt something new like driving a car, a new sport, a new recipe, a new skill at work and other such things. We can't grow backwards! We always look for opportunities to better ourselves, and we strive to find them all around us. We practice behaviors that help us to understand who we are. We look within to self- reflect. Journaling is an example of a way for us to keep track of our thoughts, dreams, actions and desires. It's also a way that we can look back and see how far we've come. Striving for Spiritual growth is a strong desire, one that propels us forward. We also know that with this growth not only brings joy but a measure of ‘growing pains.’ A large part of our Spiritual growth goes up levels when we lean into this pain and move through it. This is how we evolve our soul.
2. We have come to express ourselves and share our unique gifts. We are not meant to sit in a shadow and be quiet. We have something to say, both literally and figuratively. So, just what are these unique gifts that we have to share with the world? It's personal for each one of us. It takes all of us, and all of our varied and diverse talents, to make this world function. To better understand this, consider a three-legged stool. The structure is sound, and each leg supports the other, until one of the legs is removed. The stool is no longer a worthy source of support. Hence, when each one of us uses their own unique talented abilities, it forms the rhythm of universe and the flow of life.
3. Our truth is to help each other. Living only for the self is not the way human life feels fulfilled and satiated, instead when we work for others from our compassion and consideration, we can feel pure joy and contentment. For example, my friend loves to crochet, and she can whip up a blanket in no time at all. She and a group of her friends knit and crochet items for children in hospitals. They also make hats and booties for our soldiers to send over in care packages. Helping feels good. And we have so many chances every day to really make a difference in the world. The real pleasure from an action can be derived by doing it for others. We have all experienced this pleasure in our lives when we do something for our children, partner, friends and sometimes complete strangers like offering your seat to an elderly person, a sandwich or money to the hungry or homeless.

We are all connected, and we are here to help each other through our talents and strengths and in the process learn and grow. That's the Law of Relationship and Reciprocity. But just exactly how do we do that? How do we know what our individual purpose is? How do we know what our unique talents are? How can we make best use of our time and energy so that we are doing something worthwhile with our lives?
Vedanta is a life philosophy which is a summation of ancient Indian scriptures called the Vedas. The term Vedanta means in Sanskrit the "conclusion" (anta) of the Vedas. It is drawn from the Vedic literature, Upanishads, Bhagavad Gita, and other great scriptures of India. You may also recall this study of life and practice in the book and movie Eat, Pray, Love by Elizabeth Gilbert. The principal message of Vedanta is about the true nature of the 'self' or individual in harmony or in relation with the supreme soul or the universe. The study of Vedanta will help each one of us experience our 'Real Being' and connect with the universal energy source, because we all have the illumination of this wisdom within us and through sincere polishing of our inner self, we will clear the delusions and wisdom will shine through.
Because of the connection that we all share, Vedanta recognizes the "oneness" of all beings. And because we have this connection not only with each other, but with God, the Universe, Spirit, or whatever name we choose to use for this Divine Energy that runs through us and all around us, Vedanta says that each soul is divine. Our main objective in life is to realize our divinity, and Vedanta explains that not only is it possible for us to do this, but it is also indeed inevitable; bringing us from a limited understanding of who we think we are, to the greater understanding of who we really are. This is how we live our purpose which brings meaning to our lives with a passionate twist.
Only you possess the wisdom you need for creating a meaningful life. Your soul has all the answers. With patience and introspection, you can discover the answers that you seek. You just must ask yourself and listen. Trust that you know what is best for you. If doubts or worries arise inside you, brush them aside and keep listening. Beneath the mind-chatter lies our deep wisdom, your wise self.

When you accept that you have the wisdom within you to find your life's meaning, you will feel secure in your ability to guide yourself toward personal growth. Looking for answers outside yourself can be a daunting task, especially as what is right or true for others may not necessarily be right or true for you. When you look to yourself for wisdom, your intuition can be your compass. Your past experiences become your personal textbook of life lessons. The answers you find there will be the ones that are best suited to you. Search inside yourself for the answers now, and you will learn that you are the one who endows your life with purpose, meaning and passion. Listen to the whisper of your soul. She says again, “You are the one you have been waiting for. You are the one that the world has been waiting to experience.”


What we do or do not perceive to be our meaning, purpose and passion in this life is innately within us. It is so much more about understanding the creative power of the universe as being infinite. A single molecule's destiny is as important as the consequences of the largest supernova. Human potential is subject to this power, but because we are sentient beings, each of us is permitted to choose whether we will struggle against it or work in tandem with it. When we give voice to our desires through focused meditation or solicit the help of spirit guides, we draw upon the universe's creative power to achieve certain ends. However, because our words are not all the universe hears, the response we receive may surprise us. The discourse we establish through our appeals is a blend of speech, thought, intention, and subconscious reflection. It’s truly vibrational. When we ask the universe for something, the unspoken message is that what we want does not exist, and the universe accepts this as truth. Conversely, we manifest completeness through affirmations in which we declare our desires as if we have already obtained them. This is another form of rewiring our thoughts therefore reframing the pictures our brain holds onto.

When we affirm that we are fulfilled instead of articulating deficiencies, we are

asserting that contentment is a natural and necessary element of human existence. Our essence is an expression of fulfillment--the universe wants to satisfy our needs and desires. When we describe our realities in positive terms, we are not denying the challenges inherent in existence. We choose not to focus on lack or displeasure because we understand that the energy of our thoughts will determine the response we receive to our appeals. Ask yourself how you would feel if your wishes were granted, and then allow yourself to internalize that emotional state. Try to create a picture of satisfaction so vivid that its reality is unquestionable and tell the universe that your vision is fact. At the close of your appeal, express your gratitude, as it is your acknowledgment of the truth of your fulfillment that will set the creative power of the universe into motion. Again, I cannot stress enough the importance of your clarity, and your specificity.

Working in perfect unison with the creative power of the universe will empower you to manifest spiritual realities in your material existence. As you affirm the beauty, peace, and goodness that already exist within in your life, your capacity to sense and understand their influence will become increasingly sophisticated, and you will draw more of that to you. To meet your needs and achieve your desires, you need then only banish all thoughts of emptiness so that the energy of completeness can attract fullness into your being. Know too, that you are deserving and worthy of every desire you embody.


“When we affirm that we are fulfilled rather than deficient, we are proclaiming that
contentment is a natural way of being and only then can we embody our completeness.”
-Debbie Mechley-

Chapter Fifteen
[bookmark: Mainstay 2: Bonds, Relationships and Bel][bookmark: _bookmark16]Mainstay 2: Bonds, Relationships and Belonging
Let’s move on to the next Mainstay of our living. We find this to be our Bonds, Relationships and Belonging. This is how we are in a relationship to ourselves, our relationship to something greater, as well as our inner and outer circle of relationships and finally, our belonging in the world expanded as a whole. Now here is where we do some serious evolving. What I’m saying is this. Every relationship, from our personal intimacies to our parents to our siblings, our own children and to the way that we view the world, it's environment and its politics, asks us to be in a relationship.
The way we judge ourselves throughout our lives has significant weight on what comes up for us at the end of our lives. Here is where we analyze our accomplishments and our regrets as it relates to our walk in this world. How would your life be different if this was a consistent practice along the
path? Meaning, periodic check in with the self, (aka YOU) and how you are being inside of your relationships. Which ones serve you and where is there room to clean house? Some relationships last a lifetime while others come and go, serving a specific purpose for us to learn something about ourselves.
 It may be a bit presumptuous for us to think that these individuals who cross our paths are there to learn something from us all the time. However, the better question may be, what have I learned from this experience to up level myself in some way?
Life holds an abundance of opportunities to engage in relationships with others. Having a desired outcome without attachment to it can offer a greater richness in the way we embrace those relationships, offering a much deeper experience within them and ourselves.
An infant starts out with an instinctive attachment to its mother. When taken away, there is a powerful sense of loss that makes the child cry out in seeking restoration of that close connection. Bowlby (1969, 1973, 1980) developed

his Attachment Theory to describe the power and effects of how we attach ourselves to others. It’s quite a fascinating read.
Love is a form of attachment, and we seek to get others to love us just as we love them, and not necessarily as we love ourselves. This creates a strong two-way bond that sustains attachment and satisfies belonging needs.

Belonging is one of the more basic human needs. In fact, in Maslow's Hierarchy, it takes priority just above health and safety. This indicates how fundamental this need is. Although 'belonging' needs to include love and affection, as human beings, we will find ourselves in lowly positions in a group or tribe, rather than trying to find another one. The need to belong is stronger than the need for self-esteem or even survival.
Human bonding is the process of developing close, interpersonal relationship between two or more people. It most commonly takes place between family members or friends,[1] but can also develop among groups,
whenever people spend time together. Bonding is a mutual, interactive process, and is different from simple liking. It is the process of nurturing social connection.
Bonding typically refers to the process of attachment that develops between romantic or platonic partners, close friends, or parents and children. This bond is characterized by emotions such as affection and trust. When two people spend time together, they may or may not form a bond. Male bonding refers to the establishment of relationships between men through shared activities. The
term female bonding refers to the formation of close personal relationships between women. Cross-sex friendships refers to personal relationships between men and women.


I had a close friend. We didn’t know one another for a long time but we formed a bond very quickly. I saw myself as a mentor to her and at the same time, I was learning from her as well. She became a coaching client of mine and had great success in her movement and achievements forward. She had suffered great loss in her life, including the death of a child and her community at large had distanced themselves from her. Her desire was to leave some pain behind, but it was also evident that she was determined to hold some of this pain close to her heart so as to not abandon it. This too is a form of suffering by choice.

Her desire to grow spiritually and to trust herself was strong and within her grasp. I introduced her to new sisterhoods of women as she had disengaged herself from the other feminine relationships in her life, claiming that they were not true friends and inside of their relationships, she was doing all the work. The work related to life and career-based opportunities they shared. Although I didn't agree with all of the ‘walk away’ she had given herself permission to experience, I did support her as her coach and my desire was that she become ‘the hero of her own life.’ This meant being accountable for the choices to leave others behind, including family, and to acknowledge her desire to do so as well as holding herself accountable for her part in the dissolution of these once referred to, friendships.
Sometimes we leave others behind, not because we are finished with the lesson that we are to complete through the relationship, but because we connect with spiritual pain in a physical way. This actually will cause physical reactions in the body from the emotional pain we have lived through. We decide not to complete the ‘work’ that our ‘Agreements’ proposed, and we walk away. We can do this of course, but we will inevitably revisit this agreement again and again as it is offering us an opportunity to heal ourselves at a soul level. We may find it too much effort to do the work we came here to do and move away from it. These are the patterns of our old stories, other lifetimes and the perceived hurts that we associate with them. I say perceived, because often, we have created a story in our own mind of how another has hurt us. This comes from avoidance and assumptions resulting in a lack of the spoken word. In other words, we spend more time in our heads than we do in our hearts.
This friend and I had a falling out over a what we referred to as a ‘courageous conversation.’ What was problematic for me, was the fact that we encouraged these ‘courageous conversations’ within the team as well as with families and patients. When it came to us walking our talk, we both fell short.
She distanced herself and completed our friendship with yet another walk away. When spiritual pain becomes an inconvenience, we can lean into it and heal it head on, remembering our agreements, or we can choose to remove ourselves from the exponential growth that it offers us and walk away, only to

continue to relive this throughout this lifetime. The truth is, we may choose to come back and do this again if the soul feels that more effort to this evolution is necessary, thus a continuum of the agreement.
I look back at my part in this loss, and yes, it was a loss to me. I was trying to explain myself to this coworker/friend, that I will refer to as Haley. Our work together was passionate and intense. There was a crossing of lines or in this case boundaries, on the roles that we played, so I perceived. I attempted to talk to her, and I opened myself up, allowing my truth and emotions to come forth. At the end of the conversation, I was taken back by her response. She looked at me in my tearful state, hugged me and said, “I know you needed to release that.” That was about it. For a second, I didn’t know if she just didn’t get it, or if she was just putting me off. In retrospect, it would have served me better to have clarified that in the moment, but my gut wisdom said, catch your breath here. You know the answer to your question.
I attempted once again to discuss my unsettled feelings as well as some of the comments that had been presented to me by other coworkers with some smaller concerns. I say smaller, because in my mind, they were in comparison to the situation that was in my face.
We had just left a meeting and we were in the car about to enter another meeting. I opened with, “this is a courageous conversation.” We used this term within the team as a tool to keep communication going and as my friend Dawn says, open up “Sweaty Palm Truth” when necessary. This was one of these times. She wanted to know who was voicing their opinions of her and I was not divulging that at this time, it wasn’t pertinent. My regret now, is at that time, I was not authentic with her about my part in the discontent. I meant to be, however, the conversation took a twist and then a turn and a door closed, and a new door opened. Sometimes this happens without a plan.
I attempted to meet with her on several separate occasions and something always came up for her. I went over this scenario repeatedly in my mind and my heart. I suffered some annexed from this experience. Had I been my authentic self and told her how I felt in no uncertain terms, I could have saved myself some

suffering. She may still have walked away but I would have eliminated the old story and put a scratch in the record that was playing. When you are not authentic, you leave room for the story to change it’s face in your mind many times over. I have heard people say they don’t even remember what the
argument was about. I suppose that can be true. Emotion tends to be irrational.


When this friend walks away, she is done. She walked away from myself and the new-found relationships of the sisterhoods I introduced her to. I realized that she was doing with me what she had done many times before. I now know why I disagreed to myself during our sessions, as it didn’t feel authentic and I just couldn’t put my finger on it. The divine made certain, in no uncertain terms, that I became my realized self in this relationship. I did this in a loud way. We mourned her, and then I quickly moved on. The sisterhood came from a place of understanding with compassion that some bonds are stronger than others and we are in our own place of movement and growth here on earth and that it isn’t necessary to become stagnant waiting for others to catch up. There is no time to be sluggish when you are moving toward ‘regret free living.’


My favorite of Don Miguel Ruiz’s The Four Agreements is (Take Nothing Personal). This was a compassionate example of acceptance and boundaries. We held a space for her to move where ever she was moving, and all were enlightened by the experience.


My work with the Three Facets of Wholeness and living a venerable life, has opened a way of being which allows release in a much more fluid way. I visited my Intuitive Healer, and I shared my experience with her. She made it clear to me that I was clear on what had unfolded, and my soul had evolved as a result of this ‘courageous conversation.’ I had lifted the veil. I agreed to evolve at a more rapid pace in this lifetime. I can see this as I choose my relationships intentionally and with purpose. I am very clear on my purpose, meaning and the passion that

desires to emerge from my highest-self as I always attempt to express as my best- self. I am also quite clear in the experiences that have called out to me as well as embodied me in this life. This has been a process as well as a calling.
I encourage my clients to explore the agreements that they have made before coming here to better understand who they are and why they do what they do. This is a compassionate way to lift your own veil.


What’s Your Story?
The human mind: It's the best drama machine around. It's portable. It runs day and night, even, and especially, when we're not aware of it or paying attention. It is infinitely expandable and requires only imagination to operate. It cranks out some of the best stories around. Just feed it a few tidbits of hearsay, half-truths, some emotional charge, some childhood memories (the more traumatic, the better), and voila, you're cooking, baby -- with fire!
What stories are you spinning today? Here's what I have to say about that:
“You are not your story.”


How we relate to all of these pieces of our lives can be challenging to say the least. After all, we surely have expectations of how others in our life should be conducting themselves and connecting with us. Well, I have to ask, how’s that working for you? Not to be flip, but this can be quite the juggling act. So here we are, inside and on the outside of dozens and possibly hundreds of relationships and acquaintances only to find ourselves in overwhelm and overload. Maybe you have found yourself just as I have asking, “Who should I be here? What’s the expectation? Can I live with this? Should I live with this? Why are people not adding up to my expectations? What do I need right now in this moment from myself, for myself?

The list of questions goes on when you think of the number of relationships we encounter in a lifetime. That thought in and of itself is overwhelming. Well, guess what? You will never stop meeting people, having conversations or expectations. That last one, expectations, you can curb that. In fact, expectations are one of the culprits that scams your Relationships. Check it out as you get acquainted with the third Mainstay of your beingness and the spiritual pain that will surely show up and ask for free admission.

Chapter Sixteen
[bookmark: Mainstay 3: Compassion, Grace and Forgiv][bookmark: _bookmark17]Mainstay 3: Compassion, Grace and Forgiveness

The third Mainstay is our Compassion, Grace and Forgiveness. Yep, I know you
knew this one was going to show up; it’s Forgiveness. I know you’re not really feeling this one but trust me when I say, it’s going to be alright. This is Compassion, Grace and Forgiveness as it relates to us and to the others in our
lives that we perceive may have hurt us. I know and you’re asking, “is there any other kind of forgiveness”. I have to say good question and “No”, this is the Big One…
The reality is, there are also horrific dark occurrences in the world today that cause us anger and anguish and an act of forgiveness would bring us tremendous relief, however, we as humans crave that ‘tangible stuff’ which global forgiveness may be unable to provide. So, there is another kind of forgiveness and I personally practice forgiving our political leaders, injustices and the events of the world to
keep my sanity, as challenging as it is, I find it to be a necessity. It’s a private declaration for sure.
Throughout my work with end of life patients and their families, forgiveness by far was the heaviest source of one’s spiritual pain. More so than any other facet of pain and suffering. We hold on to so many conversations that could a, should a, would a happened had we said “Yes” to them. Over a lifetime these conversations turn into ‘old stories’ that serve no one. At the end of one's life, they become accumulated and accentuated, and can take a great deal of the dying’s life energy, what’s left of it at this point. I have seen this again and again as people clamber to get all that needs to be said and forgiven out of the way of the final exit. Some people know not how to begin this process and choose not to do so at all. While others embraced my help, and these then became Courageous Conversations that allow people to have better deaths. There is a release and allowing for the person leaving this earth and the ones that are left behind. When this unfolds in such a way, those remaining here on earth have an opportunity to grieve in a more

meaningful and sometimes, gentler way. They may also pave the way for future generations in their family to view death as a natural occurring as well as accept the concept of dying well, by living better, regret free lives.


One of the most impactful experiences I witness as a Death Doula, has never left my velvet room of ahas and insights. This is a story of compassion and grace which always opens the door to forgiveness.
Marion was a strong-willed woman. She was as independent as they come. In
fact, she journeyed through her life continually ‘battling cancer’. She spent much of this “battle” as she called it, in secret. She was married and she and her husband had six children. Having been ill and exhausted with the fight to live, she had emotionally distanced herself from her children and her gentle husband of sixty plus years.
Marion had breast cancer. She had concealed an ulcerated tumor the size of a grapefruit from her children. Her husband was aware but was sworn to secrecy. This was not an unfamiliar form of denial that I had seen.
When Marion and I met, she could no longer hide the tumor or the odor that divulged its existence. She was in great pain and needed this pain to be managed.
She had her rosary and this, she explained to me, was “probably enough.” She asked me what my religion was, and I replied, “All the paths that lead to the
light.” She looked at me and said, “Well, maybe you are my enough.” We had a bond immediately and it was no secret that she would be a challenging presence to walk to the light. I knew this experience would make a mark on my ability to embrace her with my gifts, but I had no idea how profoundly grace would play a part in the unfolding of this passage.
Marion was clearly exhausting her time here. Her children shared the stories of their mother with me. Many were stories of the gardens she kept and the crafts that she made. Marion was most proud of the prayer shawls that she crocheted and gave to folks in need. They also shared some of their resentments of her as well as their unhappiness with her controlling nature, right up to the end. One of

Marion’s sons had the most distant of all relationships along with his own share of resentment and unforgiveness. I had several conversations with him about opening up to his mother, however, he had not done so during these last days. He showed up daily with his spouse and sat with the family in his own quite demeaner.
On day seventeen of Marion’s hospice care, her body began to release her cancer from several orifices, as cancer often does. We needed to change her linens but moving her back and forth was very painful for her. I saw in my mind’s eye what needed to happen. Marion looked at me as if to have given me a vision of what to do next. Now I need to paint the picture of this scene as this is what grace and human compassion are all about.


The room was foul with the stench of cancer. The linens on the bed were enthralled in the release of her body fluids. She was experiencing intense levels of pain even with medications that should have rendered her sleeping. Sometimes, this happens, and pain control is challenging, especially with an individual who has had increased levels of pain for decades. The brain is simply on high alert.
There were at least six people in the room, all wanting to make Marion more comfortable but beside themselves to do so.
I looked at one of her daughters and told her I would return in a moment. I went out to the front yard where some other family members had gathered to support one another. I reached out to Marion’s son, the one that had been angry at her for most of his life, and I said, “I need your help. Your mom needs your help.”
He looked at me and asked me what I meant. I explained to him what was happening in the bedroom where his mother lay dying. I painted the picture of what was unfolding and what needed to be done for her comfort and her dignity. He looked at me with fear in his eyes and said, “I don’t think I can do that.” I’m never forceful in these situations, however, I had already seen the vision of him lifting his mother so that what needed to be done could be done. I knew that he

could do what he felt he couldn’t and that he would do what I had requested of him.
He followed me to the bedroom and as he walked in, the room became still. Marion’s moans ceased at that moment as well. His siblings, with tear filled eyes, stepped back to make room for their brother to approach the bedside. I asked Sam to lift his mother from the bed so the nurses could change her bedding and remove her soiled clothing while in his arms.
The minutes that followed were some of the most moving emotions I had ever experienced. Sam picked his mother up from the bed and he cradled her in his arms. Our eyes met and he began to cry as he held his mom close, he wept. I whispered in his mother’s ear that Sam was holding her and that all was going to be okay. His cheek met hers and he told her he loved her. The entire room felt the transformation that took place in that moment. His moment of transformation touched each of her children and her husband as well. The grace and the compassion that this moment brought forth was a healing of many childhood wounds, his and his five siblings. They stood in disbelief as Sam gently placed his mother on the clean bed to rest her body in her remaining hours.
Marion became conscious for a brief moment and motioned for me to come close. Her family left the room and situated themselves in the Livingroom while I prayed with Marion. I had the sense that in that moment, Marion had regained her dignity on several levels, and she desired to die in the stillness of her own being. I kissed her forehead and walked out to join the family, closing the bedroom door behind me. I sat next to Sam, and he gave me a gentle hug of gratitude. And then something extraordinary happened. The bedroom door opened on its own and we all looked at one another. I stood first, and entered the room where Marion lay lifeless. She left in the way she had requested, in the stillness of a moment with herself only.
Marion made her transition from this world to her journey beyond within the hour after her and her son Sam had experienced this loving bond of closure and acceptance, through grace and compassion, leading to much needed forgiveness. This way of ‘dying well’ is a beautiful testimonial to this family that I can say will

be carried on through generations to come for certain. In the days that followed, they spoke of the acceptance and the beauty that can be had while assisting someone at their end of life and birthing out journey. Marion was only in hospice care for seventeen days. I find it to be a small miracle that the many years of dysfunction and spiritual pain experienced by every family member present seemed to be washed away in a small wrinkle of time, by one brief and profound act of intimacy between a mother and her son.
I am often reminded of Marion and her family as they gifted me with a beautiful
prayer shawl that gently says, “Thank you for seeing me to the light in this way.”
Our human experience has us visiting in our head much more than we find ourselves in our hearts. For this reason, we create stories and hold on to them. They become a way of life and ultimately our way of death. Forgiveness itself exists on so many levels. It’s not just our personal relationships but also our politics and the way we view the world today and everything in between within the gap of everything I call living.
In my coaching practice, I encourage my clients to get clear on what needs to be released, a must do, to move forward with our dreams, goals and preconceived desires. Resentment can take up more space from the inside out than you can even imagine. When you release, you make room for an allowance to occur. You will find just how heavy these ‘things you have been carrying’ actually are. You create a shift in your own consciousness, and this ripples out far beyond you.
There are many practices that can be embraced to bring about the certainty and freedom of forgiveness that don’t actually include a person-to-person connection with the unforgiven. However, I do believe that there is a greater sense of completion whenever it is possible to stand with the individual, you’re in conflict with. Of course, this is not always possible especially when that person may be deceased. Journaling and writing letters not only to those that we must forgive, but also to those we would ask for forgiveness as well.
A client of mine was struggling to move forward in achieving her set goals due to an experience of sexual abuse when she was a young girl. She was convinced that

she would not be in this person’s presence ever, so we worked on a visualization of the two of them in conversation. In the visualization, she could choose her power and the way the entire conversation would unfold. She did this as well as choosing the reply that came from her abuser. This was very empowering, and it released her episodes of PTSD that had plagued her whenever she would close her eyes to meditate. She now was in the driver seat of this memory and had ‘Reframed’ her relationship with this memory allowing her to have a new experience with life.
Another client had experienced the loss of her five-year-old child leaving her to experience PTSD coupled with her grief. Through very intentional meditations as well as visualizations we invited the flashbacks in and acknowledged them, she soon rid herself of the PTSD that had been a part of her life for thirteen years, and she was able to do this without medications. That which you resist will only persist. Allowing an altered relationship with your fears and demons so to speak is extremely exhilarating and brings about lasting change and an escape from the old stories and behavior patterns that are plaguing you. As we continue this journey together, I will share with you the secret to your own personal transformation. It’s real and it works every time.
May I remind you that compassion for yourself is the key to allowing yourself to show compassion to another. I have witnessed people who are uncomfortable when others show kindness and compassion to them. The truth be told, they are usually reminded of the fact that they are not kind to themselves. How can this person be so compassionate towards me when I don’t love myself enough to be compassionate with myself? I have seen this with clients, who, when redirected through releasing old patterns, and creating new stories within, a life that becomes unflinchingly full of self-love, compassion and self-forgiveness.


This is a very intimate and sensitive story that I am compelled to share with you. I will change the name of my dear friend to respect her family’s privacy. In the recent aftermath of the Me-Too-Movement, the message began ringing loudly in my mind as I have been reminded throughout my spiritual care of the dying and

their families, Me-Too travels back and takes its toll on many generations. There are women in their nineties that hold on to the images of physical and sexual abuse for not only decades, but generations within their family. As frightening as sexual offenses were in the early days, the sharing of them could be just as traumatic. This movement made way for women to use their voices but not all women can do that, especially the elderly. There is a monument of shame and disappointment attached to the sharing of such deep secrets. Most elderly women will truly take these secrets to their grave and beyond.


Clara was ninety-four years old when we met. She was declining with no particular disease process, simply old age. She was petite and her smile filled the room. She had a distinct Norwegian accent that soothed like a song. Our first conversation was such a delight, it was challenging to imagine that one could get any sweeter. Clara wanted to know all about me because she was truly interested. She would say repeatedly, “I just love all people.” She surely did and everyone loved her.
Clara was still in her own apartment and her primary caregiver was her brother Lars. He was very attentive and loved his older sister dearly. The three of us grew very close over the next year. There came a point in time where Clara couldn’t do for herself that which was required by the assisted living management. There was only one place for her to go, and that was the Memory Care area. She would receive more one-on-one assistance and have her own private room.
She loved people and they were her life source. She found her spark and the means to carry on through her conversations with others. However, Clara found that few people in Memory Care could have fluid interactions with her and she became lonely. I felt so deeply that this was not the way that this woman was to spend her remaining months of life. We discussed this as a Team, and it was decided to increase our visits with her. Our hospice team was amazing. Being with Clara was a delight and so we arranged our schedules so that Clara had a visit almost daily. A volunteer would see her on the weekends. As human beings, we need to care for and be cared for, we thrive on it. Speaking of thriving, Clara

became more active and used less medication. She put on some weight which indicated she was eating better. All of these are wonderful tributes to her care and her response to that love.
Clara had a dress that hung in the open for all to see. Her mother had hand embroidered this dress when she was seventeen years old. She told me that her wish was to wear this dress one more time. Here birthday was just around the corner, so we, the hospice team, planned a birthday party. We did her hair, put some blush on her and dabbed her lips with color. She chose some sparkling earrings and a necklace, and we slipped her into her beloved dress. We put her prized embroidered linens and crystal ware on the table which was set for everyone in the Memory Care unit. The cake came from a Norwegian bakery, her favorite. The music therapist played, we sang and took photos of this glorious occasion. I was quite certain this was to be her last birthday. She felt so very special that day. It was her wish come true.
Clara’s clinical evaluation was due, and we knew that we would be letting her go from our care. It was a two-edged sword. Clara was going to graduate from hospice, some do, a joyous event, however, we would miss her terribly.
Medicare’s eligibility guidelines state that the patient must be experiencing a continuous decline including but not limited to weight loss, sleeping more, falling, eating less and withdrawing from social activity. This was not the case for Clara, and so she was discharged from our hospice care. What happened next was exactly as I suspected. The visits discontinued and Clara became withdrawn. The volunteer and I continued to visit her on Saturday’s as much as possible. She would perk up and always say, “I can’t believe you are here,” in her Norwegian expression.
She was heavy hearted as she shared her state of loneliness with me. She asked me to keep a secret for her. Before she told me, she said that she had never told anyone in her ninety plus years of these hidden details. We had a deep connection, and the bond was one that I had not shared with any other in quite the same way. Clara was married late in life and had no children. She told me one day that if I called her grandma, she would be honored. I began to call her

grandma and she would grin from ear to ear and say, “You don’t know how happy that makes me.” It was a simple thing that meant everything to her.
Clara told me about her childhood again but this time she had some things to add. When she became seventeen, it was custom to go out and work to help the family. She was a beautiful young woman, colorful and free-spirited. She was an attraction for several men in her surrounding village towns. At some point, she was taken advantage of, and she shared that this happened more than once. She was ashamed of herself for “letting this happen to her on more than one occasion.” Her nature was to please everyone and being rude she told me was not who she was.
Clara had questioned her faith and what this meant to have kept it locked in the corners of her mind for more than eight decades. She was more of a spiritual being and though she had been very involved in her church, she told me she could never agree with the shaming of people. As she continued to share, it was apparent that the shame she was feeling was overwhelming. She told me that she was worried that I would think differently of her. Of course, I could never. But to a ninety-six-year-old women who had held on to this portrayed darkness, it was clear she did so only to avoid shame and judgement.
We spent weeks moving through this and the more she opened, the more suppressed memories surfaced. I questioned myself as to the importance of facing these events for this aged woman. I would visit her and take her outside to enjoy ice cream and cake, in the hopes of diverting the conversation, if only to save her from any emotional upset. She would usually make her way back to these old memories and it was apparent that she was living in the opportunity to speak of the things that she had held deep inside her soul for over eighty years.
She was using her voice and I believed that at the end of the day, it was liberating for her, and I was honored to be chosen to receive her anxiety and be the trust she longed for. Her anxiety became much softer overtime.
I know that Clara found a release in my allowing her to share and she opened her own door to compassion and self-forgiveness. She declined quickly around Christmas. I spent a few hours with her on Christmas Eve. Staff had reported that

she had barely open her eyes for the past three day and hadn’t eaten all week. When I arrived, ever so quietly, Clara opened her eyes and yes, once again she said, in a whisper, “I can’t believe you are here.” I held her hand and sang to her. I called her grandma for the last time and kissed her forehead. I asked her if she was afraid and she replied, “No.” Then she said something I will never forget. She told me that a small boat was waiting to take her.
There was a painting in Clara’s room of a red boat house, a dock and a small rowboat. I loved that picture as she said there was an area near her village in Norway that looked just like this picture in the painting. I knew that this was the boat that had arrived for her. We shared a smile, and we exchanged our empathic love for one another. I returned home to my family that Christmas Eve and received the call that she had made her transition. Her family asked me to officiate her service and honored I was.
I spoke of our last moments together at the service and made mention of the painting in her room, the one with the boat that had arrived to escort her beyond this world. Her brother said he did not recall any such picture with a boat. He had the picture at his home and so after the service, I stopped by. Sure enough, there was no boat in the picture to be seen by the others and this time, the boat was absent from my sight as well. The small boat was there in the picture for her and me to see until the veil was lifted and she made her departure. Her brother gave me the painting and as a photographic memory, I see the small boat roped to the dock in the picture at my glance.


“Magic happens when we release our wounds. Even the dying will thrive.”
- Debbie Mechley -

Empowering the essence of who we are



The creative power of the universe is infinite. A single molecule's destiny is as important as the consequences of the largest supernova. Human potential is subject to this power, but because we are sentient beings, each of us is permitted to choose whether we will struggle against it or work in tandem with it. When we give voice to our desires through focused meditation or solicit the help of spirit guides, we draw upon the universe's creative power to achieve certain outcomes. However, because our words are not all the universe hears, the response we receive may surprise us. The discourse we establish through our appeals is a blend of speech, thought, intention, and subconscious reflection.
When we ask the universe for something, the unspoken message is that what we want does not exist, and the universe accepts this as truth. Conversely, we manifest completeness through affirmations in which we declare our desires as if we have already obtained them, connecting with our feelings deeply.

When we affirm that we are fulfilled instead of articulating deficiencies, we are asserting that contentment is a natural and necessary element of human existence. Our essence is an expression of fulfillment--the universe wants to satisfy our needs and desires. When we describe our realities in positive terms, we are not denying the challenges inherent in existence. We choose not to focus on lack or dissatisfaction because we understand that the energy of our thoughts will determine the response we receive to our requests. Ask yourself how you would feel if your wishes were granted, and then allow yourself to internalize that emotional state. Try to create a picture of satisfaction so vivid that its reality is unquestionable and tell the universe that your vision is fact. At the close of your appeal, express your gratitude, as it is your acknowledgment of the truth of your fulfillment that will set the creative power of the universe into motion.

Working in perfect unison with the creative power of the universe will empower you to manifest spiritual realities in your material existence. As you affirm the beauty, peace, and goodness that already exist within in your life, your capacity to sense and understand their influence will become increasingly sophisticated. To meet your needs and achieve your desires, you need then only banish all thoughts of emptiness so that the energy of completeness can attract fullness into your being.

Chapter Seventeen
[bookmark: Mainstay 4: Hope, Dreams and Desires][bookmark: _bookmark18]Mainstay 4: Hope, Dreams and Desires
Finally, the fourth Mainstay of our beingness are our Hope, Dreams and Desires. See, I told you it would get easier. What does the word Hope mean to you? Hope is a little word that seems to carry a bunch of clout. Hope is an interesting word. In fact, it is a word that depicts emotion. You are either with it or without it. In other words, you are either in Hopefulness or you are in Hopelessness.
Hope is a non-tangible word. It is a word of emotional content. Hope can be associated with faith but not as strong as faith. One might say, “There is always hope.” And I suppose there is but to hope, wish or want something, usually will give you that very experience. If I want something, I will get the experience of wanting which can be quite unfulfilling, right. The way we ‘feel’ about anything is what will draw it to us. When hope feels uplifting and insightful, then that is what we will draw to ourselves. The truth is, at the end of life, Hope carried only 8% of the importance and focus for the one who was dying. As I said earlier, Forgiveness was of the utmost in focus at 58% for those at the end of their lives. In my experience, that is because there is a much more tangible feeling of accomplishment and completion with the spiritual influence of Forgiveness.
Certainly, some food for thought, and when hope seems a distant connection, we still have our desires and the dreams we have held on to along the way.


All my patients and their families are special, without a doubt. On occasion, you meet a person that you connect with on a very deep level, but not before you feel each other out. This was Karen. She had pancreatic cancer, stage IV. The day I arrived at her home; it was obvious to me that Karen had waited until the last minute to enter the hospice care program. Unfortunately, this is not an uncommon occurrence.
Karen was only seventy-three years old. She lived in her home which she and her husband, now deceased, had built together. The property was surrounded by

gardens and mature trees. The landscape was beautiful, and it spoke to whoever made her acquaintance. It was important to Karen that she die here, in her home. She expressed this request to her family, and they intended to honor it at all costs. Her two daughters agreed to be available to their mother to the degree that one of her daughters came from the west coast to be with her until her end of life. The other daughter lived close by and between the two of them, their mother’s needs were being met until the pain became too much to bear, at which point hospice was requested to come in, assess and manage her intense discomfort.


Allow me to share my recollection of our meeting. It was a very warm summer’s day as I approached her home. Karen herself greeted me at the door. She was maybe five foot five and weighed one hundred pounds. In her frailness, she made her way up the stairs to the living area, I followed her. Her daughter from Seattle was present and invited me in. I could sense her emotions. We sat and talked about who Karen was, how long she had lived here and the legacy of business that she would leave behind. Her daughter, Shannon, was uncomfortable with the conversation, which is very typical. There is a finality to these interactions that one desires to hold on to in the moment. This is an emotional dichotomy and moving though it is often heart breaking.
Karen was very clear that she wanted to “do life” the way she wanted until she couldn’t any longer. She went on to say that she would let us know when that time had arrived. She asked that there be an agreement to this request and so we all agreed. The nurse was on que as she sat back waiting for me to do what she would call, “my magic”, meaning that I used my intuition to decide when it was time for the clinical part of the visit to begin. I admired her patience, as it was clear to me that if Karen had not been experiencing the pain she was feeling, she would not have asked for hospice intervention and she would have died at home without us. I honored her for her conviction, and she felt this. She knew that I would give her all the time she needed, no matter how much time was really on her side.

Karen and I spoke about her spiritual and religious beliefs as I always do a Spiritual Care Assessment with every patient. She was honest with me saying, “I’m not certain what to expect on the other side of this life. Do you think this is really the end for me? Am I definitely going to die?” I didn’t get the sense that she was in denial, but that she was directing the question for the benefit of her daughter.
Children often hang on to all threads of hope, not necessarily for themselves, but to not steal hope from their parent. This is why the conversations about dying
often do not take place soon enough in families. It’s assuredly hard stuff to deal with and the courageous conversations truly need to be spoken aloud.


I returned the following day to spend some personal time with Karen as I knew that she was withholding in the presence of her children. Karen had mentioned that she was having trouble sleeping and relaxing, so I invited her to a Healing Touch session. Karen agreed to this, although a bit skeptical. I knew that being back in her bedroom would give us an opportunity to get to know one another, so I got her comfortable in her bed. I explained to her what the movement of energy was and the effects it would have on her body. She looked at me with a smile on her lips and replied, “You sound certain of this. Show me what you got.” I worked with Karen for the next hour. She fell into a deep relaxed sleep within twenty minutes and her entire body melted into the bed. I decided to sit and be witness to her acceptance and comfort that had become hers as I held the space for future healings that we would enjoy together. Simply said, I set an intention for the continued acceptance of this energy that her body was loving in this moment. I left her sleeping and went to the kitchen to share this experience with her daughter Shannon. She was interested, and more curious than skeptical. She looked in on her mother and came back to me in a state of gentle tears. She stated that her mother had not looked that peaceful in years. In that moment, I knew we were all going to move through this in a way that embraced conversations with trust and compassion. Shannon was an attorney in Seattle and had left her practice and her spouse to attend to her mother during her last months, which were weeks. She was feeling overwhelmed with all the change and still trying to work from home via the internet. Her sister, who lived two miles

away, was a mother of two young children, one with special needs. These two women had very different lives and were about to come full circle with each other in this unforeseen way.
I visited weekly, which is not the usual. Depending on the circumstance, I typically visit twice a month. However, Karen was open to moving through her process with me and I knew that she would be here for only a short time. Our plan was to do the work together and this work would move us through many levels of her preparing to leave this world and those in it.
The Minnesota summers are colorful and sultry. The heat had become too much for Karen, so we had the remainder of our visits inside. This too was an adjustment as she loved the outdoors and she herself would mow the two acres of property up until this point. She had expansive windows throughout her home, making it the next best thing to being out in the summer’s delight. One afternoon, I entered the home and this time, Karen did not greet me. She was lying on the sofa, curled up, chilled and experiencing pain. Up until this point, she had declined narcotic pain management, expressing her desire to be awake as much as
possible and lucid to all conversations. Today, the script would change for her. Her pain became unbearable, and she told me she was scared. The nurse administered narcotics with Karen’s consent, and she began to settle in over time.
When this level of pain is unmanaged, it can take some time and persistence to
‘get ahead of it.’
I walked Karen into a peaceful scene with a meditation as I held her hand and stroked her head. When she was able to speak through the waves of discomfort, I asked her what was going through her mind. She asked me touchingly, “Am I
getting close?” I squeezed her hand and gently reminded her that she had that answer within her. I did say to her that time was not a close friend at this point. She thanked me for my honesty and for staying with her in her most difficult of days to this point in her disease process. We shared smiles and an intimate authenticity that was felt throughout the room that day.
I looked at Karen and asked her to tell me what she wanted to do if anything. I could feel that there was one thing that she wanted to do, and I wanted her to

speak the words into existence. Our eyes met and she said this to me, “I want to go see the new Vikings Stadium.” I replied by acknowledging that she was a Vikings fan as she had shared with me that she never misses a Sunday game. She had told me that she and her six-year-old granddaughter would put their Minnesota purple and gold jerseys on and watch the game together on Sundays. I said, “That’s right, you are a huge fan.” Karen replied to me, “That’s true but it’s not the reason that I want to see the stadium before I die.” She went on to say that the stadium represented forward movement and it shows the world that people can come together during times of strife and disagreement.
You see, the stadium had been in a state of flux due to continuous conflict and disagreement about spending and politics. This had gone on for several years in fact. Karen told me that she wanted to see what this magnificent creation looked and felt like as it represented the coming together of many people on many levels.
I found myself in this space where I had been several times before. I opened my mouth and said to Karen that I could make that happen. After the words rolled off my tongue, I took a breath and thought to myself, here you go again Deb. When I make a promise, I just find a way to make good on it and so I did. Many people from the Team pulled together including the transportation company who would need to drive an hour, one way, to get her to the stadium. They donated their
time and travel to Karen’s last wish, making it a possibility.
We spent two weeks pulling together the orchestration of this event. There were several bumps in the road and Karen was getting weaker and sleeping more. The Memorial Day holiday came, and the key people involved at the stadium side of things, were all taking four-day weekends. We had to put the tour off until the following week and Karen was calling the shots as her disease was having its way with her in a loud voice. The day came and Karen was in amazing spirits. She said that she felt the best she had felt in weeks and so off we went.
What happened next was a beautiful reminder of human compassion and the making of a dream coming to fruition. The Minnesota Vikings Administrative staff had gone over and above what anyone had anticipated. They had a hard hat

painted in team colors with her name on it. They gave her a construction vest that also sported her name in purple. The construction was all on the outside area and this part of the stadium was finished first to market the intention of the completed project. The tour was set in a virtual theater setting that moved you through the project area. Personally, I’m not a football fan but I thought this was fascinating. Karen’s dream had come to life, and she had a continuous smile on her face the entire morning. Her family was present as well and tears from every emotion were shed throughout our time there. Photos were taken and the staff was so amazing with Karen. It was obvious that she was at the end of her life and the feelings of compassion removed any discomfort that can sometimes accompany being with an individual this close to death.


At the end of the tour, Kip, the gentleman who led us, asked us to wait a few minutes before leaving. He returned with a plaque of honor with Karen’s picture on it. He had used one of the pictures taken by his staff and hired someone to come in and create this momentum for her in the few minutes that remained of the tour. This woman felt so loved and so special on this day. It was a beautiful thing to witness. Kip walked me to my car and then he stood still. I looked at him and I noticed that his lips were quivering as he began to speak to me. He thanked me for the opportunity to share in this most honorable experience. He paused again and then he said to me, “My mother has Stage IV pancreatic cancer as well and she is also seventy-three years old. I see my mothers’ journey in a new light. I will never forget this day and the message it has given me.” He thanked me and hugged me as we parted.
Everyone involved that day was touched at a deep level. Hope and dreams are fulfilled right up to the last breath of life. Karen made her transition eight days after her last wish had come to life. I had the honor of being with her and her family on that soulful night.
Of course, when we marry our hope with dreams and desire, the connection to something more meaningful and yes, tangible becomes possible. Hope, Dreams and Desires influence the way we walk our path in this world and the way we gift

ourselves forward. What do you ache for? What is that one dream that you desire, the one that just won’t let up? That, my friend, is a calling to be, do and have more of yourself, and it will not stop interrupting you until you answer its beckon. It is the song of your soul asking you to live well, asking you to be alive in your living.


We all have desires, some fulfilled and some abandoned. The human condition wants what it wants. Human experience desires those wants to be fulfillment with inspiration.
The best way to get what we want from life is to first know what we want. If we haven't taken the time to really understand and identify what would truly make us happy, we won't be able to ask for it from those around us or from the universe. We may not even be able to recognize it once it arrives. Once we are clear about what we want, we can communicate it to those in our midst. When we can be honest about who we are and what we want, there is no need to demand, be rude or aggressive, or manipulate others that are involved in helping us get what we desire. Instead, we know that we are transmitting a signal on the right frequency to bring all that we desire into our experience. No matter who you are, you must first get clarity on what you want and connect with the feeling of already having that. Then, it’s time to acknowledge your obstacles with open arms, or at least a crooked smile.

As the world evolves, humanity is learning to work from the heart. We may have been taught that the way to get what we want is to follow certain rules, play games, or even engage in acts that use less than our highest integrity. The only rules we need to apply are those of intention and connection. In terms of energy, we can see that it takes a lot of energy to keep up a false front or act in a way that is counter to our true nature, but much less energy is expended when we can just be and enjoy connections that energize us in return. Then our energy can be directed toward living the life we want right now.

Society has certain expectations of behavior and the roles each of us should play, but as spiritual beings we are not bound by these superficial structures unless we choose to accept them. Instead, we can listen to our hearts and follow what we know to be true and meaningful for us. In doing so, we will find others who have chosen the same path. It can be easy to get caught up in following goals that appear to be what we want, but when we pursue the underlying value, we are certain to stay on our right path and continue to feed our soul.

Your insights can hold the key to your own success as you consider how best to approach your day your way. However, if you spend most of your time in chaotic living or working conditions, distractions may plague you and prevent you from fulfilling your creative potential. In order to access your intuitive and imaginative minds, you may need to retreat into a peaceful and private place where you can more easily hear the voice of your inner wisdom. I do this routinely, finding this can be a positive time to engage in quiet contemplation or explore different types of meditation for myself. Once you are away from interruptions and commotion, you will likely find that you have little trouble making rewarding and life-affirming decisions that will feed your soul.

The quiet yet insightful inner voice that each of us possesses can tell us much about ourselves if we are willing to embrace the stillness necessary to hear it. The cacophony of modern life effectively drowns out the voice of reason that seeks to advise us when our path becomes unclear. Yet we easily dispel confusion and regain our ability to draw guidance from within when we regularly spend time engaged in solitary introspection. To hear our inner voice, we must avoid the distractions that prevent us from perceiving our own thoughts and feelings. As we tune in to the reservoir of insights situated in our souls, we become ever more skilled at accessing and making use of it. You will discover a wealth of inner wisdom when you take steps to reconnect with your inner voice.

We all could have optimistic expectations about the future when we pause and find ourselves seeing and feeling that our life is already full of fortune and promise. Being able to see the blessings that the universe has given you already might make you feel a greater sense of hopefulness about what might lie ahead of you. Envisioning your future based on what you most cherish about the present could help you manifest all the dreams and the desires that your heart holds. If you can think about what is most satisfying to you in your life at the moment and imagine how your passion might unfold for you, you might realize that everything you wish for in the future comes from the thoughts you have right now,
today. Remember, our thoughts become things.

Our future is a product of the way we live our lives in the present moment for even a small kernel of hope in the present is enough to lay the groundwork for us to see our dreams come to fruition. Having a positive view and seeing the abundance that surrounds us fills our present not only with a sense of satisfaction but also with the joy that comes from being content with what we have. The future then becomes an extension of where we are right now instead of something separate from us. By recognizing the treasures that are present in your life right now, and focusing your attention on them, you set the path for creating even greater joyful abundance and creative space for your dreams to become your reality today and tomorrow.


“If we aren’t clear about what we want in life, it won’t be able to find us.”
-	-Debbie Mechley-


Fast-forward or Pause
We all go through times when we wish we could press a fast-forward button and propel ourselves into the future and out of our current circumstances. Whether the situation we are facing is minor or major such as the loss of a loved one, it is human nature to want to move away from pain and find comfort as soon as possible. Yet we all know deep down that we need to work through these experiences in a conscious fashion rather than bury our heads in the sand,

because these are the times when we access important information about ourselves and life. The learning process may not be easy, but it is full of lessons that bring us wisdom we cannot find any other way.

The desire to press fast forward can lead to diversion and denial, both of which only prolong our difficulties and, in some cases, make them worse. The more direct, clear, concise and courageous we are in the face of whatever we are dealing with, the more quickly we will move through our circumstance.
Understanding this, we may begin to realize that trying to find the fast-forward button is more like pressing pause. When we truly grasp that the only way out of any situation in which we find ourselves is to go through it, we stop looking for ways to escape and we start paying close attention to what is happening.
When I realized that I was exactly where I needed to be on my own journey, I became aware and relieved that everyone else was exactly where they were meant to be as well. If you can remember that you are in this situation to learn something you need to know, then you can alleviate some of your pain with the awareness that there is a purpose to your suffering.

When you feel the urge to press the fast-forward button, remember that you are not alone; we all instinctively avoid pain. But in doing so, we often prolong our pain and delay important learning. So, as you choose to move forward in real time, know that in the long run, this is the least painful way to go. I encourage my clients and families to lean into the pain, name it and release it, allowing for something more blissful to fill its space.


“You may want to press the fast-forward button through your pain, but in doing so you would miss out on important learning.”	- Debbie Mechley -

Erasing Spiritual Pain with Spiritual Self-Care


Spiritual self-care involves assisting in the fulfillment of these needs.
· Having time to think and be quiet with yourself, hearing your inner voice.
· Finding a sense of hope and comfort brings meaning.
· Being able to deal with unresolved issues with a way forward.
· Talking about your feelings without being judged by another or yourself.
· Having the time and space to prepare for death, even when you are not ill.
· Speaking about important relationships authentically.
In addition, spiritual self-care includes nurturing happiness.
What is happiness? Many people believe that happiness comes from success, health and great human connections. However, the inverse of this principle is actually the statement that is the truest: success, wealth, good health, and nurturing relationships are byproducts of happiness, not the cause. When you are happy, you are more likely to make choices that lead to all these things. When you are inside of your own happiness, you connect more fully with your dreams and the desire to make them a reality in your life.
We know this to be true when we observe the people around us. Successful and famous people have notoriously unhappy lives, good health can be taken for granted and even happy families can be struck down by an unexpected tragedy. And yet, why do we continue to believe the erroneous notion that success, health and relationships are all we need to make us happy? Perhaps it is time to shift our gaze beyond external factors to focus on inner happiness, which is really what we all wish to attain.
In the last few years psychologists and brain researchers have undertaken the first serious research on happiness. By combining the spiritual principles of happiness with the scientifically proven research behind happiness, you will develop a more

holistic approach to your lasting joy and inner peace; you will be reinventing your happiness and in turn, reinventing yourself.
Happiness is in our control, since where we focus our attention is in our control. When we focus it on what the mind is telling us, we suffer; when we focus it on what is real and true in this moment, we align with our true self and experience joy, peace, and contentment. The happiness you will uncover is the true and ever- present happiness that comes from contact with your true self, your highest and best self.
Regardless of how you might rate your current level of happiness, wouldn't you like to feel happier? The desire for happiness is an essential part of human nature, so why aren't more of us feeling happier, more of the time? Research shows that we often get in the way of our own happiness by searching for it in the wrong places, and mistakenly believe our happiness is determined by events or circumstances. Many of us compare the perceived happiness of others with our own, less happy life. Until we understand the nature of happiness and how we create our own experience of it, we will be powerless to increase our experience of it.
The science of positive psychology, commonly referred to as 'the science of happiness and success' provides a unique insight into the most common habits and characteristics of people who flourish and thrive in life. Unlike the often subjective and one-size-fits-all approach offered in self-help books, positive psychology is non-prescriptive. Even the smallest of changes in thoughts and actions can have a profound and natural impact on your ability to maximize your happiness potential each day.
Those of us on the path of personal and spiritual growth tend to analyze our unhappiness to find the causes and make improvements. But it is just as important, if not more so, to analyze our happiness. Since we have the ability to rise above and observe our emotions, we can recognize when we are feeling joyful and content. Then we can harness the power of the moment by savoring our feelings and taking time to be grateful for them.

Recognition is the first step in creating change, therefore recognizing what it feels

like to be happy is the first step toward recreating and sustaining happiness in our lives. We can examine how joy feels in our bodies and what thoughts run through our minds in times of bliss. Without diminishing its power, we can retrace our steps to discover what may have put us in this frame of mind, and then we can take note of the choices we've made while there. Again, creating space to reframe the old patterns of our brain gives way to a stronger sense of what happy feels like.
We might realize that we are generally more giving and forgiving when there's a smile on our face, or that we are more likely to laugh off small annoyances and the actions of others when they don't resonate with our light mood.

Once we know what it feels like and can identify some of the triggers and are aware of our actions, we can recreate that happiness when we are feeling low. Knowing that like attracts like, we can pull ourselves out of a blue mood by focusing on joy. We might find that forcing ourselves to be giving and forgiving, even when it doesn't seem to come naturally, helps us to reconnect with the joy that usually precedes it. If we can identify a song, a picture, or a pet as a happiness trigger, we can use them as tools to recapture joy if we are having trouble finding it. By focusing our energy on analyzing happiness and all that it encompasses, we feed, nurture, and attract more of it into our lives, eventually making a habit of happiness. Yet another change in habit.


“When we take the time to recognize when we are happy and what that feels like, it becomes easier to recreate it.”	- Debbie Mechley -

What does my heart, body and spirit need right now?
You might want to do something practical to make life feel meaningful and bring focus and structure into your day. It doesn’t matter how simple it is, as long as it means something to you. This might be a prayer or a religious service or it could be things like:
· making a list of values and beliefs that are important to you and why, and
thinking of times when you’ve lived by these
· making a list of things you enjoy doing – even if you don’t feel up to them
now, just writing them down and remembering happy times might help
· writing in a diary about what you’re thinking or feeling (you don’t have to
share this with anyone)
· trying a recognized technique, like a relaxation, meditation or visualization
· doing something for someone else, if you feel up to it – often doing small things can be really valuable and some people find that helping others improves their self-esteem.
The point is for you to reconnect with your true essence. This is where you can feel alive. Remember, feelings are the language of the soul. Feelings are always communicating with us, asking us to ask ourselves the question, “What do I need right now?” If we supported ourselves from this place every day, our lives would change exponentially and our connection to ‘happiness’ would be the real deal.

“When we are carrying the burden of our unprocessed pain, sooner or later
it will inconvenience us.”	-Debbie Mechley-

Chapter Eighteen
[bookmark: The Mainstays and the Ego][bookmark: _bookmark19]The Mainstays and the Ego
You can’t get very far unless you understand why these Mainstays find it
necessary to present themselves with ‘Pain’ per say. This is the best part. Can you feel my excitement? No, really this is a game changer. What is your relationship with the word ‘pain,’?
I once did a talk entitled, Your Ego as Your Soul’s Mate. I thought it was intriguing and so did my audience. I have given this talk a dozen times over the years and there are always breakthroughs, insights and moments of awe, another thing that turns my crank. Seeing people get inspired to take life on and trust it, all of it, is always inspiring and fulfilling to me. This is why I am passionate about my work as a coach and the service I have rendered as a ‘Death Doula’ in my hospice work over the past many years.
So why is this a game changer? If you're in the driver’s seat, then buckle up now. The ego self is not separate from us. I tell my clients, “this one is a writer downer.” Why is it a writer downer? Well, you are going to want to revisit this idea later and you will see this writer downer request throughout this dialogue. Who knows, you might even start looking for it.
Back to this idea of separateness between you and the ego. We tend to believe this, after all, why is there a side of myself, if it’s part of me, that tells me I’m not enough, or I’m not worthy or I’m too old to do that exciting thing? Why would I be angry at me if this were really me as one with me? After all, I think I like me. Did you get all that? Here’s the science behind the ego self.
The ego is an innate part of us. I will be referring to my ego-self in the feminine context during this dialogue. She is triggered whenever I stretch myself into something new, something bold. Say a new concept, a new job or a new lifestyle. That one will get her going every time. So, here’s what happens when you stir the pot by doing something out of the ordinary or unfamiliar. Your ego-self is strongly connected to your Fight or Flight mechanism and chemistry of the brain. In fact,

they have had a love affair since the beginning of time. The ego has promised this part of the brain to react, not respond, in the form of protecting you from danger. Think about it this way, there is a chemical reaction that takes place when a physical occurrence happens in the body, your body.
For example, you see the most gorgeous man standing down the street and he’s waving for you to come join him. Can this be true? Well of course it's true. You deserve this or not. But regardless, your heart rate goes up, your blood pressure rises and your breathing shifts and of course those sweaty palms show up. All of these physical happenings in your body have now triggered your Fight or Flight signals. “Do I run, or do I freeze,” your brain asks. This is a new experience for
you, so Ego Girl is in full force to protect you from something, anything even if she knows not what that is. She is solely operating from emotion and emotion is often irrational. You see, she has no rhyme to her reason, it’s a physical magnification.
She must follow up with her Mamma Bear instinct. Now do you have the picture?
What’s happening here is your excitement. Stay with me. She doesn’t know if you are running toward the most gorgeous man in the universe, standing at the stop sign waving you over or if you are running for your life from the grizzly bear behind you. Your physical body goes through the same responses and reactions with both experiences, and she, your ego-self, is innately designed to protect you at all cost. Excitement and fear trigger the same chemical response from the brain. That’s actually the good news. The problem with this, is we have been angry (aka pissed off) for our entire lives at her. She’s that voice that says, “Think about this now. This isn’t part of our routine. Come on back here where it’s comfortable, safe and familiar.” Talk about familiar. I’m positive that you can relate to this self-talk.
I’m asking you to think about what’s really happening here. She’s just doing her job. We don’t want to hear what she has to say so we continually push her away and what happens next? That’s right. That which you resist persists and she pushes back even harder. She wins too. Why? Because she always knows what you will do next. She knows innately what you will say and how bad you will feel about yourself. She knows your next move. This is your reaction to her fight or

flight response, and it’s what you do every time. Think about it. She can count on
you to do the same impulsive reaction repeatedly. You have become that
predictable. I’m just being real here. I did promise an authentic conversation, yes. I call this winning at the game you are playing. You are always winning at the game you’re playing, even if you don’t like what winning looks like, in this case, giving into your ego self and your own predictability. You must decide what you desire winning to look like and feel like, and then run that relay.










It's a Bold Ass Relationship


So back to ego girl or guy. She depends on you doing the same thing, getting the same result and this is because she believes she’s keeping you in your comfort zone. She knows you are safe here even if you are miserable here. She must find something wrong immediately with your next move forward. Her job is creating problems for you to solve. This may be more than you counted on but just stay with me. It will get better, I promise. You will never change what her purpose is, however, and this is a writer downer; you can calm her down and invite her along for the ride. I told you, there’s hope, if that word works for you, use it.
You may say, “And how do I do that?” I teach my clients how to have a relationship with this ego girl. In fact, I ask them to name her. It must be a name that makes you smile when you say it. For all of your life, you have resented her and that brings with it a much lower vibration accompanied with those emotional triggers. You now associate her with something intriguing and useful, and useful is

the star word here. Once you have named her you will spend time getting to know her in a new way. When you begin to connect with her in this new way, you will see huge shifts that impact all areas of your life. Now, you begin to win at the game you’re playing. The sprint becomes routine and effortless. You don’t have to be a master, just willing to get intrigued enough to capture a new conversation with yourself. Remember, she is you and you are her. You are one in the same.
Tell her that you are grateful and that you understand she is only out to protect you, not out to get you (aka self-sabotage) and then let her know that you are done pushing her away. She simply wants to call the shots, which she has been doing forever, right. And I mean forever, in all lifetimes. Let me show you how to set the stage so she believes that she is still in charge. Would that be useful? I thought you would be intrigued and curious.
Now it’s time to get in the driver seat for a change AND you must invite her along for the ride. You may start out wanting to put her in the back seat, but I can tell you she's not going to like it. This is where you really move the needle. If you really want to make progress here, put her in the passenger seat right out of the gate and invite her along for the ride. Then tell her that you are safe and this new bold thing that you are stretching yourself to do, it won’t kill you. She would really like to hear that. Seriously, she is a drama queen and given the chance, she will shine that light every time. I guarantee that you will catch her off guard. It’s like putting a scratch, on purpose, in the 45-vinyl record that's been playing for way to long. Do this, and the record will never play the same way again. You are about to put a ding in the old patterns and the old story that the two of you wrote together. New story, new author and a whole new book. Useful, right?
This might be a stretch for some of you, but in all my years using this method, it always works. You put a scratch in the record so to speak (aka brain behavior pattern) and it creates a new behavior or desired outcome. I’m all about reaching that ‘desired outcome.’ The bottom line is you are too. The reality is, we always know what we want, even if it’s not physically crystal clear, even if we think we don’t know. We may not know how to get it, or we are simply inconsistent in the

endeavor to obtain it. But we know what we want. This, of course, goes back to our critter brain sabotaging our perceived efforts.
So, what does all this have to do with shape shifting our experiences with our spiritual pain? Well, I can imagine that when I told you it was possible to move through these Mainstays of daily living that encompass and challenge our spirituality with some undesired pain; you felt overwhelmed and maybe even a hint of doubt came over you. I totally get it, after all, how many times have you attempted to change your way of being and doing? How many times have you desired to transform areas of your life only to succumb to that ego, with self- doubt and old worn out stories, finding yourself moving through the same behaviors and angry self-talk? I know, me too. Then, one day, in a galaxy far away, oh that’s another story of how I came to be here, just joking, sort of.





Walking My Talk


I am going to share with you how I transformed my life of doubt, wonder and worry? How this technique and others, have changed my life and the lives of my coaching clients as well as my hospice patients and their families? Somehow, I anticipated your interest so I’m going to share my story. It may not be unlike many of the stories of the lives of those of you reading these pages, after all, we all have many of the same stories, they just show up at different addresses and the faces and tones that accompany the conversations are unique to us. What I would like to impress upon you is the idea that we can move through these facets of our lives in new more meaningful ways that leave us in a state of wholeness and well-being. Avoidance has never played out well as it offers only an opportunity to find yourself stuck in old ways of being and believing. This only encourages suffering, and suffering is a choice, one we might seek to avoid.


Discovering Why and How You're Keeping Yourself Small


Related to the fears of the ego and being stuck in old ways of being and believing is how we keep ourselves small. There is no "one-size-fits-all" answer to this problem, but when it comes to areas where you KNOW you're not making progress, chances are, you're likely keeping yourself small.
You know you want certain things in life, and you know, for the most part, what it takes to get there. At least, theoretically speaking. You know your job's holding you back from finding truly fulfilling work, or that you're tired of being single, or that you're sick of being overweight and out of shape. Why, then, are you still stuck?
It's not like you want to keep yourself small, but the truth is, there's a comfort in maintaining patterns that are safe and predictable. How many people do you know who stay in jobs that they hate, week after week, year after year? I know tons of people who do. I used to be one of them. I was miserable, stuck in cubicles, doing the most boring work imaginable, but I stayed because these jobs were safe. They provided a steady paycheck and health insurance. I talk to people all the time who are in situations like I was, and I know it takes a lot of energy to break out of powerful cycles like that. But it is absolutely possible.
Sometimes you keep yourself small because you want to fit in. It's hard to go against the grain and forge your own path without guarantee of success. It's lonely, and chances are, you're not going to get the support you need right away. In fact, this is such a strong factor in many people's lives that they don't even get the idea to do something different than those around them. It doesn't even cross their minds, that they might like competing in triathlons, or that they may prefer living in a co-op housing situation rather than a studio apartment, or that they might actually fall in love with someone from a different ethnic background than their own. They keep themselves small because it's predictable, and they know

what to expect, and how to fit in with and belong to those around them. There's a lot to be said for predictability but staying small tends to close and lock the door to a lot of potential opportunities.
If you suspect that you're keeping yourself small, you probably are. The easiest way to start breaking out of self-sabotaging habits and patterns is to recognize them, and then think about where the root of the problem is. Are you holding onto extra weight simply because you've become used to it, and you don't think you have what it takes to transform your body, so why bother trying? Are you staying at your current job because you're afraid of change? Are you resisting getting back onto the dating scene because you're worried about being hurt or rejected? Are you letting your fears dictate how you're living your life? This is nothing short of being held hostage by false evidence appearing to be real (aka Fear).
Once you get to the root of the problem, find the easiest thing you can do now to start making changes. Can you get out more? Should you read new magazines or books, or take new classes so you can expose yourself to new ideas and new thoughts, and make new friends? Do you need to shift your mindset, to change your way of thinking, and to be open to taking more risks? Playing it safe is very practical, but at what point are you going to let being safe shut you off from excitement, joy, life, love, and fun?
It's good to think things over and let new concepts become more comfortable and familiar before you jump in and act. Stay in your comfort zone but extend the boundaries a little bit. The more you start expanding your activities and your consciousness, the easier it becomes to take bigger risks, and then to shift your life by leaps and bounds. My website offers a variety of free download meditations to jump start your inner wisdom and excite your pallet of colors to expand who you are in this world. Be my guest.
www.TimeToRenewCoaching.com

Speaking of expanding your world and possibly getting some clarity on your next best steps, I invite you to indulge yourself in this exercise to open your creative space to some humbling truths and expand your authenticity a couple of degrees to the right.







Exercise: What I Want and Why I Can't Have It


Take a moment to focus on what you want. Next, start a list that's divided into two columns. Label the header of one column, WHAT I WANT. Label the header of the column next to that, WHY I CAN'T HAVE IT. And then fill it out. In the first column, WHAT I WANT, you'll be writing down things and experiences you'd like to have for yourself. In the second column, you'll be identifying the things that are standing in the way of that happening, whether they be other people, your social status, your fear of the unknown, where you live, how much (or little) money you have, health problems, or basic lack of time.
Be brutally honest with yourself. If something in the WHAT I WANT column is, for example, "To be self-employed" and the WHY I CAN'T HAVE IT reason is that you're too afraid to go out on your own, and you'd rather be safe in your 9 to 5 job, because you know what to expect, write that down. If WHAT I WANT is a boyfriend, and WHY I CAN'T HAVE IT is that you rarely go out, and even if you did, you wouldn't even know where to go to meet eligible men, write that down. Your authenticity will change the way you feel about the possibilities of your desires.

Exercise: If I could choose to be someone else, I'd be...


Next, write a new list with the header "IF I COULD CHOOSE TO BE SOMEONE ELSE, I'D BE. . ."
And then go with it. For instance, "I'd be bold and fabulous. . .I'd drive a motorcycle. Or I'd be a blonde. Or, I'd dance. I'd laugh out loud. I'd be POWERFUL. I'd never let other people boss me around. I'd do my own thing more. I'd start saying NO. I'd start saying YES! I'd live in the Cote d'Azur. I would own my own island. I'd be on television. I'd date all kinds of fun and exciting people, etc. Just go with it -- even if you're not the bold or fabulous type, just try that energy on for a minute and see what you and your life would be like.
More importantly, how do you feel when you use your imagination in this way. Take notice of how you feel in your body.
And don’t forget to befriend your ego and name this innate character so he or she can help, not hinder, your progress.


“When we are carrying the burden of our unprocessed pain. Sooner or later, it will
inconvenience us.”	Debbie Mechley



Helping Erase Spiritual Pain with Spiritual Self-Care (go somewhere with hospice story) ????

Spiritual self-care involves assisting in the fulfillment of these needs.
· Having time to think and be quiet with yourself, hearing your inner voice.
· Finding a sense of hope and comfort.
· Being able to deal with unresolved issues with a way forward.
· Having the time and space to prepare for death, even when you are not ill.
· Talking about your feelings without being judged by another or yourself.
· Speaking about important relationships.
In addition, spiritual self-care includes nurturing happiness.
You might want to do something practical to make life feel meaningful and bring focus and structure into your day. It doesn’t matter how simple it is, as long as it means something to you. This might be a prayer or a religious service or it could be things like:
· making a list of values and beliefs that are important to you and why, and
thinking of times when you’ve lived by these
· making a list of things you enjoy doing – even if you don’t feel up to them
now, just writing them down and remembering happy times might help
· writing in a diary about what you’re thinking or feeling (you don’t have to
share this with anyone)
· trying a recognized technique, like a relaxation, meditation or visualization
· doing something for someone else, if you feel up to it – often doing small things can be really valuable and some people find that helping others improves their self-esteem



























The following dialogue will invite you to do a deeper dive into your own pool of clarity. When we become clear on what it is that we desire, then there is no, ‘I can’t have it.’ Associated Visualization, (when you are interconnected, engaged in the visual) and Disassociated Visualization (when you are the observer, standing outside of yourself watching the visual) are very powerful exercises to have in your tool box. Allow me to outline the following scenarios that are familiar and will entice you to envision your own dreams in real time.

“I don’t want to be at the mercy of my emotions. I want to use them, to enjoy them, and to dominate them.” ― Oscar Wilde







[bookmark: Visualization Secrets: The Power of Deta]Visualization Secrets: The Power of Details and Emotions


Many people are already aware of the potential power of visualization. But most
of us can’t make this potential a reality.
Like Anthony, who has been reading a lot about self-help and the Law of Attraction and Manifesting his dreams into his reality.
He likes the idea of visualization and he told himself he’ll make a habit out of it.
This would be a great habit, right…
So, he wakes up in the morning and he imagines his life in the future. He spends 3 to 5 minutes seeing himself successful, wealthy, healthy and happy.
He does this consistently. He doesn’t want to miss a day because he thinks it’ll go
bad if he did. So, every day upon waking up, he sits and imagines.
Everything looks fine, but Anthony knows something is wrong. Because even after
doing this every single day for almost 4 months now…
It doesn’t seem like anything in his life is improving! It’s not bad but things seem to remain the same status quo.
Anthony wonders why…
Do you know why? Now meet Doris.

Like Anthony, Doris reads a lot about self-help and the Law of Attraction and how to manifest her dreams.
She also visualizes, but not as much as Anthony does. It’s not a routine for her. It’s
just something she does when she feels like it.
She sits in a comfortable position. She takes her time to clear her mind. She makes connection with peace, serenity, love, and harmony in spirit.
And then she goes imagining and she does this with a smile on her face.
She sees herself in a great outfit with the specific color of that dress, working as a VP in a company that she likes…
Holding a white envelope with important papers and documents inside, neatly
arranged…
She’s presenting something in front of the company executives, and she sees exactly how the room looks like.
She sees the company executives listening to her and paying attention to what she’s saying. She feels the impact and the empowering sense of self-worth that this scene offers her.
Flash forward in her imagination, she’s now driving home, riding in her dream
car…
She knows exactly what the brand is, what the model is, the year it was released. She knows how it looks like inside, how it looks like outside. She knows how it smells, how it sounds and how it feels to be held by the driver’s seat.
She feels the steering wheel in her hands. She steps on the accelerator, feeling the engine rev up as she does this.
She loves the feeling of shifting smoothly between gears, being in control. As her sleek, shiny car picks up the pace, so does her heart rate. The balmy wind catches her hair and she can feel the sunlight.
She’s moving at an impressive speed now, but she’s still in control with both
hands on the wheel and eyes forward.
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Arriving home, she sees herself parking in her garage. She knows what her dream house looks like and she’s imagining how she’s parking her car in the garage of this home.
Her husband greets her happily. Her kids come to her with a hug. She feels the warm, loving atmosphere of her home. She knows what it’s like to have a wonderful, loving, harmonious family consisting of beautiful people.
And so, on and so forth. Did you feel that too?
It’s so detailed and it’s so heartfelt. It’s almost as if it doesn’t need to happen
anymore because Doris lived it already!
And oh, by the way, Doris isn’t married yet. She left out some details regarding her husband in her visualization because she’s open to the surprises of the Universe. Yeah Doris!
As the weeks go by, Doris notices several little life improvements which add up
over time. She feels she’s on the right path because she knows how it feels.
Because in her heart and mind, she’s been there before. People seem to show up in her life that open doors to her dream life.
And soon enough, I know she’ll meet the guy of her dreams.
It may not be exactly as the way she imagines him to be, but her gratitude will extend towards the Universe, nonetheless. The Universe knows better anyway.
Anthony’s visualization is so vague compared to Doris’s. Anthony did it every day for the sake of doing it every day. For the sake of having this new habit.
And even if Doris did not do it regularly, she enjoys doing it because she does it for the sake of feeling how it feels and seeing herself living the life of her dreams.
While it’s good to make it a habit, it’s better to do it mindfully with good intentions, not just to do it because it’s a habit.
Imagine how better it’ll be if Anthony did it like how Doris does it? I’m sure he’ll
attract his dream life much more quickly!

[bookmark: How Does It Work?]How Does It Work?
The Universe responds to energy.
Emotions are more charged with energy than just plain boring thoughts.
And details help you feel emotions when you’re visualizing. Therefore, details add
energy to the activity.
Here are some things to remember when you’re about to do your visualization
sessions:
Before visualizing, state your intentions. Why will you do it? How would you like it to be? Intend that you will feel as much as you can. And that you’ll be as specific and detailed.
And to have variety, so you don’t always visualize the same thing repeatedly— much like watching a movie repeatedly, here are some starting points to help you start your journey. Remember, eyes closed.
· Waking Up – See yourself waking up on your dream bed, what color is your bed and pillows? How comfortable does it feel? Try to feel the sheet touching your skin. Try to feel the cool air of the room. What time is it?
Personally, I think it’s easier to visualize when the only star in the film is yourself, especially if you’re still starting out. But if you can…
Who are you with? When you look right or left, who is that person who slept with you? If you’re not sure who he or she is, you can refer to them as your “dream partner.”
If you can’t quite paint that picture yet, don’t stress about it. The Universe can fill
in those gaps and give you the best.
Like Doris, just do what you can and add as many details as you can. At the same time, keep yourself open to the surprises of the Universe.
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After bed, what do you do? If you want to brush your teeth, how does your bathroom look? How does it feel to brush your teeth?
Basically, write a script on what you love to do after waking up. Do you meditate?
Do you have a room specifically designed for meditation? How does it feel
meditating when you’re already living the dream? Go as deep as you can.
After doing your morning routine in your own film, what do you do next? The rest is up to you. Just remember two things: details and emotions. (aka feelings)
At Your Dream Job – See how Doris started her session above?
What are you wearing? Where are you? What company do you work for?
What is your job description? What are the specific tasks and responsibilities you take ownership of?
How do you add value to your team? How do your contributions make you the superstar at the office?
Imagine connecting with the people at work.
Picture yourself working with them, laughing with them, lifting each other up.
Imagine being in a healthy, dynamic environment where you can thrive and move with excellence, rather than perfection.
How do you inspire your colleagues? How do you lift them up and empower them to propel the company to even greater heights?
The Universe is willing to open the floodgates of abundance, so don’t limit
yourself to things that are physically existing right now.
What is yet to exist physically, already exists in the Mind of the Universe. You might be the one to start the company, who knows? The possibilities are without limits here.
Again, what time is it? Is it almost lunchtime or late afternoon? Are you almost done for the day and ready to go home?

What car would you drive on the way home? Or maybe you plan to commute so
you won’t contribute to the traffic. This is your dream. You decide.
The point is to be as detailed as possible and focus on how awesome feels. Reach
the point where you let go of the desire to make it happen because it’s as if you’ve almost lived it.
That’s when the magic of manifestation truly happens. It will be almost
automatic! You are actually magnetizing what you desire into your life.
And remember the disclaimer: some details are better left to the Universe’s
decision. Your car in the future might not physically exist yet, so you can’t be as
precise as you would if you really know the car.
But try to give as much details as possible, while still being open to surprises. Here are some more starting points:
· After work
· Before sleeping
· A meeting at work
· In your dream car
· Walking around your dream house
· Walking around your dream office
· Doing what you love
[bookmark: Wrapping It Up]Wrapping It Up
Here are some points to remember so you can visualize effectively like Doris:
Be detailed, but open to surprises. Feel the dream. Your feelings are most important. They are your vibration.
Relax before you begin your session. State your intentions.
Be grateful after your session as you know it is done by the Universe.
Experience everything, use all your senses. How does your back feel when you sit in your dream car? What’s the texture of the flooring of your dream house? How do you feel in your dreamy healthy body?

And if you can do it regularly, without losing the thrill and the excitement of it, then do it.
I promise you if you do it like this, it’ll be a calming, blissful, fun, and relaxing
experience.
Those benefits themselves are worth the time to visualize. Not to mention the manifestation power of the activity.


“The things that excite you, give you god bumps-are not random. They are your truth and connected to your purpose, meaning and passion. Move toward them, now!”	- Debbie Mechley -











Composting the “Little Deaths”
An example of little deaths along our road of experiences can be the relationships that end by our own doing or by the doing of another. These can be almost anything. They are comprised of our changing careers, empty nesting, losing weight, letting go of ideas and ideals, elections, and the literal physical deaths in our lives.
Everything around us is dying all the time. Think about it. The last conversation you had, no matter how intriguing is gone, dead, never to be duplicated in the same way. We have relationships that die from our physical sight, symbolically and literally. The things in our lives are just that, things and subject to alterations at any given moment. They are a compost of dying experiences, just a bunch of
little deaths along the road of our existence, yet we don’t see them as a form of

death and we hold on to them, even the memories of unsettled conversations, sometimes as though our lives depended on gripping them tightly. What is really happening here is these dead experiences have their grip on us and we have agreed to this.
It’s amazing to me that we have any room at all left for creating. The beautiful truth is, there is plenty of room for transformation in all areas and in all aspects of our lives. When we are overwhelmed with life, present and the past, we cannot see beyond our noses as my mother would say. But what happens when we
become the ‘observer of our own lives?’ We see things in a innovative way. We have a new perspective or a shift in our viewpoint. When we come from this vantage point, everything in our lives can become freed up for movement.

When we are inside ourselves too much of the time, we can’t see a way out of the muck. The muck is grey and heavy, and our thoughts become darker with each waking moment. Some may call this depression however; this happens to all of us throughout our lives. Some may refer to it as the ‘Dark Night of the Soul’, and I prefer this. I personally know when I am entering the dark night of the soul and I have learned to use this time to be truly introspective, to do a deep dive into myself and my annexed whatever may be stirring the pot of my soul-self. What I have learned from this experience is that the coming out, coming back into the light, is the sweetest of confections and the growth it offers is expanding and
evolving my very soul itself. It’s kind of like doing sit ups. You just hate to get down on the floor and do the sit up, but the way you feel about yourself after the pesky deed is done, is worth it. Knowing how you will feel afterwards is the key to moving in and through the soul’s time of darkness. She’s simply paving the way for your insights, breakthroughs, and moments of awe. Now, depression, clinical depression, is real and is not always a simple fix, those broken piece. Personally, I do not believe that we are broken, bruised to the bone at times, but not broken. I believe that when introspection; the dark night of the soul approaches, it is often mistaken for depression and therefore, an opening for creative expansion is missed. I once saw this posting: If you rearrange the letters in Depression, you will get ‘I pressed on’, meaning your current situation is NOT your destination.

When you spend more time in the light and the feelings that come with being there, your vibration is heightened, and you find yourself knocking on this door much more often than not. A higher vibration in the body creates a higher frequency and you become a magnet for more of this good stuff. The dark night of the soul visits less and less frequently. Every visit is another little death to add to the compost of dying experiences, never to be in your presence again, mind, body or imagination.
Sometimes we want that thing, that dark soul relationship to just go away. Maybe it's not even a person, non-tangible and forever gnawing at us. Our minds are always in movement. Our ego self is always looking for a problem and not necessarily so that it can solve it. Our ego self is just taking up our precious time often with nothingness. You might say, it’s an illusion, much the same as fear, being false evidence appearing real.


I am reminded of Ann’s story and how she ‘wanted’ to lose weight. She felt that the lack of intimacy in her marriage was because she had added a significant amount of weight to her body. In her words, she explained, “I got fat and he doesn’t touch me or make love to me because I’m fat.” I was certain that Ann was not alone with her predicament, and I had experienced this with other clients in the past.
So, we worked together as I positioned her to move though my Transformational Expressions Program. My intention is always to create a space for my clients to become the heroes of their own lives. The challenging work is not so much the change in lifestyle through healthy eating and body movement, but rewiring the old stories, behavior patterns and beliefs about the self, some of which have been handed down for generations. The brain is an amazing conundrum and as I have said before, the ego is always looking for the problem to remain. If the problem remains, in this case, you may believe it to be excess weight, but this may just be a camouflage, a way to protect Ann from the real truth. Stay with me and I will explain.

Ann continues to make the behavior changes, following the program and not
without resistance from her ‘Critter Brain.’ The techniques used are powerful and effective and Ann begins to dissolve the weight from her body. Now what’s different this time is Ann was always trying to lose weight. Well, the ego brain wants to protect us from loss and anything new that ‘feels different,’ in this case weight loss. The ego self (aka Critter Brain) does not want to experience loss so fight or flight kicks in and the critter brain wants to find the weight again. Bingo, the reason that 92% of people gain their ‘lost body fat’ back again within the first year. So, in my programs, we talk about dissolving body fat into something more soothing like love and send it off into the universe to someone who needs more of that, love. One might say that is a bit fluffy, but don’t shoot the messenger when it works, right. It’s a new perspective with a new result and the critter brain or ego self has jumped in and come along for this ride.
So, here’s where the truth unfolds. Ann is looking pretty darn good, feeling great and her energy level is consistently up. Ann confides in me that despite getting this new body and healthy lifestyle change, she says, “crazy as it seems I think I miss my old self.” As we talk about this, it is very clear that what she misses is reassurance of thinking, not really knowing but thinking that her husband’s distance to her was directly related to her being overweight. I saw the sabotage coming from a mile away, in fact, I knew this obnoxious beast would show its face at this point, from the day that Ann became my client. It’s a common story, a pattern that we all share at one point or another in our lives.
You see, Ann had lost 40 pounds. She looked great and felt great in most ways. The sabotage was creeping in, in an unexpected way to her. Her critter brain was encouraging her to get back on the couch with that ice cream and that bag of chips, right. Both chips and ice cream. Ann was uncovering the real truth about her marriage and the critter brain knows that this will be more change for Ann and that’s not going to go well. What does the critter brain do for us? That’s right, she protects us from the grizzly bear and in this case the truth.
Ann’s husband, even though she had dissolved this weight and looked great, was
still not interested in making love to her. The intimacy was just not a reality any

longer. Ann’s partner had fallen out of love with her, and this was the truth she came to realize about the weight. If Ann kept the extra body fat on her body, she could protect herself from rejection should she ask to be touched and be refused, she could attribute it to the weight and not a loss of love itself. Her body fat was actually her protector, her friend as miserable as she was sharing her life with it.
Her ego self-had convinced her that if she remained overweight, this was the reason her husband wasn’t attracted to her and she knew that when she was really committed, she could just drop the extra pounds. However, her higher self knew the truth as well and, in this case, the unfolding was that Ann committed to dissolving the excess weight and facing the truth about her relationship, not only leaving and freeing herself from this loveless marriage but she became a whole new person from the inside out. She was adding this experience to the compost of dying and dead experiences all along, she was just not aware at the time.
Ann’s critter brain was trying to protect her or so it thinks it is doing all the time. Creating a healthy relationship with our ego self or critter brain, could possibly be the most important relationship in our lives. This opens the door to a more enlightened relationship with the divine as well. Finding your way into the driver’s seat while finding synergy with this innate part of ourselves is a key component to enhancing our relationship with the divine. Our ego self, is the part of us that up until now, has been running the show in our humanness. You can take charge without her feeling the impact of that. You can take control without her knowing you have taken control and sooth her and calm her down. She simply wants to be heard and she can be heard and still be sitting in the passenger seat alongside of you. Think about it, your ego as your soul’s mate. What a concept!


When Ann embraced her essence, her true self, she realized that she could have it all. She could keep her new body and all the health benefits that were now being expressed through her and find love, with someone else. She divorced and created a new movement in her life through her own authenticity. We continued to work together as she started her own business and created joyful abundance in

all areas of her life. Ann found a new healthy love and an authentic relationship with herself, which translates into happiness.


The Ultimate Question
So, what is your relationship to these Mainstays of being yourself? This is the ultimate question. Who do you wish to show up as on the other side of what you may see as despair, and what are you willing to sacrifice, or hold as sacred during these times? Why do some people move through this more smoothly than others do?
For myself, I know when it’s coming. It always comes in coldest of winter. I picture myself as a bear going into the cave I call introspection, knowing that while I’m in there, I’m doing a deep dive, not sleeping, but reaching into my inner wisdom and there is where I find my creative pulse. I intentionally use this time to create and bring my wisdom to life. This book was written during the dark night of the soul, and I find comfort in proclaiming that it is not of the darkness, but it brings light and that little word hope, for those who desire more of that in this life.


As I sit and glance out the window on this subzero February morning, I am reminded of my own journey that has led me to these pages that you are reading right now. I sit in wonderment as I contemplate time and space. I feel as though I have experienced so many things in my life, what feels like a brief amount of time, yet there is so much I have yet to do. The age-old question sporadically enters my thoughts about the essence of time and the illusion of it as well. This I have found to be another duality in our human experience, this illusion of time.
As I have said before, our lives are like a spectacular play and we are all in a performance, embracing our own role on the stage of life. The play has three Acts, one unfolding into the next, as a well written script. The first Act may be our birth and the experiences that lead into our thirties. Act two, aspires to our thirties and beyond, with careers ebbing and flowing and making babies, raising

them to play their own roles in the play called life. We send them on their way opening the empty nest door and merging our story into the Third Act. This can be a very exciting time, a time to take notice of what you have accomplished in this life as well as a time to acknowledge any scenes in the first two Acts that may have caused you pain and or regret. This is where you will find the power in the pause and a front row seat to your own reenactment. This ticket is free of charge and worth every moment that allows you to feel your story. Your feelings are the language of your soul, and they are always speaking to you.
The Third Act for me will be the most impactful Act of my life’s play. It must be the best act of all. This Act will feature a life free of regrets and a birthing plan for my end of life. They belong together. When regret free living and an end-of-life birthing plan hold hands, the result is inner peace and true happiness.
When I was a child, my father would talk about his funeral in jest. He said that he wanted The Yellow Rose of Texas, his favorite song, played and that those in attendance should dance in the isles. I heard this request for so many years that it seemed to be a natural thought. I was twenty-two when my father made his transition, and the eldest of four siblings. I had the music on cassette tape and a boom box to carry the tune. I know, I’m seriously dating myself here. It was my intention to honor my father’s wishes and so with a brief explanation to the crowd, my siblings and I played the Yellow Rose of Texas and danced in the aisles. As you can imagine, this was quite unorthodox for 1982, and the looks and stares we were getting were uncomfortable, especially for my younger siblings. I recall being a bit perturbed with those sitting by, so I turned the volume up on the music. And then something unexpected happened. One by one, those sitting, began to stand. There was a couple that began to square dance and I burst into a tearful laughter. As I mentioned earlier, this was thirty-seven years ago, and folks were very set in the traditional ways of grieving and honoring the dead; a celebration of life was a thing of the future at that time.
I tell you this to impress upon you that human beings want to be heard and honored and we desire to honor in return. Our times have changed and the viewpoint on dying, and death has expanded. This is a critical change that will

have an impact on our generations to come, in the best of ways. Create your stage your way. I am referring to your end-of-life stage. This opens the gateway to courageous conversations and an opportunity to change the face of time by expressing yourself and expecting to be understood by having your wishes honored.
This stage becomes the gift of a death done well. When you leave no stone unturned, you live out your aliveness free of regrets. Find closure through the releasing of old worn-out stories long before you are dying. This is the secret sauce to Regret Free Living. There is No Charge. What will it cost you and those you love if you do not make this move? Your living depends on it. Your dying depends on it even more. Give yourself and those in your world, the gift of a death done well. For those of us entering the Third Act, there is no time like the present to express ourselves in every way, on every level that allows self-fulness to be expressed through you as selflessness. Trust your life, all of it, and open yourself to embody your freedom at last. Now this is a legacy to be remembered.
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Chapter Nineteen
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What would it be like to just trust what comes up in your life? Any and all of it. Trust what has happened in the past, what is happening right now, and what is to reveal itself your future.
What would it be like to watch the evening news and have a part of you know that all this confusion is taking us some place that we can connect with? It is possible to trust on this level, in fact, it is not only possible, but also the most powerful way for us to travel through this human experience. It is the foundation for how we evolve here. After all, isn’t it just checking in with Spirit, perhaps our higher and best self, with that source that feeds us and reminds us of our greatness of our own divinity?
Trust isn’t about always liking what is happening. And it’s not about lying down
on the side of the road and allowing life and its experiences to run you
over. Instead, trust is full engagement with life as it is right now. To trust life allows you to dance with it passionately, lovingly and joyously and to see it in color and then capture it. Trust is connected to your innate intuition, your gut wisdom and feel that in your body and then trust what you feel in your bones. I have a wonderful friend who encouraged me to embrace Trust in my dimmest hour and move through all that was showing its face. Thank you, Susan, for holding that space for me. The word trust has become a cornerstone and a guidepost in my life and in fact, the premise of my coaching practice is centered in trusting oneself.
To trust life allows you to let go of all the should a would a could a conversations and connect with life in its newness every moment. When you trust what’s showing up, no matter what you intend to do or how you plan to be with it, you can find yourself in the moment, being present and listening to your inner guidance.

Trusting life allows you to respond rather than react, so that your reactions don’t add to the heartache and the confusion. I witness this everyday as I watch the banter of ‘self-expression’ on social media. I understand that we all desire to be heard, but what would happen if all the opinions and mindless and mindful venting were to stop? I mean really. Think of the shift in energy from our neighborhoods to our communities worldwide. They would instead become a place of healing, a place of love, allowing us to tap into that great river of creativity that has been unfolding with and for us forever, for everything stems from this place of trust.
This trust allows us to become fully engaged in life no matter what is happening within and without, so you might find a space in peace here. I can tell you truly that everything looks and more importantly feels so different from this vantage point. This has changed the outcome of some very difficult and yes, painful experiences in my life. There is such wisdom in this knowing, in this allowing because the way we do one thing is the way we do everything. Change one thing and everything shifts including our consciousness.
We are here exploring how we can live our lives from a place that empowers us, without power over us. Living our lives from a place that engages us in a shift from reacting to life to responding to it. This changes our experience and thus changes our lives. It just changes everything, shifting our perception. This in turn alters our experience. It feels like taking a big breath of fresh life.
Life wants us to become conscious human beings giving us the experiences we need, enabling us to grow to our maturity, allowing us to emerge into moments of awe. We’ve all had them. Even if we’ve forgotten them, we have stored them in this very elite part of our being. I call this place the Velvet Room, where my highest-and-best-self resides, always awaiting my arrival whether spontaneous or intentional. All my aha moments and my insights are stored gently here. The door is cracked just enough to allow the light of me to find its way wherever it is needed in this world. Our light is so incredibly intense that we could not open the door to its capacity for the world couldn’t take it all in at one time. Nor could you. Our breakthroughs can be deliberate and gentle at the same time.

This is a time of break- through. As in all births there is a period of pain, there is time of labor, a time to reach the depths, to the core of our being and rise up to living the life of our birthright, true abundance. This is Spiritual Liberation. This is freedom in the humanness that we possess.
There is only One True Mind. However, in our humanness, we move from one kind of mind to another, back and forth we go. We exist in a dualistic mind game. I will speak more about this in my next writings about “The Inner Dialogue”, a technique I use with my coaching clients.
I believe that we are moving away from I am right, and you are wrong. Moving from the kind of mind that says I am better than you because of the color of my skin, because I am a man and you are a woman or that says you are better than me because I am poor, or I am illiterate. We are moving from the kind of mind that creates war within our relationships and in our world. It is inevitable and this shift has been in motion for some time now. Given the political circumstances we are living in now, I am certain that you have felt it within your own personal world. People are reaching and stretching toward something more holistic and gentler. People are looking for hope. Hope with a more tangible meaning. Simply said, we want to know that we are going to be okay.
I am not suggesting that we get rid of the dualistic mind for it has a place and purpose. We cannot, however, allow it to be in the driver’s seat any longer. We must learn how to use it to be of the mind that connects rather than controls and accepts rather than judges. We must be driving with the mind that makes decisions from our place of empowerment and our foundation of truth and trust.
We know what we know, now what will we do with this knowledge? We have a personal responsibility to move toward our own higher state of being and thinking. Then collectively we must move toward the mind that seeks peace among and for all. It’s not about being right anymore. It’s about doing and being the highest and best thing that feels the way right feels. You know what I’m talking about. Can you imagine what this would feel like, waking up to this every day? Is it possible? Is it? All things are possible. If the hurtful and the ugly states came into our existence, then so too will the peacefulness and wholeness find its

way back in with all of us taking steps toward this state of being. Some will be taking baby steps, some quantum leaps and some will take no steps at all. All of it is perfectly perfect.
The Laws of the Universe have always been available, but never more than now are we aware of what we can do by applying these laws. They are not secrets. There are no excuses and failure does not exist, only in the mind that separates you from the whole. I invite you to feel your Truth, you already know it. Feel it and stand with it and you will shine in this world as you never dreamed possible before. Connect with your vision of truth and soar. The world is waiting for you. You haven’t been lost, you have just been hiding, most of us have and there is no shame or blame in this. Often, you just don’t know what you don’t know. I would like to welcome you home.


“It’s not about being right anymore. It’s about doing and being the highest and best thing that feels the way right feels”.	Debbie Mechley





Navigating through a world addicted to fear.
So, looking around us, how do we move from where we are to where we want to be with all this fear in the gap between our destinations?	I ask you to open your mind to what is truth and what is just happening around you. Could you come to understand that there is an illusion playing out in front of you? There’s a movie of energetic thoughts and feeling being created, and you are either in it or watching, observing from the outside looking in. I have learned the power of the pause and the sustenance that comes from being the observer. The observer doesn’t judge; however, the point of view does offer some very real truths.
As an observer, I can see that some people are just where they are in their choice
to evolve in this lifetime. Now that’s not a judgement, that is a fact. Everyone is

choosing to play out their role in the film that’s now playing and some of those roles are that of the observers who find power in the pause button to catch their breaths and continue to hold a space of peace when others may choose to not pray for peace. I can imagine that we could press the fast forward button, but we will still have to find ourselves in the gap, moving toward a desired outcome. Does anyone no collectively what that desired outcome is?
Fear is truly an overwhelming problem in our culture. Fear is so commonplace that it seems necessary, normal and even in some situations a sign of true caring and responsibility. In fact, our society sees worrying about our kids as a sign of being a loving parent. Fear is such an accepted part of life that we even brag about it. Who has the most stress? Who has more to worry about? What’s fascinating is that we don’t see worry as fear, but it is the same thing, it is simply fear in a socially acceptable form. I know it sounds a bit crazy, but listen to the conversations around you, and yes, it is crazy to think that fear and worry are a part of our social highlight.
Aside from all of our personal fears such as raising our kids, finances,
relationships and being successful, we have the “big stuff” to worry over.
The news is full of daily reports of violence and yes, more fear. The government promises that invisible attacks could be possible, and the future of the economy is uncertain. The environment is also a cause for fear_ global warming, catastrophes, extinction of plants and animals, pollution in our air, water and
soil. And the president, well that could be one of the most frightening aspects of
our times right now. Why wouldn’t you be afraid?
The illusion that safety comes from being constantly informed of each detail has many of us addicted to CNN, FOX or whatever you fancy. It’s a bit like a scary mystery novel that you just can’t put down until you see how it ends.
But in real life (as we believe it to be) the story never ends; we never get to put the novel down. So therefore, following the news and reading the never-ending story becomes our life.

It is no accident that following the news has become our life. Advertisers, the media, politicians know that fear captivates us and motivates the audience to stay tuned for what’s next. Fear is addictive, and the policymakers of all organizations know it. In his book, Fear-proof Your Life, Joseph Baily says, “They are pushers of fear selling a product, and we have bought it wholesale.”
Furthermore, fear is the very core of all other addictions and negativity in our world. Fear is the cause of all war, greed, material and spiritual poverty, destruction of this planet, and inhumanity to our-selves and to one another. Fear is robbing all of us of our capacity for peace of mind, bodily and spiritual well- being.




Remembering who you are.
With all that said, let us remember who we are here. Let us rediscover the connection between the power in your own thoughts, that which comes from within and the illusion of the fear that we believe is taking place outside of us. I promise, when you take control and embrace your own wisdom, you will live in a new way. Talk about a shift in consciousness, this is simplicity and when you do this, you have an impact on the world. The ripple effect is certainly real. Your vibration not only has an impact on the people directly in your sphere of influence but well beyond what you can comprehend.
We are the creators of our own world. When we connect with our True –Self, our deeper intelligence, we realize that we are in the driver seat and that we are the thinker and the creator of those thoughts. We get this because our Expanded- Self is always in motion with and for us. This is a writer downer.
Our Expanded-Self, your higher self, is the You that is reminding you, that we have created fear and thus we can undo this creation. We are empowered with this realization. We can alleviate and conquer our fear by rediscovering who we really are. We are naturally of the state of well-being. We came here perfect, not

imperfect. Now wrap your head and your heart around this and do something exciting with it. I dare you to empower yourself to create your dream life into your reality with no regrets. Your true well-being is begging you for this. Fear, is it friend or foe? This brings us to a meeting of the minds. The intelligent mind of our True-Self or our small ego self, remember, the Critter Brain.
When the emotion of fear is rooted in the True-Self, fear is acting in the service of our survival and well-being. It is a signal from Universal Intelligence to help guide us to safety and harmony.
When the emotion of fear stems from ego, it is self-destructive and creates disharmony within our bodies, and between ourselves in this human experience. When properly understood, fear is a Divine tool. As a Divine tool, fear has another purpose: to let us know when we are moving away from the wisdom and safety of our True-Selves and the embrace of the Divine, into the
imbalance of the separate state of ego but not separate from us. This is simply a state of being, it’s a choice. Again, this is known as suffering.
Accepting fear as a guidance system is certainly not a new concept. The voice of our True Self is there to guide us back to sanity, peace of mind and clarity of thinking. It is there to give us insights that make our life’s journey much more effortless as we travel the path to our Divine living. We are a part of the Divine always. No destiny involved here. Stay with me and play this out.
So, if we see fear for what its true purpose is---to wake us up to the need to listen within, then we can use fear as a guidance system to get ourselves back on track, not only for our sake, but for our children’s sake as well as the collective consciousness of our planet. So, you see, we all have a hand in the outcomes, maybe more than we had realized. You have no choice when it comes to taking responsibility, because you will impact the world one way or the other. Which one will you choose? The truth being you are always impacting the world.
You can look within and consciously choose to see your Divine point of view. Making choices from your wise and True Self is the secret to living a

fearless life. It is also the secret to living a happy and successful life known as joyful abundance.
“You have no choice when it comes to taking responsibility, doing or not doing, because your choice will impact the world one way or the other.” Debbie Mechley




A view through rose-colored glasses.
How do you view the movies, the stories, the chapters in your life?	Do you come from a why me and how can I fix it state or from a place of curiosity?	Do you believe that ‘stuff’ happens to you, or do you believe that life is happening through you? Do you ask yourself, what is the message in this situation that I can absorb and embrace? How can I be an expression of my higher self through this experience? Do you react or do you respond?
These are simple but very powerful questions to ponder. They are simple yet profound questions of the Soul. How is your Soul speaking through you? Can you hear the song of your soul? Will you push it away or will you invite the song in and listen to the still small voice that has something for only you?
We all have many of the same and similar stories; they just show up at different addresses. And don’t they seem all too familiar at times? My god, how many times are we going to arrive at the same crossroads, asking the same questions and feeling the persistence of our own resistance?
We have this graceful gift called ‘free will’ and our soul judges not how we choose to use it. Now there is a moment of simple truth. There is no judgment, just an opportunity to grow, to evolve yourself no matter what you choose, you will grow, this is inevitable. There are no wrong choices; you will find more painful growth however, with some choices and you may find yourself coming right back to the square and choosing the latter and moving forward from this

place. Think about it. Every choice, every experience offers growth and evolution in this human experience or this human condition. Recall the difference?
Why do we have the ‘feeling’ that we have been here and done this
before? Could it be because we have? I believe, and thank God I am not alone, that our soul is on a journey of eternity. We are here to evolve our soul on its journey through timelessness. It is no secret that we are spiritual beings engaged in this human experience. But why? Could it be to connect with our Higher Self, our Source, Spirit and through this experience, we elevate our Soul towards the highest levels of divine consciousness. I like this option more than any other I could possibly muse and I choose to give power to it. You see, that’s how it happens. We give power to the very things that we are resisting and therefore, those thoughts and feelings never seem to leave our lives. They just keep nagging us along and tugging until we see that we are the culprit, we see that we are in our own way and then, we make a more empowering choice.
Now more than ever, I believe that we are in a time that is asking us to open our eyes, wake up and see beauty in the possibility of what has come to pass, that which we have created. Could you possibly get excited about the perception of this? It has been said by some who loved me dearly, that I see the world through a pair of rose-colored glasses. Some have said that this perception may be
naive. Yes, of course I disagreed and kept my glasses on. They may have become a bit foggy at times, but I find inspiration in the color rose as opposed to the neutralism of muddy grey.
I would rather stand in the color, aroma and beauty of the flowers than be stuck in the cloudy, muddy puddles of limitation. Could you possibly get excited about the world and its affairs today? What do you SEE if you step out of a world addicted to fear and put those rose-colored glasses on? More importantly, how do you feel? Remembering, the universe is always for us. Sometimes it just shows up in drag. What if you looked at everyone in drag? Could you find the humor, and could you see something quite different and or transformative? Absolutely you would.

I had an acquaintance many years ago, a Drag Queen. His name was Madame Cleo, and he would transform his world on that stage. He said the feeling of entertaining and transforming into believable characters was unflinchingly delicious. I was mesmerized by how he was completely immersed in the feeling of his character and how empowering this was for him. He was a remarkable artist. Madame Cleo died at an early age and left his artistic expression behind. He did, however say, “Make no mistake, I did it my way.”
I see an opportunity to place myself in the eye of the storm, listen and trust that still small voice that says the same thing to each of us. “You are all made of the same great stuff.” Raise your consciousness and give it away, again and again and again. The possibilities for truly dancing to life’s joyous jigs are endless. There is a great presence that we are all connected to, the great mystery, the Divine, the great I AM.
We are all here exactly as we have placed ourselves and perfectly so. How will you walk in this world now? How will you talk? What will you choose to
see? How might you choose to be? I invite you to view the world from the mountain top and see beyond the illusions of limitation to the sea of tranquility right here on earth. This is the truth of our existence. This is the Home that we have never left. As Jesus said, “Heaven is within. Heaven is here in earth.” We can create a heaven for ourselves while here on earth or we can choose to create a hell. Either way, we are in the driver’s seat.
Our future is a product of the way we live our lives in the present moment for even a small kernel of hope in the present is enough to lay the groundwork for us to see our dreams come to fruition. Having a positive view and seeing the abundance that surrounds us fills our present not only with a sense of satisfaction but also with the joy that comes from being content with what we have. The future then becomes an extension of where we are right now instead of something separate from us. By recognizing the treasures that are present in your life of today, you set the path for creating an even greater bounty for your dreams of tomorrow.

Opening our minds to the limitless possibilities for learning in every experience helps us engage with life in a conscious and powerful way. We often forget that life itself is an ongoing process of learning and growth. By choosing to open our minds to the flow of knowledge, insight, and experience that crosses our paths each day, we begin to awaken to the deeper experience of living consciously. As we focus on each moment with an effort to absorb knowledge, we feel more alert and in tune with our surroundings, and we consistently add to our own level of personal development. Our lives then become richer and more meaningful, and we engage with life on a profound level, simply said, we live inside of our passion. Quenching your thirst for knowledge is as simple as immersing yourself in the learning experiences you encounter every day. That’s where the richness lies. And most of the time, it’s free of charge.


We ensure that the paths we traverse in life are uniquely ours when we make a conscious effort to follow the dictates of our hearts rather than the dictates of social conformity. Though many aspects of our lives require us to follow exact procedures, there are few pinnacles of achievement that cannot be reached in a multitude of ways. When our choices embody our values instead of the values we have been taught to accept, we come one step closer to achieving personal fulfillment. We also understand the route we walk because it was created out of the rudiments of our convictions. Though others may choose to follow us, we are the pioneers of our own individual journeys. When your persistence is your guide, you will find it easy to make choices that reflect your core values and unique ambitions. You will become the hero of your own life.
Making choices that reflect our core values brings about a lightness of being and a true sense of freedom. The words and the beliefs within this dialogue give way to who I am. There was a time when I suppressed my own truth to fit in with friends and family. The truth being-that does not work for anyone. When we accept the song of our soul and dance with the life that awaits the waltz within us, then, and only then, can we transform ourselves, giving way to share our transformation with others and with the world.

Let our Intention be to delve deeply into our personal intra-spiritual philosophy of guidance and discernment so that we may become more fully present and capable of clear, compassionate, and concise action in this world.
I invite you to place the rose-colored glasses on your view and know that you will miss nothing and See everything. It is your divine time to arrive.


“The possibilities for truly dancing to life’s joyous jigs are endless.”  Debbie Mechley





Bringing on Spiritual Consciousness.
It should not be a surprise to you that higher states of consciousness carry much more power to change reality than do the lower vibrations or states of consciousness. I have discussed this throughout this dialogue and will continue to remind you of your role in choosing to vibrate a little higher frequency than you are. The higher you reach, the more affect your consciousness has on resolving problems and creating a better life for yourself and humanity. Spiritual practices not only lead to more expanded states of being, but they also lead to inner qualities of happiness, peace and real joy. To seek joy from within is a creativity which aligns you and brings you in tune with the flow of eternal joy which has always resided there. It awaits you to connect with it, feel it and give it away in your expression. I invite you to give it away, again and again, like in the movie Pay It Forward. Pay joyful abundance forward and reap the reward of more joyful abundance.
We live in a time where our lives are busy, and this world is calling us into action with urgency-extreme urgency. We need a practical way to move into spiritual consciousness quickly and effectively. Empowering your heart centered level of consciousness can help you move quickly through the gateway of the heart and into the realms of spiritual consciousness. I know, it sounds a bit lofty but much of

my writing is channeled by my Divine Council and they are on fire. What I am saying is change begins at home, with each one of us. I don’t pretend to have a big elaborate leap of faith to make a difference in this world. I do know that the leap of faith begins with me. I must love myself enough to turn up my own dial, my own frequency and the rest will simply unfold.
As I transform my own life in small simple yet beautiful ways, the healthy vibrant energy that I send out will be felt, without a doubt. So, I am transforming myself with the intention that I can transform the world. I am, after all, an intricate piece of the puzzle of this world and anything I do, positive or otherwise, will affect the foundation of the puzzle we call our world. I once wrote a poem called My Inward Journey saying, like you, I belong in the outside world. I fit in like one very tiny but significant piece of a giant puzzle. I see myself here, asking to be seen and heard and certainly understood.
(I would like to insert the Poem somewhere in the book.) My Inward Journey
We absolutely must reach into the depths of our soul selves and take our own personal moments of silence. It is here that the answers to every question that we have ever asked in every lifetime lies. There is simplicity and yet a great empowering in this wisdom. This is the place of unlimited possibility.
Going to our heart centered space allows us to feel first and then see the Love around us. Love, in its various forms, is the mighty driving force that sends people to the extreme of human endeavor. This force is what swells in the Universe and is the most basic part of the human experience. It is the driving force behind all life in its journey back to the Oneness of all things. The gateway to Spiritual Consciousness is through the heart. I know, my Inner Guiding Council are singing their own tune today and I am honored to be the conduit of these words. My writings and my meditations are spirit guided, and my Divine Council has a new member. Maya Angelou has joined my council and I feel things are about to get interesting. Don’t you just love curiosity coupled with anticipation?

“I am a tiny but very significant piece of the giant puzzle, asking to be seen, heard and understood. Nothing more. Nothing less.” -Debbie Mechley-



What does love have to do with it?
There are many forms of Love. There is a love of a mother for her baby. There is the love of a child for their parents. There is the camaraderie of people of like mind. There is the love that is shown by self-sacrifice in order to save others during a crisis.
All of these are manifestations of one love, the one energy which pervades all existence upon all frequencies of consciousness. The world is changing rapidly. It is transforming into a world of dignity and poised grace, where one person is honored by all others, where suffering is coming to an end because people reach out with their hearts to serve humanity in any way they see fit. There is a collective understanding of the heart. I understand that given the current affairs of our world you may find this challenging to believe this as truth. I have spoken of my Divine Council, a collective of guides who are not only helping me write these pages but have inspired and guided me throughout my life. Each one of us is surrounded by angels, guides and masters. Each of us has our own Divine Council. They are awaiting your engagement with them. Ask and it shall be given. They delight in your movement. They celebrate you when you have those aha moments. Your Divine Council sings an angelic melody every time you connect with your inner wisdom. They are awaiting your inquiry of them. You may think that they are the most intimate relationship, and I would say you are correct.
However, you must befriend the ego-self first and decide that this relationship takes precedence as a daily practice in order for you to really hear the Divine Council. The reward is an enhanced relationship with the Divine, trusting yourself and your vision for your life. Now your ego self is your soul’s mate.
Fear, like love, is energy. It circulates our existence within the mind belt of humankind. Fear can be transformed into love by the prayers and intentions of

every spiritually minded individual on the planet. When fear is neutralized by love, world peace will emerge with a light never seen before. Sending your love energy out into the world is an act of transformation, one that you now own. You have always been from your core, love. Transformation begins with the self and that permeates out into the world like a colorful frequency of energy.
When you are joined by millions of others in this magnificent act of transformation, we will have peace on earth. It is time to empower each other to create our dream lives into our reality by simply saying, “Yes.”




What is Spiritual Enlightenment to you? Many of us step foot on the path to spiritual enlightenment expecting it to lead us onward and upward, hoping to become something better than we are, and ready to gather all of the important things we need along the way.
What a surprise it is when we finally realize that this path isn’t taking us onward but inward, that we’re not gathering things so much as letting them go, and that there was never anything more to aspire to than the truth of what we already are.
Connect with your sense of wonder right now and allow yourself to experience a taste of enlightenment. Your awareness may have expanded from studying the teachings of great masters, or perhaps you've been inspired to see beyond false barriers. In our physical involvement with daily life, we may only get glimpses of universal truth, which is simply truth. But with practice, we learn to remain connected to our source for longer periods of time, showing up on purpose in search of more meaning and the feelings that accompany this. When we can live our lives with the knowledge that everything is connected, that everything is truly made of the same energy and that we create our experience with our choices, we are walking the path of wisdom which leads to our moments of awe and enlightenment. The weight of the world will no longer be upon us, but instead we will feel light as we float along with the current of the universe's energy flow. You can take this moment, gift yourself a chance to experience that feeling and discover an inspired way to walk through life.

By studying the teachings of great masters, we allow ourselves to benefit from their work, gaining understanding without having to learn every lesson for ourselves. My husband calls this “standing on the shoulders of those before us.” Then we can build upon what they began, not only to help us along our personal path but to work toward global understanding. As more people raise their consciousness, we shift the balance and change the world, and this is transformation in motion. When our entire family of humanity can work together from a place of wisdom, we will be able to create a world of peace and harmony filled with wonderful possibilities. By being willing to expand your own awareness with purposeful intention, you contribute to the enlightenment of the world.


“The meaning of life is that we are to continually grow in consciousness. This is the Divine plan, there is no other.” - Debbie Mechley -






Your Inner Being and the Art of Joy.


Now I’m just going to give you a heads up here. This may be a bit of a deep dive for some of you right now but I’m thinking that you have found yourself to these pages of this dialogue because something needs to be nourished and possibly even healed within you and you have come this far. Is this true for you?
True happiness is inner joy, that deep and genuine joyfulness that lasts forever. It comes from being in a place of resonance with your inner purpose, your highest and best self and your passion which is the truth of who you are. This is where you unflinchingly say “No” to anything that is not in alignment with who you know yourself to be and what you know your desired outcome in this life is.

This deep inner self is your soul, the part of you that lives forever, the part of you that is always there to help, guide and protect you sometimes from your own thoughts. Can you feel this part of yourself?
Within your inner being burns this beautiful flame that connects you to Source, to the entirety of Creation. It is your connection to All That Is. I love the sound of the Great Mystery which by the way, isn’t so much a mystery anymore. Especially, when you come to realize that you are not separate from this universal intelligence called God and many other things, but are of the same particle, the same good stuff. Let’s keep it spiritual after all, religion is a manmade concept and spirituality belongs to everyone.
In this heart of your Spiritual connection lays a wonderful essence. This is the essence of spirituality and joyful living. As you grow in this connection of consciousness, so too does your level of joy. What a beautiful set up, would you agree? Of course, there are obstacles, emotions that feel less than warm and fuzzy, and you have the power to feel something different than that, if you so desire. How you feel is clearly up to you and how you get there is simpler than you may imagine. You have been given empowering tools and resources throughout this dialogue.
It is breathtaking to think that all that we perceive "out there" -- outside of ourselves -- is not only somehow intricately connected to us, but something that we have had a hand in creating in the first place. Quantum theory would suggest that the world as we see it -- famine and feast, pestilence and prosperity, illness and health, war and peace, the Red Sox winning the World Series after eighty-six years -- is implicitly shaped by our level of collective consciousness. Yes, even if these events are happening in some remote part of the planet far from where we are!
The implications of an infinitely expandable, cosmic net that unites us all can be rather challenging to our limited self-concept. The mere idea that we are fundamentally not separate from each other--no "us and them," no "in here, out there"--can be mind-bending to say the least. Imagine not being separated from your home, your neighbors, the people in the next town over, or the next state, or

the next continent. Imagine not being separated from the things that press your buttons, your worst enemies, or your clutter! Try, even just for a moment, to imagine these as a reflection and extension of you, yourself, and you.

When you meet life from this place, you spend your efforts exploring the exact situations that you came to earth to experience. With love and wisdom, you transform these situations into amazing lasting successes. They become the optimal growth spurts of your life, of who you are and who you are becoming.
Through this life, we experience the endless variety of True Creation. Through life, we travel back to that source from which we came. Through life, we discover that inner flame which is our key to inner joy, peace and happiness. This is not meant to be heavy with struggle, but it is simplicity, and you deserve to live the fullest, exciting, soulful life there is, for you are worthy and you have always been.




“We are multidimensional beings, and our earthly aspects are a very small part of who we are.” - Debbie Mechley -

Time to Change the Channel.
Many of us are familiar with the experience of waking up to the fact that our lives are no longer working the way we have set them up. Sometimes this is due to a shift occurring inside oneself over time, and sometimes it is part of the larger shift that is currently affecting all of humanity. We have all been witness to this even if we were not aware. We have been feeling the shift in our own physical bodies.
Change is happening at such an increased rate that it is difficult to predict what the future holds. As a result, many of the old ways of planning out a life are no longer applicable, and if we cling to them, we feel strangely out of tune with reality. If we are in tune with the energies around us, we will begin to question ideas that just a few years ago seemed sensible.
In the simplest terms, the shift we are undergoing right now has to do with recognizing ourselves as being more than human, remembering that our earthly aspects are a very small part of who we are. In truth, we are multidimensional beings. When we begin to realize this, the life we planned for a limited conception of ourselves no longer fits. We must meet the needs and qualifications not only of our bodies but also of our souls. This realization dawns slowly for some and with the suddenness of a bolt of lightning for others, and we all must find the way that works for us to integrate this new and larger sense of self into our life plan.

“The meaning of life is that we are to continually grow in consciousness. This is the Divine plan, there is no other.” In this lies the simplicity of our journey. There need be no hurdle in that source of simple. I’m excited for your step forward into all that is for you. On your way, do share the joy you feel and let it ripple by paying it forward in a multitude of ways. Remember, variety is one of the spices in life. A spicy dish it is!

“Every time you shine your light out into the world, you take yet another step forward into your own enlightenment. You are here to wake up. You know this and you will.”	- Debbie Mechley -




Autobiography in Five Chapters by Portia Nelson

Chapter I
I walk down the street.
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk. I fall in.
I am lost...
I am hopeless. It isn't my fault.
It takes forever to find a way out.
Chapter II
I walk down the same street.
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk. I pretend I don't see it.
I fall in again.
I can't believe I'm in the same place. But it isn't my fault.
It still takes a long time to get out.


Chapter III
I walk down the same street.

There is a deep hole in the sidewalk. I see it is there.
I still fall in. I get it-.it's a habit.
My eyes are open; I know where I am. It is my fault.
I get out immediately.
Chapter IV
I walk down the same street.
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk. I walk around it.
Chapter V
I walk down another street.




“Keep your fork, the best is yet to come.”	-Debbie Mechley –
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Mainstays are the four pillars or the foundation of our living. The Mainstay is a constant and always moving in forward motion, like the Mainstay of the ship, in this case, your ship. They are embraced by elements which are essential influences in our experiences. They present us with opportunities to expand our consciousness by facing them intentionally with authenticity, strength, and courage. Showing up and leaning into these Four Mainstays allows us a life free of regrets, if we so choose. I will elaborate on these throughout this dialogue.
The Elements and Influencers of our Mainstays
Meaning denotes something indicated by an expression of the self either through language or action. An expression that is significant and carries with it, deep emotion when it pertains to your personal life and its wellbeing.
Purpose is the reason for which something is done or created or the motive for its existence. Setting an intention for an attainable ending or resolve.
Passion is any powerful or compelling emotion, love or hate, which propels you. People who make a difference in their own lives and in the world do so by following their passion. The heart inspires and drives passion.
Bonds or bonding is a mutual interactive process. It is different from simple liking. Bonding refers to the attachments that develop between romantic partners, close friends, or parents and children. A bond is emotional, affectionate and based in trust. Natural bonds are spontaneous, self-regulating and are likely to change.
Relationships are what unfolds when we relate to and interact with others. There is a connecting or a binding, much like a kinship. It’s the way in which two or more people, or circles of people talk to, behave toward, and deal with each other.
Some relationships last a lifetime and others dissipate quickly.
Belonging in our sense of the word here, is our basic human need to find a place of belonging in our world. We will go to great lengths to belong amongst others.

Compassion emerges from emotions and the feelings therein. Compassion suggests a tender concern known as sympathy but can also imply a power to enter into another’s emotional experience of any sort, known as empathy.
Grace is simple elegance or a refined way of moving through any circumstance. Grace is the quality or state of being considerate or thoughtful. It is a virtue gifted from God, divine assistance.
Forgiveness is the act of forgiving, absolving someone from hurt or harmful actions. Forgiving is forgoing and letting go of that which no longer brings value to your life. Releasing and purifying oneself even if you are doing the forgiving of another.
Hope is to cherish a desire with anticipation, wanting something to happen or to be true for you. Hope is a desire for the best possible outcome. This word is an emotional one felt at a deep level.
Dreams are our imagination playing with us, painting with a pallet of possibility. Dreaming is marked by a foresight or a vision of what can be possible in your reality. One who creates dreams from fantasias or fantasy. One who creates, continues the dream.
Desire is longing for something to come to fruition. It’s an impulse that has you leaning toward something that promises enjoyment and satisfaction. It is wistfully persistent, and you typically embellish it.
Emotions are a state of feeling yet to follow. An emotion is a conscious mental reaction (such as love, fear or anger). Emotions are the triggers of our feelings. Reactions follow an emotional trigger.
Feelings are the physical reactions that follow an emotional trigger. You can feel your body talk to you in pleasant or undesirable ways.
The Now is defined most simply as the present moment. Of course, the present moment is all that exists, since the past and future are simply thoughts about the past and the future. But because we are programmed to pay attention to our thoughts, we often fail to notice what is actually going on now. Most people live

in a mental world. When we drop out of this mental world into the Now, we experience a depth, a richness, and a joy and peace that feels sacred. This is the experience of our true self, or our Essence. So, when we talk about being in the Now, we are also talking about this experience of Essence.
The Highest-Self is the most sacred part within each person. It is our connection to the divine, whatever that may be for us. When we have connected here, we are present and in touch with our feelings of truth.
The Best-self is the outer expression of that sacred part in our everyday lives.
The False-self is the idea of who we are (not who we really are) that is created by thoughts about ourselves: "I am fat, tall, a father, a hard worker, a musician, not good enough." These thoughts create a sense of being somebody separate and distinct from others. We are what we think we are in a sense or the role we are playing out.
The Ego-self or (what I refer to as the Critter Brain) is the sense of being a separate self and is therefore behind the thoughts that make up the false self. The ego is a primitive aspect of human beings that is related to survival. It creates an ongoing sense of lack and limitation, of "not enough," and it is driven by fear and Fight or Flight. We need some remnant of ego to function in the world, but we don't need the egoic mind (see below). The ego has nothing to do with the personality, which remains even after enlightenment or death.
Personality is the imprinting that makes us a unique individual, and which serves our life purpose. Identification with the ego limits the positive expression of our personality and causes us to express our personality in negative ways. The
realization of this is the ‘game changer’.
The egoic mind is the aspect of the mind that reflects and is driven by the ego. It is the voice in our head that chats with us and chatters on. It is the ongoing mental commentary that we think of as our thoughts, of which we have sixty thousand a day. The egoic mind is different from the functional or practical aspect of the mind (our intellect) that we use to read, learn, calculate, analyze, and so

forth. The functional mind doesn't speak to us but is a tool we use when engaged in tasks that require us to think.
Conditioning is comprised of beliefs, opinions, judgments, "should dos," and any number of other ideas that belong to our psychological makeup, most of which we acquired from other people, particularly from those who raised us, from our culture, and from what we have experienced and concluded about life. This conditioning affects what we like and don't like and how we see and react to the world, and we often respond unconsciously to it without realizing we have a choice, this is often referred to as mindless doing. Our conditioning belongs to the false-self. Some of our conditioning is helpful and some isn't. The thoughts in our egoic mind reflect our conditioning and they can be ‘Reframed and Rewired.’
Spiritual pain is the perception, self-imposed, as to what is happening to us or through us, a choice, within our individual circumstances. Our lives move through the Four Mainstays of living, bringing us our experiences. We can choose our relationship to pain as a way of suffering and remain stagnant in this pain or lean into the painful occurrence and allow it to become an insight for our movement forward, also a choice. Every circumstance causing spiritual pain is also growth and expansion. We don’t always see it this way until we have moved passed the ordeal.
Spirituality is based on our relationship with ourselves. Our spirituality calls us to connect to our inner wisdom, strength and courage so that we will do what is ours to do; whatever that may be for us. It’s sacred, it belongs to only you and you can connect with it at any time. Your spirituality is an innate knowing of who you are and how you would like to walk in this world.	Our feelings, which are the language of the soul, invoke our spiritual awareness. This is where we feel our aliveness. This is where we question what is and what isn’t.
Spiritual Enlightenment is the path that takes us inward to the truth that we already are. Our enlightenment is not outside of ourselves and asks that we continually grow in our consciousness.

Human Experience is where we find ourselves being inspired by the very act of living. When we experience our humanness, we say yes and when we do this, we change, grow, and we simply evolve. The human experience is inspiring and opens us up to the voice of our calling. Inspiration (an inviting form of forward motion) is always within us; we need not search for it.
Human Condition is part of being a person. The need to be loved is simply part of the human condition and the experiences of life, including but not limited to our spiritual pain and suffering, make up ‘the condition.’ You may say, you need motivation (a form of effort) to move through your humanness.
Happiness-Many people believe that happiness comes from success, health and great human connections. However, the inverse of this principle is actually the statement that is the truest: success, wealth, good health, and nurturing relationships are byproducts of happiness, not the cause. When you are happy, you are more likely to make choices that lead to all these things. We know this to be true when we observe the people around us. Successful and famous people have notoriously unhappy lives, good health can be taken for granted and even happy families can be struck down by an unexpected tragedy. And yet, why do we continue to believe the erroneous notion that success, health and relationships are all we need to make us happy? Perhaps it is time to shift our gaze beyond external factors to focus on inner happiness, which is really what we all wish to attain. In the last few years psychologists and brain researchers have undertaken the first serious research on happiness. By combining the spiritual principles of happiness with the scientifically proven research behind happiness, you will develop a more holistic approach to your lasting joy and inner peace; you will be reinventing your happiness and in turn, reinventing yourself.
Happiness is in our control, since where we focus our attention is in our control. When we focus it on what the mind is telling us, we suffer; when we focus it on what is real and true in this moment, we align with our true self and experience joy, peace, and contentment. The happiness you will uncover is the true and ever- present happiness that comes from contact with your true self, your highest and best self.

Essence is who we really are, the Divine Self that is living this life through us. It is our essential goodness. We are actually spiritual beings playing at being human beings.
Anam Cara is a soul friend of the dying. Someone who midwife’s the dying as they birth out, attending to their physical, spiritual and emotional pain to the last breath. An Anam Cara was a natural part of the dying journey back in the ancient Celtic times, now known as Death Doulas or companions.
Dying Well (a death done well) means to have opened oneself up to the tucked away beliefs and old drawn-out stories and to confront them, lean into them and be complete with them. To be complete with the old pain is to be free from the angst that we create in our own minds. When we die well, we engage in courageous conversations that bring about conscious shifts both in ourselves and in others. We have the choice to create a new generational experience around dying and death for those that we leave behind. This, is a beautiful legacy.


(? where to put this)
Autobiography in Five Chapters by Portia Nelson
I
I walk down the street.
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk I fall in.
I am lost...
I am hopeless. It isn't my fault.
It takes forever to find a way out. II
I walk down the same street.
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk. I pretend I don't see it.
I fall in again.
I can't believe I'm in the same place. But it isn't my fault.
It still takes a long time to get out. III
I walk down the same street.
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk. I see it is there.

I still fall in...it's a habit
My eyes are open; I know where I am; It is my fault.
I get out immediately. IV
I walk down the same street.
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk. I walk around it.
V
I walk down another street.



The following are pieces that I have written in other context that I would like to meld and flow into this dialogue.



[bookmark: (possibly for the back cover)](possibly for the back cover)
[bookmark: Float Above This Difficult World]Float Above This Difficult World
"Still, what I want in my life is to be willing to be dazzled - to cast aside the weight of facts and maybe even to float a little above this difficult world. I want to believe I am looking into the white fire of a great mystery. I want to believe that the imperfections are nothing - that the light is everything - that it is more than the sum of each flawed blossom rising and fading. And I do."
-Mary Oliver, House of Light




It can be no other way ( Einstein- Where to put this in the book? I’m thinking
somewhere in part III)




I invite you to take a moment to contemplate this statement, which some have attributed to the famous Albert Einstein:
"Everything is energy and that's all there is to it. Match the frequency of the reality you want, and you cannot help but get that reality. It can be no other way. This is not philosophy. This is physics."
If everything is energetic vibration, what is one thing you can do today to raise yours? What would that mean to you and those around you?


Quote-
"The new fast is slow."--Sean Casey LeClaire



About Fight or Flight ( in the beginning of my explanation of Fight or Flight, I just
can’t find where it is)
It's pretty simple really: when you step out of your comfort zone to clear, it is likely going to set off alarm bells in the brain.
These alarm bells are called the fight-or-flight response. The trick to clearing anything or thought, is to dial back a task or the time spent, enough so that it does not elicit the stress response. This takes practice but can be done by a befriended relationship with this part of yourself. Think about a task that continues to creep into your daily life and connect with the moment or the trigger

from where it begins. It’s like heading it off at the pass so to speak and it works.
What’s your task?
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