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ADVANCE PRAISE

“Elaine Alpert’s book is deeply engaging from the opening lines to the
final page. It is filled with much heartfelt wisdom and love that has
grown out of her own lived experience and extensive work with
others.
“This book is eminently respectful of the reader and with elegant
clarity offers evocative stories and highly effective tools to support
the healing journey through excruciating darkness into the light of
conscious and purpose-filled living. It offers ways of tending to one’s
own suffering in order that the heart can break open and become
large enough to contain the wound so as to live into greater love for
self and others – to be able to engage deeply with Life as it continues
to unfold. Elaine Alpert personifies what William James describes as
one who is ‘a clearer of the darkness.’”
—Sarah C. Lopez, Phd, Psychotherapist

“If you want to come back to life after loss, this is exactly what your
starving, grieving soul needs. Elaine Alpert’s life-altering book is
digestible, well written, with examples and clear steps for those who
are ready to find their way out of the dark cave of grief and find joy
again.”
—Anne Moss Rogers, Public Speaker and Founder of the Emotionally
Naked blog, Author of Diary of a Broken Mind, and Emotionally Naked:
A Teacher's Guide to Preventing Suicide and Recognizing Students at Risk
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“In this beautiful and incredibly rich book, Elaine Alpert teaches us to
trust our intuitive ‘gut’ and then allow our life’s evolution to follow
the unpredictable, progressive journey to wholeness. I resonate so
deeply with her experience and concepts for others who are grieving
… a true gem of a book.”
—Linda Backman, EdD, Psychologist/ Regression Therapist, Author
of Bringing Your Soul to Light, The Evolving Soul and Souls on Earth

“This is an important book for this time where so many are facing
losses across our planet. In creating Beyond the Why of Loss: A Brave
New Way of Moving Forward, Elaine Alpert writes from her heart about
facing the loss of her son. With the power of her own vulnerability
and transparency, she invites us not only to resonate deeply – facing
losses in our own lives – she lays out the steps to chart our own
course. She shows us how to find our own deeper meanings and selfforgiveness. She reminds us of the power of connecting with others as
we heal, rather than shutting them out. We accompany her on the
powerful journey from self-blame and recrimination to finding our
‘rainbows’ that literally emerge as signs and synchronicities. This
reminds us – when we most need it – that we are all part of the great
Mystery.”
—Olivia L. Cheever, Ed.D, Certified Leadership Embodiment Coach,
Guild Certified Feldenkrais Practitioner

“Such a magical read…. This book is a treasure that will guide many
through the sacred journey of finding meaning in their pain. Elaine
Alpert has written a gRand resource that will support any mourner
through the many ‘why’ questions that are so common during a loss.
We are blessed by the gift of her courage and wisdom. As the founder
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of Olivia’s House: A Grief and Loss Center for Children, our mission
boasts one of the largest grief and loss lending libraries in the nation.
This book will be a standout on our shelves for anyone facing a signif‐
icant loss.”
—Leslie Delp, M.A., Founder & Bereavement Specialist, Olivia’s
House: A Grief and Loss Center for Children, Author of Logan’s First
Funeral

“Real, raw and right on target for those experiencing unthinkable
loss, Beyond the Why of Loss proposes a new and challenging way to
open up instead of shutting down. Having worked with Elaine for
several years now, I wholeheartedly recommend her methods that
drill down on the harmful self-talk, create a pathway through the fog,
then propel you into a new way forward. Authentic living and true joy
are absolutely possible by taking up this mantle of work offered by
Elaine. Your future self will be forever grateful.”
—Mary Margaret Ryder, BSN, RN

"This is a book about the courage to honor life as it is, to choose a path
after loss toward healing, even thriving, by embracing that very loss.
Elaine provides an invitation and a path for those who are ready to
move forward. Steeped in wisdom, it’s to be read more than once… I
love this book!”
—Carol P. Motley, MD
Family Medicine and Behavioral Science Faculty
South Baldwin Regional Medical Center
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“Elaine Alpert has written an amazing book dealing with profound
grief - a subject we tend to repress and avoid in our society to the
huge detriment of our collective humanity.
In her private work, Elaine works mostly with women and you
will find that many references in her book are feminine. In our
conversations, Elaine has explained and explored much of what is in
the book and in one instance did a personal session with me which
was as deep and rich as anything I’ve experienced in years.
I lost a beloved sister years ago, and everything that Elaine illumi‐
nates in her writing has equal application for men and women. Grief
and deep loss are universal and non-gender specific! As a man, I feel
moved to invite full readership to this important work.”
—Tom Boyer MA, MM
Consciousness Coach and Business Consultant

“Elaine Alpert’s poignant story proves the power and resilience of the
human spirit. Her vulnerability, from the sharing of her sixteen-yearold-son’s death, through eviscerating grief to recovery, gives hope for
our own individual journey.
“Beyond the Why of Loss: A Brave New Way to Move Forward, is a must
read for anyone suffering loss and for the closing of stubborn
wounds. This is an intimate story: How a devastating sequence of
events can affect a family and consequently, elicit the ultimate choice
to not only survive, but thrive.
“Elaine’s deep understanding of how the mind works provides
practical guidance with unprecedented honesty. She teaches us that
each time we experience tragedy we develop our “resilience muscles,”
and by example, we teach others about loss and healing. What a gift
for us and for our children … especially in a time of so much loss in
our world.
“Every time a family survives the confounding loss of a loved one,
they put more hope in the air, like oxygen, for others to grasp. Elaine
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shows us how to create a more meaningful life when we embark on a
“deeper dive” and learn how to live within our loss.
“When you close the book, you may realize you have new tools for
coping with your own losses. You may be aware that you are being
offered resources and ongoing support. You may even observe in
yourself a new-found RESILIENCE!
“Kindness is generated by an act of kindness. The selfless telling of
Elaine Alpert’s story, with her husband Tom Colquitt, is one of those
acts. Her courage inspires our courage, so that grief is more under‐
stood and acknowledged for the powerful human experience that it is,
and healing becomes manifest. This will change the world.”
Iris Bolton, MA
Director Emeritus of The Link Counseling Center
Author of My Son … My Son: A Guide to Healing After Death, Loss or
Suicide
Voices of Healing and Hope: Conversations on Grief after Suicide
Co-authored with Kit Casey, The Little Book on Grief: Concerns to
Consider
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The Taste
Under sky and on the sea
there be tempests that test the soul.
There’s much to regret
and more to forgive
in every day’s doing.
At times we doubt
and thrash with wolverine lies.
We wrestle to and fro
with misgivings
as deep as deep goes.
Until, there at the bottom
something solid is found,
a rock that is steady
and true as the sun.
At last our legs hold us,
the night begins to give way.
We stand on our truths
and know to our toes
A “yes” so delicious
the taste will never fade.
– Tom Colquitt
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FINDING SANITY IN THE STORM

T

he moment Lisa opened her eyes, she was right back in the
world she didn’t want to be in. The world where her sister
Michelle died alone, taken too soon, leaving her family to
make sense of it all. With the one-year anniversary since the accident
right around the corner, Lisa’s thoughts were swirling. It was too
early to get out of bed, but the longer she laid there, the louder the
voices in her head became:
I hate this feeling. But I’m definitely doing better … aren’t I? I know I’m
driving people crazy. They’re tired of hearing me talking about it … I just
miss Michelle … I should’ve gone to see her more, why didn’t I? So stupid, too
late now … I hate when people think I should be over this. They have no idea
what it’s like.
Just yesterday over coffee her friend Jen said, “It’s been a year,
what could you do to start moving forward, for your sake?” They
hadn’t talked about Michelle much lately; Lisa was doing her level
best not to talk about it, again. But she let something slip out, which
prompted the advice.
When Lisa shared their conversation with me, we spoke about
how hard it is when friends don’t know what to say, especially as time
passes. Their lives have moved forward. And if they haven’t experi‐
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enced much loss, it’s hard to relate to such big and relentless ques‐
tions about life.
“I know she wants to help,” Lisa offered, “but it’s frustrating that
hardly anybody understands what I’m going through. I end up trying
to take care of myself at the same time I’m trying to keep from being
such a downer to other people. They don’t want to hear all this.”
Just after the loss, Lisa was grateful for such a good therapist who
gave her a safe place to cry and share the heartbreaking details about
Michelle’s kids, how they were suffering. But after a while, she longed
to find other people dealing with a similar loss, people who under‐
stood this level of grief. Lisa joined a grief support group and as much
as it helped to be with people who could relate, she was beginning to
drive herself crazy. For one thing, whenever she wasn’t busy, Lisa
found herself retracing pieces of the story, trying to rewrite the script.
How Michelle died was hard on the whole family – she was on a
quick business trip a few hours away when a pickup truck T-boned
her car at an intersection. They were able to pull her from the car and
transport her to a small hospital. But it took way too long before
anybody in the family was notified. And no one, including Lisa, could
get there before Michelle died. The family was in shambles. So Lisa
divided her time, trying to be there for Michelle’s three kids and
devastated husband, and of course, her own family. She and Michelle
had booked a beach trip for both families to be together, but their
dream vacation only haunted her now.
“Why would this happen to Michelle?” Lisa asked rhetorically, “So
young, in such a violent way? You never know when your time is up
… I’ll never understand it. She was one of the nicest, most generous
people I’ve ever known. I just thought we had time. Makes me think
about my life … what do I want now?”
Lisa went on to tell me that she needs to make a shift. “I don’t even
know what that looks like exactly. I’ve been so focused on putting the
pieces back together. I’m tired. And I’m tired of how things are.
Maybe Jen was telling me what I needed to hear ….”
And that’s why Lisa reached out to me. She was looking for
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someone who had been through a confounding loss and heard I could
help her find “sanity in the storm.”
Yes, I have certainly wrestled with the big questions in my life, a
result of several complicated losses – the most heartbreaking being
the loss of my teenage son in 2004. Rand ended his life on my younger
son’s ninth birthday. I’m very familiar with where you are right now –
spinning thoughts, thinking about everything that happened, wishing
you could turn back the clock to easier times. I know what it’s like to
miss the one you love so much it feels like you can’t make it through,
and at the same time be stuck in a box full of unanswered questions,
self-doubt, and regret, unable to find real peace of mind. This book is
the result of my own healing journey and the work I have done with
countless women over time.
If you have lost a loved one, whether a family member, friend, or
mentor, and are having trouble reclaiming your life, I’d like to offer
you a brave new way forward.
What I want you to know, dear reader, is that what you do with
the rest of your precious life really matters. And the fact that you are
holding this book right now? It tells me that you are ready for a
change. So, let’s start at the beginning – the beginning of my own
journey through grief.

2

JUST TELL ME WHAT TO DO

N

o matter how many times I replayed the sequence of
events, I still couldn’t connect all the dots, much less
change what happened.
The ordeal began over a simple half-sheet piece of paper. Despite
weeks of reminders, Rand hopped in the car after school without it.
One last prod sent him back inside to get his “proof of school atten‐
dance.” But this was a very small private high school in its first year of
operation, they had no such form. And for Rand, this meant he’d miss
his appointment the next morning to get his driver’s license, a day
he’d looked forward to for months.
It was also our younger son’s birthday. Kaz was turning nine that
day, and Tom and I had planned to take the boys out for dinner to
celebrate. By late afternoon, Rand had somehow figured out how to
get the notarized copy he needed – and although I acknowledged
what he was doing to solve it, his plan required more than I was
willing to do this late in the day. I wasn’t going to drive across Atlanta
in rush-hour traffic, especially since this involved one of his teachers
also going out of her way. When I said no, he grew far angrier than I
saw coming and the more I refused to argue, the madder he got. “We
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will set up a new driver’s test,” I told him, “the license will come, it will
all work out.”
When his dad walked in the door, Rand tried to pull him into the
fray. This led to Tom and I deciding how to handle this predicament:
we would give him a chance to calm down and see what we could do
to salvage the day. A little later, we moved toward our dinner plans.
However, Rand was clear that he wanted to stay home, and reluc‐
tantly, we agreed; saying we’d talk through things later that night.
We’d done that before, given him some space to chill out.
At the restaurant, the three of us played a game of Mancala, trying
to bring some levity to Kaz’s birthday. But the whole time, my chest
ached. I thought about canceling our order and going back home.
Instead, I wrote off my heartache as a difficult day of parenting a
teenager, when boundary-setting and raw emotions collide.
We made the most of our brief celebration and headed home at
dusk to reach out to Rand. But I couldn’t find him, he wasn’t in his
usual spots, he wasn’t anywhere. After a rush from room to room,
Tom glanced through an upstairs window and caught sight of Rand in
the dim light, his white socks and T-shirt eerily motionless, in the far
corner of our backyard.
I hear Tom outside, calling for me over and over, and within moments I’m
running toward that bottomless black hole where everything is lost, nothing is
retrievable. In desperation, we try one thing after another to save our boy,
praying, begging that the electric current ripping through our bodies will
jumpstart Rand’s faint pulse, anything at all to right this wrong. Trembling
so hard I could hardly call 911, our neighbors jump the fence. All while losing
the battle to protect Kaz from the full catastrophe. We are all on fire.
At the hospital, the team of doctors filed in to tell us of Rand’s
status, and we were immediately questioned by police for evidence of
foul play. Tom described it as being inside a giant pincer of blame. On
one side, we could feel the world pointing a finger at us, holding us
responsible. On the other, we had already pointed that finger at
ourselves; the inner condemnation for not keeping our son safe – the
two forces were tearing us apart.
And then they told us. Our boy was gone. The three of us crashed

16

B E YO N D T H E W H Y O F L OS S

to the waiting room floor, holding each other and wailing; the police
knew the truth in that instant. Our bright and infinitely deep son had
ended his life at only sixteen.
As time moved forward, we began to call this tragic marker in our
lives “The Event.” As in, how our lives were before The Event and the
reality of our lives after The Event, when we were left to deal with
excruciating pain and the flood of questions. Why did he do this? Why
didn’t he tell us he was in this kind of pain? Why didn’t we see it?
Weeks later, the rare quiet I enjoyed at home as a busy mom was
now unbearable. I climbed back in bed, desperate to escape. But there
was nowhere to go, except down into the maddening echo chamber of
self-recrimination. Eventually, I felt a nudge to get out of bed and
look to my bookcase for inspiration. Staring at the array of titles, I
thought, Please give me a sign. Just tell me what to do.
A moment later – and I swear this is true – a book fell from the
shelf, just missing my bare feet. Curiously, it was Journey of Souls,
gifted to me by Cathy, who had died of ovarian cancer the previous
year.
“I really want you to read it,” I remembered Cathy saying, softly. I
held her hand just weeks before her last breath, “I think you’ll under‐
stand why we’re here, you and me … why we’re so connected in this
lifetime.”
I felt a little guilty for not reading it while she was alive, but my
heart was too heavy for reading. I recall scanning a few pages and
saving it for an easier time. Cathy was my best friend for ages and
Rand’s godmother. She was everybody’s go-to because she was just so
connected, a radiant old soul. Even before her cancer diagnosis, Cathy
was an organic girl, tuned into integrative health, the esoteric, energy
healing, you name it. Her death made no sense to any of us. In fact,
this loss shook me to my core: If this could happen to Cathy, anything
could happen to anyone, at any time.
As I opened Cathy’s book and crawled back into bed, I couldn’t
help but wonder if she sent me this sign. The more I read, the more I
felt drawn to experience what author Dr. Michael Newton described
as a Life Between Lives® hypnotherapy session. He wrote this book
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after twenty-five years of leading clients to reconnect with their “soul
self.” Newton documented reports from thousands of clients about
the incredible support offered by countless Higher Beings in the
“inter-life” – personal guides and teachers ready to guide each one of
us through and between each lifetime.
After finishing the book the next day, I had another impulse: Ask
Tom to read this. Maybe we’ll both have a session. When we allowed
our grief to guide us, doors opened. We knew we were living just
inside the veil between worlds, a rare sliver beyond space and time,
where the taps and nudges could easily reach us.
I discovered that the author no longer offered sessions. From his
website list of Life Between Lives® practitioners, I chose a psycholo‐
gist in Colorado, Dr. Linda Backman. Within weeks, we were face-toface with Linda in her office, as she explained that we would each
have a full day of hypnotherapy. As the first day belonged to Tom,
Linda instructed him to keep the experience to himself, to not influ‐
ence my journey.
On my day with Linda, she clarified that the morning session
would involve a past-life regression, to assess how deeply I could
delve into a hypnotic state. Certified as a hypnotherapist myself, I was
familiar with her technique and it flowed easily.
I traveled back in time to a young girl of ten, stuffed into a
crowded boxcar, forced to stand, pressed against arms and chests I
didn’t know. My sister was nowhere in sight and I was terrified. Our
car stopped. The door opened from the outside and armed soldiers
shouted to get out and line up. As people in front jumped through the
opening, enough light revealed my dusty black leather shoes and a
woven skirt. I had arrived at a Nazi concentration camp during World
War II. Linda quickly closed the session to protect me from further
exposure and we took a needed break.
Later that day, Linda led me into my Life Between Lives® session.
I drifted to our densely green backyard at home in Atlanta, which
startled me at first because I had no desire to revisit the scene of our
son’s final act. But a tiny pulsing white light under the oak tree
canopy grew larger and larger until a luminous Angelic Being burst
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forward and instantly drew herself in front of me, bowing her head,
and kneeling on one knee. She waited several moments before
looking deeply into my eyes.
“Your work is to respect your son’s choice,” she revealed. “Through
this, you will come to know unconditional love in this lifetime.”
Then she manifested a gorgeous purple and green shawl made of
light-infused threads. With great care, she draped the shawl around
my shoulders, enveloping me in the deepest peace I’d ever known.
“This is for your healing, and for the healing of others.”
After a while, Linda suggested I ask whether to look for such a
shawl in my daily life. The Angelic Being responded, “Not to worry …
it will come.”
When Linda ended the session, I could do nothing more than close
my eyes to be with my angel again, feel the peace of the purple and
green shawl around my shoulders, and soak in the magnitude of her
message. The guidance was clear; she didn’t say, “accept your son’s
decision.” She said, “respect his choice.” But how do I do that? And what
does “unconditional love” really mean?
While I was still trying to absorb it all, Tom joined me in Linda’s
office. We had so much to share with each other, but before we
headed out to talk about our experiences, Linda had something she
wanted to tell us about our individual morning sessions. She shared
that we had each traveled back in time to a train car headed for a
German concentration camp – and we each had a missing sibling on
the train. This was an indicator, she said, of what Michael Newton
discovered in his research with so many people – that Tom and I are
traveling through lifetimes together as part of a Soul Group. Exactly
what Cathy was trying to relay to me about our deep bond of
friendship.
We returned to the mugginess of late summer in Atlanta to
prepare Kaz for third grade. Every year before school starts, parents
in a Waldorf School gather for a workday to set up the classroom. I
dreaded going; it meant facing everyone after the horror of Rand’s
suicide. Yes, we are that family. But I forced myself to show up. As I
stitched curtains across from Robbie, another mom in the class, she
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wanted to know how I really was. We decided to have lunch in a
couple of days.
We met at a quaint neighborhood restaurant and our conversation
was real and connecting. A graphic artist with her own design firm,
Robbie was open and creative. I almost said something about my
hypnotherapy experience in Colorado, but this was the first conversa‐
tion, and she might think I was a little too out there. As we stood to
leave, Robbie hesitated; she wasn’t quite ready to go.
“I need to tell you something, Elaine,” she began, “I feel a little
awkward about this, because we don’t know each other that well yet,
but here goes …” And we took our seats again.
“About a week ago, I went to bed thinking about you. I just can’t
imagine what you’re going through. I finally fell asleep, then woke up
at three. Wide awake.
“So, I went downstairs and pulled a magazine from a big stack I
pulled together for recycling … it was a knitting magazine I never
read. Well, the magazine fell open to this double-page article about a
woman who knit a shawl for a friend who had lost a child.
“I read the article, and thought, I’ve got to do this for Elaine … I
need to make her a shawl!
“So that’s what I’m doing, I hope it’s okay,” she said, aware of my
tears. “I’m knitting you a shawl.” Robbie let out a deep sigh.
“Oh, Robbie, it’s more than okay!”
“So, you know, in my line of work I pick colors all day long, no
problem, but this was different. I wasn’t choosing colors as a fashion
statement. This is for your healing.”
The exact words from my Angelic Being! And I thought, if she tells
me this shawl is purple and green….
“So,” she continued, “I went to the yarn store and walked up and
down the aisles, looking for the perfect colors. And finally, there they
were … skeins of purple and green yarn. A little pink in it too….”
Could this really be happening? I wanted to jump out of my chair! I
quickly began to fill Robbie in on what had drawn me to Colorado
and spilled the details of my backyard encounter with the Angelic
Being. We canceled our afternoon plans and bonded as sisters for life,
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laughing and crying for the rest of the day, stunned by the compli‐
cated series of events that had to align for this to happen.
And we traced it back; the day Robbie read the article about knit‐
ting a healing shawl was the same day I was in session with Linda
Backman!

OPENI NG TO TH E D E E PE R S TRE AM
I share this story with you because it is such a clear demonstration
that in the midst of full calamity in my life, something beyond the ordi‐
nary, something quite magical was breaking through to me, and
consequently, Tom. I call this interactive, mystical realm the Deeper
Stream, from which flow synchronicities, seemingly chance encoun‐
ters, and miraculous moments. This Deeper Stream story let Tom and
me know that we were not alone in our grief. But more than that, we
are all just a moment away from being drawn, tapped, or steered
toward all the support we could ever need.
These moments of connection are available to us when we ask for
them to appear and follow the outer signs and inner nudges. Perhaps
they are happening more often than we realize, but in a closed state of
mind it’s as if we are wearing blinders – they go unnoticed. While we
can’t control when or how Deeper Stream moments occur, it makes
sense to do all we can to break out of the box and open up the flow of
energy so we are able to notice and connect the dots, when they do
drop into our lives.
Because the veil can be quite translucent after a significant loss, it
is a powerful time for a deeper dive, to create room in your being and
in your life for these connections. You may be experiencing Deeper
Stream moments since your loss and if so, you know how meaningful
they are, how they lift your spirits in the midst of deep grief and
connect you to the great mystery of Life Itself. Embarking on this
journey to intentionally open up the flow of energy will change how
you feel each day and how you see the rest of your life.
Life attempts to reach us in all sorts of ways. Sometimes it’s
through the mystery of Deeper Stream moments, sometimes it is
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through the simplest incidents in everyday life, and other times
through the more consequential moments we never asked for or
wanted. In this book, we’ll explore how to follow these steppingstones in life, and discover what they are teaching us, moment by
meaningful moment.
I was guided by a dozen people to contact Iris Bolton, executive
director of The Link Counseling Center and founder of the National
Resource Center for Suicide Prevention and Aftercare in Atlanta.
When we asked Iris for the best therapist she knew, she immediately
referred us to Bruce, who was also a healer in the Peruvian shamanic
tradition. We had taken a workshop with Bruce in the past; it was an
easy decision. For several years, Tom and I met with Bruce in his
healing room, where his mesa of sacred healing tools, shells, stones,
and soft animal pelts from North and South America ceremoniously
found their way into places of deep hurt, anger, and grief.
At one point, Bruce encouraged us to individually write letters to
Rand and to include our son Kaz in the process. Over the next week,
the three of us wrote until we had penned everything in our hearts,
and then we chose a day to ceremonially burn the letters. They were
letters of love, forgiveness, regret, and heartache. We would release
the ashes in the Chattahoochee River, where we had often played
together as a family.
The morning of the river ceremony, Tom was across Atlanta,
checking on projects he had under construction. He decided to stop
by a large property slated for starter homes. Though his construction
company had owned the parcel for eight years, he had never fully
walked it. As he waded through Lot 13, the one we called “our lot”
because it would become our rental property one day, Tom unexpect‐
edly tripped over something buried beneath layers of kudzu vine and
tall straw grass. Curious as to what it might be, he reached for a pock‐
etknife and stripped the brush until he could reach through. At last, he
wrestled the gangly object free, raising it with both arms to the sun: a
bicycle, of all things. It was a bit rusty, with missing parts. But stenciled
in silver on the crossbar were the letters R A N D.
Stunned, Tom first tossed the bike and headed off-site. Not sure
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what to do next, he traipsed back to get the bike and loaded it in his
truck. Eventually, he left the bike propped against a dumpster in west
Atlanta. This was, after all, supposed to be a day of letting go.
When he came home and told me the story, I wanted to see and
feel this bike for myself.
R A N D was alone out there. I asked Tom if he would bring it
home the next day.
“Elaine, there’s no way that bike will still be there. Somebody’s
picked it up by now.”
“It’ll be there, I just know it.”
The next day the bike was just as he left it, unknowingly, on Rando
Street. And just as Rand’s personal bike was, it is blue and silver, his
all-time favorite colors. Also stenciled were letters to identify the bike
model: T R A I L B L A Z E R … And, yes, that he was.
At only ten years old, Rand’s depth and eccentricity were evident.
One morning I discovered a poem he had created on our refrigerator
from a box of small word magnets:
“In the deep universe a child is born
And God surrounding it
In the dark sky
A star angel
Breathing the peace of eternity
Brilliant and translucent”
Along this vein, at fifteen, Rand was given this essay question as
part of his application for a private high school: “You walk into a
closet and pull down a box from the top shelf. Open the box and
describe its contents.”
While his friends wrote about a three-ring circus or a favorite
vacation, Rand answered that when he opened the box, all he could
see were “the rolling, unending clouds of eternity.”
These kinds of expressions from our son weren’t new to me. They
actually started while he was in the womb. When I was newly preg‐
nant and unsure if I was ready to have a baby, I had a dream that he
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was born and immediately grew up to be a teenager wearing diapers
and leaning against my apartment fridge. He declared with authority,
“I’ve been to Mars, I’ve been to Pluto, and well beyond. Now is my
time to come home!” The next morning, Tom and I recognized that
we had received a powerful message, and from that moment forward,
always credited Rand for calling us together as a family.
Like a bookended vision, just a few days before his death, Rand
showed up for breakfast deeply perplexed. In a dream he saw the
beautiful, shimmering, complex geometric form of our grand
universe. Frustrated, he said he’d caught a glimpse of the answer as to
how everything worked. Except that when he awoke, one small piece of
the geometric form was missing. He left for school, exasperated,
trying to solve the puzzle.
I knew throughout Rand’s life he was not only a very old soul; he
was in touch with something beyond this earthly life. In writing this
chapter, I was astonished at how many Deeper Stream stories
surrounding our son I had to leave out of this book. One thing I have
known for sure about our connection with Rand – we have been up
to something quixotic in this lifetime, something more than a parentchild relationship.

IN THE PLAC E O F S U RRE N D E R
I’ll take you to a time in our lives laced with grief and pain, as well as
Deeper Stream moments. It was nine months after The Event. I awoke
at three in the morning, sat straight up in bed, and heard a clear direc‐
tive: Get ready, Tom has cancer. Much will be required of you.
When I asked for clarity, a vision came to mind. I saw Tom unzip‐
ping himself from head to toe, and stepping through a semi-opaque
sheath, like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon. “He will undergo
tremendous challenge, but he will break through into a new and lumi‐
nous being.” As I write about this now, it’s hard to believe that I didn’t
share it with Tom, but at the time I didn’t trust it. I was concerned
that my early morning message was fear about the other shoe drop‐
ping: What if I’m wrong? What if I’m just scared that more bad stuff will
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happen? What if telling him this gets into his psyche and he really does get
sick? I was worried that since one tragic thing had happened, it
somehow opened the door for more, like we were doomed for more. In
actuality, Tom was diagnosed with cancer, no doubt connected to his
thick and persistent grief. He survived several hospitalizations over
the next year, almost losing his own life. It was one more lesson about
trusting my intuition and owning my voice. And all of it stirred my
fear that even more was coming.
Not long after Tom was pronounced free of cancer, the U.S. reces‐
sion devastated his thirty-year renovation and homebuilding busi‐
ness, insisting that we further reinvent our lives. Eventually, he turned
to buying houses with a financial partner. But after acquiring dozens
of rental homes, his partner decided to pull back, leaving Tom to
manage more of the business. More stress and another diagnosis, this
time noncancerous brain tumors on three occasions. So, in order to
lower the stress and reclaim his life, Tom let go of the properties and
consequently we lost our retirement plan. Additionally, my brother,
whom I am very close to, lost his wife Melanie suddenly at age forty,
leaving him with two young children to raise. It was one thing after
another for fifteen years.
When life sends you more than you think you can handle, and you
are brought to your knees in recognition of just how little control you
have in life, a great paradox is introduced: you have tremendous
power in this place of surrender. In this book, I share with you a
method, a way to embrace what life delivers on your doorstep, espe‐
cially that which is unbidden. By opening to what is right here in
front of us, we are gifted beyond that which we can envision.
Sometimes the gifts we receive on this journey are bittersweet.
Fourteen years after our loss, we were purging our house to move
when I discovered a small journal of Rand’s in the attic. It was as if he
wanted to reach us before we said goodbye to our family home, where
he spent the last years of his life.
Shaking, I read Rand’s words, dated two years before his suicide.
He wanted to do a better job, he wrote, of telling us how much he
appreciated all we had done for him as parents. We had tried many
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things to help Rand over the years; he traveled in and out of mood
swings. In the worst of times, it manifested as intense anger. I could
see how hard those times were, and it certainly was challenging for
our family. Despite our best efforts, nothing we found proved to be
the solution we wanted.
He went on to say that he could tell no one about his “secret” – the
depth of his depression. It was such a shock to “hear” from him in this
way, and his words of loneliness continue to crack open my motherheart. It settled into my being as I allowed myself to feel both his grat‐
itude for us as parents and also the suffering he had endured,
believing he could not talk about it with us.
Over the years, I listened as other mothers shared that their child
left a letter or a recording of apology or “explanation” for their
suicide, and I wished I had something like that. Here we were four‐
teen years later after our loss, still gathering pieces to the puzzle. And
somehow, all in perfect timing. The day the house was completely
cleared of our belongings and we were leaving for the last time, an
upside-down rainbow appeared overhead. The only other time we’d
seen one above our home was the day of Rand’s memorial service.

HONOR ED TO PAS S O N B RAD ’S L E G AC Y
I was oddly very fortunate during the worst time of my life. When I
needed them most, I had an inner reservoir of tools to help me face
each day. Before my loss, I was leading experiential programs for the
More To Life Program, a nonprofit educational foundation, cofounded in 1981 by Dr. K. Bradford Brown. I’ll refer to Dr. Brown
several times throughout this book as Brad, the way I did before he
died in 2007. An Episcopal priest and psychologist in Berkley, Cali‐
fornia, Brad was at the epicenter of the Human Potential Movement.
He was deeply impacted as a direct student of three of the most influ‐
ential thought leaders of our time: Holocaust survivor and psychia‐
trist Viktor Frankl; founder of humanistic psychology, Carl Rogers;
and teacher of Eastern philosophy, Alan Watts. And as Brad read the
Bible, with all of its stories about living in alignment with God when
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life gets challenging, he would write in the margins: “YBH?” for “Yes,
but how?” He wanted highly practical ways for people to return to
themselves again and again, no matter what was happening around
them.
During a twenty-year mentorship with Brad and other leaders in
the program, I qualified as an international senior trainer by
completing a seven-year track – a Zen-like teacher/ student approach
I often referred to as “going through the keyhole backward.” This was
Brad’s method, to thoroughly prepare us for who and what showed up
in our lives; he wanted trainers willing and able to walk their talk. It
has been the privilege of a lifetime to lead participants through some
of the most difficult challenges of their lives – loss, divorce, chronic
illness, accidents, betrayal, parenting issues, lost partnerships, failed
businesses. People from all walks of life come for a week or a weekend
and leave opened up, fully present in their own skin and connected to
what matters most in their lives.
So when calamity hit my own family and the initial shock was
beginning to subside, it was time to bring my toolbox to the table and
sort through what I had, to help my own family navigate the waves of
emotional pain and address the big unanswered questions. I had
excellent tools from More To Life and other tools gathered from
various certification programs over time. But they felt scattered and
needed a larger, more cohesive framework to hold everything I was
going through, to bring some order to this very messy real-life
process of grief.
Everywhere I went, people said, “Time heals.” And I would think to
myself, “Yes … but it’s really what we do in the time we have.” This
became more apparent as I attended local grief groups and national
grief conferences. I noticed people ten to twenty years out from their
loss, who tended to fall along a spectrum after a complicated loss –
from those doing little better since it first happened, to people at the
opposite end who were clearly flourishing. I didn’t think the former
group should be doing better; it just left me very curious and thinking
a lot about the enormous number of people struggling with particular
aspects of loss like guilt, regret, shame, blame, and self-doubt.
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Given my professional experience, I clearly had a benefit after my
loss that most don’t have. But it took a while before I was ready to
address the chasm I was witnessing. First and foremost, I had my own
healing to do, and mentors cautioned me about helping others too
soon. I didn’t want to gloss over my grief by jumping into a mission in
order to “feel better faster.” This would land me right back at the cave
I feared to enter, but so clearly needed to explore for authentic
healing.

EXPANDI NG TH E TO O L B O X AFTE R TH E E V E NT
As a licensee of More To Life tools, I have included them as a core
teaching in my nonprofit programs for women. In fact, these tools
comprise the majority of what you will find in this book. I am
delighted to share these key concepts with you.
I wanted to expand this toolbox with further education as I moved
deeper into my own healing journey, both as an academic foundation
for what I already knew how to do as a trainer and coach, but also to
prepare me to work with loss and other life challenges in a multidisci‐
plinary way.
Though I was already in graduate school at the time of Rand’s
death, with a focus on social change and art, I immediately dropped
out, thinking I would never return. But five years after The Event,
facing the reality that I was going to lose my earlier investment, I
scrounged up the courage to return. This time, because of my loss, I
updated the multidisciplinary focus to study neuroscience, depression
and anxiety, PTSD, various schools of psychology, integrative health,
and a broad range of healing modalities for trauma and loss, including
the arts. It was a huge gift to have this time to study.
A few years after graduation, I created programs for mothers who
had lost a child by suicide and overdose, and founded a nonprofit,
MindPeace Miracles. In time, I developed The MindPeace Method® –
the larger, cohesive framework I initially wanted for me and my
family. Today, the nonprofit offerings continue to expand for women
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facing challenges related to various kinds of loss, to reclaim their lives
with purpose and joy.
From this method, I offer you a roadmap in this book, called The
Bold Journey Back to Joy. As you begin to experience what it has to
offer, you will see that without being dogmatic or religious, it is both
deeply spiritual and imminently practical. It is full of yin and yang,
deep and light, gravity and humor. I liken our journey of soul growth
to being able to play all the keys of a piano – from the deepest tones to
the brightest keys.
This book is for you if you are a little down the road from your
loss and you feel bereft, confused, and find yourself struggling with
how to live within your loss. While I share about the suicide of my son, I
also share women’s stories about other losses. I intentionally wrote
this book for all women, regardless of the type of loss or relationship.
This is a book about how to move forward when the bigger questions
are delivered to your door, through the heartbreak of confounding
loss.

3

HOW TO USE THIS BOOK
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f you are like me, when I get my hands on a book, I go to the
middle, and then the end, before deciding how much I’m going
to read! But, applied to this book, this method will likely leave
you feeling disoriented. I recommend you read it in order, so you’ll
see how the concepts and stories in each chapter build on each other.
The core chapters are directly tied to the Eight Elements of The
Bold Journey Back to Joy diagram, starting at the top and working
clockwise. As an overview, I’ll take you through each chapter below.
I created this model to bring organization to a very dynamic and
sometimes dizzying process, the way the grief journey really is. As
you read the chapters, you may recognize where you are right now
along The Bold Journey Back to Joy, which element feels most reso‐
nant. Another day this week, you may find yourself across the circle.
And you will undoubtedly spend more time in one element than
another. While there is no final destination at which you “arrive,” you
will notice a natural flow of awareness and healing as you engage with
each element.
When I introduced this diagram at a retreat, Diana said she loved
that it wasn’t a static “stages of grief” model, but also appreciated that,
“There is structure to it, which helps me feel calmer, like we’re going
on a trip with a map instead of guessing which way to turn. I can
name where I am.”
“I’m definitely in the Cave right now.” She added, “I feel so bad
about the argument I had with my brother before he died; it was the
last thing I said to him. I wish I’d said I’m sorry.” Diana and I did some
powerful work that weekend, within the group, unraveling and
healing the hidden accusations and demands on herself that were
“making her pay” by living with ongoing fatigue, anxiety, and weight
gain. She realized that feeling guilty didn’t start with her loss, but that
her loss was bringing a lifelong pattern to the surface. After working
through her chronic pattern of guilt, I led her into a guided medita‐
tion to access deeper wisdom and she received a beautiful message
from her brother that moved her to tears. Even though Diana didn’t
consider herself an artist, I urged her to trust the way her life was
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opening up. She crafted the message into an evoking piece of artwork
that she could revisit any time. Over the next few months, no longer
needing to punish herself, Diana regained her energy and lost twentyfive pounds. Her connection with her brother grew to be a source of
profound peace and growth. Through her deeper dive, Diana moved
from Exploring the Cave to Mining the Gems to Freeing the Heart, step‐
ping in and out of Embracing the Mystery with much more grace and
ease.
The Bold Journey Back to Joy model is influenced by author
Joseph Campbell’s work with the Hero’s Journey, which I began to
study in 1987 when he released a series of interviews called The Power
of Myth. From his research into myths and legends from around the
world, Campbell developed a kind of template for transformation in
which the hero/heroine adeptly meets the crisis at hand.
In the Hero’s Journey, the top half of the circle is where you, as the
protagonist, begin “The Call” to your soul’s mythic journey, with all
sorts of spiritual aid by your side. As you make the decision to “cross the
threshold” into the “Non-Ordinary World,” as Campbell called it, you
begin to understand in my model that as a modern spiritual warrior,
this beckons for you to turn within, a conscious deeper dive that takes
you inside the Cave to contend with any obstacles blocking your way
forward. On the return to the “Ordinary World,” you are able to claim
your voice, to express yourself freely and powerfully, offering your
gifts to the world. At this point, having gathered wisdom along the
way, you can embrace the challenging paradoxes of life as great spiri‐
tual truths.

THE SPI R AL OF TRAN S FO RM ATIO N
Many of us facing a confounding loss are frustrated and confused by
the dynamic nature of grief. Just as we are finding our footing,
another wave of grief knocks us to our knees. Other times, we are
able to surf the waves, like a perfect day at the shore. As you navigate
this Bold Journey Back to Joy, you will feel the ebb and flow in your
process as you return to certain elements, like Having Your No or
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Exploring the Cave, and your mind will shame you into believing you
are “right back at the beginning” – as if you’ve made no progress. But
don’t be fooled by this; it simply isn’t true. This isn’t how the
conscious healing path actually works. Instead, each time you revisit
an element in this model, your previous learnings travel with you. You
are the wisdom-keeper of all your experiences. And this is the true
seeker’s path – an upward-spiraling path of continuous learning and
transformation.

THE BOL D J O U RN E Y B ACK TO JO Y : E I G H T E LE M E NT S
You can refer to the Bold Journey Back to Joy diagram and travel with
me around the circle.
• Chapter 4: Getting the Lifeshocks (Element #1)
Without realizing it, you have been receiving lifeshocks since
the day you were born! Now you will find out what they are,
what they are revealing to you, and as you move from chapter
to chapter, you will see how they can become your personal
guide to moving forward. In my healing journey, this has been
a most valuable lens for life, and I couldn’t imagine writing a
book for you without it.
• Chapter 5: Expressing Your NO! (Element #2)
I honestly don’t know where I’d be today without revisiting
this element of The Bold Journey, as often as needed. Here you
learn how to break out of the box of frustration, worry, and
apathy, and begin to recover your vitality. This chapter has a
strong message, which is so needed when you haven’t been able
to shake the heavy emotions but sense you are ready for posi‐
tive change.
• Chapter 6: Following the Signs (Element #3)

34

E L A I N E A L P E R T , M . E D.

Messages from Life are being delivered to you consistently, but
how do you read them? Learn how to decode Life’s Messaging
System through the different types of signs coming your way.
They have your name on them!
• Chapter 7: Finding Your Purpose (Element #4)
This is the place Campbell described as “crossing the thresh‐
old,” where you take the leap of faith into the non-ordinary
world to discover what wants to be revealed to you. But first,
know why this deeper dive matters, and discover the most
important decision that only you can make on this conscious
health path.
• Chapter 8: Exploring the Cave (Element #5)
After you’ve created your purpose for a conscious deeper dive,
you are ready for exploration in the Cave. Learn from the
wisdom of women who have been on this journey before you
by reading their stories of personal exploration in the Cave.
What you do here will make all the difference in finding clarity
around your loss, healing for your heart, and movement in
your life.
• Chapter 9: Mining the Gems (Element #6)
You are invited to join me as I share my journey in and out of
the Cave across eight years following The Event. I hope that my
story of what I did to heal guilt, regret, and shame, and how I
strengthened my voice through my art will bring you insight
and inspiration for your own Bold Journey Back to Joy.
• Chapter 10: Freeing Your Heart (Element #7)
What does it mean to allow your heart to “break open?” When
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you leave behind the added-on suffering you have carried since
your loss, you open the door to a more loving connection to
yourself, to others, and to Life Itself. If you are seeking it, you
can open up to powerful symbols and signs, creating a more
meaningful relationship with your loved one.
• Chapter 11: Embracing the Mystery (Element #8)
What is waiting for you inside this grand mystery of life that
you have been delivered into since your loss? Stripped of how
you thought life was going to be, you are invited to reflect on
the Bigger Story, learning to embrace the deeper questions,
rich paradoxes, and major truths offered to you.
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4

GETTING THE LIFESHOCKS
(ELEMENT #1)

“This very moment is the perfect teacher, and lucky for us, it’s
with us wherever we are.”
— PEMA CHODRON

W

hether you are facing one main loss right now or several
losses have you reeling, what I know for certain is that
the mind gets very active about what happened, what
should have happened, and why it happened at all. You know, the
spin-cycles of “woulda, coulda, shoulda.” We all struggle with these
cycles after losing someone we love dearly, as if the pain of not having
their physical presence in our lives is not enough to endure. It’s this
additional suffering that unnerves us all. The control-seeking mind
sizes up everything about our loss, draws conclusions, sharply points
out what should have gone differently, what you should’ve done
better, confident it knows how life is supposed to be. And it is relent‐
less in its efforts to get your attention.
When I began leading workshops about the power of the mind to
derail and control us, it would take a day and a half for people to grasp
it. But that was twenty-five years ago. Today these redundant
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thoughts are known by a dozen names – monkey mind, negative selftalk, mindchatter, the peanut gallery, the trickster, and on it goes. I
call it mindtalk.
Mindtalk is a major source of anxiety, relationship breakdown,
and physical dis-ease. It drives how we think of ourselves, how we
interact with every person we encounter, and whether we perceive
the universe as friendly or dangerous. Although many can identify
mindtalk these days, very few know what to do about it and are, there‐
fore, at its mercy. I want to help you identify the tale it is weaving in
the background of your every waking moment.
You likely know pieces of what it’s telling you, but let’s take it
further in our journey together. You’ve heard it said, “the devil is in
the details.” But so are your better angels, because once you are onto
what I’m going to share with you and you take it on as a practice, your
life will never be the same. You simply can’t go backward and
“unknow” it.
It all begins with a “lifeshock.” Dr. K. Bradford Brown, or Brad,
whom I introduced as my longtime mentor in Chapter 2, defined a
lifeshock as “a single moment in time when something happens that
you don’t want or expect.”
Lifeshocks come to us through our five senses: what we see, hear,
taste, touch, and smell. While there is a bit of similarity to a trigger
event, there are significant differences between the two. A trigger
event is said to be a “reminder of trauma” and it is doing something to
you, as in “I got really triggered at Christmas.” And though we might
also say, “I’ve had enough lifeshocks for one day!”, much is waiting for
us inside the specific moment. A lifeshock offers us an invitation, a
kind of portal into true mindfulness, a way to dive in and listen to the
details of what the mind is busy telling us.
Here is an example, the kind of moment you can likely relate to
when technology wreaks havoc in your life. I remember typing away
on a Saturday afternoon, working toward a deadline for my graduate
thesis. Without warning, there it was – a freeze-frame moment in
time I certainly didn’t want or expect....
Staring at my screen, seeing it go completely black. Holding my breath
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and worried that my brand-new computer had just crashed, my mind
was off to the races: But it couldn’t have, it’s just a few months old. I
punched all the keys, tried to restart the thing … nothing was work‐
ing. The deadline was around the corner … and my mind continued,
This can’t happen!
I rushed to sign up for an appointment at Apple later that day. But
in the meantime, I needed to get myself unhooked from the anxiety
about wherever this was headed. With my journal nearby for the
process, I got as still as possible. I closed my eyes and breathed,
bringing the “black screen” into my present moment awareness.
Step1. Re-experience the Lifeshock:
Staring at my screen, seeing it go completely black
As I see the screen in my mind and stay in this single moment, I
keep breathing and noticing: What’s coming to me, through my senses
right now?
• I See:
My hands on the keyboard, the blip to a black screen, coffee cup to my
right
• I Hear:
My husband talking in the next room
• I Touch:
The chair seat under me and my fingers are on the keys
Then, staying tuned in with eyes still closed … what am I feeling in
my body … and where?
Feelings: tightness in the center of my chest, it’s fear. Dread, too.
Step 2. Listen to your mindtalk.
Keeping my eyes closed to re-experience the moment, feel my feel‐
ings, and then opening them to let the mindtalk spill into my journal,
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I laid it out line-by-line, completely uncensored. Here’s a portion of
the tale my mind was weaving:
Sh*t!!
This can’t happen
I have to do something
I have to fix it today
Or else I can’t make the deadline
I have to do the last part over
I should’ve backed it up
It’s too late
I should’ve finished before now
That’s why this happened
It’s all my fault
I’m so stupid
At the time I wasn’t aware of the nuances. But by re-visiting the
lifeshock and writing down the mindtalk, it’s clear that it only took a
few seconds for those thoughts to conclude: “It’s all my fault” and “I’m
so stupid.” By the way, my mind ran on for a while in my journal, about
how pissed I was at Apple (just bought the laptop, must be their fault)
and I was already figuring out how to embellish this story for my
graduate advisor in order to buy more time!
So, how do you know for sure you’ve had a lifeshock?
In the beginning, it may be easier to notice when somebody else is
under the influence of mindtalk. Their resistance is evident – a no to
what happened. They’ll be reactive or separating in some way –
anxious, angry, withdrawn, pushy, sarcastic, and other unwanted
emotions and behaviors.
With practice, you’ll notice when you are feeling out of sorts, “Oh, I
got a lifeshock. Wonder what it was?” Then take a moment to travel
back in time until you note when you weren’t feeling this way. From
that point, move forward in time until you locate the specific
lifeshock moment, when these separating emotions began.
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Here are three sets of clues to help you know you’ve had a
lifeshock:
1. Physical Clues to Notice:
Tightness or pain anywhere in the body: jaw, forehead,
neck, shoulders, chest, back, hips
A sinking feeling or a case of butterflies in your stomach
Your chest feels heavy or achy
Feeling overly tired
2. Emotional Clues to Notice:
Anger, frustration, rage
Loneliness, sadness
Hurt, disappointment
Stuck, numb, flat
Scared, anxious, nervous
Driven and unable to stop pushing yourself
3. Verbal Clues to Notice
Being bossy
Blaming others
Withdrawing
Not speaking up
Interrupting others
Fast talking with little breath
Using “all‐ness” words in a dramatic way to make your
point: “She always acts like that.” “You never tell me
anything.” “There’s nothing I can do.” “Nobody really cares.”
One thing you can count on is that lifeshocks keep coming. We get
lots of them every week, sometimes many per day, delivered to us
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through our partners, families, co-workers, the media, technology,
neighbors, our pets, email, text, and on it goes.
When I shared the entire process with my client, Sara, who had
lost her father, she said, “Oh my god, I wish I’d known this before. I
mean, I knew it [the mind] was doing its thing, blah blah blah, I just
didn’t know how much damage it was doing to me, and also my
family. Now I get why I’ve been so anxious.”
Once you understand the connection between the reality that
lifeshocks wake us up to, the reactions in your body and the resulting
mindtalk, you will begin to understand human behavior at another
level. This means you can change habitual reactions of anger, anxiety,
guilt, and blame that are wreaking havoc in your life. To make this
kind of positive change requires leaning into the discomfort that
comes with a confounding loss, rather than trying to avoid it. In fact,
many great teachers across human history tell us that we absolutely
need these challenging times if we want to break through into a more
rich and meaningful life.

TR Y THI S!
Begin with a simple practice of noticing, especially when you don’t like
the way you’re feeling.
1. Notice your body:
Do you have any tightness, heaviness, emptiness? Where is it
located?
2. Notice your feelings:
As you breathe into these places in your body, become aware of
the underlying feelings.
Do you sense sadness, loneliness, fear, anger…?

42

B E YO N D T H E W H Y O F L OS S

3. Notice your lifeshocks:
When did you start feeling this way?
To find the lifeshock that started the ball rolling, trace back to
your last meal. Was a similar feeling present at that time? Continue
narrowing down the timeframe, looking for a moment when some‐
thing happened you didn’t want or expect, and this feeling began.
Write down the lifeshock in your journal. In fact, you can begin to
make a list of lifeshock moments, they provide such an interesting
lens on your life.

5

HAVING YOUR NO! (ELEMENT #2)

“The fastest way to freedom is to feel your feelings.”
— GITA BELLIN

L

ifeshocks around loss are the most challenging to be with
because they so starkly remind us of how fleeting life really
is. And since there are so many kinds of loss – empty nest,
loss of work, health decline, divorce, betrayal, loss of pets – we receive
countless limiting lifeshocks throughout our life, the kind of lifeshock
around which we have no control. No one asks us if we want them,
we have no say in the matter. They just drop – or crash – into our
lives, completely unbidden, challenging our belief that if we do things
a certain way, we can control what happens. They force us to face our
false sense of omnipotence.
Of course, it’s human nature to resist the reality of loss, our
broken hearts ache. This is made even more difficult when we
struggle with everything that happened leading up to the loss and all
that we handle after the loss. But when we repress that pain, because
we are tired of feeling it or because we don’t know what else to do but
find ways to numb out, we pay a larger price than we realize.
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Over the years since Rand’s death, I’ve attended numerous grief
conferences, speaking and leading workshops. My heart would go out
to the women in the audience whom I’d often talk with afterwards,
who, at ten to twenty years from their loss, were trapped by guilt and
regret over what they did or didn’t do while their loved one was alive.
I could see it in their faces and bodies, marked by the pain of not
being able to change what transpired. And I’d often wonder how they
were dealing with their feelings.
So often we manage how we are feeling. I can’t feel that right now. I
have things to do. It’s too late. It’s too early. I need to keep moving. And
there are obviously moments when we do need to keep moving; it’s
simply not the right time, we want privacy. But too often I’ve seen
intelligent, well-intentioned women control their feelings to the point
that hardly anyone knows how they are really doing.
To be honest, it was a favorite coping skill of mine for a very long
time. I still slip into it, and thankfully I have people in my life who will
ask, “How are you feeling, Elaine?” They’ve noticed a tightness in me
or sadness that I’m trying to manage, so they take a risk and give me a
lifeshock, offering me an opportunity to become more attuned. I can
either say no to it and brush them off, or find my yes, and respond by
stopping, taking a breath, and noticing what’s happening energetically
in my body. How am I really feeling?
I remember being in an immersive workshop that changed the
trajectory of my life. I was twenty-nine at the time, and my friend
Cathy had strongly recommended it. The whole subject of having your
feelings was being explored. I was quite bored the whole day, actually,
thinking I already knew this stuff. But then things got interesting.
People began to share some really hard things they were going
through. Their honesty and willingness to do this was riveting. But
speaking in front of everyone wasn’t for me, so I stayed quiet.
After hearing these very real stories, we were introduced to an
exercise in which we were encouraged to express our difficult feel‐
ings, whatever was stuffed inside. We had full permission, the trainer
explained, to let it out as loudly as we wanted. Right away, I thought,
Oh boy, this won’t work for me. As a young girl, I’d learned to cover up
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how I was really doing, so much so that I wasn’t sure how I was feel‐
ing. I lived in my head.
While I had come a fairly long way since then, the careful little girl
inside of me had no intention of letting herself be seen doing this
process. I looked to the door, to my purse, back to the door, and seri‐
ously considered calling it quits.
But I didn’t run. I was scared to stay in that room but even more
terrified of leaving. I’d shown up with my heart broken by the tragic
death of my forty-eight-year-old mother, my failing marriage, and the
grim prospects of losing the business we’d built together if we
divorced. By this age, I had managed my feelings so well, I didn’t have
a clue as to how much anger and pain was in my body. I just knew
that I wanted a whole new life. I wanted the courage to leave my alco‐
holic husband and start my own business far away from his rage. The
confusion around my mother’s death added a lot to the mix … why
did her life have to be cut so short? I was twenty-eight when she died
suddenly and I felt abandoned.
Somehow, that afternoon I decided not to abandon myself. As the
room got a little louder and I opened my eyes to peek at how things
were going, someone from the team stopped by to support me to just
get my arms moving. I could do that much. She stood by my side
while my fists finally railed at the ceiling, tears rolling down my face. I
just couldn’t find any sound. No voice at all.
A few days later in a follow-up session, the trainer asked the group
what we were seeing about ourselves since the weekend. I raised my
hand (new behavior!) and said I couldn’t do the “yelling thing” at the
weekend because I wasn’t angry, I was just sad. Really sad. I talked
about what I was going through; that I needed to make some changes.
I can still hear her love and encouragement, “Elaine, will you let your‐
self have your voice, your no about all that's happened?” She said this
was a safe way and a safe place to open up, that it could open the door
to changing my life. “You’re in charge,” she said, “You can stop any
time.”
Somehow, I trusted the moment and went for it, “No, no ... stop!”
Then it came pouring out about my mother, “Why did you leave me?!
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Don’t go!” What had been stuck inside was breaking apart. The wall
around my heart crumbled and I let myself feel what I’d been afraid to
feel all along – the pure grief of missing my mom, knowing that she
was really gone ....
The trainer wisely encouraged me to keep going and the hidden
anger revealed itself. I let it out until I felt empty. Wiping my eyes and
looking into the group, I could see their faces filled with compassion,
hearing their words called out to me, “Courage … Real … You look so
soft … I need to do that, too.” In just five focused minutes, my world
looked far more hopeful. Where had I been hiding all this time?
Within a short time, I filed for divorce and committed to living a
more open and authentic life. Seventeen years later, I became a senior
trainer for the More To Life Program, the organization that my
mentor, Brad, co-founded, and the very program that first introduced
me to lifeshocks, the No Process, and so much more at twenty-nine.
Little did I know how much I was going to need everything I learned,
and subsequently taught, to help myself and my family through the
ground-shaking, gut-wrenching losses ahead.
In the summer of 2004, just after Rand died, I was alone and
feeling really down. I knew by this point that feeling apathetic was a
sign that my feelings were bottled up. I stacked a dozen framed
photos of Rand, pulling from walls and bookshelves, and carried them
upstairs to an empty bedroom … innocent baby pictures, a few of
both boys in the woods, family photos, and a particularly confident
and calm shot of Rand just six months before he ended his life. I set
them up on the floor and stared at each one for a while, but nothing
came, nothing except the heaviness in my body. The old pattern was
having its way with me, so I gave myself the nudge to get on my feet
and permission to beat a pillow and yell out my no!
The most difficult memories came to the surface – finding Rand
lifeless in our backyard, hearing the policeman at the hospital fishing
for evidence that we had killed our own son … and more no’s tumbled
out. At one point, I turned to the photos and could see nothing, no
boys, no life, just a blur through my tears. “No! No, noooo! It’s not
fair!” And even to Rand: “Why did you do this to us! You wasted your
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life!” And on it went, all the things that were running in my mind but
that I didn’t want to lay on anybody else. After ten minutes, I sat on
the edge of the bed, amazed one more time. I was finally able to
breathe new life into my body.
It comes down to this: If we don’t take a stand for our own
emotional health, who will? How can we really be with our family, the
people we love, if we don’t? I remember saying to my client Sara, who
was angry about losing her father but squeamish about doing the
process, “If you can’t tend to your pain for your sake, will you do it for
the sake of your family? They know when you aren’t doing well, they
feel it.…
“It’s up to you,” I encouraged Sara, “to build your own resilience
muscles.”
A few years ago, I began leading online programs for mothers like
myself who’d lost a child by suicide or overdose. After they’d
completed several programs with me, these amazing women flew to
Atlanta for a Mom’s Retreat, excited and nervous to finally meet each
other in person. For the second day, I knew I wanted to invite them
into a No Process. I couldn’t help but think about all of us as younger
versions of ourselves as mothers, witnessing our small children
having a tantrum. When our kids didn’t like what was happening, they
let the world know about it, only to be so much calmer just minutes
later. We need to take a page from them and open up our own release
valve!
The time came in our retreat for this exercise and the resistance
was evident from about half the group. I remembered my own resis‐
tance during that time of darkness years ago, and offered what had
been said to me:
“Will you let yourself have your voice, your no about all that’s
happened? This is a safe place.”
To demonstrate the process, I closed my eyes, began moving my
arms, and softly saying no, gradually raising my voice so they could
get a feel for it.
And I let them know, “It doesn’t matter how loud you do this.
Some of you will be at a loud whisper, some can move to the other
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room and go as loud as you want; everybody’s different. The impor‐
tant thing is to stay with your process and give it all you’ve got. You
won’t know what this will do for you until you do it … out of your
head and into your body, eyes closed … ready?”
And they went for it.
We came back together to share our experiences. The person who
was most skeptical, an intellectual woman who could easily talk
herself out of it, had a huge breakthrough, exclaiming that she finally
felt free in her body for the first time since her son died. As these
women shared their experiences, the room was light and grounded,
very real. Over dinner they joked about “what Elaine made us do.” But
what I noticed were the faces … radiant, alive, they all looked so much
younger!

IN AN D OU T OF TH E B O X
I’ve spent decades teaching people dozens of ways to get out of the
tight traps of their own making. One of the simplest but most effec‐
tive concepts is the Box, a great way to do an emotional check-in. The
Box is where we live when we’re believing what the mind is telling us.
Let’s look at what it means to be in the Box and what it means to
be out of the Box.
When we are in the Box, we could feel angry, guilty, lost, isolated,
fearful, ashamed, apathetic, tense, driven – any reactive emotion.
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It’s not a place we truly love to be in. But let me be clear, some‐
times we actually need to be in the Box, especially when we’re strug‐
gling with the loss itself and issues related to grief, like confusion,
anger, regret, and guilt. And we have a right to be in there for as long
as we want. For periods of time after Rand died, I didn’t want to do
any personal work, I didn’t even want to talk about these concepts. I
just needed to be right where I was, not process my way out of it. It
was important to honor my feelings, not minimize or sugarcoat them
in any way.
When we are in the Box after a loss, feeling overwhelmed and
disoriented because life is so radically altered, just trying to do the
ordinary things of life is taxing. Studies on the grieving brain clarify
why you can’t find things, forget what you used to know or don’t
follow through with tasks. You really aren’t losing it. Your brain is
actually trying to protect you during a time when so many neural
circuits are firing; it is dampening the prefrontal cortex, where your
planning and executive functions are seated. When my mom died, I
forgot all the numbers I’d memorized – my social security number,
bank account, addresses of close friends. During that period, I was
working on an art commission for five sixty-foot-long sculptures to
be installed for a corporate grand opening and it was time to paint
them. Had I not developed detailed watercolor studies for each sculp‐
ture prior to my loss, I wouldn’t have known what to do. I’d
completely lost the thread of what I promised to deliver.
When you’re in the Box for a while, you’ll notice that someone, if
not several people, will reach out to you. You’ll get lifeshocks from the
people in your life, offering you a hand. Even if they don’t say it the
“right way,” you have an opportunity to say “yes” to the lifeshocks and
see what is being offered. These are called evoking lifeshocks, when the
people in your life are calling you forward into your lovability – an
invitation to open your heart in the moment. But sometimes we don’t
want the invitation; maybe we are feeling raw, it’s simply too much at
the time. I want you to be well-versed about the Box and how to
recognize when you’re in it, so you can get out when and where you
choose.
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There will come a time when you know that you are ready to
make a shift. At this point, you may become aware of “false payoffs”
you could gain by staying in the Box – avoiding responsibilities,
punishing yourself, or indulging in counterproductive behaviors. But
there is a real cost to setting up long-term residence in the Box. We
miss out on everything outside the Box, like connection, warmth,
opportunities, flexibility, freedom, peace of mind, and joy. When we
stay inside that tight space, we’re not only grieving the person we lost,
we begin to lose ourselves. Over time we feel more confused and
ungrounded, not making the changes that we say we want to make.
Our purpose for living is reduced to a list of justifications: How can I
possibly get to a better place … don’t you see the awful lifeshocks in
my life?
I have been there, maybe you have too. But after a while, the Box
becomes oddly comfortable, and you may need someone who really
cares about you to lean in and offer another way through.
Finally, my method isn’t about having to stay out of the Box, as if
just knowing about the benefits means you’re required to always be on
your toes. In fact, your demand that you be outside the Box automati‐
cally puts you right back in! The point is to become aware of how you
are really doing and get help if you are having trouble getting out. You
can ask yourself: Am I tired of feeling this way? Is it time to try something
different? Just like the day I took photos of Rand upstairs and gave
myself permission to yell into pillows, I needed to get out of my
comfort zone. I want the same freedom for you.

TR Y THI S!
Please Note: Where appropriate, talk with your therapist or medical profes‐
sional for approval before taking on this exercise.
How to do a No Process, tips for you:
1. Use a pillow to punch or yell into, if you choose.
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2. Get your arms moving and do a “whispered or mouthed” no.
I’ve done this in office and restaurant bathroom stalls, when no
one is nearby!
3. In the shower, briskly brush the water off your arms and legs
as you speak what you are saying no to. Envision the water
taking your no’s down the drain.
4. Sit in your car, away from anyone’s view, and yell out your
no. (a personal favorite)
How do I get myself to do this?
You can ask someone to be a No buddy with you and offer each
other accountability to follow through on your commitment. I’ve
supported clients to do a brief daily No for forty days. The transfor‐
mation is amazing as the “sharp edges” of personality soften, the heart
opens, and a new confidence emerges.
How long should I do a No Process?
Set a timer for two minutes the first time. You may want to keep
going! Increase your practice as it works for you, as much as twenty
minutes.

What do I say No to?
Bring to mind what you are upset about and use these words in
any combination: No, stop, don’t, leave me alone, get off my back, etc. See
what other words emerge for you, uncensored, and trust yourself to
what arises.
Any other tips to make this easy?
Try sitting down the first time or yelling into a bed or sofa. Later,
try standing for the No. Make sure your arms can swing without
hitting anything, like the edges of your chair. Close your eyes to help
you stay with the process. Protect your voice and throat by lowering
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where the sound emanates from inside your body. Allow the sensa‐
tion of the sound to come from your diagram versus your throat,
much as a singer would.

Journal afterward about your experience:
What do you notice now that you’ve given yourself permission to
express what hasn’t been working in your life?

6

FOLLOWING THE SIGNS
(ELEMENT #3)

“If the universe tells you ‘go left,’ don’t hinder yourself by trying to
figure out why and how… or at what point to make the turn. Just do it!”
— DEEPAK CHOPRA

M

y sister-in-law, Mary, spoke through her tears to four
hundred people at Rand’s lakeside memorial service:
“He loved the outdoors so much, I know that when I
look up into the sky after this and see a rainbow, I’ll imagine Rand
having a great time sliding down one side.”
A few hours later in our home with family, Mary stepped onto the
patio for a break, looked up, and immediately called to us, “Every‐
body, come outside … hurry!”
We scrambled outside in time to see a perfectly-formed circular
rainbow hovering above our house, just as it unfurled into an upsidedown rainbow, the shape of a huge smile in a bright blue sky. Gasps
and tears … how had this happened?
That was sixteen years ago, and the signs keep coming from Rand.
Some resonate with my mother’s energy and yet others seem to flow
through from an even larger, more mystical domain. While I certainly
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can’t quantify how this happens, what I do know is that they fill my
heart with awe and wonder every time. Each of these signs is a
lifeshock moment, coming to us through our five senses. What makes
my experience with these moments so different from the lifeshocks
I’ve described in earlier chapters is my response to them: I have zero
resistance. The Box is completely out of sight. These synchronistic
signs are a type of lifeshock I like to call Deeper Stream moments.
The ego thinks all of this is bogus, by the way. It wants you to
prove it, then it can be real. There might be wrestling for you to do in
this arena, between your internal self-doubt and all the external
naysayers, but what I hope is that if you sense such a connection with
your loved one, you give yourself permission to fully own it.
Following your own inner knowing, your gut feeling, is way more
important than bending to outside opinion. No one can give these
highly personal lifeshocks, these Deeper Stream moments, the same
gravitas and meaning that you can. They are yours.

F OLL OWI N G TH E L IFE S H O CK S
Grief has a bold way of waking us up to how little control we have.
Within days of my loss, stripped bare of any illusions about what my
family would look like for the rest of my life, I felt both completely
alone in my experience and infinitely connected to the themes
coming my way. No way was I going to miss the clues that life was
delivering through friends and acquaintances:
“Have you met Iris Bolton?”
“Do you know Iris Bolton? Maybe you should call her.”
“Iris Bolton lost her son by suicide, she sees people.”
Sometimes life is so subtle with its messages, like soft whispers.
And other times it’s firmly committed to getting our attention: “Hey,
look over here!”
Shortly after, Tom and I arrived at The Link Counseling Center,
ready for whatever Iris could offer to help us survive the horror.
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Trying to hold it together long enough to speak, we shared that we
couldn’t believe Rand was really gone; our lives would never be the
same. What should we do next? In that precious hour together, we set
our broken hearts on her coffee table and she tenderly picked each
one up, turned it over gently, and imbued it with her love.
Toward the end I remember thinking, “Oh no, she’s about to refer
us to one of her staff therapists, but … she’s the one.” And as I
suspected, Iris told us about the resources at The Link. We gathered
our photos of Rand and began our exit when I felt a tap on my
shoulder from behind. I turned to catch her soft smile. “But you …
you, I want to see again.”
I didn’t know where this was headed but something was moving
through and around me, as if the magnetic needle in my body was
aligning itself with true North.
Not long after the meeting, Iris arrived at our home with leather
pouches and colorful handwoven bags, ready to sage room by room
with her Peruvian condor feather, clearing energy that felt
compressed and heavy. Rand’s beloved cat, Fuzzy, had not crossed the
threshold of his bedroom since The Event, not until Iris arrived,
whisking the dark clouds of despair from every crack and corner.
Across our backyard she went, plumes of sage collecting our pain and
sending it into the heavens with quick flicks of her wrist, including
the far corner where we found Rand just weeks ago, with barely a
pulse. Her long black feather-wand had a broken spine at one time,
she told us, stroking its center line. A leather craftsman had mended it
with a steel rod and leather lacing, declaring it “stronger in the broken
places.”
Iris and I later met in her office, textured with beautiful indige‐
nous art, Native American and Peruvian baskets of stones, gems, and
feathers, sacred pieces gifted to her over time. I remember thinking,
who is this woman, both executive director and mystic?
As we settled, she wanted to know all about me. I did my best to
capture life before Rand left us, when I was happy to be in graduate
school. I’d been thinking about studying with a particular shaman as
part of my multidisciplinary program. Her eyes lit up with the
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mention of his name, as she was once his close confidante. So began
our cherished friendship, full of surprising synchronicities and shared
interests.
Joseph Campbell called this segment of the Hero’s Journey,
“Meeting the Mentor,” when a wise person appears in your life at just
the right time, offering you guidance. I had certainly met my mentor
in Iris – what a beautiful bonus that we also became close friends! She
demonstrated that I would not only make it through this loss, but that
I could trust the wind to be at my back. In the midst of complete
mayhem in my life, I was also being mysteriously guided.
Iris is internationally known in the field of suicide prevention and
aftercare, and is the author of My Son…My Son, published in 1983
about the loss of her son, Mitch, one of the first books about suicide
loss to grace the shelves. And serendipitously, we lived less than an
hour apart.
Just recently, Iris told me that she knew from the day we met that
we would one day work on projects together. Over the years, we’ve
co-led workshops at national grief conferences, offered ceremonies
for grieving souls, and worked on various projects, including her
second book. For the book, I offered to create an online companion
course as support after suicide loss. But then I changed directions and
let go of the idea.
I’m telling you all this for a reason, so please stay with me here.
Chicago, 2016: We were leading a workshop for a national griefrelated organization. I spontaneously asked the audience if an online
program to help with suicide loss would be of interest. Dozens of
hands went up, a surprising lifeshock. Iris and I completed our
session and entered the rotunda feeling uplifted by our experience
with the group. “Maybe I need to re-open this idea of creating an
online program?”
We landed in the buffet line across from each other. Iris was next
to the executive director for the organization sponsoring the confer‐
ence; they’d been friends for decades. She introduced us and said, “So,
did you know Elaine is creating a companion course to go with my
book?”
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Catching the impish twinkle in her eye as she glanced at me, I
leaned into her lifeshock with my response, “Yes, and it’s going to be
online!”
He reached across to shake my hand with warm enthusiasm.
“Now, that’s the way to do it!”
Boom! Another lifeshock, landing right in the center of my chest.
By the time we made it through the buffet, the director offered to
promote Iris’s book and my course along with it. “Which I never do,
you know that, Iris. But it’s you. I’ll do it for you.”
The project launched beautifully, and I met the dearest people
from all over the United States; everyone had lost a loved one by
suicide. Eventually I founded MindPeace Miracles as a nonprofit with
Iris on the board, which led to developing numerous international
support programs for women facing various kinds of loss and other
significant life challenges. This clarifying, heart-centered work
continues today, both online and in person.

L I FE’S MESSAG IN G S Y S TE M IS O N Y OUR S I DE
I share this story about hopping from one lifeshock to another to say
that when we are open to receiving our lifeshocks – we don’t resist or
push them away – we find ourselves in a state of flow. Being open to
the lifeshock means being able to recognize that this lifeshock is
reality coming to you – life exactly as it is – and you can meet it with
ease, willing to respond to the moment and see what wants to happen
next.
This becomes much more challenging when we face the various
lifeshocks surrounding our loss. I remember just nine months after
The Event and very much in our grief at the time, when we were
ushered into a tiny side office by Tom’s doctor. He sat us down
quickly and said, “I’m sorry to tell you… you have cancer.” Not what
we wanted to hear, of course, and it took time to find our yes.
Even when we don’t like or want the lifeshock, we can find our
way to receiving what life is delivering. Not as a way of condoning it
or agreeing with it, but clearly: “I don’t have to like this lifeshock… I’m
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in charge of my response here and I’m not going in the Box about it.”
This is your true power, to choose freedom over being trapped in the
Box by the unwanted, unexpected events of your life.
When you pay attention to whether you are saying yes or no to
your lifeshocks, you begin to see that they reveal how you are being,
one moment at a time. And the beauty is, you can course-correct. Just
after the lifeshock from Iris, when she told the executive director that
I was creating an online program to go with her book, I felt a splitsecond moment of resistance. But I was able to catch in real time what
my mind was doing – scaring me into turning down the opportunity
– and choose instead to be curious, to see what wanted to happen
next. The more you find your yes to what life is delivering, the more
you’ll witness creativity and possibilities opening up. Which leads to
the state of being that can never be forced – the spacious state of grat‐
itude for life as it is.

Once you begin integrating the idea that the lifeshocks you receive
are your lifeshocks – they have your name on them – you will learn so
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much about yourself, about how you perceive others and what your
mind has to say about how life is. You begin to dive deeper into the
dance of partnership with Life Itself. Lifeshocks become your person‐
alized wake-up calls, sending you messages to notice on a deeper
level, when and where you’re caught in the mind’s lies. Most impor‐
tantly, when you tell the truth about how you’ve been fooling yourself,
you can then make new choices: How do you want to be? What you
want to do going forward? A key point here: You can allow Life to lead
you. And not to worry, if you miss what life is trying to get through to
you about, you will get more lifeshocks!
Here’s what happened in my world, a simple way to see this in
action: I remember when my kids were young and I was often going
from one thing to another at a rapid clip. One afternoon on my way
to a school holiday party, an officer pulled me over for driving too
fast. I just happened to have homemade gingerbread cookies on a
platter in the passenger seat. So, yes, I offered one to the officer and,
it’s true, he wrote me a warning, not a ticket! I was still pretty rattled
as I drove away but glad that, Whew, I didn’t really get caught. A couple
of months later, I was stopped for speeding in a rural area of north
Georgia, and guess what? This time the highway patrolman hit me
with a $100 fine. Ouch. Not happy about it, a definite no to the
lifeshock. I said to Tom, “It was a speed trap! Why do they always do
that? Oh right, to make their monthly quota!”
But because I didn’t get the message life was sending me about
slowing down my pace, it wasn’t long before a louder lifeshock hit –
literally. I was trying to get Rand to his camp bus before they left
without him when I pulled around a car, just as the other driver did
the same … and bam! We crashed, it was my fault, and of course we
missed the bus. Fortunately, I got the message before someone got
hurt.
This was a series of exposing lifeshocks, moments when life was
exposing my pretense, my unconscious belief that I could keep living as
fast as I wanted without any real consequences. The wake-up calls
kept coming until I changed my ways by saying yes to the lifeshocks
and admitting my “driven” behavior was not only affecting my life, but
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others around me as well. It was time to change how I was being and
to make different choices about how I was organizing my time.
Life’s Messaging System supports us to know when we are
humming along, living in the flow, or stuck in a box of our own
making. The better you get at noticing your lifeshocks and your yes or
no in the moment, the sooner you can use this system on the fly right
in the middle of your daily life – with loved ones, at work, wherever
you are. You have a special partnership with Life Itself, and it’s ready
to partner with you in your own Bold Journey Back to Joy.

TR Y THI S!
Reflect on these questions, since your loss:
• What signs, synchronicities, and chance encounters have you
already experienced?
• Has a mentor or wise friend tapped on your shoulder or
entered your dreams, inviting you to explore more conscious
ways to heal?
• Were you given a powerful message that opened a door to
your deeper soul journey, through dreams, guided meditation,
or a session with a healer?
Calling in the Signs and Messages You Want
1. Be expectant that you will receive guidance!
2. Keep your eyes and ears open for lifeshocks coming through
your five senses. Look for the obvious and the subtle as they
appear, and journal about them. I have found that when I’m
more intentional about noticing, journaling, and sharing the
signs I receive, they occur more frequently!
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3. Before falling asleep, ask for clear guidance; for symbols,
signs, and messages to make themselves known in your
dreams. Have your journal on your nightstand so that you can
write before sleep or when you first wake up. Enjoy this
process!
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FINDING YOUR PURPOSE
(ELEMENT #4)

“A lot of things make a difference. Some things make all the difference.”
— K. BRADFORD BROWN

I

f you’ve ever tried to stick to an exercise plan, meditate daily, or
cut sugar from your diet, you know the pitfalls … enthusiasm is
high in the beginning but the juice to keep going evaporates. We
forget to create and revisit our purpose – the “big why” underneath our
action plan.
For a number of years before the work I do now, I was a health
coach focused on helping others to detox the body and uplevel nutri‐
tion. Because our traditional medical system doesn’t address this, I
had clients who were physically exhausted and tired of taking one
medication to treat the side effects of another. But to get the results
people were after took a real commitment on their part. Detoxifica‐
tion and nutritional support simply weren’t for everyone.
I remember Joe, a very busy executive who lived nearby. He’d
heard that I offered a different way to reclaim health and vitality.
When he arrived in my office noticeably fatigued, I wondered how
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this first session would go. Would he have a big enough purpose to
help him through this process?
Diabetes was a major issue for Joe, so I broached the subject of his
diet. I’ll never forget what he said because it was the first time
someone was this honest: “If I have to give up my Snickers and pizza,
I’m not doing it.” I smiled because I thought he was kidding, but it was
no joke. Joe had both a yes and a no about moving forward: I want to
change, but not really.
A year later, I saw his wife walking the neighborhood and she
stopped to tell me the very sad news that Joe had passed away. I
reflected on the day he was in my office: Did I do enough? Had I made
the consequences clear?
As a recovering “fixer,” I knew it wasn’t my job to make Joe do
what he didn’t want to do. With the recommendations I gave him, he
made his choice. Rarely are people as black and white about their
priorities. Mostly, we think we are congruent about what we want
and don’t understand why we aren’t getting the results we’re after.
With the emotional work I focus on now, I use a few different
techniques to help clients determine whether or not they are congru‐
ent. With Debbie, I asked if she was open to muscle testing. I
explained that this is a simple but powerful way to check in with both
her conscious mind and subconscious mind, to make sure they are
aligned and traveling in the same direction. She was excited to see
what would happen. Basically, I asked her to fix her gaze straight
ahead and to extend her arm out to the side while repeating, “I am
ready to heal.” I applied just enough pressure so she was required to
resist. If she was unable to keep her arm strong, it would indicate her
conscious mind was not yet ready to move forward.
So when Debbie witnessed her arm staying strong, she was
relieved that her conscious mind was indeed aligned with “I am ready
to heal.” But when I used the same amount of pressure to test her
subconscious mind, she couldn’t keep her arm strong no matter how
hard she tried. It was running in the opposite direction with “No, I am
not ready.”
“That doesn’t make sense … I’m here,” she said. “Of course I want
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to heal!” Thus began the intriguing work of identifying the critical
subconscious blocks standing in her way of moving forward to heal.
Our subconscious blocks, or cross-purposes, tend to hide in the
shadows as saboteurs waiting for the right moment to talk us into
ditching our plan. In truth, we all have cross-purposes at times, so it’s
best to find out what they are if we want to create results.
Recently, I was working with Mandy, who lost her husband Paul
four years ago, just before the retirement he had looked forward to
for years. Her conscious mind was okay with accepting a dinner date
from a man who had been a friend of her husband’s, but her mindtalk
revealed that she wasn’t fully onboard. Writing down mindtalk is
another way to uncover cross-purposes, when muscle-testing isn’t an
option.
Earlier in our conversation, Mandy revealed her lifeshock. She
explained she had been in her kitchen on the phone, looking out the
window. I encouraged her to breathe, and go back to the lifeshock
moment …
Lifeshock: Rob says, “Would you like to have dinner?”
Feelings: panic, in my throat
And then I guide her to spill her mindtalk piece by piece, uncensored:
I can’t go
It’s not fair to Paul
He should’ve had the fun he wanted
I can’t have fun now
I can’t enjoy things he can’t have
Especially with Rob
It’s just wrong
I need to stop
I’m bad to want this
I’m selfish
In order to get congruent, she needed to separate the lies from the
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truth. So, one by one, I asked Mandy to verify each statement with
true (T), false (F), or don’t know (DK).
Here’s an example of how we dismantled and verified her state‐
ment: He should’ve had the fun he wanted.
“Well, he should’ve had fun; he worked hard!” Mandy claimed.
“Now I can travel and do everything he wanted to do. I feel guilty that
I’m here and he’s not ...”
With this came her tears, understandably.
I asked, “But do you know what should have happened?”
This is exactly where most of us struggle with our loss. We see a
better scenario that makes more sense, it’s the one we wanted. Even if
we know these “shoulds” aren’t true – we don’t want to “should” on
anybody – these beliefs very sneakily lodge in our subconscious
minds, and without realizing it, they drive our behavior and keep us
miserable. We need to get down in the weeds with these resistant
pieces of mindtalk.
After a few moments of wrestling, Mandy answered, “Okay …
that’s not true. I know that’s not true. It’s false.”
And then I ask her to state what’s true, just for this one piece of
mindtalk.
Mandy thought about it for a minute and said, “I wish Paul were
here, I do, and I wish he’d been able to have the life he wanted. But he
did have so much of the life he wanted, he told me that. I know he loved
me and the kids, and I still love him.”
We continued on with this process, until every piece had been
verified.
F - I can’t go
F - It’s not fair to Paul
F - He should’ve had the fun he wanted
F - I can’t have fun now
F - I can’t enjoy things he can’t enjoy
F - Especially with his friend
F - It’s just wrong
F - I’m bad to want this

F - I’m selfish
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As you can see, there wasn’t one true statement, which is most
often the case. In fact, when a client marks several as true, I know that
we need to examine those pieces of mindtalk, one by one. Sometimes
mindtalk labeled as “true” is laced with a piece of the truth or it’s a
muddied version of mindtalk. In Mandy’s case, she stayed with the
process until she could separate the wheat from the chaff – the truth
from the lies. Then she was able to see how carrying beliefs like I’m
bad and I’m selfish were stealing her ability to move forward. Further
work with Mandy to unlock patterns of guilt and shame about having
fun and owning what she wants led to healing threads that began
decades ago, opening the door to getting her conscious and subcon‐
scious minds aligned. At the end of this process, Mandy made the
choice to develop her new purpose and was able to speak it out loud
in our session, from a grounded place in her body:
“I choose to honor the life I had with Paul. I also choose to honor
myself by enjoying the life I have now. I can do both.” Then, by intro‐
ducing targeted techniques, I showed Mandy how to solidify these
new truths in her body and mind, so she could easily call on them in
the future.
Because we are always following one purpose or another, clearing
out our cross-purposes sets us free. Brad often spoke about the power
of knowing your purpose on a daily basis:

“Put a powerful workable meaning on your life or any part of it, and
you get a powerful you, a person on purpose. Someone with more
than hope. Someone who is living purposefully. When you decide to
take charge of your interpretations of what’s going on in your life and
what it is that you want to create in it, there is a magic that is almost
indescribable. It’s as though you come home to yourself.”
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HAVI N G A PU RPO S E W H E N Y O U N E E D I T M OS T
After Rand died, I found my clear choice and purposes quickly, largely
because the stakes were so high. I knew the alarming statistics for
couples staying connected after losing a child, and we had a trauma‐
tized son who lost his brother the day he turned nine.
I hazily remember the night of The Event at the hospital, just
hearing that Rand didn’t survive. The chaplain invited us to say
goodbye to our son. Tom and I walked the long hall arm in arm for
support. I cut some of Rand’s beautiful curls to take with me, and we
reached across his body to hold hands. We made a vow through our
tears that no matter what, we would not let this horror destroy our
marriage. Our clear purpose going forward, which we have revisited
numerous times: to love and honor each other through it all.
From the first night we were back in our home after the loss, Kaz’s
nervous system was wracked by fear and emotional pain and he
wanted to sleep with us. Tom and I made a cozy nest of pillows and
blankets in our room and he slept there for a whole year until we got
Lucky, a sweet beagle puppy who made it safe to go back to his own
bedroom. Our purpose: to show our love for Kaz and create a safe space
for him to heal.
As we moved into that summer, I only wanted to be with our
closest friends and family. My purpose: to take care of my energy and
help our family restore from the shock.
As the years passed after our loss, we needed strategies to help us
move towards anniversary dates and life without Rand. My purpose:
to love and care for myself and our family so we can reclaim our lives and
learn to have joy again.
I want to be clear that the struggles were ongoing; we had excruci‐
atingly hard days and nights, and I didn’t always meet my purpose.
But creating a big enough “why” brought me back around when I lost
my way. My overarching purpose was not to be a “survivor” of
suicide. My purpose for moving forward was and still is, to live a full
and flourishing life – not despite my loss, but because of it. This clear
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purpose helped me put one foot in front of the other each day, to
learn how to live within my loss.

ON E DEC I SIO N TH AT CH AN G E S E V E R Y T H I NG
I have worked with many women who, after a major loss, find them‐
selves at a decision point in their journey. Some time has passed, the
emotional pain is still very real and yet, people around them begin
dropping hints that perhaps it’s time to “move on.” This may be where
you are right now, wondering what the rest of your life will look like,
or maybe you are only considering the next year or so.
Whatever the case, the one thing that can change everything going
forward is this:
Deciding whether to remain broken down by your loss … or to
allow yourself to be broken open. There are really only two options …
which one will you choose for your precious life, dear reader?
It’s a critical decision that only you can make. Which way will you
turn? Are you ready to take on the conscious restoration of your
mind, body, and spirit?
Perhaps you’ve already decided to reclaim your life. Or you may be
wondering what in the world I’m talking about. It helps to talk about
a woman living this way, like Iris Bolton. Clearly, this very vibrant
woman twenty-five years my elder made a conscious commitment,
some time ago, to flourish, which was not easy. In 1977, when Mitch
ended his life at twenty, Iris was the director of a well-known
community counseling center. Suicide carried even more stigma fifty
years ago, and a few board members wanted her to resign. After
getting strong support from a trusted mentor, Iris announced to her
staff that she would be taking a sabbatical, and she’d be back in her
role. Though she was in tremendous emotional pain at the time, she
was not going to let the rest of her life be ruined forever by Mitch’s
decision. Moving forward, Iris would feel all of her pain, ask the hard
questions, grieve fully, love her family deeply, and in time, find her
way to gratitude for the whole of her life. This included a life full of
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adventure, like swimming with wild dolphins in the open sea at
seventy-five. And now at ninety, she’s writing her third book!
Each year in honor of Mitch’s life, Iris gifts money to someone she
meets in a store or gives away helium balloons to children walking by.
She is clearly living broken open by her loss – loving Mitch, her family
and friends, and continuing to make meaning of her life. All because
she made a commitment to herself a long time ago, revisiting that
purpose when times were especially challenging.
Making a clear choice for conscious healing, for the discovery of
what is on offer for you in this Bold Journey Back to Joy, requires
your “big why.” A purpose that is much bigger than a goal, it is the
deepest “why” you are taking action. It will light the path when you
are confused and give you an undeniable reason to keep going
towards a more meaningful life. And if your “big why” is larger than
you and is intended to serve others as well as yourself, all the better to
pull you forward.

BOXES WI THIN B O XE S : H O W W E GE T S T UC K
On the way to getting clarity about what you want and why you want
it, you are bound to hear the mind driving you about it. It tells us we
can’t go for what we want, but we need to. Or that you have to make
decisions, or should go for it. Even trickier, it will get you into a
desperate state of wanting what you want, no matter what it takes.
These states are not outside the Box, but deep inside. The deeper we
listen to its litany, the more we realize how much it’s driving our
behavior. In fact, if we take a closer look inside the Box, we’ll find a
set of “nesting boxes,” boxes inside boxes, each one getting progres‐
sively smaller and tighter.
I want you to know about these four nesting boxes because it will
help you see that if you don’t consciously choose your purpose for
moving forward in your life, these cross-purposes will take over and
make you miserable.
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The Box of Impossibility: “I Can’t …”
This is the hardest place to be, the innermost box of confinement. It’s
lonely. No one wants to be here. The problem is, it’s hard to know
when you’re in this box – the helplessness and hopelessness seem so
fully justified. And it’s even harder to accept support from anyone
since you already have the answer – nothing will work, so why try?
When you are in the depths of despair about your loss, you’ll find
yourself sitting in this box, believing you are a victim of circum‐
stances. Life will come knocking with lifeshocks; it may have to
knock quite loud to get your attention, especially if you’ve been in
here awhile.
We all visit this place, especially in a broken-down state. But sometimes
we are here for only a day or just an hour before we get a lifeshock
waking us up to our behavior. With practice, you will come to recog‐
nize how this box feels and learn how to get out. Saying yes to the
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lifeshock coming from someone knocking on your heart is an excel‐
lent way to leave the Box of Impossibility in your rearview mirror.
Until you create a new one, your purpose here is: to give up, not try
It is the Box of “No Way.”
Listen for this mindtalk: I can’t … I won’t … I’ve had it … It’s too much
I have to: hide out, give up, cave in, fall apart, drop out, look to others
to save me
Or else: I’ll be out of control, lost, worthless, more of a failure
The Box of Survival: “I Need To …”
This box is one small step away from Impossibility and has the sense
of just barely hanging on by your fingernails, fighting for your life. We
struggle and effort here, trying to avoid what we believe is a “coming
disaster.” When we are struggling with the loss of a loved one, it
makes sense that this is a box we often visit.
Until you create a new one, your purpose here is: to get by, keep
struggling
It is the Box of “Only One Way.”
Listen for this mindtalk: I must … I need to
I have to: try hard, survive any way I can, hang on, put up with, try to
control the uncontrollable
Or else: I’ll lose control, be worthless, useless, everything will fall apart
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The Box of Obligation: “I Should…”
When you are in a state of obligation, you will try your level best to
follow the rules – or make sure to break them. We commit to others’
expectations and goals, trying to please and prove our goodness,
buying love through compliance or defiance. When a case of the
should’s takes over, guilt is married to resentment. After a loss, this
behavior can make us look stoic and appear strong, when on the
inside we’re upset that people don’t notice we need support, too.
Sometimes we use the energy of a should to get us going, to get the
things on our list done, or to show up when we don’t really want to.
But there is a “gritted teeth” energy running underneath our busyness.
Until you create a new one, your purpose here is: to do what I should do
It is the Box of “Your Way.”
Listen for this mindtalk: I should … I have to … I’m supposed to
I have to: do my best, prove myself, be perfect, make or break the rules,
do my duty, play the game
Or else: I’m not a good person, worthless, a failure, will let myself and
others down
The Box of Desire: “I Want, Want, Want”
In some ways, this is the trickiest Box of all, because desire is such a
natural impulse. We are often thinking about our vision, what we
want and how to get it. So, what’s the issue here? It has to do with the
energy behind the wanting, a tension and tightness that leave us
dissatisfied no matter how much we possess. Talented people land in
this box, acting fearless and unable to acknowledge true limits – a
need to prove they can do anything. In this Box, we’re attached to
getting more, having more, being more. After a loss, this could look
like trying to prove to others: “I’m moving on, nothing will take me
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down!” Or always moving, staying busy, and striving to get past grief
or avoid pain at any cost.
Until you create a new one, your purpose here is: to keep wishing for
more, prove you can do it or get it
It is the Box of “My Way.”
Watch for the energy in your body and tone of your words: driven,
tight, overly striving
I have: to have more, be more, be in charge, make my own rules,
possess, control, win
Or else: I’ll be meaningless, a failure, empty, finished, useless
As I mentioned when first introducing the Box in Chapter 5, this
isn’t about having to be outside the Box. Sometimes we need to honor
that we are here and give ourselves the space for it, especially after a
significant loss. But setting up permanent residence here makes us
pay for the loss, and I promise you, you do not deserve this. Finding your
purpose for moving forward is the next step in this Bold Journey.
Willingness – The State Outside the Boxes!
When we are in this spacious state, we have a vision for what we
want without having to prove anything. We can respond to lifeshocks
instead of reacting because we are curious about what’s possible. We
aren’t pushing our agenda, instead we are creative and collaborative.
The purpose here is to create, explore, honor, and celebrate. When the
mind is not driving our behavior and the ego is at rest, we trust the
process and open to something larger than ourselves: “Thy Way.”
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The Boxes-Motivational States: ©K Bradford Brown, Ph.D., 1993. Adapted by Elaine
Alpert, M.Ed. All rights reserved
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TR Y THI S!
Create a powerful purpose for your own Bold Journey Back to Joy:
Why do you want to heal, to consciously move forward with your life?
What purpose will sustain you as you go for a deeper dive?
Purposeful Play
1. Create a collage with images from magazines, or from your
own photos, that speaks of your purpose for doing a deeper
dive. Any size can work, but you are more likely to complete
this if it’s 12” x 18” or smaller, on mat board or foam core. This
is unlike a “vision board” you may have done in the past. This is
not “things you want” like a new car or a trip to Europe. Allow
images – that represent a deeper expression of what matters
most to you – to come to you. For example, you may want to
include a photo or representation of your family, a passion of
yours that you want to express while you are here on earth, or
an image that depicts your spirituality.
2. Rather than having white spaces peeking through from your
background, collect enough magazine images to make a quiet
(not busy) background for the whole board. Also collect rele‐
vant “subject” images to glue as your foreground.
3. Shift the images until you find the expression that resonates
for you.
4. Journal about your experience of creating it and what
inspires you the most.
5. Make your purpose easy to remember by writing it out:
My purpose for a conscious deeper dive and moving forward
in my life is to: __________________

8

EXPLORING THE CAVE (ELEMENT #5 )

“The cave you fear to enter is the treasure you seek.”
— JOSEPH CAMPBELL

W

hen you’ve chosen the path of broken open versus broken
down, and you’ve created your purpose for the
conscious deeper dive, you are ready to explore the
Cave. The Cave is the place to meet obstacles and ordeals of all sizes.
Circling back to Joseph Campbell’s “Hero’s Journey,” this is when the
protagonist must face his enemies straight on and battle with every‐
thing he has, to save all that is good. Your work here will be a huge
part of helping you move forward in your life.
In your case, as it is with all of us choosing this conscious healing
path, the battle is within – to confront the powerful mind, the part of
us that is so intertwined with our ego and shadow. While the mind is
our undoing if we don’t tend to it, we can befriend it on this very
human journey, if we know how to sort this out and give it another
role in our lives. It wants to stay busy!
There is a natural resistance to going into the Cave since we don’t
know what it contains, and our minds can get active about what we
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will see or experience. It says there are things that are better left
unknown and relegated to the past, rocks we shouldn’t turn over.
In the ancient Greek myth of Pandora’s Box, the box must never be
opened because it is full of evil and plagues that Pandora will release
upon the world. Hence the modern-day warning: “You never know
what you might find in Pandora’s Box, don’t open it!” However, her
name actually means all-gifted and all-giving. Originally, Pandora was a
hopeful voice, a mythological healer who championed women’s
curiosity and encouraged the seeking of wisdom. But this story was
rewritten by Hesiod, a Greek poet from eighth century B.C. who
favored a patriarchal society. In his reframing, Pandora became a very
beautiful but terribly evil woman who seduced and entrapped anyone
nearby.
This is how we come by our self-doubt naturally – through a long
history of indoctrination – in part by such stories of women as trou‐
blemakers for seeking knowledge. I have worked with many women
who have consciously chosen to stop minimizing who they are and
commit to owning their inner wisdom. It is truly your birthright.
One of my favorite things to do in life is to help someone develop
a rich inner life, full of meaningful metaphors and symbols. Once you
know how to access it and build it into a strong resilience muscle,
your Inner Guide will provide you with direct access to the soughtafter insight and guidance you need. Most people run into a road‐
block, not knowing if what they are hearing is accurate guidance, if it
can be trusted. Being able to discern the difference between mindtalk
and inner guidance is a key skill to hone, so that no matter what’s
going on, you have a powerful internal resource you can rely on.
I love to hear my clients describe the breakthroughs they are
having through deep inner listening and the many ways it is
impacting their lives – they feel so alive, creativity opens up, and they
find themselves finally writing that book, owning their voice, making
the changes they’ve talked about for a while. I’m thinking of Jenny,
who entered my online program stuck on aspects of her loss and with
every reason to wait a year before leaving an unhealthy relationship.
But when Jenny did her deeper work, then tapped into her Inner
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Guide and opened the creative flow, she had the confidence to act on
what she really wanted. No longer held back by fear, she moved to a
new city a few months later, where she found the most gorgeous
home with a stunning view of the water. Jenny’s courage to make bold
changes inspired others in the group to do the same.

WHAT C AN Y O U E XPE CT TO E XPE RI E NC E I N T H E C A V E ?
Because our lives are full of things to do, it’s easy to put off dealing
with the deeper issues. But going into the Cave doesn’t need to
occupy too much of your life. You can accomplish a lot in short bursts
of time. Choose something specific around your loss that has been
nagging at you and journal, craft or paint, have a deep-dive conversa‐
tion with a good friend about the issue, or choose a Try This exercise
at the end of these chapters. Sometimes the deepest work is done
spur-of-the-moment, choosing the right thing at just the right time.
Your Cave Experience Could Be a Brief but Very Tender Visit
I remember my dear friend Jan arriving from Montana within
days of Rand’s death. We had been support partners as trainers in the
More To Life Program for years at this point. Which meant we’d often
supported each other to “go to the mat,” to wrestle the truth free from
the lies our minds were trying to sell us. On this day, on the morning
of Rand’s outdoor memorial service, I didn’t want to do any of that
work. I was in so much shock and pain; it wasn’t a time for that.
Jan and I huddled on the floor, our backs against the wall of the
bedroom in Mary’s house, where our family had retreated since The
Event. She positioned a handheld mirror inches from my face and gently
helped me look into my swollen eyes, to find some bits of compassion for
this woman in the mirror. I had done many such mirror processes over
the years but this one was particularly hard because the voices of guilt
and confusion were running rampant. But I knew this one would
support me to show up at the service, it would help me respond to friends
and family who were stunned, uncertain, and sorrowful. The most diffi‐
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cult service I could ever imagine attending was coming much too soon
for this mama, so I surrendered to the mirror. I managed to tap into my
deeper spirit in those few moments, to go beyond the self-recrimination
and remember who I was, to forgive myself as a mother who didn’t know
her son was suicidal. I needed to acknowledge how not-in-control we
human beings really are. I was sitting on the floor of the Cave.
Some Cave Experiences Require a Very Close Look
Carol is the kind of person you’d want as a friend because she
truly cares, a beautiful soul. She and her husband Mike were family
physicians in the same office for many years and planned to retire
before long. Mike fell ill at home and as symptoms progressed, Carol
told him he needed go to the emergency room. But he adamantly
refused to go, saying he’d go the next day if he didn’t feel better. The
following morning, he said he felt better, but within hours Mike was
so much worse. Tragically, he entered the hospital only to live three
more days. Carol was devastated, to say the least, as a wife and as a
physician.
“At the time, I deferred to him because he was a doctor,” she told me
through her tears. “He could track his own symptoms and know what
they meant. But it had more to do with the dynamics in our marriage.
He was the power-person in our family.”
Moments later, her head in her hands, she added, “Why did I do
that? What was I thinking? Where was my brain?”
And without any prompting, her mindtalk flowed. Then we veri‐
fied it, piece by piece as True, False, or Don’t Know:
F - I wasn’t thinking straight
F - I know better
F – I made a horrific mistake
F – If I’d made a different decision, it could’ve been life-saving
F – I should’ve made him go to the ER
F – Anybody else that wasn’t a physician would’ve done the right thing.
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F – I did wrong
F – It’s my fault

One word in Carol’s mindtalk calls for extra attention:
“If I’d made a different decision, it could’ve been life-saving”
In actuality, the mind just doesn’t say “could have.” It really says,
“would have.” How do I know this? Because the mind believes its job
is to quell the anxiety of uncertainty at all costs, so it throws out bold,
blanket statements. In Your Brain at Work, author Dr. David Rock
speaks of current research in neuroscience: “Uncertainty feels, to the
brain, like a threat to your life.” The mind is a certainty-seeking
machine.
So whenever I hear buffer words in someone’s mindtalk, like
“could, might, maybe, probably, kind of …,” I know the client is not
able to hear unadulterated mindtalk. The reason we want to catch
“could” vs “would” is that any statement with “could” is hard to verify
with true, false, or don’t know. Because anything “could” happen in the
world of possibilities, right? It’s leaving the door open to believe that
if she had made the “right” decision, Mike would still be alive. Before
you know it, Carol’s mind could get away with blaming her for his
death.
Read these two statements. The top one with the buffer word
leaves the door open, the bottom statement is clearly false.
• If I’d made a different decision, it “could” have been life-saving
• If I’d made a different decision, it “would” have been life-saving
Can you feel the difference? This may sound nitpicky, but it’s criti‐
cal. You’ll want to watch out for this, because the absolutes of your
mindtalk, versus the buffer words you can substitute, are creating the
reactivity in your emotional life, all the emotions that are so difficult
to handle. It takes some practice to hear the mind in its most raw
form and know how to let it flow in a way that you can verify it. But
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having taught thousands of people how to do this, I know you can get
there, too.
Truth-Telling in the Cave Will Restore Your Life
I then supported Carol to review her false mindtalk and bravely
write her true statements. This step is where real freedom begins to
take root. For thirty-plus years, this practice has made all the differ‐
ence in my life. I’m sure in your grief journey you’ve uttered many
true statements about what happened. But if you haven’t written them
in your journal, take time in the Cave to do this important work.
Check every word as you write, making sure there are no buffer
words and that each word you choose is 100 percent true. I share
Carol’s truths here so you can witness the contrast with her mindtalk,
how clarifying and uplifting these essential words are. Most impor‐
tantly, when you write your own truths, the power is in how you feel
as you own them. I often encourage my clients to post their truths
where they can see them every day, or at least review them frequently.
Sometimes I will use energy psychology practices to help her ground
the statements in her body, or suggest doing a creative exercise to
express the truth in her journal.
• Mike was responsible for his decision not to go to the ER.
• I am not responsible for Mike’s decision.
• I could not make Mike go to the ER.
• Mike said he would go to the ER in the morning if he did not feel
better.
• In the morning he said he felt better.
• I was in denial that anything serious could happen to Mike.
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• Given the seriousness of the infection and where it was, Mike may
have died anyway.
• We tried to diagnose him ourselves instead of going for help.
• I deferred to Mike in many decisions in our marriage and in
medicine.
• Sometimes I felt detached from what was happening.
• I wish I had made different decisions.
• I made mistakes.
• All is forgiven.
• I miss him.
As Carol explained, “I was very much a human being, a wife,
during that time Mike was home and sick. I see a level of arrogance
between the two of us in what happened: We don’t go to the doctor, we
handle it … we know what to do.” Dear reader, can you hear Carol
reaching for hard truths? Looking at her “part of a part” in the situa‐
tion requires so much vulnerability, the courage and humility of a
spiritual warrior. As you do this yourself, be aware that your mind
will try to turn this kind of inquiry into more blame. Just keep
standing up for what is completely true.

L I FE HAS I TS O W N W AY W ITH O U R LOV E D ONE S
Carol shared with me the swiss cheese effect, a concept connected to
quality control, where numerous swiss cheese slices are stacked high,
eventually blocking every hole – except one. And that’s where the
mistake can fall through. What happened with Mike was like that, she
said, a series of events lining up so that there was only one way in
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which this very rare illness and this very odd series of lifeshocks were
headed. Carol really thought it might be shingles, never a life-threat‐
ening bacteria. Mike phoned six of his physician friends for insight
about his symptoms and he was told to go to the hospital in the
morning if he did not feel better. For whatever reason, no one
checked on him the next day.
Looking at my own circumstances, I related to this phenomenon.
Things lined up in a very particular way to change the course of my
family’s life forever. But nothing pointed to a suicide, it never even
crossed my mind. That day, I felt pretty tuned in to what was
happening at home … and yet, I didn’t see it coming. Carol and I
talked about the many smaller lifeshocks leading up to our losses.
Looking back, we see them as important inflection points, but at the
time we were simply unable to connect the dots that would lead to
what happened. In our humanity, we just can’t see all the pieces, even
when we look back. Many are outside our domain.
I have wondered why we can’t see the dots ahead of time – haven’t
you, dear reader? Tom and I have a theory that sometimes the dots
simply can’t be seen and no one – no human, no god, no angel – steps
in to change the course of things. This is what Tom and I call a
protected event. It’s going to happen in the way it happens.
This is completely contrary to the stories you’ve heard about, or
maybe even experienced yourself, when something beyond the rational
occurs and a life is spared. I think about Tom at sixteen – the same age
that Rand was when he died – and caught underwater in river rapids,
unable to swim to the surface. Just as he was running out of oxygen,
he felt the benevolent energy of two powerful beings, one each side,
lifting him up and carrying him to shore, saving his life. To this day, so
moved by the experience, he tears up telling this story.
In reflecting on the circumstances around Carol’s husband, Rand,
and perhaps your loved one, there were many inflection points when
it seemed someone, or even an angel, could have stepped in to change
the course of events, but no such force intervened. The trouble begins
when we insert ourselves into the picture as the one who should’ve
done something more or different – and believe if we had, our loved
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one would still be here. We credit ourselves with more power than we
actually have. This sense of false power, this expectation that we should
have been more than we could be at the time, sets us up to be knocked
down. And the mind is really good at making sure that happens. Once
we begin to see this dynamic up close and in action, a deeper dive will
reveal just how far down the mind’s accusations are taking us.

HOW A L I FE S H O C K RE V E A L S N E GA T I V E C OR E BE LI E F S
I N THE CAV E
Our loss was in May, so we had the summer of shock before school
started back in August. I had been a parent in this private school for
almost eight years at this point, but didn’t want to show up for the allschool assembly. I did though because it was Kaz’s first day of third
grade. Later, deep in the Cave, I wrote this in my journal, going after
the lies:
Lifeshock: Sitting at the assembly, looking over my shoulder, seeing parents
with happy children coming down the aisle
Feelings: fear, lump in my throat, heaviness, raw
My mindtalk and verification went like this:
F - Everybody is happy
F - That should be me
F - I don’t belong
T – I’m so sad
F - I wish I weren’t here
F - I should stay home
F - They don’t want to see me
F - I’m just a reminder that bad things happen
F - Our family ruined everything
F - I have an S on my forehead, marked forever.
F - Everybody’s saying she did something bad to her kids
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F - That’s why Rand ended his life
F - It was my fault
F - I am a bad mother
Only one piece of truth, I’m so sad. Feelings are always true. The
negative core belief of I’m a bad mother came after me with a
vengeance in those early days after my loss. I could literally sense a
covering over my head, face and shoulders, like a cloak of shame my
mind was trying to force me to wear. It was as if I needed to pay for
whatever I had done to “cause” my son’s death.
I could let this lifeshock at the assembly and the core belief I
discovered take me down and keep me there, or I could use it to bring
me to the recognition of who I really am as a human being and
mother. This is brave work to do in the Cave, to allow the lifeshock to
reveal what the mind is doing so that you can tell the truth about who
you are, essentially, at your core.
Rather than pushing your lifeshocks away or trying to hide from
them, what if you turn towards them? What if they hold a pearl of
wisdom for you? This change of perception is where you get your power
back.

TAK I N G R ESP O N S IB IL ITY FO R TH E ONE THING Y OU C AN
CONTR OL
Let’s begin with this fundamental truth: The lifeshock does not cause
the reaction. But in our everyday experience of receiving lifeshocks
from the people in our lives, we often attribute how we are doing to
what somebody else said or did. We say things like, “My kids are
driving me crazy!” “He ruined the party.” “She made me so mad.”
But this is a common misconception. No one can drive you crazy
… what does that even mean? People will say or do things you don’t
like, but how you choose to respond is actually one of the very few
things you can control. And how did he ruin the party? Perhaps he
drank too much and insulted your sister. You summed it up as,
“ruining the party” and then reacted with disgust and anger, but a
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friend who also witnessed the interaction wasn’t fazed by him at all.
While we can’t control the lifeshock itself, we are in charge of our
response to it.
Here’s an illustration of this concept, called Lifeshock – Mindtalk
– Reaction or LMR. Have a look at how this mom and her son can
experience the same lifeshock about “no school today” but interpret it
in two very different ways, demonstrating that it’s not the lifeshock
causing the reaction or response, it’s the mind jumping in with an
interpretation. And of course, we feel and behave through that inter‐
pretation.
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The Principle of False Cause Model: ©K. Bradford Brown, Ph.D., 1984. Adapted by
Elaine Alpert, M.Ed. All rights reserved.

S TOPPI NG TH E S L IPPE RY S L O PE O F N E G AT I V E BE LI E F S
When we get lifeshocks and the mind begins to interpret what it
means about you, others, and life, it will reveal your negative core
beliefs. In thirty years of working with the mind, I have yet to meet
anyone who doesn’t have core beliefs running beneath the surface. If
you can identify your own, you can tease them out the door. I made a
list of the most common ones, including a few spinoffs:
• I’m not good enough (never enough, a disappointment, differ‐
ent, incapable, inadequate)
• I’m worthless (unwanted, unlovable, irresponsible, shameful,
insignificant, a burden, nothing, don’t matter)
• I’m stupid (foolish, dumb, naïve, wrong, not smart enough)
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• I’m a bad … person, mom, dad, kid, friend, boss, leader …
• I’m weak (fragile, powerless, a victim)
• I’m ugly (unattractive, disgusting, too this or that)
So, how do you stop the descent into feeling awful about yourself?
Be prepared! Having targeted tools in your back pocket when the rumi‐
nation begins can make all the difference in how you feel each day.
You are welcome to play with this tool I created. It’s helped so
many take charge of the slippery slope of nagging thoughts. Not long
after my loss, I began to see my predicament as a kind of mind
mudslide. I envisioned myself standing on top of a tall and muddy hill.
Each direction I turned, I could see my well-worn downward slides,
ruts cut into wet earth, from the top all the way to the bottom, where
a disempowering core belief sat waiting for me in the muck. As soon
as I got a lifeshock and my mind would attempt to take me down that
slippery slope again, I would envision a large red stop sign in front of
my face, preventing me from taking the first step. I began to play a
game with myself, saying:
Oh yes, I know that one really well … it’s #9: “I’m a bad mother.”
I see you, #6, you’re the one that tries to get me to believe: “I’m worthless.”
Ah, my old buddy: “I’m not good enough.”
My core beliefs weren’t really numbered, it was just my way to add
humor and stop the lie. Because, after all, I knew where it was going, I
didn’t need to keep doing that to myself! I decided to find every way I
could to stop biting the hook, as beloved Buddhist nun Pema Chodron
teaches us. This became an important practice, to both lighten things
up and to refuse taking the bait at the top of that hill – one way to
forge new neuropathways every single day. I was taking charge of my
mind and my brain, choosing to respond rather than react.
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GETTI NG CR E A TIV E IN TH E C A V E C R AC K S Y OUR
HEAR T OPEN
Much of what we have discussed in this chapter so far is related to
cognitive work, how we think about what happened in our lives.
While this is critical work to do, many other highly effective ways of
healing come into play in this Bold Journey Back to Joy. I remember
well Lori’s breakthrough during one of my women’s retreats, as we
were creating a very special type of collage with magazine images.
She first placed an image of a mountain and then added a young
man with a backpack hiking up the path. I suspected she was
reflecting on her loss. A couple of years earlier, Lori’s son had
phoned her just before he ended his life on top of a mountain; he’d
made no mention of his plan. The image of a cracked egg in her
collage represented her own shell cracking open – she was choosing
to let her loss break her heart open with pure love. Gone were the
“why” questions and the self-blame she’d carried since the phone
call, not realizing he was in trouble. As she sat quietly with her
collage, she began to weep, letting herself feel true grief. I placed my
healing shawl (described in Chapter 2) around Lori’s shoulders
while she continued to feel her heart breaking open in gratitude for
having her son in her life all those precious years. She pointed to
him in the collage, saying through her tears, “He’s carrying me in
that backpack; I was with him on that mountain.” My heart broke
open too.
When you are wrestling with fear, guilt, regret, blame, and selfdoubt in the Cave, you may paint, play music, write or move outdoors
to a place of contemplation. You might need a ceremony to mark the
letting go of what you no longer believe. Or join a guided meditation
to get clarity. This conscious healing journey awakens all the senses,
to bring dimension and great meaning into your unique Bold Journey
Back to Joy.
To be on this journey in earnest means that you are a Warrior of
the Spirit, willing to stand up for yourself and reclaim your life. As
you encounter “the ordeal” that Campbell alludes to, we know that
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this means to keep reaching for your sword to cleave the truth from
the mind’s lies. In our Bold Journey Back to Joy, we can expect:
• Tests, to see if we really want the healing we say we want;
• Threats to our mind’s illusions about who we are and how life
really is;
• Temptations to forego our larger purpose and go back in
the Box!
It is critical to catch the seductive mindtalk that wants to pull you
off track and convince you that doing this work is not going
anywhere! Trust your process and the rewards will make themselves
abundantly clear – the ripple effect of your powerful commitment
will show up everywhere in your life.
Just as I was completing this chapter, Carol shared her poem with
me, written while at the beach – such a reflection of her work in the
Cave about Mike’s death. She is living within her loss, indeed.
Broken Open
The conch shell is far beyond broken.
It is but the center of itself.
Only the core is left.
There is a glistening curve revealed,
This inner curve feels smooth in the hand.
But that curve was revealed by abrasion
Due to the trauma of the ocean and its waves.
The strong center is seen when you turn it over.
It shows orange and striations; beautiful but not whole.
I find a perfect olive shell.
Everything is intact,
All its curves and secrets hidden inside.

E L A I N E A L P E R T , M . E D.

93

The color is a glistening grey-green,
Fresh from the ocean undamaged.
The outer curve leads to a linear opening,
But it no longer houses the life inside.
The shell is saved from the ocean trauma,
But its inner soul is hidden forever.
I prefer the broken conch shell.
It has history of years of existence,
Broken open to show the beauty inside.
It speaks to me of life and fortitude,
The curves of the inner core glisten in the sun.
I could have rejected it, giving it back to the sea,
But it is life’s lesson for today.
Inner strength and beauty,
There for anyone who can see it.

TR Y THI S!
Now that you have heard from other women about their Cave experi‐
ences, take some time to write about your own:
• Where does your mind keep running on and on about your
loss?
• Write down the larger events around these issues – where did
they occur and with whom?
• Inside a larger event, look for the “easier to handle”
lifeshocks, specific moments that came to you through your
five senses.
• Then choose one easier lifeshock to take into The Clarity
Process below.
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I have been sharing this process with you in pieces throughout the
book. Experiment with it, and see if you can take yourself through the
steps, perhaps returning to earlier chapters for review.
In Step 4, when you tell the truth about the lifeshock, say out loud
what the lifeshock was (the reality) and in general, where your mind
took it (the interpretation).
In Step 5, make sure you write down your actions steps and get
support to follow through, because this is where real change is made
manifest.
The Clarity Process
1. Re-experience your lifeshock and breathe into your feelings.
2. Listen to your Mindtalk.
3. Verify: True – False – Don't Know.
4. Tell the truth about the lifeshock.
5. Choose what now to do and how to be.
6. Visualize yourself doing and being it.
(The Clarity Process: © K. Bradford Brown PhD, 1984. All rights
reserved.)

9

MINING THE GEMS (ELEMENT #6)

“One of the oldest and most generous tricks that the universe plays on
human beings is to bury strange jewels within us all, and then stand
back to see if we can ever find them.”
— ELIZABETH GILBERT

T

he story I’m going to share with you is not an easy one to
tell or hear, but it feels important to share. I hope you will
see how it relates to the deeper dive around your own loss
and healing path. This is my Cave work – it was both an academic
journey and a creative one – which took place across seven years.
For the six months before my loss, I was in graduate school for a
multidisciplinary degree in Art and Social Change, one that would
bring my two key interests together: art and healing.
Because I understood the mind and how it affects us individually, I
wanted to study the effect on entire cultures over generations. It was
2003 and I was learning for the first time about modern-day atrocities
in Congo, the heart of Africa; hardly anyone I talked to knew
anything about it. My research into Congo’s history revealed that in
the 1800s, King Leopold II of Belgium sent his army to Congo with
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orders to cut off the hands of men, women, and children who didn’t
gather rubber fast enough. Although he became very wealthy over the
thirty years of trauma he inflicted on Africans, Leopold never set foot
on the continent. And while Congo received streams of visitors who
were well aware of what was happening, no one spoke up. Not until
one man, Edmund Morel, broke the silence to lead the twentiethcentury’s first great human rights movement. He put his life on the
line to stop the violence.
You can follow along with the roadmap of photos, as I take you
through my seven-year journey.
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I was haunted by my research of Congo. Images of hands showed
up everywhere in my life, including the pair of intertwined black and

98

E L A I N E A L P E R T , M . E D.

white hands atop the entrance pillar to The King Center (1) – The
Center for Nonviolent Social Change – in honor of Martin Luther
King, Jr., near where I reside in Atlanta, Georgia. Following the signs,
lifeshock by lifeshock, I decided to create a sculpture of two hands,
with hopes of starting a larger conversation about what had happened
years ago in Congo. The traumatic imprint of Leopold’s dominance
continues to this day.
In clay, I sculpted a pair of hands, three feet tall (2). Rand
graciously let me use his hands as a model and he researched photos
of hands for me. After a couple of weeks of building and carving,
thinking about my research and feeling into these hands, I decided to
let go of one hand, it just didn’t work well. But I had backed myself
into a creative corner … what was I going to do with just one hand?
My Tom is a brilliant muse; I love talking through this kind of
metaphorical conundrum with him.
“So, what are you trying to say in this piece?” He nudged.
“Well, I want to talk about how we’re afraid to express our real
pain, to be vulnerable. That speaking up starts with us, and the more
we use our voices, the more we also blow the whistle, to end abuse
and violence in the world,” I explained.
With that, he raised his cupped hand and placed it over his mouth
(3). His idea was immediately clear! I would need to create a large face
and place my one clay hand over the mouth, depicting someone
unable to speak. The next day I began working on drawings, then a
couple of trial faces (4). I began to adhere transparent photos of
lifeshock moments to the inside of a six-inch glass globe, as an eye
reflecting a world in pain (5). The time came to fly to Boston and
present the research and sculpture photos (6) to my graduate advisory
team, with plans of completing the sculpture the following semester.
I returned to Atlanta ready for the next steps. But two weeks later,
Rand suddenly left us. He hadn’t told us about the depth of his pain
and we were unable to see it.
Horrified to discover that I had been creating a sculpture about my
own son without realizing it, I lost faith in my ability to see or know
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anything about healing. Had I somehow carried Rand into the darkness
with my studies and he was unable to get out? Close friends challenged
my mind’s accusations, reminding me that I was actually working to
bring light into the darkness, an antidote to the violence. But I never
wanted to see that sculpture again. I couldn’t throw it away either, so I
laid the heavy clay hand and the crafted plaster face in a sturdy
container in my basement, a kind of coffin, where it remained for years.
I immediately dropped out of grad school. None of what I’d been
doing mattered anymore; the political had become very personal. But
five years after my loss, about to lose my previous investment in grad‐
uate school, I scrounged up the courage to return, this time to study
neuroscience, neurofeedback, depression, PTSD, and how to recover
from major loss lifeshocks. It was a heart-wrenching journey in many
ways, as I was on a search to understand what had happened to Rand
and our family, but also to learn everything I could about the pain we
carry as human beings. I developed a method of healing after trauma
that I thought I would one day bring to the world. As more losses
occurred, I again dropped out of school, the most crushing being the
death of my brother’s beautiful and gifted forty-year-old wife Melanie
to cancer, leaving him with two broken-hearted children, at five and
nine years old.
As a result of the stops and starts, it took four years to complete
the degree. And as part of my final thesis project, seven years after my
loss, I was ready to pull the original sculpture out of the basement …
the Cave! I sculpted a new clay face (7), completed the eye of chal‐
lenging lifeshocks and inside the eye’s iris, I placed a pair of hands
offering the rose of compassion to the viewer (8). It is actually a photo of
Tom’s hands (9), because he truly represents those who open their
hearts to the world as it is. This time, I removed the hand from the
mouth that would prevent the voice from ever being heard, and the
face can speak of pain and PTS, post-traumatic stress (10). The final
sculpture is the new face of resilience and vulnerability (11), open to
“life as it is.” It calls us all to resilience – in the face of whatever
happens to us – to speak up with the strength of our vulnerability, to
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say what we see as pain in ourselves and all over the planet, in hopes
of creating a more whole and just world.
This sculpture speaks of being broken open – what true grief really
is. Grief is not the added-on suffering of fear, guilt, regret, blame, and
self-doubt. It is the place of vulnerability when we allow love to wash
over and through us. From this open place, deep joy is available to us.
As I was completing my thesis in 2012, Tom called out to me to
join him in watching a woman in Congo, being interviewed on PBS.
In my photo, you see Anonciata speaking up about having protected
her fourteen-year-old daughter from being raped (12). She had yelled
to her daughter to run and took the abuse from the militia, who sliced
her mouth with a machete as punishment. By giving the interview,
this brave woman said she had to speak up about what was happening
in Congo, even though her attackers still stalked her village. I dedi‐
cated my thesis in part to Anonciata, in honor of all women every‐
where willing to speak their truth.
Ironically, as I write this book, the global coronavirus pandemic is
still under way; we are all familiar with wearing face masks. But this
photo of Anonciata was taken in 2012, when she was wearing a mask
to spare the audience her mutilation.
To open that Pandora’s Box stored in the basement and face my
mindtalk about the series of events leading up to the hand-over-themouth sculpture was agonizing, and to revisit the shape of Rand’s
hand was heartbreaking. Had I not had the push from my graduate
advisor Olivia Cheever, a wise mentor who showed up in my Bold
Journey Back to Joy, I would not have written my personal story nor
recreated the sculpture. Olivia had been on her own journey to find
her voice while getting her Ph.D. My mentor was encouraging me to
cross the threshold as Joseph Campbell described in the Hero’s Journey,
once again finding my purpose for exploring the Cave.
What became apparent as I contemplated creating a new face for
the sculpture, was how much my hand was over my own mouth. I was
afraid of fully owning my voice about the suicide of my son and what
it might require of me if I stepped into more of my power: Why me?
What if more of me would be required than I wanted to give? The
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lifeshocks from Olivia, my graduate team, my husband, and my
friends showed me that I needed to offer a deeper level of forgiveness
and compassion to myself, and to Rand. I needed to trust the process
before I knew the answers. When this became crystal-clear, creating
the new clay face for this sculpture took a single day.
Going through this process of being in and out of the Cave after
my loss naturally led to mining the gems of that experience, to discover
what I learned and to acknowledge myself for all that I was willing to
unravel. This is a part of our soul’s journey that we often neglect as we
jump from one experience to the next in our very full lives. Stopping
to formally recognize what has been gleaned from the Cave shapes
and strengthens our healing journey.
My series of intense losses had delivered me to deep personal
work to heal an important part of my past. When I was younger, I was
incredibly shy and fearful around people, unable to express my opin‐
ion. It was not until high school that I actually began chatting, saying
what I thought. As I became more vocal and willing to take risks, I ran
into lots of lifeshocks exposing my naivete about how to use my voice,
how to express myself as a young woman in the world. Without
knowing how to deal with my mind, or even that I was inundated
with mindtalk, I constructed new walls of protection. All the while I
was following what my mind said: If you express yourself fully as a
woman, you’ll get hurt, so you’d better tamp it down.
Those fears and walls emerged again after my loss. It was an
excruciating process, to witness and feel how much shame I carried
about Rand’s suicide, and how strong my guilt was for every little
thing in his life that must’ve been the reason for his actions. But I
learned by following my lifeshocks that I could untangle the truth
from the lies and exercise my capacity to create boundaries instead of
walls. I could be free to break open my heart and let myself feel all the
love for my son, for our family, and for myself, and allow the amazing
journey we are on together to be exactly as it is.
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TR Y THI S!
Here are powerful "uncut flower" and homeopathic formulas with
zero side effects that I have personally used and continue to recom‐
mend for my clients. You can read about them on the nonprofit
website — www.mindpeacemiracles.org/store — and see which ones
feel right for you. All proceeds go to provide program scholarships
for women in need. Among my favorites:
Heartmend, for a heavy heart in grief… this really works!
End2Panic, to ease hypervigilance and create mind/body coherence
InstaCalm, to deactivate repetitive mindtalk before bed

10

FREEING THE HEART (ELEMENT #7)

“And through the opening or clearing in your own awareness
may come flashing higher truths, subtler revelations, profound
connections. For a moment you might even touch eternity.”
— KEN WILBER

T

he willingness to be broken open by grief is an anomaly in
our culture. Mostly we want to get over our grief, move past
it. So, how do we let ourselves go into the belly of our
suffering, especially when we live in a happiness-seeking culture? We
are pressured and even shamed into being “positive,” to feel better
than we actually do. When enmeshed with the world of consumerism,
we end up with a bounty of ways to anesthetize and gloss over our
sadness, loneliness, and grief. But isn’t it refreshing to step outside the
cultural norm with someone you care about, someone who tells you
how they are really doing, not a pasted-on story of how “fine”
they are?
Six months after our loss, Tom and I longed for a trusted commu‐
nity where we could be real and vulnerable. We flew to the West coast
for a beautiful retreat called “The Pearl,” with the More To Life

104

E L A I N E A L P E R T , M . E D.

Program that Brad was co-leading. I was already a senior trainer in
this program, so it was particularly meaningful to be a student this
time and to be with Tom on the journey.
Early in the week, I remember standing to share, giving myself
permission to not have it all together.
“I just want some little corner of control in my life … just one!
Where is that, anyway?” I asked Brad in exasperation.
He patiently lowered his glasses, giving it a few moments of
thought.
“Right there,” he said in a whisper, gently pointing in my direction.
Boom! My heart flew open as the lifeshock landed in my body, and
the tears came. I wanted Brad to give me a magical answer that
absolved me of any responsibility in this chaotic world. He reminded
me in my distress that the “little corner of control” I wanted to find
out there in life is not an option. The only place is in here – inside of
me, in how I choose to be with the most difficult of lifeshocks.
By the end of the week, after days of writing and processing my
way through, I had surrendered to the pain, the grief, and what I came
to call “the sacred don’t know” of life. By listening within and
responding to a higher source, a kind of call and response, this is what I
wrote in my journal:

“My Pearl, but certainly not by claims of ownership … our Pearl …
was sixteen plus years in the making. He was gifted to us … a seed in
my womb … a home in which he was nourished, held, loved – yet
often a mystery to us. And when he was complete, the last layers in
place and ready to go, he set himself free to be awash in the sea from
which he’d come.”
Then, in reply I heard:
“He is your Pearl now, for in his death, Rand becomes a seed of your own
becoming. In his earthly life, he continued to call you out when you didn’t
know you were hiding, required your loving when you couldn’t see your love‐
lessness, and let you know he had his own highly individualistic path to
follow. This has been a most challenging journey all along.
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“Now with you and Tom, your two oyster shells side by side, cracked open
in the sun, yet joined by years of choosing each other to love and support …
You have been offered a most fine gift. Many would toss it back, not able to
see beyond its manner of delivery. Others would not know how to unwrap it
and therefore leave it to gather dust, never discovering its contents ....
“But you, the two of you, have been entrusted with something far more
mystical and beautiful than you have ever imagined. Can you see it, my dear,
forming itself through every encounter with the Divine, spilling a drop of
sweet white juice into your hearts? Listen and I will let you in on Life’s
blessing....”
I found myself responding:
“Thank you for your words of wisdom. I have been afraid of
discovering gifts too soon, like a child sneaking to open presents
under the tree before Christmas morning. Or much worse – afraid
that it makes me a vulture, tearing at flesh still warm. I hear my
mind’s accusations in this moment and I am astounded at the power
they want to have over me.
“However, they will not take my power away. I have cried, raged,
and battled my mind countless hours – and there is more to come.
“I stand in the face of that which would deny me my life and I say
with confidence: I will honor my Pearl. I love you, Rand, for the
sixteen years you came to be with your dad and me – and I will love
you forever.
“It is the Pearl of Gratitude within my grief.”

To tap into these truths so early in my journey was a true gift. From
that point forward I knew what it felt like to be broken open by my
loss. I knew that all the fears, guilt, regret, blame, and self-doubt were
completely outside the realm of genuine grief. I was in touch with this
mystery we call life, alongside my sadness and love of our boy. I
wanted to take this wide-open heart into my life and I was okay not
knowing how to do that. It didn’t matter. If I could tap into it once, I
had a touchstone to return to, whenever my mind convinced me this
was all one big, impossible charade.
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Since then, I’ve returned many times to this place of surrender and
supported other women to experience it for themselves. I’ve discov‐
ered that if we refuse to bottle up our emotions, the full dimension‐
ality of our heart is on offer, radiating its high frequency of energy
from the center of our chest.

THE MAGI C O F M E TA PH O R IN A H E A L I NG C E R E M ONY
When our son Kaz was seventeen, his struggle to make sense of his
life and the loss of his brother eight years prior was understandable.
He attended a leadership program based on the Native American
medicine wheel and had a powerful experience of his own design. Kaz
gave his permission to share some of what he told us at the time.
With great effort, each participant learned to build a fire for meals
using just a bow, spindle, and rock; each day they hiked for miles as a
group. Weeks after this journey began, Kaz discovered an empty glass
bottle on a hike and with a guideline to leave no trace, he held onto it.
Later that evening, he gathered his fellow hikers and explained how
he had bottled up his feelings about his brother’s suicide for too long.
Kaz pulled out the many strips of paper on which he’d written nega‐
tive beliefs about his brother and what had happened, reading his
words aloud to the group and stuffing them in the bottle. He was
letting it all go, he declared, and with tears streaming, Kaz crushed the
bottle and beliefs into the sand. Looking around he saw that his bold
act had touched other boys. One teen approached him saying that
with his two suicide attempts, he’d never considered the full impact
on the people in his life. Afterward, Kaz said he finally felt free of the
emotional pain he’d carried since his ninth birthday, when Rand made
his final decision.
Weeks later, we planned to spend time as a family near his hiking
trail. To our surprise, Kaz guided us to the very spot where he’d held
his ceremony, high on the ledge of a huge ravine. He asked us to bring
some of Rand’s ashes with us and now told us this is where he wanted
to spread them. I settled the leather-wrapped box of remains by Kaz’s
side and watched as he and his dad built a fire together. He saged us

B E YO N D T H E W H Y O F L OS S

107

both and I saged Kaz, before we stood together in silence with Rand’s
ashes. One at a time, we reached in the box for small handfuls, tossing
his remains to the wind, releasing Rand to this wild and beautiful
place.
We never really possess the things we think we do. We are never in
charge of all we think we are. And “beyond the why” of all we want to
know are the rich and meaningful experiences that bring us into the
mystery of it all.

MAK I N G FOR GIV E N E S S A D AIL Y M A NT R A
The necessity of forgiveness, the power of reverence – I don’t think
it’s possible to truly free the heart without partaking of this healing
elixir. Once the lies about ourselves and others are known and disem‐
powered, the heart is more open; we feel more ready for forgiveness.
This is true warrior-work in your Bold Journey Back to Joy. While I
have an entire body of work around forgiveness, right now I want you
to have this very powerful Hawaiian practice, the Ho’oponopono
Prayer. The word “Ho’oponopono” (pronounced ‘Ho-oh-po-no-pono’) means “to cause things to move back in balance” or to “make
things right.” You can use this simple prayer to heal relationships and
restore love for yourself. This one act will break your heart open and
bring you in touch with what matters most.
During the writing of this book, I visited my chiropractor who
incorporates muscle testing in her sessions, the same technique I
described in Chapter 7. She discovered that I had three heart blocks,
which I had never experienced in twenty-five years of these appoint‐
ments. Further testing revealed that I had unconsciously constructed
these blocks to prevent me from fully feeling my grief while writing!
For days prior to this appointment, feeling my resistance, I’d been
thinking: It’s hard enough to write about my loss, do I really need to
feel all of it … again? But I already knew the answer.
The next day, while searching online for the Ho’oponopono Prayer
set to music, I played several versions, and before I knew it, I closed
my eyes and began repeating the prayer to several people in my life.
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And then I came to Rand, and my heart burst open. In my tears, I said
again and again, “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, please forgive me, Rand, for
all I did as your mother that didn’t work … everything I missed about
your pain … Please forgive me … thank you for coming to be my
child, thank you for being my greatest teacher … I love you with all
my heart …”
Throughout this experience, there was no separation between my
spirit and Rand’s. We were completely held in pure divine love – the
unconditional love my Angelic Being said I would come to know in this
lifetime. I’d never felt this kind of love before – a true gift inside my
grief, beyond all questions about why this loss had occurred in my life.
Whether your heart feels reticent these days or wide open, enjoy
this revealing Hasidic tale, as relayed by Parker J. Palmer:
A disciple asks the rebbe [rabbi], “Why does Torah tell us to ‘place
these words upon your hearts’? Why does it not tell us to place these
holy words in our hearts?”
The rebbe answers, “It is because as we are, our hearts are closed,
and we cannot place the holy words in our hearts. So, we place them
on top of our hearts. And there they stay until, one day, the heart
breaks and the words fall in."

TR Y THI S!
The Ho’oponopono Prayer: I bring this ancient cleansing prayer to
you with reverence. I hope you take time in the quiet of your life to let
yourself listen, feel, and release. Begin with one person in mind and
repeat this mantra until your heart feels softer and more open. Other
people will pop into your mind, just keep going … use this prayer for
yourself too. Here is the Ho’oponopono Prayer set to music:
I am sorry.
Please forgive me.
Thank you.
I love you.
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EMBRACING THE MYSTERY
(ELEMENT #8)

“Only when we are brave enough to explore the darkness will we
discover the infinite power of our light.”
— BRENÉ BROWN

A

few years ago, I had the privilege of hearing author Kay
Warren speak about grappling with complicated, heart‐
breaking loss. Her twenty-seven-year-old son Matthew
ended his life after two decades of struggling with depression.
“My son shouldn't have taken his life,” she screamed the night it
happened, “This is not how it was supposed to end!”
She and her husband, Pastor Rick Warren of Saddleback Church,
had taken Matthew to a multitude of doctors over his lifetime, but
nothing resolved his depression. Kay showed the audience her Hope
Box, which had held inspirational messages from friends and family
across the years of seeking help for her son. As a family, they never
gave up hope that Matthew would find the help he needed. So, when
Matthew succumbed to his mental illness, Kay despaired over why
she ever bothered to fill this box of hope, since God had failed
Matthew and their family.
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“I couldn't look at that box anymore. It mocked me. I took all the
verses out and threw them away. The box just sat empty. And I knew I
could become a bitter atheist,” Kay continued.
A friend heard her talking about this and bought her a little red
ceramic pot, telling Kay this was the Mystery Pot. She’d been so
focused on keeping hope alive, Kay didn’t realize she’d made no room
for the mystery in life. She wrote out all her questions about why this
loss happened, especially when her faith had been so strong, and
placed them in the pot.
“You can’t have hope without staring straight in the face of mystery,
they go hand in hand,” Kay told the audience. “Your faith won't
survive without hope, and hope won't survive without the realization
that there are mysteries that will not be answered. But by bringing
them together you can have a vibrant faith.”
Life is full of such paradoxes, and they are never more apparent
than in difficult times. I remember telling Brad, several months after
my loss, that I was somehow ever more grateful for my life, even with
the pain of Rand’s death.
“My dear,” he offered, “you’ve been given a shortcut … you are
living in grace. Most have to wait until much later in life, if ever, to
really know … it’s all a gift.”
While I wasn’t able to call the loss itself a gift, I could see that
because of my series of losses, I was learning how to hold the light and
the dark of life with more spaciousness. Life was after me to get how
it really is, not how I thought it should be.
There is a very human part of us that believes we know how life
should be. And this one frame on life causes all of us a tremendous
amount of extra suffering … until we accept our human limits … until
we really get that we are not all-knowing. On one level, this is so
obvious. But living day by day with this reality is not so easy. The
experience of being human means life will deliver what it will and as
we heal our soul through the events of our lives, we surrender to how
little control we have.
Tom and I began to call this experience with loss lifeshocks The
Humilification Process – we are brought to our knees, surrendering
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to something greater than ourselves at play, learning to accept how
life really is and to find our deepest knowing of ourselves in the mix.
In the process of “humilification,” we are invited to let go of any
omnipotence and accept our humanity. But life doesn’t leave us on the
doorstep, there is something on offer for us through our lifeshocks:
“There is no event in your life by which Life Itself is not coming to
awaken you to your highest and most noble self. No exceptions.”
— K. BRADFORD BROWN, PH.D.

This one statement from my mentor, Brad – a father who found
his own son lifeless after an overdose – changes everything about
living with grief. It’s not saying loss is “good” or condoning what
happened as “right.” It’s saying that you and I received an invitation.
Which begs the question: What are we really doing on the planet,
anyway?
And, most importantly, how do I make any sense of my loss?
When you’ve received big loss lifeshocks and the ground is shak‐
ing, you are called to dive deeper into the Bigger Story.
But let’s back up for a moment, to the beginning. Throughout this
book, we’ve been discussing mindtalk and the skills to address it. But
where did mindtalk come from and why is it so persistent?

HOW MI N DTAL K CO M E S IN TO B E IN G
Mindtalk develops very early on. As children, when our brains are not
fully developed, we are in a very dreamy state, ready to play and make
things up as we go. This is a theta brainwave state, viewable in a QEEG
brain map as an overall theta pattern, the same state when under
hypnosis as adults. Children live in this state as highly impressionable
little beings, absorbing what happens at a very deep level.
Think of it as being in a light hypnotic trance over a number of
years. Without any higher brain capacity to discern the difference,
whatever is happening for a child appears to be “all about me.” Like a
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sponge soaking up everything on a subconscious level but leaving no
trace, you seem to be handling it all pretty well. All the while you are
learning how to behave in order to survive, doing whatever you have to
do to keep from losing the only thing you want, love and security.
This becomes your face to the world, what you want others to see.
Everything you deem unacceptable is repressed, so no one can catch a
glimpse of who you fear yourself to be. Or so we think! We are often
the last to know that others see more than we realize.
Your childhood sponge keeps absorbing and expanding, until years
later it blooms into what I call the Shame Shadow – full of emotions,
thoughts, and impulses that you find painful or embarrassing. It
follows you around with repressed fears, guilt, regret, blame, shame,
and self-doubt – speaking to you through the mind’s nonstop
commentary.

I remember being in fifth grade when the teacher called me up
front to show my handwriting to the rest of the class.
“Look how large Elaine’s writing is,’” she spouted, as I timidly held
my paper for all to see. “This shows you how immature she is. Don’t
do what she did!”
A relatively small lifeshock moment in the scheme of things, but
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consequential to building my Shame Shadow. I took note of never
standing out again. Years later, as I worked through this lifeshock and
verified the mindtalk, I could see how my self-doubt spiraled in Ms.
Hester’s class, and decided to reclaim my power. By the time I became
a professional trainer and was no longer speechless in front of a
group, I was working on other aspects of fully owning my voice. The
lifeshocks will keep showing up at every stage of your life, calling you
out to be your highest and most noble self.
Consider this simplified progression from birth, the soul’s lifelong
path to awaken to this shadow and embrace it as a teacher:
We come to Earth.
We endure shame from abusers, bullies, and even loving,
well-meaning adults.
As time passes, we face losses of all kinds.
Grappling with grief reveals every “why” imaginable.
Our illusions about life are shattered, our trust and faith are
shaken.
What was repressed is now exposed, rising as the cloak of
our Shame Shadow.
We dive deep to face our fears, guilt, regret, blame, shame,
and self-doubt.
Mining the gems, our voice becomes clear and free to
express.
We bring our gifts and wisdom into the world.
In this, there is deep joy.

THE L I GHT I N S ID E TH E D ARK N IG H T OF T H E S OUL
When you are face-to-face with the darkness of loss, it may seem as if
the light will never return. I’m sure you are familiar with The Dark
Night of the Soul. You may be experiencing your own version of it now.
The phrase was coined by John of the Cross, the sixteenth-century
Spanish Carmelite mystic, who apprenticed with Saint Teresa of Avila
before becoming the spiritual director of her former convent. But his
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superiors didn’t like the changes John was making, and when he
refused to follow orders to desist, John was abducted in the middle of
the night and imprisoned in a dark, cramped cell with just bread and
water for nine months. He was permitted outside only for a circular
flogging by other monks. Alone in the dark, unable to bathe or change
clothes, he wrote and memorized poetry in his mind until a kind
guard slipped him a scroll to record his thoughts.
John finally escaped his prison cell for the south of Spain, where
he continued writing about his experience. People expected his story
to be about how awful it was in prison and how he clung to God to
get through it, but he actually didn’t mention religion at all. In
Learning to Walk in the Dark, author Barbara Brown Taylor says that,
according to John, “one of the central functions of the dark night is to
convince those who grasp after things that God cannot be grasped.”
Instead, he wrote passionately about his relationship with God, saying
that our ideas and images of this divine energy get in the way of expe‐
riencing the real thing.
The main teaching about The Dark Night of the Soul, as it relates to
those of us wrestling with confounding loss, is this: When we find
ourselves in a dark night, all of our needing to know why things happened
the way they did keeps us grasping, completely trapped in the Box, and
we miss out on the unbridled liberation that John of the Cross discov‐
ered during those long, dark months of torture. It is only by letting go
of our demands that life be different than it is, that we can recognize
and fully receive what life is actually offering us.
Contrary to popular perception of the Dark Night of the Soul, it
isn’t to be avoided, but rather, to be valued, for what it teaches and
how it transforms us. As far back as 750 B.C. in China, the I Ching
tells us: “It is only when we have the courage to face things exactly as
they are, without any self-deception or illusion, that a light will
develop out of events, by which the path to success may be
recognized.”
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A L ETTER OF FIE RCE GRACE FRO M R A M D A S S
Shortly before Rand died, Tom and I watched Fierce Grace, a docu‐
mentary about the iconic life of spiritual teacher Ram Dass, whose
given name is Richard Alpert – the same name, ironically, as my
brother and father. The film tells the story of his life, from teaching at
Harvard to travels in India, and how, later in life, he used the unex‐
pected, uninvited challenge of his debilitating stroke as a tool for spir‐
itual transformation. We didn’t know before watching the film that a
beautiful letter from Ram Dass was included, a letter he wrote to
parents whose young daughter, Rachel, was murdered.
As we cried, taking in this heartbreaking story, I turned to Tom, “I
hope we never need such a letter.” Yet, three weeks later, we indeed
needed this letter, and shared it at our son’s funeral, changing Rachel’s
name to Rand. If you so choose, as you read Ram Dass’s letter here,
substitute your own loved one’s name:

“Rand finished his work on earth, and left the stage in a manner that leaves
those of us left behind with a cry of agony in our hearts, as the fragile thread
of our faith is dealt with so violently. Is anyone strong enough to stay
conscious through such teaching as you are receiving? Probably very few.
And even they would only have a whisper of equanimity and peace amidst
the screaming trumpets of their rage, grief, horror, and desolation.
“I can't assuage your pain with any words, nor should I.
“For your pain is Rand's legacy to you. Not that he or I would inflict such
pain by choice, but there it is. And it must burn its purifying way to comple‐
tion. For something in you dies when you bear the unbearable, and it is only
in that Dark Night of the Soul that you are prepared to see as God sees, and
to love as God loves.
“Now is the time to let your grief find expression. No false strength. Now
is the time to sit quietly and speak to Rand and thank him for being with you
these few years, and encourage him to go on with whatever his work is,
knowing that you will grow in compassion and wisdom from this experience.
In my heart, I know that you and he will meet again and again, and recog‐
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nize the many ways in which you have known each other. And when you
meet you will know, in a flash, what now it is not given to you to know: Why
this had to be the way it was.
“Our rational minds can never understand what has happened, but our
hearts – if we can keep them open to God – will find their own intuitive way.
Rand came through you to do his work on earth, which includes his manner
of death. Now his soul is free, and the love that you can share with him is
invulnerable to the winds of changing time and space.
“In that deep love, include me.
“In love,
“Ram Dass”

Before a difficult loss, it is common to unconsciously believe that if
we do things in just the “right way,” we can keep the people we love
safe from harm, we can control what happens, and we can have pretty
much anything we set our minds to. Through our lifeshocks of loss,
we are brought face-to-face with reality: we could not keep our loved
one safe, we couldn’t control what happened, and we got much of
what we never wanted.
When the ground shakes beneath your feet like this, you are thrust
onto the path of humilification. Will you say yes? Can you let go of
trying to control the uncontrollable? If so, paradoxically, solid ground
will rise up to meet your next breath. Let these moments do what they
will, let them bring you to your knees … and allow yourself to awaken
to your true limits. Be vulnerable and your strength, undoubtedly, will
grow.
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Rand, six months before The Event, and ‘Light into Darkness’, his block print
created at age 12.
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LIVING WITHIN YOUR LOSS

“Someone I loved once gave me a box full of darkness. It took me
years to understand that this too, was a gift.”
— MARY OLIVER

O

ne of the hardest things I dealt with after losing my son
was seeing other people go about their lives as if nothing
had happened. They were getting together for dinner
parties and planning vacations and talking about the ordinary stuff of
life. I wanted to stand in the middle of the road and shout: Don’t you
all know the world just stopped spinning? I felt a similar way at twentyeight when my mother suddenly died, and when Melanie, my broth‐
er’s forty-year-old wife, left us. Everyone else was moving on and it
was all moving way too fast for me.
So, books were my refuge at night; I hunted for the right ones to
help me through. In the beginning, I couldn’t read anything of length,
just a short chapter with something wise and soothing to settle my
nervous system and help me get some sleep. I got to know author
Pema Chodron really well in those days; a couple of her books, like
Comfortable with Uncertainty, were go-to’s on my nightstand.
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But I picked up a few other habits. The night I spilled red wine on
my tan carpet was a turning point. Even though I justified that a glass
or two carried a stamp of approval, a healthy choice to make, I knew
better. I was using it to numb out, which made it easy to keep doing.
And I was comfort eating, looking for anything to bring me solace
and get me through the emotional pain. It was a real reckoning for
me, to face what I was doing and accept that I needed to follow my
own teachings and tend to my aching heart. I stopped the daily
drinking and decided I would not put on the extra pounds, so
common for women carrying the heaviness of sorrow.
What I have seen is that most of us as seekers try to manage and
muddle through it all on our own, not knowing where to turn for the
kind of grief support that feels like a fit. In truth, the options in our
culture are quite limited. It seems like humankind would be further
along than this, that there would be so many programs and possibili‐
ties for us to turn to, given the enormity of loss in the world. Yet this
remains one of the major conundrums of our time. We are so busy
denying death and trying not to feel that we just want the whole thing
to be over.
Thankfully, I get to hear from many women on this Bold Journey
who are grateful to find a way to live and grieve, a rich and mean‐
ingful path that goes well beyond telling the story of what happened.
Beyond needing to figure it all out. What they’ve learned is that by
becoming more and more awake to the moments of their lives and
growing their ability to follow the lifeshocks, the answers to many of
their questions resolve. Not as they expected, often, but as Life Itself
would have it.
It’s not lost on me that this journey can be challenging to do on
your own. The mind being the trickster it is would love to talk you
out of using the tools or trying on the concepts. So, at its best, this
journey is traveled in connection with other women who offer their
friendship, insights, and encouragement. After Rand died, I was
looking for such a learning community, that matched the kind of
focus I wanted. And while I was able to do amazing personal work in
the More To Life Program, I yearned for a place tailored to women, a
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community devoted to healing after loss, and of course, ended up
creating one.
If you are considering ways to use this book, I recommend that
you create a women’s support group or reach out to a like-minded
friend who is also facing loss and go through this book together. You
can begin by talking through the two different “why’s” I’ve covered in
these pages: Share the questions you have about “why this loss
happened” and then discuss how to turn towards the “big why” of deep
purpose that will set the foundation for moving forward with your
life.
Here’s another very important point to take away from this book:
In pulling apart this thing we call grief, note that there are actually two
things going on – the added-on suffering the mind is creating, which
is not grief at all, and the love we feel for the person who died, which
is. The heart’s yearning for the person we miss is our true grief. This is why
I am giving you these foundational pieces about the mind in this
book, rather than many other tools I could choose from The Mind‐
Peace Method. Until this gross misunderstanding about grief is set
straight, you will likely find yourself – particularly after a
confounding loss – coursing through an infinity loop of conflicting
thoughts, struggling to find peace in your life.
As you hold your loved one in your heart, remembering the things
you once experienced together, I wish for you plenty of ongoing
connection beyond the ordinary, if that’s what you so desire. Here’s one
last Deeper Stream Story of connection from me:
I recall driving through Maine a few years after we lost our son,
when Tom and I were chatting about not having a sign from Rand in a
while.
“I’d love to see a rainbow, wouldn’t you?” I said, reaching for Tom’s
hand. “Let’s ask.” We did and shortly after, we stopped for lunch.
Seated on the back deck facing an inlet, we weren’t there long before
the sky turned dark, and the rains came. There were no tables inside,
so we kept our spot and took the rain in stride. Just as soon as it
began, the sky cleared, and wouldn’t you know it … a gorgeous double
rainbow over the water!
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As we smiled and others snapped photos, I asked the waitress, “So,
you must see rainbows here a lot?”
“Actually, I’ve been working here eight years,” she said, “and I’ve
never seen a rainbow. How beautiful!”
This technique doesn’t always call these experiences into being
right away, but I’ve noticed it feels natural on vacation. My theory is
that when we are relaxed and tuned in, the Deeper Stream knows just
how to slip us a sign.
Noticing the lifeshocks coming toward you, in all their shapes and
sizes, and knowing how to read Life’s Messaging System will amplify
your enjoyment of life. You’ll begin to know that you are never alone
in your grief. I remember Iris Bolton telling me that she always has a
virtual sign over her head that says, “I have all the support I need.”
So post this mantra in front of you, somewhere you can see it,
while it grows inside your heart – and maybe over your head, too:
I have all the support I need.
And as far as the kind of support you want for your grief journey?
Perhaps you’ve been wondering what or who to trust. Check in with
yourself, in the search for your path: Does this feel right to me?
Trusting your heart to know what is best for you, in the face of all you
can’t know, will lead you back home to yourself, every single time. It’s
the most vital skill of all, to be able to dissolve your mindtalk, at will,
and access your inner voice of wisdom.
We have been traveling through this book together, sharing and
learning about how to live within your loss. Rest assured, there is no
need to “move on.” You don’t have to choose between grieving and
living your life, as if they are polar opposites. You can move forward
with the loved one you miss, weaving together your heart of grief and
a life of great meaning and purpose, opening to the Great Mystery of
it all … the way life really is … the way you really are.
May your Bold Journey Back to Joy bring you all the peace and
healing that your dear heart desires, not despite what’s happened, but
because of it.
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“Do not be dismayed by the brokenness of the world.
All things break. And all things can be mended.
Not with time, as they say, but with intention.
So go. Love intentionally, extravagantly, unconditionally.
The broken world waits in darkness for the light that is you.”
— L. R. Knost
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THANK YOU

Thanks so much for reading my book!
As a way of saying thank you for reaching out, I want to offer you
this free class called “Beyond the Why Workshop,” to help you move
forward in your life!
Click here for the workshop: https://mindpeacemiracles.org/why
And to reach out to me directly, email me here:
elaine@mindpeacemiracles.org.
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