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Hello, my name is Rui Bigmoon—please call me Rui.

I am a sixty-year-old Japanese woman living in Tokyo, Japan.

I have written this book for anyone struggling with mental and emotional challenges like anxiety, loneliness, fear, regret, worry, guilt, anger, irritation, envy, depression, and more. These are the very struggles I myself have faced for much of my life.

Even now, such emotions arise within me from time to time. Yet I’m less likely to become entangled in them than I used to be. Rather than being swept away by negative thoughts and feelings, I have learned how to navigate the storms of emotion and thought. And when problems appear, I no longer see them as dead ends; instead, I see them just as “calls.” I’ve become better at handling problems as well.

I am single, with no children and no living parents. And yet, I savor the richness of this solitary journey. My mind has grown calm, stable, relaxed, and at peace. I sense that I am now entering the spiritual prime of my life—a season that continues to unfold and deepen.

As my mind grew more settled, a surprising inspiration visited me one day: writing a book in English—an idea I couldn’t have imagined just before I began writing—and one that surprised me more than anyone else! It quickly became a new motivation and source of purpose in my life.

This experience reminded me of something important: when our inner world softens and calms, we become open to receive the whispers of inspiration—ideas that plant the seeds of change, breakthroughs, and new possibilities in life. I had known this truth intellectually for a long time, but this time, I truly experienced it.

In this book, I trace the path through which I faced my struggles and found my way to this more peaceful state of mind. I imagine that many of you reading this book are younger than I am. With age comes wisdom, and it is my sincere hope that the lessons drawn from my sixty years of struggle may offer even a small hint of guidance—especially if you are going through difficulties of your own.
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It was probably in my late teens when I first began to worry about life. Over the years, those worries grew deeper, because I felt I had nothing going for me. I had no special skills or talents, no dreams for the future, and no particular interests. Even when I tried different things, I often gave up easily and couldn’t stick with anything for long. I also struggled with human relationships and found myself constantly swept away by problems, negative thoughts, and turbulent emotions. I would often ask myself the same questions:


•  Why is it so hard to live?

•  Why don’t things go smoothly?

•  Why do I keep making the same mistakes?

•  What do I truly want to do?

•  Who do I want to become?

•  How should I live?

•  What is the meaning of my existence?

•  Who am I?



I was trapped in darkness, unable to sense any light or direction toward the way out. That sense of deadlock led me on a spiritual journey in search of answers—though I didn’t really believe I would find them. While I was desperate, I was also skeptical and cynical about life. And yet, to my surprise, I gradually came to know profound truths about the universe—truths far beyond human logic and anything I had imagined.

Here are some glimpses into what I came to understand:


•  The universe is governed by a higher law—one of Love—so powerful and beyond human thought, judgment, ethics, or morality.

•  When we align ourselves with love, harmony, and gratitude, life begins to flow smoothly.

•  Our consciousness is interconnected; we are all part of the great universe. So when we truly desire something, the universe supports us.

•  Nothing is inherently right or wrong—everything happens because it is necessary. From the perspective of the universe, all is unfolding perfectly.

•  Happiness already exists within us. It’s simply a matter of whether we are aware of it or not.



It was as if a nearly all-black Othello board had turned completely white. The life that had once felt so painful and difficult now revealed itself to be a beautiful world—full of love and miracles. The chaos was all in my mind; in truth, the universe was exquisitely ordered. I was deeply moved—shaken, even—by these truths. As I embraced love, harmony, and gratitude, my life began to transform. The people I met changed. Problems decreased. Things began to flow more smoothly, naturally.

But then—came one of the greatest crises of my life—again—around the time my mother passed away three years ago, after several years of being cared for at home. After my beloved mother passed away, and the caregiving that had filled my days came to an end, I was left with a hollow space in my life. That hollow space was soon flooded with waves of regret and self-blame. I kept thinking: I should have done this. I should have done that. I should have done more. I could have done better. Why didn’t I? These thoughts swirled in my head, especially as I reflected on her final months and funeral.

On top of that, my work as a landlord was shaken by a series of unexpected events. Two key tenants—who had been renting for over forty years—moved out one after another shortly after my mother passed away. Following their departure, I had to deal with extensive repairs and renovations in areas that had long been untouched. I had never handled renovation projects of such number, variety, or scale before, and the stress became overwhelming. Soon after, new tenants moved in, bringing with them another wave of construction. 

During this period, several issues arose: the demolition contractor caused leaks to the floor below by soaking the room; the shop contractor left the newly installed, expensive control panel and electrical components completely blanketed in dust, as if a layer of volcanic ash had settled on them, after polishing the concrete walls without proper protection; and another renovation team, unfamiliar with the challenges of old buildings, failed to proceed as planned—ultimately leading to a contractor change. 

Moreover, part of the building’s slanted wall began to collapse—most debris fell onto the sixth-floor balcony, some onto the street below, and the rest hung precariously, leaving me in constant fear of further collapse.

These troubles—almost as if they had been lying in wait for my mother’s passing—swept over me. I felt increasingly crushed by a storm of emotions: the sorrow of losing my mother, waves of regret and self-blame, fears and anxiety triggered by each new incident, and the anger and frustration that came from things so often not going as planned. 

Eventually, I found myself screaming loudly at night. Because it happened involuntarily, it was something I could no longer suppress on my own. At the worst times, I was so sick and kept vomiting that I couldn’t even walk to the clinic right across the street. 

Even while I was drowning in pain, I sensed that these difficulties carried meaning—that maybe they were a form of love from God. But amid the whirlwind of intense emotions and sickness, such positive thoughts were so easily swept away, leaving me desperate to escape the pain. Though I knew the great truths of the universe in my head, at that time, my very first step was simply to get out of the storm of raging emotions. That’s where it all began.

I struggled and suffered in the midst of the storm, but after two years lost in the storm, I eventually managed to find my way out. Once I came to understand how to live with those intense emotions, my recovery was surprisingly swift. In fact, I am now much more stable—mentally and emotionally—than I was before the crisis. 

That experience gave me the opportunity to deeply reflect on my daily life and how I cared for my body—from my breathing, posture, and physical exercise to the way I speak, act, and feel. Through that crisis, I also learned a new approach to solving problems—one that has significantly reduced my worries.

Along the way, I reconfirmed the profound connection between body and mind. The brain, after all, is just one part of the body—an organ deeply affected by the physical condition of the whole. And yet, we often separate mind and body as if they exist apart from one another. In truth, to stabilize our thoughts and emotions, we must learn to train, relax, and care for the body, which is often far more tense and rigid than we realize.

The methods and exercises I practiced not only improved my physical and mental health, but also awakened me to the vast potential within all of us. The more I explored, the more convinced I became of just how extraordinary human beings truly are. We are sitting on a gold mine. The saying, “The bigger the problem, the bigger the opportunity,” turned out to be absolutely true in my case. Now, I sincerely thank God for the opportunity that came disguised as a crisis.
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Finally, at the very rock bottom of my suffering, I found myself shouting and crying in bed in the middle of the night with a loud, uncontrollable voice.

“Noooooooooooooo!”

“Aaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh!”

"Stupid! Stupid! Stupid—STUUUUUUPID!" I screamed—not at anyone else, but at myself.

The sudden sound of my own screams startled me—it wasn’t something I intended to do; the words just burst out from deep inside. The cries were so loud that I wondered if they had echoed through the neighborhood.

“Someone might call the police.”

“They might think I’m crazy.”

The screaming—mixed with sadness, worry, regret, and anger—sent me spiraling deeper into chaos, which felt utterly out of control. It happened night after night, growing worse each time. I began to despair, fearing I would be tormented by this nightmare for the rest of my life.

“Maybe this is my destiny or karma.”

The words destiny and karma only weighed me down further. I felt trapped in a vicious cycle, unable to escape on my own.

“If this is my destiny, I will accept it.” Even though I thought that, I couldn’t stop crying. The tears poured endlessly from my eyes.

Eventually, exhausted from crying, I drifted into a kind of absent-minded state. In that stillness, I noticed something: the chaos in my mind was subsiding, replaced by a growing sense of calm. The calmness felt so comforting that I simply allowed myself to rest in it.

Then a quiet thought surfaced: “Maybe
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