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SAM THE MAGIC GENIE
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think about what you want, not what you fear

BRIAN MAYNE
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This book is dedicated
to my own daughter Shanti
and to all the children of the world
wherever they may be, and of whatever age.
It is dedicated to those who are in touch with children,
and to anyone who is still in touch with the child they once were.


Preface

WRITING THIS BOOK has been a great pleasure. It has afforded me an opportunity to share a gift that has transformed my own life helping me to create a more magical, meaningful and wonderful life.

I was first presented with this gift when I was about thirty years of age. It arrived when my life was at a very low point. My business had crashed owing close to a million pounds, my home and belongings had been repossessed and my marriage had broken down. But perhaps the thing that frightened me the most was that I had left school early with no qualifications and had never learned to read and write properly.

My path ahead was looking very bleak, then one day I met a man who helped me to steer my life in a new direction. His message was simple: ‘if you think you can, you can, and if you think you can’t, you can’t.’ I accepted this simple but profound truth, and along with other wisdoms that he shared as part of his gift, I began to apply it to every aspect of my life. I quickly noticed the difference it made.

It took me nearly one year to build up my belief in myself and achieve my main goal of learning to read and write well by overcoming my dyslexia. This gave me a fantastic boost in self-esteem and genuine confidence. And, although I have gone on to use the same techniques and wisdoms to achieve many other things in my life, the greatest prize has been the wisdom itself. It is the wisdom of how you can become, do, or achieve anything you truly desire. It is the wisdom that creates the foundations on which to build a life of true and lasting happiness.

It is my sincere wish that these wisdoms and truths now serve you in whatever way you choose, whether that is to build your own self-belief and confidence, achieve your physical goals, or simply create a little more happiness and peace in your life.

May you enjoy reading this story as much as I have enjoyed writing it.

Brian Mayne

2003


1. Joseph

IT WAS LATE into the night, the room was dark and a young boy called Joseph lay curled on his bed gently crying. With his knees tucked tightly up into his chest and his arms wrapped around himself in a cuddle, soft tears rolled down his quivering cheek to splash upon a soggy pillow. It was not a bitter sobbing, just a gentle stream of liquid sadness, trickling from a deep pool of inner hurt.

For as long as Joseph could remember, he had felt a sort of emptiness deep inside him. Some days were better than others and there were times when he was really happy, but always deep down there was this feeling of sadness.

He had a mother and a father who were good to him. He lived in a nice home. He had lots of toys, plenty of friends and a best mate called Bob. In fact it would seem that Joseph had every reason to be happy, but he wasn’t happy. He felt sad. The one thing that Joseph really wanted, above anything else, was to be with his parents more. He loved them so very much, they were at the centre of his world, but they were always so busy. Busy working. Busy shopping. Busy talking. They never seemed to have enough time to be with him any more. When his parents went out he was normally told to stay in, unless of course they wanted to show him off. And when they stayed in, he was often asked to go out: ‘Run along and play dear’, ‘Not now I’m busy’, ‘Go to your room’. Most of the time he felt alone. Even when his parents were nearby, they weren’t really with him.

It hadn’t always been this way. As he lay there watching the pictures of his past flash across the viewing screen of his mind, Joseph remembered a time when he was very small. He remembered times when both his parents, with smiling faces, would look so adoringly into his eyes that it seemed to touch something deep down inside him. This always made Joseph feel safe. It made him feel secure. It made him feel happy and special because, deep down in his heart, it made Joseph feel loved.

Sadly, as Joseph had grown older, his parents had looked into his eyes less and less. ‘Now,’ thought Joseph, ‘the only time that they stare into my eyes is when they are angry with me – their faces are no longer smiling, their eyes don’t sparkle and it doesn’t make me feel the same way. I try to get their attention and feel their love, I show them the things that I can do and am proud of, but they are always too busy to really notice. They say things like, “That’s quite good Joseph”, or, “Yes, very nice dear”, but their eyes are not looking into mine as they speak. Their faces are blank and they continue to stare at the television or newspaper instead.’

Joseph had noticed that his parents only seemed to love him when he had done something better than someone else. They were always comparing him to other people, measuring him against tests. They wanted him to be the best at everything. And no matter how well he had done, they always knew someone else that he must live up to, another test to pass, so that they could boast and brag about it to everyone. Sometimes it made Joseph feel like just another one of their many possessions, like a new car being displayed to the neighbours.

The pressure never seemed to stop. ‘Other children manage fine,’ his father would say. ‘What’s your problem? I expect you to be top of the class, Joseph. When I was your age I didn’t have time to study at school. I was too busy helping your grandparents make a living. I want you to be well-educated whatever it costs, but you must try harder, and remember, big boys don’t cry.’

It was the same with his mother. ‘Really, Joseph,’ she had said the other day while dressing for the office, ‘if you’re not the best, you’re nobody and we don’t like nobodys. If you want me to be proud of you, then you simply must do better.’

The final straw had come earlier that evening. Mum had stayed too late checking on people at work, and Dad had been glued to the computer screen for hours checking the price of his shares. ‘Oh my God,’ she had shouted when she finally burst through the front door in a fluster. ‘You’re not even dressed yet!’ she shouted at Joseph’s dad, snapping him out of his trance. ‘The Grisley-Granges are coming to dinner. They’re arriving in an hour, and you’ve done nothing. Well, I’m not giving them the satisfaction of telling people that we aren’t top class. Joseph I need you to go straight to your room right now and stay there until morning. These are very important people and mummy and daddy need to make a good impression. I haven’t the time to do your dinner now, but I’ll bring you a sandwich later. Up you go now and study.’

He found the study hard, it was always hard when he felt this upset. A dozen times or more he had picked up his science book, but through tearful eyes, and sad thoughts, the words on the page all seemed a jumble. ‘What’s the use,’ his head seemed to be saying. ‘You’re not good enough.’ His focus kept drifting back to how empty he felt. Empty in the stomach and empty in the heart. Mum had forgotten his sandwich and, worst of all, there had not even been a kiss goodnight.

So he had abandoned the book and lain on his bed wondering whether the feeling he had of not being good enough, of being worth less than other people, was causing his deep sadness. Another cold tear dripped from the end of his eyelash and splashed onto his already wet cheek. He sniffed. A shiver ran through his body and, giving a big stretch, he breathed in so deeply that it seemed to fill his whole inside right down to his toes. As he breathed out with a sigh, his breath kissed his heart and carried with it a wish. A wish to feel happy, a wish to feel protected, a wish for true love from his parents, unconditionally.

Holding this thought he curled up in his pyjamas to give himself a hug, and snuggled the silky-edged blanket under his chin. Soon, with the rhythmic rocking of his gentle breathing his eyes grew very heavy and slowly closed. All was silent now with just the easy tick-tock of the old alarm clock that sat on the bedside table, and the distant hum of an occasional car making its way along their road. With his eyes softly closed, Joseph watched the thoughts of another day slip from his mind and begin their short journey to become part of his memory. His body felt warm and relaxed as he began to drift into the world of dreamy sleep.

Suddenly, just as he was entering the place of dreams, he became aware of a strange glow in his bedroom as if someone had lit a tiny candle. His eyes snapped
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