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Foreword

	 

	Every now and then, a voice comes along that doesn’t just speak to you it speaks for you. Andrea’s words don’t demand attention, they invite presence. They don’t pretend to have all the answers, but they offer something even more powerful: honesty.

	 

	Thoughts on Life is not a manual, and it’s not a memoir in the traditional sense. It’s a mirror. A gentle, intentional gathering of wisdom, questions, faith, and truth. Rooted in the everyday realities of being human; mother, friend, believer, worker, dreamer, this book is a companion for anyone who is navigating the tension between where they’ve been and where they’re going.

	 

	What makes this work special is its sincerity. The author doesn’t write from a pedestal; she writes from the middle of the journey. She shares moments of weariness and hope, doubt and belief, heartbreak and healing. Her reflections are both deeply personal and universally resonant.

	 

	In a world that often moves too fast, this book invites you to slow down and feel. To take stock of what matters. To listen to your own thoughts a little more closely. Whether you’re sitting with questions about God, grappling with your purpose, trying to love and raise children well, or healing from complicated relationships, there’s space for you here.

	 

	Andrea reminds us that life isn’t always neat, but it is rich. That even in the mess, there is beauty. And that every thought when shared with intention can become a steppingstone to deeper connection and understanding.

	 

	So, breathe deeply. Read slowly. And let this book meet you where you are.

	 

	You are in good hands.

	 


Introduction

	 

	Do you believe in signs or is it your mind showing you what you want to see? Think about it. Something happens and you look at it and disregard it, something else happens and you said I should have listened or taken heed because it was a sign. Was it really a sign or in retrospect were you able to see what you wanted to see?

	I won’t lie I believe in signs. I will see something happen and say to myself “this is a sign, and I should go forward or not do this.” It has been extremely helpful and a life saver. Is it a case as my mother used to say “belief kills and belief cures” or more than that? I think it’s the universe talking to you. But you will only notice if you listen. I know that’s hard for many persons as all they do is talk and never listen. Are you a talker or a listener or a good combination?

	As I am writing this the book, “The Alchemist” by Paulo Coelho comes to mind. It talks about the signs and that they are everywhere. You should read it. I think it’s a fantastic book, I’m sure I wrote about this before but consider this reinforcement.

	Anyway, I remember seeing some good friends one day and they all reminded me of the encouragement I gave them in their lives and now they were giving it back. Go on take the leap. I saw it as a sign. I hadn’t seen these persons in ages and then they all appear in one place with the same message. The strangest thing was they didn’t even know each other.  Yes, it was a sign. That’s when I was willing to put myself out there by blogging and started making other changes in my life.

	Change is a must but if you are not willing to try then what happens is you die slowly mentally.  I keep changing to keep alive mentally, that’s something that I’m willing to constantly do. It keeps you happy and young.  Besides the only thing constant is change.

	This book happened because a friend, Jason, called and “cuss” me out, indicating it was time to write my book. He pushed and prodded, and I finally felt that feeling which made me start writing. The call came out of the blue one night.  I had sent out my reminder to some people re my blog that I post every Wednesday night. I have done it for several years. Interestingly, that’s how I started the blog as another friend, Andre, had suggested I start blogging. I created my website, aaatkinsonperry.com  I get the signs, and I see them for what they are; I see them as gifts that have been presented to me.  

	I knew it should have been done ages ago as my stepmother was forever telling me to go do it.  But it didn’t feel right and then I remember what she would say to me, “Nothing before its time.” Interestingly, I had always said to myself it’s hard work and what and how would I do this? I admit that I am lazy and prefer to put in the smallest amount of work as possible. One of my mottos is, “work smart, not hard.”   When Jason called me that night and gave me what he said was the formula that I needed, I accepted it flipped it and made it my own. He said the best way to do this was as a project, which was easy for me to conceptualize as I do projects regularly. It’s a part of my life, and that’s how I get things done at home and work. Yes, I know it’s a bit much, but …. Planning is how I keep sane. 

	As I mentioned, I have been blogging for a few years, from July 2018, so I had the material already, but how to put it together in a “palatable” format?  So, I decided to take a few of my blogs, revamp them, take pieces of my life story and those of others, and present it to you in a format that will have you go on this interesting journey with me. God knows where we will end up. But for me, the destination is neither here nor there; it’s how we will get there.  The journey is the important thing. Try keeping up with me as we walk briskly, jog, sprint, or go slowly.  Let’s just start, it might be a marathon, or it might not. As I said, the important thing is the journey.  So, let’s go. 

	I was talking to someone one day and we had to agree that life is filled with uncertainties. If we had the full picture of how life would turn out I’m sure some of us would do our best to bypass parts of the journey to get to the destination in the best and shortest possible time. That is the shortest and best in our minds. It might not be really the best, but …. Why deal with the uncertainty when you can focus on what’s certain? Unfortunately, or fortunately depending on your way of thinking it doesn’t work that way. As a matter of fact, is there anything that is certain excepting taxes and death?

	 

	“For all its uncertainty, we cannot flee the future.” – Barbara Jordon.

	 

	I would love it if I could be certain of what the future looks like for me. I would have put myself in a much better position. Well better in my mind. At this time, I’m thinking it would be financial. Less debt and more investments. Well, it’s not too late. There is always time to go do more as long as there is a dream. What is it that you want to achieve especially when there is uncertainty. But is it that bad? Are we going to be that badly off? I was wondering if uncertainty is tied to unhappiness. When life is uncertain are we also unhappy? 

	It was with uncertainty that I started blogging. I wasn’t certain what to expect. I wasn’t certain how long I would be able to continue. I wasn’t certain what I would learn from writing especially doing this weekly. After all I had a busy life.  Now I will admit that this aspect of my life has given me joy, and I will continue to do it if it continues to make me happy.  Happy being the operative word here.

	This is not just my story; it’s everyone’s story.   I will take some of my blogs and merge them with pieces that I have never published and create something that I can be proud of.  Interestingly when I started writing this book I had to stop and look on the blogs in wonder.  I wondered aloud if I had really written them.  It appeared to be someone else’s work, it’s as if I was in a fog when writing and now the fog is gone. The idea that I would still be doubting myself had me write about imposter syndrome and its impact.

	Have you ever been invited, walked into, or stood in a room and thought, “What am I doing here?” Have you been given an opportunity and instead of feeling honoured, you felt panic, like someone had made a mistake in choosing you? If you’ve ever felt like a fraud, like you’re waiting to be found out or exposed in a room where you’re overqualified to be, you’re not alone. That heavy sense of “not enough” is more common than we think. That internal dialogue of doubt is called imposter syndrome. And if you’ve felt it, you’re not alone. In fact, many women struggle with this feeling, even when God has clearly called and qualified them for the assignment.

	I’ve been thinking a lot about imposter syndrome lately, how it shows up, how it holds us back. As I reflect on my own journey, and that of the many brilliant women that have been a part of my life, it’s clear that imposter syndrome isn’t just a passing feeling. It’s a persistent, quiet shadow that can hold us back in boardrooms, classrooms, and beyond. Imposter syndrome is the internal belief that you’re not as competent as others think you are. It’s not just modesty or humility, it’s the deep fear that you’ll be “found out” as a fraud, despite evidence of your success. This mindset can lead to overworking, burnout, perfectionism, and chronic self-doubt, even when you’re excelling. The thing is we don’t seem to talk about it, it’s as if it’s taboo. You would be surprised to know how many experience the same feeling of not being in the right place. We have to remember we are there because we worked to put ourselves there. Noone got up and gave us their seat at the table; we worked for it. It wasn’t luck; we were prepared, and we were persistent.

	I have realized that it doesn’t matter how much faith you have; sometimes that feeling of not being good enough will slip in. How do we handle that feeling? How do we get to the stage where we know that we are good enough no matter what our mind or some members of society will say? How do we get to the stage where we know that it doesn’t define us and we don’t have to accept it or live with it? We have to know that when we have our wins, that should push us to use that as a way of pushing imposter syndrome out the door. Always remember you are not here by accident, but you belong. When the voice says, “You’re not enough,” declare, “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me” (Philippians 4:13). And when it continues to whisper, “You don’t belong here,” you respond, “I was sent.”

	I decided to write when my father died, but I didn’t want to write about anything technical. I thought that wouldn’t be exciting enough, as a matter of fact it might be downright boring.  I just wanted to write about life, which is much more exciting.  Life is, after all, for living. 

	In the summer of 2017, I sat with my father in his kitchen many times and just talked. We talked for long periods of time, about any and everything. Many of the things we talked about were serious and some could be considered frivolous.  One of the times he said to me, “girlfriend, you should write.” That’s what he called me when we were not arguing. My response was “whatever Daddy.”

	About two weeks later I got a message that he was in the hospital, but in my mind he would be fine. But things didn’t go the way I thought as he died one month after that first message. Which was one month before his birthday and one month and three days before mine. It was so sudden and totally traumatized my family. That’s why I feel children must be the ones to bury parents and not the other way around. I have buried two parents, and it rips your heart out.

	Months later I sat talking to a friend, Andre, who said out of the blue “you should write.” I said that’s what my dad told me before he died, and he said with a shrug “there is no better way to honour your father.” I must have looked like a deer caught in a headlight as he gently said” start a blog.”

	So, I did just that. It was rough initially when writing as I would cry and so I stopped. I miss my parents immensely to this day. My mother died in 2009 and my father in 2017. The heart takes a while to heal.

	Using some of the blogs I wrote, I created this book.  You will see my views of life, it was influenced by both parents, especially my mother. She was my rock and when she went it was hard, but the almighty gave me my beautiful daughter a few months before. God moves in mysterious ways.

	My parents had no filters I swear. The things that would come out of their mouths. I guess they could have been considered brutally honest. Sometimes I wonder about myself, can you inherit that from your parents or is it the influence when you are growing up? My mom was the one that made me feel I could do anything and to stand up for yourself. Now that I look back, one could say I was a little too vocal, I wonder….

	On my home page of my website, aaatkinsonperry.com are two quotes, one from each parent that they said to me when I was leaving university and I took them both to heart and fused them together to become my mantra. My mother said, “eat drink and be merry as you never know what tomorrow will bring” and my father said, “never look back on your life and say if only I had, but look back and say, I did”.

	So, with that for guidance I partied a lot, travelled a lot and enjoyed my life with no regrets. Then I met the love of my life got married and had kids. Life is good. If I hadn’t started this blog, I would certainly have looked back later in life thinking I should have jumped without the safety net.  If I hadn’t that would have been a major disappointment. So, I do my weekly blogs as I have realized that the only way to climb the mountain is to start with the first step. Don’t focus on the peak but on the next step. Don’t worry about what people will think and say, just do your thing. The most important person is you.



	
Chapter 1: Faith and Spirituality

	 

	There is something deeply personal and yet incredibly universal about faith. It’s the quiet voice that calls us back when we drift too far, the anchor when everything else feels uncertain, and the light that flickers even in the darkest of seasons. For me, faith in God isn’t just a belief; it’s my foundation.  I’m not the most religious person but my focus on spirituality is what makes me understand and function in this sometimes-chaotic world.  I see religion and spirituality as different things, for me they are on different ends of the spectrum.  

	Religion for me is structure and it doesn’t matter which one, as I think in many ways, they are similar. It is the architecture of belief systems, passed down, preserved, and practiced within communities. It gives us rituals, rules, doctrine, and identity. It offers the comfort of tradition and the security of shared conviction. In many ways, religion is the public face of faith.

	Spirituality, on the other hand, is deeply personal. It’s the quiet pull that draws us inward. It's less about the "how" and more about the "why." While religion often defines the path, spirituality is the journey itself, the sacred inner work of meaning-making, connection, and becoming.

	Religion can tell me about God. Spirituality invites me to experience God. One is not necessarily better than the other, they simply serve different functions. Religion may gather the crowd, but spirituality holds the mirror. And sometimes, in the solitude of spirit, we find the clarity that tradition alone cannot offer.  

	Over the years, I’ve come to see how spirituality weaves itself through every part of life, not just in prayer or church, but in the way I show up for others, the way I speak to myself, and the way I carry hope through hard times. It’s there in the moments of surrender, in the quiet mornings when the world is still, and in the loud chaos when I whisper, “Lord, help me.”

	 

	I surrender all

	I surrender all

	All to Thee my blessed Savior

	I surrender all

	 

	While singing this hymn in church one Sunday, I sat and wondered can we really do this, or are we always willing to hold on to all and not allow the lord to take care of us?

	Can we let go of our problems and surrender them to God? Is it human nature? Are we willing to surrender or hold on? Is it just a song we sing or just say out aloud or do we really mean it?

	I won’t lie it took me a while to really be able to surrender all, it’s not my nature. I’m a planner by nature maybe a little OCD, so I like to be in control, but my parents (all three) liked to say God is in control. When you are young you can’t see that. No, I’m in control. Is it hard to trust easily
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