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Welcoming Authentic 
Change

I N  T H I S  
I S S U E

Entertaining fr iends

A perceived fai lure

Resisting what is

Gaining perspective

Welcoming what 

comes

We all have deep woundings that can result 
in perceived failures when, in fact, no failure 

really exists. In this Compass Rose, learn how 
to move past failure into a life of true 

freedom!
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This past  Thursday was an ear ly  star t  to a 

long and lovely weekend.  With a glass of  red 

wine in my hands,  I  greeted our  dear  f r iends 

at  the f ront  door  for  an int imate dinner .  The 

weather  was balmy and beaut i ful .  The 

t ropical  humidi ty  has yet  to set  in ,  so the 

doors and windows were open,  waft ing the 

scents of  sal t  a i r  mixed with the sensual  

aroma of  blooming gardenias into the house.   

As we gathered around our  rust ic  farm table 

in  the k i tchen,  we toasted our  deep grat i tude 

for  one another  and for  the synchronici ty  of  

l i fe  that  cal ls  l ike-minded indiv iduals  together  

to ampl i fy  the love within ourselves,  for  our  

fami l ies ,  and for  the greater  wor ld .  I  had 

careful ly  planned the menu and the main 

course looked amazing -  th in s l ices of  

perfect ly  seared,  marbled Kobe beef  fanned 

over  caramel ized onions.  I  c o u l d n ’ t  w a i t  t o  

d i g  i n .   

With my f i rst  taste,  my heart  contracted.  The 

meat  was cold.  I  quickly  glanced around the 

table.  No one seemed to not ice.  Everyone 

was gracious,  but  I  was absolutely mort i f ied.  

I  d idn’ t  real ize i t  at  the t ime,  but  my react ion 

to this  relat ively  minor  faux pas was far  f rom 

appropr iate.  I  went  f rom being on top of  the 

world to f inding mysel f  i n s t a n t l y  l o s t  i n  s e l f -  

r e c r i m i n a t i o n ,  the should-haves and could-  

haves running through my monkey mind just  

l ike the t icker  that  runs non-stop under  the 

newscasters at  CNN.  I  s h o u l d  h a v e  cooked 

the meat  as we were s i t t ing down,  not  30 

minutes before.  I  s h o u l d  h a v e  served an 

easier  dinner  that  didn’ t  require last-minute 

heat ing.  I  s h o u l d  h a v e  s tayed in my torn and 

dir ty  blue jeans and just  had another  typical  

evening with my k ids.  

For  me,  those should-haves colored the 

ent i re evening.  Everyone else had a 

wonderful  t ime (af ter  a l l ,  the point  of  the 

dinner  was not  the meal ,  per  se,  but  the 

fr iends  who had gathered to share i t . )  Try as I  

might ,  a l l  I  could think about  was the cold 

beef  and the feel ing that  I ’d fai led miserably 

as a host .   

" T h e  w o r m  i n  t h e  d r e a m  i s  
a l w a y s  t h e  p a s t ,  t h e  
i m p e d i m e n t  t o  a l l  r e n e w a l . "  
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I  had taken the t ime to do my hair  and 

makeup.  (A real  t reat  when I ’m always 

balancing the needs of  my four  mini-  

munchkins) .  I  must  say,  I  looked good.  I  fe l t  

great .  I  was ant ic ipat ing a wonderful  grown- 

up evening punctuated by st imulat ing 

conversat ion and a long overdue catch-up 

with everyone’s  l ives.  My heart  was open and 

I  could feel  the joy emanat ing f rom my 

being.    

P h i l i p  R o t h
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By the fol lowing morning,  I  had regained my 

bear ings and my perspect ive.  I  love my ear ly  

mornings.  I  get  up at  5 AM to enjoy my 

morning r i tuals  and quiet ly  prepare healthy 

breakfasts  for  my mini- t r ibe.  To keep chaos at  

a  minimum, I  prefer  to have everything 

prepared,  plus school  lunches completed,  

before I  hear  the pi t ter-patter  of  four  pairs  of  

feet  rushing towards me.  In  that  way,  I ’m 

always able to give my present-moment 

attention  to  them al l .   

moaning inwardly to mysel f  I  thought ,  “Oh no,  

not  again. ”  I  didn’t  want  her  to have to deal  

with being placed in a shower and scrubbed 

l ike a pr isoner  being deloused.  I  didn’t  want  

her  to cry .  I  didn’t  want  the other  chi ldren to 

run around with their  noses pinched shut  and 

eyes squinted yel l ing,  “Cici  is  st inky,  Cici  is  

st inky. ”  But ,  I  knew what  had to be done.   

As I  c leaned my daughter ,  the room, and the 

shower ,  my case of  “s h o u l d - h a v e s ”  returned 

with a vengeance.  I  s h o u l d  h a v e  known better  

than to t ry  to enterta in .  I  should have  put  

Celeste f i rst .  I f  I  had,  she wouldn’ t  be suffer ing 

r ight  now.  I  have a chi ld who needs me and 

where was I?  I  was too busy f lagel lat ing 

mysel f  wi th st r ips of  cold beef ,  more worr ied 

about  appearances than my poor  l i t t le  gi r l .    

My God!  Could anyone be a worse mother?  

Again,  even though I  d idn’ t  know i t  at  the 

t ime,  my response to the the s i tuat ion was  

c o m p l e t e l y  o u t - o f - p r o p o r t i o n  t o  w h a t  w a s  

h a p p e n i n g .  
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I  dashed up the stai rs  two at  a  t ime,  ready to 

corral  the hungry horde.  As I  walked into the 

three-year-old ’s  nursery ,  I  was hi t  by a foul  

smel l  hanging heavy in the ai r .   My daughter  

Celeste ’s  twice-dai ly  immune suppressing 

medicat ion causes severe gastrointest inal  

issues.  Dur ing the night ,  s h e  h a d  f a l l e n  p r e y  t o  

i t  o n c e  a g a i n . .   

I  went  to her  bed and dropped to my knees.  

She was laying on her  tummy l i teral ly  covered 

in the mess.  My heart  contracted,  and 

My response to the 
situation was 

completely out-of- 
proport ion to what 

was happening.

https://jandesai.com/
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Once again,  by the fol lowing morning I  had 

talked myself  down f rom the roof  and had 

regained perspect ive.  I t ’s  been a  long winter  

in  the Desai  house.  Our  ent i re  fami ly  has  

b a t t l e d  i l l n e s s  a f t e r  i l l n e s s  s ince last  

November .  Throughout  the ent i re  season,  I ’ve 

been blessed to have my husband,  Panache,  

by my s ide.  He helped minister  to the 

chi ldren,  run the errands for  the medicine,  

dr ive us to the pediatr ic ian,  and share the 

middle-of- the-night  check-ups,  a l l  whi le  

constant ly  holding the knowledge and 

certainty that  a l l  o f  t h i s  i s  s i m p l y  a  t e m p o r a r y  

s e t - b a c k .  
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Ins ide I was 
practical ly 

screaming, "Just 
take this away!"

The mighty had fal len and I  was incredulous  

that  now,  at  a  point  where everyone else was 

pract ical ly  out  of  the woods,  he was going to 

need nurs ing and loving care.  I  fe l t  l ike a 

def lated bal loon.  I  was st ruggl ing,  and lost  

mysel f  temporar i ly  in  a  pr ima donna bout  of  

f rustrat ion.  H o w  w a s  I  g o i n g  t o  j u g g l e  o n e  

m o r e  s i c k  p e r s o n ?  W h y  h a d  o n e  m o r e  

s i c k n e s s  b e f a l l e n  u s  n o w ?  My wonderful  

husband and support ive partner  had 

contracted f lu- l ike symptoms,  yet  my being 

didn’ t  want  to deal  with i t .  Ins ide,  I  was 

pract ical ly  screaming “Just  take this away!”   

This  is  a  man who never gets sick .  His  

const i tut ion is  legendary.  But  on Sunday 

morning,  a l l  that  changed.  He began clear ing 

his  throat  constant ly  and by late in  the day he 

was coughing non-stop.   A deep throaty ,  wet  

cough that  kept  the both of  us up most  of  the 

night .  By Monday morning,  he was fever ish,  

cont inual ly  racked with bouts of  coughing,  

and his  nose was running l ike a leaking 

faucet .  

I  f e l l  i n t o  d e e p  r e s i s t a n c e .  But  th is  t ime a 

fami l iar  inner  anger  also s immered.  This  is  an 

alchemical  react ion that  changes my gold 

into dross.   I t  has me showing up bi tchy and 

short  to my staf f ,  my fami ly ,  and the greater  

wor ld and,  f rom their  point  of  v iew,  for  no 

apparent reason .   Yet  again,  I  was 

exper iencing an over- the-top emotional  

response that   was in no way related to the 

real i ty  in  f ront  of  me.  

And then i t  h i t  me,  as i t  a lways does:  the 

powerful  and insightful  “ah-ha!”  moment that  

was conceived and bir thed through these 

visceral  react ions I  had been exper iencing al l  

weekend,  one af ter  another .  ( I  f i rmly bel ieve  
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that  in my case,  God wields a weighty two- 

by-four to get  my attention.) .  

visit JanDesai.com

I  went within and 
asked my deepest 

connection what was 
the next best move 
for me to make to 
surrender control 
and, once again, 
begin f lowing with 

l i fe.

deepest  connect ion what  was the next  best  

move for  me to make to surrender  control  

and,  once again,  begin f lowing with l i fe .  And 

this  is  what  I  saw.   

There is  a  d e e p  w o u n d i n g  that  exists  at  the 

core of  who I  am.  I t ’s  an energet ic thorn 

deeply embedded in the perfect ion of  who I  

incarnated to be.  I t  informs everything that  I  

do and everything that  I  perceive.  I t  f i l ters  the 

way I  hear  things and i t  acts  as a highly 

f lammable substance that  can f lare up in an 

instant  based on the tone of  voice people 

use,  a  look I  receive,  or  even events that  

happen hal f  a  wor ld away that  have nothing 

to do with me personal ly .  

When l i fe  doesn’ t  show up the way I  want  i t  

too,  I  contract  into deep resistance.  I  dig in  

physical ly ,  emotional ly ,  intel lectual ly ,  and 

spir i tual ly  and resist  the normal  ebb and f low 

of  l i fe .  I  had been temporar i ly  fooled this  

weekend because I  wasn’ t  react ing l ike the 

“old Jan” .  I  d idn’ t  explode.  I  wasn’ t  destruct ive.  

I  wasn’ t  k icking and screaming,  a t  l e a s t  n o t  

o u t  l o u d .  I  wasn’ t  b laming and point ing 

f ingers .  I  don’ t  p lay the v ict im card these days,  

BUT that  doesn’ t  mean that  th is  internal  

contract ion isn’ t  just  as disruptive  as  i t  used 

to be.  Something existent ia l  was contract ing 

my energy and wrest l ing for  control  when 

there was no control  to be had.  

And so I  got  st i l l .  I  went  within and asked my  

My core wounding revolves around the bel ief  

that  I  am not  good enough to deserve love.  I t  

was embedded at  an ear ly  age by those in 

author i ty  who did the very best  they could to 

ra ise me.  I  want  to be very clear  here:  I  am 

not  point ing f ingers or  placing blame with 

anyone.  We al l  show up in l i fe  doing the best  
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that  we can based on how we were ra ised.  We 

are inf luenced by those who taught  us and by 

those who inf luenced our  sel f -percept ion.  .  

visit JanDesai.com

The l ight of 
awareness is shining 
on a beauti ful part 

of myself ,  that is 
ready to walk into 

the l ight . 

But coming face-to-face with this  wounding 

and my compensatory behavior  doesn’ t  make 

me angry.  I t  br ings me hope.  The l ight  of  

awareness is  shining on a beaut i ful  part  of  

mysel f ,  a  part  that  is  ready to walk into the 

l ight .  I  see i t  as  another  layer  that  I  am ready 

to lovingly thank and integrate.  I t ’s  another  

giant  step towards t ransparent  authent ic i ty .  

I  am ready to stop taking everything 

personal ly .  I t ’s  the memory – t h e  s t o r y  –  of  a l l  

the t imes that  I  fe l t  I  wasn’ t  enough,  wasn’ t  

able to cope,  wasn’ t  open to receive the 

grace,  love,  l ight ,  and abundance,  that  has 

del ivered me to this  powerful  real izat ion.   

As I  sat  on the beach,  the sun was r is ing.   I  

s ipped my mug of  hot  tea,  a l lowing the 

emotion of  everything that  had been 

unfolding to come up within me.  I t  was then 

that  inspirat ion descended.  This wi l l  be the 

week of  not  just  accepting everything but  

WELCOMING EVERYTHING.  

I  was very young and impressionable when 

this  wounding took up residence within me.  I  

adopted this false bel ief  as my truth.  As a 

resul t ,  the inner  pain of  the wounding -  of  

bel ieving that  I  was never  enough -  has the 

potent ia l  to dr ive everything that  I  do.  I t  dr ives 

my ambit ion,  my relat ionship with my 

husband,  my parent ing,  my business acumen,  

and every other  aspect  of  my l i fe .  Everything I  

do can become a need to prove “them” 

wrong.  I  am dr iven by a need to be better  

than an impossibly  high standard that  n e v e r  

r e a l l y  m a t t e r e d  a n d  t h a t  n o  l o n g e r  e x i s t s .  

Fast  forward to today.  I  s t i l l  don’ t  l ike feel ing 

powerless.  I  abhor  hopelessness.  I ’m 

uncomfortable with worthlessness.  So I  

overcompensate and exert  some level  of  

control  in  order  to give mysel f  a  sense of  

secur i ty ,  safety ,  and acceptance.  As I  love to 

say,  denial  isn’t  only a r iver  in Egypt.   
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The cold meat .  The diarrhea.  Family  i l lness.  

Sel f - f lagel lat ion.  Perceived mistakes.  Faulty  

bel ief  systems.  Inner  growth.  Accept  i t .  

Welcome i t  a l l .  Welcome everything .   

With the sun warming my skin and the water  

lapping at  my toes,  I  could feel  a  deep 

awareness r is ing up.  A c c e p t i n g  i s  p a s s i v e .  I t  

impl ies that  you have no power over  the 

s i tuat ion.  You must  accept  because you have 

no other  choice.  Welcoming,  on the other  

hand,  is  a  di f ferent  matter  a l together .  

Welcoming empowers me.  I t  means I  am 

ready to move through this  next  level  of  

creat ing my most  authent ic l i fe .  
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Rise above the web 
your false stories 

weave - a web that 
creates a bel ief 

system that keeps 
you chained to the 

past , rel iving 
moments that no 

longer exist . 

Being moved into more is  our  bi r thr ight .  I t  is  

the LAW  of  our  personal  evolut ion.  By 

surrender ing to this  bi r thr ight ,  we cult ivate the 

courage to r ise above the woundings,  the 

fa lse stor ies ,  and the resul t ing need to 

control .  We r ise above the web that  they 

weave so t ight ly  -  a  web that  creates a bel ief  

system that  keeps us chained to the past ,  

re l iv ing moments that  no longer  exist .    

Let me say this again:  

This stuff  NO LONGER EXISTS.  I t  is  past .  I t  is  

dust .  I t  is  gone.  Yet ,  we keep i t  a l ive,  hooked 

up to the l i fe  support  system of  our  memories.  

We stand vigi l  over  i t ,  wai t ing to breathe l i fe  

into what  is  dead based on our  over-react ions 

to what  is  unfolding in the present .  In  doing 

so,  w e  c o n t i n u a l l y  r e o p e n  a  w o u n d  that  must  

begin to heal  i f  we are ever  going to move 

ful ly  into the l ight . .   

So,  for  the next  seven days,  (because I  need 

to baby-step into most  things)  I  wi l l  

consciously surrender  to  the fact  that  l i fe  has 

a greater  plan.  I  won’t  second guess.  I  won’t  

f ight ,  resist ,  or  push back.  I  wi l l  s top tel l ing 

Universal  Forces what  I  want .  Instead,  I  wi l l  

SURRENDER  to  what  is  unfolding and  

BELIEVE  that  ul t imately ,  I  am being moved 

into more.   
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When we accept  and welcome everything that  

l i fe  br ings,  we open the door  to  the place 

inside where the wound resides.  We begin to  

access  the deep hurt  and sadness and 

re ject ion that  surrounds this  wound and in 

doing so,  we experience  a l l  the emotion that  

has kept  us hostage for  decades.  The pain 

shr inks and becomes the smal l  and powerless 

thing that  i t  real ly  is .  This is  how we create 

more space for  things that  don’t  hurt  and 

aren’t  l imit ing.  

The courage to confront  our  wounding br ings 

greater  meaning.  This  meaning gives bi r th to 

real ,  sustainable joy and that  joy,  in  turn,  leads 

to even more courage.  And so the upward 

cycle cont inues,  leading us into authent ic i ty  

and the place where our  highest  selves await  

Be free  and I ’ l l  see you next  week.

Your dreams were never 
meant to die! Click the 
compass rose below to 
sign up for Jan's 4-part 

audio teaching:

SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT

See Jan Desai live at the 
Omega Institute in 

Rhinebeck, New York, 
July 6-8, 2018 as she 

teaches you:

MORE INFO

The Courage 
To Do Things Differently! 

How to Reclaim 
Your Dreams!

https://jandesai.com/
https://www.eomega.org/workshops/the-courage-to-do-things-differently
https://jandesai.com/audio
https://jandesai.com/audio

