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A Fish Out of Water

I N  T H I S
I S S U E

A rare gift  of  free

time on a Saturday

Walking on the

beach

A f ish out of  water

Finding peace and

gratitude amidst the

pain

Life shows up to do what it is meant to do. It 
shifts. It changes. It evolves. And it always 

surprises us when we least expect it! In this 
week's Compass Rose, unexpected pain 

results in the chance for unexpected - and 
unlimited - gratitude.
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The lat ter  is  the e n g i n e  o f  t h e  w o r l d ,  

constant ly  and powerful ly  moving everything 

and everyone forward.  The former is  the  

quicksi lver  companion  of  that  engine,  

i l luminat ing the moment when two disparate 

things,  dr iven by their  forward momentum, 

col l ide,  creat ing synchronous results .  

Things can get broken in the col l is ions 

caused by change  -  hearts ,  bones,  and 

promises.  Yet  chance ensures that  the 

consequences of  these col l is ions produce 

beauty,  as wel l  as  pain.  The beauty is  a lways 

there,  beyond the obvious wreckage.  The 

quest ion is ,  d o  w e  h a v e  t h e  e y e s  t o  s e e  t h e s e  

m i r a c l e s  f o r  w h a t  t h e y  a r e ?  

I  had the opportuni ty  to face that  quest ion 

head-on this  past  weekend.  

Spring in Flor ida is  m a g i c a l .  Del ightful ly  cool  

breezes dr i f t  of f  the Gulf  of  Mexico and the 

sun’s  warmth feels  l ike a soft  cashmere 

blanket  caressing your  skin .  The s i ren song 

of  c loudless blue skies and the humidi ty- f ree 

ai r  lures you out-of-doors to bask in  the 

del ights of  nature.  

Last  Saturday was one of  these beaut i fu l  

F lor ida spr ing days.  We were enterta ining 

guests ,  and through the generosi ty  of  fami ly  

and f r iends,  I  found mysel f  chi ldless with the  

afternoon to myself .  

Several  hours to mysel f  is  an event  in  and of  

i tsel f .  That  i t  occurred on a  picture-perfect  

Saturday  was nothing short  of  miraculous!  I  

l i teral ly  fe l t  l ike a k id in  a  candy store,  

something I  remember with great  joy f rom my 

youth.  

The smal l  community  where I  grew up had a 

t iny,  fami ly-run grocery store cal led 

El lenbecker ’s  that  stood two blocks f rom our  

home.  Many mornings,  my s ister  and I  would 

scarf  down our  breakfasts  as quickly  as 

possible in  order  to get  out  the door  ear ly  on 

our  way to St .  Mary ’s  school .  This  extra t ime 

al lowed us to sneak into El lenbecker ’s  for  a  

few minutes so that  we could gaze at  the 

oversized mahogany and glass display case 

f i l led with jars  of  penny candy.   

Mult ip le glass shelves held colorful  

jawbreakers ,  miniature boxed candy 

cigarettes,  deep red wax l ips ,  white-hot  

atomic f i rebal ls ,  p ink bubble gum, st r ing 

l icor ice,  and more.  T h e  c h o i c e s  w e r e   

C h a n c e  a n d  c h a n g e  a r e  
l i f e ’ s  m o t i v e  f o r c e s .  
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s e e m i n g l y  e n d l e s s ,  each f i l led with the 

promise of  sweet  ecstasy.  Tal l  (at  least  to 6-  

and 7-year-olds) ,  th in ,  gray-haired,  and 

ser ious,  Mr .  El lenbecker  stood sent inel  with 

the pat ience of  a  saint ,  wai t ing for  each of  us 

to make the serious decision  regarding which 

t reats  were worth the investment of  t h r e e  

p e n n i e s .   

T h a t  s a m e  f e e l i n g  o f  a n t i c i p a t i o n  a n d  

e x c i t e m e n t  r o s e  u p  t h r o u g h  m y  b o d y  o n  

S a t u r d a y .  Should I  crawl  into bed and watch a 

movie? Snuggle into a chair  and read a book? 

Perhaps I  should run to get  a  pedicure.  I  could 

always knock of f  a  few i tems on my to-do l is t ,  

but  th is  unexpected and precious gi f t  of  solo 

t ime deserved something special . . .  certa inly  

something more than fa l l ing back on 

t radi t ional  i tems that  needed to be checked 

off  a  l is t .   

I  wanted a splurge  and decided that  

immersing mysel f  in  the del ic ious Gulf  

breezes with the sun on my back and the  

visit JanDesai.com

Just me, the beach, 
the sun, my thoughts, 

and the deepest 
gratitude.

sand and the sal t  water  between my toes was 

the ul t imate binge.  So I  threw on my bathing 

sui t  and walked down to the beach.   There 

would be no k ids racing behind me yel l ing 

“pick me up,  mommy!”   No mini  munchkins 

needing to be raced back across the street  for  

an emergency potty  break.   I t  would just  be  

me,  the beach,  the sun,  my thoughts,  and the 

deepest  grat i tude.  

R ight  now,  the Gulf  of  Mexico is  being 

inundated with red t ide,  a  chal lenging 

ecological  occurrence that  is  happening with 

more and more f requency.  Red t ide is  an 

algae bloom that  t ravels  down the ent i re  coast  

in  the warm waters .  F ish and shel l f ish ingest  

the poisonous algae,  d ie ,  and are washed up 

on the shore.  Based on the s ize and type of  

f ish,  you can determine how far  out  the algae 

bloom is  growing and t ravel ing.  I t  can also be 

dangerous to humans,  causing respiratory 

issues in indiv iduals  who are suscept ible .  To 

the rest  of  us ,  i t  causes i tchy,  watery eyes,  a  

runny nose,  and a deeply i r r i tat ing dry cough.  

Because of  unseasonably warm waters ,  red 

t ide has been more invasive this  year .   

https://jandesai.com/
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As I  approached the beach,  I  began to feel  the  

t e l l - t a l e  t i c k l e  in  the back of  my throat .  I  

surveyed the Gulf .  I t  was churning and 

spi t t ing up yards of  grayish foam onto the 

sand.  Amidst  the f roth and spray was a 

necropol is  of  dead f ish.  Tiny mul let ,  f lounder ,  

b lowfish,  and for  the f i rst  t ime in my 

exper ience,  large jackf ish,  a lmost  three feet  

long,  were al l  decomposing on the beach.  

Yet ,  amidst  th is  die-of f ,  people were st i l l  

s i t t ing at  the beach,  sun tanning,  reading their  

books,  walk ing up and down the sand,  and 

enjoying themselves.  

The weather  was so intoxicat ing and there 

were so many people at  the beach,  I  decided 

to i g n o r e  t h e  r e d  t i d e  a n d  c o n t i n u e  w i t h  m y  

s p l u r g e .  I  f igured I  could step around the f ish 

and st i l l  get  in  a  good walk .  

immersed in the exper ience.  The water  had 

lost  i ts  chi l l  and the waves fel t  so refreshing 

against  my legs.  Before I  knew i t ,  I  found 

mysel f  more than a mi le down the beach 

thinking how great  i t  was to be al ive.  

Grat i tude was rol l ing of f  my body in waves 

that  matched the Gulf ’s  act ion.   

There are areas of  our  powdery-white sand 

beach that  are st i l l  l i t tered with decades-old 

pi l ings f rom long s ince destroyed piers  and 

docks.  As I  came upon some that  were being 

lashed by the waves,  wi thout  th inking I  

g inger ly  stepped to the s ide and was 

immediately  st ruck by the most excruciat ing 

pain I ’ve ever experienced.  

visit JanDesai.com

With an inspirat ional  meditat ion on my iPhone,  

I  ra ised my face to the sun and took of f  at  a  

good pace.  In  no t ime at  a l l ,  I  was total ly    

I  was immediately 
struck by the most 
excruciating pain 

I ’ve ever 
experienced.

The agoniz ing throbbing came f rom my lef t  

foot .  I  fe l t  a  white-hot ,  surging pain l ike  volts  

of  electr ici ty  running up and down my leg 

f rom my toes to my knee.  As I  looked down in 

horror ,  I  couldn’ t  see anything.  My feet  were 

covered in a lmost  s ix  inches of  f roth and 

foam. The pain was so severe that  I  screamed 

and col lapsed s ideways onto the beach.

https://jandesai.com/
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And then I  heard a voice saying,  “ J a n ,  J a n ,  a r e  

y o u  o k ? ”   I  looked up and there among the 

group of  st rangers was one of  my staf f  

members who had been coincidental ly  

sunning on that  publ ic  spot  of  the beach with 

two boat  captain f r iends.  She was exact ly  ten 

feet  away f rom where the accident  happened.  

I  fe l t  del i r ious as i f  I  was seeing a mirage.  

“ K i m , ”  I  whispered… “ i s  t h a t  y o u ? ”    

The captains searched around my feet  and 

found the of fending culpr i t . . .a  sal twater  

Gaff topsai l  cat f ish that  I  have come to learn 

has a dorsal  f in  with a very sharp st inger  that  

is  f i l led with venomous neurotoxin.  The barb 

had pierced the skin between my toes and  t h e  

n e u r o t o x i n  w a s  i m m e d i a t e l y  d e l i v e r e d  i n t o  m y  

b l o o d s t r e a m .    

and gotten out  his  emergency k i t ,  spi l led i t  

over  a  bench,  and cleaned the wound and 

packed i t  wi th gauze.  

As I  was gent ly  placed into the f ront  seat  of  

Kim’s  car  one of  the captains said,  “take her  

to the emergency room – the toxins are 

real ly  dangerous.”  

On the short  mi le and a hal f  dr ive home,  I  

cal led my husband,  who was at  lunch with our  

f r iends,  and told him that  I  had an accident  at  

the beach and needed to be taken to the 

emergency room. I  scared the poor  man to 

death,  but  he kept  a  cool  enough head to 

remind me that  one of  our  house guests was 

an e m e r g e n c y  r o o m  d o c t o r  w i t h  m o r e  t h a n  4 0  

y e a r s  o f  e x p e r i e n c e .  

My sweet  husband and our  doctor  f r iend 

raced through every stop l ight  on the way 

home.  ( A s  w e  u s e d  t o  s a y  u p  n o r t h ,  h e  d r o v e  i t  

l i k e  h e  s t o l e  i t . )  As he pul led into the dr iveway,  

h is  concern was real .  When he looked at  my 

foot ,  the toes were swol len to three t imes 

their  normal  s ize.  Al though the feel ing of  

numbness cont inued to move up my leg,  the  

shooting pain  cont inued unabated.  Our  

doctor  guest  knew what  needed to be done to 

t reat  me.  As he worked,  he kept  ta lk ing to me,  

asking me what  happened and how I  fe l t .  

My adrenal ine was pumping.  I  could feel  my 

heart  coming out  of  my chest ,  but  as we 

spoke,  the f lood of  emotion arr ived.  Both 

tears and anger  suf fused my body.  My mind 

was of f  to  the races,  retreat ing to the past ,   

visit JanDesai.com

These two stout  and weather-worn captains 

picked me up and carr ied me to the st reet .  I  

couldn’ t  walk ,  my lef t  leg had gone numb.  

Another  sainted stranger  had run to his  car   

https://jandesai.com/
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retr ieving old stor ies of  v ict imhood.  

“ I  n e v e r  g e t  f r e e  t i m e , ”  I  spi t  out .  “ I  c a n ’ t  

b e l i e v e  t h a t  w i t h  t h i s  g e n e r o u s  g i f t  o n  a  

S a t u r d a y ,  I  w o u l d  b e  t a k e n  o u t  b y  a  s t u p i d  

c a t f i s h . ”  Then a sharp punit ive breath,  “ I ’ m  

n e v e r  g o i n g  t o  d o  a n y t h i n g  f o r  m y s e l f  a g a i n . ”  

Then more sel f - f lagel lat ion,  “ I  s h o u l d  h a v e  

s t a y e d  h o m e  a n d  t a k e n  c a r e  o f  m y  t o - d o  l i s t . ”  

The pain and the stress of  what  happened 

were enough to k ick me back into old 

negat ive behaviors  that  escalated l ike a high-  

speed elevator  in  one of  those breathtakingly 

beaut i ful  skyscrapers in  Dubai .  

but  chance col luded to provide some results  

that  rose above the pain caused by this  

meet ing of  neurotoxin and foot .  

When I  real ized  th is ,  my old story fel l  away 

and I  found mysel f  back in my body,  

grounded in the present  moment .  I  was 

suffused with remembrance and grat i tude.   

visit JanDesai.com

Of course,  the pain was real ,  but  w r a p p i n g  a n  

o u t d a t e d  b e l i e f  s y s t e m  around this  chance 

happening al lowed me to  personal ize the 

trauma and make i t  al l  mine.  I t  del ivered what  

seemed to be absolute proof  that  the universe 

was out  to get  me.  The powers that  be had 

decided that  ruining my gif t  of  a  f ree 

Saturday afternoon was the highest  cosmic 

hi lar i ty .  

Change had caused two disparate events to 

col l ide.  An unexpectedly free woman and an 

unexpectedly dead catf ish came together,   

" I 'm never going to do 
anything for myself 

again."

Life wi l l  do what  l i fe  does.  I t  shi f ts .  I t  changes.  

I t  evolves.  No one – not  you,  and certa inly  not  

me – is  being s t r a t e g i c a l l y  t a r g e t e d  for  bad 

stuf f  to  be del ivered at  our  feet  ( o r  i n  m y  c a s e ,  

b e t w e e n  m y  d e l i c a t e  t o e s . )   

So rather  than focus on the incident ,  I  wi l l  

remember to rest  in  the grat i tude of  the 

miracles:  

Our  execut ive assistant  –  who 

coincidental ly  a lmost  never  goes to the 

beach – was s i t t ing ten feet  away  f rom 

where I  was st ruck down.  

https://jandesai.com/


V O L  0 1  I S S U E  0 8 0 7

She was s i t t ing with  two long-t ime boat 

captains who had the wherewithal  to f ind 

the f ish and let  me know what  i t  was.  They 

were st rong enough to l i f t  me up and carry  

me to the car .   

The  k indness of  a stranger  who had an 

emergency k i t  and was wi l l ing to minister  

to a st ranger ’s  di r ty ,  sandy,  and bloody 

feet .   

We had a senior emergency room doctor 

staying with us  to  t reat  me in my own 

home – saving me hours of  pain,  as wel l  as  

hours at  an emergency room faci l i ty .  P lus ,  

he careful ly  monitored me the rest  of  the 

weekend.   

Al though my husband and I  can make each 

other  crazy,  the absolute  love,  devotion,  

care,  and concern  on his  face that  

af ternoon was palpable.  I t  fe l t  good to be 

reminded that  I  was loved l ike that .  

Click below to sign up for Jan's 
audio teaching:
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Omega Institute in Rhinebeck, 
New York, July 6-8, 2018 as 

she teaches you:
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To Do Things Differently! 

How to Reclaim 
Your Dreams!
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I t  has taken several  days for  my foot  to get  

back to normal .  On Sunday night ,  Panache 

was able to remove a quarter- inch long 

st inger  f rom the web of  my toes and today,  I ’m 

feel ing rat ional  and very much at  peace with i t  

a l l .  

I  am blessed.  I  choose to l ive in  grat i tude and 

recognize the miracles that  change and 

chance are constant ly  del iver ing to me and 

my l i fe .  I  d w e l l  i n  t h e  h o u s e  o f  p o s s i b i l i t y  and I  

invi te  you to s i t  next  to me and look at  your  

l i fe  through eyes that  can see the  b e a u t y  t h a t  

a l w a y s  l i e s  b e y o n d  t h e  c r i s i s  o f  t h e  c o l l i s i o n .  

Sometimes,  a l l  i t  takes is  a  sharp reminder  of  

how  t ruly magical  our  l ives can be.  

Unt i l  next  t ime,  

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

