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“A small book that packs one ‘hella’ punch, The Blissful Warrior is 
one of very few books in the last couple decades that has hooked me 
in the way it has. Now this is my new go-to book for inspiration . . .  
As a deliberate creator, I take credit for manifesting this for mySelf ! I 
needed a new ‘happy manual,’ so I brought Rhonda into my life. That’s 
how this works, you know.” 

– Kelley Dawn Price,  

aka “The Easy Earth Shaman” 

 www.ezkel.com

“The Blissful Warrior is a heartfelt story of a woman and her courage.  It’s 
a must-read for any woman who refuses to settle for mediocrity in her 
life. It’s a story that proves we all have the power to choose happiness if 
we’re willing to brave and push through our obstacles. I love this story. 
It touched my heart and made me feel deeply moved, but with a smile 
on my face.”

– Christine Young,  

Transformational Coach  

www.christineyoungcoaching.com
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“The Blissful Warrior is a catalyst for activation. It is a relatable guide for 
women of all ages and passes down wisdom in a language that speaks to 
the next generation of the Divine feminine!”

– Laurén Laurino, ND,  

Author of Step Into Your Vision 2.0 

 www.laurenlaurino.com

“Rhonda Uretzky shares her journey from disillusionment into the light, 
indeed, back into the bliss of her own life. The wisdom she shares with 
us is entirely relatable as she expresses so many of the common themes 
facing women and men alike who are challenged by a societal structure, 
with the dominant rule that it takes an inordinate amount of work to be 
happy. Instead, Rhonda reiterates that it is our birthright to be blissful, 
and the key discovery is in remembering.”

– Dr. Michael Finkelstein,  

Author of Slow Medicine: Hope and Healing  

for Chronic Illness 

www.slowmedicinedoctor.com

http://www.laurenlaurino.com
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“Rhonda has created an insightful and inspiring book, one that 
anyone can use to reset their life with clear and joyful intention.” 

– Shoshanna Katzman, MS, LAc, 

Author of Qigong for Staying Young: A Simple  

20-Minute Workout to Cultivate Your Vital Energy 
www.healing4u.com

“By reading this book, you will deepen your awareness and 
compassion, and discover what it means and how to become a 
Blissful Warrior. Enjoy!”

– Mariah Fenton Gladis, MSS, QCSW,  

Author of Tales of a Wounded Healer:  

Creating Exact Moments of Healing 

www.gestaltcenter.com 

http://www.healing4u.com
http://www.gestaltcenter.com
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I n t r o d u c t i o n

the BlIssfUl Mess

“I used to wait for a sign, she said, before I did anything.  
Then one night I had a dream and an angel in black tights  

came to me and said, ‘You can start any time now,’  
and then I asked ‘Is this a sign?’ and the angel started laughing 
and I woke up. Now, I think the whole world is filled with signs, 

but if there’s no laughter, I know they’re not for me. . .”

 – Brian Andreas,  
Mostly True: Collected Stories & Drawings

I was always waiting for answers. It was my 20th wedding anniversary and I was 
waiting again, this time for the trip to Italy my husband had promised. I waited 
in the same way I’d waited for all the promises of my marriage to be fulfilled: 

With doubt. I measured the happiness I was supposed to have, and felt lacking. I 
anticipated the appreciation I was supposed to receive, and felt ignored. I sized up 
the rewards I should have had by now, and felt cheated. I was always looking into the 
horizon, secretly expecting that what I wanted most would never come.

I got what I expected.

On my anniversary, I awoke and watched the day unfold and my marriage 
unravel. My husband had decided to shelve the trip and brush aside any kind of 
anniversary celebration. He gave no excuses, so I invented some of my own. Maybe 
he was insecure about money; his investments had gone bad in past years. Was I a 
bad investment? Maybe he didn’t have enough time; but hadn’t I offered to plan this 
trip with him, and hadn’t he said all along that he had it under control? Maybe I had 
been right all along: I had married a bachelor who preferred Starbucks and The New 
York Times to conversation and closeness. 
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Or maybe—whispered a slightly shakier voice—there was something more  
to this story. 

I was 54 years old.  I had two mortgages and five figures of debt, two grown children 
and a business. I had every reason to keep it together except for one that pushed me 
over the edge: This was my last chance.

I could pivot towards the life I wanted or continue struggling to hold together 
the life I had.  

I let the last patch on my marriage come apart, certain it was my husband’s 
shortcomings that caused the final undoing, and I made a decision. I went to 
Italy—by myself.
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On the outside, I blamed my husband. Yet underneath my anger, there 
was a picture I couldn’t quite bring into focus, but also could not completely 
block:  There I was. No one else was ever making my choices. I was the writer  
of this story. 

And I began to suspect that this story had started farther back than I’d imagined.

I was four years old when I first discovered that I could translate any song 
to the piano after hearing it just once. I had the musical gift of perfect pitch. By 
kindergarten, I was the pianist for the weekly school assembly. It won me the 
acclaim of  “Cutest and Most Talented Kid” at PS 42. 

I began my career as a people-pleaser.

Fast forward to auditions for the school play, The Sound of Music; I was a  
shoo-in. I was 10 years old. I had practiced for weeks, singing at the top of my 
voice. As I walked onstage in my white shirt and blue skirt, I saw myself reflected in 
the eyes of my teachers. They beamed up at me in anticipation and I started to sing.

I knew instantly that I would not be chosen.

At that moment, I arrived at the first of many unconscious conclusions about 
myself: I was nothing special. I was not good enough. I was not worthy. 

From that one moment, I made choices about how to live my life: Stay in the 
background. Don’t let anyone see you. If they do, they won’t love you. 

I was carefully schooled in powerlessness: Life is hard. You can’t get everything 
you want. There’s not enough for everyone. Set goals, write to-do lists, have a plan. 

And I was a good student.

I learned to be reasonable: Don’t trust your feelings. Listen to others who know 
what is best for you. Take the path more traveled. 

I learned to earn my happiness: I’ll be happy when I have more time. I’ll love 
myself when I lose weight. I’ll feel better when I make more money.

I learned to wait for the conditions to prove that I had arrived. 



T h e  B l i s s F U l  m e s s

4

One day, I did arrive, at a place 
where I felt left out of my own 
life, left with a nagging suspicion 
I would never figure it all out or 
get it all done. I was not even sure  
what “it” was. 

Halfway to Italy, somewhere between Newark and Florence, between  
self-loathing and self-awareness, an old familiar voice kicked in: How could I have 
settled for this lukewarm life? How could I have believed in empty promises? How could 
I respect myself or trust myself now?  

Then an odd thing happened: I got answered.

Now is your time. Breathe. Your heart has been waiting to guide you, 
even if you couldn’t always hear it.  

Listen and be ready to unlearn everything.

You have inner guidance. You have felt its small insistent nudges and its 
full-blown bursts of inspiration. You are the wisdom.  

You are not broken. There is nothing to fix. Relax and let your fountain 
of well-being flow through you. In this moment, you may not have the object 
of your desires, but you have a choice. Start small. Begin where you are and 
take one slightly better-feeling step. 

You were born to be happy. 

It takes courage to be happy under all conditions. It takes strength to soothe 
yourself in the midst of despair. It takes commitment to turn towards bliss  
no matter what. 

It takes a Blissful Warrior.

There is a new game afoot.

The Law of Attraction says we are transmitters of vibrational energy. By this 
law, the signals that return must match what you send. Struggle cannot bring ease; 
misery cannot create joy.  They are simply not matching energies.

It’s not enough to affirm what you want; you must become a vibrational match 
to the experience of it, in your heart. 

It takes courage to be happy under 
all conditions. It takes strength 
to soothe yourself in the midst of 
despair. It takes commitment to turn 
towards bliss no matter what. 
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In fact, you already are. Your life is a mirror of what you truly, deeply believe.

The story of your life begins with you. There is no blame or judgment for what 
you experience. It’s just physics.

It takes daily practice to deliberately choose to experience happiness. It takes 
commitment to catch yourself before you spiral downward into despair and put a 
foundation of well-being under your feet. 

It takes Bliss-cipline. 
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The new game of life requires Bliss-cipline: Pivoting away from stress in 
each moment, and easing your way into bliss. It is about stepping away from the 
obstacles, one by one, into the happiness that is your birthright. According 
to Mary Myers, creator of the Facebook page called Blissipline! (sic), it is an 
“unwavering determination to focus on that which feels good.”

Feeling good will take you home.
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Bliss-cipline is simple: Soothe yourself, under all conditions.  Start with three 
deep breaths. Follow your feelings, without excuses. Choose to feel better in all 
situations, no exceptions.

You have your own inner guidance. I can’t hear it for you, but I can show you 
how to listen. All you need is the desire, day by day, to reawaken to the joy you 
were meant to live.

I am not a therapist or a psychologist. I am a lifelong seeker. I have been 
a yoga teacher for more than 40 years and a student of spirituality for as long, 
from Mahayana Buddhism to the Law of Attraction, from Abraham-Hicks to 
T. Harv Eker. Despite how life-affirming spiritual practices are for me and 
many millions of others, lately I have seen an overwhelming exhaustion in my 
students, a collective longing for happiness from women who are successful, 
capable caretakers of their families and leaders in their fields. I have felt 
this longing myself. I interviewed scores of exceptional women—and some 
fantastic men—for this book, from all walks of life, so that I might share their 
insights with you.

But make no mistake: This book is not about their answers, or my answers. 
It is about learning to trust the answers from within yourself and no one else. 

One month after my forgotten anniversary, I stepped off the plane in Florence, 
Italy, and said out loud to no one: “I am here, alone.”

In that moment, something in me crossed over. I could no longer go back. I 
could only go forward.

You can’t go back and start your life over. It’s not important for you to find 
where you first went off track. You can start the journey home to yourself from 
wherever you are right now. In each chapter of this book, I will take you to the 
Italy that opened my heart to the journey. I will share the questions I asked myself 
there, and the paradox of the answers that came back, so opposite from the life 
lessons I had been taught. I will detail the Bliss-ciplines I leveraged to uplift me 
and point me towards home.

But let me be clear:  This book is not designed to teach you how to live—it will 
remind you that you already know.
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C h a p t e r  1

fIndIng BlIss In  
BeIng lOst

“Even with years of spiritual study,  
nothing prepared me for my own unfolding,  
a radical, perceptual shift of consciousness.  

Ego turned upside down and I didn’t for some time recognize 
the new language that was coming through me.” 

– Ronda LaRue,  
www.ojaisoularts.com

How did I get here? I started by screaming my way through the longest 
45-minute car ride of my life, to the airport, on my way to Italy. I was 
being driven by my husband to be abandoned by my husband on our 

20th anniversary. He didn’t seem to get the irony. Now here I stand, quieted, 
outside my rented apartment at 14 Via Gino Capponi, Florence, Italy, waiting for 
the caretaker’s mother to let me into my rented Homeaway, a place that promised 
to be both home and the opposite of everything about home that  made me feel 
so displaced.

When the caretaker’s mother arrives, I begin marveling about this charming 
Florentine building: The tiny elevator, the intricately carved wood doors, the 
polished marble staircase. It takes me a while to notice her confusion: “Non capisco, 
signora. Sono vecchia.” I don’t understand you, lady. I am old.

In any language, I understand confusion. 
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Upstairs, she presents me with my view of Florence: The omnipresent Duomo, 
the floating dome atop Santa Maria dei Fiori, the church of Saint Mary of the 
Flowers in the nearby Piazza Duomo. The November sunset has turned the massive 
structure into a shimmer of light.  

If I hold my sadness up to the light, will it dissolve?

I stand alone watching darkness swallow the Duomo whole. Suddenly, nothing 
seems solid: People, memories, experiences. At 5:15 a.m. I crumble into bed, 
glimpsing sunrise between the cracks in the plaster ceiling.  

Must everything be broken open before light can get in? 

I sleep until noon the next day, awaken briefly then fall back down again until 
4 p.m. As daylight softens into dusk, I feel pulled by an energy that seems to tug 
everyone from their homes in one of the most endearing Italian traditions: La 
passeggiata, the evening stroll. 

I join the crowds heading to Piazzale Michelangelo (Michelangelo Square) for 
the panoramic view above the rooftops of Florence and into the hills of Fiesole, way 
on the far side of the river in the distant Oltrarno quarter of the city. My destination 
feels like a destiny.

I am afraid to be lost in the dark. The sun will set within hours. With each step, 
I am walking farther and farther from my home. 

It’s enough that I came this far. I can remember where I left off and come back 
tomorrow, when there’s more daylight ahead and the path seems more knowable. 

Still, I walk forward. 

Many steps up to Piazzale Michelangelo, in the center of the square, I find 
Michelangelo’s David, a bronze reproduction of the marble original. Even as a 
copy, David is impressive, beyond all my expectations. 

I first met David 33 years ago, at L’Accademia in Florence, a gallery housing 
many pieces of Renaissance art, including sculptures by Michelangelo. I had just 
graduated college as a painter and, having scraped together enough money for 
food, art supplies and a backpack, I began a trek through Europe to meet the 
art in person. Now, all these years later, I have aged while David, miraculously, 
has suffered no physical decline.  Each of his fingers is still larger than my 
head. His huge, veined hands, his immense, cartoon-like feet, even his curls 
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are muscular. He stands above the city, looking away. I move in closer, but he  
continues ignoring me.

No problem—I have been ignored by lesser men.

This is David before he was David, before he conquered his Goliath. His 
contrapposto stance—weight on one foot, shoulders and arms twisted off-axis from 
his hips and legs—shows relaxed confidence. David faces his monster with ease 
and grace. 

But then there is the small furrow of his brow. This David is determined, but 
he is human. He has his doubts.

I sit in the cold, looking up into David’s eyes. I have so many questions, and I 
am not certain of anything except that I am lost, and I want to find my way back 
home tonight.

A translucent night falls in around me. It emphasizes the contrasts of Florence: 
The coarseness and the elegance, the crumbling and the chic, the chiaroscuro of 
light and shadow that hides and reveals the falling apart here.

© Rhonda Uretzky
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In Italy, ruin is an art form. It takes courage to embrace the beauty of a  
thing gone bad.

Back down in the streets of Florence, darkness obscures memory. Which street 
is mine? Nothing is what it seemed just moments before. Storefronts look menacing. 
Narrow alleys lure me in.

A church door opens. 

Behind the marble façade of the Basilica di Santa Croce, I take refuge. I choose 
a middle pew. Eyes closed, not praying, not sleeping, I am drifting. The mass is in 
Italian and I understand little, until I hear the priest say: 

“Who among us can judge a heart?”

Is he talking to me? Is he telling me that I must accept my heart as it is? How 
can I trust my faulty heart? 

From someplace comes my answer: Find your heart by losing your way. The path 
you are walking can never belong to anyone else. Worry less. Wander more. 

This is the first of many answers I will hear, answers that sound foreign yet 
familiar, answers that seem to come from far away yet feel like homecoming.

Off in the distance, I see the top of the Duomo, then Via Gino Capponi, my 
street, then my familiar doorway.

Was I always heading home?  

In my own chiaroscuro, I find my marriage 
growing dim as I am lit up by things to marvel  
at—landscape, artwork, language. I don’t miss 
my husband or wish he was here. Twenty years of 
marriage crumble against singular moments of 
beauty. Can Italy teach me to embrace my ruins?

Could bliss be this simple?

Beneath my despair, I sense a bright light of well-being. 

Perhaps losing my way in the dark is the first step to finding the life that I can 
no longer live without.

Perhaps losing my 
way in the dark is the 
first step to finding 
the life that I can no 
longer live without. 



R h o n d a  U R e t z k y

13

the PARAdOx:  
the ARt Of lOsIng yOURself 

“Everything is an opportunity for growth.  
If you can’t change the situation,  

what you can change is the way you respond to it.”

– Beryl Bender Birch,  
www.power-yoga.com

Misaligned: I have lost myself.  
Bliss-aligned:  Find yourself again and again. 

Life is a game. The game is Lost and Found. 

You have all the resources you need to play this game again and again.

You have all the time you need. This time is called your life. 

Time is malleable. Time is flexible. Time is renewable. Time is always being 
lost and found, as are you.

How you experience time is your 
choice. Engage with what you love and 
life expands to offer all the time in the 
world. Do what calls your heart and find 
the beginnings of endless time, where 
time seems to stand still yet go on forever. 

Fill your life with what feeds your soul. Act only when you feel good. Until 
then—wait. Force nothing. Time is on your side. 

Find yourself in the space between lost and found, between rest and action, in 
between the lines of your to-do list and in the sighs of your exhales.

Your biggest find is happiness. 

Find yourself in the space 
between lost and found, between 

rest and action, in between the 
lines of your to-do list and in 

the sighs of your exhales.
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Choose what feels better, even slightly 
better, right now. Choose happiness moment 
by moment. 

Make life a time to enjoy. Have no time  
for anything else. 

Ask yourself, what feels like bliss now?  Breathe and wait for the answer.

Misaligned: I have to get things done.  
Bliss-aligned: You will never be done. 

Take your time.

You are part of a vastness of time that is flowing all around you, through you, 
always carrying you to where you want to be.

But I have deadlines. I have goals. I have things to get done. 

There is time for all that you 
want, but when you focus on 
time shortage, you miss the 
natural expansiveness of life. 

© Rhonda Uretzky
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There is time for all that you want, but when you focus on time shortage, you 
miss the natural expansiveness of life. 

Time is your ally, not your adversary. 
Time is patient while you breathe and relax, 
and remember: Take time to soothe yourself. 
Perfect timing is inevitable. You can’t miss it. 
It is who you are.

Find the timeless feeling of well-being.

Take three deep breaths and forget what you should be doing. Ask: What feels 
good to do, right now?

When other people try setting your schedule, laugh a little. They have no power 
here in perfect timing. 

See deadlines as little stars on your horizon and mentally set your compass. 
Travel light and with joy, or put the journey off until the time feels right. 

This is the time to feel better.

Let ease be your guide. Make happiness your habit.

Hide the clock.

Find your timeless bliss.

Misaligned: I must stop putting things off. 
Bliss-aligned: Procrastinate with joy. 

Procrastination is not a personal flaw—it is an empowering message. With 
nagging persistence, it informs you that, without a doubt, this is not the time 
for taking action.

Procrastination is part of perfect timing.

Procrastination is not an excuse; it is a feeling of certainty that now is the  
time to wait. 

Be patient. Soon it will be time to engage your bliss. 

Procrastination is not an 
excuse; it is a feeling of certainty 

that now is the time to wait.
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Procrastination means stop: Now is not the time for doing. Inspiration means 
go: Everything is aligned to leverage your actions. 

Act only when you feel inspired. The feeling of wanting-to-do-it-right-now is 
a green light to the actions that will take you directly to your heart’s desire. 

Procrastination is worth the wait.

Align with your heart. Trust your feelings. Breathe in, breathe out.

Easy does it.

the BlIss-cIPlInes:   
dO WhAt yOU lOve RIght nOW

“We are such adorable paradoxes.  
It’s like there’s a secret society of self-help women 

who are quietly burning themselves out.”

– Eliza Reynolds,  
www.motheringanddaughtering.com

It’s pretty simple: Do something you love once a day.  

Stop and choose what feels better and do that, no matter what. 

Let inspiration precede all action.

The name of this game is soothe yourself.

Walk your dog. 

Sip your coffee.

Sing in the shower. Read Vogue. Watch children play. 

Go to Italy.
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Simply take the next better-feeling step in this moment. Start from wherever 
you are. You can always feel a little better. A little is enough.

You are not attempting to leap from depression to bliss. You are feeling for the 
next gentle step up from wherever you are.

Feeling better is the point. Feeling good is the game and it’s always within 
reach. Just stop struggling. You cannot find ease through struggle. Find your  
sense of flow.

When you choose to feel good no matter what, you experience a paradox: You 
can feel better under sad conditions. Happiness is not conditional: It is a choice.
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Take three deep breaths and make a list of five better-feeling things.

How will you have time to do any of them? You have all the time in the world. 

Prove it. Try turning your clock ahead 10 minutes.  

It doesn’t matter that you know you are the one who turned time around. 
Almost instantly, you will begin to enjoy the luxury of more time.

Suddenly, you have time to breathe. Time to eat breakfast. Time to be early. 
Time to allow others to be late. 

You have perfect timing.

Begin to see time as a construct of which you are the architect. There is always 
enough time do what feels better.

Go easy. Put yourself in position to feel the joy of your perfect timing: 

1. Inhale. When you’re feeling frustrated, hopeless, even defeated, a deep 
breath can expand your outlook. Inhale clarity. One deep breath melts 
multiple obstacles. 

2. Align. Stand up straight, shoulders down, breastbone lightly lifted. Avoid 
thrusting your chest or a poking your tailbone back.  A slight smile, a lightly 
dropped chin. Stand up for yourself. Take a breath, readjust your posture, 
and present yourself for joy.

3. Exhale. Life is in motion. Holding your breath only makes you feel stuck. 
You aren’t. Exhale and go with your flow again. 

4. Soothe. Soothing yourself despite upsetting circumstances can feel like 
an effort initially, but soon it will become a habit and then a pleasure. Let 
go of the need to figure out a long-term strategy. Simply point yourself 
towards feeling soothed right now and you’ve arrived. 

5. Feel. Experience the feeling of having what you want right now, despite 
conditions that seem to be keeping you apart from it. Line up with the 
feeling of happiness. All happiness feels equal. One reason to be happy is 
as good as the next. Choose the happiness that is accessible to you now.  
There are no small feelings in your big life.
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C h a p t e r  2

the BlIssfUl  
OveRWhelM 

“A wave of warmth spread over her and around her.  
It felt like a cloak of the softest fibers,  

holding the vibrancy of fertile earth and fresh air,  
and the strength of deep oceans and majestic peaks.  

‘Is this feminine power?’ she wondered, ‘It feels like home.’” 

– Alison Armstrong,  
www.thequeenscode.com

That’s the thing about being depressed in Italy—you get your sleep.  
From noon ‘til as late as 4 p.m., everything closes in Florence. It is the midday 
riposo, the rest time. Museums, churches and shops shutter as everyone goes 

home for a big pranzo (lunch) and little sonellino (a snooze) in the first ebb of the day.

The only people on the streets are the beggars: Tourists begging for an open 
restaurant and gypsies in purple skirts and gold shawls begging for coins. I walk 
past them, envious of those who can ask for what they want.

In the later afternoon, I decide to visit Giotto, Michelangelo and Pontormo in 
the Uffizi, arguably the most comprehensive art gallery of Italy. But who has time to 
argue? I need all my time and energy for art. 

Italian psychiatrist Graziella Magherini identified it as: Stendhal syndrome, the 
psychosomatic illness that causes rapid heartbeat, dizziness, fainting, confusion and even 
hallucinations when you are exposed to particularly beautiful art in large amounts in  
a single place.

http://www.the
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I am stricken.

There is no way to stay safe from the more, more, more of Florence. This city 
seduces you, offering another masterpiece, another miracle, another moment of 
beauty beyond what your senses can hold. 

Here, being overwhelmed feels oddly invigorating.

I have slipped into a guided tour and I am now eavesdropping on a squat, 
English tour guide, a woman who appears to be gossiping about the artists.

“Sandro Arnolfini married a 14-year-old and insisted she have 12 children. 
She died in childbirth at 26. Notice in this portrait by Botticelli: She is pale 
and expressionless, already dead, though apparently still adding to her jewelry 
collection.”

“When Fra Filippo Lippi accepted a commission to paint the Virgin Mary, he 
went to the local convent looking for a model. The Mother Superior told him to 
take his pick from a roomful of novices and indeed he did: His Madonna became 
his mistress and the mother of his two children.”

Botticelli, she clucks, could not paint children. 
“Look at these little monsters!  Did he never see 
a baby on the streets of Florence?” Leonardo da 
Vinci, she tells us, was a talented bastard who easily 
surpassed his master.

Two hours later, Stendhal claims another victim as the exhausted old tour 
guide abandons us, advising us to “go on to the Mannerist gallery without me, 
after which you will surely be dead.” 

What a death. 

Ah, the Mannerists. I feel their longing in the elongated necks, torsos, 
arms of their saints and angels, cloaked in pastel robes that float around them 
as if underwater. The otherworldly look in their glazed eyes, their long slender 
fingers pointing at heaven. They look weightless and, in gazing at them, I feel 
unburdened.

I float on to Orsanmichele, the oldest church of Florence, dated 750 AD.  
The present building added a market and granary in 1336 AD, and later it all 
became a church again when a painting of the Madonna performed a miracle here. 

Things can be 
reconfigured, rebuilt 
and reborn in Florence. 
That is my hope.
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Things can be reconfigured, rebuilt and reborn in Florence. That is my hope.

I stay for late-afternoon mass. The nuns—delicate women, young and old, 
with smooth, white faces—float up the aisles, making eye contact with each person 
in every pew, one by one. I stand on the aisle in the center row. A petite, older nun 
stops before me, reaches out and takes both my hands. She looks into my eyes and 
wishes me Pace de Cristo, the peace of Christ.

I don’t begin crying until much, much later.
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the PARAdOx:  
OveRWhelMed tO OveRjOyed

“We must address the aspect of the Big Love:  
A recognition that we are that Love we have been looking for, and to 
attend to all the places inside where we feel separate from Love.”

– Annette Knopp,  
www.thefreeheart.com

Misaligned: I am overwhelmed by my life. 
Bliss-aligned: Be overwhelmed by your bliss.

Overwhelm is invigorating. It is what you feel when you are engaged with what 
you love.

Underwhelm is exhausting. It is the lack 
of enthusiasm you feel when you are doing 
what drains your soul.

You have all the time in the world to 
do what you love. You simply have no time  
for anything less.  

Joy is overwhelming. Inspiration is endless. 

Take three deep breaths and ask yourself, what feels joyful to me right now, in 
this moment? 

The answer is overwhelmingly clear: Do that.

Does your to-do list ever get done? It only rewards you with more soul-draining 
things to do, leaving you feeling more underwhelmingly empty.

Does your to-do list ever get 
done? It only rewards you 
with more soul-draining things 
to do, leaving you feeling more 
underwhelmingly empty.
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Let overwhelming happiness be the only thing on your list. Find yourself in 
the flow of it.

It’s underwhelming to live any other way. 

Misaligned: How can I get everything done?  
Bliss-aligned: Get yourself undone.

You will never get everything done.  

Thank goodness.

You are here to expand, to experiment, 
to broaden the playing field. Done? Not 
even close. Stop trying to finish and start 
enjoying the more, more, more of your life.

Trash your to-do list.

In that space between actions, miracles lie waiting. The only thing not in that 
space is you.

Get undone. Be expansive. Experience limitlessness. All of this is what you are. 
It feels like home.

Relax and you have already arrived. 

Give yourself permission to be lazy, now.

Don’t work so hard at this. Choose what feels least resistant in the moment.

Take three deep breaths and ask: What feels better to me now? The answer may 
sound like nonsense.

That’s the genius of it: It need not make sense. Feel your joy.

You may have no access to bliss from misery, but you can access one slightly 
better thought, one slightly better feeling, one moment of upliftment. That’s enough.

You’re enough.

In that space between actions, 
miracles lie waiting. The only 

thing not in that space is you.
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You will never be done. You are endless.

Misaligned: I’ll do what I really want later. 
Bliss-aligned: Do what you want first.

Actively choose happiness.

Whatever you’re wanting is because you sense that you will feel happier in 
having it. 

Why wait? 

Your happiness was never dependent upon things, accomplishments, or other 
people. 

Happiness is a feeling. 
Happiness is a choice.
Happiness is the journey, not the reward 
at the end. 
Happiness is unconditional. 

Choose a single moment of happiness now, despite current conditions.

Feeling better requires no minimum income, no special props. Soothing 
yourself is a choice, and it is always available.

Happiness comes easily, once you stop putting it off.

Take three deep breaths. 

In this moment, choose soothing over struggling; slightly more satisfied over 
stressed.  

Happiness is always seeking you. Make yourself easy to find.

Feeling better requires no 
minimum income, no special 
props. Soothing yourself is a choice, 
and it is always available.
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the BlIss-cIPlInes:  
hIRe A MAsteR MAnAgeR
Inspired by Abraham-Hicks, Ask and It Is Given

Each morning, before you’re fully awake, your to-do list starts ticking off your tasks. 
You try to get ahead of it, but you’re already left behind. 

Do something different.

Imagine an expert manager, ready and waiting to do your most tedious tasks, 
setting you free to do what you love. 

Which tasks would you give away? Which would you savor for yourself ?

 
Make the Master’s To-Do List: Write it: a list containing everything, from the 
mundane to the vitally important tasks of your life. don’t hold back. after all, 
there’s a lot to do. list them all.

 
Make a Me List: This list contains just three things you look forward 
to doing. it may feel odd to give yourself permission to do only what 
you want. at first, you may not be able to discern the things you must 
do from things you’d love to do. you’ll get there. Feeling good comes 
naturally.

 
Task Mastering: hand those tedious tasks to your master manager 
then put them out of sight. your reasoning mind may balk—but i have 
deadlines! if you’re truly willing to put the master to work and not watch 
over her, you’ll witness something amazing: The tedious to-dos start 
getting done. check back to your master list in a few days and notice 
how many items got done somehow, with no effort from you.
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How did you do that?

You got out of the way. You stopped resisting what you once knew: All you’ve 
asked can be answered. You just forgot to ask.  

Ask now. Ask often. Ask, expecting to be answered.
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C h a p t e r  3

BlIssfUl RelAtIOnshIPs

“Life is a relational experience. I am in a relationship with everyone I meet, with 
nature, with all parts of who I am. The first relationship is the one I have with 

myself, an inner relationship that requires an ongoing, compassionate dialogue.”

– Mariah Fenton Gladis, 
www.gestaltcenter.com

Elisa is a young mother who has returned to her native Florence after 14 
years living in London. My caretaker says Elisa can teach me Italian  
in one week. 

I’m in.

We plan to meet on the steps of Palazzo de Medici Riccardi, with its plain 
brown masonry exterior hiding a dazzling Medici palatial home, the kind with a 
built-in art museum and chapel. 

We plan for 11:30 a.m., Friday. If I can manage it, this will be the earliest yet 
that I have left my apartment.

Morning church bells ring as I round Piazza Duomo. Moments later, I see Elisa. 
She has a friendly face, an easy smile. We make our introductions and as we walk 
together, I search for something to say in Italian: “è sicuro di lasciare le bici sbloccate a 
Firenze?” The bikes are left unlocked here in Florence, is that safe? 

“Ah, I have lived too long away from home. Now I lock everything,” 
she smiles. Her English is infused with singsong Italian and punctuated  
by British staccato. 
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I love her.

Elisa takes me to Bar Gilli in Piazza della Repubblica, the oldest café in 
Florence, a hangout for glitterati and Hollywood stars. She has chosen this place 
for my first macchiato. We sit, almost unheard of for Italians who drink their coffee 
standing and ready to move on. 

“Allora,” she says as we sip. “Ci parliamo in Italiano.” Now, we speak Italian. 

Her patience for my raggedy grammar is impressive as I attempt to translate 
my complicated story. I talk freely as one can only do with a stranger, about 
my marriage, my life in New Jersey, my children. She tells me about leaving 
home for London after her mother remarried. She tells me about raising her 
two young daughters. We talk about the complexity of relationships and the 
surprise of loneliness. 

Does she believe in soulmates, I ask? She talks about Angel, her partner and the 
father of her children, but she does not call him sposato, husband. For a moment, 
I envy her. She will never know the pain of a divorce, the kind of ripping apart at 
the seams you feel even if you are the one doing the pulling. She is just starting 
her family and she has so much to look forward to. I am alone. I don’t miss my 
husband; I miss my dream.

And I begin to realize how much I have missed human connection. There is a 
melody created by two voices, a rhythm in conversation, a warmth reflected back to 
you, even from a stranger’s eyes. I have been alone here in Italy for only a few days, 
but I realize that I have been lonely for way longer.

The sun has moved off the Piazza, signaling that 
Elisa must return home. Tomorrow, we will meet at 
Santo Spirito, a church in Oltrarno, as we continue 
exploring the possibility of a friendship.

After just one conversation, I feel emboldened 
to speak Italian.“Quanto costa? Dammi un sconto?” 
How much does it cost and is there a discount? 
“Solamente un bigletto, per favore.” Ticket for one, 

please. I even maneuver my way around a conversation with an older Italian 
woman who is convinced that I live in Florence, and if not, I should move  
here right away.

 Attract relationships 
that match the love 
you feel for yourself. 
Everything you think, 
feel or believe about 
yourself is reflected in 
your relationships. 
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I pause inside Santa Maria Novella, the first great basilica of Florence. I 
am standing in silence in front of the Holy Trinity by Masaccio, one of the last 
works by one of the first Italian masters of mathematical perspective in painting. 
In this fresco, Masaccio was feeling for a new relationship, looking for his dream 
in the details, searching for the moment when his vision could become visible: 
He painted the benefactors both in the scene, and with their robes spilling 
beyond the frame, crossing the nebulous space at the edge between art and life.

I, too, am searching for the courage to cross over.

the PARAdOx: 
the sOUlMAte WIthIn yOURself

“A soulmate is someone who you can completely be yourself with, someone 
with whom you share unconditional love; when you look into their eyes you 

have the experience of being home. By this definition, you already have 
many soulmates in your life—your parents, your children, your friends, your 
business partner, your cat, your dog. Share your appreciation, as much as 
possible, for those soulmates. In doing so, your heart becomes magnetic 
to love, coming from a place of love fullness instead of love deprivation.”

– Arielle Ford, 
www.soulmatesecretbook.com

Misaligned: Where is my soulmate? 
Bliss-aligned: You are right here.

You are the Big Love of your life. 

You can never be disconnected from yourself; loss of love is an illusion.  

Stop wanting to be right about how wrong your last lover was. 

Start making yourself right, for yourself. 
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 Attract relationships that match the love you feel for yourself. Everything 
you think, feel or believe about yourself is reflected in your relationships. 

Soulmates are playmates; they come and go. Love is constant. 

You don’t need relationships with others to feel love.  You can choose to feel 
that love, right now. 

Nor can you use the behavior of another to shut yourself off from love. 

You can never really be disconnected from love. If you feel temporarily lost, 
soothe your way back home.

Start loving again. Start with yourself.

Misaligned: I am too old for a new relationship. 
Bliss-aligned: Renew the relationship with yourself.

Let go of describing, detailing and defending your past relationship. Talk only 
about what you want now. Let go of stale stories and find room to expand upon 
the love inside yourself.

Feel good about yourself despite temporary conditions in your ever-changing 
relationships. 

Let go of what was and renew your love for yourself.

Give up on working hard. Play at relationships lovingly, with or without a partner. 

Develop an easy relationship with yourself. 

Start with your choice to feel better about yourself right now. Don’t drag past 
relationships into it; don’t carry the weight of old grudges. 

Tell new stories of appreciation. Appreciate especially those relationships 
you’re leaving. 

How you end a relationship will determine where you go next. What you take 
with you will springboard you into your future.  

Leave a wake of appreciation behind you. Feel loved, despite conditions.
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Outside conditions have nothing to do with your unwavering love for yourself.

Laugh a little at the folly of always trying to be perfect, an impossible standard 
you held for yourself and your partner. 

Let go of criticizing yourself, pointing at 
your failures or his, arguing for your limitations 
and lamenting what you should have done. 
Let the path of love take you wherever you 
want to be, whenever you’re ready to go.

In your love for yourself, you’re home.

the BlIss-cIPlInes: 
tAlk tO yOUR InneR lOveR

“The minute I heard my first love story,  
I started looking for you, not knowing 

how blind that was. 
Lovers don’t finally meet somewhere. 

They’re in each other all along.”

– Rumi, 
The Illuminated Rumi

How is it that we end up feeling like born losers?

You were born a winner. That’s a biological fact.

You beat out 300 million other swimmers to get through the finish line first in 
the most important race of your life. Being a winner is the only way you could have 
been born and the only reason you are here right now.

It’s time to remember your inner winner.

Talk to your Inner Lover. 

Give up on working hard. 
Play at relationships lovingly, 

with or without a partner. 
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Step 1: The Monster. Make a short (under one minute) video and say all the 
negative stuff that you hear in your head. Talk about your failures, 
your worthlessness, that merciless negative tirade you hear incessantly, 
especially when you think you have failed yet again.

Step 2: The Inner Lover. Identify people in your life who have been 
supportive and inspiring—grandmothers, best friends, people you 
admire and never met but wish you did (Gandhi, Lincoln, Jesus), and 
imagine what they would say to encourage you. Hear their words, 
just for you.

Step 3: The Proof. Record a video of you, speaking their words to you, in their 
voice, saying what they feel about you. Talk for a minimum of one 
minute—but if you find your groove and want to keep going, do so. 
Let your Inner Lover gush forth.

Step 4: The Persistence of Memory. Listen to your Inner Lover recording 
whenever you need encouragement. Let it move you whenever you’re 
feeling stuck. Keep it handy; keep it close to your heart.

In challenging situations, simply ask yourself: What would my Inner Lover say 
about this? Then stop and listen.

Eventually, you will hear your Inner Lover automatically, and it will overpower 
the drone of negativity. It will become even stronger than the voice of reason.

You will hear the empowered voice of Love.
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C h a p t e r  4

the Best dIet Is 
BlIssfUlness

“When I understood how our bodies process everything on a mind, body 
and spirit level, it opened me to seeing that we are all on a very personal 

journey with ourselves and that the healthiest diet is non-judgment.”

– Laurén Laurino, ND, 
www.laurenlaurino.com

I have been invited to Elisa’s nonna’s 81st birthday party. It promises to be a huge 
Italian feast. Has everyone in Florence heard that I am not eating? For days, 
I have walked past pizza, pasta, and pastry—cannoli, berry tarts, profiteroles 

dripping chocolate ganache. I like food but I have been saving my appetite for a 
true, homemade Italian meal.

That’s my story and I’m sticking to it.

I arrive at Elisa’s apartment and I am bombarded by her daughters, Blanca, 
three years old, and Lara, 13 months. They are putti, little angels, with fine blond 
hair, delicate bow lips and muscular spirits. Blanca and Lara vie for my attention. 
They taunt and tease each other. When they’ve had enough, they simply swat each 
other without even looking up. 

It is good to know when you have had enough.

On the drive to Nonna’s house outside Florence, Blanca and I become fast 
friends. We do not speak the same language, but we understand each other. 
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We sit together at dinner and eat from each other’s plate. We crack pistachio nuts 
with our teeth. We dip everything in olive oil. I watch with interest as she tastes 
something she doesn’t like and spits it out: Liver, pignoli nuts, mushrooms.

I swallow everything.

At this dinner, every dish is regaled. We begin with porcini mushroom 
soup drizzled with garlic-infused olive oil. We savor tomato-basil-red pepper 
bruschetta atop stuffed cheese bread. The main attraction is slow-cooked 
brisket with rosemary-braised potatoes. The last flourish is chocolate truffles, 
piquant panettone fruit cake with cranberries and almonds, anisette biscotti and 
bottomless cups of espresso. 

My childhood dinners come back to me in the insistence of smell. Every day, 
after school, I would be welcomed home by the savory smell of fried chicken 
fat. I’d see my mother standing at the stove, apron tied above her chest, dipping 
into a pot of bubbling chicken cacciatore, braised flanken beef, barley stew,  She 
would present me with chunks of crusty bread for dipping into sauce, to hold my 
appetite ‘til dinner. 

And on the coldest winter days, there was bone soup.

My mother made soup using all the unusable parts of the chicken—the neck, 
the back, the feet, the heart, gizzards and pupiks, the parts nobody wanted. After 
many hours of boiling, these scraps gave the last of their nutrients. 

Then my mother would scoop the bony leftovers into a shallow bowl. I’d sit 
across from her at our small kitchen counter as she gnawed on the tiny bones, 
stripping away any last remnants of meat. I waited, my hand cupped under her 
chin, until she spat tiny, bare bones into my palm like a rush of warm feathers.   

The soup was for her family. The bones were for her.

Bone soup was about playing and helping, two things I could not seem to do 
with my mother at any other time. Mother’s Day gifts and anniversary breakfasts-in-
bed seemed to embarrass her. My housecleaning disappointed her. 

I could never find the soft place of satisfaction within her heart. 

My mother is all but lost to me now. Many days, she doesn’t recognize me. I 
wonder if I could go back and hold out my hand for her, to thank her for all the 
warm meals she placed so gently before me; could I somehow convince her that 
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it was never necessary to settle for bare bones? Could 
I show her that there was enough, that there would 
always be more, that there was never any reason to  
go without? 

Life wants to be savored. Why do we let ourselves go hungry?

the PARAdOx: 
feedIng yOURself Is An InsIde jOB

Misaligned: I eat when I feel bad. 
Bliss-aligned:  Eat and feel good. 

Stop denying yourself. 

Eat what feels good to you in this moment. Your appetite is accurate.

Your perfect diet? Feel good when you’re putting the food in. 

It’s not what you 
eat—it’s what’s 

eating you.
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It’s not what you eat—it’s what’s eating you.

Food is not a test, not something to defeat or prove yourself worthy  
of by resisting. 

Food is a treat. Feel worthy and 
let your food nourish you.

Nourishment is an inside job. 
Stop making your diet your story 
of deprivation. You were meant for 
more.

Feel your way to feeding yourself.  Feel delicious.

Be satisfied.

Misaligned: I hate my body. 
Bliss-aligned: Your body loves you.

Your body is your ally.

Your body is your friend. Grace and ease and flexibility are built-in.

Your body informs you. Pay attention. Be appreciative of the messages from 
your body. 

Feel the wisdom of your body. It never lies.

Your body is generous and compassionate. It stores every trauma, every ache in 
your heart and agony of your mind so you don’t need to feel your deepest wounds, 
your saddest memories. Your body wants to protect you.  

Breathe and appreciate it.

Your body will always prove you right. Whatever you believe, your body will 
express. If you tell stories about your injuries, accidents, or illnesses, your body will 
simply agree.

Take a deep breath. Tell a new story.

Your body will always prove you 
right. Whatever you believe, your 
body will express. If you tell stories 
about your injuries, accidents, or 
illnesses, your body will simply agree.
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Your body is always moving toward wholeness, flowing towards vibrancy. 
Inhale and feel relief. Exhale and clear old obstacles. 

Take three deep breaths.

Your body is not broken and there is nothing you need to fix.  

Breathe in life. 

Breathe out fear of disease, fear of aging, fear of pain. Let nothing diminish 
your belief in your well-being. 

Appreciate your unique body of knowledge. 

the BlIss-cIPlInes:  
PlAyIng WIth yOUR fOOd— 
A lAW Of AttRActIOn dIet
As told to me by Diana Golden-Berthelon, Hickie Weight Loss Fun

I grew up in a house where everything revolved around food. 

My mom didn’t cook, so it was an event to go out to dinner or decide what 
we were ordering. Thoughts about food were always present. Food became a habit, 
almost a hobby. Food was a comfort, a pleasure. 

My parents were big, and I accepted my weight as fate or luck or genetics. I would 
lose and gain, and lose and gain, most of the time adding an additional 5 to 10 lbs. to 
my “before weight.” I became good at weight loss, until I gained it back. 

After giving birth to my second son, my weight reached 258 lbs.  In the preceding 
four years, I had a number of life-changing events: Two miscarriages, followed by the 
birth of my baby boy; the death of my mom followed, by the birth of my second 
beautiful son. These events all added emotional and physical weight. 

I wasn’t pleased with my outer self and I set about changing it. I cut out a lot 
of what I loved, working with great effort to lose 29 lbs. I joined Weight Watchers 
with a friend and felt confident that now I had the real tools. 
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I had dabbled in the Law of Attraction in many areas of my life, but I still 
believed that weight loss required hard work, effort and restriction. I continued 
counting food points and exercising, believing in more hard work.  

Then something clicked and I began to realize there was a missing piece to this 
game of weight loss. There was more to this than the action part of the equation. 
Maybe success didn’t need to be so hard. 

I began to apply the Law of Attraction to the shaping and maintaining of my 
own ideal body.

I began by eating what felt good. Instantly, I found a new relationship with 
food: I fell in love with it. I ate my favorite food: Chocolate.

I ate from a place of inspiration and self-appreciation. I did not force myself 
to eat what I didn’t like. I filled up with ideas for food that would satisfy me. I got 
ideas about exercises that would engage me.

I made vision boards and kept my eye on what was coming: My perfect body 
was eager to find me. 

Looking back, I see that the Law of Attraction was at work even when I was 
restricting my diet: I believed in the hard work. My belief, not my effort, created 
my success.

When I realized how easily I could influence my weight by making inside 
changes, by choosing clarity, connectedness and the ease of feeling a body that I 
loved, this simply served me best.

I’m maintaining 158 lbs by understanding that the best diet begins on the 
inside: Feeling good about yourself. Don’t wait for results—you have to believe 
them first.

Life is more delicious than I ever imagined.
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C h a p t e r  5

BlIssfUl PARentIng 

For Carly 
 

“When she was born, 
I was reborn. 

She pulled me in 
and I let myself go  

I didn’t want to be anywhere else. 
When she slept, I watched 

anticipating the moment she would awaken 
and I could relive the first moment of her arrival. 

She looked directly into my eyes. 
Her expression was not one of happiness or sadness, but of knowing. 

Our connection satisfied my soul 
and when she nursed, it was I who could not get enough.”

– Rhonda Uretzky

“Isn’t this macchiato amazing?” In the bar beside Piazza Duomo that has 
become my morning hangout, I am ordering a breakfast of Italian coffee 
and croissant filled with Nutella, that otherworldly chocolate hazelnut 

confection. Macchiato, I explain, is Italian for marked: It is steamed milk marked 
with a little espresso or a little espresso marked with steamed milk.

Carly looks at me as if I have two heads. 

“Have you never been to Starbucks?” she asks me, explaining that they have 
ten different kinds of macchiato and rolling her eyes for emphasis. Zach reminds 
me that you can buy Nutella in any New York supermarket.
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My two children, Carly, 25, and Zach 18, are visiting me in Florence.

Who am I now?

Carly tells me that I have become a Eurosnob, someone who falls to her knees 
for anything Italian. I gush about how elegant the Italian men are, how fashionable 
the women, how nourishing the food that I have not been eating. 

I can no longer be anonymous: I am Mom. 

Today, I am Tour Guide Mom. I saved the quintessential tour of Florence, the 
church of Santa Maria dei Fiore, to share with my children. I am eager to explore 
it from the inside: The Mannerist fresco by Vasari, the mysteriously floating cupola, 
the view of Florence from 463 steps up. As we approach, I imagine Vasari walking 
this path to paint the dome’s massive underside. I picture Leonardo looking 
up and sketching the winch that will place the ball atop the lantern. I imagine 
Michelangelo standing right here at the baptistry, declaring these the gates of 
paradise.

I hold my gushing.

We stand in the underbelly of the Duomo, beneath Vasari’s Last Judgment 
fresco, which depicts the eight levels of existence, from the depths of hell to 
a realm where muscle-bound angels uplift the holy. Vasari’s vision is fiercely 
populated with full-figured flesh-beings, a bountiful world of sinners and 
saints.

It feels familiar. I judge myself about everything. It is torture.

Have I been a good mother? Are my children happy? Are my children  
self-sufficient? Will they be okay when I am gone? Will they find love and joy 
and success? 

Am I responsible?

Judgement is nothing new. Ironically, art historians have been judging Vasari 
ever since the paint dried here, calling his fresco so amateurish it would be best 
obliterated with a coat of white paint, or removed and buried in a hole in the 
ground.

Everyone’s got an opinion.
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I bury myself in harsh judgments.  I loathe myself for showing my children 
all my worst qualities. I reproach myself for passing along my doubts and fears. I 
regret that I taught my children to torture themselves by example.  

Climbing higher, stepping outside onto the topmost balcony, we emerge into a 
panorama of Florence, above Judgment. I take a deep breath and take in this fresh, 
unencumbered view.

 It is raining; Mom remembered to bring umbrellas.  

Sometimes, it takes a brief tour of heaven and hell to remind me that my own 
life can be the most paradoxical journey of all.

the PARAdOx: 
POWeRfUl, POIntless gUIlt 

“A teenage daughter is so much more than an eye roll and a 
door slam. We are tender-hearted and fierce and wacky and 

sassy and hungry for information and life and love.”

– Eliza Reynolds, 
www.motheringanddaughtering.com

Misaligned: I feel guilty about the parent I was. 
Bliss-aligned: You are enough.

You had everything you needed to be a parent the moment your child was born. 

You had Love.

You don’t raise children. They are born uplifted.

You need not give your children what they already have: Inner wisdom. You do 
not need to teach a seedling how to grow.
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Your children may look small but they are 
masters. They know about following their bliss.  
You can learn from what they know. 

They know how to be happy.  

Children are born fully equipped for life. They are eager to get started. They 
play, they explore, they make-believe because they know that with belief, life can 
deliver all they can imagine. They know that there is more than enough room for 
their dreams.

Children do not feel guilty. They feel free.  

Your guilt will not propel them.  

Let them follow the plan only their hearts can feel. Set yourself free from guilt.

Children do not feel 
guilty. They feel free.
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Your children are born with strong hearts to guide them. 

Your son’s life may not look like your vision, and with good reason: 
It ’s his life. Your daughter doesn’t need you to plan her success. Her plan  
is just fine. 

Encourage them to trust themselves. 

Bring the love. Unload the guilt. Enjoy the parenting.

Misaligned: Did I make good choices for my child? 
Bliss-aligned: Keep choosing love. 

You do not choose your child’s life.

Choose to love your child.

Appreciate your child’s freedom to make his or her own choices.  

Tell your child that the only person he must please is herself. 

Whenever you see “wrong” choices, know 
that you are measuring her life from your 
vantage point, based upon your experiences. 
Your choice has nothing to do with her inner 
guidance. You cannot judge the trajectory 
of her heart.

Let them find their own clarity. 

Show your children that you choose to follow your own heart. Be unconditional 
about your happiness: Be an example of happiness. Choose relief. Choose self-love. 

Your children watch how you live.  

Be self-soothing. When you’re tired, rest. When you’re hungry, eat. When 
you’re angry, take time to breathe. 

Your children don’t want you to sacrifice your life; they want you full of life. 

Choose life.

Be self-soothing. When you’re 
tired, rest. When you’re 

hungry, eat. When you’re 
angry, take time to breathe. 
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the BlIss-cIPlInes: 
hOld On fOR RelIef 

“Energy medicine is about blockages and flow. Blockages can 
result in mental or physical illness. Flow is joy and healing.”

– Dondi Dahlin,  
www.learnthefiveelements.com

I learned this simple Bliss-cipline from Dondi Dahlin and I use it whenever I 
begin to feel guilt grabbing hold of me:

I hold myself instead.

Even if you are in the midst of great stress—and guilt can feel traumatic—
there is a simple way to release yourself from its clutches in as little as two minutes. 

Reach for one of the many soothing solutions built into your body: The 
neurovascular points on your forehead. 

These points begin one inch above the edge of your eyebrows and extend across 
your forehead. 

Find them, press them, and hold them with your fingers.

The electromagnetic frequency of your hands brings blood back to the forebrain.  

Your blood pressure lowers. You feel calm, clear and able to balance in any 
situation. 

You gain back your power, instantly.

Hold yourself. Soothe yourself. It’s better than counting to 10.

Count on your body to rescue you from guilt, stress and trauma, anytime.  It 
always will.

You are your own hero.
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C h a p t e r  6

BlIssfUlly PResent

“We want to be awake, to be fully alive. We want to look back at our lives with 
the feeling that we did what we came here to do. We want to be living in a way 

that is contributing to all that is, while not sacrificing our own well-being.”

– Judith Ansara, 
www.sacredunion.com

It is December 8, and Christmas lights up in Florence, heralding the unofficial 
start of the holiday season. It is a perfect day to visit the Jewish ghetto. The 
Jewish ghetto of Florence bears its wounds quietly. The narrow main streets 

feel more like winding back-alleys. There are few people on the streets, and there 
seems to be a perpetual shadow over everything, like a hovering rain cloud. Italian 
police pace back and forth in front of the one gated synagogue. The buildings are 
soot-brown and devoid of decorative motifs: No angels, no frescoes, no holiday 
lights. Something feels hidden: Something vulnerable, something that wants  
to be forgotten.  

I grew up knowing what a ghetto was, but I am surprised now to discover 
that Jewish ghettos, even the word ghetto itself, originated in Italy. Ghettos were 
squalid sections of cities like Rome, Florence and Venice, where Jews were forced 
to live. Sometimes, they were walled off from other quarters, sometimes locked 
in with gates after dark, always subjected to onerous restrictions. By the late 19th 
century, the Jewish ghettos in Italy had mostly been dismantled—until Germany 
re-established them in more than one thousand cities across Europe. But unlike 
the Italian ghettos, these newer Jewish ghettos weren’t meant to last. 

The deportation of Jews from the ghettos of Italy began in September 1943. 
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German troops invaded Italy from the north. By the time they reached 
Campagna, Jews had fled to the mountains, aided by Italian locals. In October 
1943, Hitler deported the Jews from the ghetto of Rome. By November, all the 
Jews from the ghettos of Genoa and Florence had been sentenced to Auschwitz, 
while the Jews of the ghettos of Friuli were condemned to Risiera di San Sabba. In 
total, 11,500 Jewish-Italians were victims of the Holocaust.

My memory swirls back to my mother’s stories of the Polish ghetto she left 
behind just one year before the invasion. She spoke about it mostly during the 
holidays, especially Passover. Hers were mostly happy memories: The only child in 
a family of 10 aunts and uncles who all lived together on a farm where they cared 
for her, fawned on her and let her help prepare the daily meals.

My mother sometimes cooked some of the foods of her childhood for her own 
family—for me, my older sister and two younger brothers, and she always prepared 
something extra special for our holiday gatherings. Everyone had a favorite: Stuffed 
cabbage, bite-sized meat knishes, cabbage soup. But we all agreed: Potato latkes 
were her specialty, patties with a golden net of crisp potato outside, yet somehow 
still oozing soft potato and onion mush. No one could ever wait for them to cool. 
Someone always got burned taking one straight from the frying pan.

“The latkes are delicious this year, Mom. What’s different?”

“Schmaltz,” she said proudly.  

The sound of ten forks crashing to their Passover plates mid-bite was almost 
comical. 

Schmaltz—rendered chicken fat—was the Eastern European Jewish secret 
ingredient. It was Super-fat, highly concentrated and highly flavorful beyond all 
ordinary oils. But by the 1970s, no modern Jewish kitchen stocked it anymore: 
Animal fat had been declared the enemy and banished from civilized cuisine. At 
75 years old, my mother still didn’t understand why. 

She looked at me across the table, searching for something I did not have to 
give.  I never felt able to really connect with her. I couldn’t make her understand 
me and I certainly could not explain why no one seemed to understand her. So I 
looked away.  

On the wall behind me was the framed photograph of my mother I had seen 
hundreds of time. She was nine years old in this photo taken the night before she 
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left Poland for Argentina. There were no childhood photos of my mother smiling. 
Her blond pigtails seemed out of place with the solemn expression in her bright 
blue eyes. 

“Write to me, Gitela,” her grandfather had tearfully begged her that night. 
At that moment, she once told me, she knew she would never write to him. There 
would be no one left to write to once Hitler came and went in the little Polish 
ghetto of Baligród. 

When she arrived in Argentina, she was given a new name: Eugenia. She met 
her father for the first time then. 

I remembered hearing her tell this story. “How did you feel?” I had asked then, 
unable to imagine a father as a stranger. ‘Til then, he was someone she heard stories 
about, seen pictures of, the man who had gone to another country years before to 
work and send money home and, by sheer luck, save enough to send for his wife 
and daughter just before it would become too late. But how did she feel when she 
finally met him, I had wanted to know.

“What do you mean?” she had answered impatiently. “I loved him. He was my 
father.”

Ten years later, she emigrated with her parents again, this time to America, 
for a chance at something better, they told her. Once again she was leaving 
everything—her friends, her culture, her language—cutting ties so completely that 
I was a grown woman before I realized that there had been a time in her life 
when my mother didn’t speak English. In Brooklyn, her cousins gave her a new, 
American name: Jeanie.
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I was 19 years old when she told me all of 
this, the same age my mother had been when she 
arrived in New York. How could she let someone 
take her first name from her, not once but twice, 
I had thought. How could she give up her  
identity so easily? 

What could I give her now?  

My mother lowered her eyes to her plate and resumed eating. Almost against my 
will, I picked up my fork, cut a piece of potato latke and put it in my mouth. 

“This is good, Mom,” I said,  and it was. Somehow, in the mix of oil and potatoes 
and compassion, I finally understood: Food was something beyond judgment, 
beyond pain. For my mother, food was a way of tasting love—for herself, for her 
family, for me.

And it is good to savor a memory when everything else in your life feels 
stripped away.

the PARAdOx: 
tIMeless BlIss, nOW 

“Your body is wired to be in a perfect, flowing state of 
health. Joy is emotional medicine for the heart.”

– Shoshanna Katzman,  
www.healing4u.com

Misaligned: I can’t stop reliving the past. 
Bliss-aligned: You are always right here, right now. 

There is nothing wrong with savoring the past.  

There is nothing wrong with daydreaming about your future.  

And it is good to 
savor a memory when 
everything else in your 
life feels stripped away.
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There is nothing wrong with being wherever you want to be. 

Wherever you focus, there you are.

Your focus is your choice. Focus on what feels 
good to you. Call happiness into the present, from 
everywhere.

Choose where you want to be. There is no right or 
wrong choice. The past, present and future are yours to 
sift through, yours to summon. 

Be aware of what you are calling. What you focus upon, you recreate. 

Choose what feels good.

Life is all-inclusive. There is room at the table for 
everything that makes you happy.

Be who you are, in every moment. Do not resist the 
irresistible flow of feeling good.

Take a deep breath and nourish your freedom.

Misaligned: I worry about the future. 
Bliss-aligned: This moment of happiness is everything. 

What you feel, your life becomes. 

Feel the possibilities.

Feel anticipation, expectation, certainty for all you want. 

Give up worrying.

Worrying is praying for what you don’t want.

Call your bliss, right now. Follow the call from your heart.

Worrying is 
praying for what 
you don’t want.

Life is all-inclusive. 
There is room 
at the table for 

everything that 
makes you happy.
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Go towards happiness.

The larger part of you is happiness. 
Your access can never be closed. If you 
are temporarily turned away, turn yourself 
around.

Choose any slightly better-feeling thought or action to reorient you.  

Let happiness bring you home to yourself in the present, and let happiness 
create your future. 

Feel for the easy shift of a single better feeling in this moment. 

Take three deep breaths. 

You can trust the answers that arise spontaneously from your heart, in the 
moment you ask for them. 

Pivot gently towards hopefulness, wholeness, happiness. Wait for intuition to 
guide your actions. Trust that it will.

Relax in the certainty of your well-being.

You can trust the answers 
that arise spontaneously 
from your heart, in the 
moment you ask for them. 
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Don’t miss the point of it all. The point is bliss.

You live an ever-expanding life. 

Your desire for more life, more experiences, more of the good stuff is part of 
your expansion. Enjoy what you have and know that more is coming. 

Slightly happier is enough for now. 

You are enough, for always. 

the BlIss-cIPlInes: 
PUt A neW sPIn On hAPPIness
Inspired by Abraham-Hicks, Ask and It Is Given

It’s like quicksand.

One negative thought leads to another before you’re fully aware of the lethal 
ground you’re standing on, you’ve been dragged under. Negative thoughts have a 
strong undertow.

Give yourself a lifeline.

A slight change in feelings can change your momentum. This Bliss-cipline 
is a way of sneaking up on your negative thoughts and circling around your  
better-feeling life, soothing yourself one easy step at a time.

The moment you sense the start of a negative thought, judgment, or feeling 
stop and do the following:

 y Get a large blank sheet of paper.

 y Draw a large circle.

 y Outside the circle, write the root of what you are feeling. Start by talking 
about the experience that made you feel so terrible with the intent to hone 
in on the root: Jan took credit for my work. She betrayed me. She is a liar. People 
always take advantage of me. I am not valued at my job. I feel POWERLESS 
(root feeling).
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 y Inside the circle, write the root feeling you’d prefer, again starting with a 
little bit of out-loud storytelling: I want to trust people. I want to feel that 
my work is valued. I want to be recognized for my contributions. I want to feel 
CERTAIN.

 y Now add numbers to the circle, and turn it into a clock. 

 y Beginning at 12:00, write a single good-feeling statement. Now here’s the 
surprise: It cannot be about the subject of your angst. You simply have no 
access to feeling good about what is making you miserable right now. It 
doesn’t matter. Start with chocolate. Or how it feels to pet your cat. Write 
it, right there at 12:00.

 y Move on to 1:00 and write a slightly better-feeling thought than the 
one preceding it, related or unrelated. Spend no time thinking about 
this—choose the first good-feeling thought that comes.

 y Continue choosing the next better-feeling thought all around the circle, 
to 11:00. 

 y REMINDER: Avoid the subject of your current misery. This will spin 
you backwards or worse, downwards. This Bliss-cipline is not about fixing 
anything—it’s about free-wheeling your way to happiness despite the 
problem.

 y Write your last thought at 11:00 and reread the root feeling inside the 
circle. Amazingly, you will see that you have brought yourself back home. 
You successfully ignored your stress and focused yourself into the presence 
of your happiness. 

 y Don’t “work on” finding better-feeling thoughts—let them come. The ones 
that make you smile are the ones that will easily uplift you.  

 y Lather, rinse, repeat as often as needed.

In as little as 17 seconds—about the time it takes to circle this clock—you’ve 
put a whole new spin on your situation. And now, you’re blissfully aligned with 
your birthright to feel good. 

You are your own circle of influence. 

Spin the wheel. 

Take care of your feelings and let the solutions take care of themselves. 
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C h a p t e r  7

MORe BlIssfUl  
RelAtIOnshIPs 

“This beautiful Dance which we have perfectly choreographed is 
eternal. We didn’t do ANY of this accidentally and we don’t live 

it by default. We live on the leading edge of existence.”

– Kelley Dawn Price, 
www.ezkel.com

I am alone inside the Cappella dei Principi, the Medici chapel behind the church 
of San Lorenzo. I can’t believe my luck. Behind plain wooden doors lies an 
astonishing chapel: Green marble inlaid with black marble inset with gold leaf 

and semi-precious gemstones all flowing seamlessly from floor to wall to ceiling to 
wall to floor. I am swimming in sumptuousness.  

And I have this place all to myself.

The Medici Family, sponsors of the Italian Renaissance, basked in their 
abundance. Their family chapel, traditionally a meditative place away from the 
world, is more of an overload for the senses. It is the opposite of the celle, the 
cell-like rooms of San Marco I visited earlier, where 12th century monks lived their 
entire lives cloistered in white-washed rooms decorated with only—only!—one 
fresco by Fra Angelico.

Sometimes, a single moment is enough to fill your life. Sometimes, it takes 
everything you have just to want to stay in the world.

I wander within the cavernous chapel and behind its bravado, I feel the loneliness. 
It’s not just the hollow echo of my heels on the marble floors; it is the Sagrestia Nuova, 
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the New Sacristy behind the chapel, a sparse mortuary of gray stone. The Medici 
are entombed here, and though Michelangelo had been commissioned to carve its 
sculptures, when the Medici family fell from favor and fled to Rome, Michelangelo 
discarded his commission mid-cut and the Sacristy itself was entombed, vaulted 
over with unfinished sculptures strewn about. 

Sometimes, without warning, things just fall apart.

Later it came together, and now, resting on the tombs of two relatively 
insignificant Medici—Lorenzo di Piero and Giuliano di Lorenzo—are 
Michelangelo’s sculptural musings on the relationship between life and death, in 
his allegorical pairings of dusk and dawn, night and day. 

For Lorenzo’s tomb, Michelangelo’s muscular male “dusk” figure falls back on a 
bent elbow, one leg lazily crossing the other in the moment just before crossing over 
into sleep. The female “dawn” figure is reluctantly rousing herself, with an almost 
mournful expression at entering the world again. On the tomb of Giuliano is the 
most elegant of the four figures—the female figure of “night,” languidly dropping 
her head into her hand in a gesture of pure surrender. “Day” peers over his massive 
shoulder with an unfinished face pleading to be left undone. 

There is no end to this life. There are dawns and dusks, nights and days, and 
moments of rest between. Where one begins and the other ends is unknowable, 
maybe even unimportant. 

In Florence, the past and the present live side by side in close proximity. People 
live modern-day struggles in the same homes that gave rise to the thoughts of 
Dante and da Vinci. Open any doorway and you might instantly be transported 
back 500 years. Now or then, life or death, new or old—it’s sometimes hard to 
know which end you’re living.  But if it’s endless, does it matter? If you can start 
from where you are, and always find your way, does it matter where you’ve been?

Today, I meet Elisa at a café outside the massive Palazzo Pitti art museum. 
I am excited to share my Medici encounter, but she wants to know about more 
important things. 

“Ha mangiato oggi?” Have you eaten today? I tell her yes, hard-boiled eggs for 
breakfast again. I know I have disappointed her. She is still hoping I can learn to 
feed myself here in Florence. 

I am, too.
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I tell my story of “night” and “day” and Elisa patiently matches my pronouns 
and corrects my conjugations, slipping in an order of pastry and espresso between 
lines of dialogue.

When our time and our cannoli are done, Elisa invites me back to her home: 
She says that since dinner at Nonna’s, her children have been asking for me. 
Tomorrow, they will be leaving Florence for a summer vacation in London. 

Unexpectedly, I decline. The soft dusk in Florence has suddenly become a 
perfect ending to this time between us. 

Elisa has given rest to my fears of loneliness. She has reawakened me to the 
joys of food and friendship and family. All relationships are gently awakening the 
soul, opening doors inside you. Behind each door is a space between the person you 
are in this moment and one you imagine yourself becoming. In that space, I found 
my most blissful relationship: The one with myself. 

Tomorrow at dawn: Rome.

the PARAdOx: 
APPRecIAtIng All RelAtIOnshIPs

“We are like weather reporters: We talk about things as if we  
have no control over them. We’ll say, ‘I’m an emotional eater,’ or 

‘I’m not good at relationships . . . ’ It’s giving away your power and 
limiting your life today based on what happened in the past.”  

– Christine Young, 
www.christineyoungcoaching.com 

Misaligned: I must avoid negative people. 
Bliss-aligned: Be positive about yourself. 

You can be with negative people without taking on their despair. Their influence 
on you is your choice.
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Manage your own positivity.

It’s an old habit to get caught in the stories 
of others, to believe their faulty interpretations 
and misunderstood conclusions.

Take three deep breaths and ask, What feels better: To participate in misery or to 
imagine my happiness? 

Sometimes, it might feel better to remove yourself from negative relationships, 
for now. It’s your choice.

But as you go, leave behind blame and justification. Appreciate the clarity that 
has been awakened within you: Now you know more clearly what you don’t want.

Everything you live mirrors 
what you believe. That’s 
how powerful you are.
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And you see more clearly what you were attracting. 

Everything you live mirrors what you believe. That’s how powerful you are.

See things and people as you’d prefer them to be. Then watch what shows up. 

You are in charge. 

Watch as people and relationships either rise to your expectations or turn and 
go the other way when they see you coming.

You can be positive about this.

Misaligned: I need to prove that I was right. 
Bliss-aligned: You can be right or you can be happy.

Stop explaining yourself. 

Stop debating with those who disagree. 

Mind your own business; mind your own feelings.

The deepest truth is that being right doesn’t matter. Right-and-wrong is an 
endless loop leading to the next argument over something that never needed 
defending.  

Everyone is right—for themselves.

There is little relevance for you in 
someone else’s sense of rightness. They are 
completely correct about what feels right 
for them. 

Respect what feels right, for you.

After each sentence of well-meaning advice from friends or foes, add these two 
little words: For you. This makes everyone and everything instantly right. There is 
no need to argue. 

It’s not your job to convince others that you’re right or they’re wrong. 

There is no one right road, no 
foolproof footsteps, no traits you 
must develop, no trainings you 

must complete in order to become 
the person you were meant to be.
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There is no one right road, no foolproof footsteps, no traits you must 
develop, no trainings you must complete in order to become the person you 
were meant to be.

You already are. Let yourself be.

Feel right without reasons, and you’re going in the right direction, for you. 

And so is everyone else who follows their heart.

Misaligned: I have to learn from past relationships.  
Bliss-aligned: You can’t get it wrong.

Be yourself. 

Believe in yourself, be open and relax in the certainty that your heart is guiding 
you well. 

Life is not about learning lessons to better yourself. It is about learning all the 
many ways to love yourself. 

Forget perspiration. Follow inspiration. 

The life you are living is offering you feedback; it is an indication of what you 
once believed. What you feel now indicates what you are in the process of creating 
next. 

Be a perfect match to whatever you want. 

Even when it seems like someone else is to blame for the way your life looks, 
you are only seeing evidence of what you believed enough to manifest. It makes no 
sense to blame the mirror for the reflection. 

You should not even blame yourself.  Simply understand your power to create, 
attract and allow.

Relax about all this.  You can’t get it wrong.

In every moment, you can expand on love by focusing on what you want. 
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Ask, “What feels better?” and accept answers from the larger part of yourself, 
without judgments or excuses.  

Love feels expansive. You’ll recognize answers from Love.

The larger part of you is ready to answer you back.  

You are limitless.

the BlIss-cIPlInes: 
MAsteRIng the MIstAkes

It can be easy to appreciate when things are going right.

It takes a master to appreciate when things are going “wrong.” 

Take three deep breaths and get ready to master the “mistakes.” 

Do this when you’re about to leave a job, a relationship, or anything that 
has irked you, and prepare to move forward with gratitude for the person, place 
or thing that you no longer want. They gave you the gift of clarity. Thank them.  
Thank yourself for being open to the experience.

Why shouldn’t you allow yourself to complain, explain and validate your 
reasons to leave?

What you lament, you drag behind you as you go.

Ready to let go now?

 y Set the timer for one minute.

 y Write one thing you can appreciate now about this person, place or thing 
you are leaving or wishing you could. 

 y Write another. And another. Then keep writing, even if you keep repeating 
the same thing.

 y Write nonstop. Write nonsense. Just write until the timer goes off. 

 y Don’t think. Just write.
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Start small. If you’re not ready to fully appreciate, simply focus this one small 
truth: I don’t have to figure this out just now. The gentle relief of it can be enough to 
soften your heart, even in the hardest of conditions.

Appreciation builds happiness.

Abraham-Hicks said, “A happy life is just a string of happy moments. But 
most people don’t allow the happy moments because they’re so busy trying to get 
a happy life.”

Take a moment to soothe yourself.

Ever since happiness heard your name it has been running through the streets trying 
to find you, Rumi wrote.

You were never lost.

© Rhonda Uretzky
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C h a p t e r  8

BlIssfUl RUIns

“You don’t have full brain development until your late 20s; by 
that time you’ve made a series of decisions that have lead you on 
a path, and maybe, if you’re lucky, you’ll have a moment where 
you’ll stop and say, ‘Wait; does this feel like success to me?’”

– Michelle Crosby, 
www.wevorce.com

It wasn’t supposed to end this way.  Rome had been the center of the universe. 
The Roman Forum on Palatine Hill was once the most prestigious address 
in the empire. Today, it is just a place that used to be: Broken temples,  

broken-down basilicas, old stories and dead dreams. 

But please, say the signs posted everywhere, honor these ruins. Treasure them. 
Give them the respect they deserve.

I reach out and run my fingers over the braille of broken brick walls and friezes. 
I crouch beside a fallen column and pick up a small chip of marble—a talisman, a 
magic charm.  

I still want to hold onto something.

Instead, I let go. I leave the ruins and enter modern-day Rome via the Via 
Veneto, with its couture shops, four-star hotels, gourmet restaurants and swanky 
nightspots. 

But even here, something is crumbling.
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Beneath the streets, under the church of Santa Maria della Concezione dei 
Cappuccini is the delightfully macabre burial crypt of the Capuchins, artfully 
arranged with the bones and mummified corpses of over 3,700 monks. 

To them, apparently, death was décor. The walls and ceilings in all five 
chambers are covered with a human mosaic of bones reborn as chandeliers, 
rosettes, crosses, coats of arms, crowns, stars, angels, and two timeless jokes: An 
hour glass, and a clock with no hands. Skeletons pray. Mummies nestle in a 
triptych made of skulls. These ruins do not go gently into that good night—they 
dance their way in with glee. 

Were the Capuchin monks making fun of those who imagined themselves 
immortal? Were they having the last laugh?

As you are now, I once was. As I am now, so you too will become.

On this plaque in the last chamber of the crypt, I don’t see a death sentence; I 
see a statement about the transformations of life.
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Lighten up, the Capuchins tell me. Have some fun. Living and dying are 
endless options. Don’t take it all so seriously.

I’m down to three days in Italy and soon, I will be starting my afterlife. I can 
feel the beginnings of old worries creeping up on me at night, shadowing me by 
day. How do I begin my rebuilding? In Rome, I see vines and weeds growing up 
around old buildings and cocooning them as they crumble. Can I let go as easily 
into my transformation?

I feel myself trusting that I will show up for myself, in one form or another.

the PARAdOx: 
BlIssfUlly BROken 

“When I ask my women clients, what does a complete healing feel 
like, everyone agrees: A complete healing is a state of complete peace. 

It all comes down to this: How much love are you letting in?”

– A. Kim Pentecost, 
www.wisdomdance.com

Misaligned: How can I fix my life? 
Bliss-aligned: You’re not broken.

Nothing is wrong, so you cannot be here to fix anything. 

You are here to experience everything. 
You are here to create, playing at life for the 
experience of it. 

You aren’t an imperfect version to correct; 
you add who you are to all that is.

You are part of the greater expanding universe and you are a world unto 
yourself.  You are a valuable contributor and a unique energy.

You are a moving part in a 
flowing universe. Asking, “When 

will I be done?” is like asking, 
“When will this universe end?”
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You are a beautiful paradox.

Your experiences, no matter how small, are deliberately creating more, for 
everyone.

You are a moving part in a flowing universe. Asking, “When will I be done?” is 
like asking, “When will this universe end?”

Find expansion again and again by following 
small moments of joy.  A single moment of happiness 
is the start of your next expansion as you readjust 
your desires, reinvent your answers, redefine your 
story. Make peace with the changes and never settle 
for less than everything you want.  

Let your joy guide you to more life. 

Misaligned: What if everything falls apart? 
Bliss-aligned: Everything is always falling apart and coming together.

When things are falling apart, let them. It’s natural.

Relax and, feel things coming together in a better way. 

You can feel the certainty.

What if  begins many fear-based fairytales of a future that may never be. Come 
back from that future. When you’re spinning the story of what if, you are creating 
a reality based upon what you fear most.

Tell a better reality.

Focus on what you want. Wait for inspiration before you act. Relax in delicious 
anticipation. 

You are directing life with your thoughts, your feelings, your power. 

When it looks like things are falling apart, take comfort in remembering that 
things aren’t always what they seem. 

In fact, they are much, much more.

Focus on what you 
want. Wait for 
inspiration before 
you act. Relax in 
delicious anticipation. 
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Misaligned: I don’t know what to do next. 
Bliss-aligned: Until you feel certain, do nothing.   

Take a nap. 

Take in a movie.

Start feeling for the experience you want.

Feel for the results. Forget the strategy.

Doing nothing is better than forcing action. Focusing on problems is looking 
in the wrong direction, away from soothing and solving.

If there are no better-feeling thoughts to be had about the subject of your 
misery, ignore it. 

Notice where you are just long enough to pivot towards what feels better. 

Take responsibility for your feelings, and choose to focus upon something that 
feels good right now. The subject of your happiness doesn’t matter: You matter.
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In soothing, your solutions will come. In relaxing, your clarity will appear. 
Don’t ask for proof. Ask for certainty.

Feel your way into all that you already know.

The easy way was the way in all along.

What a relief. 

the BlIss-cIPlInes: 
hOW nOt tO fIx It 

Everyone tells you to take action to fix problems, learn from your mistakes, correct 
your missteps in order to not repeat them. 

Pay no mind to what they say. Take back your joy.

1. Take no action until . . .  Your head may talk you into doing something 
that looks good on paper, but that clench in your gut trumps all. Don’t 
budge until you feel so certain that nothing could stop you. 

2. Take people at their word.  Most people are well-meaning, but they cannot 
get inside your skin and feel your feelings. Appreciate their intention to 
help you and know that what really helps is going within yourself for 
answers.

3. Take a never mind attitude. When you are starting to explain or justify 
yourself, stop and take three deep breaths. Never mind about explaining. 
Never mind about reasons. Never mind, just feel.

4.  Take a nap. When you are caught in the sticky web of worrisome thoughts, 
interrupt yourself. Sleep is a place of no wear-and-tear. Awaken refreshed, 
or go back to sleep until you do.

5. Take a yoga class. Or take a bite of chocolate. Neither may be ultimate 
solutions, but both can be available to feel better right now, which is all 
that matters. You have the ability to feel better and in doing so, you pivot, 
ever so slightly, towards home.
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C h a p t e r  9

BlIssfUl neW BegInnIngs  

“One of my most liberating moments was giving away my last 
business suit and realizing that any place that required me to wear 

pantyhose was no longer someplace I was willing to show up.”

– Gail Larsen, 
www.realspeaking.com

I walk the path along the wall that separates Vatican City from the city of Rome. 
On my last night in Italy, I am walking the line between two distinct places. 
On one side is my life in broken pieces, a pile of rubble I left at the airport on 

November 28th. One the other side is—me. 

I am not broken.

I came to Italy not to find a way to hold my life together, but to learn to be 
where I am. The ruins of Italy have taught me how to stand steady amid chaos and 
welcome the start of a transformation. 

I came to Italy to learn how to take myself home.

Where do I begin?

Can I have the life I really want? 

Can I trust what I feel?

Old worries echo in my mind, but they feel ghostlike. I believe less in ghosts now.

I did not come to Italy for answers. I came to know that I am the answer. I came 
to realize that life is a feeling-journey of expressing, experiencing and expanding, 
and that my desires have value. I am worthy. I am living proof of the deepest truth 
that I have been seeking: I am Love.

Happiness is home. 
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I left my walking map of Rome in the hotel room 
today. I had packed it as a souvenir but it serves me 
better left behind. The truth is, I don’t know where I am 
going and I don’t know how I will get there. 

I am without a plan. That’s how I know I will arrive.

the PARAdOx: 
IMAgIne ReAlIty 

“The future lies in embracing our body-sense and our feelings, along 
with our cognitive function, into a way of communicating that is free of 

blame, free of shoulds, judgments and demands, and instead asks, what 
is life serving, what makes life more wonderful, for everyone?”

– Dian Killian, PhD, 
www.workcollaboratively.com

Misaligned: I have to face reality. 
Bliss-aligned: First, you create reality. 

Sometimes you did so deliberately. Most of the time, you did so unconsciously. You 
just didn’t know how you were doing it.

You create your own reality. 

Your current reality is really an old story.

An animal trainer begins taming an elephant calf by chaining its foot to a stake 
in the ground. Try as he might, the calf cannot break free of his iron chain. As the 
elephant grows, the trainer substitutes fewer restraints: A rope, a cord, and later 
only a slender string. The full-grown 10,000-pound elephant is unable to break 
free. He is literally chained to a past which exists now only in his mind.

I am without a 
plan. That’s how I 
know I will arrive.
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You are not. 

Your reality can seem solid, but it is made 
of slender thoughts you strengthened simply 
by choosing to think of them over and over 
again, and reinforce them. 

The energy, frequency and vibration of your thoughts, feelings and beliefs gave 
rise to the reality you are now living. 

You can withdraw the momentum of your thoughts anytime. You can  
un-create and recreate all of it, all the time.

Unchain yourself.

Stop wrestling with an old reality.

It may be challenging to see reality as an illusion and dreams as real possibilities, 
especially when your desires are nowhere in sight. 

Go easy. 

For now, simply look away from what disturbs you and find something to 
dream about.

Know that your current reality was probably founded upon flimsy conditions 
and old misunderstandings. 

What you feel now is becoming real now. 

Your new reality is ready anytime.

Misaligned: I worry what others think. 
Bliss-aligned: Stop thinking about what others think.

What others think about you is none of your business.  What you think of them is 
none of your business either.

Your happiness is your business. 

Your life is your only business.

The energy, frequency and 
vibration of your thoughts, 

feelings and beliefs gave rise to 
the reality you are now living. 
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Many people want you to consider what they feel is right. They may criticize 
and judge your thoughts.

Pay no mind to rightness and wrongness as determined by others. 
Be determined to be happy with your choices. 

What will others think? Never mind. They’ll change their minds tomorrow.

Keep your heart steady.

Mis-aligned: Will I ever get what I want? 
Bliss-aligned: It’s here already.

When you utter words that describe what you don’t want, you talk yourself into a 
very logical and reasonable state of despair. 

And there you are.

When you say hopeful words about what you want but don’t believe you can 
ever have, you intensify your feelings of lack. 

And there you are.

Focus on feeling good about what you want, not lamenting what you don’t have.
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Dreams are not logical. 

Feel the unreasonableness of them.

Expect overwhelming happiness, anytime. 

Stop discussing the impossibility of your desires. Ask for everything you want 
as if you already have it.

“More” is the mantra of the Universe. You are a genius creator, and life 
constantly causes your brilliance to expand. Feel the joy of your desires and watch 
what shows up.

Bask in your desires in a big way. 

Look for something to feel good about right now.

Become believable to your dreams. 

the BlIss-cIPlInes: 
WRIte yOUR lIvIng eUlOgy 

“People who are dying often experience a state of health filled with insight and 
wisdom not available on an average day. As a result, they have a perspective 
on their own lives that allows them to focus on what’s important and identify 

what’s not. For this reason, while their body may not be in the greatest shape, 
they are healthy in other aspects and in fact may be healthier on the whole.”

– Dr. Michael Finkelstein, 
www.slowmedicinedoctor.com

Years ago, in a workshop, I was asked to write my own eulogy. I had to describe in 
detail the things I’d most want to be remembered for. In the process, I discovered 
that I didn’t give a damn about most of what I was living. I glimpsed what was 
truly important to me.

Why wait until the end?
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Day to day, we measure ourselves and continually come up short. We determine 
that we are not the successful entrepreneurs, lovers, parents we want to be. We 
lament not working hard enough, not achieving enough, not giving enough. We 
live a life of meager desires and big regrets.

In the end, will it have been worth it?

Find out, right now.

This isn’t a résumé. Write the eulogy you’d want read at your funeral. 

•	 How did your life look and feel?

•	 What things did you most enjoy about your life?

•	 Did you love in a big way?

•	 Did you live your dreams?

•	 Was this the life you came here to live?

Bask in your life. 

Here’s an excerpt from my eulogy:

Rhonda reached for the joy of life with both hands. Through her many books, 
she encouraged others to turn away from struggle, and relax into bliss. Her 
message resonates for millions of people who feel stressed and overwhelmed, 
and changed the nature of how we think about happiness and success. 
In addition to her many bestselling books, Rhonda was a beloved and  
sought-after speaker. With her tireless energy and vibrant youthfulness well 
into her 90s, she continued spreading her special brand of joy in many languages. 
She took particular joy in her own two children, her many grandchildren, and 
her large circle of close friends. Her partner—the man she called her Twin 
Flame—matched her own fire for facilitating happiness. Rhonda’s many 
books on the subject of blissful ease continue to top the bestseller charts and thus 
we can be assured that her message of joy without struggle will continue.

When you write your eulogy, you are no longer trying to impress, win over or 
influence people. 

Before it’s all over, just for a moment, play dead; then start living.
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A f t e r w o r d

BlIssfUl hOMecOMIng 

“What lies behind us 
And what lies ahead of us 

Are tiny matters compared to what lives within us.”

– Henry David Thoreau

I arrived home from Italy with my heart open to the promise of a new beginning.  
I felt that I could go any place, choose to have anything. Yet my heart said, 
“Stand quietly, take no action—not yet.”

Once again, I found myself waiting. But this time, I was not waiting for things 
to get better; I was waiting for my heart to be certain. I relaxed, knowing that it 
would. And when it did, I took action. 

I stayed in my marriage for one more year, throwing myself into being the 
deliberate creator of a good marriage. In that time, I lived what I had learned: You 
cannot struggle your way to ease. You cannot force your way to fun. And your heart 
will never agree that you do not deserve to be happy.

In Italy, when I had felt most confused, I found my greatest clarity. When I 
let myself be lost, I discovered many joyful paths home. As I became less afraid of 
endings, I was met by more new beginnings. 

Could I live this game now that I was home again?

How could I not?

Game on.
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As I navigated the murky waters of separation and divorce, I reminded myself 
to talk less about why I was leaving and to appreciate how good it felt to let go 
of what should have been, and to stand deliberately aligned with what I wanted. I 
remembered to blame no one, not even myself. Feeling better became my only goal.

One day, my husband and I saw each other with new clarity: As friends.

When I took flight to Florence, I’d felt lost. Despite all the reasons to turn 
back, I continued forward. I didn’t know why I was going; I just embraced it. As 
it turned out, my trip was not about the destination; it was about the journey to 
loving myself and allowing myself to unfold.

In Italy, I realized that things falls apart with grace and beauty. I learned to 
breathe in the presence of ruins and see the miracle of things becoming more.

 I listened, and heard my own joyful heart telling me, “Your happiness was 
never dependent upon circumstances or people—that was the illusion.”

My happiness is unconditional. When I steady myself on a single point of 
feeling better in this moment, I re-enter the stream of happiness that is always 
flowing. 

And I can be swept up in bliss.

It takes courage to be happy without proof. It takes commitment to celebrate 
your life despite all evidence to the contrary. It takes resolve to deliberately choose 
the path of a dream, one better-feeling step at a time. It takes a Blissful Warrior to 
let old conditions crumble and deliberately build happiness again and again.

The path to happiness is lined with happiness. Choosing small steps towards 
happiness again and again is the way of a Blissful Warrior. 

 My path was always lit before me. And when there was darkness all around, I 
could still see my path, with my heart.
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the PARAdOx: 
dO less And Be MORe 

“We have lived in a meritocracy, where what you achieve is how you’re 
valued. Our challenge is to give ourselves permission to just be.”

– Zanya Gissler,  
www.zanyaspasalon.com

Misaligned: How will I maintain balance when I return to my life of stress? 
Bliss-aligned: Do nothing and ease will prevail.  

How do you believe in your well-being when you’re not on vacation, when you 
are faced with things that throw you into a state of panic? How can you hear your 
inner guidance when your life is screaming about problems, worries, impending 
disaster?

1. Have faith.  Trust in your most illogical feelings. Trust that things do not 
have to be fixed; they are already working out behind the scenes. Trust that 
the intuition guiding you to feel better is the path you seek.  

2. Show up. Be present for happiness. When you’re miserable, accept small 
doses of happiness, one dose at a time. Those moments add up to bliss.

3. Breathe. You can’t overdo three deep breaths. Breathe in and out through 
your nose, vibrating into the back of your throat. Breathe to clear your 
mind, relax your resistance, open your heart and soothe your cells. Breathe 
because it feels good. All the answers of your life will surface in the flow 
of your breath. 

4. Listen. Ask for what you want and listen for inspired answers. Don’t force 
the issue. Don’t settle for doing the right thing. Do what feels good. Relax. 
Be patient. Hear your inner genius. It sounds like joy.

5. Affirm.  Forget affirmations. Find words that speak your truth. Trust what 
feels true for you. When your words open your heart, heaven and earth will 
open to you.
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the BlIss-cIPlInes: 
Ask yOUR hIgheR self
Inspired by Neale Donald Walsh, Conversations with God 

I began keeping a journal at the age of ten. I wrote about my life, my experiences 
and my feelings. I wrote to figure out the answers.

In Italy, I wrote from a place of not knowing. I wrote and the answers came. 
Months later, looking back on what I had written, the answers still resonated.

You have your own answers. Just write to yourself and ask.

Think of this Bliss-cipline as writing to a long-lost uncle who is wise and 
wants to help. You are about to find a wisdom that was never lost.

This is for my mother and the uncle she could not write to.

Step 1: Set aside five minutes. First thing in the morning, sit at your keyboard. 
Or sit at your kitchen table with paper and pen.

Step 2: Ask. Start typing or writing your questions. How will I pay my bills? 
How can I get along with my brother? How can I find fulfilling work? 

Step 3: Leave space. If you are at a keyboard, hit the “return” key twice. If 
you are writing with a pen, sit back with pen loosely in hand. Be 
patient. Don’t form an answer; relax. Breathe in, breathe out—take 
three deep breaths. 

Step 4: Start writing. Don’t think. Just write. Don’t formulate sentences. 
Write without thinking and watch what comes. It is God talking? 
Is it your own subconscious answering? Who cares when the advice 
is this wise?

You may notice that the answers have a tone completely different from the 
questions. For me, the questions were panicky, and the answers were confident, 
playful, soothing. 

In the end I decided it was all me, only smarter.

This is not a party trick. You can’t amaze your friends by answering their 
questions, but you can answer the call of your own heart.
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Take a few minutes, Sit yourself down. Type a question, wait for the answer. 
Type another, breathe again. Life is ready to respond. 

A Last Reminder: Soothe Yourself 
It can take daily, sometimes hourly reminding to focus on what you want, even while 
these things have not yet manifested in your life; to look away from circumstances 
that are worrisome and stand in the present, deliberately choosing to feel better. 

Be patient.  

No matter what, your thoughts and beliefs are within your control. Sometimes, 
I feel the excitement of this power. Sometimes, I feel the weight of its responsibility. 

In the end, aligning with the path of your joy makes life, with all of its many 
twists and surprises, a playful, blissful adventure.

None of us travels alone. We are walking alongside one another, walking each 
other home.
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Something felt off.

I had survived a disastrous first marriage. I had remarried and raised two children whom  
I adored. I lived in a coveted suburb and ran a small, profitable business. I tended to my inner 
life with yoga, meditation and spiritual study. But underneath, I heard a rumbling.

Where was the big life I had once dreamed of? When did I give up on bliss? Had I surrendered 
it willingly or had life itself taken it from me?  

When the smooth surface of my second marriage shattered and everything I believed to be holding 
my life together fell apart, I let it. I flew into the beauty of Florence and wandered among the 
ruins of Rome and there, from a place deep within myself, I found a new way home.

The Blissful Warrior is a story of renewal for every woman who has ever dreamed big. It is a 
gentle reminder that you can, in this moment, pivot even slightly towards happiness and align 
with the life you want right now.

SELF-HELP/PERSONAL GROWTH/HAPPINESS

I invite you to align with your bliss and connect 
with a community of Blissful Warriors like yourself 
by scanning this QR code or by visiting my 
Facebook Page at www.bit.ly/BlissfulWarrior_FB 
or our website at www.blissfulwarriorwoman.com. 0414537817729

 

ISBN 9781772041453 53200  

For over 40 years, RHONDA URETZKY (E-RYT 200), has been living, breathing and 

teaching yoga as a practice in living blissfully to thousands of students of all ages, from 

preschoolers to seniors. Rhonda is the founder of Riverflow Yoga, a hot yoga community 

in Lambertville, New Jersey, and Riverflow Hot Yoga Blissful Warrior Teacher Training.  

Rhonda also leads blissful yoga Renewals to magical places like Greece.

“Rhonda Uretzky has written a book full of wisdom and simple, practical guidance—the 
kind we all need to be reminded of.  Weaving her own life experience in service of the 
lessons she imparts, her style is spare, like a carefully cut jewel so only clarity and light 
shine through.” 

– Judith Ansara, Spiritual Mentor and Coach, Women, Spirit & Power and Sacred Embodiment retreats
www.sacredunion.com

“Once in a great while, a book comes along and reminds us of who we are, why we’re 
here and what this journey is about. The Blissful Warrior is such a book. Rhonda Uretzky 
writes with compassion and tenderness for herself and the events that bring her home. 
This is a book that you will want to keep close so that you can pick it up when you need 
uplifting, a joyful cry, or tools for coming back to your heart.” 

– A. Kim Pentecost, Intuitive Coach & Healer
www.wisdomdance.com

Living The Paradox Of Peace And Passion  
For Today’s Empowered Woman

USD 32.00
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