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      DARE TO BE YOU

      BREAK FREE FROM THE SHACKLES OF THE PAST TO BECOME YOURSELF, OUTSTANDING AND UNSTOPPABLE!
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        Dedicated to everyone out there who has gone through adverse times and needed something to give them hope and a way forward.
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        Gabriele Engstrom the most amazing naturopath who has helped me through the most recent years of my life. Gabriele Using 30 years of experience when treating people with the SCIO Biofeedback therapies has aided me in breaking down some mental, emotional, physical, and spiritual barriers that stood between me and my success in most areas of my life. After re-evaluating my perspective on life, she helped me to make some lifestyle adjustments to support my overall health and wellbeing.

        The Coaching Institute for the personal development journey I was on while I was studying with them.

        Speakers Institute for the personal and professional development journey I am currently on with them.

        The Salsa foundation for the wonderful instructor led lessons and for always making me feel like I was a part of their family.

      

      

      
        
        Disclaimer: All the names and timelines have been changed to protect people in this book.  A couple of themes such as rape and depression have been written about in this book and may trigger emotions from past events in the readers lives that they may have not properly dealt with

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        “Be the change you wish to see in the world.”

        - Gandhi
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      Life is a journey that is full of twists and turns. We fight every lion, tiger, and bear in a quest to reach our own personal nirvana, a place of success, peace, and happiness.

      So many variables impact living a successful life, including unresolved childhood issues, identity issues, relationships, professional woes, as well as financial burdens. Being an adult with heavy responsibilities who is true to themselves is not a simple thing to do, as we try to please everyone but ourselves. We fight to make our kids, spouses, employers, and churches happy. We compromise to get a meaning for our lives to the extent that we no longer know who we are or what we really desire in life.

      This book is a direct call to be yourself and let the chips fall where they may. You can never be happy if you don’t know who you are.

      In our quest to find true happiness, there are a multitude of pitfalls along the way, such as failure, despair, and heartbreak. Like hamsters on a wheel, we lose who we are to an endless repetitive groundhog day cycle. Who we are, our dreams and desires become blurred as we navigate the matrix of life.

      We submit to the schedule of life without question, only then left to wonder where the time went. Just yesterday you were in bed with your childhood sweetheart and so happy. Now today, three lovers later, your body has morphed, and you have a bulging waistline and breasts that have been affected by the gravitational pull.

      It was just yesterday that you took an entry-level job, and it feels like nothing has changed since. Because of this, you have lost all enthusiasm and zest for life; you are divorced, supporting a partner who spends all their time at the mall, and your ex is messing with some douche with a six-pack, compared to your rather round pot belly. You have lost yourself and who you are. In the here and now, you no longer recognize yourself.

      We have taken a detour from what makes us happy regarding our dreams and destiny. We are hanging on to life by a mere thread, but it is not too late. Despite everything, it is still possible to turn our life around and fulfil our heart's desires.

      We live behind a mask to conceal our pain and identity in order to not only conform to other people’s expectations, but to silence the trauma that has already occurred in our lives.

      I am Lynette Diehm, and I am going to share with you my own experiences in life which gave me the tools I needed to find true happiness, wealth, love, and success in my personal and professional life.

      It is time to breathe, step out from behind that mask and shine brighter than we have ever shone before as we dare to be our truest self and live the life we were truly destined to live...
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      When I was five years old, my parents used to put my older sister and her needs first and it felt like my needs never really mattered to them. When I had problems and I needed their help, they would tell me to go away and to sort it out on my own. But it was a completely different story for my older sister, as she would go to them all the time and they were so loving and understanding of her. They gave her many things that they never gave me, including all of their attention.

      Almost every night they would take her into the study with them and shut the door on me, leaving me outside in the hall. I often wondered what went on in that room with the three of them. One evening, I plucked up enough courage to open the door.

      They immediately yelled at me and told me to get out and close the door. I did so, with my eyes full of tears, and feeling hurt and angry that they did not want me in the room with them. I had seen them all playing a board game at the table in the study. They were smiling and laughing loudly at each other. It looked like they were really having fun. This was one of the most significant times in my childhood that really affected me as I developed fears of not being good enough, not belonging, and not being loved.

      When I was six years of age, I had a brilliant memory. Some said it was a picture- perfect memory. I could remember the lines of a song I had only just heard that day and sing it without having to listen to the song again or see the words written.

      I also had a wonderful imagination. I used to sit and daydream about being an entertainer for a living, making people happy through publicly singing, dancing, acting, and modelling. I thought I would be amazing at being an entertainer. I thought I had a magnificent voice, that I was a wonderful dancer and actor, and that I could become anything I wanted to be. I thought if I wanted to, I could rule the world as I had so much confidence and self- belief in my abilities despite being made to feel by my family that I was not loved, not enough for them, and did not belong. This was before my parents kept me down a grade at school.

      At that point in my life, I thought I was good enough and that I truly could become whatever I wanted to become. I told my mother I wanted to become an entertainer, to which she completely shattered my dreams and goals by saying I was being stupid, that I wasn’t good enough, smart enough, I did not have a good enough voice, that I had two left feet, and was not pretty enough to be an entertainer, to sing, dance, act, and model. She said I should just aim for a job which would be far less work and far more achievable like a housewife and mother. I was heartbroken and devastated. I wanted to be more than just an ordinary housewife and mother. I had ambitions to do more, to shine.

      Because of my mother, I formed some really heavy self-defeating and limiting beliefs, especially when I was told by the principal of my school that my parents insisted I repeat the grade. Everything just seemed to go downhill with my self-esteem and confidence from there.

      I became shy and withdrawn as I had no confidence in myself, and I self-sabotaged when I thought things were going too well for me. It was like I was constantly waiting for the penny to drop.

      At church, the other children alienated me as I was the only child born in 1977 and all the other children were older or younger and they wanted to stick to being friends with children their own age. I felt like an outcast.

      At school I was teased, tormented, and bullied because mainly I was older than the others in my class by a year and therefore, they all thought I was dumb and stupid and that they had a right to bully and be mean to me.
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      I went down to the beach one day during my lunch break and it was nice. It was silent, with no other people around, and as I walked across the joining of Albert Road to Victoria Avenue, I noticed the path was so beautiful. It was spring and all the flowers were coming out to blossom and bloom, dogs were roaming around, and children were out playing in playgrounds while the birds chirped.

      It made me feel so very blessed to walk down there and experience it and have the time to myself. I love spring, with the different colored leaves and flowers, the different scents blending into each other, giving off a fresh and vibrant fragrance. That smell took me back to my childhood’s secret place when I was eight years old.

      The secret place was in the rainforest, out the back of my parents’ home. I used to go there and hide when things got bad for me. It was my special place where no one could find me. I used to go there a lot to get my thoughts together and to let the sounds of the birds chirping and the water trickling slowly in the stream calm and soothe me.

      I was so blessed to find that place as I could be anyone I wanted to be there. They loved me and I could pretend that was the case. I felt like I belonged there, as the animals in the rainforest did not judge me or hurt me by saying mean things to me. I wished I could live and be in that special place forever, but this was not possible, as I had to grow up and move on.

      Often, when I meditate now, I take myself back to that rainforest behind my parent’s place. Nature has a way of opening itself up when we are little.

      As we grow up, sometimes it is not possible to have a special place like that where we can really let our hair down, have an imagination and be free. As we grow older, we focus on getting good grades, a good job, and earning an income to survive - and this is how we forget that we still have to nourish and nurture ourselves.

      I often wonder when life became so rushed, full of prying, judging eyes and complications, so much that we hide our true authentic selves. We want to feel loved; we want to belong, and we want to feel as though we are enough. There is not a single soul on this planet who is truly and completely themselves. As we grow up, we get increasingly shaped by society, the rules of society and every other person we come into contact with. We lose more of our innocence, courage, and tenacity to be ourselves as we try to fit into the societal stereotypes forced upon us through family, school, cultural heritage formed eons ago by less civilized and less evolved societies and governments.

      Let’s face it, we all become someone very different from the person we were as a child. We become more serious, more sensitive, needier, constantly looking to belong and to be loved and enough. We forget that for us to be truly happy; we have to look inwards and work on our relationships with ourselves. We forget that to be loved and to love fully and unconditionally; we have to love ourselves and to fall in love with our lives again instead of looking for love on the outside.

      Relationships and marriages break up, families judge before truly seeking to understand each other, friends eventually move away and fall out of contact, and then all we are left with is an empty shell. We know nothing because, for most of our lives, we were someone else for everyone else.

      What if, instead of searching for love, belonging, and being seen as enough by external forces, we looked deep within ourselves? What if we got to know that person deep down inside of us for who they really are? What if we developed the person hidden within and then learnt to love ourselves unconditionally? Maybe then we can love others unconditionally.
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      Being forced to repeat first grade had a deeper impact on me than my parents had probably imagined. It seemed like a very cruel thing for my parents to do, considering I had teachers and extended family members compliment me on my ability to memorize things quickly. I could, after only just hearing a nursery rhyme, recite it back the day after with no problems. I was even told many years later by my mother that I had a photographic memory at that age. This made me feel like the reason behind being kept down in grade one was that my parents did not want people to see I was smarter than my sister who was eighteen months older than me. Later in life, I was told by a family counsellor that this was probably the most credible and reasonable explanation for being held back in grade one, given that I had a picture-perfect memory at that age.

      The family counsellor told me they may have thought that by doing this we would be a few years apart at school so no one would notice that their favorite child was not the brightest child in the family and therefore the other children would be more inclined to leave her alone at school.

      When they did this, they did not consider the impact this action would have on my life for many years to come. They made me feel like an outcast by those my age who were in a higher grade than me, and those children in the same year at school as they were younger than me. The children my age thought I was dumb, so they never wanted to be friends with me. Often, I was bullied by my classmates for being kept back in year one, as they thought I was not as smart as they were.

      This bullying happened all the way through my primary school and high school years. Because of this, I dreaded going to school. I struggled with the biggest and strongest fears a child could have, which were not being loved, not being wanted, and not being enough.

      My parent’s actions and the actions of the other school kids affirmed these fears each -and -every day of my childhood. So, I felt:

      
        	Angry.

        	Alone and frightened.

        	As though no one cared.

        	As though I was unwanted.

        	As though it was me against the world.

        	As though I was dumb and stupid.

        	As though I did not deserve and was not worthy of having a good life.

      

      This treatment from the other children made me feel as though there were very few people who liked me and really got me at that age. I even believed for a long time that I was dumb and stupid and that there must have been something wrong with me to have been held back by a grade. This made me feel depressed and have very low self-esteem. I developed terrible soul-destroying limiting beliefs and had fears that regularly would overcome me.

      It was not until I moved out of home when I was fifteen that I saw things differently. I used these challenges to fuel and empower me to prove to everyone, including myself, that I was, in fact, a very smart person. I became more focused, driven, and motivated to get what I wanted out of life.
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      The other children used to bully, tease, and harass me in their clicky little groups as they felt very insecure and threatened by me, as I was different from them.

      They had new clothes, books, bags and were not very intelligent themselves, but I always saw them as more fortunate than I was.

      I, on the other hand, was given all my older sister’s hand-me-down clothes, and I had to wear them to school every day. I had all my sister’s old books and the other kids saw me as poor and not very bright because I had hand-me-down bags, books and clothes and they would tease me about them regularly.

      One particular popular girl, Kimmy, was the worst of them, as she would never leave me alone. She told lies to the other school kids about me to make herself look good and bullied me day in and day out at school. She would throw bits of rubber and pencils at me, and she constantly called me dumb, stupid, fat, and ugly. One day she made me so angry I could not take it anymore. I stood up in the classroom before the teacher arrived and tipped the desk over at her. My books, pens, and pencils, which were on the desk, ended up flying everywhere.

      The teacher came in and asked what happened and Kimmy said I had thrown the desk at her. When I tried to explain to the teacher why, she would not listen, gave me detention after class, and sent me out of the classroom to sit outside the door until class was over.

      When the school told my parents about it, they were extremely angry, yelled at me, and sent me to my bedroom with no dinner that night.

      Because of the bullying throughout my childhood years, I became a people pleaser because I wanted to be liked, to belong, and I wanted to be popular, so I let people push me around. I did things people wanted me to do so that I could be in the “In” crowd and fit in. I did their homework, gave them my lunch, carried their books for them. Still, nothing I ever did seemed to please these people, particularly the girls.

      I became very withdrawn and shy and fearful of others to the point where I would not express myself, what I felt, or what I wanted at school. At home, when I needed support and attention, I was told to toughen up and to go away and deal with it on my own.

      As I got older, I realized five very important things that really helped me deal with the bullying and move forward with my life. These five things were:

      If you do not stand up for yourself, then people will push you around all the time.

      To be popular does not really matter and does nothing for a person, because what really matters is what you think of yourself and how you feel about yourself.

      Life is not easy and was never meant to be easy. Life has and always will be full of difficulties, good times, and bad times. And if you only have the good times, you will never grow, learn, and develop into the amazing person you know you can be.

      Not everyone will like you, no matter who you are or what you do, so it is always best to be yourself. Let your inner light shine. Love and respect who you are and put healthy boundaries in place, so you only attract like-minded people who will love and respect you and your boundaries.

      There are always going to be people out there who will not like you and who will feel insecure/threatened by you and will do anything to hurt you and bring you down to their level. You do not have to take on board what they say or do. It is their insecurities that they are projecting onto you and really have nothing to do with you personally. So, continue in daring to be you, outstanding and unstoppable in everything you do.
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      To everyone on the outside, my family was just a normal family. But behind closed doors, it was a different story.

      I grew up in a strict religious household. My parents were very controlling with what we should and should not do. They treated my sister like she was the perfect child. She could do nothing wrong. I was always treated as the wicked child, the one they never wanted, the mistake.

      I tried to tell my parents that my sister was holding knives against my throat, and they automatically assumed that I had provoked it. They told me it was my fault and told me to go away.

      One time when I was ten years old, screaming when my sister held a knife against my throat in the kitchen, my father came in and yelled at me for provoking my sister.

      I ran out of the kitchen and into my bedroom and hid under the bed. I was then dragged out from under the bed, bruised and scratched along the way. My father was so angry he wanted to belt me.

      He kept yelling at me, “You’ll drive your mother into an early grave!” “You’re a naughty child!” “You are good for nothing!” “Why can’t you be like your sister?” He then put me over his knee and hit me with the buckle of his strap.

      I felt the pain of the buckle smashing down on my bottom while my father was hitting me, the only thoughts going through my mind besides the agonizing pain was that I could never do anything right; I was not loved; I was not wanted; I was not enough. I could never do anything right, even though I had done nothing wrong.

      From that moment, the trauma of being beaten with the belt buckle caused me to think and feel badly about myself. Before then, I never would have thought that a parent could do such things to a child.

      My bottom was bruised and scraped from the buckle, and I felt as though I could do nothing right, as though I could never, please them, and this made me angry at myself for making my parents aware of what my sister was doing to me in the kitchen. I thought maybe if I had kept my mouth shut and just put up with my sister and what she was doing to me, then I would not have been beaten with the belt buckle. This made me feel insecure, scared and alone and I vowed never to make my parents aware of what my sister was doing to me again, as it would mean more punishment for me while she got off with her unacceptable behavior.

      These thoughts throughout the years then became negative beliefs and fears of not being loved, not being wanted, not belonging and not being enough that I could do nothing right. And throughout the years I gained more evidence of this, and I believed them even though I did nothing to provoke my sisters’ actions.

      I am constantly making progress towards no longer seeing myself as a victim because that was the past and I am a completely different person now. I have learnt a lot of lessons in my life that have strengthened me:

      
        	There wasn’t anything I could have done differently to prevent it from happening.

        	I can’t control other people’s actions.

        	If anything like that ever happens again, I need to stand up for myself.

        	My past does not dictate who I am now and what my life will be like moving forward.
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      I met Ange when I repeated grade one. She had joined the class mid-way through the year. She got teased by the popular children in the class just as much as I did, so I decided one day to sit next to her in class. The next thing I remember, we had become the best of friends.

      I was in year nine when Ange first betrayed me. I slaved for weeks and weeks over a history assignment. During those few weeks, Ange was playing hooky from school and when she came to school the next day, she bragged about it to me. When Ange finally came back to school, the assignment was due and the teacher we had for that subject knew we were close friends, so she told Ange to borrow my notes, knowing that I paid a lot of attention in class. Ange borrowed my notes, but the next day came to me for help as she was struggling to put her assignment together. I agreed to help her, not knowing that she really wanted me to write her assignment for her.

      That night I went over to Ange’s place, and she just sat there cried, and said, “I cannot do it.” She made a big fuss about it, and I felt sorry for her, so I showed her how to rearrange the sentences in such a way that it did not look the same as my assignment and notes.

      I was young and wanted to be liked at the time since my family life was not the best, so I wanted to help Ange. I restructured all the sentences for her and then told her not to submit it as it was. She would need to have a go at changing it to suit her understanding and her wording. The very next morning, she submitted the assignment. I asked her how she went about changing it and she said really well.

      A week later the results had come out, and I had gotten a “B+” and she got an “A” which was impossible for her to get as she had missed so many of the classes for that subject and only had my notes from which to get an understanding.

      Me being curious; I went and queried the teacher about her assignment, and the teacher showed me what Ange had submitted. It was all the work I had done when I was at Ange’s place the night before. She did not change a thing about it, not even a full stop or a comma. It was, word for word, exactly what I had written the previous night.

      That made me so angry as I had trusted Ange to restructure and put the assignment into her own words. Instead, she had handed my work to the teacher and taken the credit for an assignment that was not her work and had gotten higher grades than me for it.

      When I queried Ange about the assignment and not letting on that I had spoken to the teacher and seen what she had handed in, she said she had studied what I had written and changed it into her own words.

      It was the lies which hurt the most. I had never felt so betrayed by someone so close to me in my teenage life as I did at that moment.

      It was at that moment that everything had changed for me. I became less trusting of others and more skeptical. I started questioning myself, who I was, and all the surrounding people. I eventually forgave her and became friends with her again.

      A couple of years later, she went and told some of my deepest secrets I had told her in confidence to a couple of girls who used to bully me, hoping she could become their friends. She also told them I was talking about them to other people as she had overheard me. Which I never did.

      They threatened to beat me up. When I stood up for myself, they went and beat Ange and another girl up that we were friends with instead of me. They beat them up really badly. I felt as though this was my fault for a few months.

      Then one day it clicked to me that if I had not of stood up for myself and told the truth, then they would have beaten me to a pulp and that what had happened was not my fault but her doing as she had lied to those girls about me and they realized it when I built up enough courage to stand up for myself.

      Ange and I reconnected and became friends again several years after that. Here I was thinking she had changed, but she had not. I got engaged to her husband’s best friend. That friendship ended after she had a threesome with my fiancé and her husband, and I found out about it. My engagement also ended that night.

      She tracked me down many years later on Facebook, and she told me about how she has a new husband with lots of money and that she did not need to work and that she was only with him for the money. That was when I finally, for the last time, cut ties with her, as she was definitely not the type of person I wanted to be around.

      She never apologized for any of the times she had lied to me and hurt me in the past. I honestly thought that this last time around would be different, that she would be different, and you know we should learn and grow from our mistakes, but she never did, and she was not any different from all those times she had hurt me. She was still the same lying, selfish and nasty person she was back then.

      I did a lot of soul searching after that and could not trust or let people get close to me without putting a wall up to protect myself for a few years after that. I did, however, heal from this experience and move on with my life.

      What I learnt from this is  that:

      
        	In life, you must be very careful who you care for and let into your life.

        	Never give people too many chances.

        	It is not my fault that people are the way they are, and I am not to blame myself for standing up for myself and telling the truth.

        	No matter what, the truth will always set you free.

        	Be careful with your heart.

        	Do not have people in your life that do not have the same principals, morals, and values as you do.

        	Always ask questions and seek answers first before getting in too deep with people.

        	Sometimes the best thing you can do is walk away, especially if the friendship is toxic.

        	If I do not set expectations and put boundaries in place for who and what I will accept into my life, these types of things will happen and although we are creatures of habit and like to go back to what is familiar, sometimes it is for the best that we do not accept the familiar back into our lives as it can do more harm than good.

        	I also learnt many years later that Ange had conceived that night after they had the threesome and that it was possible the baby was my ex-fiancé’s kid and not her husbands.
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      Procrastination and not being perfect enough are not the actual fears that hold you back. So, let me share with you my story regarding procrastination and perfectionism.

      From a very young age, they taught me that if you are going to do something, you must do it properly and perfectly. I remember being in junior high school doing home economics, where we were taught to cook and sew.

      Here is a little background on my family before we delve deeper into the memory so you can understand the story a little clearer. My mother was an amazing Sower, and she used to sew the most wonderfully perfect dresses for my sister as a hobby. Once my sister had grown out of them, she would sew them in for me if I wanted them. Anyway, she used to sew, and she used to do it so perfectly and it used to take her a very long time to sew clothes, as it all had to look perfect all the time.

      I remember in home economics when I was twelve, sewing a pair of board shorts in class. Once I had completed sewing them, I was so proud of them. So, I took them home to show my mother I could sew just like her. When I showed her, she was not all that impressed, and she looked disappointed in me and told me I had sewn them all wrong. Apparently, it was because I had made a few mistakes in the stitching, as it was not straight enough at the seams, and I did not tie off the ends of the stitching so the threads could be cut short.

      I remember the look on her face as I showed her. It was not the look of a mother that was proud of her daughter, but a look of annoyance that I had brought something less than perfect that I had made home to her.

      She took them from me and unpicked all the stitching and sewed them up again with perfectly lined up straight stitching at the seams and tied off the threads and cut them off short and gave them to me all perfectly stitched up, and then she growled at me for not having them stitched up properly in the first place.

      I was so upset with myself as I thought I could never make her proud of me, and so I vowed from that point forward to always try to get everything I did as close to perfect as I could. For many years, I did everything I could to my perception of what perfect was and sometimes I used the excuse that because I did something and it was not yet perfect, that I could show no one those things. That only spurred on and gave me an excuse for procrastinating when it came to doing things, as I did not want to show people what I had done in case they criticized and judged me for it not being perfect.

      I remember feeling hurt, angry, stupid, and as though I was not good enough and not perfect enough for her.

      I guess that is also what made my fear of speaking in front of an audience and in front of a camera even worse, the fear of not being perfect enough and of being judged. It was not until I started working for a recent employer and started doing the coaching courses I realized those fears were linked to the bigger fear of not being enough.

      Because of this, I did a lot of soul searching and dove deeper into why I was that way. Through this soul searching, I traced it back to the sewing incident and when my mother told me I was aiming too high with what I wanted to be when I grew up. I then changed what those moments meant to me in order to move forward more positively. Now instead of working alone, I work collaboratively with people at my work and let them know when there are problems and when I need help, and I know I do not have to be perfect to do the job I do. I also completed a challenge another coaching student gave me to do, which was a thirty-day video challenge on Facebook which is how I got to where I am now with Facebook live videos and looking for the next challenge to smash what remains of that fear out of the water.

      I did the thirty-day challenge, and it turned out to be a ninety-day challenge and I got some amazing people encouraging me and cheering my video posts on, which made me feel more confident in myself and who I am when it comes to being in front of a video camera and speaking. My videos are not perfect, but they are genuine and authentic and that is what people like about them.

      The thirty-day video challenge made me face my fear of being judged, not being enough, and of not being perfect. Now I do not procrastinate or put things off and I get things out there as I know that there is no such thing as perfect.

      Sometimes we judge ourselves a lot more harshly than other people judge us, and I have had to let that go, ease up on myself over the past year. I am much happier and better for it, but it was difficult, and the feedback I gained from those Facebook live videos have had a massive impact on me with such amazing words of support and encouragement posted in the comments below my posts.

      Here is a YouTube link to a video I did that may help others out there with what is holding them back: https://youtu.be/E2j5ZXhhxzE
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      I used to be in a horrible place in my twenties because of circumstances beyond my control. I was depressed, angry, and withdrawn from the world. For me, this was the worst possible place to be, as I felt lost, alone and without direction. I struggled to be in this situation because I was a deep thinker and could not recognize there were other options and possibilities out there for me. This would lead to a standstill in my life and me constantly repeating the same choices, which lead to the same patterns in my life happening repeatedly.

      I was like this because of my childhood and having been raped and abducted by a stranger at twenty-two years of age, in Queensland. I did not know what personal development was about, or even that it existed. I was born into a strictly religious family of which I was an outcast, bullied and treated as though there was something wrong with me at school and at religious youth group functions. Religion and school always taught that to be successful in life, you had to be married with children and possibly have a job by the age of twenty-five.

      After my ten year de facto relationship split up when I was twenty-nine, I moved into a place on my own and that was very scary for me having been through what I had already been through in my life. Having sent a rapist to prison for what he did to me, as well as the fact I needed to reinvent myself, as the old me was not working anymore as I had to leave my partner, Martin, and my best friend, Melissa, behind me and start a new life because they had cheated on me with each other. I was a people pleaser and could not understand how this had happened to me.

      The only reason I knew about them cheating was because Melissa had emailed my work email address, bragging about it a day or so later. This broke my heart, as it was not just Martin’s betrayal. I was hurting from Melissa’s as well. Two days later I moved out of the house I loved so much. I did not want to have anything more to do with Martin. He served me with legal papers for the house.

      I was vulnerable and angry and could not stand the sight of him, and so I signed away the house I loved so very much to him to get Martin out of my life. I was the only one paying the mortgage for this house on my own, as he did not have the money to help.

      The day after Martin had served me with the papers for my house I woke, and I remember it being a cold overcast, wet morning and I was feeling extremely down and depressed and could not bear to be in the world anymore. I got up out of bed, dragged myself over to the mirror in my room, and looked into it. What I saw staring back at me was a sad, angry, bitter, broken shell of a woman, a stranger in her pajamas staring back at me with a very blank, distant, depressed, and hollow look on her face.

      In that moment, I realized I knew nothing about that stranger staring back at me because in my prior relationship; I was constantly suppressing my true authentic self so that I could feel loved and have a sense of belonging. Because of this, my needs were never met by myself and the people in my life, and I was constantly changing to meet the needs of others, so I felt completely lost and as though I did not matter to anyone.

      This was when I knew things had to change. I could no longer go on living my life the way I had been because I was a people pleaser. I hated the person I had turned into.

      I then questioned myself as to why I let others treat me so badly and turn me into someone I was not. The answer was simple: I wanted to feel loved and to belong, and I realized I had gone about things the wrong way my entire life until this point. I thought there had to be a better way to belong without suppressing my true authentic self to meet the needs of others all the time.

      So, I picked myself up, did some research, and started a journey of self-exploration.

      On that journey, I developed a holistic health support system to help me get to know, love, and respect my true authentic self and to attract the right people into my life.

      Now, because of the holistic health support system I developed, I love and respect myself, have boundaries I enforce with others, and they love and respect me for it. I now feel as though I belong, and I am enough. I no longer suppress my feelings or let other people treat me like a doormat. I now speak up about what I want and how I feel and now my needs are being met by myself and others and it feels amazing.

      This system is a holistic health support system I put together throughout my life, which dragged me out of the depths of depression, saved and improved the quality of my life. I will tell you more about it in later chapters, but for now I will continue telling you about the events that happened in my life that got me to compile and complete the system and want to share it with others today, and also to inspire you more so that you see that no matter what happens in your life you can and will get through it with this system.

      I remember many years ago, being that person who let her fears overrun her life. These were fears of not being enough, not being loved, and not belonging. Although I practically raised myself from the age of fifteen and was very independent, I still wanted to belong, feel loved, and have enough for others. Because of this, I was quite the people pleaser, always doing everything others wanted me to do, always bending over backwards for the surrounding people, always being who and what they wanted me to be.

      It was not until after my long-term relationship ended that I realized I no longer knew myself.

      When I looked in the mirror, I did not know who I was anymore and had no self-respect and very low self-esteem. I could not voice my expectations to others as I felt depleted and had no voice. I was depressed, and I was in a lot of pain, having been betrayed by family and the two people I held dearest and nearest to my heart.

      When I looked at myself in the mirror, there was this depressed, empty, broken- hearted shell of a woman looking back at me who I did not know. While looking at her in the mirror, I cried with her and for her. She was not at all the woman I grew up fantasizing she would be.

      She had needs that were shoved so far deep inside of her it hurt, and those she loved did not meet these needs. She had cried herself to sleep many nights, wondering if this was all she was meant to be and asking why these things had happened to her. Whilst looking in the mirror, it finally clicked for me that if I wanted my life to change, it was time to stop feeling sorry for myself and reinvent myself and my life to the way I wanted them to be.

      This was not the first time, but this time I was stronger. I had picked myself up and reinvented my life once before. I knew I could do it again. This time was different. I could see the patterns now and I was so determined not to repeat the same patterns and to learn, grow and change from the experience.

      I promised myself this time, my life would be different. I would be different. I embarked on a self-discovery and self-empowerment journey; I researched what was working for others to make them feel good and satisfied with life and experimented with those things and built up a holistic health support system that empowered me to be myself, helped me heal and feel good about myself and supported me through some of the toughest times of my life which were yet to come.

      To this day, I still use this system, and I love using it. I am no longer a people pleaser as I have given myself standards, values and expectations and an amazing lifestyle which I love, which has given me self-love, self-respect, and some healthy boundaries in my life. My life is no longer built around other people and what they want but built around me, my wants, my needs, my likes and dislikes, my health, my relationship with myself and others, and my career. I no longer feel weak but strong and loved, as true love comes from within oneself and not from external sources. My life is powerful!

      Sure, I still have fears and some limiting beliefs to replace and overcome, but I see them as challenges that I can and will overcome. Life, to me now, is a journey full of healthy living, self-discovery, change, and personal development.

      Here is a newsflash for you “being single does not necessarily mean you are lonely and constantly seeking a relationship.” Relationships happen when the universe sees you are ready for one and there is no point looking for one or forcing one to happen. It is incredibly powerful to be yourself and live life on your terms, doing it your way.

      If I were the same person as I was back then I might still be in one of those toxic relationships now, but lonely and powerless and constantly letting other people walk all over me to get what they want. I would never have had the career I have now or the strong positive, loving mental attitude/outlook on life. I would never have known that I could change lives through my writing and coaching. I never would have known I could write, as I thought I had no imagination and needed an imagination to be able to write. I realized that the most powerful writing is not about having an imagination; it is about writing from the heart, from experience and from passion. These are the things that impact people’s lives and inspire people the most.

      I reinvented myself on my own, but you don’t have to do it alone. I dare you to be yourself, outstanding and unstoppable in your life by reinventing yourself and your life to be the way you want them to be. You can do this because I have done it. It is difficult, but it is possible and very worth it if you are willing to invest in yourself.
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      When I was in my twenties until the age of twenty-nine, I hated reading because it had led me to believe as a child that I was a slow reader, that I was dumb and stupid, and so I simply hated it. The reason for this was my parents neglected me at home. They did not spend the time with me to help me get my reading and writing skills up to the level they should be. I used to compare the speed at which I thought I could read with the reading speed of the other children in my class when they got up and read out aloud. I would sit there and try to follow along as they read to the class, but for some reason, I could not. It felt as though I was a couple of words behind them all the time and I hated that, so I developed the limiting belief that I was a slow reader.

      I can recall being in grade six at school and the teacher telling me to get up and read in front of the class. I was so frightened, nervous, and afraid of being judged by the other children, as it would give them yet another reason to bully and tease me.

      I got up and I read and sure enough, because of fear I did not read properly and to my full capacity as the nerves made me lose track of where I was on the page. Because
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Personal growth and breaking
out of the people pleasing cycle

“Learning, growing, and changing is what life is about.
If you aren’t learning from your mistakes, changing and
growing from them, you are doomed torepeat the same
negative patterns repeatedly until that lesson is learnt.”
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A Childhood Experience That
Impacted My Life For Many Years

“No, there are no books that teach you how to
be a great parent, but there is a thing called common
sense that can guide you to raising them properly.”
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Limiting Belief And Fear Of Reading Out Loud

“What the mind can conceive and grasp as possible in
regard to your hopes, goals and dreams you can achieve
if you are persistent in implementing your plan to achieve
them. Only through persistence in the implementation will
you achieve your desired outcome.”
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What Is Really Holding You Back?

“To change your life, you have to dig deep and find that
defining moment that has caused you fear or limiting
beliefs and change your emotional attachment to it,
because if you don’t you are doomed to live in the past.”
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The beginning of my fears and
limiting beliefs as a child

“How parents behave, speak to, and treat their children will either
build up the child or tear them down and create fears and
limiting beliefs. Parents should be respectful, loving, considerate,
supportive, encouraging and build their children up positively
if they want theirchildren to thrive in their adult years.”
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A Best Friend’s Betrayals And
What I Learned From Them

“Be careful who you trust as your friends
may not turn out to be true friends.”
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Break free from the shackles of the past to become
yourself, outstanding and unstoppable!
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My Special Place Where I Could
Just Be Me Without Fear

“Imagine having that special place where you can
Jjust be you no matter what”
“This place does exist you just have to find it.”
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A Traumatic Experience From The Past

“You are doing damage by not treating

all of your children equally.”
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The Effects Of Bullying On Our Lives

“Children become bullies by following their parent’s
example, so watch your temper and treat everyone
equally and with respect around them.”






