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            To Moma and Daddy:

            Thank you for giving me life and for always encouraging me to be me!
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            A Note from Tab

         
         Be sure to keep your eyes open for my popular TSAs—Tabitha Service Announcements—and some of my favorite easy vegan recipes
            from my YouTube and TikTok channels.
         

         
         But look here, honey. I know you’ll be looking for measurements and things. And if I have them, I’ll give them to you. But
            in Tab’s kitchen, we cook by the spirit. Like I always say, if you need an exact recipe every time you cook, you don’t trust
            yourself. Let’s trust ourselves, and however much you are moved to use, that’s what you use.
         

         
         
            Recipes in This Book

            
               	Vegan Tuna Salad (Un-tuna) Wrap

               	Vegan Pulled Pork

               	Vegan Carne Asada Jackfruit Tacos

               	Vegan Skirt Steak

               	Pico de Gallo–Stuffed Avocados

               	Vegan Tuna Melt

               	Vegan Fried Peaches and Biscuits

               	Smoothie Bowl

               	Lobster Mushroom Pasta

               	Vegan Fish Sticks

            

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Introduction
Hello There

         
         Honey, how y’all doing? Y’all alright? Trying to hang in there?

         
         Listen, I understand. I really do. And because we all have either gone through something, are currently going through something,
            or are about to go through something, I thought I’d share my heart and story with you. The elders in the church of my childhood back in
            Eden and Ruffin, North Carolina, used to sing a song called “How I Got Over.” It was a declaration of not just the faithfulness
            of God but their own persistence through both good and hard times. It was a signpost that pointed directly to the ways they
            chose to live and love in order to make it to a point where they could say, “Hey, y’all, I’m good. I made it to the good part.”
            In a way, this book is my “How I Got Over” declaration to you. It is filled with both affirmations and inspiration on how
            to live your life with an abundance of love, joy, peace of mind, and freedom.
         

         
         You like that?

         
         Very good.

         
         It’s such a powerful thing to rise out of the depths of darkness. Ask me how I know! There’s an old saying I used to hear from my mom. When asked how she was doing, she would respond, “Ooh, I thank God I don’t look like what I’ve been through.” Isn’t that the truth? I know some people will say, “Oh, Tab, your life is amazing!” Well, that’s because they are only looking on the outside. They are only seeing the fruit instead of the roots. Honey, remember, the same day we plant our seeds is not the same day we eat the fruit. It takes time before the harvest comes. Sure, today I don’t look like depression. I don’t look like anxiety or migraines or autoimmune illness. I don’t look like any of those things, but guess what? I’ve been through them all. There was a time when I didn’t think I would ever make it out of a very lost and dark place. 

         
         But I did.

         
         And when I received my breakthrough, I made a sincere promise to God that because He brought me out of the darkness, I would
            always try to be a light for others to follow suit.
         

         
         So, honey, I’m writing this book to bring you some light. I want you to know that you are loved. That you are not alone, despite
            what the journey might look like right now for you. More than anything I want to inspire you to be your best self, and maybe
            even make you laugh a little bit along the way. If you happen to cry a little, too, that’s your business. The world is tough
            right now. There’s enough sorrow and frustration to go around. More people are struggling with depression and anxiety than
            ever before. The fear of the unknown has caused so much stress and fear. But know this: Whatever it is you are feeling right
            now, whatever you may be going through, it will pass.
         

         
         I won’t lie to you. It probably won’t happen overnight. It may not end tomorrow or even the next day. But I’m a living witness
            to the fact that life will not always be hard.
         

         
         There was a time in my life when I just knew I had it all. In the new year of 2008, I made a vision board and posted images and messages like Working Actress in 2008 and Brand-new Mercedes on it. I’d taken my headshots, and, baby, I was ready! And that year I worked like never before. I starred in several independent
            films and bought a house and a Mercedes. In my mind, I was living the dream. This vision board thing is wonderful, I thought.
         

         
         But then, in 2009, a proverbial storm came tearing through my life and uprooting my dream. I couldn’t book a single job as
            an actress. My dream car was constantly breaking down. The house we’d just bought in the desert was causing us more harm than
            good. It was too far away from LA. Too far from the village we’d created in our first five years of living there. We’d created
            such an amazing circle of friends who became our family, our village, but we were so far away from them that no one could
            ever come to see us. Everyone came for the housewarming, but we went from people coming over every Sunday for dinner to a
            few friends coming once or twice a year.
         

         
         I was miserable and feeling so lost. But then, I heard in my spirit a lesson I will never forget: “Be specific, Tabitha. You asked for things and you were blessed with them. But you didn’t specify the details.” See, honey, I’d prayed for a house, but I didn’t pray about where that house should be. I’d prayed for a car, but I didn’t pray about affordability or getting one in good condition. The lesson? Be careful what you ask for; you just may get it. And when you do get it, are you truly prepared to maintain and keep the very things you requested? Be careful about praying for more without praying that you are ready for it when more comes!
         

         
         I also figured out that while storms will inevitably come, we must maintain our hope for a better tomorrow. We must be willing
            to refine our asks and learn the lessons these storms are sent to teach us. Nowadays my prayers look a little different. I
            say, “Lord, prepare me for what it is I think I want. Prepare me for the blessings, so I will know how to keep them when I
            get them. And Lord, sustain me through the storm with hope, faith, and joy.”
         

         
         This book is my gift to you. It is a gift of love and light so that you will not just survive what you’re going through, but
            thrive in the midst of it. I want you to experience true joy as you read these stories from my life. Because, honey, who doesn’t
            need joy? Who doesn’t need hope? Hope is the ultimate driver of our faith. It’s the very thing that helps so many of us get
            through our day. Faith allows us to believe that things will get better. It pushes us to keep going even when everything else
            says, Give up!

         
         I believe the words of civil rights activist Ella Baker, who once said, “Give light and people will find the way.” That’s
            what I mean by feeding the soul. My prayer is that every story, recipe, and TSA (Tabitha Service Announcement) will get you that much closer to reclaiming your hope and restoring your faith. Feeding your soul with all this joy helps feed me at the same time, honey. Laugh and cry, a little or a lot (whichever, because that’s your business). The goal is for you to know that you are seen, loved, and heard. Then you can turn right around and pass that same love and joy along to someone else. 

         
         When you turn the last page of this book, I want you to know, without any doubt, that you can go on. Those country church
            elders would probably say something like, “Run on and see what the end’s gon’ be.” That’s it! No matter what things may look
            like right now, no matter your circumstance, keep going, honey. And while you’re on that journey, I want you to know that
            you are never alone. I want to draw you into my arms with my words and wrap them around you in a big ol’ Auntie Tab hug. I
            want the numbness to finally melt away, and for you to feel all of who God created you to be! 
         

         
         It’s time to get back to you. To discover your true self, maybe even for the first time. To allow those parts of ourselves
            that have been hidden to be released and shine. It’s time we all get back to understanding ourselves. To connect again to
            what makes us come alive. Let’s climb new heights together and gain new insight on ourselves, our relationships, our careers,
            and anything else we dream of improving.
         

         
         It’s way too easy to get stuck nowadays. We are overwhelmed with information, but aren’t often given the chance to build our empathy muscles so we can use that information wisely and to our benefit. Empathy, or the lack thereof, plays a huge part in the way we engage each other. In the age of social media, it’s so easy to be overwhelmed by the noise of these platforms if you’re not careful. It’s also easy to allow that noise to turn you into someone you are not. What I’ve come to learn is that everyone, no matter what they post, has their own battles. Sometimes people post messages of hate, anger, or just nastiness, and that likely means that person is hurting. No, it doesn’t make them right. But it definitely makes them hurt. And when people are hurting, they often want to inflict that same pain on others. But here’s the real catch: If you don’t have empathy, you might be quick to respond to that person with the same energy they’re giving. Then it becomes a never-ending circle of toxic communication. 

         
         Tapping into our ability to empathize means understanding just how hurt a person must be, how deep their pain must go, in
            order to spew hate out into the world. When I have experienced that kind of hatred, I have to stop and think about how hurt
            this person must be, and I often wonder if something tragic happened to them if they’re choosing to live their life that way.
            I’m human, so of course there are times when I may want to lash back. But I also know that returning negative energy to someone
            who is already sitting deep in it won’t change them or me. It will only put more negative energy into the world. And honey,
            I only want to be responsible for putting love into the world. So when hate comes my way, I try to sit back for a minute.
            I don’t ever respond immediately. It’s important for me to take the time to think about why someone is doing what they’re
            doing. That way, I can respond, if I choose to, from a place of love. Love really is at the root of empathy.
         

         
         Empathy also shows up in the way we respond to people who find themselves sharing the hard things going on in their lives. It takes a lot of vulnerability, honey, to put yourself out there and talk about the not-so-great situations in one’s life. When this happens, some people are inclined to react by saying things like, “Oh, they just want attention.” And the truth is, maybe they do! Maybe that’s what they’ve been lacking in their lives. Maybe no one has paid attention to them. Maybe no one has spoken to them in years, and the internet is their only outlet to get feedback of any sort, to get some form of recognition that they are still alive. But only when we have a posture of empathy are we really able to come at it from that perspective. Only empathy will make you say, “Let me really look at this person’s comment. Let me really take some time to send them a message and say, ‘You know what? I see you. I hear what you’re saying, and I love you.’” If we don’t have empathy, then we certainly won’t have the patience for that kind of compassionate response. Oh, but if we do have empathy? Honey, we could truly change somebody’s life and world. I honestly believe that. 

         
         For some folks, it will take time to strengthen the capacity for empathy; to be able to hold space for someone. And unfortunately, sometimes we have to go through something major in our own lives to understand that life is often bigger and more complicated than what is on the surface. That’s usually when we’ll feel for people, because we’ve felt the sting of loneliness or longing or whatever is at the root of their pain. We finally understand that every day doesn’t feel so great, and there are days that any of us might wish we could have a hug or someone to tell us, “It’s going to be alright.” When that empathy muscle is developed, we just might find ourselves being that person for someone else. That’s also how love spreads. 

         
         No matter what, though, we don’t have to stay in a stuck place. We can dream better dreams and empower ourselves to move forward
            with love and grace. When you close this book, I need you to be able to say, “You know what? Yes, I can! Yes, I will! Yes,
            I am!” You’ll be excited about taking some chances. Excited about not feeling stuck. You will know that you can absolutely
            take charge over your life and feel good about it.
         

         
         I’m often asked what I mean when I say, “Because it’s my business.” Well, honey, it means exactly what it says. My life is
            my business. Your life is your business. If we all would just shift our focus to making sure we are developing our own character,
            taking care of our own families, and loving on our own communities, then without doubt we would see a shift in the way our
            world operates. If you are so busy trying to mind everybody else’s business—by being judgmental and negative; by tearing someone
            down because of jealousy, differences, or fear—then, baby, you will eventually go out of business. I don’t want that for anyone.
         

         
         Focus on your life, honey. Do whatever it is that pleases you. Put yourself first. Fill your own cup so you’ll have enough to share when it comes time to pour out those amazing gifts of yours. Do things that make you happy. I know what social media tells us, but take it from someone who is considered an influencer: It really doesn’t matter what other people think. You will be the most successful when you choose to be the most authentic. When you mind your business, more business will come. Don’t be ashamed of living your life to the fullest. Don’t let fear keep you bound to an identity that was never yours. Walk into your freedom with your head held high! 

         
         And I suppose that’s really the bottom line. This book is my way of modeling freedom through testimony. I’ve been through
            some things. But one day I decided I would no longer be bound by the residue of my past. I decided that I would no longer
            allow what so-and-so said to define me. I chose freedom. Freedom to be. Freedom to trust. Freedom to be able to say “Because
            it’s my business” and really mean it. And that, honey, is what I want most for you.
         

         
         To get free and stay free, and never apologize for it.

         
         
            I love you,

            Tab

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Part One
That’s Your Business

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            1
Your Gifts, Your Business

         
         
            “We are all gifted. That is our inheritance.”

            —Ethel Waters

         

         I have a question for you, honey. One that maybe you haven’t been asked in a good while, if at all. What gifts were you born
            with that you are not using? What are those things that you can say without a shadow of a doubt, “I’m gifted in this area.
            This comes naturally for me”? Some people are great at math. Others are great at teaching children. Some folks can sing the
            paint off the walls, and others can draw anything with scary accuracy. So I ask you again: What gifts do you have that you’re
            not using?
         

         
         Listen, we were born with gifts, talents, and abilities in order to use them. Not to let them stay dormant inside of us. Not to be silent about them. Not to carry them right on to the grave without doing a thing about them. There’s an old adage that says, “The richest place in the world is the cemetery.” Too many people leave this world without ever letting their brilliance and creativity see the light of day.
         

         
         Don’t you dare be one of them! Start using those gifts—and watch your world start to change.

         
         Growing up, I had so many moments that really scared me when it came to recognizing the gifts I had and trying to figure out
            what to do with them. My whole life, I’ve always been funny. Even as a child, I knew I could make people laugh. I used to
            be the joke teller at all the cookouts when I was a kid. I loved jokes and laughter so much, my daddy bought me my first joke
            book when I was in third grade. Oh, God, how I loved those books! I would read them all the time, and even came up with my
            own jokes that I’d test out on the family. I couldn’t wait for the next big family gathering so I could share my latest jokes
            or performance. My family would laugh until they cried sometimes. It made me feel so good to know I was giving them so much
            joy. I didn’t realize that my sense of humor and timing were actual divine gifts until, of course, much later in life.
         

         
         But there was another gift. One that, for a while there, I wouldn’t talk about. I was sure that people wouldn’t understand
            it, or they would be so frightened by it that they’d think I was crazy and stay away from me altogether. I have the gift of
            seeing and dreaming. Some folks back home call it “second sight.”
         

         
         I had many dreams as a child—about various relatives or certain circumstances—that felt like premonitions. One night, when I was six or seven years old, I had a dream that I was stuck in the automatic sliding doors at the grocery store. I saw myself, my arms and legs flailing, trying to escape the opening and closing of the door on my body. When I woke up, I told my mama and she comforted me. Later that week, I was with my neighbor when she stopped at the grocery for a few things. Honey, lo and behold, the doors closed right in on me just like in my dream. I’d dreamed about it, and it had come to pass. 

         
         It was so strange at first, to continuously receive these visions. But then it just became my norm. I finally said to myself,
            Oh, wait, this is a gift I have. I dream things and they happen. It became a real thing for me. As I got older, I would talk about my dreams often, and my mama would affirm that she’d always
            known I had the gift.
         

         
         But this isn’t something that’s easy to share with people. There’s this fear of people saying, “Oh, she’s crazy!” If I were
            to always tell people what I saw about their lives, they’d probably slowly back away from me, their faces revealing their
            skepticism. But there also comes a point in your life when, in order to be authentic, you have to embrace all of what makes
            you who you are. As I came into adulthood, this gift of mine was something I couldn’t ignore, even when I desperately wanted
            to. I can’t control the visions or the dreams; they just happen.
         

         
         My husband, Chance, and I first moved to Los Angeles in 2004, and honey, there wasn’t a silver spoon in sight. We lived in an apartment complex in Baldwin Hills near Don Tomaso Drive that required us to take fifty-one stairs—yes, I counted—to our front door. We had a neighbor named Kim who seemed very sweet, although we didn’t know her very well. She had the cutest baby boy named Devon, and as time went on, we did the typical friendly neighbor thing. We’d speak and say, “Hey, how are you?” when we passed each other, but didn’t get too involved in each other’s lives. But there was something in my spirit that pressed me to try for more. 

         
         I felt led to invite her over one day with another friend. While Kim was there, she said, “I have to go to this little birthday
            dinner later. Do you guys want to go with me? You can ride with me.” I said, “Sure.” I hadn’t really been out in LA yet, so
            I thought, Oh, this will be interesting. A little fun something to do.

         
         But as we were leaving, it happened. We were going down those forever stairs and Kim was holding Devon, who was about one
            at the time. As she placed him on her hip, I got a mental image of a coffin with a man in it. Somehow, I instantly knew that
            it was this little boy’s father. I have no idea how I knew, and I certainly didn’t know where the image came from or why it
            came to me, but there it was. As soon as I saw it, I thought, Oh my God, this baby’s father has passed away.

         
         As Kim was putting Devon into the car seat, she said, “I need to take my son to my mom’s house before we go.” Her next words
            nearly knocked the breath out of me.
         

         
         “It’s just been so hard because his dad isn’t with me. I lost his dad when I was pregnant.”

         
         I almost passed out.

         
         Wait a minute. What just happened?

         
         I honestly didn’t know what to say. There was no way I could admit, “Yeah, I knew that.” She wouldn’t have believed me anyway.
            But that experience was the beginning of me truly accepting that the gift was not only real, but something that would always
            be a part of my life. The dreams and visions I’d always had were undeniable. But again, how do you share something like that
            with someone?
         

         
         Well, maybe God is trying to teach me something here. I don’t know, I thought.
         

         
         That was an understatement.

         
         A couple of months later, Kim and I took Devon and my daughter Choyce to the fair. It was in Orange County, a bit of a drive
            away from where we lived. On our way back, I volunteered to drive Kim’s Lincoln Navigator, since she’d driven us there.
         

         
         “Okay. That’s great,” she said.

         
         As I was getting on the freeway, it happened again. I saw the most terrible image in my mind. I saw my three-year-old daughter
            opening the door and falling onto the freeway. I literally saw her rolling down the concrete as cars rushed past. It was the
            scariest vision I’d ever seen. This wasn’t the time to be quiet like before.
         

         
         Okay, I’ve got to say something.

         
         “Do your doors lock automatically? Are the doors in the back locked? Are the doors around the kids locked?” I asked.

         
         “Yeah, yeah. They lock automatically. Why?” she said.

         
         “I don’t know. I just had this very weird thing happen.”

         
         I didn’t go into detail, but not even two minutes later, we heard the whooshing of wind coming from the back seat. Despite
            being strapped in, Choyce had opened the back door.
         

         
         “Lord have . . .” Honey, my heart was racing so fast. I knew it was going to happen. I had already seen it. Even though Kim told me the doors were locked, my daughter had figured out
            how to get hers open. While doing seventy-five miles per hour on the freeway, I swung and swerved the door so the door would
            slam back shut. Then I pulled over. My whole body was shaking. Kim was staring wide-eyed at me. “You knew that was going to
            happen! How did you know that was going to happen?!”
         

         
         “I don’t know, honey, but I saw it,” I said.

         
         After calming myself down and soothing Choyce, I got back on the road. From that day on, I chose to listen to my spirit. Though
            I was still very much afraid of these dreams and visions, I knew my life was calling me to embrace them. Embracing my gift
            would empower it.
         

         
         *  *  *

         When my mother was sick and in her final days, we had so many wonderful conversations. We’d sit together and talk for hours
            about so many things. I’ll never forget one night when she asked me, “Are you ready to talk?”
         

         
         “What are you talking about, Moma?”

         
         “Are you ready to talk?” she asked me again.

         
         She knew. These visions I would see and these dreams I would have, they were getting stronger and stronger. But, of course,
            I played like I didn’t know what she was asking.
         

         
         “Talk about what?”

         
         “The things that you’re seeing.”

         
         The tone of her voice was measured, even as it was filled with love.

         
         “I told you as a little girl that you have the gift of dreaming,” she continued. “But you also have the gift of seeing. God
            has chosen you for things that He can trust you with. You need a mentor.” My mother recognized the gift in me because she
            had it herself. But she also knew she was on her way out of this world and would not be there to help me navigate using it.
         

         
         In her own way, she was saying, “Don’t be afraid of it. God has trusted you with this gift.”

         
         And if I’m honest, there was a season in my life when I didn’t want the gift at all. I didn’t want people to think I was nuts.
            I’d spoken with a pastor who I was told could help me make sense of it all, but I’d begun to see some things about his life
            and confirm they were true, which, I suppose, scared him. He stopped talking to me. Just stopped engaging altogether. This
            not only made me sad, it made me never want to share with anyone else. After that, my prayer was clearer than ever: “Oh, God,
            please take this away from me. I don’t want it anymore.”
         

         
          For a couple of years, I thought my gift had disappeared. I didn’t have visions or special dreams for a while. But you know what? I kind of missed it—I felt like I wasn’t complete. There definitely seemed to be a trade-off. 

         
         When I fell ill in 2016, the dreams and visions became stronger, and I started having intimate conversations with God even
            more often. And eventually, I freed myself from the stigma of it all. I now welcome the visions. I welcome the dreams. I’m
            so thankful and far from afraid when God gives me messages to share with people. I surrendered and accepted my gift and assignment.
         

         
         And that’s just it. We have to embrace the gifts that God gives us—no matter what they are. You know the saying “If you don’t
            use it, you’ll lose it”? It’s true, love. And losing it might seem like something you want in the short term, when fear and
            the need for acceptance overwhelm you, but trust me, losing your gift might also mean losing the purpose attached to it, and
            you don’t want that.
         

         
         Listen: I could have chosen not to share my gift of supernatural sight with you out of fear that some readers might feel uncomfortable. I certainly could have not put it in the very first chapter. But here’s the thing: We all have something we’ve been given that ultimately will serve and fulfill our life’s purpose. You might not be able to make people laugh or have dreams and visions, but I promise you, honey, there is something beautiful within you. Do the work to uncover it. No matter what people might say or think about it, seize that gift. Then watch how it blesses you and everyone you encounter. I’m introducing you to this part of me because I know for sure that the very first lesson to living and loving well is trusting the gifts God has given you. To believe in them so much that you move through life with an agency and intention that is solely yours. Your gifts, love, are 100 percent your business. 

         
         
            TSA

            Recently, as I prepared to celebrate my forty-second birthday, I realized that my dreams to become a performer and help people
               through my art were just now coming true. In fact, it’s just been in the last year that my whole entire life has changed.
               This affirmed for me that we are never too young or too old to start dreaming. And more than that, we’re never too old for
               our dreams to come true. I don’t care what you’ve done. I don’t care how many mistakes you’ve made. I don’t care how many
               times you’ve failed. I don’t care how many nos you’ve received. You’re still worthy, and that means your dreams can still
               come true. They can still happen. If you keep going, if you keep believing, they’re yours.
            

            
            Don’t believe the lie that you can’t have the desires of your heart. God said we can. But the only way we can have it is if
               we believe we can. Too many times, we convince ourselves that either we’ve done something so bad that we don’t deserve what
               we dream of, or we’ve made one too many bad choices and our circumstances won’t allow us to see our dreams come true. Baby,
               that is not true. It just isn’t. You can still have the desires of your heart. Don’t you dare talk yourself out of your dreams.
            

            
            And here’s another thing: If you think your dream is too big, it’s actually probably too small. Honey, I’m a witness that
               God will say to our little dreams, “That’s it? Girl, you can do that. Let me show you what I can do.” But we just have to
               hold on. Hold on at twenty-five, thirty, forty, fifty, sixty, or seventy. Hold on no matter what. It took me more than twenty
               years to get here. Twenty-three years of pursuing a career in acting, and God took me on a detour. But honey, the sights He
               showed me on that detour, I’d never change it. I’m so grateful for those lessons.
            

            
            My daddy was sixty-five when he opened his own barber shop. His dream was always to open his own shop. His whole life, that
               was his desire. And at sixty-five, he did exactly that. So I don’t care how old you are or how long you’ve done the same old
               thing. You can still do something new. You can still have something new. Why? Because God said so. Just believe it, okay?
               Let God blow your mind.
            

            
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Vegan Tuna Salad (Un-Tuna) Wrap

         
         
            My mama used to make the best tuna salad. Ooh, it was so good. She used to make that tuna salad, honey, and put them crackers
               on the side—we were eating good! You couldn’t tell us we weren’t having a five-course meal. So when I make un-tuna salad,
               I think of Moma. 
            

         

         
            	Canned chickpeas (garbanzo beans)

            	Chopped purple (red) onion

            	Vegan mayo

            	Yellow mustard

            	Sweet relish

            	A little bit of garlic powder

            	Dill (fresh or dried, that’s your business)

            	Furikake

            	Salt

            	Fresh lemon juice

            	Black salt (optional, not for a salt taste but to give the un-tuna an egglike flavor)

            	Tomato or spinach wrap, or lettuce wrap, or crackers

            	Mixed greens

            	Tomatoes

            	Chopped white onion

         

         Drain your chickpeas, put them in a bowl, and use a fork or potato masher to get that tuna-ish consistency.

         
         Then add your onion.

         
         Put the mixture in a blender and pulse to lightly mix. (Make sure it’s blended well—no huge chunks—but don’t be heavy-handed
            like I can be sometimes.)
         

         
         Return the mixture to your bowl.

         
         Throw some relish in there.

         
         Then the mayo.

         
         Just a little mustard (unless you like it, then that’s your business).
         

         
         Add the dill, garlic powder, and furikake.

         
         A little salt.

         
         A squirt of lemon.

         
         Finally, if you have it, add just a little bit of your black salt.

         
         Now just stir it up. Make sure you get everything evenly distributed, okay?

         
         Eat it with crackers or in your wrap like I do, with all the extra fixins.

         
         Get into it, honey. I promise you it’s not tuna. Just a little something better.
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You Have to Fix It First

         
         
            “Dreams do not come true just because you dream them. It’s hard work that makes things happen. It’s hard work that creates
               change.”
            

            —Shonda Rhimes

         

         I love you all so much that I’d be totally remiss if I didn’t say the hard things. Here’s a hard thing: Taking ownership of
            your life might just mean you have to stop saying, “Oh, fix it, Jesus!” when you know you are going to keep doing the same things that are breaking it. Too many of us are praying for healing
            but still eating the same things that are making us sick. We keep asking God to heal us from lung cancer, but are we still
            smoking cigarettes? We’re desperate to lower our cholesterol levels, but are we still eating all the fatty meats? How does
            that work, honey? We’ve all by now heard one definition of insanity: doing the same thing over and over again and expecting
            different results. The bottom line is this: Whatever changes we long for in our lives, we have to do our part.
         

         
         And yes, I hear you out there. “Tab, what I eat or smoke is my business.”

         
         It is, baby. It really is. And please know that I’m not judging you one bit. But I do love you enough to suggest that if you
            choose to still do those things, you have to right-size your expectations of divine intervention when the outcomes align with
            your choices and not your heart’s desires.
         

         
         When I was finally able to make it to Los Angeles in pursuit of my acting dreams, I just knew that something or somebody was
            going to be waiting on me when I got into town. I’d heard God clearly, and my spirit had been awakened in a way that propelled
            me all the way from Greensboro, North Carolina, to LA. But guess what I learned mighty quickly when I got here?
         

         
         Nobody was waiting for me.

         
         I literally had to start from the bottom. From scratch. But I knew I had this dream. I had goals. I wanted to be in entertainment, to be an actress. And I suppose I could have sat in my apartment wanting and desiring but never actually doing what needed to be done to get where I wanted to go. So while I didn’t know anyone and didn’t know much at all about the business, honey, I did know what I’d been taught long ago by my mother and father: Faith without works is dead. I had the faith that I could one day become a working entertainer, but I also had to do the work. God put this dream in my heart at a very early age, but He didn’t just put it there for me to sit on it. God said, “Listen, if you go ahead and do what you need to do, I will do my part.” 

         
         What I “needed to do” was act. It was—and is—my passion. It’s like breathing for me. When I don’t do it, if I go too long
            without performing, it’s like my air is cut off—so much so that I start to not feel well. I think I have such a strong connection
            to acting because I see it as my opportunity to disappear. I get to become someone else. I often get to do things I wouldn’t
            be able to do in my regular life, like play someone mentally ill and/or be very mean. I get to be the doctor or the lawyer;
            prostitute or drug addict. I just get to explore the minds and hearts of the characters I bring to life, and it helps me understand
            myself and others better.
         

         
         But most important, I get to tell the stories of people who might not otherwise have a voice. Everybody has a story to tell,
            no matter where they’re from, what they’ve done—good or bad—or what they do. So to be able to embody those lived experiences
            and create them on the screen gives me life. And truthfully, breathing life into a character is just so much fun. It never
            feels like work.
         

         
         I suppose there’s also the feeling I get when I see people enjoying themselves because of my work. Making Moma and Daddy laugh at cookouts with my little joke book was so rewarding. It felt so good
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