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At the Turn of 
the Tide

I N  T H I S  
I S S U E

Time passes quickly

Changing of the 

seasons

The bougainvil lea 

and the oak

We are never truly 

broken

A bougainvillea growing out of a boulder 
and a lightning-cleaved oak deliver a 

powerful message of rebirth in this week's 
Compass Rose.
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A l l  d a y s  e v e n t u a l l y  c o m e  t o  a n  e n d .  The l ight  

fades,  and br ief ly ,  everything is  colored in the 

rose and gold of  twi l ight .  Then night  draws i ts  

c loak and al l  l ight  is  ext inguished.  Yet ,  

darkness is  nothing more than the opposi te of  

l ight .  I n  t h e  g r e a t  w h e e l  o f  t h e  u n i v e r s e ,  n i g h t  

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

d a w n .  

Soft ,  ear ly-morning l ight  pierced the darkness 

and spread over  the windowsi l ls  in  our  

bedroom. The bluish purple l ight  is  t imeless 

and gent le as i f  sweet ly  whisper ing,  “Let ’s  do 

this  thing cal led l i fe  once again today. ”  I  swear  

I  feel  the l ight  more than I  see i t .  I  open my 

eyes just  a  s l i t ,  turn my head,  and I  know i t ’s  

t ime to star t  my week.  

Ahhh… I t ’s  Monday morning once again.  And 

then i n  a  b l i n k  o f  a n  e y e ,  i t ’s  a l ready Fr iday.  

Days dissolve into weeks,  and weeks into 

months with bul let- l ike speed.  Now in my 

s ixth decade,  t ime evaporates more quickly  

than ever  before,  l ike the boi l ing water  

escaping f rom my fur iously  whist l ing tea 

kett le .  

  

I  look at  my four  babies who are t ransforming 

before my eyes into youngsters.  That  

precious f i rst  turn in  the cr ib has morphed 

into an Olympic long jump down a f l ight  of  

sta i rs .  They are growing l ike weeds.  And as 

much as I  celebrate their  maturat ion,  as a 

mother ,  I  m o u r n  m y  f i n a l  w a l k  t h r o u g h  

b a b y h o o d .  I  am l iv ing Harry  Bel lefonte’s  

t imeless song:  

" W h e r e  a r e  y o u  g o i n g ,  m y  l i t t l e  o n e ,  l i t t l e  o n e ,  

W h e r e  a r e  y o u  g o i n g ,  m y  b a b y ,  m y  o w n ?    

T u r n  a r o u n d  a n d  y o u ’ r e  t w o ,  

T u r n  a r o u n d  a n d  y o u ’ r e  f o u r ,  

T u r n  a r o u n d  a n d  y o u ’ r e  a  y o u n g  g i r l  g o i n g  

o u t  o f  m y  d o o r . "  

At night  as my husband and I  tuck our  two 

sets  of  twins into bed and kiss them 

goodnight ,  I  c lutch my heart  wi th wonder  

( a n d  a  s m a l l  b i t  o f  s o r r o w )  at  the speed with 

which the arrow of  t ime is  piercing my real i ty .  

Yet ,  I  take heart  knowing that  t ime has a 

cycl ical  nature as wel l .  

With each change of  the seasons,  I  am 

reminded that  I  am in a constant  state of  

evolut ion and ci rcular  renewal .  I t ’s  an open 

invi tat ion f rom the Universal  Presence to f i n d   

" S t r e n g t h  d o e s  n o t  c o m e  

f r o m  p h y s i c a l  c a p a c i t y .  I t  

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

w i l l . "  
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~ M a h a t m a  G a n d h i  
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t h e  c o u r a g e  t o  d o  t h i n g s  d i f f e r e n t l y .  The world 

invi tes me to plant  the seeds of  change,  so 

that  in  t ime I  am able to harvest  a  l i fe  that  is  

t ruly  and authent ical ly  mine -   the one I  

always dreamed of ,  the one I  deserve.  And i f  

I  miss an opportuni ty  today,  or  fa l l  f lat  on my 

face having screwed things up royal ly ,  

tomorrow del ivers  an open invi tat ion to do i t  

a l l  again.  With more g r a c e ,  wi th greater  s e l f -  

l o v e ,  and with the e x p e r i e n c e  that  comes f rom 

making the at tempt .  
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I f  you miss an 
opportunity today, 

tomorrow del ivers an 
open invitation to 

do it al l again!

everything.  I  rest  in  the mesmeriz ing st i l lness 

and s u r r e n d e r  a n y  u n r e s o l v e d  c h a l l e n g e s  o r  

p a i n  t o  t h e  l i g h t .  

And so this  past  week,  with the start  of  

another  season,  I  was in my yard changing 

out  the garden beds.  The summer heat  and 

humidi ty  of  t ropical  southwest  Flor ida is  

intense so I  love to get  my new blooming 

plants  in  the ground,  fer t i l ized,  and 

establ ished before our  t o r r e n t i a l  s e a s o n a l  

r a i n s  begin in earnest .  

Gardening is  one of  my great  passions .  

Being outdoors on my knees in f ront  of  the 

planters  is  l ike b e i n g  i n  a n  o u t d o o r  c h u r c h  o r  

t e m p l e .  I  am direct ly  connected to nature and 

by default  into the energy that  creates   

As i f  color ing with l iv ing plants ,  I  gent ly  rest  

the mult i tude of  f lowers and greenery on top 

of  the soi l  and careful ly  create my  f loral  

masterpiece.  And then as I  p lunge my hands 

into the deep r ich loam,  I  am instant ly  

t ransported back almost  14 plant ing seasons 

ago to a very dif ferent  t ime in my l i fe .  A t ime 

that  I  now look back on with bi t tersweet  

protect iveness,  as i f  watching an unsteady 

toddler  reaching out  to explore a new -  yet  

sometimes very f r ightening -  wor ld.  I t  was a 

t ime of  great  pain and heartbreak ,  as  wel l  as  

great  wonder and discovery .   

My l i fe  had seemingly fa l len apart  as I  found 

myself  s ingle af ter  more than 20 years of  

marr iage.  I  was absolutely  devastated.  I  

couldn’ t  funct ion.  I  s topped showering for  a  

week at  a  t ime.  My hair  was twisted into a  
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greasy,  messy pony at  the top of  my head.  I  

l ived and s lept  in  a  raggedy pair  of  cutoffs  

and the same f i l thy t -shi r t .  I  s p e n t  a l l  o f  m y  

w a k i n g  h o u r s  i n  m y  g a r d e n ,  t e a r i n g  o u t  t h e  

l a n d s c a p i n g ,  a t t e m p t i n g  t o  r e a r r a n g e  e v e r y  

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

s o m e t h i n g  t h a t  w a s  a  v e r s i o n  o f  t h e  p e r f e c t i o n  

t h a t  I  f e l t  I  h a d  l o s t .  

  

I  scared people back then.  I  looked crazy and 

feral .  My nai ls  were f i l thy.  My eyes were 

sunken f rom lack of  s leep.  I  had lost  so much 

weight  my clothes hung on me.  I  cr ied at  the 

drop of  a  hat  and couched everything that  I  

saw,  everything that  I  heard,  or  everything I  

interpreted within a story of  my vict imhood .   

take responsibi l i ty  for  the role I  p layed in the 

dis integrat ion of  my marr iage or  for  the 

dysfunct ional  l i fe  I  was l iv ing.  My soon-to-be-  

ex was t o o  e a s y  a target .   And so I  suf fered 

great ly ,  bolster ing at  every opportuni ty  the 

story of  “ p o o r  J a n ”  that  I  wore l ike a carapace.  

G a r d e n i n g  w a s  m y  t h e r a p y  a n d  m y  s a v i o r .  I  

remember dr iv ing to every garden center  and 

plant  store searching for  what  I  believed  was 

plant  mater ia l ,  but  in  real i ty ,  was what  I  hoped 

would be a s ign f rom God or  a  universal  l i fe-  

l ine that  could  c o n v i n c e  m e  t h a t  I  w a s  g o i n g  

t o  m a k e  i t .  
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In real ity , I was 
searching for a sign 

from God or a 
universal l i fe-l ine 

that could convince 
me that I was going 

to make it . 

I  wi l l  never  forget  walk ing into a generat ions-  

old garden supply center  on the outski r ts  of  

town and spending hours walk ing through the 

back acres of  t rees and large plant  mater ia l  

looking for  that  s ign.   

As I  walked,  I  turned a corner  and,  as always,  

Everything was being done…to me!  I  bel ieved I  

had been unfai r ly  targeted for  the worst  that  

l i fe  could del iver…  by my then husband,  by my 

f r iends who were afra id to come around for  

fear  of  "catching divorce" ,  by l i fe ,  and by 

universal  powers that  be.   I  wasn’ t  ready to  
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l i fe  did what  l i fe  always does  –  i f  we are 

awake enough to see the miracles and the 

messages.  There in the ful l  sun stood an eight  

foot  bougainvi l lea –an immensely showy 

ornamental  t ree with intensely colored purple 

leaves around their  t iny white f lowers .  What  

made i t  so unusual  was that  th is  bougainvi l lea 

was growing out of  a f ive foot boulder .  I t  was 

not  in  the g r o u n d  and pushing t h r o u g h  the 

boulder .  This  plant  had taken root  inside the 

boulder and f lourished .  From the thick 

bonsai  qual i ty  of  the t runk and branches I  

could tel l  that  i t  was an old t ree.  Yet ,  despite 

i ts  obvious age,  I  was capt ivated that  

something that  beaut i ful  could not  just  

survive – but  thr ive  –  in  such r o c k y ,  i n f e r t i l e ,  

a n d  h o s t i l e  c o n d i t i o n s .   

With my mind f i l led with the m i r a c l e  o f  t h a t  o l d  

b o u g a i n v i l l e a ,  I  cont inued walking.  In  the next  

area I  came to,  the powers that  be sent  me the 

second s ign that  I  had been seeking.  Snaking 

out  of  a  25 gal lon black container  was a 

f ragment of  an oak t ree that  was growing 

paral le l  to  the ground.  I t  had been  struck by 

l ightning  and this  d a m a g e d  a n d  f r a g m e n t e d  

p i e c e  is  what  remained of  the or iginal  t ree.  

The twisted t runk was more than twelve 

inches around and i t  s lowly and graceful ly  

curved upward almost  e ight  feet .  The  

character  of  th is  t ree was indomitable ,  yet  

another  t a n g i b l e  m e s s a g e  of  the tenacious 

abi l i ty  of  nature to w i t h s t a n d  t h e  w o r s t .   Once 

again,  my breath was taken away as  I  

surveyed the absolute beauty and grace of  

this  plant  that  had stood at  ground zero of  a 

l ightning str ike and st i l l  survived.  In i ts  

brokenness,  i t  carr ied such character  and 

beauty.    
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The very same bougainvillea that saved me.

The lightning-cleaved oak..
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Both of  these t rees became the a n c h o r  p o i n t s  

for  the garden of  possibi l i ty  that  I  created in 

my backyard.  They were tangible symbols ,  

proof  that  the t ide was turning.  They were  

God’s hand at  work  in  my l i fe .  I  had l ived in 

the dark for  so long,  that  real i ty  i tsel f  had 

answered my cal l  to  f ind the l ight .  And so I  

was thrust  into my own awakening.  

  

That  very next  day I  knew that  in  order  to 

move forward,  I  f i rs t  needed to put  mysel f  in  

an extended t ime-out .  I  real ized that  my 

carapace of  v ict imhood no longer  f i t ,  and so I  

h i t  the brakes in my l i fe  and shut  everything 

down.  I  began saying no  to  every invi tat ion.  I  

resigned  f rom my community  boards.  I  cut off  

every dist ract ion I  could ident i fy  and for  the 

f i rst  t ime ever ,  I  got  quiet .  

visit JanDesai.com

Without  real iz ing i t ,  in  cutt ing mysel f  of f  f rom 

the greater  d i s t r a c t i o n s  of  l i fe ,  I  began to get  

i n  t o u c h  w i t h  t h e  s i l e n c e  o f  m y  s o u l .  

  

For  18 months I  worked relent lessly  on  

myself .  I  l is tened to the st i r r ings of  something 

deep within.  As I  d id ,  the synchronici ty  and 

magic that  unfolded around me were 

astounding.  I  was physical ly  moved into di rect  

a l ignment with i n d i v i d u a l s  w h o  p l a y e d  a  

p r o f o u n d  r o l e  i n  m y  r e c o v e r y .  I  wi tnessed 

unexpected messages and profound insights 

that  k e p t  m e  m o v i n g  i n  t h e  f l o w  o f  m y  o w n  

b e c o m i n g .   

For the f i rst t ime 
ever, I got quiet .

When t ragedy str ikes,  we can never  see the 

big picture.  As humans,  we are future bl ind.  

However ,  despite this  bl indness,  we must  

a lways bel ieve that  we are being moved into 

more.  In  retrospect ,  14 years ago was the 

perfect  t ime for  my l i fe  to fa l l  apart .  I t  was my 

div inely-appointed moment of  rebir th .  The 

condit ions were perfect  to nurture the 

qual i t ies I  needed to step into the l i fe  I  was 

born to lead.    

No exper ience in l i fe  is  ever  wasted.  By 

f inding that  st i l l  point  in  my soul ,  I  came to 

real ize that  a l l  of  my pr ior  exper iences merely  

served as the fodder  necessary for  me to 

grow and accept  the love that  l ives at  my 

core.  And here is  what  was revealed to me:  

None of  us are ever  i r revocably broken.  We al l  

are evolving.  Within each of  us resides the   
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courage to break the rules necessary create 

our  most  authent ic and beaut i ful  l i fe  and to 

cla im our  indiv idual  and unique dest iny.  We 

possess the power of  that  bougainvi l lea 

pushing out  of  the densi ty  of  rock,  invincible ,  

thr iv ing,  abundant ,  and beaut i ful .   We contain 

the unassai lable heart  of  that  oak.  We have 

been struck by the f i re  of  uncontrol lable 

events ,  c leaved by l i fe ’s  unpredictabi l i ty ,  yet  

we remain indomitably st rong,  passionate,  

worthy,  radiant ,  and courageous.  We survive,  

and we always reach upward toward the l ight  

and our  most  authent ic selves.  

My exper iences in l i fe  are a l iv ing testament 

to al l  women,  regardless of  how 

overwhelming the burden,  how chal lenging 

your  c i rcumstances and how daunt ing the 

cr is is ,  dawn wi l l  break,  n ight  wi l l  fade away 

and as the future becomes the present ,  I  

promise you this  -   the best  is  yet  to come.  

Unt i l  next  week,
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Each Monday morning,  d i rect  to your  inbox,  

you' l l  receive Jan's  Monday Mindful  

Minute . . .a  br ief ,  one-minute- long video 

designed to get  your  week started of f  on the 

r ight  foot !  Watch this  short  v ideo each 

Monday morning and let  Jan's  message guide 

you into l iv ing your  most  authent ic l i fe  -  a  l i fe  

ful l  of  meaning,  joy,  and courage!  

We're exci ted to br ing this  new feature to you,  

so let  us know what  you think of  i t !

Announcements and Inspiration!

Brand New Feature Coming
on Monday! 

Share the Compass Rose with Friends and Family!


