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The Arrow of Possibi l i ty

I N  T H I S
I S S U E

A holiday of  

opportunity

"I  was born to be a 

mom."

Infert i l i ty & lost  

dreams

An expanded view 

of motherhood

Mother's Day is a gift that provides a 
powerful opportunity for reflection and 
gratitude. In this week's Compass Rose, 

learn how as mothers and children, we are 
all arrows of potential, graceful proof that life 

wants to move from darkness to light.
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commercial izat ion that  surrounds most  

hol idays has had i ts  ef fect  on Mother ’s  Day 

too,  turning what  s h o u l d  be honest  sent iment  

into a more r ig id and obl igatory behavior .  

Yet ,  no matter  how perfunctory i t  may feel ,  

and no matter  your  background or  s i tuat ion,  

Mother ’s  Day is  a  gi f t  that  provides a p o w e r f u l  

o p p o r t u n i t y  for  ref lect ion and grat i tude.   

For  me,  i t  is  a  day that  whispers of  the magic 

and miracles that  can conspire to support  

your  greatest  dreams and desires .  I f  you are 

wi l l ing to surrender  control  and al low God,  a  

universal  presence,  or  whatever  i t  is  that  you 

bel ieve in to bring to you what you desire 

most ,  those miracles can happen.  H o p i n g  i s n ’ t  

e n o u g h .  You must bel ieve one hundred 

percent in your greatest  dream. You must  

have the courage to know that  you deserve 

this miracle.  And then,  most  important ly ,  you 

must  be wi l l ing to total ly  surrender ,  let t ing go 

of  the “how.”  

That ’s  the way I  approach l i fe  now,  but  i t  

wasn’ t  a lways that  way.   

For  me,  "Happy Mother’s  Day"  used to be a 

painful  oxymoron.  In  my 20’s  and 30’s ,  I  

loathed  th is  weekend.  Mother ’s  Day was a 

pr ime opportuni ty  to focus al l  of  my  

u n r e s o l v e d  e m o t i o n ,  d e s t r u c t i v e  b e l i e f s ,  a n d  

u n m i t i g a t e d  s a d n e s s  a n d  a n g e r  on the 

apparent  mutiny of  my reproductive organs.  

For wel l  over  a  decade dur ing my pr ime 

reproduct ive years ,  I  suf fered deeply and 

gr ievously at  the hands of  infert i l i ty .  Oh, I  

fought the good f ight .  I  was fortunate 

enough to be able to employ the best  in  

reproduct ive medicine.  Yet ,  no matter  where 

we went  or  who we saw,  my husband and I  

were u n a b l e  to  conceive.  

For  a  couple that  had constructed a l i fe  

around p u s h i n g  f o r  o u t c o m e s  a n d  w o r k i n g  

n o n s t o p  t o  m a k e  t h i n g s  h a p p e n ,  th is  loss of  

control  was the ul t imate symbol  of  fa i lure.  I t  

cut  a  deep ulcerated wound  that  would not  

heal  because  I  was born to be a mom.  

B r u n c h .  F l o w e r s .  C a r d s .  
G i f t s .  T h e  d r u m b e a t  o f   

visit JanDesai.com

Most of  my ear l iest  chi ldhood memories were 

helping out  the moms in my smal l  

midwestern neighborhood.  I  was happiest  

looking af ter  the chi ldren who were l i t t ler  

than me.  I  loved to snuggle them close and 

make them laugh.  I  t r ied my hardest  to create 

imaginat ive games and enterta in them for   

https://jandesai.com/
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hours .  I  can st i l l  recal l ,  as  i f  i t  were yesterday,  

my shock and total  del ight  when,  at  the 

innocent  age of  e ight ,  our  neighbor ,  Mrs .  

Bai ley,  asked i f  I  could watch her  two smal ler  

chi ldren whi le  she walked two blocks to the 

beauty par lor .  Imagine my shock when she 

returned 45 minutes later  and t u c k e d  a  

q u a r t e r  i n  m y  h a n d  for  being so responsible .  

Taking care of  k ids was as natural  as 

breathing to me.   

And so unfolded a l i fe  surrounded by k ids.  

Babysi t t ing.  Swim Instructor .  Campfi re leader .  

Summer gi r l .  Camp Counselor .  Tennis  

instructor .  Tutor ing.  A degree in Elementary 

Educat ion.  A European tour  as a nanny.  I  

re l ished each posi t ion and loved each mini-  

munchkin as i f  they were my own .    

I  remember with great  fondness the high 

school  and col lege years that  I  was a wait ress 

at  the local  h istor ic  Inn.  Famil ies would come 

and stay for  mini -vacat ions.  I  would engage  

so authentical ly  wi th the l i t t le  ones in these   

visit JanDesai.com

We envis ioned a 

house f i l led with mini 

me's and mini he's .

fami l ies dur ing the breakfasts ,  lunches,  and 

dinners that  I  served,  that  the parents 

inst inct ively  t rusted me.  They loved my 

demeanor .  So much so,  that  complete 

st rangers would al low me to br ing their  l i t t le  

ones home ( just  two blocks away)  for  a  long 

Saturday or  Sunday of  play whi le  mom and 

dad rested at  the pool  or  took in the local  

s i tes .  ( I m a g i n e  t o d a y ,  a l l o w i n g  y o u r  c h i l d r e n  t o  

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

Y e s ,  t h o s e  w e r e  v e r y  d i f f e r e n t  t i m e s  a n d  I  m i s s  

t h a t  i n n o c e n c e  f o r  s u r e ! )  

Fast  forward many years .  My ex-husband and I  

had decided to get  marr ied.  I  was so thr i l led  

to  be able to become a mother  to JenWynn,  

his  daughter  f rom a previous marr iage.  Yet ,  at  

the same t ime,  I  a lso threw my bir th control  

away.  We were g i d d y  wi th ant ic ipat ion.  We 

visual ized a house f i l led with mini  me’s  and 

mini  he’s .  Yet  month af ter  month,  as my per iod 

arr ived l ike clock-work,  we were devastated.  

For  those who are exper iencing fert i l i ty  

problems,  i t  may be one of  the most di f f icult  

chal lenges that  they wi l l  ever  face.  The sense 

of  loss,  the accusat ions,  the st ress to perform,  

the devastat ion as you watch f r iends easi ly  

become pregnant  is  a l l  overwhelming.  And in  

Big, happy family!

https://jandesai.com/
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our case,  i t  was exacerbated because the 

desire to have chi ldren was stronger  in  me 

than in my ex-husband.  After  a l l ,  he a l r e a d y  

had a beaut i ful  daughter .  And,  even though I  

fe l t  that  JenWynn was also my daughter ,  one 

whom I  loved,  my e g o  was st i l l  sel f ishly  

insist ing that  the only t rue way to b e c o m e  a  

mother  was by giv ing bi r th .  

I t  d idn’ t  matter  to me that  our  marr iage was 

dangerously close to imploding and the stress 

of  infert i l i ty  was the match that  was barely  

hover ing over  the powder keg.  I  was 

completely  invested in bi r thing “our”  k ids.  I  

wanted nothing less than the product  of  our  

combined DNA.  In  the  f o o l i s h n e s s  a n d  s e l f -  

a b s o r p t i o n  (narciss ism,  real ly)  of  my youth,  

any other  s i tuat ion was unacceptable.   

“Your children are not your 

children. 

They are the sons and daughters 

of Life’s longing for itself . 

They come through you but not 

from you, 

And though they are with you yet 

they belong not to you. 

You may give them your love but 

not your thoughts, 

For they have their own thoughts. 

You may house their bodies but 

not their souls, 

For their souls dwell in the house 

of tomorrow, 

Which you cannot visit, not even 

in your dreams.”  

visit JanDesai.com

But t ime has a way of  enl ightening us al l .  

Over  the years ,  a  s l o w  a w a k e n i n g  was being 

bi r thed through me.  Like water  pers istent ly  

dr ipping on a rock,  m y  s e l f - a b s o r p t i o n  w a s  

b e i n g  e r o d e d  a w a y .   Through a gradual  

upward spiral  of  awareness,  I  had an 

i l luminat ing moment of  consciousness.    

I t  was caused by stumbl ing across K a h l i l  

G i b r a n ’ s  poem on chi ldren:   

Time has a way of 

enl ightening us al l .

https://jandesai.com/
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That  day a new  possibi l i ty  was born within 

me.  I  asked myself  what  my t rue reasons were 

for  want ing chi ldren? Was i t  to  create a better  

and grander  ref lect ion of  my husband and 

me? Or was i t  to  be t h e  a r r o w  t h a t  l a u n c h e s  

l i m i t l e s s  p o t e n t i a l  i n t o  a  w o r l d ,  p o t e n t i a l  t h a t  i s  

f i l l e d  w i t h  w o n d e r  a n d  c u r i o s i t y ?  When you 

t ruly  love someone,  you have to be wi l l ing to 

set  them free.  Love must  soar  and roam of  i ts  

own accord,  or  e lse i t  d ies .  I t  cannot  be 

caged.  I t  cannot  be managed or  control led.  

When you loosen your gr ip,  you open your 

heart .  

And so,  with my newfound abi l i ty  to loosen 

control  over  “how” chi ldren could arr ive in my 

l i fe ,  a  new path of  possibi l i ty  was born.    

my head.  This  was the chi ld I  had been 

wait ing for  my ent i re l i fe .   I  loved him 

instantly .  And I  loved him completely.  

The quest ion of  chi ldren was never  again 

ra ised between my husband and I .  However ,  

infert i l i ty  was only one of  many  problems in a 

relat ionship that  was al ready founder ing.   And 

then the def ini t ive door  was s lammed on the 

dream in 2001 when I  required a radical  

hysterectomy.  Even though I  had arr ived at  a  

place of  greater  peace,  I  s t i l l  c r i e d  f o r  t h e  l o s s  

o f  m y  o l d e s t ,  m o s t  p o i g n a n t  d r e a m .  When I  

was done,  I  s lammed the door  t ight ly  shut  on 

that  dream.  

Eleven years ago,  I  met  my soul  mate who 

became my husband.  Panache is  the 

embodiment  of  l i m i t l e s s  p o s s i b i l i t i e s .  He has 

bui l t  a  career  around reminding a planet  that  

in  God’s  eyes,  nothing is  impossible .  I f  we 

wanted chi ldren,  we would pursue our  dream 

together ,   in  love and respect ,  wi th an open 

heart .   

visit JanDesai.com

Two years later ,  our  son Sam was adopted at  

b i r th .  I  was in  the del ivery room as he entered 

this  wor ld and took his  f i rst  breath.  From the 

moment he was placed in my arms,  st i l l  wet  

and s l ippery with amniot ic  f lu id ,  he was 

mine.  There was no confusion in my heart  or   

 I f we wanted 

chi ldren, we would 

pursue our dream 

together , in love and 

respect, with an 

open heart . 

A proud mom with Sam and JenWynn

https://jandesai.com/
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I  wi l l  never  forget  the painful  sol i loquy I  

del ivered to him on infert i l i ty .  I f  we wanted to 

pursue adopt ion or  surrogacy he needed to 

be prepared  to  have his  heart  shattered  t ime 

and t ime again.  That  this  journey to chi ldren 

would entai l  l i m i t l e s s  s t r e s s ,  h o p e l e s s n e s s ,  

 f e a r ,  s h a m e ,  h e a r t b r e a k ,  a n d  d e v a s t a t i o n ,  n o t  

t o  m e n t i o n  f i n a n c i a l  h a r d s h i p .  

When I  was done,  he looked at  me with the 

eyes of  total  compassion and had one reply :  

“Honey,  that ’s  not  my real i ty .”   

a r e .  We inspire them to take the r isks 

necessary to uncover  their  unique place.  We 

foster  their  worth and their  utter  uniqueness  

so that  they have the conf idence to be 

themselves,  whoever  and whatever  that  sel f  

u l t imately  becomes.  We are the guardians of  

a  better  future.  My s ix  chi ldren are my dai ly  

reminders to look at  the world through the 

eyes of  l imit less possibi l i t ies .   

Any regrets,  you might  wonder?   

Only one.   There is  n o  w o r d  in  the Engl ish 

language that  encompasses the deep love 

and grat i tude I  feel  for  the self less women -  

JenWynn's mother,  Samuel 's  birth mother 

and the twins'  surrogate -  who al lowed these 

chi ldren to come to me through them.  

visit JanDesai.com

And he was r ight .  Because we did indeed 

pursue our  dream with love respect  and an 

open heart ,  the journey has been miraculous.  

Our  two sets of  twins  were born with grace 

and ease thanks to a  sel f less,  loving,  and 

generous surrogate.    

I  s t r ive each day to remain loyal  to the t ruth 

that  as mothers we loose an arrow into the 

future that  is  f r a u g h t  wi th potent ia l .  We are the  

m e a n s  t o  a n  e n d  that  is  beyond our  s ight .   We 

are pat ient  as our  chi ldren uncover  w h o  t h e y   

He looked at me with 
the eyes of total 

compassion and had 
one reply: “Honey, 

that ’s not my real ity . ”

Our beloved surrogate

They are my teachers .  My heroes.   

So,  th is  Mother ’s  Day,  take the t ime to ref lect   

https://jandesai.com/
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Click below to sign up for Jan's 
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!

JOY, MEANING & 
 AUTHENTICITY

on possibi l i t ies .  We are al l  arrows of  

potential .  We are al l  proof  that  l i fe  wants to 

move f rom darkness to l ight .  We al l  ar r ived at  

th is  moment f rom di f ferent  c i rcumstances and 

di f ferent  backgrounds and here we stand ,  

each of  us st i l l  q u i v e r i n g  w i t h  p o s s i b i l i t y .  Do 

not  impede the grace of  your  f l ight  by looking 

back into darkness and shadow.  Instead,  look 

forward into what  can be and see the 

miracles that  are wait ing i f  you only bel ieve.  

I  wish you a Happy Mother ’s  Day because  I  

am grateful  that  we exist  and that  we each  

have this  endless moment of  l imit less 

potent ia l  to be our  highest  selves and to l ive 

the l i fe  that  we have always deserved.  

Unt i l  next  week,

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

