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I N T R O D U C T I O N
It was something that always seemed to be a part of me, lurking in the 

 background, slowly building and maturing into a force that I could 
no longer ignore. A relentless knowing that no matter how hard I tried 
to conform and make things work based on all that was taught to me, 
it was a futile pursuit destined only to keep me trapped and fighting in 
an endless loop of striving but never arriving. The pull to stay a course 
that was expected of me, programmed into me to exist as others did, was 
all powerful and my appetite for pain seemed limitless. Finally the events 
piled up, and the unconscious knowing that had been screaming within 
me to seek another way burst through. I had had enough. I was at last 
ready and willing to explore that other way.

This is my story. My burst for freedom, my choice to wake up, to dump 
the scripts I’d been indoctrinated into believing for way too long. I choose 
to share it here in the hope that it may serve as a guiding post for anyone 
else deciding to wipe the sleep from their eyes and awaken to experiencing 
life as something they created themselves.

It all started for me when I noticed I was becoming less interested in 
the things that, only a short time ago, had sparked such curiosity and joy 
in my life, and the older I became the more tired I got. I felt so battle-weary 
from the endless attempts to lead the ‘right’ life that was dangled in front 
of me from early childhood — spurred on by friends and associates who 
all seemed to be winning, who were coping much better than I was in this 
crazy endless race to … well … Nowhere!

At the end of each day, while succumbing once more to my cravings 
for a glass of wine, I’d reflect on my early twenties: the broken hearts, the 
round-the-world backpack trip, the barren bank account those adventurous 
years presented to me. It amazed me how much I was able to do, the fun 
and play I was able to enjoy with so little available to me. I recall how 
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convinced I was that the next phase of my life, my thirties, was going to 
be way better, that I’d be much happier and would find financial success. 
I did try very hard to make that happen. I found my dream partner, got 
married, bought the house, had the family, went on the holidays, and took 
out the second mortgage while working a minimum 50-hour week. 

Suddenly I was in my mid-forties, feeling that I’d tried everything 
I was taught and conditioned into believing would make me happy. I’d 
read all the books, taken the courses and been on the workshops. Listened 
patiently, endlessly, to the words of wisdom from my seemingly successful 
friends, associates and gurus. I set the goals, adopted the roles, wore the 
masks and played the game. I took stupid risks too.

So why hadn’t I achieved the life promised me in the media, the books, 
and my courses and workshops? I felt incomplete. Trapped and stuck in 
an endless loop of continually striving. I was disillusioned, fed up with 
the ‘noise’, tired of the manipulations, lies and sensationalism of the news 
stories, the media and advertising. The insatiable appetite for profit at all 
costs that was driving our out-of-control consumerism into a ‘charge more 
for less’ era. 

As a father of four children, one of whom had a severe physical and 
mental disability, I’ve had my fair share of life challenges. I’ve been financially 
bankrupt on two occasions, lost two houses, supported my wife through 
stage 3 breast cancer, triggered for myself a severe hearing loss, and said 
goodbye to my daughter when she passed away on her sixteenth birthday. 

Those close to me believe I’ve had more than my fair 
share and wondered what the heck I did in my past life 
to deserve it all. My best friend in all sincerity asked me 

why I hadn’t killed myself yet. 

Instead I have chosen to learn and grow from all that has happened to 
me over the past 15 years, and today am awakened to a life full of joy and 
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playfulness in which I’ve found, and now live with, my ‘twin flame’ (my 
mirror opposite and complete match in a partner). Initially, the rewards 
in choosing my burst for freedom included sleeping better, becoming 
calmer, fewer trips to the doctor, less ‘numbing’ through alcohol, and 
more awareness and enjoyment of my creative abilities. Staying the course 
resulted in me becoming a better partner, lover, parent, son, sibling and 
friend, while simultaneously making my own choices instead of feeling 
I ‘should’ or ‘needed’ to do anything. Less and less shitty events are 
occurring, and when they do, I find the ‘gift’ in them and recover quickly. 
I continue to live my passion and to master not giving a fuck what other 
people think. 

My personal story, experiences, and the guiding principles I’ve developed 
are intended to offer perspectives that will help you on your own journey. 
If you, like me, have had enough and are willing, and open, to question 
every belief and value you’ve held to date, this book is about ‘waking up’ 
and learning to follow your heart, experiencing your own creation of your 
life based on choices that feel true to you, not someone else’s expectation of 
you or the indoctrination society imposes on you from your first breath. It 
is time for your own burst for freedom.

Look at what resonates with you. If anything in this book seems far 
out or doesn’t make sense, just say to yourself, ‘That’s interesting’, keep an 
open mind and let it sit with you for a while. Let it happen, no need to 
rush anything. Before you know it that far-out thought might just start to 
resonate with you and make a lot of sense. It is the nature of the journey 
that on occasion you will lose your way, so when you do get stuck, refer 
back to the stories and the guiding principles. You will take on different 
learning at different times from this book. Above all, go easy on yourself. 
Be proud that you have got to this stage and are willing to do the work. 
You are so not alone.
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The book is split into three parts, in an attempt to represent the 
best chronological order of my journey. My 11 guiding principles don’t 
necessarily follow a strict order; they easily overlap and often require a 
revisit. This is a process, a way to live a life of being true to yourself. 

Part One is all about my first 45 years of conditioning and programming, 
till I hit the wall and chose my burst for freedom. I believe it’s important 
you get a measure of the type of indoctrination I experienced, because it 
helps explain how I got to my perspectives and principles. 

Part Two is for when you become “teachable” and are ready for the 11 
Guiding Principles. These are not so much about avoiding life’s pitfalls 
or urging you to make quantum leaps, rather, those learning experiences 
might be a very necessary part of your own journey home. Indeed, they are 
a gift. It is about providing you with perspectives that enable you to choose 
to change your mindset, then start a path of living true. 

Part Three is about how I, personally, live my guiding principles, and 
my newfound joy in all that I do. Since relationships are the breeding 
ground for learning our biggest lessons, I share how I absorbed my own 
lessons, how I let go, and ultimately was ready to reunite with my true 
“twin flame”. It completes the journey for me: creating my new business, 
writing my books, and hopefully inspiring others to experience life as their 
own creation. 

Please don’t hesitate to share with me what has worked or how things 
have shifted for you. I would love to hear from you. You can visit my 
website at www.livingatrue.life



PART I:

A  
PROGRAMMED  

LIFE





Chapter 1:

Seeking an 
Ordinary Childhood

Like most children, what I wanted from my childhood was to fit 
 in. I was a little reactive bundle, seeking to find safety, friendship, 

approval and survival in a strange world. Reflecting back, I did get up to 
some interesting shenanigans but nothing that required therapy later in 
life. For that I have always been very grateful to my parents. 

The second child and eldest son in a family of five siblings (two brothers 
and two sisters), I was raised in a conservative Catholic family. We lived in 
an outer suburb of Adelaide, South Australia, where my parents still live 
today. As a typical eldest boy I annoyed my older sister whenever I could, 
bullied my younger brother if an opportunity presented itself, but generally 
kept to myself, choosing instead to get lost in my imagination playing with 
toy cars and reading comics.

We were a typical middle-class family. Dad started out as an accountant 
and ended up as the general manager of a large cheque-printing company. 
Mum never worked post-children but was a qualified nurse by trade, which 
came in handy many times. As a strict Catholic family, we went to church 
every Sunday; by the time I was 10 years old my mother had arranged for 
me to be an altar boy for a short while. 

Walk Right In
I suppose there was something spiritual in me from the start, illustrated 
perhaps by my earliest memory of my childhood. I can’t recall my exact 
age but it must have been somewhere around four years old. I was in my 
parents’ bedroom one morning, running around one side of the bed to 
the other while trying to catch my younger sister. We were shrieking and 
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laughing while my parents did their best to calm us down. As I reached 
the top end of their bed, within inches of grabbing my sister, something 
invisible slammed into me, stopping me dead in my tracks. It felt as if 
something had merged with my body. It wasn’t a bad feeling, more a shock 
at the impact. I still remember thinking: Where am I? Who are these 
people? What am I doing here? It felt like waking up in a hospital bed after 
a major operation, slowly gathering your senses and trying to remember 
why you were there. I slowly came to the realisation that the little girl still 
running around was my younger sister, the two people in the bed were my 
parents and I was in their bedroom. It felt like I was talking to someone 
sharing my body, and I was filling them in on who we were, where we 
were, and what we were doing. It was totally bizarre. The feeling, though, 
didn’t last long, I shrugged it away and things quickly got back to normal.

Now what I think is that I have my own inbuilt Guardian Angel. 
Although nothing more appeared to come out of that particular event, 
many times in my life I’ve reflected back on it, thinking that something 
had ‘walked into me’ for a purpose but that it might never reveal itself. 
There were times in my life, though, when I felt like I was sharing my 
experiences ‘with an entity’ and other times when I simply knew I was being 
protected. When the ‘sharing’ sensation happened, it was as if something 
took over and reacted for me. I was either an integral part of it or I watched 
it happening like a bystander. If you keep an open mind while reading this 
book, sharing in my experiences, you might even get to side with me in 
believing this story. 

A Recurring Nightmare
As my childhood progressed, among the more notable things of it were my 
dreams. I will always remember one recurring nightmare in which a huge 
monster kept trying to catch and eat me. It always started out the same. I 
sensed the monster in the distance, and try as I might to hide, it would see 
me and start running as fast as it could towards me, growling and roaring 
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in a fierce piercing way. I never hung around long enough to get a good 
look at it as I ran my little heart out in sheer terror, but the sound it made 
evoked all sorts of hideous images in my imagination, mostly involving a 
huge hairy head and a mouth full of razor-sharp teeth. Just as the monster 
was about to catch me, I would wake up in a pool of sweat, my heart 
thumping heavily in my chest. Would it catch me the next time?

This dream replayed for what seemed like weeks, always with the same 
result, me awakening in terror just before the monster got too close. One 
night I’d had enough. When the monster started growling and running 
straight for me, I was so sick and tired of all the terror I stood my ground. 
Instead of trying to outrun it I decided to stop, turn around and face it 
head-on. I waited for the monster to get closer. 

As it bounded toward me, for the first time I was able to focus on what 
it looked like. To my utter surprise it wasn’t scary at all. In fact, it was like 
a big cuddly dog, and as it got closer the sound that I always thought was 
growling was actually laughter. I was totally amazed when it caught up 
with me, threw its arms around me and gave me the largest, friendliest 
hug. So happy to have finally caught up with me, the creature was laughing 
hysterically and wanted to know if we could play again. It thought we had 
been playing a game all along. The fierce growling sound I thought it was 
making was in fact laughter. This taught me a lot about facing my fears 
and how imagination can really work against you if you let it. 

As a result I naturally started lucid dreaming (this is when you’re 
conscious during a dream; it usually happens at the rapid eye movement 
[REM] level, which is the dream-stage). Of course, I had no idea at the time 
that’s what it was called, or that it was anything special and not everyone 
was doing it. It was, however, such an empowering time of my childhood. 
For a young boy it meant that I could fly on demand, and whenever I 
was being threatened, I could simply change my hands into machine guns 
and blast away whoever was annoying me. I could mimic heroes such as 
Superman, using my superpowers to travel wherever was needed and save 
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everyone in distress. It sure was fun, but it did have a side effect: I retreated 
more and more into my imaginary world.

The Demise of Peter Pan
My parents started to worry about how I was spending hours on end 
playing with my toy cars or reading comics and that I wasn’t interested in 
playing with other children. I admit it was easier, and kind of more fun, 
to simply imagine adventures in which I was the hero saving everyone. It 
absorbed both the day as well my dreams at night. 

My parents’ attempt at getting me to befriend more children wasn’t 
working and one day, right in the middle of a toy-car, save-the-world 
adventure, my mother walked into my room, confiscated all my cars and 
ordered me out into the real world. It was a real shock to the system and 
I resented it. Angry at my mum, and also annoyed at other children for 
being the cause of my toys’ disappearance, that marked, strangely, the end 
of my lucid dreaming. It was like having my imagination snatched away 
from me. Suddenly I was forced to grow up and abide by a very different 
set of rules, a world that didn’t much like imagination unless, of course, it 
was within the boundaries and controls that it had created.

Entity on Top of the Cupboard
It took time to adjust and, certainly, I had severe withdrawal symptoms 
for a while. Shortly after my toy cars were taken away, an interesting thing 
happened to me. I would awake in the middle of the night to some sort 
of entity sitting on the top of my cupboard, wanting to talk with me. 
It was shaped like a little boy and would sit with its legs crossed, like a 
ventriloquist’s doll, in my line of sight as I slept on the top bed of a bunk. 
He wanted to be my friend, and at the time I didn’t have many, so I was 
open to chatting to him about it. It always amazed me that when we spoke, 
we didn’t wake up my younger brother who was sleeping on the lower 
bunkbed, as it seemed to me that we talked for hours. He came most nights 
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for what must have been weeks, and at first we got on really well and I 
looked forward to it. He made me promise not to tell anyone else about 
our meetings, so I didn’t. As the weeks went by, though, I became more 
uncomfortable with where our chats were heading. He wanted to be my 
only friend and was trying to convince me that my parents, siblings and 
other friends didn’t in fact like me. 

The talks started having quite an impact on my behaviour and my 
mother noticed the change in me. One day she pulled me aside and 
asked me directly what was troubling me, why I was acting so strange. 
When I told her the promise I’d made not to tell, it only increased her 
determination to get the answers out of me. A healthy dose of love and 
compassion convinced me finally to tell her. I was so relieved once I had. It 
had really been bottling up inside. 

My mother not being one to dillydally, the next day there were priests 
walking around our house, through my bedroom, waving a smoking, 
funny-smelling goblet-thing on a chain all over the place. It was stinking 
out everything while they wreathed the smoke over me, intoning in a weird 
language I didn’t understand. They stayed a while until Mum seemed 
satisfied. From that time on my ‘friend’ never reappeared. 

All-Boys Catholic College
By the time fourth grade came around I was taken out of my local Catholic 
primary school and sent to an all-boys Christian Brothers college where I 
stayed until completing year 12. My dad was a gifted tennis player, having 
won many trophies, captained the state-led Linton Cup and even played 
with members of the Davis Cup team, before a bout of diabetes ended his 
high-profile career. He did continue to play A-grade tennis for our district 
club and also ran a coaching business some nights and on weekends. As for 
myself, always more sports-orientated than academically gifted, I did seem 
to take after my dad and much preferred the joy of playing Aussie rules 
football in the winter and tennis in the summer months. 
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That was until I was hospitalised around the age of 11 with a very 
serious illness known as virus meningitis. It damn-near took me. I 
remember being kept in intensive care in the Children’s Hospital for many 
weeks. Every four hours a nurse would come around, apologise, then stick 
a whopping needle into one of my thighs. Each time it felt like someone 
was dead-legging me. I survived but the sickness took its toll and I missed 
about half of the school year. When I did return my energy levels were not 
the same and playing footy was no longer a viable option, so instead I tried 
out for the hockey team. I was always a tall skinny lad so did tend to stand 
out a fair bit but I grew to love the game and continued to play for the old 
collegians after finishing school and well into my twenties.



Chapter 2:

Surviving Adolescence

If I had to sum up the highlights of my life at a private all-boys Catholic 
 college, I would have to say that the dancing classes with our sister 

school in year 10 are at the top of my list. Dad was also a great dancer so, 
again, thanks to him I appeared to be able to hold my own, and then some, 
on the dance floor. This made me quite popular with the girls, although I 
had no clue what to do about it.

Other than that, my college teenage life was mostly unremarkable. 
Despite having to take Special English classes and flunking Biology, I did 
manage to get the grades to progress each year. Several lifelong friendships 
were established, I was fitting in, and following the script of what was 
expected of me. Like a good percentage of the boys there, I had absolutely 
no idea what I wanted to do when I left school and hoped some sort of plan 
would present itself. 

I Don’t Want to Be a Priest
My mother, on the other hand, had her heart set on her eldest son 
becoming a priest and was unbelievably devious with her nonstop 
attempts and manipulations to try to make it happen. She held secret 
meetings with the Christian Brothers of the school, making her desire 
quite clear and enlisting their full support. Personally, I couldn’t think of 
anything worse, having developed a fondness for girls, a love of dancing, 
and a brain-numbing boredom every Sunday at church for the 10 years 
past. I wasn’t shy in telling both my mother and the Brothers that I had 
No Desire Whatsoever in becoming a priest. It was as if they didn’t 
hear me. They just kept at it. At every religious examination I would 
purposely either not answer or give the most bogus replies. Each time I 
got an A+.
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The straw that broke the camel’s back was when, after enduring several 
hours of lectures and rhetoric about how great life was in the monastery, 
I had to complete a questionnaire in which the questions went something 
like this: 

Q. Would you like to know more about becoming a priest? My answer: 
NO!

Q. What areas of the priesthood appeal to you? My answer: NO 
AREAS. NOT INTERESTED!

Q. How long have you been thinking about becoming a priest? My 
answer: NEVER!

Q. What do you like most about becoming a priest? My answer: 
NOTHING. DON’T WANT TO BE ONE!

Then there was a Free Comments section where we could share with 
them anything else we wanted to know. My response: I DON’T WANT 
TO BECOME A PRIEST. LEAVE ME ALONE. 

I thought that would finally be the end of it. Within a week I got a call 
from one of the Brothers inviting me to come in for an interview to become 
that priest. I went ballistic. And they finally got the message. When I next 
saw Mum, she was dejected and didn’t want to talk to me much.

Freedom
Reaching driving age threw open the doors of freedom and my life certainly 
became more adventurous. Dad was able to get me work in his company 
during the school holidays as a store-type person helping to pack orders, 
so I even had some money for petrol. Never missing an opportunity to 
borrow my mum’s car, we would explore the local beaches and anywhere 
girls were reported to be. Parties started to become the norm and drinking 
beer was the accepted pastime, but luckily with my tennis, hockey and 
other sporting activities I was always very fit so rebounded quickly. I hung 
with a good Catholic crowd so we didn’t get into too much mischief. It was 
unfortunate, however, that I discovered all this adventure in the final two 



Surviving Adolescence 23

years of my schooling as it seriously impacted my ability to study. I only 
passed year 12 by the skinniest of margins. 

Going to university wasn’t anything that appealed to me at the time, 
so I went about applying for jobs. Within a month I started my first job at 
a timber manufacturing company as a sales clerk. I spent the following five 
years there, which also involved a six-month stint in a nearby sawmill where 
I ran the office. Receiving regular pay opened up other opportunities; the 
pure excitement and adrenaline of riding motocross bikes became my new 
hobby. Most of my friends had gone to university but they also took on 
part-time jobs, enabling a life that was pretty full of events and things 
to do. 

Should Be Dead
As I developed my need for speed and a belief that I was invincible — so 
many near-death experiences presented themselves to me — my guardian 
angel was definitely looking after me. Probably the closest call I can 
remember was an incident when my best friend and I were driving back 
from a weekend spent away at another friend’s beach house. It was late 
Sunday afternoon and, heading back into the city, there was heavy traffic 
on a simple two-lane highway. My friend’s car, a Mitsubishi Cordia Turbo, 
had incredible pickup speed for overtaking and my friend always fancied 
himself as a rally-car driver, having completed a series of advanced driving 
and obstacle courses. So as the line of traffic ahead grew more congested, 
he didn’t hesitate to hit the turbo and overtake anyone in his way. I thought 
it was great fun so I simply encouraged the hooning. 

Oblivious to any potential danger, we grew more daring. As we came 
up behind one car undoubtedly keeping to the speed limit, my friend 
didn’t hesitate and indicated, swerved really fast and engaged the turbo all 
in one move to overtake. The problem was, in that same instant the very 
car he was overtaking decided to pass the car in front of him so within 
a split second both of us were on the wrong side of the road. My friend, 
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fully in turbo mode, was pretty committed to completing the maneuver so 
he proceeded to pass the overtaking car on the dirt — the far side of the 
wrong side of the road at 180 kph … 

It was one of those moments we knew we’d pushed the edge of the 
envelope. We were now in the lap of the gods as to whether we’d hit a ditch 
and be propelled skyward in a whirl of flips and rolls. Ending in a very 
messy death. Time was in suspension. It was like a scene in an action movie 
where everything happens in slow motion before exploding outward in a 
fury of fire and debris. I stopped breathing. I glanced to my left and I will 
never forget the look of utter shock and disbelief in the face of the driver of 
the second overtaking car. 

We were granted a reprieve that day. Somehow we found ourselves 
back on the correct side of the road. The full realisation of how close we 
had come to dying hit my friend like a sledgehammer. He swerved off 
the road, came to a complete stop and instantly lost the feeling in both 
legs. His entire body started shaking involuntarily while I gasped for air, 
having forgotten to breathe for some time. We had to wait several hours 
before being able to continue, very slowly, back home. Hats off to our 
guardian angels.

There were quite a few more incidents similar to the above but, 
somehow, I survived my late teens. Outside of trying to kill myself in cars 
or on motocross bikes, I actually led a sheltered life within the confines 
of an all-boys Catholic school and the close friends I made there. Where 
girls were concerned, I was very interested but at the same time pretty shy 
and hopeless around them. I wasn’t overflowing with self-esteem or self-
confidence. Having a sister who was one year younger than me did provide 
many opportunities but basically I had no idea.

Getting My Head Kicked In
After a quiet night’s drinking, I was saying goodnight to some friends in 
a parking lot at a local hotel and was talking to them through the open 
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window of their car, inadvertently leaning on the car next to me. It was a 
complete shock when a guy came out of nowhere, pulled a 6-inch blade 
knife from his jacket and started stabbing at me, yelling to get the fuck off 
his car. I didn’t immediately register the danger of the situation, and looked 
down with strange calmness at this shiny knife he was prodding into me, 
happily not hard enough to penetrate my clothes. The look of surprise on 
my friends’ faces jolted me into reality and I responded by quickly walking 
to the other side of their car. The guy wasn’t alone. On the opposite side 
of their own car stood a very big mate, egging on the blade-knife guy after 
obviously having had way too much to drink. 

As I reached the other side of my friends’ car, the knife-wielding guy 
and his big mate were pulling out of their parking spot. I thought we 
were in the clear and it was all over. But just before driving away they 
stopped, the burly mate jumped out, ran towards me, picked me up and 
unceremoniously threw me into the fence. I grabbed the top of the fence 
for support, tearing open several of my fingers, then fell to the ground 
dazed and not quite sure what had just happened. The guy drop-kicked 
me hard in the face, putting his boot into me multiple times as I curled up 
into a ball to try to protect myself. As quickly as it had started it was over. 
The lout jumped back into the car and they took off. 

I lay there concussed and in shock. My friends picked me up and took 
me to hospital, but it was several weeks before I fully recovered from the 
physical damage, which included a broken nose, a battered ear and stitches 
across several of my fingers. The mental images, though, of feeling so 
helpless and unable to defend myself made me vow that something like 
that would never happen again. Up until then I was certainly sport-fit, but 
I was also tall and skinny. So it was off to the gym plus a determination to 
find a karate club. 

I got very serious about both disciplines, working out at the gym almost 
every second day while training in a Freestyle Karate, known as Zen Do 
Kai, several times a week. I bulked up a fair bit and this, combined with 
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the karate, dramatically increased my self-confidence. As I grew in form 
and skill, so did my ego.

Brown Belt Grading
Standing at 6 ft 3 in (190.5 cm), weighing in at 220 lb (100 kg) and with 
a body fat quotient of around 12%, I became someone you didn’t want to 
mess with (said my ego). I could bench-press my own weight, curl the stack 
at the gym, and admirably hit a bag. My best friend and another guy, all of 
us similar in size, had also joined the half-karate, half-streetfighting club, 
and together we honed our skills and bolstered our egos. 

We did stand out at this club as the trio from the ‘better side’ of town, 
however, and were quite outside our comfort zone, needing to face up to 
and spar with some really tough no-nonsense-looking dudes. Up until my 
brown belt grading, the sensei in charge could order any person of any rank 
to come out and fight you, and at that level it was pretty much full contact.

Personally having witnessed some of the most brutal and demanding 
brown belt gradings, during which students literally were knocked senseless, 
I was content to sit as a green belt for many years. The allure of a black 
belt, only two belts away, seemed quite out of reach. Unhappily for me, my 
sensei had other plans. He liked to push us at all times. One of his favourite 
taunts was to make us do 50 push-ups on our knuckles, and the last one 
we’d have to hold in a plank position. He’d tease us with, ‘Whatever you 
do, DON’T think about the pain!’ 

You can’t think about what you don’t want to think 
about without thinking about it. Our sensei knew this 

only too well. 

It was with great trepidation that I was signed up for my brown belt 
grading. That particular morning there were no black belt gradings taking 
place, so my friends and I were the last group to be tested. To start with, the 
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sensei in charge had us complete a series of the most physically demanding 
exercises I had ever done, beginning with 100 push-ups on our knuckles 
and 100 sit-ups. The idea is to get us at our most vulnerable with the 
intention of showing everyone what we really are capable of. Then the 
sensei sent out wave after wave of students, mostly same grade or lower, all 
tasked with trying to wear me down — or possibly take me out. 

Due to my size, luckily none of them bothered me very much. I was 
desperately hoping I would be spared fighting the higher-grade black belts, 
though. After what felt like countless bouts, I could hardly lift my arms to 
protect myself and was struggling to breathe. I wasn’t going to last much 
longer. The sensei yelled for the bout to stop. I prayed that this was the end 
as I didn’t think I could stand on my legs anymore. 

Well. In every club there is always one person who has a reputation for 
being the most dreaded and lethal individual, whose name strikes great 
fear in you, and you’d do anything to avoid sparring with him. In our 
club this guy’s name was Bill. He had the letters H.A.T.E. tattooed on the 
outside of his right-hand fingers; it was whispered that he was an ex-boxer 
who had only just recently got out of jail. No one would tell us what he 
was in for so we used our active imaginations, building of course the worst 
possible scenarios. Bill was one solid, flexible dude and basically he scared 
the shit out of me. The sensei, being an intuitive kind of guy, must have 
known this. Just when I felt I couldn’t possibly fight one more person, out 
came Bill.

In a grading, the sensei and all the black belts sit in a line at the front of 
the dojo. I found myself directly in front of them, wheezing and grasping 
for breath, when Bill went from a seated position on the floor to standing 
in one swift move, siding out onto the floor and squaring off in front of me. 
My heart missed a beat. I couldn’t believe it. No time to think as Bill glided 
in with a look devoid of feeling, his height unchanging, arms perfectly 
positioned for attack, the word H.A.T.E. clearly visible. The adrenaline hit 
my system and I forgot how tired I was.
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I don’t remember how it happened or what I did but the next thing I 
knew Bill was flying backwards in mid-air, all four limbs splayed outwards 
as his back hit the floor with an almighty thud. My first thought was, My 
God! Who did that? Is there someone else out here? Did he trip? Risking a 
quick look around it was obvious from the shocked faces of the black belts 
directly in front of us that it was me who had done that to Bill. In my tired 
state, I was pure reaction, and as Bill had come toward me I’d sidestepped 
him, swept him with one of my legs and hit him hard. 

The full force of what I’d just done hit me: dropped the 
most feared black belt in the club onto his back in front 

of all his peers. I was a dead man. 

I can still remember today looking at the exit, an open doorway leading 
straight out to the parking lot, and thinking RUN! NOW! GET OUT OF 
HERE! But my legs were simply too tired to obey. And Bill had done a 
fluid front-flip and was up again, bearing down on me with a furious look 
of revenge in his eyes. 

My body barely able to move, there wasn’t anything I could do except 
stand there and take what was coming for me. BANG! BANG! BANG! 
Bill landed several of the straightest hits directly into my face and forehead. 
I was dropping to my knees just as the sensei yelled out for Bill to stop 
and the bout to end. I collapsed to the floor but several students appeared 
out of nowhere to hold me up. I got my brown belt that day. Afterwards, 
dazed and a bit concussed, my friends pointed out to me several ring-like 
indentations in my forehead where Bill obviously had been wearing a ring 
when he hit me.

When I went for my black belt Bill wasn’t around, but as a direct result 
of what happened that day the club had changed the rules to reflect that, 
during grading, only those of equal or lower belts are allowed to spar with 
the person being graded. Because at my level there wasn’t anyone who 
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particularly worried me, getting my black belt was a walk in the park 
compared with my brown belt, other than being very demanding physically. 

Incidents similar to my brown belt grading kept on happening, with 
me reactively responding to being hit by doing something much harsher 
to the offender. It worried me sufficiently to quit karate not too long after 
getting my black belt. However, the self-confidence gained together with 
my efforts at the gym propelled me into my very amorous twenties.





Chapter 3:

My Roaring Twenties
Where Do You Work?
As my friends were finishing their university degrees and getting jobs, I 
became somewhat jealous of the opportunities opening up to them and 
the roles they were taking. While they’d been studying hard and were 
challenged for time and funds, they’d been almost jealous of my own 
ability to have money and the freedom to do things, but that had now 
changed. The conversations at most of the parties were more centred on 
‘Where Do You Work?’ I felt uncomfortable and maybe even inferior being 
confronted with the more socially acceptable answers they came up with. 
As the sales clerk at the timber manufacturing company I was no match 
for them. They were getting jobs at well-known accounting and law firms, 
financial institutions and Top 500 companies. 

Fortunately they all drank like fish so it didn’t take too long before 
we were all numb to what everyone else did and focused mainly on whose 
shout it was next (Aussie slang for whose turn to buy the next round of 
drinks). Still, the idea had been planted. It was five years since I’d started 
at the timber company and although I had been promoted (kind of), I’d 
definitely outgrown the role. It was time to move on. When I look back 
now, I see it was one of those times when the Universe stepped in to give 
me what I was asking for, except certainly not in a way I preferred.

A Rebel Is Born
I had just bought a secondhand Nissan Skyline with all the comfort and 
extras a guy my age could dream of. I had been smooching at my girlfriend’s 
place well into a Saturday night’s early hours. Around 4am I said goodnight 
and headed home on traffic-free roads. It was time to test out my new car 
so I hit the accelerator and let it rip. Redlining the tachometer at every gear 
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change, I was soon travelling well over the 60 kph speed limit. I told myself 
it was safe because there was no one about.

As I came over a hill, I saw in the distance a police car with its lights 
flashing. They had pulled someone else over. I’m okay, I thought as I hit 
the brakes and dropped back to just under the speed limit. They checked 
me out carefully, giving me the evil eye as I drove by, but I was just a guy 
doing the speed limit. As I travelled out of their sight, I considered it safe 
to resume the testing of my car. I was a good one to two kilometres away 
from them, so I hit speeds well in excess of the limit. But looking in my 
rearview mirror, I could see a set of car lights way back in the distance so I 
decided to slow right down. As I cruised home and was about to turn into 
my street, the car had closed the gap very quickly behind me. I didn’t think 
much of it, turned into my street and pulled into my carport. As I got out 
of my car, the other vehicle turned up. It was the police. They turned on 
their flashing blue lights, illuminating everything around us in what had 
been a dark unlit night. 

A debate ensued. I knew there was no way they would have been able to 
clock me doing my speeds as I’d slowed right down before reaching them, 
and later they were too far behind me. However, they were on a mission 
to justify their chase. They issued me with a dangerous-speeding ticket, 
insisting they’d clocked me at 108 kph and it was up to me to dispute it. 
Furious at the injustice of this, I hired a lawyer friend and we went to court. 

It was my first and to date only experience inside a court and it opened 
my eyes to how bureaucratic, vindictive and crazy our legal systems can be 
if you get caught up in them. I was stressed, way out of my sheltered depth, 
and when I took the stand my nose started bleeding profusely. With cases 
backing up, this didn’t go down well with a very impatient judge. 

It was an ‘I said, they said’ hearing, although it was obvious that the 
policemen had gotten themselves into a bind trying to get their version of 
the story across. The judge lost his patience, but chose to believe them. 
They were officers of the law, after all. He fined me several hundreds of 
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dollars and took away my licence for six months. One silver lining: the 
policemen actually felt sorry for me (or was it guilt?) and they decided not 
to charge me for court fees. That said, the entire event impacted on my 
ability to do my job, caused an immense amount of stress at work, and 
within weeks I had a huge argument with my boss and walked out. 

Feeling victimised, angry and cheated by the various justice systems, 
the rebel in me emerged. I chose to take the next three (summer) months 
off, go on the dole (unemployment benefits), and I continued driving 
without a licence (being careful not to speed, of course). In those days I was 
heavily into windsurfing and was arrogant to the dirty looks I got, turning 
up to collect my dole cheque wearing my bathers, sunglasses and thongs, 
with my windsurfer strapped to the roof of my car for which I didn’t have 
a licence to drive!

The summer months passed quickly and it was time to get a job, one 
where I was able to answer the ‘Where do you work?’ question with pride. 
I soon found out that my background and lack of qualifications (although 
I’d been doing a marketing diploma part-time at night) didn’t stack up 
compared to my university friends. But I did present and speak well, and 
at this point sporting quite a healthy ego, I got really good at embellishing 
the truth, telling recruiters and employers what they wanted to hear. I 
considered myself management material so was particularly interested in 
roles where they would train me to become a manager. There weren’t too 
many of those opportunities about, but one did come up with a Top 500 
company in the Life Insurance industry.

Trainee Manager
Still in my early twenties, and more concerned about how others would see 
me than whether I’d actually enjoy doing the job, I applied and quickly 
progressed through the interview process. They wanted to hire me but first 
I had to take a series of psychometric assessments, just to be sure. Having 
never been that comfortable doing tests, I started feeling anxious, thinking 
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I was going to be exposed as an imposter. I turned up for a full morning’s 
back-to-back assessments of all kinds. They locked me in a room, plonked 
different paper tests in front of me, told me how long I had to complete 
them, then left me alone. I hate IQ-style assessments and struggled with 
most of them. Only one I found really easy: lots of diagrams and shapes 
I simply had to complete or find the pattern in. I remember how shocked 
the recruiter was when she came to collect the papers, as hardly anyone ever 
finished that particular assessment, and rarely in time.

But I felt like I had blown it and they would no longer want to hire 
me. I waited anxiously over the next few days until the secretary of my 
potential boss contacted me to come in. No mention of how I’d done or 
if I had the job. I thought the worst, and went in to face the music. I was 
kept waiting, which of course I took as a bad omen. Once I was ushered 
in, I was greeted as if I was a long-standing employee; my hopes rose. 
Sitting on the boss’s large, oak, executive desk were all the copies of my 
assessments. He looked at me and said I did okay, or as expected, on most 
of them except one. Then he grinned and told me that for the pattern-type 
assessment I’d scored an incredible 98%, which was practically unheard of. 
I thought, well that’s gotta be good. 

It was an assessment, he said, for determining a candidate’s imagination 
and creativity, amongst other things, and although I did exceptionally well, 
he’d been warned that a person who scores very high on that test may be a 
bit of a daydreamer and not necessarily a good hire for the role. I’m busted, 
I thought. Sensing my apprehension, he quickly announced that he was 
willing to take a chance on me and the job was mine if I wanted it. I was 
over the moon. I eagerly accepted. My only consideration was that I was 
now able to tell everyone I was a trainee manager at a Top 500 company in 
the insurance industry. 

That role was the start of my career in the corporate world. Interestingly, 
in my final corporate role which I started in 2011, I again had to complete 
the same sort of pattern assessment but this time, some 30 corporate years 
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later, I struggled to answer it, didn’t get close to completing it, and scored 
a mere 38%! The implications of that were not lost on me. It really hit 
home what 30+ years of conditioning in corporate roles had done to my 
imagination and creativity. 

It didn’t take long for it to become quite evident that selling life 
insurance was not my thing. Within a year, I moved into another trainee 
manager role with a different Top 500 company that manufactured and 
sold tyres. Still focused more on the apparent glamour and title of the role 
than whether it was what I’d actually enjoy doing, I again learned quickly 
that managing a store in which all the work revolved around changing 
tyres and batteries was not for me. The same pattern of jumping from one 
role to another in a Top 500 company … getting bored, lasting less than 
a year, and often self-sabotaging before moving on … followed me into 
my thirties. 

Party Animal
The self-confidence I had built up, coupled with now being able to tell 
a good tale of where I worked, all fell into place. My social and love life 
soared. Friday night binges followed by Saturday night parties became the 
weekly routine. My best friend and I lived our lives for the weekends and 
the thrill of chasing women. We were now in our mid-twenties and had 
fully graduated from our nerdy country-boy years into full-blown party 
animals. We rented our own awesome cottage in a prime location, held 
legendary parties, played hard and experienced life and women to the max.

Although I’d had a couple of girlfriends before and certainly had led 
a reasonable social life, feeling accepted and attractive to women was like 
breaking out and finding stardom. It was addictive, egotistical, with a 
touch of narcissism. My good Catholic upbringing did kinda keep things 
in check, however. Playing the field, having multiple girlfriends, it was 
cheered on by my mates, frowned upon by others but we convinced 
ourselves it was just jealousy on their part. We were just like those guys in 
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the romantic comedies where it’s all fun and games for a while until you 
begin to question what you’re doing and how it all fits together.

The Big Smoke
When that realisation started happening for me, I decided it was time 
to head to the big smoke, Sydney, Australia, and leave behind the city I 
had grown up in. My job-jumping and women-chasing had pretty much 
exhausted itself. I was 28 years of age, mostly single, and brimming with 
the motivation and excitement of someone who has just chosen a fresh 
start. The plan was to settle down a little, work on building some sort of a 
career, and maybe try out a long-lasting relationship for a change.

Good fortune had already played its part as I was able to get a transfer 
with the shipping company I was working for, and they paid for my 
relocation. However, in true self-centred form, I found a much-better-
paying job in a completely different industry: direct marketing. I didn’t 
hesitate to move on a few months after arriving. It was my first full-on 
sales-type role, and I was particularly thrilled about the great car allowance 
which enabled me to buy from a close friend his almost new, sporty, red, 
two-door Honda Prelude Coupe. Life was starting to get really interesting 
as I headed into my thirties.



Chapter 4:

The Unsettling Thirties
Life in the Big City
The cost of living in Sydney was quite a shock, with rental prices and night 
life at least double what they were in Adelaide. It was a real struggle to 
get by. Although I was becoming more mature, grounded and focused, I 
needed regular trips back to my Adelaide playground to relieve the pressure 
and share a drink and a story or two with my mates. I did eventually settle 
into Sydney life and learned the ropes of how to live and play in the big city.

Sharing accommodation was my best option. I shared houses and 
apartments with single women for the first few years, and shortly after my 
30th birthday I moved into a two-bedroom flat with a lovely red-headed 
party girl. Given that I didn’t know a lot of people in Sydney, I started to 
meet her friends, mostly single women. I soon fell for one of my flatmate’s 
very cute friends and, after a few months of dating, decided to move in 
with her. That was the start of my longest relationship at the time. I loved 
being a bona fide couple. I was settling down and focusing hard on my 
career. Sydney was starting to deliver.

Holding down my sales job at the direct marketing company for 
almost two years was also the longest I’d stayed in a position since the 
first one. I was able to talk the talk, and was often the star performer, 
hitting and exceeding targets. But the minute life started becoming too 
serious, I would get itchy feet again for something better-paying and more 
‘interesting’. Looking back on my life, it does amaze me that, in general, 
my thoughts became my reality. 

But I was too caught up in trying to live my life based 
on what I thought others expected of me. 



38 A Burst for Freedom

After less than a year of living with my girlfriend it became clear to me 
that she wasn’t the one. It was best for both of us if I moved on, although 
breaking up and moving out was hard. She was a remarkable woman, 
just not the one I could see myself spending the rest of my life with. I 
moved into another two-bedroom share-unit with a lovely lady who had a 
longtime boyfriend and led a much more sedate lifestyle. This suited me 
just fine as I could take the time to be with myself and recover. 

A Spooky Hospital
The boyfriend was a great guy who spent a lot of time in our unit but my 
flatmate was adamant that he continue to have his own place. One day 
he announced he’d been asked to caretake a hospital that had just been 
vacated while the owners worked out what to do with it. It was located in 
a prime position, above one of Sydney’s busiest motorways, with incredible 
views of the water and the Sydney Harbour Bridge. The downside was it 
was way spooky, especially at night, and the bathrooms were a good 100 m 
from the spartan living quarters. 

There was this huge half-lit hallway in which some of the lights worked, 
others not. Wires hung loose from the ceilings. The wards, which led off 
the hallway, still had some beds and leftover furniture in them, while the 
operating theatre had one of those huge round lights that could still be 
switched on and off, the past energy of many operations still emanating 
from the theatre. The most unsettling was the eerie quietness of the 
enormous once-bustling building. You couldn’t get out of your head that 
patients had died in there. 

Great views, though, and given the boyfriend was caretaking, the 
price was just right (zilch). We helped him move in, but within two 
weeks he was begging me to join him there. Even though he’d lock 
himself up in the upstairs living quarters section, it was just too scary 
at night on his own. I hesitated at first, but then he reminded me that 
I would be able to live in a prime location, with an awesome view, all 
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rent-free, saving me over a thousand dollars each month. He had me at 
rent-free. I moved in. 

It wasn’t long before I shifted from the living quarters into one of the 
wards so I could be closer to the bathrooms. And having my own ward was 
very retro, a great conversation piece, which also didn’t hurt my love life. It 
turned out to be one of the best breaks of my life. I ended up staying there, 
rent-free, for almost two years. Another first was that I used the opportunity 
to save some money, which shortly was going to come in handy. 

Meeting My Wife-to-Be
It was towards the end of my hospital accommodation period, on a typical 
Friday night out drinking after work with a friend and my younger brother, 
who had recently moved to Sydney, that I met my wife-to-be. She approached 
me, curious as to why we were the only ones in the entire bar not interested in 
watching a State of Origin rugby match playing out on multiple TV screens. 
I replied that all three of us were born and raised in Adelaide and our interests 
were focused on Aussie rules football. She laughed when I added that we 
struggled to understand the rugby league game (why didn’t they just throw 
the ball wide instead of always trying to hammer it up through the middle?).

Several drinks and many laughs later it was obvious we had a special 
connection. Her name was Amanda and she wasn’t sure whether to believe 
me when I said I was living in a vacated hospital, so we said goodbye to our 
friends and I took her to see it. All was going well until I took her on a tour 
of the operating theatre with the huge round light. 

It suddenly hit home that she had come alone to a 
deserted hospital with a stranger she’d just met at a bar 

and she was now standing in an abandoned operating 
theatre where things still appeared to work. It was a 

scene straight out of a horror movie. 
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I sensed her uneasiness and quickly offered to drive her home. She eagerly 
accepted and we headed for the carpark. As we approached it, hand-in-hand, 
there were two cars parked there, my sporty two-door red Honda Prelude 
Coupe and an old rundown van full of plumbing-type equipment. Feeling 
rather playful, I couldn’t resist. I led her to the passenger side of the old van 
and went to open the door. Amanda couldn’t hide her disappointment. Her 
shoulders dropped and her smile briefly vanished, with a resigned look. I got 
a solid punch in the arm when I burst out laughing. She told me later, when 
she saw the two cars she started praying Please be the Honda, Please be the 
Honda, and couldn’t believe her bad luck when I moved to the old van. 

We were both sure we had found our perfect partner and things moved 
pretty fast from there. Within three months I had proposed to Amanda. 
We began to plan our marriage and the rest of our lives together. Being 
an easygoing kinda guy, I was hoping for a small wedding on a beach so 
we could save some money and put it into buying our first house together. 
Except our wedding plans became less about us getting married and 
more about an opportunity for Amanda’s mother to recreate the splendid 
wedding she was unable to have herself. In no time at all it went from a 
quiet wedding on a beach with a few select friends to the Royal Wedding 
of the Century. I was way out of my depth and just trying to fit in. 

By the time the wedding date finally came around some six months 
later, I was so stressed I couldn’t wait for it all to be over. Amanda had 
moved back into her parents’ place to help save us money but I watched 
her bubbly personality and her health crumble under the nonstop pressure 
and strain of managing a teaching job, her mother, and the wedding plans. 
It pained me to see her that way while people started arriving and dinners 
were lined up as we headed towards the finish line.

The Pain of Getting Married
We were getting married on a Friday in the chapel at the all-girls college 
where Amanda worked, and on the Monday prior we’d planned that I 
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visit to see the year 7 girls she was teaching. I awoke that morning to an 
incredible pain on the left side of my stomach. It was so severe I was bent 
over like a crippled old man and couldn’t straighten up. At first I thought 
it was a bad case of indigestion and would soon pass. However, as the 
morning drew on it only got worse. I was struggling to talk, to walk, so 
called Amanda to cancel the visit before heading straight to the doctor. 
After one look at me he sent me to a specialist who quickly diagnosed an 
inflamed appendix.

When the doctor announced that I should head straight to the hospital 
to check myself in so he could operate on me later that day, I thought he 
was joking. ‘You can’t be serious,’ I said, ‘I’m getting married in four days’ 
time!’ Seeing the doctor meant it, I asked, ‘Will I be out tomorrow?’ With 
an expression of: That’s one of the stupidest questions I’ve ever heard, he 
quickly regained a professional composure and said, ‘This is major surgery. 
You will probably need to be in a wheelchair for your wedding. That’s if it 
goes well and your appendix doesn’t rupture first.’

That evoked scenes in my head of me pulling out my wedding photo 
album, trying to explain to my kids why their mum, bridesmaids and 
groomsmen all look great and their dad is in a wheelchair, looking like death 
warmed up, with tubes hanging out of him while he grips a drip stand. 
With complete sincerity I advised the doctor that the operation was not an 
option, how were we going to deal with this? He calmly explained the dire 
consequences if we didn’t act immediately to remove the appendix before 
it ruptured. I only half-listened, waiting for him to finish his apocalyptic 
monologue so I could ask once more what other options we had. 

The doctor could see I was perfectly serious so he took another breath, 
did some further prodding, then leaned back and said the best he could 
offer was to wait and see if the appendix calmed down on its own. He 
reluctantly released me with the strict agreement that if it got any worse, I 
was to go straight to the hospital. I was to be back in his rooms first thing 
in the morning, the most likely outcome, he continued, was that I’d need 
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to be operated on immediately. I accepted this and hobbled out of the 
building feeling like I’d been given a stay of execution.

The good news was the extra 18 hours I’d negotiated; the not-so-
good news was that I didn’t have a clue how to calm down my appendix. 
Instinctively knowing this was all to do with the wedding, in my mind I 
firmly held onto the leverage of really wanting this marriage and that two-
week honeymoon in the Maldives. I slept the rest of the day, it hadn’t gotten 
any worse, and I found the strength to get to a dinner for the interstate and 
overseas people invited to our wedding, choosing not to discuss any doctor-
related issues. I left early, having started again with fresh pain and fever, 
and my future bride put me to bed where I drifted in and out of sleep. 

Self-Healing
So what I did do was chant over and over in my mind that I wanted to 
be healed, trying not to focus on my appendix. It went something like: 
I’m getting better, heal now, I am better. I even remember doing it while 
sleeping. It was like I was caught up in some sort of ceremony with the only 
focus on the thought of healing. The fever got worse, the sheets and the 
clothes I was wearing were soaked through with sweat. One minute I was 
hot, the next I was shivering, but I never stopped repeating the mantra to 
myself. This went on for hours. After reaching a point where I thought I 
couldn’t possibly deal with the pain and discomfort any longer, I can still 
remember that it was just after 3am, I felt something turn. The fever began 
to break and the pain started subsiding. There was an inner knowing that 
the worst was over. I was now healing.

I turned up at the doctor early the next morning and it was obvious he 
was already organising his day around my operation; to him my examination 
had a foregone conclusion. Once he’d taken a good look at me, he could 
immediately see that I was much better, which really confused and maybe 
even annoyed him. He kept on poking and prodding, trying to elicit pain 
to justify his operation. What did I take? he wanted to know, What did 
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I do? I wasn’t too sure myself, so I said, ‘I just talked myself out of it.’ 
He struggled with that answer, dismissed it, shook his head and wished 
me well. 

The Bleeding Edge
The wedding day arrived. I was still a little tender but everything came 
together. We got married, the pictures turned out great, everyone had 
a good time. Our two-week honeymoon was a blast: scuba-diving, 
lovemaking, eating and drinking. When we arrived back home we moved 
into our newly purchased, rundown little duplex in inner Sydney, having 
opted for location over a big house in the outer suburbs. I had moved on 
from my direct marketing job (of course!), having found a unique role 
in which I could explore a newfound passion for all things technology-
related. I started with Citibank, working on their world-first video banking 
project. It was 1993; video banking was way ahead of its time as the internet 
itself wouldn’t really start to become commercial until at least another 
three years. 

The role really opened my eyes to the promise in how technology could 
improve our way of living. I felt I had found my passion in life. It involved 
a lot of shift work, which was also a first for me, but it wasn’t long before 
I was promoted to operations manager as we rolled out more video-type 
branches. Unfortunately, the cost of the technology and the lines needed to 
support video didn’t match the cost of the transactions being made. After 
three years of trying, the project was eventually shut down. As the internet 
finally started going commercial, my appetite for bleeding edge technology 
was now truly whetted, added to a burning desire to work in my own 
business. I knew without a doubt the internet would be the next biggest 
thing and would change the way the whole world operated. I absolutely 
had to be a part of it. 

Wanting to cash in on this phenomenon, a franchise opportunity 
helping businesses to understand and take advantage of it showed up and I 
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jumped right in. The only funds my wife and I had at the time to support 
buying into the franchise were tied up in our house. I convinced myself to 
sell our first house, use the equity to build the business, and in no time 
at all we would be able to afford to buy several new houses. Great plan, 
except the franchise I chose and the market it was targeting (mostly small 
businesses) wasn’t quite ready to invest in or embrace the internet. It wasn’t 
long before we had eaten through all our equity. 

A Beautiful Gift
Right in the middle of my internet business falling apart, my wife gave 
birth to our first son, Robert. There were complications with the birth as 
he was a frank breech (baby’s bottom down, feet near the head) and he 
swallowed a lot of blood as they tried to pull him out. We didn’t even get a 
chance to properly welcome him into the world before he was whisked off 
to intensive care for several days. Robert was a really beautiful baby, but it 
wasn’t long before we realised he just wasn’t doing the things other babies 
were doing. As a result of the frank breech, and possibly other unknown 
stuff, he had delayed-growth motor skills and didn’t crawl or walk until 
much later than was normal. As first-time parents this really worried us, 
because at picnics and other such events he would just sit while the other 
babies were crawling, and eventually walking, often taking away his toys as 
he was helpless to do anything about it. 

That Is My Fax!
After having exhausted our funds I had to wind up the business and start 
looking for a job. I struggled to find work and we had to downsize our rental 
properties twice. My confidence was shot but I was unable to shake the 
passion I had developed for bleeding edge technology. I eventually found a 
job working for a start-up that was one of the first to try to commercialise 
web TV. It was now 1997, so it was also way ahead of its time, but again I 
was blinded by the potential of what the start-up could deliver. 
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Funded by a young, eccentric millionaire who apparently had made his 
money from suing his father, he did however manage to bring together a 
remarkable and talented team of people. Barely six months into the project 
he got cold feet. We all turned up one day to find the glass entrance doors 
to our offices chained shut, an accountant-type person standing guard 
until we had all shown up. We were then escorted into the boardroom and 
told the business had been shut down, we were not to touch anything, we 
should leave immediately and be ready to be searched on the way out. 

It was surreal. A scene right out of a terrorist hostage 
movie except the bad guys were dressed as accountants 

instead of in full military gear. 

Being a start-up, the company was often short of equipment so I had 
brought in my fax machine, left over from my failed business. It was used 
regularly. I approached one of the ‘accountants’ and mentioned that the fax 
machine was mine and I would be taking it with me. ‘Oh no, Sir,’ he said. 
‘You can’t do that! It is now business property.’ 

Showing outward composure, I said, ‘I don’t think so,’ and without 
bothering to wait for a response I walked over to my fax, unplugged it, 
picked it up and headed for the door. The accountant moved in to intercept 
me. An incredible energy swelled up inside me, pent-up emotion of all the 
shit that had happened to me in the last year: my failed business, being 
bankrupt, losing my house, downsizing twice, my son’s issues, the trouble 
I’d had to find this very job … and now this guy wanted to steal my 
fax machine.

It had been a good 10 years since I’d done any karate but I’d continued 
to work out on a punching bag almost daily. The spirit that comes with so 
much training had never left me. I approached him as he blocked the door, 
delivering one last message with my eyes to not try to stop me. My boss, 
unbeknown to me, was watching the whole scene take place and he quickly 
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moved in between us, putting out his arms while saying something to the 
accountant. I have no clue what he said but the guy quickly stepped aside. 
Lucky for him. I’m not sure what I might have done to him. 

Birth of My Daughter
I was out of work again and our financial situation was even worse than 
before. I headed into full-blown victim mode. I wasn’t sure how we were 
ever going to climb back out of the mess I’d gotten us into. My punching 
bag got a regular beating as I tackled intense low self-esteem. On the 
plus side, my son had finally started walking at 22 months, my wife and 
I were expecting our second child, a girl, just before Christmas of 1998, 
and our families had been an incredible support, both financially and 
emotionally. Spurred on by the imminent birth of my daughter, I took a 
low-base, pretty much commission-only sales job selling video and audio-
conferencing equipment (still unable to shake my passion for bleeding 
edge technology). Video conferencing had about a six-month sales cycle 
so I figured by the time my girl was born I would again be earning 
decent money. 

In spite of the enormous amount of stress in our lives, my wife stood 
beside me, and somehow we were able to deal with things, one day at a 
time. My commission-only sales job in fact did start to pay more than 
I had earned in a while. Early on December 18th 1998 we turned up at 
the hospital for the Caesarean operation. Amanda was especially excited 
because, as a teacher who had taught only girls all her life, a daughter 
would be fulfilling a lifelong dream. The prior scans and tests revealed 
everything was good, and we were unanimous in choosing the name Zara 
for our girl. Having done it two years prior with Robert, I was happy to 
support my wife in the operating theatre and watch our daughter enter 
the world. The two doctors pulled Zara from Amanda’s mid-section, held 
her high and triumphantly over my wife’s stomach, then did a double take 
and stopped. 
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I could sense the energy in the room change instantly 
as both doctors gave each other an Uh-oh kind of look. 

Something was definitely wrong. 

The baby had a big hole in the middle of her face; her top lip was 
broken into two and was flapping as she started to cry. She was also small 
in size and her eyes seemed way too close together. I was looking from 
doctor to doctor, then back to Zara, pleading with my eyes for some sort of 
explanation and had completely forgotten that my wife couldn’t see what 
was going on because of the high covers in place. I looked down at her but 
couldn’t talk, I didn’t know what to say. She immediately picked up on this 
and in an incredibly calm voice said, ‘It’s okay, it doesn’t matter, whatever 
it is, it will be alright.’

I wasn’t so sure. She hadn’t seen what I had seen. The nursing staff 
sprang into action, grabbed Zara away from the doctors, and took her over 
to a nearby table. The doctors, sensing I was losing control, wanted to get 
me away from Amanda and suggested strongly that I head over to the table 
where Zara was.

In a daze I staggered over to my newborn daughter who was being 
seriously fussed over. A nurse tried to reassure me by saying, ‘Don’t worry, 
it’s nothing major surgery can’t fix.’ On hearing the words ‘major surgery’ 
everything went black and I fainted. I awoke being dragged out of the 
operating theatre by the two doctors as the nurses weren’t strong enough to 
move me. That is how my darling daughter, my future mentor, made her 
entrance into my life. 

I sat in the hospital cafeteria sipping a completely tasteless coffee, trying 
to piece together what had taken place. This is not what I expected. And 
I had a nagging sense that it was only the tip of the iceberg. I remember 
thinking, There must be some mistake! She was meant to be normal. Why 
is this happening to me? She has chosen the wrong dad.
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Not Going Anywhere
The following months were a rollercoaster. Zara turned our lives 
upside down and inside out. As I had sensed, her cleft lip and palate 
were only the tip of the iceberg. Finding a label for her other conditions 
became the task of numerous doctors, huddling together over many 
meetings. After several weeks they announced she had a condition called 
holoprosencephaly (HPE): her brain had failed to develop into two 
hemispheres. We were told only 3 percent of babies with her condition 
actually make it to birth; those who do normally last only three to four 
months. It was without doubt one of the most tumultuous times of my life 
as we struggled to accept what they were telling us and then, somehow, 
get through each day.

Our little girl couldn’t be breastfed, and getting any food and drink into 
her was an art unto itself. We were relieved when at around four months 
it was time for her ‘major surgery’ to repair her cleft lip and palate. The 
promise was that life would now become a little calmer for all. Following 
the surgery, we waited patiently to be told how it had all gone. Several 
hours passed until finally the doctors arrived. Due to severe complications, 
they said, Zara wasn’t going to make it. We needed to say our goodbyes. 
In complete shock, we were ushered into one of the hospital’s bereavement 
rooms where Zara was read the last rites by a priest, and we all took turns 
in saying goodbye. Apparently the only thing keeping her alive was her 
oxygen mask. She appeared to be getting worse, the doctors were certain 
she didn’t have long, so we asked if we could remove the oxygen mask to 
give her better cuddles and wish her on her way. 

Having removed her oxygen mask, we hugged and said our final 
goodbyes. There was a small, selfish part of me that actually felt relief. 
For sure I felt guilt too, but I thought it would be better for all concerned 
if we could get back to some semblance of a normal life. I was positive 
the Universe had made a mistake and that I was so the wrong guy to 
father a child with a severe physical and mental disability. It turned out 
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the Universe and Zara had other plans. As soon as we removed her oxygen 
mask, she started breathing better and stabilised, surprising us all and 
astounding the doctors. Zara wasn’t going anywhere. The doctors later 
downgraded her condition to semi-lobar HPE, a less severe condition with 
a longer life expectancy. 

What??
The end of my thirties was approaching and I was beginning to feel like 
my life was a constant battleground, nothing like I had planned or hoped 
it would be. Zara continued to rock our world as we struggled with all her 
conditions and tried to cope with the different ways we had to adapt to care 
for her. She had constant doctor appointments and we ended up in hospital 
for extended stays several times that year. Attending to any issues our son 
Robert had was given less priority and the hands-on owner of where I was 
working was driving me crazy. Our financial situation had improved to the 
point that we were now self-sustaining, but managing the huge debt I had 
allowed to build up was really draining me. Something had to give and I 
slowly started having trouble hearing things. 

It started around the home. I drove my wife wild with her wanting 
me constantly to turn the TV volume down and she often had to repeat 
herself. It soon overflowed into social situations where I struggled to hear 
others in noisy backgrounds. All requests for me to have someone check 
out my hearing were quickly dismissed. There was no way I was going to 
wear a hearing aid; my ego, pride and vanity simply would not tolerate the 
idea. It wasn’t until people at work began to notice and comment on how 
bad my hearing was that I became really concerned. With everything else 
on my plate, though, I again let it ride.

Until one day, when I was out doing a full-on product demonstration 
at a potential customer’s premises. There must have been a dozen people 
in attendance, all sitting around this huge boardroom table inside an 
impressive meeting room. I had been prospecting this customer for months 
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and the opportunity to present in front of their senior management team 
meant I might finally be able to close the sale. My immediate boss was 
present, and whilst the demonstration did have a few technical hitches, the 
overall presentation went well. 

Until an Asian guy with a thick accent, sitting at the furthest point of 
the room, asked me a question. I simply couldn’t hear or understand what 
it was. That does happen so I apologised for not being able to hear him 
and asked if he could repeat the question, assuming he would also talk a 
little louder this time. He was not happy that he had to repeat himself, and 
although he did raise his voice a bit, I again couldn’t catch what he was 
saying. A whole roomful of people sat looking directly at me, waiting for 
an answer. Obviously they’d all heard him. Like a deer in the headlights 
I considered my options. I knew that if I asked him yet again to repeat 
the question I’d lose face, and probably the sale. But I didn’t have much 
of an option. So I tried to make light of it by apologising profusely, then 
practically begged him as a personal favour to me to find it within himself 
to give me one more chance to hear his question. 

He leaned back in his seat, crossed his arms and stared in disbelief. I 
could almost hear him swear internally. Unfortunately, most of the other 
people around the boardroom table were also now displaying similar body 
language. Taking a deep, impatient breath he once again asked me the 
question. This time I felt like I had been run over by the truck that had 
the deer in its headlights. Once again I hadn’t heard or understood the 
question. I did the only thing that came to mind in that instant. I simply 
acknowledged his question with a nod of my head and answered, ‘Yes, 
that’s right!’

Without a glance his way, I quickly moved onto something else and 
wrapped up the meeting. Needless to say, we didn’t get the sale. As soon as 
we were on our own my boss ordered me to get a hearing test. Word quickly 
got back to the owner of the business that I’d messed up the presentation. 
Our already strained relationship took a turn for the worse. It was time for 
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me to find another job. I began the search and within a month started a 
new job at a leading telecommunications company promoting call centre 
solutions. I was wearing my brand-new in-the-canal hearing aids.

The technology employed at the telecommunications company was a 
bit outdated as it all centred on the use of pagers, but the job itself paid 
really well, with a high-base salary and good commission opportunities. 
We were coming up to Y2K, the end-of-the-century debacle, so there was 
plenty of work and sales to be made. I did find the work boring but was 
happy with a steadier role, and with Zara about to turn two, I couldn’t 
wait to put my unsettling thirties behind me and launch into a brand-new 
century knowing things could only get better.





Chapter 5:

An Unlikely Mentor
Here for a Reason
Getting clear answers on the extent of what really was going on with Zara 
continued to be an ongoing battle. We had meeting after meeting with a 
broad range of doctors across the full spectrum of child experts. More often 
than not we left more confused than when we started. One day we were told 
that if anyone could give us some clear answers to her various conditions, 
it would be the chief brain surgeon at Sydney’s Royal Children’s Hospital. 
He was considered the top person in his field so Amanda organised an 
appointment. We had to wait about three months to see him. 

In the meanwhile, Zara was soon a patient of 13 different departments 
at the local hospital, with an entourage of dozens of doctors, nursing staff 
and carers, and we’d built up quite the file on her issues and conditions. At 
around three years, new doctors were already freaking out at the amount of 
information they had to read before suggesting any treatment. We quickly 
learned to direct them to the right places within her file and to seriously 
question anything that didn’t make sense to us. Whenever Zara was in 
hospital, one of us was required to be there fulltime (usually Amanda), 
acting as her own specialised nurse due to all her issues, and also the lack of 
attention she would get because of the short-staffing and limited resources 
in the hospitals. We were often better qualified than some of the doctors to 
suggest the right treatments, so we didn’t hesitate to take control. 

The meeting with the chief brain surgeon finally arrived and we 
were so looking forward to getting some clarity. He was a delightful, very 
grounded and calm man who obviously knew his stuff. But after reading 
her file, looking at MRI scans and hearing from us all about her history, 
he really didn’t have anything further to add. Sensing my disappointment, 
he pulled me aside and with complete vulnerability and sincerity shared 
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that if there was one thing he did know from his 30+ years of experience, 
surgeries, study and research, it was that every time a normal child is born 
it’s a complete miracle. In his world he turned up for work each day to 
be confronted and astounded by never-ending things that could, and do, 
go wrong. He put his hand on my shoulder, implored me not to blame 
ourselves, and instead find the courage and fortitude to simply be the best 
parents we possibly could because Zara was here for a reason.

That meeting changed my perspective on a lot of things. It helped me 
to see my daughter in a new light. It is a massive understatement to say that 
Zara continued to shake my world to the core. She took every belief I held, 
and through her existence, offered them up to me for reinterpretation. 
Every value I held, she got me to question them, one by one. This didn’t 
happen overnight, of course. I was very much the reluctant student to 
begin with, but as the years went by I was able to appreciate being a part of 
her life and witness how a person with such a broken body could turn up 
every day with a smile on her face and a hug in her arms. She won me over. 

Zara became my mentor. Her lessons were hard but only because I had 
so much to learn, so much to reinterpret, so much to undo. She was in my 
opinion the ultimate teacher because she didn’t preach, heck, she couldn’t 
talk!, and instead she demonstrated through her actions that someone who 
must surely be in such pain most of the time could still offer so much love. 
She had so many smiles and she touched so many people in so many ways. 
Her spirit shined through. She was indeed an angel as well as my daughter. 

Where Angels Touch
One of the biggest challenges of having a child like Zara was the nonstop 
full-on attention she required of at least one adult at all waking times. 
There was the food preparation: Zara had to have most of her foods blended 
and spoon-fed to avoid aspirating; the myriad special things like cups and 
dishes to cater for her distinct needs; she wore nappies her entire life and 
they sure got smelly and messy in her later years. Amanda and I would 
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often look at each other to check whose turn it was. Because we’d agreed 
it made sense that Amanda didn’t work, she was obviously around more 
than I was. For a good part of her life, Zara also had a constant dribble 
and runny nose which drove us crazy, and it wasn’t until we came across a 
technique using a Botox injection that we got some relief. 

Zara could only walk about a hundred metres or so due to her severe 
scoliosis and small delicate frame. She could, however, stomp her foot 
rather loudly whenever she was upset. This never failed to amuse us, and of 
course get our attention. It wasn’t long before we had to invest in specially 
built wheelchairs, feeding chairs and car seats for her. Dressing her and 
changing nappies required putting on or removing her back brace, which 
was quite an exercise each time. A simple trip to the Zoo or for a social 
catch-up took an enormous amount of preplanning and special equipment. 
Thanks to Amanda’s incredible diligence, research and networking we 
were well supported by amazing groups such as Uniting Care who helped 
as best they could with a lot of it. We often believed Zara herself was 
working behind the scenes to bring us the much-needed respite and relief 
we needed to continually cope. 

I could continue to list the challenges, the amount of work involved in 
having a child with a severe physical and mental disability, and how often 
it overwhelmed us, but I don’t want to distract from the pure joy Zara 
brought into our lives. One day we came across the poem below, which we 
thought summed up our girl and her time here on this planet. I think it 
speaks to the heart of what we already knew.
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 Not Done Yet
Probably one of the best examples of her spirit and the lessons she dished 
out was the time she went into hospital to get a rod placed in her back to 
help with her scoliosis. I am fast-forwarding here but it’s the right spot to 
increase your understanding of the role Zara played and her impact on 
my life. She was about 11 years old, and during the first operation, she 
suffered cardiac arrest but was revived. In an effort to try to straighten her 
back so they could do the procedure again, the doctors bolted a ‘head halo’ 
into her skull which had a bag of water attached at the back. The nurses 
increased the amount of water in the bag each day to straighten the spine. 
They were amazed at how well Zara took to such a treatment. She was the 
only patient, they said, they’d ever seen who could lie in the bed and turn 
360 degrees with the head halo and weight attached. The second operation 
attempting to straighten her back also failed; she arrested once more and 
we got the message not to try again. Zara again was in and out of hospital 
a lot that year, including one time for a respiratory illness. Whilst she was 
there, she caught the swine flu (as did many others). 
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I don’t think we had ever seen Zara, or anyone else for that matter, so 
sick. Following her time in isolation she was placed in a room directly next 
to the nurse’s station so they could keep a constant watch on her. She had 
no energy, could hardly move, and appeared lifeless. Every breath she took 
was very laboured and once again I didn’t think she was going to make 
it, so fearing the worst, I went in to say my goodbyes. She was on her side 
and I was able to get in real close. I thanked her for everything she had 
taught me, for all the cuddles, for demonstrating how to live in the present 
moment, for teaching me what real beauty truly was. I told her how much 
I loved her, that I didn’t know how I would be able to go on without her.

I could tell she was taking it all in, then to my amazement she reached 
up with her arm and pulled me in closer to give me what I thought was a 
final cuddle. I sensed she was thinking something along the lines of: Oh, 
Dad, that was just so nice, thank you for all those kind words, they mean 
so much to me. I love you very much too. But then she did the darndest 
thing. Zara started slapping me repeatedly on the back, quite hard at that. 
I was totally shocked and had to move out of her reach to stop her. She gave 
me a cheeky knowing smile and I sensed she was saying to me: 

Dad, I’m not going anywhere. I’m not done yet, not by a 
long shot. You still have lessons to be taught so please 

spare me your fatalistic thoughts and get a grip. Love you. 

I stood up feeling so happy and started laughing. I reached for my 
phone, rang Amanda and told her that Zara was going to be just fine. Sure 
enough, three or four days later she was home. 

My most favourite time on most days was getting Zara ready for school. 
As she passed through her teens, she demonstrated the normal teenage 
reluctance for getting out of bed. She slept with the pillow over her head, 
and when I came in each morning, she’d stir reluctantly and try to pull 
it back over her head. Once out of bed, though, it was all strict routine. 



58 A Burst for Freedom

Things had to be done each morning in the exact same way or much foot-
stomping and cupboard-door-slapping ensued. I must admit I never grew 
tired of watching Zara perform her foot-stomping routine. It was just so 
cute! Almost always she was cranky right up to the point her brace went 
back on. Then a huge smile crossed her face and the cuddles followed. 

I could write a whole book about Zara, and how her presence in my 
life was both a lifetime contract and a catalyst for me to wake up and start 
seeing things differently. She appears again as the book progresses, but I 
hope I’ve given you a good background to the impact she had and why I 
see her as the most important mentor in my life. 



Chapter 6:

Hitting-the-wall Forties
Keeping Up with the Jones’s
Life in my forties did start off better. Out of nowhere I received a call from 
my old boss with whom I’d worked at the web TV start-up, the same guy 
who’d intervened during the fax machine incident. He had gone on to 
become the CEO of Australia’s second-largest internet service provider. He 
wanted to know if I might be interested in coming over and discussing a 
job opportunity. I had a lot of respect and admiration for him, and when he 
offered me the role of sales director, I couldn’t believe it. I enthusiastically 
accepted. (I did feel the role might be a bit out of my depth, and he was 
definitely taking a chance on me, but no way was I going to let him down.) 

It was a great place to work, again with an awesome team of people. 
I found a particularly good friend and ally in my colleague who ran the 
Marketing Department. We got on really well and we each had the other’s 
back, and together we created a unique bond between both the Sales and 
Marketing Departments. My boss didn’t hesitate to inform me of the huge 
expectations he had of me, but under his great leadership I’d finally found 
a role I knew I could grow and succeed in. I loved what I was doing and 
threw myself into my work, working 50+ hours most weeks. 

The money was pretty good, and for the first time since leaving 
Citibank I was able to cover our expenses and pay off some debt. We were 
also ready to move out of the not-so-nice rental house we’d been in for a 
couple of years. With the help of Amanda’s father, who knew the right guy, 
we were able to get a home loan without a deposit, so we were excitedly 
looking to get back into the home market.

The new job brought on a period of calm in our lives. Zara was still 
a handful but we’d learnt to cope with whatever came up. Feeling like we 
had a bit of ground to catch up on in relation to most of our friends, I 
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soon convinced myself we could afford to lease a new car. We even started 
talking about having another child. 

Crazy as that may sound, all we wanted was to fit in, 
be a ‘normal’ family, subject to all the conditioning 

and ‘programming’ we had been taught was 
the right path to take. 

We also felt that a sibling for Robert might help with the ever-growing 
issues he was presenting us with. And Amanda still had her heart set on 
having a ‘normal’ girl. We went into baby-making mode. 

It wasn’t long before we were back in the house market, buying another 
rundown house further out from where we had once been, but if you stood 
on our roof you could actually see water views of the Sydney Harbour. 
I leased a brand-new Honda MDX Luxury 4WD SUV, roomy enough 
to cater for Zara’s needs, a third child who was now on its way, and also 
satisfying my ego’s desire to show off my new job status. Within months 
of moving into our home, we decided to renovate, courtesy of the credit 
facility built into the loan, and literally gutted over half of the house whilst 
continuing to live there. Naturally, it all had to be done before the arrival 
of our child. 

We had hit the afterburners, determined to catch up with the imagined 
Jones’s, in spite of the daily grind we found ourselves in. The demands of my 
job saw me travelling interstate quite often, but Amanda was an amazing 
organiser, running our family, managing the renovations and dealing with 
the never-ending bureaucracy of a daughter with a severe disability. Zara 
continued to provide me with fresh perspectives but I was now caught up 
in competing and achieving. 

Robert had started school but it was not going well. After constant 
meetings and calls to fetch him because he was fighting, not fitting in or 
driving the teachers crazy, he was diagnosed with Attention Deficit Disorder 
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(ADD). In an effort to maintain some calm in our lives, we put him on 
the drug Ritalin for a few years. It took the ‘edge’ off but he continued to 
struggle and we sought many doctors’ and psychiatrists’ opinions. As my 
first-born son, my love for Robert knew no bounds but it had dawned on 
us that the demands of bringing up Zara had seriously impacted on the 
attention we should have been giving him. 

In our desire to lead a normal life driven by societal indoctrination, 
we nevertheless were continuing to strive but never quite seemed to arrive. 

Hughie
In the spring of 2003 our third child, a huge bouncing 9lb baby boy 
entered our lives via normal caesarean birth. We named him Hugh. There 
were seven years between him and Robert, five for Zara. Amanda got to 
breastfeed for the first time, it was our first everything-is-normal experience 
with a baby and we were stoked. The renovations were also complete so we 
welcomed Hugh to a virtually new home. Like Robert he was another 
beautiful baby, and his ‘normal’ presence was the best medicine for us all. 
He was a blessing and there wasn’t a doubt in our minds that having him 
was the best thing we could have done. 

Chip on My Shoulder
Life continued to play out like the movie it is until early 2004, when the 
very profitable and successful company I was working for got caught up 
in the parent company’s bankruptcy in America. Having filed for Chapter 
11, the parent company was quick to recognise the cash cow our own 
company was and began to milk us for all it was worth. Working in an 
executive position while this was going down impacted me hugely and I 
really struggled to maintain my integrity and self-worth. 

I had poured everything into that role, and built the Sales Department 
to a phenomenal team of over 25 staff. The team I had created and the 
broader executive team were exceptional and we all worked so well together 
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under the strong leadership of the CEO. Of course, the CEO was ahead 
of the curve, and it wasn’t long after our parent company took us into 
Chapter 11 that he announced he was leaving us to go and work for our 
number one competitor. I was devastated. I could see it was a smart move, 
though, and it was time for me to also consider my options. 

Unfortunately I found it a lot harder. I was unable to find a similar-
level job before my whole department and myself were made redundant. 
Several months after our redundancy the company was sold to another 
upcoming internet service provider. 

Working at the company during that time had been a terribly draining 
experience; I’d become disillusioned with what the parent company had 
been asking me to say and do. The rebel in me rose to the surface. I 
declined to pass on the bullshit flowing down from above, choosing to tell 
it as I saw it. On several occasions this got me hauled up in front of interim 
management. They were paying me the big bucks, they argued, so I was 
expected to pass on whatever they directed me to do. When I refused, I 
suspect it may be one of the reasons the entire sales team was one of the 
first to go. 

It in fact turned out to be a blessing in disguise, because once the 
other company took over, they made everyone who was left sign a new 
employment contract capping how much redundancy would be paid 
at three months. Not too long after that, the company made the entire 
executive team and a huge portion of the remaining staff redundant. So 
unlike the rest, my team including myself received the full payouts owing 
to us. In my case, it was enough to sustain me for six months while I 
searched hard for another job. 

Opportunities at sales director level were few and far between. I also 
didn’t recognise at the time what a chip on the shoulder I’d developed 
because of what had happened with the company bankruptcy. I’d built 
up quite a mistrust of everything corporate but I was still applying for a 
corporate-type role! Needless to say, that distrust shone through in most 
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of my interviews and it didn’t take long before I had sailed through my 
redundancy payout. We were in financial trouble again. The payout on my 
luxury car was at least A$15,000, more than the car’s worth, so selling it 
wasn’t an option. We were now eating into the credit facility of our home 
loan to keep afloat.

I do remember that I was actually being offered jobs, but because they 
weren’t of similar status or pay rate than my previous position, I declined 
them. Certainly, it was part ego but mostly we weren’t ready to relinquish 
the comfortable lifestyle we had finally built up, and we wanted to give our 
best shot at the chance to maintain it. We cut our expenses and put a lot 
on hold, but I recall thinking that we would make additional changes only 
if something outside of our control was forced on us.

Because That’s the Way  
We Have Always Done It!
Luckily, only a few months later an opportunity presented itself for a head 
of Sales at a Melbourne-based firm that was, in many ways, similar to my 
old company. I endured five different types of interview for the position. 
In the last one I was interviewed by the team I would be managing to see 
if they would accept me as their leader. I got through and was back in the 
saddle again, now earning even better money than before, although I had 
to fly to Melbourne every week for at least three days. 

The company was impressed by what I had achieved in my last role and 
emphasised that they were looking at me to do the same for them. Every 
interview had been about, How could I help transform and substantially 
improve their sales revenue and performance? I had many ideas and we all 
thought it was the perfect fit. After the first month, however, it became 
apparent that this was a conservative company, run by an MD who once had 
been an accountant and was nothing like my old CEO. He was unwilling 
to take chances or do anything different but still wanted to improve results. 
I was totally perplexed. I quickly felt like a fish out of water as every idea 
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or suggestion for improvement was greeted with: Yes, that’s a good idea but 
let’s not be too hasty to make any changes. 

The marketing director was also old school. All attempts to get to why 
she was doing the things she did were met with: ‘Because that is the way 
we have always done it.’ No other phrase on the planet will set me off like 
that one will. I knew the potential was staggering but there was no way this 
management team was going to allow it to be realised.

I shared this with my wife, my life coach and a few select friends. We 
were all in agreement that, given my past history, the fact that I’d been out 
of work for so long, and for the sake of my family, I simply had to find a 
way to fit in and accept the way they did business. Around the same time, 
the MD announced that they needed me fulltime in Melbourne and that 
I should move down as soon as possible. It was a huge decision at any 
time: moving a family of three children out of their normal environment 
to a city where we didn’t know a soul. But throw in my Zara, with all her 
medical conditions and requirements, and it was a massive one. Because I 
was trying to ‘fit in’, we had to take the chance. 

As I continued to travel back and forth each week, we went into moving 
mode. We booked the removal company, leased out our house in Sydney, 
rented a house in Melbourne, and Amanda did all she could to set things 
up for Robert and Zara in schools and support systems. I was approaching 
three months with the company; it was a weekend and we had organised to 
leave Sydney and drive down to Melbourne in time for me to start work on 
Monday morning. With everything in boxes, rental and lease documents 
signed, and one day to go till the removal company turned up, I had a huge 
argument with the marketing director. 

I had inadvertently once again questioned why she was doing something 
that so negatively impacted the performance of the sales team. She totally 
lost it. She was in Melbourne so it all happened over the phone, but I’m 
sure most of my team knew what was happening. My efforts to point out 
why I’d been questioning motives (‘Because that is the way we have always 
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done it!’), my backtracking and my apologies, all failed and she slammed 
down the phone. She walked straight to the MD’s office. Sadly, theirs is a 
long-standing relationship, they are two peas in a pod, and it was not long 
before the MD was on the phone to me. 

We talked for quite a while, he appeared to see my point of view, and 
he ended the conversation saying, ‘Don’t worry about it, we’ll work it out. 
Just get down here’, he said, ‘we can all get together and work through it.’ I 
couldn’t shake a strange sense of foreboding but we were way too committed. 
(I did have the thought that maybe it was a good thing because it highlighted 
the dire need to try to do things differently.) We packed up and began the 
nine-hour drive to Melbourne to start a brand-new stage of our life. 

Daddy Has Lost His Job
I left my wife, her mother and our children in our new rental house full 
of unpacked boxes and headed into work early Monday morning. I was 
greeted by an unusual amount of silence and closed doors. My previous 
sense of foreboding went into overdrive but then I thought, It’s just my 
imagination. Around lunchtime after returning from an offsite meeting 
with one of my account managers, the Human Resources manager arrived 
at my door and requested that I go and see the MD right away.

Our meeting was quick and to the point. It just wasn’t working out, the 
MD said, the company was letting me go — one day before my three-month 
probationary period expired. Speechless, feeling like I had been punched 
in the face, I was too stunned to respond. It was effective immediately, he 
said. I was to head back to my office, pick up my things and leave. It was 
the best for everyone. So, without saying goodbye to anyone, I did just that 
and left the building. 

As I headed home I couldn’t bring myself to ring my wife. I arrived to 
an empty house and sat and waited for my family to return, likely from a 
shopping trip. I was completely numb, trying to work out what, actually, 
had happened, what to tell my family. This was meant to be a fresh start, a 
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new beginning. It occurred to me then that they had specifically chosen to 
get rid of me one day before my probationary period ended so as to save on 
any payments that might have been due to me. Where was my punching 
bag when I needed it? I couldn’t believe that this was happening all over 
again. Over and over in my head, I couldn’t get past why these things kept 
on happening to me. An hour passed before I heard the family car pull into 
the driveway. 

Seven-year-old Robert, seeing my car in the driveway, 
sensed what was wrong and announced,  

‘Uh-oh, Daddy has lost his job.’

The God Delusion
I sat, angry at the world, filled with blame and judgement, when I picked 
up a magazine and was drawn to an article about a new book, just released, 
called The God Delusion by Richard Dawkins. The title reached out to 
me, especially given that I was thinking there couldn’t possibly be a God. 
I read the article, and it fed nicely into how I was feeling and the blame I 
was wanting to attach to everything around me. It so inspired me that I 
rushed straight to the local bookshop and purchased the book. At the time 
my family was giving me a wide berth, so I made myself a cup of coffee, sat 
down and began to read it. 

Richard Dawkins apparently was the world’s most renowned atheist. 
Coincidently I’d labelled myself one for the past 30 years, not out of any 
great understanding of what atheism truly meant but more out of an intense 
dislike for religion and not wanting to have anything to do with it. I was 
never able to properly articulate what it was about religion that got me so 
riled up, instead I was easily angered when anyone mentioned it. Labelling 
myself an atheist worked because as soon as I announced it to people, all 
religious conversation stopped.
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Reading Richard Dawkins’ book was the first time I’d been presented 
with a very clear and objective meaning of what it meant (he went to great 
lengths in the early chapters of his book to explain). To my utter surprise, 
by the time I’d finished the third chapter it was quite clear to me I was 
no atheist. I did believe and did have faith in a greater spirit or universal 
energies. This totally confounded me and threw me for a six. I intensely 
disliked religion but I could no longer call myself an atheist! What was left? 
My entire life I’d been throwing out the baby (God and spirituality) with 
the bath water (religion). It was an incredible Ah-ha moment for me and 
the start of my path as a true seeker, to learn what it meant to believe in 
God, or a greater spirit, without being attached to any organised religion. 

Our Miracle Child
Like most traditionally ‘masculine’ men, I was always very weary of 
‘spirituality’ and everything typically associated with it. But my desire to 
seek the truth and find personal peace kept me moving forward. I was 
several months into the start of my ‘spiritual’ journey while trying to settle 
into Melbourne life when Amanda announced she wanted us to try for 
another child. She still longed for a ‘normal’ daughter. Given our work and 
financial situation, and the constant demands of Zara, I didn’t think it a 
good idea at all. Amanda had her heart set on it. Then our doctor advised 
that, because she’d lost one of her tubes in a previous miscarriage, it would 
be nothing short of a miracle for her to get pregnant. So I agreed to try, 
thinking that after a few months Amanda would simply give up. She took 
full control and I simply enjoyed the ride while we followed moon phases, 
tried out all sorts of positions, and also drank some really weird stuff.

What ensued is a good example of what incredible willpower and the 
manifestation techniques of a woman on a mission can achieve. Within 
three months Amanda announced she was pregnant with our fourth child. 
I was in a state of shock. My wife, unable to wait for the ultrasound to 
determine if it was a girl, organised a session with a clairvoyant, someone 
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we’d used before and whose abilities had blown us away. The psychic 
definitely saw a baby girl. Amanda was over the moon. About six weeks 
later, during the first ultrasound, the nurse asked if we wanted to know the 
sex. Bubbling with excitement, Amanda said she thought she already knew 
but, yes, please confirm. It’s a boy! the nurse advised. Stunned, Amanda 
asked her to double-check. No mistake, it was definitely a boy. 

At the same time I announced I was getting the snip, Amanda was on a 
massive rollercoaster ride while she tried to come to grips with the fact that 
she wasn’t going to have a normal daughter. To her credit, she dealt with her 
demons quickly. By the time our ‘miracle’ child Rowan entered the world, 
both of us couldn’t have been happier. (We did go back to the clairvoyant 
to ask her what happened. She suggested that Rowan had wanted to be 
here more than the girl did, and he had pushed in.) Rowan, definitely, is an 
old soul. We hope one day we will properly understand why. 

This ends the first part of my book. I trust it has given you a good 
understanding of my history up until my mid-forties, a sense of the sort 
of person I was, and how caught up I was in the idea of living a life in 
accordance with the traditional ‘programming’ that’s instilled in us 
from an early age. But it was the events I experienced and the people I 
encountered that led me to the point of readiness where I became open to 
seeking another way. 



PART II:

WAKING UP — 
THE 11 GUIDING 

PRINCIPLES





Chapter 7:

Introducing The 11 
Guiding Principles

This is the result of having challenged myself to reflect back carefully 
 on my life, so as to be able to present the experiences and lessons I 

learned in a format that can also benefit others who are ready for their own 
burst for freedom. During my life-learning process, I discovered that 11 
guiding principles really shined through. Here I give a quick introduction 
to what to expect from each principle, then subsequent chapters tie up 
these guiding principles with my life events. 

1. Become teachable: Personally, I became teachable after I hit the 
wall; I’d simply had enough. I had reached a crisis point where 
I was ready, open, and willing to seek out another way. By then 
there was not too much to lose, it was a question of: What is the 
worst that can happen? 

2. Pack really light: As I readied to embark upon on my journey, 
it was imperative that I be prepared to leave behind most, if not 
all, of what I had been taught to believe or value to date. To hold 
onto nothing and challenge myself to have a completely open 
mind, adopting a ‘That’s interesting!’ approach to things that, 
previously, I would have dismissed outright.

3. Change the rules: As so much of what I had been led to believe 
was shown to be false, the next logical step was choosing to 
change those rules and adopt a ‘whatever works for me’ approach. 
It was about exploring my own spirituality, my personal 
relationship to the Divine rather than some closed religious view 
of it. I dumped what was no longer working for me, although 
I was discerning enough to keep most of my early journey to 
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myself, treating it as a self-study. Your own religious choices 
may be in conflict with others’, and they may not agree with the 
behaviours and beliefs you have decided work for you. It also 
teaches you to be nonjudgmental about others’ beliefs. 

4. Follow the nudges: There is so much to learn, so much 
material, so many different paths, that I was overwhelmed and 
confused about where to start. The solution was learning to 
follow the nudges — following your instincts and being guided 
by the teacher within. In helping to achieve this, I learned that 
meditation is a win|win|win tool. It’s important to know that at 
the highest level of consciousness, every thought either comes 
from Love (heart, oneness) or Fear (the ego, separation) and the 
critical importance of my learning was to get out of my head to 
more consistently follow my heart, so I could be true to myself.

5. Choose again: There were many times along my journey that 
I became stuck, confused and frustrated. Of course, that is the 
nature of ‘waking up’ but learning to go easy on myself was like 
ensuring I always had packed enough water for the long journey 
ahead. Being prepared to stop often, refresh and learn to love 
myself was a critical element of survival (choose again). I was 
undoing many years (indeed lifetimes) of conditioning. I had to 
remind myself repeatedly that I was doing the best I could, and I 
had to find reasons why that was more than good enough.

6. Face yourself: There was no escaping this guiding principle 
if I was truly willing to experience all my journey had to offer 
me. Try as I did to dance around this principle, hoping that 
knowledge alone would be sufficient, I quickly learned that facing 
myself and doing the inner work was mandatory. I needed to heal 
the causes, not just the effects.

7. Direct the Universe: This guiding principle is a biggie. The 
whole Law of Attraction concept was one of the most common 
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themes I came across on my journey, that the Universe responds 
best to our firm directives, not our questions, hopes or prayers. 
Know that all thoughts do manifest on some level. 

8. Surrender the need to understand: As an overthinker I always 
needed to understand everything; I was forever overanalysing, 
always way too much inside my head. Learning to surrender 
the need to understand is not about giving up; it’s about being 
prepared to simply absorb a concept, trusting that when you’re 
ready, the details will fall into place. Initially my reluctance 
to surrender cost me much pain and discomfort, but in the 
end I learned to save myself endless headaches, frustration, 
and exhaustion.

9. Feel the power: It’s like that small yappy dog that intimidates a 
much bigger dog and you wonder why the bigger dog doesn’t just 
exert its size and power to put the smaller dog in its place. For 
most of my life I was like that bigger dog, unaware of my own 
potential, just wanting to get along, fit in, do the right thing. As 
I travelled further along my inner journey, I was able to slowly 
build more self-esteem, self-worth and self-confidence, embodying 
that big dog and finally ‘getting into’ my true personal power.

10. Model an awakened man: Ten years into my journey I came 
across the label ‘an Awakened Man’ and knew I had found a code 
for living that also incorporated my own guiding principles. You, 
too, can test yourself according to Daniel Nielsen’s definitions of 
an Awakened Man, together with my own personal definitions of 
his characteristics.

11. Demonstrate: This guiding principle is where the rubber hits 
the road: walking the talk, living the new behaviours, and even 
finding ways to help others wipe the sleep from their eyes and 
‘wake up’. It’s about how I took all the knowledge I had acquired 
and then learned to apply it. 





Chapter 8:

Become Teachable

This first Guiding Principle is all about being willing to seeing, then 
 deleting, your programming and exploring how to live in other 

ways. By now you are aware of the catalyst event in my own life that 
opened me up to exploring spirituality, and finally becoming teachable. 
Up until then I was stuck, constantly trying to work things out within 
the conditioning entrenched in me from my first breath. I was trying to 
work an unworkable system, and the ‘answers’ were never installed in 
the programming.

I’d like to use a Matrix metaphor here, as I feel it is an excellent example 
to explain my first guiding principle. I first viewed the movie The Matrix 
about five years before my tipping point. No other movie since has left 
such an impression on me. At the time, I couldn’t properly articulate what 
it was that had impacted me so, but I knew on an instinctive level that 
it had broadened my perspective and was preparing me for what was to 
come. For those who haven’t watched the movie, it is essentially a battle 
between humans and Artificial Intelligence, where the minds of humans 
are occupied, plugged into the matrix while their bodies are asleep, 
allowing AI to tap into the bioelectricity produced by the human body. In 
the meanwhile, humankind believes it is leading a normal life on planet 
Earth. In the movie, being offered a red pill represents gaining knowledge 
although that also involves facing an unpleasant, harsh truth; a blue pill 
lets you remain in blissful ignorance. Below is the famous quote from the 
movie by the rebel leader Morpheus: 

“You take the Blue Pill, the story ends. You 
wake up in your bed and believe whatever you want 
to believe.
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You take the Red Pill, you stay in Wonderland  
and I show you how deep the rabbit hole goes.

Remember, I’m only offering you the TRUTH...
nothing more.”

The day I chose to become a seeker, to explore that other way, learn 
what it meant to be spiritual but not religious, was the day I swallowed the 
red pill. Before that I had kept on taking the blue pill, but as the events 
stacked up in my life, I became teachable and ready to find out how deep 
the rabbit hole was. 

In life in general, the blue pill is about continuing on the same journey, 
holding the same beliefs and values you’ve always held. In all likelihood 
your life has been relatively comfortable and you might think you’ve 
mastered the programming, learned to play the game quite well, what 
our conditioned society insists will lead us to its version of success. Yes, 
there might be plenty of fear in your life, but not enough shitty events 
to make you seriously question doing anything different. So you choose 
to remain ignorant because you feel you have too much to lose and the 
risk of taking the red pill is too great. At this point you are not ready to 
become teachable.

If, however, life has dealt you crisis after crisis, you become more 
willing to explore alternative approaches and question what is. Your crises 
will manifest in different ways, the more common being illness, financial 
challenges, marriage breakups, job losses, depression, and so on. It’s clear 
then that your current beliefs and values just don’t seem to be working for 
you. Like me, you feel trapped, stuck in that endless loop and never quite 
achieving what you’ve set out to do. The perfectly timed offer of the red 
pill, ‘I’m only offering you the truth … nothing more’, is totally in sync 
with your journey to come. Of course, what happens next is not going to 
be easy, or simple. Things might even get worse before they get better. But 
for the first time ever, you will know what the truth means. 
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I know that if my life had been less challenged, and had continued 
in a relatively ‘comfortable’ way as per societal standards, it’s unlikely I 
would have chosen a path involving so much introspection, the result of 
which eventually saw a number of large-scale changes. At first not a lot 
changed in my exterior world, but the nature of the internal work had 
me seeing everything from an entirely different perspective. And once I’d 
started valuing things differently, I chose then to change my exterior world 
to reflect those new beliefs. 

It is important to know that once you begin seeing things differently, 
and you start to replace old beliefs and values with new ones, only then will 
you want to make extensive changes. It becomes a natural, flowing process 
where there’s no resistance. I remember reading about other people who’d 
become spiritual seekers and were guided to sell up everything, move to 
another area, and do something completely different with their lives. At 
first this concerned me. I delayed doing anything so rash as I couldn’t 
imagine that my life, my children, our expenses and the few assets and 
money we had would allow for such change. (It wasn’t asked of me to 
make huge changes, but when I did, much later in my journey, I received 
tremendous support and guidance to do so.) 

During the initial part of my new journey of self-study, I spent a good 
six years on what’s called the ‘spiritual smorgasbord’, reading many, many 
books, exploring all types of modalities, and attending lots of workshops 
and courses in an effort to find a spiritual path that suited me. It didn’t take 
too long for me to start seeing things quite differently, but for quite a while I 
didn’t make any large-scale changes to my exterior world. Everyone’s journey 
is different, and I want to stress that you should not become concerned 
about the level or pace of change once you have chosen to become teachable. 

Would You Take the Journey?
To once more sum up some of the events that influenced going on my 
journey: I fathered a daughter with a severe physical and mental disability, 
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became financially bankrupt twice, saw my wife through stage 3 breast 
cancer, watched my daughter pass away on her 16th birthday, and lost 
several high-paying jobs. BUT what I didn’t know was that I would ‘find’ 
myself, fall passionately in love with my one true twin flame (so much 
more than a soul mate), learn to experience life as my own creation with 
behaviours that supported happiness, health and wealth, and ultimately 
help to guide others through their own journey. I can look back now and 
see that the Universe was just trying to get my attention.

At first I thought all my struggles and the never-ending 
crap in my life was just simply bad luck. Then, that I’d 

been singled out to be an example of how not to succeed. 

But each time I resisted the lesson in learning, the Universe simply 
reorganised things for another lesson to present itself. Because I was refusing to 
become teachable, it had to keep turning up the pain-dial to get my attention. 
You may recognise yourself in me. Are you ready yet to take the journey?

What Is the Worst That Can Happen?
This is a great question to ask to truly confirm your commitment to becoming 
teachable. I’ve found it invaluable many times along my journey. You’re already 
familiar with us moving to Melbourne for my job, not knowing anyone, then 
instantly losing the job (after having been out of work for over six months), and 
being forced to sell our home for the second time. At some point it actually 
made me laugh. I couldn’t imagine that things could get any worse. We had 
reached the crisis point of: What is the worst that can happen? The worst had 
happened. I was ready to become teachable. I swallowed the little red pill.



Chapter 9:

Pack Really Light
“SIMPLY DO THIS. Be still and lay aside all thoughts of what 
you are and what your Creator is, all concepts you have 

learned about the world, all images you hold about 
yourself. Empty your mind of everything it thinks is either 
true or false, or good or bad; of every thought it judges 
worthy and all the ideas of which it is ashamed. Hold 

onto nothing. Do not bring with you one thought the past 
has taught, not one belief you ever learned before from 
anything. Forget this world, forget this course, and come 

with wholly empty hands unto your Creator.”
— A Course In Miracles (ACIM), Lesson 189

As the above excerpt aptly describes, packing really light is about leaving 
 behind all that I had been taught to believe, and then opening up to 

things that previously I would have dismissed as rubbish. I can’t deny it, this 
sort of ‘openness’ certainly challenged me. It wasn’t the ‘open sort of person’ 
that friends described me as being. It was a question of reinterpreting every 
belief I had. The frustrating part was that the traditional conventions still 
appeared to work for other people but, for reasons beyond my immediate 
understanding, my life seemed headed in a completely different direction.

And some of the stuff I was presented with really did my head in. It 
made me uncomfortable, threatening as it did pretty much everything I’d 
been told to believe up till then. I felt like I was going weird on myself and 
some of my friends and family. 

It is human nature to fear what we don’t understand, so some of my 
friends who were doing okay in their lives did consider me a ‘threat’ to their 
way of life. They weren’t ready for what they interpreted as a ‘change’ in me, 
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and it wasn’t unusual for them to confront and criticise what I was doing. It 
is one of the biggest reasons I chose initially to keep my journey to myself 
and refrain from sharing until I found like-minded people or groups. In the 
early part of the journey I was also still confused about so much that I lacked 
the self-confidence and experience to properly respond to any criticism. 

I read that enlightenment isn’t about going deeper in learning, it’s more 
about unlearning everything you have been taught, every belief and value 
you have held. To achieve this it is essential to maintain a truly open mind.

‘That’s Interesting!’
This handy piece of advice, only given to me well into my journey, really 
helped me cope and make progress with my development. Basically, 
it renders neutral your thoughts on a specific topic and gives what has 
just been presented to you time to soak in. It allowed me not to dismiss 
anything outright or to lay any judgement on it. I’d simply ‘witness’ 
what was offered. It didn’t take long before I was provided either with 
collaborating views or confirmation that it was/wasn’t for me — or that it 
was a concept to park for now. Try it out yourself the next time you hear 
something you’d automatically dismiss outright or typically react to with 
some form of derisive attack. Catch yourself and say it, either out loud or 
just to yourself: ‘That’s interesting!’ 

As we have already learned to accept from quantum physics (energy 
that moves and interacts at subatomic levels not visible to the eye), there 
are many times when science is not able to confirm or prove what is being 
presented to us. (I think this is going to change substantially over the 
next decade as science continues to dump the traditional, programmed 
framework it has been forced to operate within.) So, being open-minded 
means that sometimes you will just have to take things at face value. It 
involves learning to trust your instincts. Personally, I tend to check in with 
myself by testing if what’s being presented resonates with me; in this way 
I’ve learnt to go with my instincts. 
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The statements below were all things that tested me, and over which I 
needed to maintain a completely open mind, during the first year or so of 
starting my journey. Test yourself to see how open you would be to them. 
Remember, being open doesn’t necessarily mean you have to agree with 
them, but it does mean not to instantly dismiss them as rubbish or to label 
them ‘false’ or ‘wrong’. If one of the statements triggers something in you, 
make sure to use the ‘That’s interesting!’ approach. 

1. “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.” — Albert Einstein

 Accepting that everything, including you, is energy is a 
prerequisite today but in my case I was just plain ignorant to this 
fact. Once I understood I was a source energy being (an energy 
being inside a physical form), it was like stepping up to the 
starting line and being ready to partake in the most important 
race of my life.

2. We are not alone in the Universe. There is life on many 

other planets, extra-terrestrials (ETs) do exist, as do other 

dimensions and multiple timelines. 

 Before I began my journey, I was on the fence with this one. But it 
soon became blindingly obvious to me that we are not alone, given 
the trillions of planets out there, the human eyewitnesses, the 
photographs, videos, those mysterious ancient ruins, and so on. 

3. Reincarnation happens. There is an afterlife and we have had 

many past lives.

 Given my Catholic upbringing I struggled with this one. But 
keeping my mind open, I did notice that everyone in the spiritual 
community took it for granted and simply accepted it. I was 
guided to read a book called Journey of Souls by hypnotherapist 
Dr Michael Newton and it simply blew my mind. (In it he 
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records the recalled experiences between physical deaths of 29 
people.) I totally resonated with what he wrote and today simply 
know it to be true. 

4. I can be spiritual without being religious. 

 As I’ve already explained, I labelled myself an atheist for 30 
years because of my dislike of religion, but realising that I 
could be spiritual without being religious was when my seeking 
really started. 

5. Everything happens for a reason. There are no coincidences. 

 I already knew about and had experienced coincidences, but 
the more I progressed, the more confirmation I received that 
everything happens for a reason. I have to admit it took a while for 
me to dismantle my conditioning on this one, and subconsciously 
I applied a ‘That’s interesting!’ approach for a few years. But once 
it had cracked me open, it helped me make sense of so much. 

6. My brain and my mind are not the same thing.

 This was one of those Ah-ha moments for me. Once I learned 
that it is the mind that directs the brain what to do, it was like 
being hit by an avalanche. This is an early key marker in the 
inner journey and opens you up to comprehend so much more. 

7. My purpose is not my job. 

 I remember my spiritual teacher giving me a sidelong look and 
saying, ‘You do know that your purpose isn’t your job, right?’ 
Like, c’mon, you can’t seriously think that it is?! I was a bit 
embarrassed, because it was a few years into my journey and I 
had been doing a lot of work on what my purpose actually was. 
Hey, most guys do believe that their purpose in this life is to have 
a job that provides for their family! But it’s a good example of the 
things that simply don’t come up in your awareness straightaway. 
Consider, though, that your purpose is who you are being in 
whatever job you do. 
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8. All life is suffering. 

 This statement is the first of the Four Noble Truths of Buddhism, 
and it sure got my attention. I was reading a magazine article and 
my immediate thought was: What nonsense! Why be so negative? 
But I continued reading and the truth of it was made clear to me. 
All suffering is caused by being attached to something and we can 
give up this suffering by removing that attachment. 

So how did you do? Accept that it may take a few years to properly 
grasp these statements, and to modify your beliefs. I will throw in here that 
the statements above are only the tip of the iceberg in terms of the higher 
truths to be absorbed.

The level of programming in our society is totally off the charts. I can’t 
overemphasise the importance of remaining open as you embark upon this 
journey. When I look back it seems like I was living under a rock for most 
of my life, but the reality was I, like most others, had simply been running 
the many programmed scripts that I’d been manipulated to believe. Time 
to dump those scripts. 

Evolving Truths
There are people who will sacrifice their lives in defence of their version 
of the truth (more often than not a programmed truth). My personal 
experience is that on your inner journey, the truth will change and evolve 
an incredible amount. I think it’s important to grasp that right from the 
start. Constantly keep an open mind. 

Looking back, I can see there were three phases I passed through, but 
each one was timed perfectly to my level of understanding at that period of 
my life. Had I been presented, earlier on in my journey, with the versions 
of truth I learned later, I would have become totally rattled by them and 
immediately dismissed them. 

The first phase was like undertaking a rite of passage, an initiation of 
sorts. I was thrust into my inner exploration to undergo many trials and 
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experiences. I started out as an immature, closed person and gradually 
became more open, aware and grounded. That phase lasted about six years 
till I finally settled on one spiritual path. 

This was A Course In Miracles (ACIM), a book and spiritual curriculum 
by Helen Schucman. This phase was like a snake shedding its skin, my old 
beliefs and values going with it. The process flowed, one thing being shed 
after another, like dominoes falling. 

In my new skin, I was able to go into my third phase and explore what 
could be best described as the Higher Truths. I would describe this as 
metamorphosing from a caterpillar into a butterfly; amazing, and often 
painful, changes that involved conflict and struggle finally broke through 
transformed into a butterfly. 

The important thing to understand is that, like me, you will only 
be presented with what you can handle at the time and at your level of 
understanding. So don’t be dismayed about starting your journey. Just 
always remember: pack really light. 

 I want to share with you a quote I came across the very next day 
after I’d written about the experiences above. It was at the foot of the next 
blank page of my journal, and I believe offers additional insight into being 
open. It also supports my experience of how truth evolves and changes. 
The journal and quote is by Toni Carmine Salerno: 

“When you talk about anything in a balanced 
and open way for long enough, you are bound to 
contradict yourself. This is because everything is 
multidimensional. We change position to see the fuller 
picture. Creation itself is changing in every moment. 
In a way, contradiction mirrors this. Life is beyond 
our understanding. When you talk about anything in a 
balanced and open way for long enough, you are bound 
to find there are many dimensions to everything.”



Chapter 10:

Change the Rules
“Rely not on the teacher, but on the teaching. 

Rely not on the words of the teaching, but on the spirit of 
the words. 

Rely not on theory, but on experience. 
Do not believe in anything simply because you have 

heard it. 
Do not believe in traditions because they have been 

handed down for many generations. 
Do not believe anything because it is spoken and 

rumoured by many. 
Do not believe in anything because it is written in your 

religious books. 
Do not believe in anything merely on the authority of your 

teachers and elders. 
But after observation and analysis, when you find that 
anything agrees with reason and is conducive to the 

good and the benefit of one and all, then accept it and 
live up to it.”

— The Buddha

As a guiding principle, changing the rules flowed naturally once I 
 was ready. Wiping the slate clean and then being prepared to pick 

and choose what would work for me was a very liberating experience. 
Although it’s not as easy, or as rebellious, as it may sound. It was a question 
of replacing the programming I had let govern my life with something that 
resonated with me, based on my new and ever-evolving set of beliefs. (And 
as I mentioned earlier, breaking free of traditions doesn’t necessarily go 
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down well with existing ‘tribes’, especially religious ones, as they tend not 
to like you seeking answers outside of their doctrines and rules.) 

But to help me choose what ‘rules’ would work best for me, I first had 
to redefine and create a new set of boundaries. Given there were so many 
different modalities, options and paths available, I needed some sort of 
screening technique. The reality was that I didn’t start out with a clear 
set of boundaries. I’d renounced my Catholic upbringing at an early age, 
although it had taught me some good values. I socialised with good people 
and it was second nature to treat others as I would like to be treated, and 
so on. 

Plato’s Cave
So it was challenging to change the rules. It became apparent that I 
was ‘free’ only within the conditioning I’d been indoctrinated by. The 
contradiction was that my freedom was caged, a Plato’s Cave type of 
experience. According to Plato’s theory, the cave represents people who 
believe that knowledge comes from what we see and hear in the world: 
empirical evidence. Believers of empirical knowledge, therefore, are trapped 
in a cave of misunderstanding.

Finally, when I was able to ‘see’ that cage I could step out from it. So, 
initially, I did my wandering which took the form of reading piles of books, 
attending the courses and workshops, watching and subscribing to many 
different spiritual people. A warning here: there is an enormous amount of 
spiritual commercialism out there, and it’s easy to head down some quite 
obscure paths. All claim their path’s the right one, and some are genuine in 
sharing their own successes, but keep your mind open, take what you can 
from it, and go with what really resonates with you. 

Marketing Bullshit
I found that I was starting organically to change some of my behaviours, not 
really being aware that I was. A good example: I chose to reduce, and in a 
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lot of cases stop altogether, engaging in mass media systems. Unfortunately 
they are currently geared to sensationalist reporting, fear-mongering and 
consumerism. Cutting out viewing and listening to all the noise they 
produce was an immense relief. I coined a phrase ‘marketing bullshit’ for 
the many ways advertisers lie about the products they’re trying to push on 
us, manipulating the truth with words like ‘authentic’ and ‘organic’. 

We are definitely being controlled and programmed by the mass media, 
we become addicted to it, and I found that the more I stepped away, the 
more I could see the clever manipulation. It didn’t happen overnight, but 
then it kinda snowballed from not watching TV to not watching the news, 
not listening to the radio, not reading newspapers, and being selective about 
the books I would read and the movies I’d watch. The more I stopped 
participating, the more I became aware that I was practising my free will. 

The impact of doing all that was only good for me. Initially I did worry 
that being in a corporate role I had to be alert to what was going on in the 
world, but the interesting part was that if there was something I needed to 
be aware of, it was presented to me. An important news item would always 
be discussed amongst my co-workers, friends or family, or it would turn 
up in an email, or I would come across it on the internet. If I had to delve 
deep into it, I’d become good at reading between the lines and discerning 
in what really was going on. 

The other interesting impact of not engaging in mass media was a 
desire to get out more into nature. Again, it simply happened naturally, 
without me particularly taking note. Mountain-bike riding, walking, 
swimming and just being in nature became regular pursuits. I was also 
much more aware of the food I was putting into my body. I stopped eating 
processed foods and red meat.

You will find that everything starts working to your advantage and 
supports you further along your journey. You feel better, it gives you the 
courage to dump those scripts, change more rules, and create a life that suits 
you. Whilst completing this chapter, I thought it somewhat paradoxical 
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and rather divinely timed that I came across this quote by James Mahu 
from his book The Collected Works of the Wingmakers:

“There are no rules or laws but one: to express 
the authentic nature of your heart by living 
a love‑centered life.”



Chapter 11:

Follow the Nudges
“The intuitive mind is a sacred gift, and the rational mind is 
a faithful servant. We have created a society that honours 

the servant and has forgotten the gift.”
— Albert Einstein 

Embarking on my inner journey was like standing at the gates of a 
 huge city, not really knowing what I was looking for, where I wanted 

to go, or in whom I could trust or believe. There was much information, 
many people sincerely wanting to help, and many roads I could travel 
down — but which one should I choose? At the same time, I still had 
full-on commitments and responsibilities, so it was important that I find 
the balance between my family, remaining in everyday life, and starting a 
journey of ‘waking up’. 

I needed some help and that help came from the teacher within: follow 
the nudges. This was about learning to trust my feelings, my intuition, and 
knowing that by doing so I was being guided by the teacher that is always 
there. My infinite inner knowingness. It is about taking inspired action 
after having checked in with myself as to what resonated, and thus knowing 
what to choose next. It is about learning to listen to, and follow, my heart. 

The challenge I found with that was my head! The way I had been 
programmed to think didn’t really like me using my intuition or checking 
in with my feelings. In fact, my head didn’t even want me to acknowledge 
that I actually had intuition.

Love? Or Fear?
That only fuelled my desire to understand why. What I learned was that at 
the highest level of consciousness, each thought, each decision we make, is 
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either coming from a place of Love or Fear. You will know when you have 
chosen from the Love family. It will reflect awesome feel-good sentiments 
of peace, joy, gratefulness, abundance, harmony, happiness. They feel light. 

On the other hand, we are all familiar with the Fear family: anxiety, 
scarcity, frustration, anger, hatred, chaos. Qualities that feel heavy. 
Unfortunately in our current world this is often the default. 

You actually have to choose the Love family. When I became proficient at 
seeing how internal emotions mirrored back at me what was going on in my 
life, and learned to feel and understand those differences within me, I was 
then able to start making more heartfelt true-to-myself decisions. Following 
my heart meant taking action from a position of how something made me 
feel as opposed to letting the initial thoughts in my head dictate to me. 

I learned very quickly that the head always speaks first and speaks the 
loudest. I found it took a lot of practice, patience, and trial and error before 
I was able to act on this consistently. I should add that, after 15 years, I still 
mess up, sometimes quite regularly, depending on how attached I am to a 
certain situation. These days I do, however, quickly catch myself, having 
learned how to check within and monitor what my emotions are doing. It 
often takes removing myself from the situation first (and then the effect is 
not always immediate), but I generally always do recover. 

Meditation Is a Win|Win|Win
A key practice for me to gradually become better and better at following the 
nudges was learning to meditate. With the head always speaking loudest 
it was critical that I learn to become quiet, remain calm and be present in 
order to listen to the teacher within. One of the most consistent themes that 
came up as I read and researched was learning to meditate properly. When 
I first tried, though, I really struggled to quieten my ever-yapping mind. I 
practised focusing on the breath, the reciting of mantras and various other 
different techniques, but it wasn’t until I came across a method known as 
‘holosync’ that I was finally able to get results. 
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It involved putting on headphones and listening to some really calming, 
relaxing sounds for an hour each day. The technology behind it is awesome: 
while I simply sit with my eyes closed, enjoying, it guides my brainwaves 
down into deeper relaxed states. It was a great example of: whatever works 
for you. And this really did for me. I followed the programme for at least an 
hour a day for the next eight years. Within six months of starting it, my family 
and friends all commented on how much calmer I had become. These days 
I still meditate every day, mostly using great apps like Insight Timer, and 
I can now easily focus on my breath, and use mantras or other techniques.

A side note here is that my family all were supportive of my learning 
to meditate, and they didn’t mind me taking the time to do so. Given that 
things were always completely hectic, being able to choose a quieter time 
to have an hour to myself in my bedroom or study became my daily bliss. 
To my amazement, it was accepted without criticism: Dad was meditating, 
so don’t disturb him. Definitely, with any other activity I did at home the 
entire family would not hesitate to interrupt me. Using holosynch also on 
occasion induced a sleep state after which I always awoke refreshed. 

For any dads reading this, it is an awesome ticket to getting some quiet 
time to yourself; at the same time your calmness benefits your family. And 
it teaches you to better follow the nudges. Meditation is a total win|win|win. 

The Three Brains
During one of my yoga classes, the teacher shared with us the concept that 
we all have three brains. Well that got my attention. Although this is not 
literal in terms of body parts, it was helpful to understand how the ‘three’ 
brains worked together as a team.

The first brain is the one we all know about, in our head, what we relate 
to as the default. This brain of course serves a purpose but it is, without 
doubt, the one that you should listen to the least. It gets you into all sorts 
of trouble; likes controlling, judging and reacting way too quickly based on 
perceived fears and the head being either in the past or off into the future. 
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The second ‘brain’ is wrapped around the heart and represents the 
emotions you feel in each situation. Emotions could well up from either the 
Love or Fear family, but in listening to this brain, you’re checking in with 
your true emotions, generally the right thing to do. 

The third ‘brain’ is wrapped around your gut, or in the case of women, 
their womb. This is the most important brain, known as your gut instinct, 
for receiving guidance. If you have learned to trust your instincts, you are 
being guided to react in the best possible way, to the benefit of all and 
especially to yourself, although that may not seem so evident at the time. 

A simple example of when all three brains are working together at 
following the nudges is this: an overweight person asks you for your last 
muffin. The first brain, on hearing the question, might react quickly in 
judgement with thoughts of: Why should I give you my last muffin? You 
are already too fat and eat too much; it’s not going to help you so I don’t 
really want to give it to you. However, having done some inner work, you 
know not to trust your first brain’s immediate reaction. So you take a 
moment to feel into the situation, the person and your environment; to 
be present. 

With your heart brain, you sense that the person is sad, their body 
language depressed, maybe they’ve even shed a few tears. Unsure how to 
react appropriately, given that you don’t know the person that well, you 
then check into your third brain for guidance. Your gut instinct tells you 
this person has just been through a rough time and doesn’t need to be 
judged or get a lecture on the health qualities of a muffin. You respond by 
giving the person your muffin with love and a smile, and you ask if they 
would like a cup of tea with it. Heck, you may even be guided to throw in 
a hug.

All along your journey you will often hear fellow students and/or 
teachers telling you to get out of your head. They are advising you not 
to react using your first brain: instead, get out of your head, feel into the 
emotion and what that brings up for you, then respond with your gut 



Follow the Nudges 93

instinct. The more consistently you can learn to do this across all areas of 
your life, the more you are being true to yourself and following your heart. 

Golden Tonsils
A really cool tip I learned from my coach for when I was presented with 
a tough situation was to phrase a statement to myself about the possible 
outcome and then speak it out loud. When I did this, I would listen and 
feel into it to see if it felt heavy or light. If the statement felt heavy, it was 
coming from the Fear family, if it felt light, then from the Love family — 
and then there was an excellent chance that it was the right way forward. 

Initially it did help to have my coach holding space for me (hearing 
me without judgement) while tuning-in to the statement, but over time 
I was able to use the technique myself with great success. My coach had 
pointed out to me that if I pronounced a statement with a high-pitched 
voice, she was certain it was coming from my head; if I dropped down 
to my gut while saying it, my voice changed into what she referred to as 
‘golden tonsils’. It was much deeper. 

Learning to follow the nudges does come with time. The more you 
choose to be present, go within and tap into your innate creativity, the 
easier it becomes. Having a coach or someone to help you do this is almost 
mandatory. As you start to tap into your feelings, a lot of ‘stuff ’ comes up, 
needing to be looked at, felt and healed. 

I also learned the hard way not to ask for other people’s opinions, 
especially from my ‘old tribe’ or those of strong religious persuasion. They 
will respond from the head, from the way they’ve been conditioned, so it 
will most likely not be helpful. Even your coach should not be providing 
opinions, as their real job is to hold space for you while helping you to 
access that teacher within. But once you’ve learned to do so, it becomes a 
key guiding principle on your journey. 





Chapter 12:

Choose Again
“I CHOOSE 

To live by choice, not by chance, 
To be motivated, not manipulated, 

To be useful, not used, 
To make changes, not excuses. 

To excel, not compete. 
I choose self-esteem, not self-pity, 

I choose to listen to my inner voice, 
Not to the random opinion of others.”

— Unknown Author

As I continued on my journey learning and trusting to follow the 
 nudges more each day, the ability to go easy on myself and be ready 

to choose again was the same as ensuring that I had packed enough water 
for a long journey. The need to stop, refresh and love myself often for 
all my attempts to learn, change, grow and evolve was indeed a critical 
element of waking up. The journey was like a classroom. I would put up my 
hand (signalling to the Universe) that I thought I had learned a particular 
lesson — only to be presented with a new test that took me completely by 
surprise and left me devastated. It was like taking three steps forward, two 
steps back. But in fact if I did the math, I was actually still moving forward. 

The Beauty of Pain
I came to understand that pain is an amazing teacher, which always 
delivered exactly what I needed. Pain has been a familiar companion to me, 
and when a lesson needed to be learned or I tasked myself with trying to 
get to a deeper level of authenticity, there it popped up, cracking me open. 
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But eventually it bridged the line between an inauthentic, programmed life 
and a life that was my own creation, that was about living true. 

Choosing again was an acknowledgement of the mistakes I was going 
to be making along the way. I had to teach myself to see the pain as a 
source of strength and resilience; see it as a gift. And, yes, learning to find 
the gift in each crisis, reminding myself I was doing the best I could, loving 
myself for trying, and always being ready to choose again — all of this kept 
me moving forward.

The One Solution to Every Problem
For every problem I have faced, am presently facing and will face: the 
solution is to change my mind. Okay, so I need a good-sized kitbag full 
of openness and guidance to do that, but it really is the solution to all 
problems. To paraphrase a quote from A Course In Miracles: ‘Choose not 
to change the world, choose instead to change your mind about the world.’ 
Once you can master doing that, the world is changed. Because you’re now 
seeing it in a different way.

It always makes me laugh when I share with friends or family that I am 
on a spiritual journey of ‘waking up’. They quickly compare me to spiritual 
teachers such as Tibet’s Dalai Lama, Jamaican spiritual teacher Mooji, or 
the late self-development author Wayne Dyer. I come up very short in their 
estimation. Their understanding of what being spiritual means suggests 
that I don’t quite fit it in terms of appearance, zen-calm, and reserves of 
patience. I’ve been meaning to buy one of those flowing orange gowns and 
shave my head, just to surprise them all. 

My point is that the transformational process — looking at 
and dealing with your personal shit — takes time. Waking 
up is definitely not going to have you turn up looking and 

smelling like roses every day. 
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What also helped me to go easy on myself was the realisation that the 
waking-up journey is about undoing decade upon decade (indeed, many 
lifetimes) of distorted ideas, conditioning, fears; multiple layers of deception 
and misinformation my mind had accepted and got used to acting upon. 
As I’ve said already, it’s not about learning but about unlearning. It helped 
me immensely to remember just how short I had been on my inner journey 
compared with how long I had lived a programmed life. I really was doing 
the best I could. 

Sometimes, when I sense fear is overcoming me, I think of a great 
quote from the movie After Earth in which Cypher Raige, played by Will 
Smith, is explaining to his son that fear is not real. He says:

“Fear is not real. The only place that fear can exist 
is in our thoughts of a future. It is a product of our 
imagination causing us to fear things that do not, at 
present, and may not ever exist. That is near insanity. 
Danger is real but fear is a choice. We are all telling 
ourselves a story, and that day, mine changed.”

People-Watching
One of the best ways I have found to keep reminding myself that I am 
indeed doing the best I can is to people-watch. It’s like reverse psychology. 
I go to a fairly public place, like down the beach, sit there, and choose a 
random person to watch. I do admit that the initial process could involve 
some stereotyping, but I also move quickly past that. As I watch this person 
I utilise as many of my senses and as much of my experience as possible 
to look closely at their clothes, their shoes, their hair, their age, how many 
wrinkles, how they hold themselves, how they breathe, the look in their 
eyes, their general demeanour, the sort of disposition they’re projecting. 
The full monty. I do tend to pick people who are ‘seasoned’ or different, as 
they offer a more interesting and often humbling experience.
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Next, I dig deep and try to imagine the sort of environment they would 
have grown up in, the culture and traditions they’d have been exposed 
to. It’s been said that what a person is thinking projects 10 ft in front of 
them. It’s a bit like a Sherlock Holmes movie where he can quickly (and 
amazingly) gauge a person’s background, where they have been, what they 
had for lunch, and so on. I’m not as good as that but I do try to follow a 
similar process.

Once I’ve ‘gathered’ as much information as possible and believe I have 
a handle on them, I ask myself a couple of very important questions: If I was 
raised in their environment, faced with their culture and traditions, their 
upbringing and programming, their education, would I have been able to 
make any different choices? If I had lived their life would anything really 
be that different? It is more about the process of putting myself in their 
shoes and trying to see things from their perspective than about getting a 
definitive answer. I have never been able to give a solid Yes: that based on 
my free will, I would have made different choices.

What has generally happened is that I’ve begun to see them exactly 
the same as me, doing the best they can with what they’ve been dealt. It 
always humbles me greatly, and I’m often tempted to go up and give them a 
hug. Instead, I come up with the most genuine, heartfelt compliment I can 
think of, then I energetically send that compliment to them with as much 
love as I can muster. In a strange way, and without them ever knowing, I 
feel like we’ve bonded a little.

Once I’ve been humbled by that experience, it’s so much easier to look 
again at myself and reapply the process. Unlike the person I watched, I 
surely know my background, but it doesn’t matter because I now see myself 
to be the same as them, we’re both doing the best we can with everything 
that has been dealt us. This practice helps immensely in applying true 
forgiveness, simply forgiving someone for who they are, and because they’re 
the same as you, you’re also forgiving yourself. 
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Love in Action
There are four main virtues I’ve found that really help you check in that 
you’re loving yourself and that you’re ready to choose again. When you can 
consistently and successfully apply these virtues, you are what I refer to as 
being ‘Love in action’. They involve:

1. Accepting what is. Doing your best to let whatever happens be 
okay. The less you are attached to, or wanting to be in control 
of, a situation the easier this becomes. It basically means letting 
go of wanting things to be a certain way. Being present, not 
stuck in the past or off into the future. Having faith that you are 
exactly where you’re meant to be and that when/if pain happens 
to be your teacher, it is delivering to you exactly what you need 
to learn.

2. Being grateful. Finding a way to be grateful for whatever is 
happening in your life right now. For whatever has happened 
before. For all the opportunities this life is going to offer you. 
For everyone who knows and loves you. For where you live and 
for everything you have. For all the teachers and events that have 
shaped and will still shape you. 

3. Being nonjudgmental. Not an easy one to do, given our 
conditioning, but the reality is that when you judge someone else 
you are really judging yourself. To help apply this one, see the 
other person as mirroring back at you the insecurities or issues 
you need to face. Know that, on a spiritual level, they are exactly 
the same as you, trying to do the best they can with what comes 
their way.

4. Forgiveness. Every lesson we face is ultimately a lesson in 
forgiveness; the above three virtues all support the idea of being 
able to apply forgiveness to yourself and others. It is about going 
easy on yourself, reminding yourself that (on the level of other 



100 A Burst for Freedom

spiritual dimensions and reincarnation) you have chosen to 
experience certain things in this lifetime, and there are going to 
be times when you will have to bring the light to the darkness 
(note that darkness is nothing more than the absence of light). 
Apply the forgiveness practice I mentioned above, simply 
forgiving others which means you’re also forgiving yourself. 
It may take a while before you can do this, but keep working 
on it because the benefits to you and that other person are 
transformational and enlightening. 

• When you yourself are demonstrating ‘love in action’, you are 
able to teach others. It doesn’t matter who you are, the body you 
possess, or the history you’ve had, staying fully in the present 
moment is all that matters. When you are purely in the present, 
your choices will become clearer and being able to apply practical, 
smaller decisions then just flows. By choosing love, you can only 
be happy. It becomes a healing process. If you don’t quite get 
there, then choose again.

The New Richard
Back in November 2015 I was going through a difficult period in my life: 
less than a year before that my 16-year-old daughter passed away on her 
16th birthday and 10 months later I announced to my wife of 22 years that 
I wanted to separate. It was a time when I really had to apply the guiding 
principle of ‘choose again’. I sat down and came up with an action list to 
help me achieve that. I called it ‘The New Richard’ and set out nine key 
actions I would take:

1. This thought I do not want. I choose instead to look within, grow 
up and move towards who I really want to be. I choose to learn 
the lessons of the past but focus on the present moment and seek 
the peace of the Universal inspiration. I am accepting of what is 
and very grateful for the opportunity to choose again. 
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2. I will leave behind any thoughts or actions of being in the middle 
of an identity crisis. I am not in a crisis but walking towards my 
new life and now know the way. The way is:
a. To be comfortable with being alone while I regroup. 
b. To write, and also join writer’s groups. 
c. To get help with sorting out how to separate and work out 

the finances. 
d. To move out soonest — take the initiative here. 
e. To ensure I continue well in my job but also be open for what 

else may lie ahead. 
f. To do yoga at least twice a week to feel great. 
g. To keep fit and get to the gym at least twice a week.
h. To walk at least once a week.
i. To learn all about tantra and how to be an awakened man 

and attract an evolved woman. 
j. To pursue my spiritual path and my own vulnerability. 
k. To be Love in Action — accepting, grateful, nonjudgmental 

and forgiving. 
3. To know what I want to stand for — love, honesty, integrity. To 

love, serve, and heal. 
4. I will approach my life, my writing, meeting people, and being 

Love in Action with new passion and fire.
5. I will forgive those who do not understand me. 
6. I will see and feel the beauty of pain. I no longer harbour any 

wounds and have no losses. I am renewed in this moment. I have 
only the lessons learned and everything to look forward to. 

7. I will only have preferences, no attachments to things being a 
certain way. I will define what I want, then surrender it up and let 
it go. 

8. I am happy to be alone now and for however long it takes. I will 
stop being self-absorbed and wallowing in self-pity, I will forgive 
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myself, and work towards becoming an awakened man. I don’t 
need to play the old boy’s game. I will be a good example and 
teach by example only.

9. I will listen to my spiritual guide (‘J’) and my intuition and will 
be ever vigilant to choose again those thoughts that don’t fit in 
with any of the above. I walk towards the truth. 



Chapter 13:

Face Yourself
“The hardest thing is facing yourself. It’s easier to shout 
‘revolution’ and ‘power to the people’ than it is to look 

at yourself and try and find out what’s real and what isn’t, 
when you try to pull the wool over your own eyes and your 

own hypocrisy … that’s the hardest one.”
— John Lennon

I have to admit it. There was a big difference between amassing knowledge 
 and actually applying it to my life. A few years back I undertook a 

Clifton Strengths Survey hosted by Gallup to find my top five Signature 
Themes. My top strength was identified as a Learner, someone who has a 
great desire to learn and wants to continuously improve. The process of 
learning, in particular, rather than the outcome is what’s meant to excite 
me. I really resonated with that result but it also confirmed for me that 
sometimes I am more interested in the process of acquiring knowledge and 
a little shy on actually applying it. I have found this to be a common theme 
among those who’ve chosen to continue on this journey of waking up, so 
it’s a key guiding principle I’d like to share.

I’d reached the point in my journey where it was necessary to start 
applying all that knowledge I’d acquired. As John Lennon says above, it 
was time to face myself. (This is often referred to as ‘doing the inner work’ 
or more prosaically, ‘owning your own shit’.) It was time to get back to the 
daily reality of living in the outer world. 

My Hearing Loss Triggered
A great example of getting to face myself was trying to understand why 
my hearing had become so bad using the knowledge I’d gained and then, 
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hopefully, to heal myself. The traditional answer from the medical field was 
that my hearing loss was hereditary; I had a 50% chance of inheriting the gene 
that caused this. The baffling issue the doctors couldn’t understand, though, 
was why it had happened so early for me (at age 38). This particular gene 
normally doesn’t take effect until much later in life, around 55 to 60 years old. 

During my period of learning I looked into the energy fields that we 
are made of and that surround us, the energy centres that are our chakras, 
medical intuition (practitioners using intuitive abilities to diagnose), 
archetypes (inborn human behaviours), and the way body, mind and spirit 
work together. This enabled me to understand that my hearing loss had 
been triggered as a result of the many emotional things that were going 
wrong in my life at the time. The gene was likely to have been present in 
my body, but it was activated by my personal crises: losing our money and 
house in a failed business venture, downgrading homes three times, the 
developmental challenges of Robert, and finally Zara’s disabilities. What 
I was doing was physically shutting down, retreating from the noise and 
challenges in my life. I wasn’t consciously aware I was doing this at the 
time, but in the end it was a protective mechanism, putting up a barrier to 
my out-of-control life. 

It was only when I chose to face myself, become radically 
honest, and accept full and total responsibility,  

that I began to understand my hearing loss. 

I won’t deny it brought up a lot of uncomfortable thoughts and feelings, 
and having an incredible intuitive coach holding the space and guiding me 
through it was a blessing. Although there were many things I learned, and 
faced myself, by following great teachers of consciousness and spirituality 
such as David Hawkins and Nouk Sanchez (A Course in Miracles), I was 
afraid to go too deep and unearth the real reasons, and I only learned to do 
so in sessions with my coach. 



Face Yourself 105

The healing process does involve being completely vulnerable, it means 
cracking yourself wide open, looking at it, feeling it, and then letting it all 
go. And rather than endure a few sessions of heavy discomfort, many people 
choose instead to hold onto their grief or illness for years, sometimes even 
their whole lifetime. It took me a good 10 years of being on my journey before 
I was ready to face a lot of things about myself. Always, though, whenever 
I was ready to do so, the right teacher and/or companions would turn up. I 
didn’t always recognise this for what it was at the time, but now when I look 
back, I can’t help but be totally gobsmacked at how it worked out. 

It also can, and it will, for you too if you’re prepared to put in the work. 

Radical Acceptance
A key part of facing myself was to apply what’s known as Radical Acceptance 
to a particular grief or illness. Listed below is a paraphrased teaching by 
Nouk Sanchez. For this purpose, I chose my hearing loss as the ‘illness’ I 
needed to accept. The point is for you to do the same for whatever grief or 
illness you might have to deal with.

1. I accept full and total responsibility for having wanted my 
hearing loss.

2. I accept that I am the one who made this hearing loss occur and it 
would never exist otherwise.

3. I accept I have received exactly what I asked for, and nothing else.
4. I accept this mis-creation, this hearing loss, is doing exactly what I 

wanted it to do and nothing else. It is serving me perfectly.
5. I accept this hearing loss is fulfilling the ‘function’ I gave it and 

the purpose for which it was made, regardless of whether I told it 
to function in my own best interests. 

6. I accept that I gave this hearing loss all the power it has and it has 
no power over me that I have not given to it.

7. I accept I cannot be a victim of something that I myself made and 
chose and wanted and manifested.
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8. I accept total responsibility and withdraw all blame and 
resentment and sense of attack from what I’ve mis-created and 
recognise this hearing loss must be innocent because it is simply 
doing what I asked it to do. I made it.

9. I accept that the power I used to make this hearing loss is the 
choice I used to select it and the freedom with which I did so.

10. I accept that what I’ve mis-created, my hearing loss, was simply 
a mistaken choice and not a call for punishment. I do not need 
to feel guilty whatsoever for mis-creating something that I made 
to act against myself. It isn’t my enemy and I am innocent for 
making it.

11. I accept that I am infinite and innocent. I surrender this hearing 
loss that I’ve made. I relinquish its hold over me. I acknowledge 
and thank it for its service to me. I allow it to be free. I let it go 
and I am open to receiving the correction. 

At the time of writing this my hearing loss still exists, although I have 
accepted all of the above. The reason, I believe, is that I have come to value 
the hearing loss. If I am radically honest with myself, it does present some 
serious social and personal frustrations in my life, but the payoff of being 
able to tune into quietness is greater than my desire for healing. I generally 
enjoy a great night’s sleep because I simply take my hearing aids out before 
going to bed. I love the quietness, as it helps me to meditate, follow my 
nudges, and write. I’ve found that I often only hear what is necessary to 
hear, and at other times I can use my hearing loss as a valid excuse. So right 
now, as crazy as it may seem, my free will is delaying the healing process. 
Because my hearing aids are quite good, my hearing loss is serving me more 
than my desire to heal it. 

Prodigal Son
During a year-long ACIM-related course, where I met with like-minded 
individuals over video for two hours each week, I was often challenged 
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with the need to face myself, and I share here something that happened 
to me. It was after one of the sessions in which we’d been discussing the 
parable of the prodigal son. I was deep into a meditation when a vision of 
me as the actual prodigal son was shown to me. In it I was in fact trying to 
sneak back home, but was found out by my father. 

He was so joyful to see me, and he so openly embraced and accepted 
me back, that I was totally overwhelmed by it. I couldn’t understand how 
he could be so forgiving, so openly loving, after everything I had done. I’d 
squandered everything he’d given me, abused and ignored our relationship; 
in my mind I was the worst possible son. How could he simply accept me 
back like that? I came out of my meditation feeling overwhelmed, humbled 
and confused by it. I chose to simply sit with it for a while. 

A day later, during my morning meditation, I was again presented with 
the same vision — as if it had never really left. Again I felt overwhelmed 
but this time I let it flow more. I found myself almost yelling at my father, 
saying, ‘I don’t understand how you can do this! I don’t get it!’ Then I said 
to him, ‘You’re acting as if nothing ever happened!’ As soon as I said that, 
Ka-Ching! the penny dropped.

My father beamed the biggest smile you’ve ever seen in acknowledgement 
of that statement as the enormity of my realisation sank in. We are talking 
here thousands of relationships, millions of mistakes, countless lifetimes … 
and IT ALL NEVER REALLY HAPPENED! Wow! This was just so HUGE 
for me. The reality was, I was simply safe at home, one with everything, 
and all I was having was the worst bloody nightmare imaginable. And my 
father was right there, gently guiding and waiting for me to wake up.

The purpose in sharing this vision was to present to you again the concept 
that we are all living in an illusion-type reality, but if this is something you 
haven’t come across before or you’re struggling to understand it, apply the 
‘That’s Interesting’ process for now. The purpose is to demonstrate how 
choosing to face yourself can show up in many ways, often very revealing 
and enlightening. 
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The Facing Myself guiding principle has been a constant challenge 
for me, and appears never-ending. But each time I really do the work, 
something extraordinary is shown to me and a part of me is healed. A 
massively uplifting feeling follows, and I’m then imbued with renewed 
strength to continue on my journey of awakening. 

Earthquake in My Stomach
To close this chapter, I’d like to share a vivid dream I had in April 2017 after 
a series of coaching sessions in which we’d worked on healing my hearing 
loss and my relationships with women. My coach had got me digging really 
deep into myself and my emotions on both topics, and it felt as if it was all 
coming to a head. On that particular night I was unable to sleep, so I was 
up doing a lot of writing into the early morning hours. I finally drifted off 
around 5am and had the following amazingly vivid dream.

I was trying to push steel structures out of my stomach, and I was 
bleeding and in a lot of pain as they were all bundled up, collapsing all 
over the place, and sticking out in different directions like the rubble of 
a building that’s collapsed after an earthquake. The structures and pipes 
weren’t moving much, were getting caught and stuck, but I was determined 
to get them out of my stomach. I called on all my strength to push, but 
pushing hurt real bad, it was ripping me open. It felt like I was very 
constipated and I had to stop often from the pain, pause a few moments 
taking a few breaths before trying to push again. I wanted to give up, but 
I just knew that I had to find the strength to continue. The sensation was 
similar to a time I spent in hospital following a sinus operation, when I had 
to pass stool before I could leave the hospital. Apologies for the graphics 
here, but it was stuck and had to be physically pried loose, which did allow 
for better movement after that. In my dream, with a strength I didn’t know 
I had, I gave one last almighty push. The steel structures started to give 
way and a huge amount of rubble left my stomach. I got the feeling that 
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the remaining debris would now be a lot easier to move after having shifted 
that first lot.

I awoke shortly after and my stomach was in fact still hurting, it felt 
torn and ripped, so I quickly checked myself but was relieved to see all was 
intact. The pain did linger for a good five to ten minutes, though, before I 
was able to get up. When I looked back on the dream I felt really inspired, 
because I knew I was going to continue to clean up and then rebuild. Just 
as you do after an earthquake.





Chapter 14:

Direct the Universe
“We often wait until the outside conditions reflect what 
we want to happen before doing something. Just the 

opposite is in fact true. We need to set up within ourselves 
what we first want to happen, and then the Universe can 

make it so. Start within, always.”
— Miyamoto Musashi

I have not dealt with my guiding principles in any order or succession 
 simply because they are dynamic as opposed to static; they overlap and 

you have to revisit them frequently. I’ve constantly had to remind myself to, 
variously, remain open, adapt and change the rules, follow my heart more, 
love myself for trying, and so on. Mastering my thoughts, or practising the 
Law of Attraction, are concepts I was aware of long before starting out on 
my journey, but I’ve still needed constantly to pay attention. In so doing I 
have learned new depths to their meaning and application.

Watching my thoughts like a hawk takes practice. It is so easy to fall back 
on old conditioning, especially when under the stress of this material world 
we live in. I still become immersed in issues, wanting to control outcomes, 
remaining attached to how things play out. I definitely lose my way. When 
I tune back into my body, feelings come up and I quickly become aware of 
how those crazy self-defeating thoughts can reverberate through the mind. 
I now can trace back to specific times when things happened, and I can see 
why they did, because I’m newly aware of how I was thinking at the time.

Be Careful of What You Think
The following event, which happened a few years into my journey, certainly 
reinforced my need to be ever-vigilant about the power of my thoughts. I 
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was out taking a morning walk along a purpose-built walking track close 
to my house on a stunning, crisp, Sunday autumn morning, walking 
at pace as I normally do. The track undulated a lot as it weaved its way 
through beautifully manicured gardens, local flora, bushes and hills. As 
I reached the top of one of the hills, I was able to see a good 100 m into 
the distance. I spotted coming towards me an apparently very attractive 
woman. There was just something about her, the way she walked, how she 
projected herself, she had a presence I found immediately appealing. 

I couldn’t help myself and began to zero in on her features. My first 
thought to myself was WOW! She is beautiful. The instant I did this it 
was as if she’d heard me and she beamed a big gorgeous smile in response. 
I didn’t stop there, though. I continued commenting to myself on how 
much I liked the way she wore her hair, how lovely her eyes appeared to 
be, as we were quickly closing the distance between one another. Again, 
she seemed to respond, lighting up with a bigger smile, almost laughing 
to herself. 

I went on scanning the rest of her body and couldn’t help noticing how 
great her boobs looked. I continued further down and was then slightly 
disappointed to see she had a biggish arse, all the time running the silent 
commentary. I looked up to see her face once more and found her beautiful 
smile replaced by a somewhat hurt and disappointed look. 

I was perplexed by her change in demeanour, and we were about to 
pass each other, so I stopped my internal commentary, looked straight 
ahead and kept my head down, avoiding eye contact. As she passed me, she 
turned her head and said something to me. I looked straight at her but was 
too startled and walking way too fast to understand what she’d said. We 
both kept walking at pace in opposite directions and it wasn’t long before 
she was out of sight. Then I was really curious as to what she’d said. It was 
only a short sentence, probably no more than half a dozen words, but for 
the life of me I couldn’t work out what it may have been.
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The whole event captured my mind for the rest of the walk and shortly 
after I got home, I went into a meditation. I chose to really focus on the 
image of the woman on the walking track. What came to me was like 
seeing a movie in slow motion, which allowed me to interpret what she had 
said to me as she passed by. What was shown to me was: ‘You should be 
careful what you think.’ In my meditation I could see her lips move to the 
words as well as hear them. I was stunned.

Completely amazed that she had so obviously read my mind, I finished 
my meditation, feeling very embarrassed on remembering the not-so-
gentlemanly things I’d said to myself. I could understand now why she’d 
lost her smile. I thought I was free to think whatever I wanted, never 
suspecting someone was able to read another person’s mind. It took a while 
for me to process what had happened. 

In the many years that have followed, I’ve not been aware of another 
such experience, but I must admit I’ve cleaned up my act a lot. I’m now 
much more transparent and aligned with my thoughts and actions. When 
I do catch myself slipping back into old behaviours, I often sing a song 
to myself.

When the movie The Secret by Rhonda Byrne was released, I thought 
it was awesome. But I soon learned that it wasn’t the full picture. The 
movie pretty much left out the concept of needing to take action and 
how our intentions create our reality. Further on in my journey, I learned 
too that the Universe doesn’t respond to all your wishes for abundance, 
health, great relationships, awesome jobs, and so on. The Universe is, 
in fact, quite neutral to material status within our world of form and 
structure. How successful we are as human beings, measured in terms 
of our indoctrinating systems and how well versed we are in materialism, 
consumerism and status, is not the concern of the Universe. That is the 
concern of the socially conditioned mind and ego, to which the Universe 
is also neutral. 
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My understanding now is that the Universe responds to directives, 
not questions, hopes or prayers. I need to tell or direct the Universe what 
it is I appreciate and desire to experience, then hold these thoughts in 
my mind with fierce resolve, and the Universe by its own design will 
respond accordingly. Asking questions and praying for answers is not 
sufficient for the Universe to respond to, because it hasn’t been given 
clear direction. 

When I first learned this, it rocked my world. But it also really resonated 
with me and I have been steadfastly applying it since. The trick is, that 
while directing the Universe, I have to ensure I’m not engaging my ego or 
my conditioned programming in materialism or consumerism. Again, I 
have to be careful of what I choose to think about. 

Creators Choose
An approach that has assisted me to maintain a clear, loving state of mind 
so I’m able to properly direct the Universe is remembering that I, myself, am 
a powerful creator — and creators choose. Creators don’t need anything, 
they choose to do things. The same applies to the word ‘should’. Creators 
don’t do things because they should, they do them because they choose 
to. As an ‘awakening man’, a creator would say, ‘I choose to experience 
my life as my own creation. I don’t need to, want to, or feel that I should. 
It’s a conscious choice.’ This empowers me and puts me in alignment with 
knowing when the Universe will be willing to help me.

To be sure, it didn’t come easily to me. At first I simply wasn’t aware I 
was using words such as ‘need’, ‘want’ or ‘should’, they were so ingrained in 
my vocabulary. Today I am lucky for the pact I’ve made with my gorgeous 
new life partner, Joy, who only recently entered my life, the story of which 
I discuss in Part 3 of this book. Any time either of us inadvertently uses 
the words ‘need’, ‘want’ or ‘should’, we gently remind the other to say the 
sentence again, replacing it with ‘choose’. Try it yourself! You could even 
swap the ‘Swearing’ jar for a ‘Creators Choose’ jar, dropping a coin in each 
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time you do use either of those words. It’s a great tip for teaching yourself 
to master your thoughts and direct the Universe.

Single Malt Whisky with Love
Imagine two different men: one has poured himself a glass of single 
malt whisky on ice, the other has chosen to pour himself an unpleasant-
tasting green smoothie full of ingredients he believes are ‘good for him’. 
The gentleman with the whisky poured it from a position of gratitude, 
acceptance and love, choosing to fully experience the delicious aroma and 
the feeling that comes with drinking it. The gentleman with the green 
smoothie selected it because he’s been conditioned to think that it promotes 
good health. He doesn’t ‘need’ it, really ‘want’ it, but believes he ‘should’ 
drink it. His intentions for having the drink are coming not from a position 
of love but one of fear (fear that he’s not keeping healthy enough).

The guy who drank the whisky is actually in alignment with the 
Universe and the drink itself is better for him in the end than the guy who 
had the smoothie. It’s the thought and intent behind the action that helps you 
co-create with the Universe, helping you lead an awesome awakening life.

All Thoughts Manifest on Some Level
This is another important principle I came across related to the directing 
of the Universe. Whatever I chose to think, no matter how small or big, 
negative or positive, difficult or easy, at some level it would manifest. I 
might not see any physical evidence of its manifestation (as it could be 
occurring at subatomic level) but the reality is, I am always manifesting. 
The vital lesson to be learned from this is that the energy I’m using to create 
the thought attracts the exact-same energy back to me. So, say I’m thinking 
low-vibrational thoughts filled with fear or guilt, then I’m going to attract 
situations reflecting those emotions back to me. Conversely, when I start 
thinking high-vibrational thoughts such as, I’m happy and joyful, then 
those are the feelings I will attract back to myself. 
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Thus I have learned to understand that everything that has happened 
in my life, I’ve actually asked for it. Recognising that my low-vibration 
negative-style thoughts were ultimately what led to so much suffering has 
been a great motivator for me to change that mindset, master my thoughts, 
and properly direct the Universe. Yes, I’m a work in progress, but armed 
with all that I have learned, I’m now able to be clearer in my thinking, and 
I’m continually clearing space for more positive manifestations to occur. 



Chapter 15:

Surrender the Need 
to Understand

“Sometimes surrender means giving up trying to 
understand and being comfortable with not knowing.”

— Eckhart Tolle

It was often the case, along my journey, that I would come across 
 information and material that provided a view I simply couldn’t 

comprehend at the time. Applying the ‘That’s interesting’ approach didn’t 
work either because I was already way open to accepting new concepts. I 
simply couldn’t grasp some of what was being presented; I’d rack my mind 
for hours, days, weeks trying to make sense of it. 

One day someone at a workshop I was attending saw I was struggling 
yet again with a particular concept, and she told me to ‘surrender the 
need to understand’. I remember thinking at the time, What? Don’t be 
ridiculous! Of course, I need to understand. Her comment stayed with 
me, though, even as I tried to understand what she meant. So now, not 
only was I not understanding the concept being presented but also not 
understanding that I didn’t need to understand! I gave myself a headache 
trying to wrap my ever-analysing, overthinking head around it. 

Eventually I did learn that it’s useful to release what doesn’t appear to 
make sense at the time, simply to absorb the overall concept and leave it 
at that. Because at a later point, it would suddenly fall into place. It might 
take years, but surrendering the need to understand everything saved me 
many headaches and endless frustration. The nature of this journey is that 
you’re constantly presented with concepts that resonate but the details tend 
to be exterior to the reality you’ve been operating in up till then.
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I soon realised I was automatically reacting to new ideas based on past 
conditioning; values and beliefs that had been programmed into me. So, 
first I had to check in to see if the information resonated with me, then 
try to absorb the overall concept of it, allow it eventually to fall into place 
when I was ready, and finally slowly dismantle my old beliefs. 

Heal Yourself
A great example of surrendering is the time I developed a major sinus 
issue, which was seriously impacting on my life. It was about six years into 
my journey, and I had only recently chosen A Course in Miracles as my 
spiritual path. At this point, though, I had learnt how to communicate 
with my spirit guides and, to a degree, follow guidance arising from this. 
I hadn’t yet quite learnt to completely surrender the need to understand 
and put my trust in whatever was being shown to me. That was all about 
to change. 

At first I had flu-like symptoms; my sinuses and head felt blocked and 
congested, and I was tired and energyless all the time. I was prescribed 
antibiotics which helped initially but provided semi-relief only for a week 
or so. The doctor prescribed a different set of antibiotics, which didn’t 
provide relief at all. I decided then to reach out to my spirit guide, whom I 
call ‘J’, for help in healing my condition. 

Before proceeding with this example let me take a moment to explain 
how I typically communicate with my spirit guide. For me it’s not ‘voices 
in my head’; instead it’s an awareness, a very clear thought, and sometimes 
even an image. I believe learning to meditate, being able to quieten my 
mind and dismiss the crazy noise in my head contributed to being able to 
clearly know when a message from J was coming through. The more ‘we’ 
communicated, it felt like a developing friendship during which I began to 
pick up on and understand the individual nuances of his approach.

In this instance the response J provided was, quite clearly, Heal yourself. 
That made no sense whatsoever to me. So I asked him what he meant by 
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that. I got the same response: Heal yourself. I politely pointed out that 
if I could heal myself, I would have done just that by now! Silence. So I 
tried another angle. I thanked him for his guidance, then asked, Could 
he provide further clarity on how I would go about healing myself? Once 
again I received the answer quite clearly, Heal yourself. I thought to myself, 
What is he doing? How is that helpful? I don’t get it! 

I was a newish ACIM student so I reasoned, maybe J was wanting me 
to refer more closely to the messages on healing in the ACIM text. I’d read 
the text purely from a gain-yourself-knowledge angle, certainly not from 
an application point of view. Perhaps I needed to delve deeper into the text 
to better understand and then be able to apply the advice. I was pretty 
annoyed, though, as I was in my first year of being a student and I felt this 
was an unfair task. However I was desperate to be rid of the illness. So I 
went about rereading the healing-related lessons. 

It didn’t work. I was frustrated, my head was still congested, and I was 
still tired. When I again asked J for guidance, the same response came up. 
Further pleas were met with silence. I went back to the doctors. Yet another 
round of antibiotics, with the instruction that if this didn’t work, I’d be 
referred to a ear, nose and throat specialist. I ended up at the specialist. 

I was given a CT scan, which confirmed I had acute sinusitis. My best 
option was endoscopy sinus surgery. The specialist discussed with me the 
top three potential complications, but in true form I didn’t really listen 
as I convinced myself none of the complications would happen to me. 
Even with top healthcare cover, paying for the surgery would cost me an 
additional couple of thousand dollars. The specialist agreed, with the aid of 
the registrar, to do it in such a way that I’d be saved the extra fee.

I underwent the surgery. Upon awakening I could breathe freely for 
what was the first time in many months. But the joy of that feeling was 
quickly replaced with extreme pain and discomfort: I had manifested 
with all three of the top complications. My ears were completely blocked, 
swallowing felt like I was drinking razor blades, and more than the normal 
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amount of postsurgery bleeding was happening in my nose. I was forced 
to sleep sitting up, and would awake in the middle of the night with blood 
pouring down my throat and out my nose, making breathing difficult. It 
caused me major anxiety. Several trips back to the doctor had him stuffing 
unbelievable amounts of cotton wool up my nose, with reassurances it 
would eventually calm down.

It didn’t. It got worse, and at any time, the blood flows would suddenly 
begin. I was unable to work and I slept in our spare room, carrying around 
a towel at all times for the bleeding episodes. It was one of the most 
uncomfortable events of my entire life. The specialist reluctantly agreed to 
a second surgery.

This time it was the seasoned specialist who carried out the surgery. His 
comment afterwards was that, had they not gone back in, I’d have simply 
continued to bleed. I bled so much during the surgery, I came extremely 
close to the need for a blood transfusion. The specialist confirmed I would 
no longer have any issues or complications. Within two weeks of being 
home, however, I started to feel my sinuses blocking up again. After 
two operations, utter discomfort for months on end, endless nights of 
sleeplessness, it had all been for nothing. It hit me like a freight train. I was 
devastated beyond belief. 

I surrendered completely, got myself into an awareness of the present 
moment, did away with thoughts of what had happened and any desires 
of how it should be, and feeling fully present, I simply asked J to help me 
in any way he saw fit. As clear as anything I heard the question, What are 
you blocking? 

For the first time I stopped resisting. I just went with the question. 
In that clear, present moment I saw that my acute sinusitis was the 
result of something I desperately didn’t want to deal with. My congested 
head and sinus were not clearing because I still hadn’t dealt with it and 
it was manifesting as a blockage in my physical body. In the clarity of 
that moment I asked myself, What is it in my life that I’m blocking so 
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desperately? As soon as I asked the question, I instantly knew the answer. 
It was my relationship with my wife. 

I thanked J profusely, picked myself up off the floor, and went straight 
into our kitchen where my wife was. I asked her to sit down at our table 
because we had things to discuss. There we proceeded to have an unusually 
open and honest discussion about our relationship. To my surprise, my 
wife had been harbouring similar thoughts to mine, so we agreed to make 
one last attempt and attend marriage counselling. Three years later we did 
end up separating, but even so, the counselling was a tremendous help to 
us to better understand what we each had been through emotionally. For 
me, it reinforced that if or when the time came to separate, I would do so 
with the utmost love for the woman who had stood by my side for so much 
of my life. And that is exactly what I did. 

Within a week of us having had the initial discussion, my sinus 
condition completely disappeared. To this day it has never returned. After 
an incredible learning exercise I had healed myself. It was such a valuable 
lesson for me. If I had truly listened to myself and my body, I’d have heard 
the answer that was always there. I was never able to properly hear what 
J was trying to tell me because the noise of what I thought were my only 
options was constantly blocking me. The illness manifested itself as a 
physical condition but the cause was definitely a spiritual one, and it was 
only me who could heal myself. 





Chapter 16:

Feel the Power
“Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate. 

Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure. 
It is our light, not our darkness, that most frightens us.”

— Marianne Williamson

As I applied my own guiding principles, I found my self-worth, 
 self-esteem and self-confidence were growing and I started wanting 

to ‘feel into’ my own personal power; this is often called ‘embodiment’. Up 
till that point I had been afraid of fully ‘being’ in my body and being in 
the right ‘frame of mind’. The metaphor my mentor used was that I was 
a Great Dane afraid of the tiny Chihuahua, the one that yaps incessantly 
at your heels and you fear will bite. It puts out such a threatening show of 
force and power that you don’t dare risk it getting too close. 

Be the BIG Dog
With me as the Great Dane, towering above the Chihuahua, I was at least 
10 times as big in both weight and size. I could simply pick it up and 
chomp it in half with one bite, so why fear it? It was suggested to me 
that the Great Dane is the body, the Chihuahua the mind, and it was 
time for me to realise my own personal power, to stand fully in my body, 
be the BIG dog — but as such, emit an energy of love, awareness, and 
knowing who I really was. It wasn’t about releasing my power to bite the 
Chihuahua, rather about realising it, then feeling into, that personal power. 
The Chihuahua would certainly get the message and would instead respect 
my size, strength and capability. 

Feeling into my personal power was about first seeing, then releasing, 
the old conditioned values and beliefs, and replacing them with the new 
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guiding principles I had learnt. Personally, it was about giving myself the 
attention I believed I’d never received growing up. It was also about being 
aware of how I used laughter as a defence to keep me in my imaginary self. 
I had created my own ‘safe’ bubble by using nervous laughter as my way 
of pretending that I didn’t take up space. For most of my life I had been 
giving away my power. It was time for my imaginary world to go ‘poof ’, 
evaporate back into nothingness. And it really did help to have a coach or 
mentor to help me first recognise, then guide me through this transition to 
feeling into my true power.

The Pool Story
This meditative visualisation happened to me in September 2015. Only six 
weeks prior I’d announced to my wife of 22 years that I was leaving her. 
It was a very traumatic time, with deep emotional and physical feelings 
surfacing, so for the first four weeks we didn’t tell anyone. It wasn’t long, 
though, before people started finding out. With that came a LOT of 
disbelief, concerns, and comments around what I was doing. It wasn’t 
so much about the reasons for my decision but more about: What was 
I thinking?! How was I going to cope or survive on my own? Parents, 
siblings, colleagues and friends all felt the need to share with me their 
concerns over my decision. 

I tried to explain. I was doing this to be true to myself, follow my heart, I 
no longer loved my wife in an intimate or romantic way BUT I still loved her 
in other ways, we no longer wanted the same things and were not heading in 
the same direction. Practically no-one had a clue what I was talking about! 

Everyone loved my wife. She was an extraordinary woman who had 
endured much. She had survived breast cancer that involved a double 
mastectomy, had given birth to our four children, endured the loss of two 
houses and the financial stresses involved. It wasn’t easy being married to 
me but she had stuck by me. Pretty much everyone didn’t hesitate to tell 
me how big a mistake I was making. 
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All this created doubt and fear in me and I constantly questioned 
if I had made the right decision. In the meanwhile, I had developed a 
consistent set of morning rituals: I’d get up around 5pm, drink up to 2 litres 
of water, practice some chi breathing, do wake-up-my-back exercises, do 
some stretches, followed by a reading ritual that involved reviewing certain 
lessons and two daily meditation affirmations from respected authors. 
Once I had completed that, I would meditate and try to centre myself and 
my intentions for the day. 

Well, that whole ritual went out the window in the lead-up to and 
following the announcement to separate from my wife. I had trouble 
getting to sleep, staying asleep and subsequently getting up early. I would 
sleep to 6 or 6:30am and therefore have to cut out the morning rituals. 

On this particular morning late in September 2015, I had slept to 
6am. I got up annoyed that yet again I would have to make the necessary 
adjustments. I went through my water-drinking process, skipped my 
breathing exercises, did my back ritual, skipped my stretching ritual and 
rapidly read the lesson of the day so I could get in a quick meditation before 
the whole household was awake and moving. It was already 6:30am so I 
told myself I’d only be able to manage a quick 15-minute meditation. I’d 
check-in, check-out, and be back in the land of the living by 6:45am.

I settled myself into my favourite chair and tried to still my mind. 
It wasn’t working, my mind was way too busy for me to get into a deep 
quiet state. I persevered, bringing my focus back to my breath, trying 
simply to witness my thoughts. My eyes still closed, and sensing that my 
15 minutes was just about over, I gathered my will one last time. I let go 
and surrendered to the moment.

Suddenly I was standing neck-deep in water, up against a wall in a very 
crowded public swimming pool on an extremely hot day. I recognised the 
pool as one I’d often visited as a kid. Children were playing, screaming and 
jumping while everyone else was yelling, trying to be heard over the roar of 
so many excited people in such a confined space. It was standing room only, 
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and as I slowly took in my environment, I became aware that the people 
nearest to me were in fact my parents, siblings, friends and colleagues. 
They had all turned to face me to let me know what they thought of my 
decision to leave my wife.

‘You can’t cook! You don’t have any money! How do you 
think you’re going to survive? You have no assets! How 

are you going to afford this, it’s a meat market out there! 
You’re too old! You’re out of shape! You can hardly hear! 

Just be happy with what you have. You don’t need passion 
in your life at your age. Think of the kids …’

The comments weren’t anything I hadn’t already heard, but never had 
I received such a combined chorus so close to me, it was deafening beyond 
words. I did the only thing open to me, which was to take a deep breath 
and go under the water to sit at the bottom of the pool. As soon as I did, 
the beautiful sound of silence greeted me. I could still see them up above, 
waving their fingers, stressing to me the madness of my decision but I was 
peaceful and serene at the bottom of the pool. I decided I was going to stay 
there forever and never go back up to the surface again.

My spirit guide J suddenly entered my mind. He reminded me that 
while I was sitting in my underwater refuge, I was also holding my breath; 
he was curious how long I believed I could do that. I thanked him for his 
interest, but said I had no intention of ever heading back up to the surface 
again. No further response. I continued enjoying my peaceful bliss. 

It wasn’t long, however, before I became increasingly concerned that I 
would eventually run out of air and have to resurface and face everyone. As 
if on cue J popped back into my mind and asked, ‘Well, what are you going 
to do?’ Rather annoyed at his bluntness and what seemed a lack of empathy, 
I stopped myself short of a curt reply and considered his question. It being 
J who was asking, his game would almost always be about forgiveness. 
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Rather proud of myself, I responded, ‘Okay, I guess I need to forgive them 
all.’ But then rather smugly I reminded him that there were just too many 
of them up there for me to forgive before I ran out of air. 

J simply repeated, ‘So what are you going to do?’ Typical, I thought, 
some guide he is, always deflecting back at me to work it out. But the silence 
and expectation nudged me to give it thoughtful consideration. Finally I 
announced, ‘I will BLAST them all with my LOVE!’ I sensed a nod and a 
grunt of approval. I looked up at the surface and tried to dig deep for this 
blast of love, only to realise I had a small problem. I wasn’t feeling much 
fondness for them right now. In the same instance I recognised I was about 
to run out of air. I started to panic.

I said to J, ‘I just can’t find it within me to blast everyone up there 
with my love.’ ‘Ahhh …,’ he said, ‘that I CAN help you with!’ I sensed J 
embracing me. Thoughts of how each of those people was only acting out 
of genuine concern for me started to enter my mind. I felt that each was 
only reacting based on his or her own beliefs, anxieties, fears. Indeed, they 
were mirroring back to me my own thoughts and fears. 

Then I sensed J pulling me deeper into what appeared to be an all-
encompassing, brilliant white light. Wrapped inside this incredible light, 
I lost track of time and self. I felt the presence of what I can only describe 
as pure, unconditional love. When I finally re-emerged from this light, I 
felt as if I was filled with so much love I was bursting at the seams. I didn’t 
hesitate to push up from the bottom of the pool.

As I broke the surface I released all the love I’d gathered in one 
nuclear blast after another. I could sense shock wave after shock wave of 
unconditional love rippling out and reaching as far as the eye can see. 
When I opened my eyes, every baby, child, teenager and adult was riveted 
to the spot, staring at me. My first thought was, I may have overdone that 
a bit! I reached out to J and asked, ‘What do I do?’ ‘You do nothing,’ he 
said. ‘That I CAN do,’ I acknowledged with huge relief. And for what 
seemed like the longest time, everyone stood stock still, staring at me, but 
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then I noticed that their eyes were glazed over and they were deep in inner 
reflection. Ever so slowly, sound rose up again and people began moving 
about, but in a much more subdued quiet way.

I found myself back in my house, in my favourite chair, and out of my 
meditation. I had tears streaming down my face but had no real recollection 
of what had just happened. All I could remember was something about a 
pool. I was so confused. What was going on? Why was I crying? Why did I 
feel so strange? What the heck just happened? I looked over at the clock on 
my desk. I had been meditating for over an hour. I was SO LATE! I leapt 
off my chair and rushed to the kitchen.

It took me several weeks of returning to my meditative space to slowly 
piece together the full extent of that visualisation. Every time I tried, I 
was overcome by a HUGE welling up of emotions and I would break 
down. Eventually it was shown to me that such a presence of love, as was 
demonstrated by J, cannot be truly felt at our earthly level of physical form. 
Our bodies are simply not capable of withstanding so much love. J had 
assisted me by returning me to reality in a ‘safe space’ of temporary amnesia, 
allowing me to incrementally gather the threads of the visualisation without 
impacting my physical form too much. However, a sense of the light and 
the pure unconditional love remained. 

Subsequent to the visualisation, my siblings, parents, friends and 
colleagues did not feel the need to question or share concerning comments 
on my decision again. Evidently, the love, forgiveness and acceptance were 
shared by all. 

Processing Opposite Emotions
Another key to developing my ability to be in my personal power was 
learning to sit with, and process, my feelings. Meditation can be a 
great way to achieve this. Below are two instances of almost opposite 
emotions, which I witnessed after allowing them to surface, and their 
different outcomes.
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Just before Christmas 2017, I met a woman and we really hit it off. I 
enjoyed her company, and as we got to know each other, it raised some 
amazing emotions within me. One morning, after having seen her the 
night before, in the middle of my morning meditation I allowed myself 
to really experience the emotions she was bringing up within me. Because 
they were all feel-good emotions, it was an entirely delightful experience. It 
was like holding a glass of newly poured red wine in your hand, swishing it 
round and round, then raising the glass up to smell the enticing bouquet. 
No need to partake of the wine just yet, I was just enjoying the aroma, 
teasing myself with how wonderful it was going to taste. 

The wine represented all the different emotions I was feeling and I 
allowed myself to keep extending into each new moment with these 
wonderfully delicious sensations. No words or labelling came up in my 
mind, just good feelings and emotions. Tuning into my body, the feelings 
were mostly coming from my heart centre but they were quickly expanding 
throughout my body, causing waves of goosebumps down my back, arms 
and legs. It was a fantastic feeling and I didn’t want it to stop. I kept letting 
it flow and the intensity started to increase to the point at which one 
label did scream out at me. The word was ‘desire’. I ran with that and it 
began building, bringing up images and all sorts of urges within me. I felt 
like I was starting to lose control so I pulled myself back and ended the 
meditation. The sensation of desire, though, stayed with me all day. 

A few weeks later I had an opposite, bad-feeling type of emotion after 
my boys had inadvertently spent close to A$2,000 on App purchases for a 
G-rated (available to anyone) game we’d allowed them to buy. It couldn’t 
have come at a worst time financially, and both boys had maxed out my 
credit card. It pushed me over the edge. Angry, frustrated, hate-filled 
emotions coursed through me as I grappled with how to respond to and 
deal with what had happened. No wineglass-swishing this time. Instead 
I felt like yelling, screaming and blaming everyone around me. I was 
freaked out. 
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I knew a meditation was my only chance of regaining some control 
before I said or did something I’d regret. So I sat down and tried to 
meditate. Pretty quickly I began to sink into the bad-feeling emotions and 
with curiosity I observed the impact they were having on me. Although 
they were coming from my heart centre (which at the same time is my 
emotional centre), this time it felt as if someone was stabbing me with 
a blunt knife and moving it from one side to another. It was a most 
unpleasant experience. No immediate words or labels were coming up. 
Then, as the emotions continued to build, one word popped up: fear. It 
triggered exactly those feelings within me and I dug deep for inner help to 
banish it. Immediately I started to feel better. After my meditation though, 
similarly with the feeling of desire, it did linger with me for a while. But I 
simply continued to seek guidance and it wasn’t long before the feeling had 
gone completely. 

I found the contrast between the two sets of emotions amazing and it’s 
an interesting exercise to do when I start to feel my emotions getting the 
better of me (both from a good and a bad feeling perspective). In terms of 
the ‘desire’ experience, I carried the strong emotion around with me the 
whole day because I’d made the mistake of not offering it up or letting it 
go at the end of the meditation. Interestingly, when I met the woman again 
later that day, let’s just say it didn’t play out the way I’d imagined; indeed, 
it caused some friction in our early-stage relationship. On the other hand, 
with the ‘fear’ experience, I’d sought guidance to get rid of it and had 
handed it over, so I was able to return to a place of peace and calm quickly. 



Chapter 17:

Model an Awakened Man

It is usually the case that you will be presented with new learning or 
 life-lessons at the exact time the Universe knows you’re ready for it. (You 

might not always agree, and at first will have trouble grasping or processing 
what is being presented.) The time was just right when I first came across 
the term ‘an Awakened Man’. It was about 10 years into my journey, and I 
was still doing a trial-and-error process on nine of my guiding principles, 
but the model of an Awakened Man seemed to combine most of those 
principles into a code for living. I tried to emulate what it was to be one.

A Warrior of the Heart
The writings and Facebook posts of Daniel Nielsen provided incredible 
portrayals of the awakened man, and this one I thought summed it 
up brilliantly:

“An awakened man is a warrior of the heart. 
He has heard the deeper calling. He is conscious 
of his feelings and speaks the language of love. 
He sees the beauty of the world around him, is 
present‑minded, and knows the ways of the divine. He 
is compassionate, authentically cares about people, 
and has the highest respect for the feminine. He 
adores the woman who calls to his soul, knows how to 
listen and communicate to her heart, and understands 
how to satisfy her deepest desires.

He is comfortable being vulnerable, looks for 
answers within, and is not afraid to surrender to 
truth. He learns from the pain that each life‑lesson 
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teaches him, admits when he is wrong, and is always 
accountable for his actions.

He is a guardian who uses his sword with a dual 
purpose — to strip away his own ego so the light 
can stream in while also protecting those he loves. 
He is a champion of those who do not have a voice, 
strength to those who need encouragement, and 
a light to the ones who have lost their way. He is 
confident and strong, but he is also a promoter of 
peace, an agent of humility, and a model of grace 
and forgiveness.

He calls to other conscious men to join the 
revolution, to lay down their ego, and with true 
masculine energy demonstrate what it means to be a 
man who is connected to his heart.”

How good is that? I thought a good place to start would be to test 
myself to see how many of the characteristics Daniel had listed I could 
honestly say applied to myself and my life. To do that I broke down his text 
above into 12 main characteristics, then scored myself. I have included the 
table below if you want to do the same. 

Characteristics of 
an Awakened Man

Yes, 
that’s me

Still a work 
in progress

No, I’m not 
even sure what 

that means

You are a warrior of the heart. A

You have heard the 
deeper calling. A

You are conscious of your feelings 
and speak the language of love. A

You see the beauty of the world 
around you, are present-minded 
and know the ways of the divine.

A
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Characteristics of 
an Awakened Man

Yes, 
that’s me

Still a work 
in progress

No, I’m not 
even sure what 

that means

You are compassionate, 
authentically care about people 
and have the highest respect for 
the feminine.

A

You adore the woman who calls 
to your soul, know how to listen 
to her, how to communicate 
to her heart and satisfy her 
deepest desires. 

A

You are comfortable being 
vulnerable, looking for answers 
within and are not afraid to 
surrender to truth.

A

You learn from the pain that 
each life-lesson teaches you, 
admit when you are wrong and 
are always accountable for 
your actions.

A

You are a guardian that uses your 
sword to strip away your ego and 
protect those you love.

A

You are a champion of those 
who do not have a voice, give 
strength to those who need 
encouragement and provide a 
light to the ones who have lost 
their way.

A

You are confident and strong, a 
promoter of peace, an agent of 
humility and a model of grace 
and forgiveness.

A

You call to other conscious 
men to join the revolution, lay 
down their ego and with true 
masculine energy demonstrate 
what it means to be a man who is 
connected to his heart.

A

TOTALS 3 7 2

At the time I didn’t really understand what a warrior of the heart 
meant and I had very little idea as to how to call other conscious men to 
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join the revolution (What revolution?). My highest score of 7 out of the 
12 characteristics indicated I was still a work in progress, and I could only 
honestly select 3 that I felt described me. 

How Do You Score?
Not a very good result. It did take the wind out of my sails, making me 
question whether this really was a model I could follow. It seemed I had 
a long way to go before I could label myself an Awakened Man. It was 
frustrating. I had been on my journey for 10 years and, according to this 
portrayal, it felt like I hadn’t really achieved much. So tasking myself with 
such a model appeared way too much of a stretch. 

That is, until I chose to use my own guiding principles and apply the 
‘one solution to any problem’: change my mind. Instead of trying to see 
myself as The Awakened Man, I chose to see myself as an Awakening 
Man, committed to learning about and trying to live the characteristics of 
an Awakened Man. It therefore didn’t matter that I didn’t tick very many 
Yes’s. It was more important that I was making an attempt to learn. 

I’m presently an Awakening Man  
choosing to model the Awakened Man. 

Characteristics Defined
To help provide further clarity on the model of An Awakened Man, I list 
below my personal description of each of the 12 characteristics, and what 
I’ve come to understand and experience in trying to apply them to my 
life. Where relevant, I’ve referenced my own guiding principle relating to 
Daniel’s characteristics, so you get a better feel for why it resonated with me. 

1. An awakened man is a warrior of the heart.

 A warrior of the heart chooses to be guided by his feelings and 
knows how to align his heart with his head to the benefit of all (refer 
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the ‘three brains’ story in guiding principle Follow the Nudges, 
Chapter 11). It’s a constant battle to do so, hence the label ‘warrior’. 
His relentless opponent in all battles is the ego-self, living in the 
past and projecting that past into the future. His ally in all battles 
is choosing from the Love family, his ability to live in the present 
moment, trust his instincts, and always be ready to choose again. 

2. He has heard the deeper calling.

 The Awakened Man has chosen the red pill (the symbol from the 
movie The Matrix), being ready and willing to explore that other 
way and so undertake the second part of his journey. He has heard 
the deeper calling. He is allowing, accepting, open to the divine 
— the Universe, God, the first source, or whatever term works 
best for him (this sums up my first three guiding principles). He 
understands his purpose is to ‘awaken’ in this lifetime, therefore 
he’s prepared to free his mind and undo most of his past values and 
beliefs while he follows the nudges towards higher truths and peace. 

3. He is conscious of his feelings and speaks the language of love.

 While learning to feel into his power (refer guiding principle 
Feel the Power, Chapter 16), the Awakened Man is able to 
recognise feelings from both the Love and Fear families, aware 
of how they manifest for him and how best to deploy them for 
the greatest possible outcome for all. He understands his shadow 
side (refer guiding principle Face Yourself, Chapter 13), and 
is able to witness and allow things without judgement. As an 
awakened individual he doesn’t hesitate to be Love in Action 
(refer guiding principle Choose Again, Chapter 12), speaking and 
communicating the language of love to all he meets. 

4. He sees the beauty of the world around him, is present-

minded, and knows the ways of the divine.

 An Awakened Man understands that battles are always 
won in the present moment, so he consistently strives to be 
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present-minded. He learns that the divine is in his mind, and 
therefore in everything that he sees. In continually learning the 
ways of the divine, he knows he has an ally that will never fail 
him (refer guiding principle Pack Really Light where I discuss 
versions of the truth, Chapter 9). 

5. He is compassionate, authentically cares about people, and 

has the highest respect for the feminine.

 Compassion comes easy to an Awakened Man because he 
perceives things differently. He understands every person is 
doing the best they can with what has been dealt them (refer 
guiding principle Choose Again, Chapter 12). He can see beyond 
appearance and therefore finds it easier to care about people. He 
loves and respects women of all shapes and sizes. 

6. He adores the woman who calls to his soul, knows how to 

listen and communicate to her heart, and understands how to 

satisfy her deepest sexual desires.

 By learning to listen to his heart and feel his own power, he is 
able to transcend the purely physical relationship and tune into 
the spirit or soul of his woman, and to establish an intimate 
connection based on unconditional love (refer to the Love in 
Action section of the Choose Again guiding principle, Chapter 
12) which supports a commitment to one another’s growth. 
While exploring this characteristic I discovered tantra and have 
been practising it ever since. 

7. He is comfortable being vulnerable, looks for the answers 

within and is not afraid to surrender to truth.

 In contrast to the traditional masculine way, the Awakened Man 
learns to be comfortable expressing his emotions. He chooses 
transparency and is not afraid to be vulnerable, having little 
regard for what others may think. He follows his passion, seeks 
a balance between his masculine and feminine energies, and is 
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always exploring his creative abilities. He listens to the quiet voice 
within for the answers required, and has learned not to allow his 
own physical strength to get in the way but simply to let go (refer 
guiding principle Surrender the Need to Understand, Chapter 15). 

8. He learns from the pain that each life-lesson teaches him, admits 

when he is wrong and is always accountable for his actions.

 An Awakened Man has learned to understand that pain is an 
amazing teacher (refer to the section on pain in guiding principle 
Choose Again, Chapter 12). He endures when a lesson presents 
itself for learning as it always delivers exactly what’s needed. 
He then accepts full responsibility for what has happened (refer 
guiding principle Face Yourself, Chapter 13). 

9. He actively uses his sword with a dual purpose — to strip 

away his own ego so the light can stream in, while also 

protecting those he loves. 

 Aware of his ego-self and the depths that viciousness and cunning 
will go to keep him from becoming an Awakened Man, he 
continually goes to battle in order to undo his ego and to choose 
love and truth for himself and all others. 

10. He is a champion of those who do not have a voice, strength 

to those who need encouragement, and a light to the ones who 

have lost their way.

 An important role of an Awakened Man is to be a model to other 
men, to show them the way by his own actions and commitment 
to his path. Others can then gain strength and encouragement 
from his example. I will discuss this in more detail in the next 
chapter with my final guiding principle, Demonstrate. 

11. He is confident and strong, but he is also a promoter of peace, 

an agent of humility, and a model of grace and forgiveness.

 By becoming a teacher of love he consistently strives to embody 
and live by all the characteristics of the Love family. When 
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he falters, he recovers quickly, being accepting of what is and 
grateful for the opportunity to try again. He is ready and willing 
to forgive himself and all others (refer Love in Action, guiding 
principle Choose Again, Chapter 12).

12. He calls to other conscious men to join the revolution, to lay 

down their ego, and with true masculine energy, demonstrate 

what it means to be a man who is connected to his heart.

 It is indeed a revolution, this quest for unconditional love and 
freedom of mind. It is an undoing of all that we’ve learned and 
been taught to date. By demonstration, others will want to join 
the revolution as we all strive to wake up as one. 

I hope that you, too, are influenced by the characteristics of the Awakened 
Man and will also choose to adopt them as your own worthy model. 



Chapter 18:

Demonstrate
“Knowing is not enough. 

We must apply. 
Willing is not enough. 

We must do.”
— Bruce Lee

Although I constantly return to 10 of my guiding principles, it is my 
 final one, Demonstrate, that is the culmination of them all: taking 

the knowledge gained, lessons learned, and then doing my darndest to 
apply them to my everyday life. 

A Desert Outpost Dream
Here I share a vivid dream I had in July 2016 to demonstrate once again 
how dreams can deliver powerful messages. In this case, I believe I was 
being called to stop messing about, get rid of what was no longer serving 
me, apply what I had learnt, and take the necessary action.

I found myself arriving at what appeared to be a desert outpost in 
the middle of nowhere, surrounded by nothing but sand and wind. I had 
obviously been travelling for a very long time and was exhausted, but also 
delighted to have finally reached it. Then it came to me that this was the 
last outpost before reaching a fortress that lay across a great inhabitable 
desert landscape. No life existed or could exist in this desert due to its 
extreme harsh conditions. 

I began to make final preparations for the last leg of my journey and 
became aware that I had way too much baggage to make the journey safely. 
I needed to pack only what was truly helpful to me. This fortress could 
only be accessed once in my lifetime and the window of opportunity was 
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closing very quickly, so anxiety and a huge sense of urgency engulfed me. 
I knew that once I left the safety of the outpost, I would only have one day 
to make it across the barren, unforgiving desert. I needed to be safely inside 
before dusk or I would perish in the night. 

I had been very privileged to be supported by many companions who’d 
made the journey with me this far, but the last leg was for me alone to travel. 
The previous night I’d lovingly said goodbye to a woman (whom I know in 
real life) who’d been a major catalyst for change in my life recently, and I’d 
ensured she was in the safest and most capable hands for her to continue on 
her own journey. If I reached the fortress, I didn’t know whether I would 
ever return or see her again.

The journey could only be made on foot, with my internal compass 
to guide me. Once I’d set out there was no turning back. No-one was 
expecting me as no communication was possible. I was urged to hurry and 
stop delaying. 

I then awoke, relieved to be in my own bed in cosmopolitan Melbourne, 
while I tried to piece together what the heck the dream was trying to tell 
me. Reflecting back some four years later, it’s become clear to me that it 
was foretelling most of what has since transpired. I became a minimalist, 
sold everything I owned, and travelled over 10,000 km to a land I had 
never been to before. While I was making those decisions at the time, it felt 
like I had an enormous fortress inside myself, and I was being challenged 
to walk through huge doors to make it all happen. And to this day I have 
not returned to or seen the woman in my dream again.

Applying the Heart Virtues
It has happened that, throughout my journey and at different times, 
I’ve been guided to explore a certain practice that in the end helped me 
move through whatever was challenging me at the time. As I write this 
in June 2020, we are knee-deep in the corona virus pandemic which has 
forever changed the lives of everyone on this planet. Before the pandemic 
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was announced earlier this year, I’d just been guided to learn about the 
deeper meanings of what’s known as Heart Virtues. The heart virtues 
themselves certainly weren’t anything I’d not heard of before, but the 
timing and depth of what was being delivered was profound. 

Early in my journey I needed to create boundaries based on whatever 
worked for me. At that time, I was guided toward learning about four key 
characteristics, which I defined as Love In Action. Thereafter I came across 
the 12 characteristics of an Awakened Man. Several years passed between 
each of the characteristics as I went about assimilating and trying to apply 
and demonstrate them. Each one was/is divinely planned to coincide with 
my level of understanding at the time, and the learning I took from them 
then supported the deeper knowledge that was required for the next stage. 
True to form, this is exactly what happened when I was shown the heart 
virtues and how to apply them in my life. 

There are multiple ways to apply these to my everyday life, and after 
a while it became easier to do so. My present approach is to run through 
each of the virtues as part of my morning meditation ritual, alternatively 
whenever I become overwhelmed and need some reassurance. Typically, I 
become quiet, check in, and then ask questions of myself which focus on 
how or where I can apply a specific virtue in my life today. 

In my efforts to be true and authentic, what I need to do most is get 
out of my own automatic response system (head) and allow the answers 
to present themselves. If I manage, the answers always do, although I am 
often quite reluctant to acknowledge them. So I keep tuning in, welcoming 
the feelings that do come up, do my best to witness them, and then where 
clarity is provided allow a sort of healing to occur. Below are the heart 
virtues and the practice I typically follow: 

1. Acceptance. I may start by asking, What is currently 
unacceptable to me? which releases a mental venting of sorts. 
Then I ask myself, How can I allow and welcome this into my life 
without judgement? How can I accept what is?
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2. Appreciation. (The same as gratitude.) If I find myself getting 
stuck in the details of all the shit that is going on around me, I 
first ask, What can I be grateful for in my life right now? Then 
I choose the helicopter approach, taking a step away, and before 
long this starts a cascade of things I can always be grateful for. 

3. Compassion. Where in my day or during what event can I show 
more compassion? What comes up often is the need for me to be 
more compassionate with myself.

4. Forgiveness. We are all doing the best we can with the 
challenges that are thrown at us. I often recite a forgiveness prayer 
my twin flame, Joy, came up with: 

“I forgive everything that happened in time, space 
and the body that seems to have blocked me from the 
clear vision that I am a sacred infinite being. A being 
of sound, colour, light, love, power and creativity. 
I forgive on this and all timelines, throughout all 
dimensions and levels of consciousness, forever 
and ever. 

I AM. WE ARE. And so be it. It is done.”

5. Humility. I remind myself often how we are all one and 
are all a part of the greater collective, each playing a role. 
How open am I to being corrected or seeing the other side of 
the story/event? 

6. Patience. This is a biggie for me as I can often be impatient. So 
this is like a check-in to see if I am applying enough patience. If 
not, how or where can I be more patient? 

7. Playfulness. Such an understated and underused term, but this 
is a reminder to find the joy and fun in every situation. To be 
spontaneous, present and creative.
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8. Understanding. This goes hand in hand with forgiveness and 
being nonjudgmental. How can I see both sides of this event? 

9. Valour. Courage. I like leaving this heart virtue to last, since I’ve 
worked through all the others and I now have to find the courage 
or valour to implement or make the necessary changes. 

• These are just random examples of the approach I sometimes 
take, and I’ve listed them as a starting point for anyone else 
interested in applying them to their life. The more each one of us 
can apply these heart virtues to everything we do, the sooner we 
will awake to a world of oneness and equality. 

For When She Looks a Mess
To complete this chapter, I’d like to share something I wrote late one 
evening after I was reminded how often women worry about how they 
look. I wasn’t involved in an intimate relationship at the time, but I tried 
to hold the essence of all women in my mind, then tried to feel into the 
moment, and describe how I’d like to respond. I called it: For When She 
Looks a Mess:

All you need do is look into her eyes and see her 
inner beauty.

Use that to reflect in your mind the beautiful spirit 
that she is.

See her in this light surrounded by angels and 
adored by all.

You and her are one.
Lose yourself in that moment and let it extend to 

the next.
Now start to zoom out, first taking in the area 

around her eyes, closely examining each wrinkle or 
line as if it was sculpted by the Divine himself.
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Relish in the exquisiteness that lays before you.
See it as an extension of her inner beauty and be 

grateful for every event in her life that caused each 
wrinkle or line to appear.

Move now to take in her hair, focusing first on 
single strands, and then how each one works to 
support the other and how they all come together to 
be as one.

With continued awe look down to her chest and 
watch in fascination as it moves up and down with 
each breath that she takes.

Marvel in that moment as it represents the life in 
her and her gift to you.

Finally whisper into her ears the words that best 
reflect the sensation and feelings forming in your 
mind. “You are perfect.”



PART III:

FINDING JOY





Chapter 19:

The Gifts 
of Failed Relationships

“Joy often arrives on the wings of discovery and surprise, 
and cannot be planned for or controlled, but we can 

cultivate our willingness to receive it.”
— The Work We Were Born To Do, Nick Williams

It is finally time to talk about my relationships and life events following 
 the separation from my wife. It was a time when I had thrown myself 

into the unknown and more than ever needed to apply my 11 guiding 
principles to my life. After my decision to separate, I chose initially to 
stay in the same house, in a separate bedroom, for six months in the hope 
that it would give Amanda and my boys more time to adjust to us not 
all living together anymore. We then both moved into new and separate 
accommodation, where I made sure that my own little unit was within 
1 km of their new house. That certainly proved wise and useful. 

Separating with Love and Compassion
A vital part of the separation for me was to ensure that it was all done 
with the utmost love and compassion possible. I’d heard so many horror 
stories of separation and divorce turning into an utter nightmare for all 
concerned, only the lawyers coming out as winners, that I was adamant 
to steer clear of heading down that particular path. It’s my opinion that 
as soon as you engage lawyers, you set up two opposing camps where 
separation rules, and collaboration becomes very difficult. Throw in the 
programmed responses, fostered by society, to financial insecurity and lack 
of resources and it’s a recipe for pain. On my side, I didn’t have a lot of 
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assets or money to divide up, and no other woman was involved, but the 
emotional rollercoaster that comes with separating was always going to be 
a challenge. 

So having decided that under no circumstances would we engage 
lawyers, I simply asked my wife what she wanted. I think she welcomed 
such a radical approach, as her requests were reasonable and I was able to 
accommodate them. We soon came to a mutual agreement. We applied a 
similar process to establishing child-support payments. I was completely 
transparent with what I was earning and could afford, so she was clear on 
my position. Using the Child Support Agency guidelines as a minimum, 
it was more about what I could afford to pay on top of that, and I didn’t 
hesitate to share additional expenses where I could. As a result, my wife’s 
requests were most often workable. It was only about four years later, after 
I had finished up with the corporate company I was working for, Telstra, 
that we finally processed the divorce papers, all online, and again without 
any involvement from lawyers. 

Introduction to Tantra
One of the top priorities I’d given myself was to try to understand why my 
marriage hadn’t worked out. Although I already knew it was because so 
many things had changed within me, I really wanted to understand more 
about the Why, and about relationships in general. I wanted to learn from 
it. So I ‘followed the nudges’, and it wasn’t long before I came across an 
article in a Living Now magazine about Tantra.

I had vaguely heard about it at various times in my life, but didn’t 
have much of an understanding other than that it had something to do 
with sex. Whilst the article I read did have a sexual orientation to it, there 
was obviously a lot more to it. I found I resonated strongly with it all and 
couldn’t wait to research and explore more fully. I read a lot of books, 
followed prominent tantra teachers on Facebook, participated in some 
local introductory classes, and even did a three-day weekend workshop on 
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tantric relationships. I was way out of my comfort zone, but it was a totally 
amazing experience.

Tantra, combined with all that I had learnt about 
conscious love, soul connections, energy, being present, 
and my 11 guiding principles, was like discovering the 

secret ingredient to a recipe for the best relationship ever. 

If I had to quickly sum it up, it would be the following:
• It is about a much more authentic way to connect, to express, to 

heal and to grow. 
• The secret to the best lovemaking ever is to have no outcome in 

mind; to approach every intimate opportunity by just being there, 
feeling into each moment, and being okay with whatever happens.

• Whenever an intimate opportunity does present itself, to take 
the time to first create the space and energy for the best possible 
connection to flow. This of course varies depending on where you 
are, but it can involve candles, incense, music, lighting, cushions, 
massage oil, towels. And let’s not forget the compliments. It is 
actually a lot of fun preparing the space, and sets the right energy 
for whatever is meant to happen next.

• Understanding and knowing so much more about our bodies, 
being able to relax and enjoy so much more the connection and 
the sensations. Getting lost in oneness. 

• Learning more about breath work, awareness, feeling energy 
and emotions.

• Learning about ejaculation control. Consider how, during a 
typical lovemaking session, a man will go from 0 to 100 percent, 
at which point you achieve a full-blown orgasm complete with 
ejaculation. You’re spent and done, the session is over. It could 
then take days or even weeks before you get the urge again. With 
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ejaculation control it can take a lot longer to move up the scale. 
You’re in the moment, enjoying the connection and in no rush. 
When you get near 75 percent, you control it or back off by 
applying the methods you’ve been taught. When you get to 80 
percent this is the point of no return, and once you exceed this 
level the freight train has left the station and there is no way to 
stop it.

So, instead of achieving a quick 100 percent you can learn to 
accomplish multiples of 75 percent. You apply control, rest a little, 
or mix it up, and then within the same session you are ready to go 
again. Do that several times and you will get to experience a solid 
225 percent.

There are additional benefits: you can still orgasm without 
ejaculating, and you get to carry that incredible creative energy 
of not ejaculating around with you for as long as you choose. 
Hovering at around 60 or 70 percent is bliss. Let’s not forget, too, 
the additional pleasure you can also bring to your partner. 

Guys, this is a must if you are interested in ramping 
up your love life and achieving the greater experience of a 
225 percent orgasm.

The Key to the Universe
One of the biggest, and probably most relevant, results of learning and 
applying Tantra to my life is a newfound respect and adoration for women of 
all kinds. I have come to believe that each and every woman holds within her 
the key to the Universe. Personally, I found that I no longer could just have 
casual sex; my view of sex had changed. I now see it as a divine opportunity 
to connect, make love with someone on a soul level, so I really have to feel 
first that we have a strong connection. And for a woman to hand over the key 
it takes that connection but also trust, mostly in herself but in her partner 
too, and when she does, the joys and mysteries of the Universe belong to 
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both of you. This discovery complemented one of the key characteristics of 
being an Awakened Man, so I just knew I was on the right path. 

When I was ready to start seeing women again, several opportunities 
did present themselves. I’ve learnt that relationships are our greatest learning 
lessons. I quickly realised too that I had an awful lot of work still to do. 
Looking back, all the relationship lessons that followed me were necessary 
steps to prepare me for readiness to finally unite with my one true twin 
flame (my soul mirror). My ex-wife and I, I had no doubt, were soul mates, 
we had a soul contract to meet, marry, have our children and learn from 
the experiences we shared.

The term ‘twin flame’, though, goes a little deeper. I’d heard the term 
on occasion and at the time thought it was the same as a soul mate, but 
the words kept popping up in my explorations and research, as so often 
happens when I’m ready for it. I learned to understand that a soul mate 
is someone whom you have made a contract with, before incarnating, to 
experience and trigger certain things in this lifetime. Your twin flame, 
on the other hand, is your perfect divine counterpart created from the 
same source energy (or soul) as you. It’s a soul that has split into two, and 
incarnated into two separate beings. So it’s your twin, your mirror. 

Twin flames choose, initially, to split apart in an effort to learn and 
evolve quicker. When they are ready to, they will rejoin in pure unity. 
The ‘flame’ part of the name infers that there are times when they do 
come together but it is before they are ready to unite, and because they 
are ‘mirrors’ to one another, situations can quickly ignite into flame and 
fire. As a result, they will pull apart again and continue on their separate 
journeys. They possibly do that many times, even across different lifetimes, 
until they are finally ready to unite harmoniously as one.

Relationship Lessons Learned
My relationship learning lessons didn’t always come one at a time; they 
often overlapped and, according to Universal laws, always needed to be 
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tested to ensure I had learned them. Having done so much internal work, 
studied Tantra, and kept up a constant attempt at modelling the Awakened 
Man, I did think I was ready to meet my twin flame. Unfortunately the 
Universe knew I still had a fair bit of work to do, so on cue lined up some 
very interesting relationships and experiences for me. 

I will cut to the chase and share with you what I eventually learned 
over the next three or four years, spending hundreds of hours on online 
dating sites, going on scores of dates, meeting dozens of amazing women, 
but having only one intimate relationship that lasted six months:

1. I always seemed to be going after the same sort of woman, the 
type I’d been conditioned to believe would look good with me. 
I had to look at and undo a lot of programmed and conditioned 
beliefs until I was ready simply to be myself and let the Universe 
bring to me what I really needed. It didn’t help that for the 
longest time I kept looking in the same places, expecting to get a 
different result. I also had to work through my crazy notions of 
believing that physical characteristics such as body shape and hair 
colour were important.

2. I attracted certain women into my life because of low self-worth, 
so the lesson was that I was mirroring to the other what I lacked 
myself. I was being needy. Those qualities would show up in 
the other person because that’s what I was putting out there and 
attracting back to me. I had to work on my own self-worth, show 
up for myself (and not try to find what I didn’t have in others), 
then the right woman would show up for me.

3. For me, as an awakening man, it was important that I chose an 
evolving woman, someone who was also ‘waking up’, doing the 
work, open to Tantra, and who shared similar spiritual beliefs. 
The relationship otherwise would quickly combust. It often 
happened that about two weeks or more into a relationship, I 
found myself having to start holding back on my beliefs out of 
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concern that it would scare the woman away. Conversely, because 
I’d done so much work and I could easily express love, a lot of 
women felt confronted by this. It would mirror back at them areas 
in which they were lacking and they were simply not ready to deal 
with that. 

4. I had to learn to stop seeking and start attracting — that actually 
took me the longest time to get. What I eventually came to see 
was that when I was seeking, I was going for what had been 
programmed into me, what I thought I wanted, and it was then 
so easy to overlook or dismiss what was right in front of me. 
Attracting meant letting go of my conditioned preconceptions, 
keeping an open mind to women who didn’t necessarily fit into 
what I thought was good for me, then trusting that the Universe 
would send who was best for me.

5. I got to understand the importance of simply letting go of the 
search, getting off the Ferris wheel and being prepared to spend 
time alone to get to know myself, explore, and love my life while 
I experienced it as my own creation. At first this was particularly 
difficult, because I held the limiting belief that as a man in his 
mid- to late-fifties, my time was running out. Ironically it was 
only when I did let go, stopped seeking, cancelled all my dating 
apps, gave up dating, and simply chose to turn up each day in a 
grateful, happy way that my twin was close to entering my life. 

What I Wanted in a Woman
After I’d finally integrated the above five lessons, I was guided by my coach 
to create a list of what it was that I really did want in a woman. I had done 
it in the past but felt that after all I’d learnt, the list this time was going to 
be way different. I drew up my list on the 14th February 2019, Valentine’s 
Day, sitting happily alone at home partaking of a glass or two of red wine. 
After completing the list I conducted a small fire ritual where I offered it 
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up to the angels of my future partner and asked them to bring her to me. 
Below is what I really wanted in a woman:

• She can MEET me, i.e. we immediately both feel a strong 
connection on an intimate, romantic level, I am free to be me, as 
she is, and we are both heading in the same direction.

• I want her to be self-assured, confident, in love with her life, and 
not needy.

• She looks after herself and is physical, i.e. does yoga or likes 
walking or hiking which we can share.

• She is also a ‘flower’, i.e. to be admired and adored. 
• By her presence and connection, I can be fully in my masculine.
• She can handle love language and it comes naturally to her.
• She knows how to kiss.
• She knows how to be vulnerable — once boundaries 

are established.
• She has beautiful eyes that I can spend ages looking into.
• She has a lovely scent or smell to her that drives me wild.
• She practises good and mindful eating habits but also enjoys a 

glass or two of wine.
• She must be open to my spirituality and to tantra.
When I shared this list with my coach, she was quick to challenge me 

to be everything on that list myself (obviously in the masculine equivalent). 
The point was, once I could be the person I wanted to attract, the Universe 
would find a way to bring her to me. 

That is the Law of Attraction in a nutshell.  
Whatever you want, first be it.

If you, yourself, have created any such lists for your perfect woman or 
man, then be sure to take an honest look at it and see how many of those 
points you might need to work on first. 
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After my little fire ritual, I went about my life, enjoying the time with 
myself, working on a business idea and focusing on my boys. The weeks 
flew by, but six weeks later I got an email out of nowhere from an online 
dating app I’d cancelled but hadn’t deleted. I had forgotten all about it 
because I hadn’t received any interest or replies in months. The app was 
called Spiritual Singles but I hadn’t had much luck because 90 percent 
of the women were overseas and at the time I felt I didn’t want a long-
distance relationship. 

I Am Joy
It’s always been my approach that if someone has taken the time to send 
me an email, out of courtesy I will reply. But since I wasn’t in the market 
anymore, I initially ignored it. However curiosity, and definitely some 
nudges, got the better of me. The next day I opened the email and went 
to the platform to check her out. On the app we had to choose handles 
rather than use our names and hers was ‘I am Joy’. I quickly noticed she 
was from South Africa, which activated my old belief about long-distance 
relationships, but that was sidelined when I saw she’d actually sent me 
a personalised email message (the majority of women use one of the 
prepared greetings offered by the platform). I was intrigued to read what 
she had written:

“Hi, I read your profile and saw that you too are doing 
the lessons in ACIM. I started doing it on 1 Jan this year 
after resisting it for many years. Now I am just loving it! 

Guess it was all about Divine timing.”

Delighted about her comment on divine timing, and that she was an 
ACIM student, I was quick to respond. This escalated rapidly into nonstop 
chats. Strangely, the fact that she was from South Africa, some 10,000 km 
away, never really got in the way. The synchronicities were amazing, she 
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wrote like me, I was blown away by the ease with which we were able to 
relate to each other, we had a similar sense of humour, and it was like we 
had known each other forever. Distance and time differences didn’t matter; 
we found excuses to chat to each other a minimum of four or five times a 
day. Her real name was Joy and when she told me her birthday was on the 
14th February, Valentine’s Day, the day I’d created my list and offered it 
up to her angels, we both knew something wildly special was happening. 

By the end of the first month we had declared our love for each other 
and were planning the best time for me to visit with her. Unintentionally, 
it worked out that 77 days after Joy had first made contact, we finally 
met each other in person in South Africa. I was quite nervous at first, but 
Joy was totally sure and confident, and it turned out to be the bliss we 
both knew it would be. I spent 16 days with her before returning home to 
process the best possible way for us to be together. Joy, who’d arrived on 
the wings of discovery and surprise, ticked every box on my list. I believe 
it was through the gifts of my failed relationships that I was finally able to 
attract into my life my one true twin flame.



Chapter 20:

Letting Go 
and Living True

Doesn’t Need or Want Me
What I loved most about Joy was that she didn’t need or want me. She 
chose me. Imagine that a wife or partner announces with all sincerity she 
doesn’t need or want you; it sounds crazy to comprehend at first, given 
the programming that surrounds the idea of romantic love, but the reality 
is, Joy was in love with her life already, whether I was a part of it or not. 
However, she’d decided we were heading in the same direction, we would 
complement each other, and this would (and did) bring incredible joy 
(don’t mind the pun) into our lives. Joy is a strong, evolving woman who 
has quite the history herself. 

She married at the young age of 17, had her first child within two 
years, her second two years later and her third another 10 years on. 
She waited until all her children had finished school before making 
an incredibly brave move to walk away from a safe, secure, 32-year 
marriage with absolutely nothing. Joy had chosen ‘that other way’. 
She moved to another province, started afresh and began her spiritual 
journey in earnest. The level of wisdom and maturity she demonstrated 
allowed for our own unconditional love while we both chose to walk 
‘home’ together. 

Back on Australian soil it was only two weeks later that I again saw Joy. 
Prior to meeting me, she had already planned to visit her daughter living in 
Brisbane. The opportunity presented itself to fly her down to Melbourne 
so I could show her around my hometown and share how I lived my life. 
Yet again, the similarities were amazing. 
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After introducing her to my boys, I asked Rowan, then 
age 13, what he thought of her. He replied,  

‘Dad, she is you!’

There simply was no denying our connection. It was time to work out 
our next steps, how to balance our current life’s responsibilities with our 
desire to be together. The lease on my townhouse was ending the following 
month, I was then unemployed and more interested in writing than 
finding a job, but the funds of my payout were quickly being gobbled up. 
Joy currently lives in a beautiful coastal town, is employed as a preschool 
teacher at a local Montessori school, is renting a cute cottage, and has a car. 
The cost of living is substantially less in South Africa, so it made the most 
sense that I choose to go there, where I can use the gift of her coming into 
my life to strengthen our bond and write my book.

The Void
The main concerns I had with making such a move were not seeing my 
boys for three months and the fact that I’d need to vacate my townhouse 
as I couldn’t afford to continue paying rent. What would I do with my car 
and my furniture? Robert was living with me at the time so he would also 
have to find alternative living accommodation. On top of this I could only 
get an initial three-month visa and it would most likely take a minimum 
of six months to write my book. There was so much to consider. One 
night, in the throes of this, I had the following dream which I later named 
The Void:

All around me were my family, friends, colleagues 
and even people I didn’t know, chanting ‘Jump! Jump! 
Jump! Jump!’ We were all celebrating, drunk with the 
challenges of life, laughing and oblivious to anything 
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except the moment and having fun. Spurred on by the 
contagious joyous nature of everyone, I felt myself 
gain more and more confidence, as I edged closer 
and closer to a door. For the first time in my life I was 
feeling ready, and willing, to take the plunge and jump. 

Picking up on my growing confidence, the crowd 
roared even louder, ‘JUMP! JUMP! JUMP! JUMP!’ 
Then I was sitting on the floor of what appeared to be 
an open door and I sensed a lot of whooshing noise all 
around me. I was in a plane. My feet were dangling 
over the edge of the door and out into a vast expanse of 
nothingness. I hesitated. Was I really ready for this? I 
wasn’t sure I wanted to do this. What was with all that 
WHOOSHING? I couldn’t even hear myself think! Then, 
as if picking up on my reluctance, the crowd gathered 
in closer still and with renewed vigour blasted out a 
HUGE resounding chorus of ‘JUMP! JUMP! JUMP!’ 

It worked. Caught up in their infectious joy and 
laughter I pushed myself out of the door and into 
oblivion. At first I experienced a huge rush as litres 
of adrenaline raced through every part of my body. 
Then absolute panic set in as I tried to recall whether, 
if in all the excitement, I had actually remembered 
to attach a parachute to my back! I was feeling 
incredibly light, it didn’t feel like I was wearing 
anything at all.

Scrambling to see if I could get hold of a rip cord, 
I punched myself in the face and suddenly everything 
went black. But I was still conscious … I couldn’t 
tell if I was rising, falling, going sideways or simply 
hovering. The whooshing noise was no longer, just 
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silence and utter blackness. I felt like I was inside a 
great void. Reactively, I reached out to see if I could 
at least touch a wall or solid sides but I kept grabbing 
emptiness. I imagined that this was what astronauts 
must feel when they experience no gravity. Moments 
later I awoke with the full sensation of all the 
emotions of my dream still surging through me. It took 
many minutes to calm down. 

It’s not often that I get such clear, strong guidance from my dreams, 
but there was no mistaking the message to take the jump and head over 
to South Africa to write my book with Joy at my side. The dream was 
asking me to take the plunge and then trust, the black void representing 
the sensation I might feel once I do. But I should remain committed and 
simply trust. I received additional guidance at a later time to vacate my 
townhouse, sell all my furniture and leave nothing in storage, simply to 
become a minimalist (just like in the desert outpost dream).

Fear of Running Out of Money
What followed was, indeed, an immensely stressful and emotional time 
of my life. I struggled to sell everything, vacate, and help Robert move 
all within the tight time frame of under six weeks before I flew to South 
Africa. In addition, a huge fear of running out of money kept visiting me. 
I organised a session to address this with my talented coach. True to form 
she provided the support, created the space, and then took me deep within 
to explore what would come up. Below is the journal entry I made shortly 
after the session: 

My coach took me deep into my fear of running out 
of money again. As she held space for me, I had the 
feeling of travelling on an epic journey, then suddenly 
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found myself climbing up a ladder to get away from 
a roaring crowd desperately trying to pull me back 
down. The ladder was up against a mountain and just 
in time I got high enough, and away from the clawing 
crowds, onto the relative safety of a ledge. It was 
big and wide enough to support me, out of reach of 
the crowd. Feeling safe I sat there and asked myself, 
What’s the worst thing that can happen? I got the 
message that I was to take the time on that ledge to 
contemplate the question. I shared this with my coach, 
so she got me to ask myself, Where is the money going 
to come from? I struggled with all that was coming 
up. She patiently supported and guided me through it. 
Finally, I sensed immense love and saw Joy floating 
in on a cloud, her hand reaching down to grab, hold, 
and support me to make the right moves so wealth and 
abundance would happen.

It was a wonderful sensation and I began to feel 
strong. My coach then got me to express how strong 
I was feeling, particularly in my legs. How powerful 
they were. How they supported and grounded me. The 
strength in my legs was immense, more than I ever 
thought was possible. Again supporting me, my coach 
encouraged me to go deeper into the original question 
of: What is the worst that can happen? Suddenly I 
found myself on top of a rugged, wind‑blown mountain 
dressed as a warrior ready to do battle. Armed with 
only a sword, I faced my fear. It quickly materialised 
into that of a HUGE, terrifying, black snarling hound. 

I recognised this hound! We had fought before and 
I had lost badly. The hound also remembered me well. 
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It was both confident and excited at the opportunity 
to face me once more. Letting loose an ear‑deafening 
growl, the hound wasted no time and rushed straight 
at me, its jaws open wide, salivating heavily at the 
promise of a feast. Layers of grotesque razor‑sharp 
teeth bore down on me. My sword was knocked from 
my hand but I managed to evade its first direct attack. 
It quickly recovered and launched at me once more. 
Feeling into the incredible power of my legs, my 
entire body was consumed by an utter knowingness 
and calmness and I held firm, using the hound’s own 
momentum and strength against it by throwing it off me 
and over the side of the mountain to its certain death. 

I then surrendered into that feeling of victory in my 
body. Suddenly I was not afraid of anything the future 
held. I was strong. I was a warrior. An awakening 
man, and I had mighty companions by my side. I 
could do anything. I would survive anything even if I 
lost everything. I would surrender into each moment. 
I was humbled by my strength, my companions, 
my ability, my love and forgiveness for all. I was 
complete and at one with everything, everywhere 
and everywhen.

WOW! That was one of the best coaching sessions I’d ever had. The 
resonance of it stayed with me for weeks, supporting me through all that 
I was facing at that time. The guidance and support were so clear. I had 
clearly battled and beaten my fear. Several weeks later, I arrived back in 
South Africa carrying only two pieces of luggage amounting to all that I 
now owned in the world. I was letting go of my past and bravely willing to 
experience life as my creation for the first time ever. 
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Living True, Defined
A month later Joy and I were enjoying a glass of wine with a lovely couple 
at a local Wine Festival when the guy asked me what I did for a living. I 
replied I was writing a book and I planned to help people to live true. He 
looked perplexed and asked, ‘What does that even mean?’ Yes, it can be a 
confronting phrase for anyone to get their head around, so I’d like to close 
here by summing up with eight perspectives on what I believe it means to 
Live True:

1. It’s about dumping the script of your conditioned life, deleting the 
old programming, and reinstalling a new set of beliefs and values 
based on your own creative abilities.

2. Taking the path not to follow someone’s else idea of what you 
should be doing, not being afraid of feeling vulnerable and not 
giving a fuck what other people think.

3. Being authentic and true, connecting to who you really are, so 
that you live your life to your highest creative ability.

4. Living your life as a warrior of the heart, that is, being guided 
more by your feelings, knowing how to align your heart-centre 
with the thought-conditioning in your head; doing away with 
the ego-self.

5. Learning to live in the moment, not the past nor the future, 
enabling you to better listen to and be guided by your gut 
instincts; developing and following your intuition, ideally with 
the aid of meditation.

6. Finding the gifts of joy, playfulness and happiness in your 
daily existence.

7. Exploring your relationship to love, learning not to look for what 
you lack personally in others but making an effort to embody 
those qualities yourself in order to lean into your personal power.

8. Understanding your purpose, then having the courage to do the 
inner work.





CONCLUSION:

The Revolution Is Now
“Truth is not what you want it to be; it is what it is,  

and you must bend to its power or live a lie.”
— Miyamoto Musashi

One of my all-time favourite words is ‘incomprehensible’. I consider, 
 without a doubt, the best practical use of it is when a grieving 

mother presents her nine-year-old daughter’s disease-stricken body to Jesus, 
pleading that he help heal this child who is at death’s door. As Jesus takes 
the little girl into his arms, he mumbles to himself, ‘Incomprehensible!’ and 
in that instant, the child is fully healed. 

The dictionary’s description of the word is: impossible to understand or 
comprehend, not limited or capable of being limited. When Jesus took that 
child in his arms, I know that he looked past the illusion of her illness and saw 
her as the sacred infinite being she was, finding it utterly ‘incomprehensible’ 
that she be in such a state. He merged his powerful presence with hers to 
remove the obstacles to her own awareness of the fact that she was made 
of love, from love, for love, thus removing the illusion of an illness that 
had never occurred. Healing can also be equated with freedom, so I’ve 
substituted the word ‘healing’ with ‘freedom’ in this awesome quote below:

“Our commitment to healing (freedom) is a commitment 
to love and it demonstrates our willingness to not let our 
own fears, preconceived ideas and unresolved pain get 

in the way, or in some way prevail against the truth of who 
we each are.” 

— Unknown healer
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The revolution I refer to in my conclusion is one of Freedom of Mind. 
As I write this it is June 2020, in the midst of the Covid-19 corona virus 
pandemic. There has never been a better or more aligned time than now 
for freedom of mind to occur. Because so much change has already been 
forced on us, the pandemic has provided a unique opportunity for everyone 
on this planet to wake up, regardless of whether they’re ready or not. For 
some it will be a welcomed event, for others it may be a rude awakening, 
but for the good majority they will struggle to understand that they are 
no longer asleep but neither are they awake. They’re in a place of chaos, 
confusion, fear and submission to that fear, and it is no longer possible to 
remain in a comfortable ignorance-is-bliss type sleep state. Covid-19 has 
irrevocably changed that. 

At this incredibly challenging time on our planet, I believe these words 
from Tina Louise Spalding’s book You Can Free Yourself From the Karma of 
Chaos sum up what we can all choose to do next as we join in the Revolution 
for Freedom Of Mind:

“We must choose for this revolution to start in our 
minds, but also in our hearts, because that is where 
our behaviour begins. It is where we will decide what 
is valuable, what is true and what we want more of. 
Freedom of mind is freedom of body and freedom of 
creativity. When our minds are not free, we can never 
be free physically and will always be imprisoned by 
our thoughts and beliefs. Only in the freedom of mind 
can we truly choose what it is we want. Only in the 
freedom of mind can we truly speak the words that we 
feel in our hearts. Only in the freedom of mind can we 
create a civilisation that is loving, peaceful, kind and 
generous to all.”
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It is my hope that my personal story and my 11 guiding principles will 
help to serve anyone who is also willing and courageous enough to begin 
their burst for freedom, to fully question What Is, and then join me in the 
revolution for our freedom of mind. 

To finally conclude, I’m sharing with you one last vivid dream I had 
shortly after the pandemic started and whilst I was writing this book. 

I found myself in Ancient Egypt as a leader in 
a rebellion against a very angry god. The being 
I was acknowledging as a god was humanoid in 
shape, stood 3 m tall and had a superior malevolent 
presence. He was looking for me amongst the chaos of 
a protest that had turned into a violent out‑of‑control 
riot, while not hesitating to obliterate anyone who 
got in his way. I was lying low, watching him from 
behind a wall some 100 m away. Somehow he saw me 
and immediately trampled through dozens of fleeing 
people, quickly closing the gap between us. I got up to 
run, but suddenly I was lifted off the ground, unable 
to move as I hovered directly in front of him. 

He smiled. He knew he had me and I couldn’t 
escape. I tried to free myself but I couldn’t move a 
muscle. Instantly the god smote me and set me on fire. 
I didn’t feel any pain as my charred remains hit the 
ground. Kind friends rushed to my side and showed 
me pictures of my father and brothers. I then felt my 
body die but got this wonderful sensation of my heart 
continuing to beat loudly in my chest. It resonated as 
a message that my heart lived on despite the death of 
my body.
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I awoke from the dream, and although my heart 
was thumping heavily in my chest, I was strangely 
calm and felt victorious. The liberating realisation 
that I cannot be killed, I cannot die, washed over me. 

There is nothing to fear. I am a sacred infinite being made of love, from 
love and for love. Light, love and service to others will prevail.

Thanks for reading my book.
Much love and gratitude,
Richard
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