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Foreword

This book arrived unexpectedly, as an answer to an innocent prayer I put out while sitting around the luncheon table with some Journey Practitioners at Life Transformation week in Denver in 2009.

I was sharing some particularly heartwarming healing stories of people I’d met around the world—stories of ordinary, everyday people who had experienced seemingly impossible healing in their lives, through using The Journey Method™.

Ten years ago, a woman came to the Journey Intensive in London with crippling multiple sclerosis. She sat in her wheelchair drooling, having been told she would never heal. Ten years later she bounded up on stage to let everyone know she was now a marathon runner. Although she was a decade older than when I had first met her, she looked ten years younger—so fresh and alive. She admonished us all to “Keep doing your Journeys!”

Another woman at an intro talk in Cheltenham, UK, shared that she had tried every healing modality for her frozen back, both medical and complementary. She had been in excruciating pain for seven years, and after three operations, her doctors had said there was simply nothing more they could do for her. After just two Journey processes with a Journey Practitioner, not only did her frozen back heal, but her arm, which she had not been able to raise above her waistline, could now extend over her head. She waved it proudly to show us all.

Then I shared the story of a seventeen-year-old girl from New Zealand who was given a grave prognosis: she only had a short time left to live. She had three inoperable, untreatable brain tumors, and she decided to use The Journey process from The Journey book every week. After one year, her MRI scans showed no tumors.

One story that really blew me away was that of a fifty-year-old woman from Israel who contracted polio at age seven and as a result had a crooked, crippled body and one leg significantly shorter than the other. After going through the year-long Journey Practitioner Program, she had not only healed her life, but her shorter leg grew by 5 centimeters (a bit less than 2 inches). Her body became straight and whole. Her leg grew in her fifties! What an astounding healing experience.

I am always truly awed by the body’s capacity to heal, even against seemingly impossible odds. Physical healing stories from people using The Journey Method are endless—such a vision of possibility for us all. Over the last seventeen years of giving Journey seminars, sometimes traveling to thirty-five countries a year, I have personally witnessed thousands of these healings and have received tens of thousands of emails, letters and communications that confirm our body’s immense potential to heal. It never ceases to inspire me—this miraculous healing intelligence that exists within us—how the body seems capable of healing just about anything, any physical challenge, illness or injury. And it is a source of constant wonder to me that in fact the body is designed to heal. It’s a healing machine!

But what really breaks my heart open is when people heal their lives, how, even in the most adverse circumstances, the human heart triumphs. It awes me to see the strength and courage of the human spirit and its capacity to heal seemingly unbearable, insurmountable conditions. I am deeply humbled by the nobility of heart, the courage of someone to open their heart, even after the trauma and shutdown following rape or abuse. I’m stunned by whatever determination it must require to face down and clear forty years of debilitating, unrelenting depression. I am freshly astounded by the human heart’s ability to forgive even the unforgiveable—the war trauma, the loss and the devastation of losing one’s entire family. And still somehow, the largeness, the magnificence of the human spirit is such that it simply will not be crushed. It triumphs even in the most adverse, heartbreaking of circumstances.

And I feel deep, deep gratitude for the power of the Journey tools, these practical methods that give people the ability to finish with their painful stories and to open into the natural joy, the love, the authentic greatness that is our own essence.

After all these years, what is clearer to me now than ever before, is that when there is a strong prayer and the openness to embark on your own healing journey, to dive in and meet your deepest fears, to welcome your deepest pain—when there is the willingness to fully use this powerful, liberating process work—it is possible to clear even the most deeply held cell memories, the most difficult challenges, even when life says it’s not possible. Healing is available to us all. Not only is it possible, it is within all of our reach.

The truth is, you can heal any aspect of your life.

So as I was sitting at that table with my colleagues, my fellow Journey Practitioners, I put out an innocent prayer that someone would gather together some of these stories—stories of ordinary, everyday people who had experienced extraordinary healing. I wished someone would compile them and then share with our world these simple but heartfelt journeys of healing and awakening.

Pat Kendall, who was sitting next to me, heard this simple wish, and something entered her heart. Her hair stood on end, and she felt a deep pull from within, a call to answer this prayer, to gather healing stories that we could all relate to, that we could see ourselves in—real stories of real human beings who experienced the same heartbreak, loss, abuse, depression, addiction, anger or shutdown that we have all experienced. Stories from people who cleared unhealthy beliefs, liberated themselves from unrelenting life circumstances, overcame insurmountable conditions; people who experienced years of relationship problems yet still found their way home to the joy, the freedom, the love that is the essence of all of us.

And so together she and her editing partner Lesley Strutt collected, compiled and edited these life-transforming stories—true stories that will not only heal your life but will open the door for you to begin your own healing journey.

When I first read these stories, I laughed, I cried, my heart broke wide open, and something in me opened up to a deeper level of healing. I saw myself in these stories and was moved by the naked, raw exposure from which these authors wrote. I saw my life mirrored in their journeys. For me reading the whole book turned out to be an odyssey of clearing blocks, releasing shutdowns, letting go of the hurts, pain and anger that I had stored inside. I felt the truth of what they shared resonate within my own heart and underwent my own journey as I opened into the joy, the gratitude and the love that is the true and healing magnificence of the human heart.

After completing the book, I realized that you would feel the same pull from within that I did: an invitation—indeed, an imperative—to go on your own healing journey. I knew that you would want to respond to that pull by experiencing The Journey Method yourself. So I offered to put a Journey Process into the back of this book, one specifically designed for it, so you could roll up your sleeves and begin your journey in freedom and awaken to your own greatness. I wanted you to have the gift of living life from the love in your heart, from the truth of who you really are.

My prayer is that not only will you feel inspired by these moving stories, you will also feel compelled to do something about it—that they will catalyze you to begin your own healing journey.

So who is the real author of this book? Life itself. Truth itself. And yet with all my heart, I would like to thank all the contributors who opened up their hearts, exposed their lives and took us on their journeys with them into the love and joy that is our essence. What a generous offering, a courageous, priceless offering.

And heartfelt gratitude to Pat and Lesley for offering this immense labor of love to life. They pored over every word to ensure the stories were clear and potent. They, too, share my prayer that you will be inspired by these life-transforming stories, and that these journeys will catalyze you to embark on your journey, to heal and transform your life.

Let this book be your invitation to heal your life and set yourself free.

Namaste,
Brandon
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One Crumb at a Time
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by Debbie Clarke

Change . . . it’s something that can occur in the blink of an eye, or it can be something that happens so slowly that it’s not until you wake up one day and ask, “How did I get here?” that you even notice the change. This can be either change for the better or for the worse, on the scale of, How’s your life working for you?

My experience of change has been the slow, subtle type. It wasn’t until my life had tipped to a very low point that I woke up and began to realize that I couldn’t continue on the path I was on. Even my awakening to the fact of how bad I felt was slow. It was as if I couldn’t have tolerated noticing it all at once, so I become aware of each aspect, one little bit at a time.

Let me describe what my life was like back in October 2006. I was a month away from turning forty-six years old, and I was in a longtime relationship with my spouse, Dan. We had just celebrated twenty-four years of being together, and our relationship had grown unhappy and unhealthy in many ways. In my eyes, at that time, it was all because of Dan. I blamed Dan’s discontent, his choices, his moods and unhappiness as being the cause of our problems and ultimately my own unhappiness. I felt so sad most of the time, as well as alone, isolated, stressed, frustrated, hopeless and unloved; the list was endless.

To make matters worse, I had been diagnosed with rheumatoid arthritis nineteen years earlier. This disease had, at times rapidly and more often slowly and insidiously, accelerated to the point that eventually I was no longer able to work. Despite the evidence that something was very wrong, though, I had lived in denial from the time I had first gotten sick.

My jaw was the first area to be affected. Within two months I couldn’t open my mouth more than enough to fit my baby finger between my top and bottom teeth. I would force myself to go to work every day, and I remember that, while sitting at my desk, it would take me the entire morning to eat a muffin, one crumb at a time.

Surgery repaired my jaw somewhat, but then the disease began in earnest as one joint at a time began to inflame and swell. Soon my breastbone was swollen and protruding, and it felt like someone was sitting on my chest at all times. If I coughed or sneezed, the pain was unbelievable, almost as if someone had ripped me wide open. My shoulders were painful, and I couldn’t reach over my head. In order to get myself out of bed in the morning, I would grab the front of my own pajamas and pull myself up. To wash my hair in the shower, I would need to bend forward and bring my head down to where I could reach my hair. Both of my knees ached, and I limped; my neck barely turned, and each movement of my head was agonizing. My low back was stiff and very painful. There were almost no spots on my body that didn’t hurt. Each morning it was only after hours of struggle and incredible pain that I would be ready to start the trip to work via public transit.

I read an article once by a woman suffering from rheumatoid arthritis, and she said that her life was about planning. She had to preplan every step she took and every moment of her day. I had been doing exactly that, and such was the depth of my denial that I had not even been aware of it! I would plan ahead what hand I would hold on with when I boarded a bus, and make sure not to carry anything and always to have a hand free. I would pray that there would be a seat available, and one that I could get in and out of easily and not make a spectacle of myself.

As I write this now, I’m still amazed that even with all the pain and suffering that I endured, not calling attention to myself was foremost in my mind. I have to laugh, because the visual I have of a female version of the Tin Man of Oz making her way through her day and not calling attention to herself is so ridiculous. The good news is that most people around me were so “asleep” in their lives that they didn’t notice me in mine.

Even when I did stop working, only my closest friends were even aware that there was anything wrong with me. People who worked beside me every day had no idea. I was the master of disguise. I kept a smile on my face and hid my pain, because that is what I believed I was supposed to do.

I was the consummate people pleaser and had to give 150 percent at work and be the best social worker ever. At home all I wanted was for Dan to be happy, because I believed if he was happy, then I would be. I ignored and denied my pain in an attempt to keep everyone else happy.

My family lived about four hours away, and I traveled there as much as I could, because I needed to be close to them and please them, too. I always felt split: there was my family and my life in my hometown, and there was Dan and my life in Toronto. Whenever I was with my family, I felt I should be with Dan, and when I was with Dan, I felt that my family needed me. I remember a toy called Stretch Armstrong that my nephew Keith had back in the ’90s. The toy was made of a soft rubber; you could pull Stretch’s arms, and they would extend to abnormal lengths. I see my face on the Stretch Armstrong toy, being pulled until my arms can stretch from Toronto to the Ottawa Valley. There is sadness here as I realize what I expected from my body, and yet I can laugh because it really is a funny visual.

It’s all so obvious to me now that the outer struggles were being reflected in my body. Playing these games and using these strategies to fulfill myself—and looking outside of myself to others to give me value and meaning—was causing my joints and my body to be in a metaphorical tug-of-war that week by week, month by month was becoming physical. However, at that time I was so busy planning my every movement and just getting through my day that I couldn’t see the big picture. I was like a workhorse wearing blinders and plodding along through what felt like wet concrete. I felt as if I carried the weight of the world on my shoulders. Every step and movement was a struggle.

I continued like this for thirteen years, until I needed to have a second surgery on my shoulder as well as surgery on both my knees. The doctor told me that they could do a few more surgeries and then they would need to start replacing my joints; but if the artificial joints wore out, there was nothing that could be done. It was all very difficult because I was so young. Usually people are getting joints replaced in their senior years, and I was only in my forties. The cold, hard truth finally hit me: my body was deteriorating, and I only had the one body. I had better wake up.

With a heavy heart and incredible fear I agreed to leave work. I will never forget the day that I read the doctor’s report that my rheumatologist had completed in order for me to receive long-term disability benefits from my employer. I opened the envelope that he had given me and read “Permanently Disabled.” I felt like someone had pulled the bottom out of my world.

At the time, I was sitting waiting to have my blood tests done, and as much as I wanted to sob like a baby, I felt I had to hold it together, just as I had always done. The technician called me in, and I stuffed that sadness down inside me and smiled brightly. When I got home, I cried to Dan, at first, but whenever I cried, it seemed to physically hurt him, so eventually I held it in.

My family was the same. I didn’t want to worry them, and if I cried, they appeared to be so uncomfortable with my sadness. The worst thing for me is to see someone else uncomfortable. It was less painful to hold it inside than to risk making them feel uncomfortable.

I realize now that there was a deeper deterrent: I feared that if I dared allow that sadness, it would be like the Hoover Dam letting loose, and the tears would never stop. All I wanted was for people to be happy and have fun around me, and there’s nothing that stops a party like someone crying an ocean of tears on you. I’m having another visual of the doll I used to have, one that you filled with water and it would cry and wet in the diaper. I see myself with my tear ducts releasing a never-ending stream of tears. That could get messy!

So at the age of forty I found myself unable to work, trapped in a body that the doctors predicted with certainty would slowly and steadily deteriorate. I was taking forty pills a week to manage my arthritis and the related conditions, such as stomach problems from the heavy-duty anti-inflammatory medication. At least once a week I would vomit in the middle of the night. One medication had the possible side effect of damaging my stomach lining and causing ulcers. Another medication could cause liver damage, and yet another could cause irreversible eye problems and loss of vision. The double-edged sword was that if I didn’t take medication, I could not get out of bed. If I forgot to take my medication in the morning, then by noon I would start to feel my whole body becoming even more stiff and painful, and it would remind me to quickly take my pills. I cannot even fathom what my life would have been like without that medication.

I had always struggled with who I was, and when I worked, at least I knew myself as a social worker and had a purpose, a reason to get out of bed in the morning. Now who was I, with no career and no purpose? I felt worthless, weak and so afraid.

I looked to Dan to fill me up, and this caused him to pull further away. The desperate need was more than he could cope with. I felt like a victim, like this had happened to me, and each night I would pray to be stronger physically, emotionally and spiritually.

I began reading self-help New Age spirituality books and began journaling. I took a meditation course and spent the next six years searching for answers to what had gone wrong in my life, wanting someone or something to fix it.

I remember in the summer of 2006, I picked up a book by Doreen Virtue, who does Angel Readings and connects with angels as guides. In this particular book, Doreen was writing about her life of traveling, doing workshops and attending spiritual events and ceremonies. I said out loud to anyone that would listen, “This is the life I want.” I felt it resonated so strongly in every fiber of my being; I had never experienced such certainty about anything in my life.

Of course, my mind checked in with its fear, doubt and judgment, and it started to question how this could be possible. Who did I think I was, comparing myself to the likes of Doreen Virtue? My mind was successful in having me doubt myself, and yet for a few moments I had really felt a glimmer of excitement and hope in my body.

My interest was piqued, and a few months later my sister and I went for an Angel Reading in Ottawa. I was told that my angels were showing the reader that I would be a coach for women and children; she asked me if I had ever heard of The Journey.

I came back home to Toronto and checked the Journey website. As grace would have it, there was a Journey Intensive weekend in Toronto a few weeks later. Dan and I went together to the weekend, and I immediately knew that this was what I had been searching for. Here were the tools to tap into my own body wisdom; and that’s where I found the “ME” I had seemingly lost connection with.

When we were instructed to find a partner to do this process with, I immediately panicked, and the old fear of being picked last rose up in my mind. Again grace guided me, this time to turn to the wonderful soul next to me, named Sheila. Together we guided each other through our first Journey process. We instantly connected, and the next spring we traveled together to complete all the courses in the Practitioner Program. This is when I realized that when you open your heart and speak truth, you connect to people at a deeper level, through truth, and I immediately formed a connection with another being in a way that previously would have taken me years to develop.

During that first weekend I did two processes that both took me into a deeper consciousness and into my internal body wisdom. My experience has been that when I do work at this deeper place, it is difficult to recall the details of the process. I will explain what occurred as best I can.

In most of our Journey processes, our body wisdom allows us to feel an emotion and then takes us back to a time when we first felt that emotion. The emotion I felt then was a blend of fear and anxiety, and the memory that came was when I was about seven years old, playing outside. One of my siblings came running outside and said that our dad was freaking out. We all ran inside, and I remember that he was yelling at my mom, who was standing wordlessly listening and watching him as he yelled and cursed and kicked the cupboard door and picked up the end of the table and dropped it again. He banged the table and counter with his fist and kicked and roared some more. I stood in the doorway, frozen in fear and yet somehow forced to watch. It was like seeing an accident on the side of the road and not being able to look away.

I believe this was the first time I had ever seen my dad so angry, and I was confused and afraid and curious as to what had happened, and angry at him for scaring me and for scaring my mom. (I don’t know if she was afraid, but that is what the younger me thought.) I later realized that I also took on a belief at that time: If you didn’t control your anger, you could scare people, or people would think there was something wrong with you. I also later discovered that right then I made a vow never to show anger.

In my process, when I invited my dad to sit with me at a campfire of unconditional love and acceptance, I was able to tell him exactly how this made me feel. I was able to see the pattern that I developed to never do anything to upset my dad for fear of a reenactment of this scene. I was also able to speak to my mom, and I realized there was anger at her for never speaking up for herself and for never teaching or encouraging me to speak up for myself.

The beauty of this process was that in it both my mom and my dad had an opportunity to respond and explain to me what they were feeling. My dad was a truck driver, and every week he was on the road from Sunday evening until late the following Friday night. He was home with us for less than two days every week. When I saw how he felt like an outsider in his own home, I felt a newfound compassion for him. I also saw how my mom was exactly the same as me; all she wanted was for people to be happy, and she did that by always complying and pleasing others and never making waves. They both were doing the best they could with the emotional understanding and resources they had at the time.

I honestly can’t recall the second process that I experienced that weekend; all I know is that something shifted inside of me. I walked away on Sunday night feeling so peaceful, aware that a memory that I had stored for forty years could be looked at with clarity; it could be changed, I could forgive them both for their actions, and I could forgive that younger me for creating my own pain about the memory and the people involved.

Within the first week following the Journey Intensive weekend, Dan and I sat down to talk. He told me that he could see I was in a “good place” and that he felt our relationship had run its course and that we should go our separate ways. I calmly replied, “Okay,” and it honestly was okay. This, coming from a person who had done everything to hang on to Dan, as he did everything to push me away! The more he had pushed, the more I hung on. I had made my life around Dan and had no idea who I was without him. Dan is such a big, beautiful personality, and I had identified myself through him for twenty-four years.

I am still in awe that one weekend at the Journey Intensive shifted something in me and created a knowing: that this was the right thing to do. In that moment all fear fell away, and there was only peace and acceptance.

Dan and I cried many times about the loss of the good parts of our relationship, and Dan said more than once, “I don’t know why I am doing this.” I truly believe that on some level he did it for me. I know that I could not have done what I have done or experienced what I have experienced, if Dan and I were still together. I needed to break free of the codependency that we had created in order to find my own path.

I went on with my Journeywork, completed the Practitioner Program and qualified as an Accredited Journey Practitioner. I then completed the Visionary Leadership and Conscious Coaching Programs, and the awareness, growth and emotional and physical healing have continued.

These past six years, Dan and I have remained friends. This transition has at times been painful as I let go of Dan and the old patterns. Dan has been a wonderful teacher for me, and each time I am triggered by something that he does or says, it shows me what I need to look at within myself. Many times when I have returned from a Journey event where I have gained new insights, I will contact Dan and say, “I am so sorry for the times that I blamed you for my pain.” It feels so liberating to be able to cut the energetic cord to that old hurt and pain and the victim story that I told myself. I realize it was my pain that I projected and blamed on him; when I acknowledge and accept that pain, that is when the healing can occur.

My physical health has improved dramatically. I cannot pinpoint one process or Journey event to which I can attribute my physical healing. When I clear out old pain and hurt, as I “let go,” my body slowly responds as well.

I do recall a couple of incidents that left me in awe: the improvement was very obvious, without a doubt. The first “before and after” scenario involved the morning yoga I participated in at two different Journey events. I had never done yoga before because it was such a challenge for me to get down on the floor and stand back up with the limited movement that I had. However, I was willing to participate and do what I could. At the first retreat, Manifest Abundance, in April 2007, I remember vividly that at one point I was attempting to do a Downward Dog pose, leaning over with hands and feet on the floor, and my right wrist wouldn’t bend, so I made a fist and used the side of my hand to support myself.

When I attended the No Ego retreat three months later, I was again participating in morning yoga. We did the Downward Dog pose, and at first I didn’t notice, but then I realized that my wrist was bent and both palms were flat on the floor. My eyes welled up with tears, because this was the first time in years I had experienced physical improvement.

The second step forward happened at another weekend retreat, called Healing with Conscious Communication, also in April 2007. On Saturday afternoon during a break, we went outside to enjoy the sunshine. The only place to sit was on the curb of the driveway beside the hotel, so my friends all crouched down and sat on the curb. I considered it but knew that there was no way for me to bend enough to get down there and even less possibility of getting back up. I remained standing.

On Sunday, we did the same, only this time I looked down and thought, “I can do this.” So I turned and sat down. I was thrilled. I said to my friends, “I sat down!” They were a little perplexed by this seemingly obvious statement. “You have no idea. I haven’t been able to do this in over twenty years!” Then I was able to get back up on my feet again. It truly was a miracle! Sometime in the previous twenty-four hours, my body had become less rigid and allowed me to bend and sit on the curb in the beautiful sunshine with my friends.

I have realized so many things, and the biggest one is how I had lived in my head, as if my body was just along for the ride. I see how I always hated my body and felt that it was unattractive. I recall at the age of eight, I thought I looked fat in a swimsuit, was self-conscious about my body and kept it covered. I took my body for granted, didn’t listen to it and totally disconnected from it. I see how it rebelled against me, and how I rebelled in a quiet and self-destructive way against myself. The arthritis was my way of expressing the anger that I so long ago had vowed never to express. It was me screaming a big “Fuck you!” internally, and the fire in my inflamed joints was certainly a testament to that. No one got hurt except for me, and the rage got to be released internally rather than externally.

It has been over four years since my first Journey weekend, and my life has been forever changed. It has been an incredible time of opportunities and experiences that I had never thought possible. From the moment that I decided to follow this path, everything has been unfolding as though divinely guided. I had the realization just a few days ago that my life is easy and effortless until I decide that it’s not; then I can make it a struggle. When I become aware of the struggle and again let go and allow the magic, the easy and effortless life appears again.

It is truly empowering to know that I can decide how I want my life to look and feel. I used to say, “I have to,” and now I say, “I choose to.” I’m not saying that it’s always easy; everyday life offers a double bind, or two ends of that proverbial tug-of-war rope, that I can choose to pick up and pull, or I can just notice and allow the emotions to present themselves. By “double bind,” I mean the simultaneous “I want to” and “I don’t want to,” the “I should” and “I shouldn’t,” “I could” and “I couldn’t,” “I have to” . . . the list goes on and on. I don’t know about you, but for me these binds are exhausting, energy stealing and mind-boggling. I understand that this is the cost our ego exacts, and that heart, mind, left brain, right brain can choose to work in harmony or in disharmony. And I have found some techniques that are very effective for me to regain this harmony within.

One day I was at my sister’s house doing my income tax. However, I couldn’t concentrate, and I was having sciatic pain down my leg. I tried to keep working and ignore it and it got worse. Finally I stopped and asked, “What’s here?” and instantly I realized that I was feeling guilty. I had left my dad at home, and he had wanted me to take him out for a drive, and here I was doing something for myself. The moment I named it and acknowledged the guilt, the pain went away, and I was able to focus and get clarity to do what I needed to do.

The same is true for any physical pain in my body. I had suffered from huge, painful cold sores on my lip in the past. Now as soon as I feel one starting, I go right into the consciousness of the cold sore and ask, “What’s here?” or “If there were words or emotions inside, what might they be?” Every time it has been unexpressed anger, and by allowing and acknowledging it, the cold sore never develops. I usually either say the words out loud or journal. I write, “I am angry that. . .” and fill in the blank or blanks. This also has worked for a sore throat that I am usually convinced is a cold starting. Every time it has been unexpressed anger, and when expressed, the sore throat is gone the next day.

This is such a gift that I have given myself. To be able to reconnect to my body and really listen to it is amazing. As I said earlier, my physical health has vastly improved. Under my doctor’s supervision I have recently reduced my medication down to nothing. That’s right—I went from forty pills a week for my arthritis down to zero. I am left with the damage in my joints that occurred when my joints were inflamed, and each day I trust that they will continue to heal. My neck is still stiff and my arms cannot (yet) extend over my head. And if bending forward to wash my hair in the shower is the toughest thing I have to face, I will accept it with love.

I have made peace with my body and with the rheumatoid arthritis. I am truly grateful for everything that has happened to me and for every pain I have felt. If that was what was needed for me to wake up and pay attention to my body and my life, then I am eternally thankful for all of it. I am now practicing being accepting of my body, just the way it is. I want to honor my body by eating to nourish it, as opposed to filling it to avoid hunger, to comfort myself or to avoid feeling an emotion.

I believe that every situation that comes to me is an opportunity to learn and grow, and when I step out of my comfort zone, any hidden limiting beliefs or triggers are revealed to me. The way that I lived my life before was to deny and avoid and put up a false front. I also looked outside myself for happiness. I pretended that I was fine and that my life was great. I hid my physical and emotional pain, and when Dan and I separated, except for a few close people who knew the truth, most people in our life were shocked, as they thought everything was wonderful between us. The fact that I am sharing my truth in full exposure here is a testament to the power of this work. I choose to live in truth, and when I open and expose, it gives me a connection to myself. All that I searched for outside myself is here within me.

I truly love this work and believe in it. I lately have had the great honor of sharing this work with others and traveling from Labrador to British Columbia and many places in between. I have been able to participate in sweat lodge ceremonies and meet and learn from the wisdom of the First Nations people. Magically, I am living the life that Doreen Virtue described in her book. Somehow my dream was sent out into this generous and loving Universe, and it came back to me easily and effortlessly.

My family has been a true blessing to me; they have never stopped loving me. I never had my own children, and my nieces and nephews have been a true light in my life. I joke that I am busy spending their inheritance, with all my traveling and Journey courses; and all kidding aside, the best gift I can give them is not money. The greatest legacy I can pass down is to walk the walk and show them that life is to be lived and embraced.

When my aunt Florence was near the end of her life and reliant on an oxygen machine to breathe, she told my sister and me as we were leaving, “Live your life to the fullest.” That is my intention: to live my life fully and to share these tools with others, so that they can choose to do the same.

The greatest gift that The Journey and Visionary Leadership have given me is awareness: awareness that I create my own reality and that I have the ability to change my life and heal my body. And I have! As I have opened in this awareness, the rheumatoid arthritis that once held me captive has loosened its grip. As I welcome long-suppressed emotions and uncover and clear limiting beliefs, my body thanks me by moving more freely. Hope replaces hopelessness and trust replaces fear. I have gone from a life that was filled with emotional and physical pain that made every day a struggle to a life filled with possibilities, ease, excitement and so much gratitude.

I have been fortunate to have longtime friends who bring me so much joy, laughter and love. And the new friends I have made through The Journey have opened my heart even wider. If you see me now, I will likely be smiling, only now it’s a real smile, not a mask for the pain. As I write, there are tears here that flow freely, and they are tears of joy.

[image: image]

    Debbie Clarke lives in Toronto and is an Accredited Journey Practitioner and Visionary Leadership Coach. She has spent the past few years focusing on her own healing. An important aspect of this healing has been to support Journey and Visionary Leadership work across Canada. Debbie can be contacted at debbieclarke5075@sympatico.ca.
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