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The Path Walker
Experience is an expensive teacher. 
A hospital, divorce or the loss of self-respect are even more ex-

pensive. I know, because that’s how I learned most of what I now 
know.

I didn’t have bad luck. I was just too driven to hear the warning 
signals, too obsessed with work and play to see that I was on a roller 
coaster of my own making. Eventually the wheels fell off and I was 
given the lucky break to be able to rebuild my shattered reality and 
get back on the bike.

I’m a free spirited entrepreneur. I love helping people, and I 
do this now and my full time life. But it wasn’t always this way. 
I banged into walls, hurt myself, hurt others, made stupid and un-
necessary mistakes and then got back to life by learning from every 
single blunder I made. I mean, that’s the benefit of these almost life 
shattering calamities we create, we can learn.

The key to it was to stop blaming the world, people, luck, the 
stars, my karma and whatever else I could find to distance myself 
from reality. In its place, I put nature.

And that’s the story I’d love to share here. How, using nature as 
a guide I got back on the path, found the beauty of life, soothed my 
aching heart, ran marathons, climbed hills in the Himalayas and met 
some extraordinary people. Every step is an opportunity. All I had to 
do was learn to take those steps in the right direction.
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Introduction
My first trip to Nepal was in 1986, in the midst of a personal 

crisis. I went to find my own nirvana, so I climbed to the top of a 
mountain and stood there waiting for the lights to go on and my life 
to change. There I stood, after 3 months of hard work, preparation 
and training and came to a realisation that was totally terrible. 

I had all the mind noise up here that I had down there. 
I was me and brought it with me. Nothing had changed and even 

worse was the realisation that I’d be taking myself home, the same 
as I arrived. No transformation happened at all. I was still thinking 
the same way, even though I really believed this path would trans-
form me. It had changed some things, but not what I wanted. 

So, I went back home, licked my wounds and did some re-en-
gineering. Then, I went back again. Since then, I’ve done nearly 50 
trips up into those Himalayan Mountains: sitting in caves, laughing 
with monks, dancing with Sherpa people. Instead of searching, I 
came to celebrate something, in a very special and sacred place.

Everyone has their own Mecca. I mean, I’ve travelled extensive-
ly, to really special places and met some amazing people, but these 
Himalayan Mountains keep calling me back and frankly, there’s 
something very familiar about them. 

I don’t do past life stuff, but really it’s sort of hard to find a better 
explanation for those situations where you go somewhere and con-
nect with people you’ve never met before like you’ve known each 
other for the whole of your life - sometimes even deeper than fam-
ily. That’s how it feels for me in the Himalayas of Nepal.
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What is fascinating about these remarkable mountains is that 
many of the great masters have come here to pray or meditate. The-
ories abound that Jesus, Mohammed, Pattanjali and of course the 
Buddha have found their real calling up here in the Himalayas. That 
aside, there is something absolutely unique for everyone up here, 
but it seems, we have to be ready.

On my first trip, I wasn’t. All filled with “piss and wind” - Aus-
sie for ego - I’d set out to achieve an end, to make a mark, to create 
a new trophy, another victory to boast about down at the pub, or, as 
it was at that time, the ashram.

I switched pubs for ashrams some years earlier when the poo hit 
the fan in my marriage. Man, if I ever needed a kick up the backside, 
that divorce was the wake up from hell. I still can’t believe where 
it took me, both good news and bad. But I’m getting a bit ahead of 
myself, let me back up a few steps.

Up in the mountains where so many gurus, sages and masters 
have lived, meditated and found enlightenment, there’s a horrible 
reality that cuts through the stereotypes of ceremonial pomp and 
the “we’re so important” authoritarian stance of fundamentalist re-
ligions. Fancy people reading out of books telling the world how 
to live.

Up here, there are rocks, and ice, and snow and wind. There 
are landslides and death and birth and life is so small compared to 
nature. Billions of tones of water rush down the sides of mountains 
and you really do get the feeling that, wherever you are in life, you 
are very lucky to just breathe and enjoy another sunrise.

Here, life is real. I walked in it, sat in it, rolled in it, meditated in 
it, climbed on top of it and eventually thought some cool thoughts 



9

INTRODUCTION

in it. These Himalayas have been the greatest temple, a way to find 
peace in the present moment and purpose for my future without 
engaging my wicked intellect - not once.

I’ve been to lakes, mountains, caves, forests, hill tops and val-
leys and redefined my purpose in life. I first came to study, learn and 
re-educate myself but instead became happy, content and yet, hold a 
powerful sense of reality in my spiritual path.

Prior to this Path in the Himalayas, more than 90% of my time 
as a leader and partner in life was wasted. I was, it seems, always 
dealing with the play of emotions, uncertainty and self-created 
conflicts. 

And that, is the greatest awakening I get from the silence of the 
Himalayas. I find authenticity. 
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Raw Beginnings
Our family-of-origin, our early experiences and our challenges 

shape who we are.  My raw beginnings – even the most painful ele-
ments can be perceived as fertile soil. 

We don’t get to choose our start in life but from that moment on, 
the choices are ours. Every single thing that happens is a beautiful 
part of nature’s plan, no matter how ugly. Ultimately, life is what 
you make it. It’s up to us to make those selections.

Only 3 years after my beautiful mother held me in her arms for 
the first time, she died. Right there in front of my eyes, she died 
in the dust of an outback Australian farm. I think his was the most 
important day of my life. 

When our family abandoned our country village by the Tasma-
nian ocean to give my grieving father a break, I entered a whole 
new world. In this lonely new home, in the far dusty outback town 
of Mildura, my whole life started anew.

Here in the outback, immersed in nature, the invisible be-
comes visible. People talk less, they know more, although prob-
ably what they know is not always spelt right or written on paper in 
universities.

For most people, conversations with the invisible world were 
considered the first sign of madness, but for us, out in the bush, 
they were real. As life went on I came to realise that farmers have 
this sixth sense, people who work with animals have it too. When 
you rely on the non-verbal world for your life feedback, you learn a 
whole other language. And most people don’t understand it.
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We knew when the dust storms were coming, when the rain was 
approaching and when the day was going to be a stinker (means 
hot). We knew so much but that didn’t mean we spoke much. Most 
of the time, there was no need for it.

Alone, without friends in the dry desert of the Aussie Outback 
might sound like a lonely struggle but it’s the greatest joy a boy 
could have. My imagination went wild, nothing was impossible and 
the line between reality and fantasy became blurred. I couldn’t tell 
the difference.

I set fire to the back shed playing fireman. I jumped off the ga-
rage roof with an umbrella open fully believing I was about to fly 
to Melbourne and back. I shot my brother with a willow tree arrow 
and put one too many stones through car windows as they zoomed 
past our general store.

My aboriginal friends welcomed me into their little camp fires 
with silence. You know, they sometimes didn’t even look up when 
I arrived. They spoke, but didn’t speak. I knew, I was welcome, I 
could hear it in the silence and their smiles.

I started school a year late. I was a quiet, happy kid (my nickname 
was Sunshine) but that got beaten out of me in the first months. 

On my second day at school, I was asked to stand in front of 
the whole class and read from a little book. Sadly, my penis had 
somehow managed to reveal itself through the home made stitching 
of my makeshift shorts. And so, in my first public speech, which 
was eventually to become my career, I was quite a hit (although I 
would have changed that humiliation for all the money of my life.) 
Humiliated, in a country town school is the beginning of a hell that’s 
hard to describe.
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My step mother was the classic. She arrived in our first weeks in 
the general store as our housekeeper, and then for reasons only my 
father knew, he married her. 

The frequent beatings I got from my step mother caused nerve 
damage that still makes my neck shake from time to time. She was 
generous with those “backhanders.” At least twice a day a massive 
whack or two across the back of my head that I guess I deserved. 
My unwillingness to accept her as my mother really didn’t make her 
life any easier.

Soon, alcohol became the curse of our family. My step mother 
would drink herself into a coma, ascend from it long enough to put 
some food on the stove, then flop back into her drunken mess on the 
floor until smoke filled the house and flames leapt from the stove. 
That was dinner.

 Most nights we’d eat food we couldn’t recognise even with the 
charcoal scraped off. Her favourite was using the pressure cooker as 
a bomb. Sober, she’d prepare a soup, then, in the process of heating 
and cooking it, consume most of the liquor cabinet. With this, she’d 
again fall asleep on the kitchen floor while a veritable fountain of 
pea soup squirted out the top relief valve of the over pressured pres-
sure cooker and  make yet another burn stain on my dad’s fresh paint 
job on the kitchen ceiling.

The great thing about this situation was that my brother and I 
considered ourselves the luckiest little people in town. We never 
stopped laughing. Even the tears of pain were mixed with smirks 
as my step mother would fly into a frenzied rage hailing hits on my 
poor head. It just made us laugh even more.
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My intuition was my guardian. I needed to trust it more than 
reality. People with alcohol and drug dependency tend to tell lies. 
They’re like a split personality. Sober, the rules of engagement are 
vastly different from those under the influence. Without my intui-
tion to guard me, that silent communication that I’d become so fa-
miliar with, I’d be drawn like a moth to flame, only to realise that 
the flame was an insect zapper, punch, kapow, lights out.

And that’s how I learned the secrets of listening. 
I think this is the luckiest gift I have. I can hear. I hear people 

think. I hear the forest or the mountains. I hear my own heart. 
Even when I try to teach this gift, it’s hard for people to work 

through the layers of their mind because they don’t have to, or never 
had to trust something other than the material world. 

Although there was suffering - and some of it quite humiliating, 
the result of it has turned out to be the greatest gift I could have.

Because I don’t trust the material world I found friends that think 
different - creative people who love the other side of life. Because I 
don’t trust what people say, I found beautiful connections to people 
that have nothing to do with their wealth, race or culture. 

Because I don’t trust words, I hear music and nature. That’s a 
whole other universe that’s really different to the usual wake up, 
eat breakfast, work, pay mortgage, come home, watch TV and sleep 
life.

Some sadness has come from this too. I don’t make much social 
talk, so, I find parties where there’s noise and loudness uncomfort-
able. I also disconnect from people who aren’t resonating, which for 
them feels like judgement but it’s not. 
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When I go into Asia, 99% of the time I don’t speak the language 
of the people I’m with but I hear them and with that feel totally con-
nected. Not always, but much more than in Sydney.

When I go to New York, 99% of the time I don’t relate to peo-
ple’s drive but I hear them and with that, I never feel lonely or iso-
lated. Even though I only know a few people to hug and kiss, I feel a 
great connection to people at a creative or inspired level of being.

That’s a nice truth to hold precious. I know in the eyes of some 
people this is not a very valuable asset, but that’s the gift nature 
gave me and if I discard it and condemn my unique start to life, I 
discard my connection to whoever created me. And that would be 
the beginning of a nightmare, an ugly challenge I now choose not 
to have in my life. 

Too many times in my life I tried to fix things that were not 
broken. I thought that I was too different and therefore felt isolated. 
Then, over time I began to understand that everybody feels this. 
Some people admit it, some people reject it and become material 
giants and some people go searching for more of it.

I found that in acceptance of my beginnings there was a great 
gift. Instead of talking about spirituality as something I needed to 
achieve in my life, I took it as a way to celebrate my unique flavour 
in the mix of life.

There were few better examples of this than when, in my early 
years of work, I was commissioned to travel through Java - Indo-
nesia working on rice straw paper factories. In these times, I was 
only twenty seven and extremely ambitious, but when I stayed in 
these factory towns, I had to bunk up in small beach shacks with 
local families. Here I was with my fancy ideas and lots of ambition 
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to be rich and famous, and win the rowing trophies, but I was never 
so happy as I was, sitting around a small wood fire, smiling, totally 
enjoying the space, without one single word of communication. 

In those beautiful accidental times I found my soul. They were 
not contrived retreats or ashrams - which is where I went searching 
to replicate the experience later - it was just human connection - si-
lent and perfect, unattached and pure. 

As I’d leave those villages, I felt a deeper connection to the 
families than I did to my own. A night sleeping on straw, fighting 
off hordes of disease carrying mosquitoes, eating a simple meal of 
nasi-goring, with a group of people I couldn’t speak with, I really 
felt my gift. “When the words stop, my spirit flies.”
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Speed Bumps
In our dusty outback town most of my aboriginal friends did it 

tough. For them, the split between the silent world of nature and 
the harsh realities of material life brought about social prejudice 
and coping mechanisms that weren’t all that healthy - some of them 
drank, fought and got into conflict with the law. 

 I relate to this reaction. 
The material world is designed to soothe the lives of those who 

control it, and suck the life force out of those who don’t. Sitting in 
a park watching the privileged few indulge their senses with more 
money than it would take to solve all your material needs brings up 
a sort of anger that’s hard to explain. 

For me, it wasn’t that I wanted what they had. But I did know 
people who needed more. This disparity plagues my heart even to 
this day when I sit in the eastern suburbs of Sydney, listening to a 
overdressed woman complaining that her $15 million dollar man-
sion is not big enough and the dog walker is not doing their job well. 
For me, wealth is fantastic but when we lose perspective and the 
simplicity and humility go out of life, so too does real happiness.

When I go to Nepal, I see children whose daily lives would be 
completely transformed for a dollar. So, it’s not wealth, it’s the com-
parison between the “have” and the “have not” people that confuses 
my heart. 

So I always felt lucky that I had a home to go to and my family 
was accepted in the community so that I could avoid the extra chal-
lenges of prejudice and racism. It was hard enough being a commu-



17

SPEED BUMPS

nication outcast without the other problems my aboriginal friends 
faced. Their almost predetermined struggle was really tough.

The split between the inner world of intuitive awareness and 
my human need for acceptance on the other side  guided me clearly 
down two paths in life. My need to create an identity in order to 
defend myself continually competed with my other, more creative 
sensitive side. 

The result was a two faced me. 
From those early years one part of me wanted to live in peace 

with the world, a sort of pact to cause no harm - be nice - while the 
other side wanted to slice a cricket ball out through the covers, take 
the best mark in football, drive the fastest car and be a rebel. 

Occasionally those two worlds came together in a joy unexplain-
able: like car stealing.

Stealing 200 cars in a few years is bad. Even worse had I been 
caught or crashed. I was thirteen years old, totally ambitious for the 
approval of the “street gang set” and my prowess as a master thief 
won it for me. 

Stealing requires both incredible intuitive awareness and physi-
cal mastery. Break and enter became my call sign, anything, any-
time, anywhere. I’d get it. From shop lifting to break and enter, cars, 
money, sweets and the grand prize for the gang leaders, condoms.

We carried knives. Some used them. Some got caught and went 
to jail, some were killed in fights. My intuitive awareness kept me 
squeaky clean, and I survived the whole period without a single 
scratch.

A note sent home to my father from my school ended that jour-
ney on the wrong side of the fence overnight.



THE PATH WALKER

18

“Chris is a disturbing influence in the school. We are recom-
mending that he consider attending a trade school.”

No deeper punishment could have been inflicted. My father’s 
opinion of me meant everything. I’d managed to hide my nocturnal 
street gang activities behind a nice, acceptable, sporty, piano play-
ing exterior - the son my dad liked and loved. 

My brother hated the fact that I got away with this duality. He 
was constantly on the watch for cracks through which he could ex-
pose me and have my status as favourite son reduced to the rubble 
it deserved. Apart from a few severe hidings with a strap, I stayed 
pretty much clean, until that school report.

I thought about signing it so I didn’t have to show it to my father. 
I practiced his signature for days and nights but in the end, knew 
that I’d be caught somehow. 

I was given one last chance. Smarten up - or be sent to hell - 
trade school. If gang warfare on the streets was the jungle where 
survival of the fittest was the law, trade school was like the zoo. I 
would never survive.

Lucky for me, I turned the corner. I focussed my thief “talents” 
into more healthy and less destructive pursuits. Like athletics and 
surfing. Oh, and girls.

I stumbled through the next few years of exploration with girls 
but I must have been on the border of being gay. I was never macho 
enough for my chosen love and some hairy Neanderthal guy twice 
my size and half my age would steal my girlfriends. I thought I was 
jinxed. 
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By nineteen, and not long after losing my virginity in the back of 
my car, I met Judy, proposed marriage within six weeks of meeting 
and moved in together almost straight after.

I still remember a day that marks one of the weirdest turning 
points in my life: the day I denied my intuition for the first time in 
my life.

Judy and I had been living together in a derelict house I’d rent-
ed in Hawthorn, one of Melbourne’s nicer suburbs. Friends would 
come over each evening and, in the days before pot, we’d drink beer 
- bottles and bottles of it. 

On one of these drinking nights, with twenty people sitting on 
the floor listening to Joe Cocker or Jimmy Hendrix, a beer bottle 
flew through the air and landed inches from my head - the intended 
target - and smashed against the wall. My beautiful Judy was jeal-
ous and that moment, my relationship, that silent connection I speak 
about, broke with the woman I loved.

Thirteen years later with three children, we divorced. But the 
precious connection, the thing I value more than life itself broke that 
night and that was the end of that.

In the material world these breaks in trust don’t matter. Peo-
ple patch up their marriages with children and houses, alcohol and 
work, but for me, on that day, my marriage was over. And yet, I 
denied my intuition and stayed.

As a result, I didn’t treat my wife as she deserved. I wasn’t con-
nected where it mattered. I disguised it with games, tricks, affairs, 
Ménage à trois, money, holidays, houses, schools and romance. The 
thread had broken, there was nothing I could do, and she knew it.
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Independence
After graduation from university I received a letter of acceptance 

from a company in Geelong, a small, perfect town near Melbourne.  
It was far enough away from my wife’s meddling parents and also 
provided a gateway to some of the world’s best surfing.

It was my first serious job as an environmental engineer. So we 
bent over backward, borrowed some cash and moved to Geelong. 
Judy found a job as a kindergarten teacher, and I waited to start 
as the Environmental Engineer for Australian Portland Cement 
Geelong. My first corporate job.

 I bought a new suit and fronted to the reception for my first day 
as a real life full time paid employee.

“Hello, what can we do for you?” asked the receptionist peeking 
thought the cage they must have locked her in.  

“I’m Chris Walker, I am here to start work as the new Environ-
mental Engineer.” I waved the plastic sheathed confirmation letter 
and then handed it to her outstretched hand. The look on her face 
was not all positive. 

She took it from me and examined it. She left her chair and went 
inside soon returning with the General Manager.

“Mr Walker, there’s been a terrible mistake. You see there are 
two Chris Walkers who applied for this job and we’ve sent you both 
acceptance letters by mistake. You are NOT the one.”

That was the second, time in my life I didn’t trust my intuition. I 
didn’t want to work there, I didn’t believe I was qualified for the job, 
didn’t enjoy the energy of that factory and, well, even if I was a bil-
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lionaire I would never have chosen that job as a passion. I screwed 
up. I call it “Golden Handcuffs.” Taking a job for the money.

Desperate to pay the rent, I started truck driving lessons with my 
next door neighbour and borrowed a few more dollars from a friend. 
Judy and I limped along. The truck driving didn’t pay well so I got a 
job on the production line at Ford Motor Company heat treating the 
tips of valves. Now, I was the highest qualified, production worker 
in Ford. I was working on a production line I’d spent the last 4 years 
of my life learning how to design.

It got worse. One day the white coats appeared at the end of the 
production line. All us “blokes” sneered at the white coats because 
these guys were the engineers who designed the line we worked on 
and obviously had no bloody idea what they were doing. Sometimes 
the reality is far different from the theory. Anyway, in the group of 
white coats was one of my Graduate class mates.

Damn, now I was humbled to my boots. Later we became 
friends, but in the post Uni stakes of “what job did you end up with” 
mine won the prize for the worst. I earned less than all my class-
mates paid in tax. 

My rowing pulled me through the humiliation. I joined Corio 
Bay Rowing club and started to get really keen on winning some 
events. 

The irony was, I really loved that production line job. The blokes 
weren’t competitive, it was a job for life (or so they thought) and 
with that sort of head space, life becomes really human. Funny, isn’t 
it. We’d studied production lines. We called the people ‘work sta-
tions’, but here at Ford, in the lunch room, stinky, smoky, loud lunch 
room, work stations became people, real people with families. And 
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that’s what we talked about - football, family, friends and life. It was 
as real and perfect as I’d ever imagined.

Language was often strained. Italian, Greek, Eastern European, 
Asian people rubbed shoulders in those stinky lunch rooms and 
laughter was the main course. Hundreds of people, laughing and 
sharing - totally brilliant.

I sent applications out for engineering jobs and eventually land-
ed a job working for Huyck as an applications engineer. Not long 
after I started, they flew me to the US for training. And it was here 
that another nail went into the coffin that was to eventually house 
my marriage.

I met Rose. 
Having a fling on the side was the last thing on my mind, but 

when I arrived in Greenville, Tennessee, it soon became apparent 
that it was not the last thing on other people’s mind.

I was twenty six, a fit rower, a naive, blonde, Aussie. My mar-
riage was, for most, irrelevant, and after three months resisting 
some pretty incredible offers, drunk on moonshine in the “Boonies” 
of Tennessee, I snapped the last piece of that chord with my wife. 

When I went back home, I lied. For a short while, Rose kept a 
candle burning waiting for me to come back to the States, but the 
infrastructure of my life was so concreted into Geelong, rowing, 
surfing, family, mortgage, marriage and Huyck, it was easier, and 
better (in my mind at the time) to take the easy path. 

We made a baby.
Through Simon, my first child, all the broken chords got mend-

ed. I forgot about trust, intuition, silent awareness and just loved my 
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wife, through my son. I didn’t care if Judy blew away in the next 
wind, I loved her through Simon, and that’s all that mattered.

Silent communication exists in babies. They know your heart 
beat, they feel your touch. It’s the perfect place of communion with 
life but for those who have a more material perspective, the time 
with babe is more about the kilograms he put on this week, clothes 
and pride. Split like this, Judy and I made great parents.

But it was an arm wrestle. I wanted things my way, Judy wanted 
them her way. In the end, I realised I was totally outnumbered on 
the principles of parenting, we found a compromise and that was 
how things were.

Compromise is a taste. If you could taste the bitterness of a post 
coffee tongue or the taste of old socks, this is the taste of compro-
mise. It’s not a feeling or an intellectual - emotional space. It’s a 
taste and that taste of compromise becomes a wall, a burden like a 
backpack filled with lead. You take it everywhere you go - to work, 
to football, to yoga, to the doctor, even surfing. It doesn’t have a 
label, “this is the compromise taste” it just permeates your life. 

The depression of compromise cannot be medicated. We try, us-
ing alcohol, drugs, pharmaceuticals, medications and herbal teas but 
it’s a waste. Compromise is a dirty taste that just won’t go away.

I tried changing Judy, me, the house, my car, my underwear, my 
rowing, my friends. I changed the garden, bought new furniture, 
changed our diet, ran more, ate less, drank more, drank less. Had 
injections and took herbs. Nothing fixes compromise. Nothing.

So, we had more babies.
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Different Worlds 
Not long after Simon’s birth, Huyck promoted me to Asian Sales 

which meant travelling at least four months a year into Asia.
At first I hated it, being away from Simon. But then, a strange 

thing happened. 
One night, while I was still being trained by my sales manager, 

we were staying in a nice hotel in Surabaya, Indonesia. It was mid-
night, and there was a knock on my door. I towelled up, went to the 
door and met one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. Her 
fee was $30 and it was one of the most exploratory nights of my 
life.

Needless to say, that was the beginning of a whole other world 
I’d never thought about. The word massage and happy endings 
took on whole new meanings and I suddenly realised why all the 
men back at the Geelong office of Huyck smiled when I got my 
promotion.

I’m shy about writing this stuff. Confessing to enjoying this side 
of Asian life is going to raise some questions and just for the record, 
there was nothing illegal in my enjoyments.

Having an affair, or sharing the night with door knocking hook-
ers in Asia takes compromise to a whole new level. Nothing is good 
enough. You can’t settle where you were and you can go 100% 
where you are. It’s like Disneyland, a half way house between two 
worlds, not fantasy - not reality. I spent the next few years independ-
ently flying around Asia being swept up in the beauty and sensitiv-
ity of Asian culture.
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I’d fly back to Australia and into my home. Everything seemed 
so big, heavy and real. The dinner plates were heavy, the conversa-
tions were thick, the roads were slow and the people were competi-
tive. It would take me weeks to adjust to the outspoken nature of the 
western life.

Then, I’d jump a plane back to Asia. People were smaller, things 
were lighter, face was important, subtlety was respected. Wealth 
was not an ugly term, people knew that wealthy people employed 
the rest. The more success an entrepreneur had, the more the com-
munity benefited.

I tried to convert a few of my clandestine door knocking ladies 
into longer term girlfriends but my travel schedule wouldn’t permit 
it. There are stories - too sensitive for these clumsy hands to write 
that can only be described as pure miracles of intimacy.

For a boy who lost his innocence to the harshness of a mother 
taken too early, a violent step mother, a broken connection to his 
wife and greedy for the safety of success, this era in Asia selling 
paper making cloth, was truly a profound awakening, irrespective 
of the moral debate.
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Guilt
When our heart goes out of something, we sabotage it. Guilt re-

ally is one of the strongest heart sucking emotions. I’m sure I sabo-
taged that split life - it was really time for change. My second son 
would soon be born and he deserved a better entry to the world than 
this one I’d created with Huyck. Two hours later, and thirty minutes 
before I would have been fired, I resigned.

Jobless on a Friday afternoon, with a mortgage to pay on the 
Monday, I was walking through Geelong city and bumped into Ron, 
a guy I’d worked for 6 years earlier on summer breaks during my 
years at university. He offered me a job in Melbourne selling Air 
Pollution Control Systems - I landed on my feet and started my new 
job the very next day. 

For the next six months I travelled the highway between Mel-
bourne and Geelong, a few hours each way, coming home to my 
pregnant wife and being a great dad.

Then, Ron screwed up, putting the whole company into a massive 
half a million dollar debt and the owner on the edge of bankruptcy.

I jumped a plane, went to Germany, met with the major creditor, 
secured a three year deal, flew back to Melbourne, sacked Ron, and 
took over the company.

Within 3 years we’d built one of the strongest Environmental 
Engineering brands in Australasia and done some extraordinary 
work. We made buckets of cash, bought a new home in Melbourne, 
gave birth to Richard and Stephanie. All was amazing.
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With Asia a distant memory, and the business an absolute inspi-
ration, Judy and I had found ways to make our relationship good 
enough to be the foundation for our family. Simon, Richard and 
Stephanie thrived on the acreage we’d bought and loved the expen-
sive holidays we created.

But I was not committed to my marriage, I wasn’t in love, I 
couldn’t be: guilt blocked it. 

Along comes Anne.
Within hours of meeting for the first time, Anne and I were in 

bed. She was the creative spirit I was so missing in my life. 
Our affair lasted a year or so. It was dangerous, physical and 

passionate. And once again I was split, compromised and out of 
authenticity.

With my affair with Anne at full strength, three children at home, 
and a disconnected relationship with my wife of thirteen years, I 
was going crazy trying to work it all out. No one was getting what 
they wanted, no one was calm or comfortable. Anne was scream-
ing for more, and a full time commitment. Judy wanted what she 
deserved, a loving husband and I wanted both the physical and the 
spiritual connection with just one partner. 

Enter sabotage...
I’d been called from Melbourne to Tasmania to bid for a major 

engineering job in a factory located, would you believe it, just 5km 
from where I was born 33 years earlier. It would be the first time 
I’d return to Latrobe, my birthplace in all those years: I knew some-
thing more than business was going to happen.

I landed, rented a car, visited my mother’s grave site, had cof-
fee with a cousin I hadn’t seen for 20 years and took the two-lane 
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“highway” for the few hours drive to the factory. On the road, my 
mind was going over an article I’d read in the in-flight magazine 
about a new health spa that was opening next week in the hinterland 
of Northern New South Wales. A place surrounded by rainforest for 
people who were stressed out.

When I arrived I met the plant manager’s assistant. Now, we’re 
in the bush, miles away from city life and here’s this guy, in his nice 
corporate suit, white shirt, tie and fancy shoes. He looked like he 
was going to a wedding, not working in a factory. 

The long and the short of his story was that the corporation that 
owned this cement plant owned others too and he’d  been the head 
honcho of the lot until he had a nervous breakdown. 

“So, what’s a nervous breakdown look like?” I asked him, trying 
to fill time over lunch. 

“Well, it’s never one thing. And nothing seems to stick out as 
being the single sign of it. There were just a bunch of things that, 
over 6 months happened with increasing intensity.” He mentioned:

*	 Addiction	to	hot	stimulating	foods	and	spices	

*	 Overeating

*	 Over	use	of	stimulants	like	alcohol

*	 Always	feeling	cold

*	 Hyperactive	

*	 Dragging	feet,	feeling	exhausted	all	the	time

*	 Disturbed	sleep,	including	sitting	up	during	the	night	suddenly

*	 Nervousness,	worry,	anxiety,	fear	and	anger	

*	 Nightmares	and	cold	sweats	at	night
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*	 Fatigue	

*	 Obsessed	with	work

*	 Easy	anger	or	tears	

*	 Trembling	hands,	arms	and	legs

*	 Constant	blinking

*	 Sighing	all	the	time

*	 Restlessness

*	 Feeling	embarrassment	-	claustrophobia

*	 Absent	minded	-	dropping	and	forgetting	things

*	 Stuttering	talk	or	forgetting	the	topic	of	conversation

*	 Depression	

*	 Tension	

*	 Self	Righteousness	-	always	fearful	of	being	wrong

*	 Negativity

*	 Worrying	all	the	time

Have you ever felt like someone walked over your grave? A 
deep cold shudder goes through your bones and the hairs on the 
back of your neck bristle and itch. 

Damn, he was talking about me. 
My head was spinning at twice the speed it normally did. I left 

the factory as soon as I could, rang my PA to book me into that 
health spa, changed my return flight and began a whole new era of 
my life. Of course, at this time, I thought it would be a change in 
stress management. I had no idea, in dealing with stress one has to 
approach the cause.
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For the next week I drank herbs, walked in forests and expelled 
toxin from every pore in my body. I puked, pooped, sweated, cried, 
snotted and spat thirty three years of denial, guilt, compromise, 
heart ache and self-protection down the drains.

Finally, seven well known Italian identities from Australia (col-
ourful people you might say) and I did group therapy. My issues 
seemed the least dramatic. That’s the great part about group therapy, 
other people’s troubles seem to make yours feel trivial.

I presented my split life and was encouraged to go home and 
reveal all. 

Was that good advice?
On the one hand, it caused unspeakable pain to Judy. On the 

other hand it had a similar impact on Anne and left me stuck in the 
middle. So, although it selfishly sorted out my stress and confusion 
it put me into a far worse space than I’d ever imagined.

For the next eighteen months Judy and I struggled to save our 
marriage. Then, she went to the same health camp, got the same ad-
vice, came home and informed me that she’d been having an affair 
with my close friend. 

Pathetic as this sounds, and after thirteen years of marriage in 
which I’d been unfaithful so many times, my wife filed for divorce 
and I went fruit cake. 

The demons I’d crushed when I was a child in school, insecure 
and unprotected came roaring back into my heart.

Mr Entrepreneur, sports guy, successful family man, traveller 
was stripped naked. My business partner bought me out and I found 
myself standing on the cliff edge at Sydney’s North Head, ready to 
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jump the 200 feet into the ocean below. Death seemed a better op-
tion - lucky, I chose not to.

It took three years to sort out my stuff. Three years that should 
have taken 3 hours. I held onto that ego of mine like a life jacket in 
a wild storm. I had teachers and therapists and friends, but I only 
learned what I was ready to learn. 

So for those three years I learned only 10% of what teachers 
shared. I’d learn the minimum to get me out of pain and start danc-
ing around as if I’d found Nirvana. Then suddenly, I’d fall - crash on 
my face again - and need to go back and learn the rest. Lazy learning 
means pain relief learning, real learning however, means eliminat-
ing the problem altogether. 

Are there innate human values that, if we cross them, we beat 
ourselves up? I think so.

I think, in retrospect I hated myself for cheating and lying and 
I compensated for that by working harder, making more money, 
achieving more in sport and doing everything I could to throw a 
smoke screen over my deep hearted torment. I don’t think anyone 
feels good doing harm to others. No matter how it’s justified or 
packaged.
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A New Path
Since that moment standing there overlooking the drop at North 

Head, I’ve walked a different path. 
I completed an MBA, been needled with thousands of acupunc-

ture pins, been burned in sweat lodges, drank Chinese herbs that 
stunk out my whole neighbourhood, smoked the most disgusting 
substances and bent my back in half trying to look up my own back-
side in yoga, sat for months in meditations and trekked the Himala-
yas forty seven times.

I’ve sat with Shaman, Zen Monks, Yoga Gurus, American Self-
help masters and great masters of the Himalayas. I’ve shared time 
with medicine people of Native American cultures and some aston-
ishing healers in Asia. 

I even tried a hypnotist, poor guy. 
What I needed was what I got. Reality is a rare and precious gift: 

cold as a tombstone, unemotional as fate, unbending to the wishes 
and wants and hopes and dreams of any human, uncontrolled by 
religion - unbound by culture. Reality is what is.

I climbed mountains, meditated in temples, danced around fires, 
drank strange potions and had six inch needles stuck in my heart 
without anaesthetic. I stood on my head for hours, travelled around 
the world living, eating, sleeping, searching, searching, searching. 

I wanted a new way to run a successful business, have a family, 
have the BMW or whatever in the driveway. I wanted it all, but I did 
not want to lose touch with reality, or my intuitive awareness or my 
integrity, ever again. 
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Nepal 
In the midst of all the drama, I went back to one of my favourite 

activities, backpacking,
It saved my life. I was looking for a chance to get out of the city, 

reconnect with nature and blow off some steam. Then one thing lead 
to another and the next thing I knew I was headed to Nepal. I could 
not have guessed how this would change my life.

To prepare for a serious Himalayan trek, I needed to learn 
ice climbing and rope use, so I packed a bag and went to New 
Zealand.

 First, I went to a mountaineering shop and bought the best 
mountain gear available. Purple pants, purple hat, purple gloves, 
purple backpack, purple sleeping bag, purple boots, purple tent, pur-
ple jacket. I was, all dressed,  “THE PURPLE MOUNTAINEER.”

Then, I hired a guide and went off to begin learning- climbing, 
the ironically named, Mount Aspiring. 

For the next six hours we trudged, slipped and tripped (at least I 
did) through mud and slush. Nobody puts that stuff on the climbing 
video’s or the National Geographic front page but before you reach 
snow, there’s mud.

By the time we reached the snow, I was not so purple and, be-
cause I was totally unprepared for the slippery slog, exhausted. We 
pitched the purple tent, I ate a small granule of rehydrated food, 
climbed into my purple sleeping bag, went purple and vomited 
everywhere.
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That was the end of that trip but it was here that I met my first 
real guru: my mountain guide. 

He didn’t laugh at me, not once. 
That’s successful.
Here was a New Zealander, a world-class mountaineer, a man 

who could survive - and had done so for months in the mountains 
- and who had climbed the world’s highest peaks, sitting with the 
“purple guy” who was dressed for the summit of Everest (or the 
moon), and he never laughed. 

He supported me, cared for me, and didn’t lecture me on the 
foolishness of my exploits. His compassion, leadership and kind-
ness I will never forget. That gift he gave me - letting me learn, not 
judging, giving me his time really made a huge impact.

Of course, I can say all this now, but at the time, because I’d 
failed so badly on my first training program, my ego was bruised to 
a bright purple to match my gear. 

I went back to the guide company, blamed the location, the mud 
and the guide, changed the location, the mud and the guide and set 
out, after dry-cleaning my nice purple gear, for my second training 
climb - Mount Cook, the highest mountain in New Zealand. 

To avoid the mud, I hired a helicopter. We flew up to the higher 
reaches of the mountain, bypassing the slippery slopes. The helicop-
ter landed, we stepped out into the pristine snow and as it flew away 
I realised something profound, I hated mountain climbing. 

Now I realized there were one or two major problems. First, 
it was cold, but I guess this was to be expected on a snow-capped 
mountain. And second, well it was bloody high and there were holes 
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covered with pure white snow – huge crevices  – that with one false 
step you could fall through, and DIE! 

As luck would have it, we decided to spend the day in and 
around a climbers’ hut. And as even greater luck would have it, a 
storm blew in and kept us marooned in that comfy little bunk house. 
So, the most dangerous thing I did in that first twenty four hour 
period on Mount Cook, was to venture out the hut door, across the 
slippery path and into the little toilet cubicle that sat perched over 
a shear drop.

Here was where I began learning about the body mind connec-
tion. My urge to go to the bathroom would completely disappear 
when I sat over that seemingly endless drop with a gale force wind 
howling up my release mechanism. I’d re dress, re trek the slippery 
path hanging onto the safety rope, get back into the hut, and sud-
denly need to revisit the whole process again. Twenty times I braved 
that storm, twenty times I tried to overcome the trapdoor effect of 
fear, twenty times I struggled back along that safety rope, disap-
pointed as a man who failed to reach the summit of Mount Everest.

When the storm went away, it was obvious that there was only 
one way to go, and that was down. The wind made the helicopter 
option a non event so, it was a long slow, fearful, crevasse pok-
ing, teeth gnawing journey back to safety. I’ve never been mountain 
climbing since.

But like any good, red blooded, Aussie bloke, my ego was 
healthy. So, I decided to cycle around the South Island of New Zea-
land. May as well do that, given that I had some spare time.
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I filled the pannier bags with gear, food and clothes and set off 
from Queenstown. After an hour, I stopped and caught the bus - to 
the start of the great divide as I called it. 

I ate lunch at the bus cafe, remounted all my gear and away I 
went. 

About four hours after this second start, going directly uphill, 
the bike saddle wore a hole in my groin. From then on, and with a 
week of cycling ahead, I couldn’t sit and even walking beside the 
bike was excruciating. Riding was only possible standing on the 
pedals and with heavy pannier bags that’s dangerous at anything 
over 5 kph.

How much humiliation can an ego sustain? Well, as it turns out, 
with the careful use of blame and excuses, mine was still healthy 
and intact when I finally put the bike on a train to Christchurch and 
went to a folk festival in some hippie farm with nothing more than 
the clothes on my back.

It seems, step by step I was being brought back to the real world. 
I obviously wasn’t a mountain climber and it was twenty years since 
I’d ridden a bike more than three miles, and in spite of my purple 
gear, I wasn’t too comfortable with having a hole in my crotch.

With this growing list of humiliations I went to Stuart Island, 
hired a sea kayak and went paddling for a week during which time I 
was twice blown from one side of the lake to the other without any 
say in the matter. I survived that and went to Milford Sound and did 
some great bush walks. So, it wasn’t a total disaster.

I came home, packed a bag, and went to Nepal. My plan was 
to trek a remote mountain area, avoid New Zealand-like high, cold 
places and then come back a new man.
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On the way to Nepal I went to Indonesia to climb Rinjani, a semi 
dormant volcano on the island of Lombok. I carried my heavy pack 
to the base, started the rocky climb but turned back. 

So, with my purple gear, I flew to Nepal, hired a guide in Kath-
mandu and with great fanfare together with a month’s hiking sup-
plies, flew by STOL plane to a remote part of the country. I’d in-
vested over $100,000 in fees, costs and preparation. 

In this remote village, I immediately got sick and had to swallow 
half the medicine cabinet to complete the acclimatization. Three 
days later, with a slight fever we set out at 4 am on this mini ex-
pedition across the Himalayas. (Well only a few hundred thousand 
people had done it before). Two hours later, in the chill warmth of 
the Nepalese morning sun, I stopped, sat on my pack, looked at the 
mountains we were about to cross, and burst into tears. This was not 
my journey. We turned around and went back to Kathmandu. 

Honesty can be such a pain!
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Nepal, A Second Chance
For those who are ready, no words are nec-
essary. For those who are not, no words are 
possible.

Back in Kathmandu, and with a month to spare, someone men-
tioned the Khumbu valley. I went down to the incredibly crowded 
bus station, sat on the roof of a local bus (to protect my gear from 
theft) - and joined another 135 people (capacity 30) fearing for their 
lives while we froze ourselves all the way to Jiri.

On this second trek in Nepal I learned the meaning of the word, 
courage. I thought I was brave with my football and keynote speak-
ing (I am fearfully shy). I thought it was some sort of miracle that I 
could exist in my ‘harsh world.” I cut my toenails when they were 
too long, took antibiotic for my flu and struggled through the oc-
casional bout of emotional depression after my relationships broke 
up. Really, I thought I was brave. That is, until I went to Nepal and 
met those beautiful people.

It’s amazing how self-absorbed we can become. An annoy-
ing little homeless child kept pestering me for money while I was 
putting a $5.00 moleskin patch on a blister that threatened to wipe 
the happiness out of a journey that had included flying half way 
around the world with the luxury of a $2,500 plane ticket, untold 
amounts of money spent in trekking shops and practising in the air-
conditioned comfort of a gym.  “Buzz off” I thought, “can’t you see 
I am busy?” 
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But this child persisted and eventually I had to part with a few 
rupees (less than a cent) to gain the peace of mind to clean and patch 
my blister. Then I put my $300 boots and $500 Gore-Tex jacket 
back on and returned the $200 first aid kit to my $600 backpack. I 
stood and looked around thinking, “Now, what do I want?”

Then I was on the trail, passing people who smiled at me from 
their hand hewn homes, cut from the wood of the matted forest near-
by, and glued to the earth with rocks carried from the river 1,000 
meters below. Here, where the mother had birthed each of five chil-
dren without even a bowl of warm water, where she watched two 
of her children die (as 10.2% do in Nepal) in these difficult circum-
stances, where there was lots to frown about, people smiled at me 
as I walked past. They wanted nothing. Kids played with stones, 
laughing. I suddenly saw what bravery really was and came to real-
ise how self-obsessed my world had become.

Nepal gave me that precious gift. Maybe it’s humility, respect, 
gratitude for life, love or a real understanding of compassion and 
how it works in the real world. Nepal gave me what millions of 
miles travelling the world, staying in great resorts and fancy hotels 
had failed to do. I got to understand the gift of a deep friendship 
with nature and what it can create.

I am more and more awakened as a result of my ongoing immer-
sions into the diversity of Nepal. It’s not a false ideal, or one without 
challenges, but the people of Nepal are the prize of the earth. And 
all the way from those who are some of the poorest on earth to those 
who are some of the wealthiest and highest educated, there is a hu-
manitarian insight that can’t be explained.
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It’s easy to feel lucky compared to poor people, but they have 
wealth in a completely different form. I don’t feel more blessed in 
my life than the poorer Nepalese people, although I have a right to 
feel more fortunate. I’d rather look through that layer of material 
separation for happiness and hope. In the eyes of the children and 
families, even in the poorest places, they have found ways to adapt, 
stay happy and be hopeful. 
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My First Steps
I’d spent most of my life compromising, and secretly being an-

gry about it. For me, the model was to make a plan, stick with it 
through hell and high water, and make it to the destination, no mat-
ter what. 

Little did I understand how much energy I wasted, how much 
happiness I sabotaged and, frankly, how many opportunities in life 
I’d missed.

Letting go the aim to climb Mount Aspiring, Mount Cook, cycle 
around New Zealand, paddle a kayak around Stuart Island, summit 
Mount Rinjani and cross the Himalayas was a new experience for 
me. In the past, I would have persevered in spite of my intuition, no 
matter what I would have done each thing at any cost. But it was 
time to learn a different way... and this experience was the final 
straw in that lesson.

On a particularly cold day in the Himalayas, high in the Khumbu 
Valley, my journey began at 6.00am in this freezing hut outside a 
beautiful monastery, Tengboche. It was just a few years before that 
monastery and the hut I was sleeping in would be burned to the 
ground with a massive loss of precious artefacts.

I’d spend the night snuggled up for warmth on a long dormitory 
bench with thirty monks. I’d had the worst night’s sleep and was 
totally busting to get out and pee. I packed, gulped down some tea 
from the smoky kitchen (which was actually at one end of the dor-
mitory) and headed toward the rickety old door. 
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All I could think about was getting out the door, down the trail 
and arriving safe at the end of the day. This was my mindset, and I 
carried it with me, even up here amongst these sacred people. 

My hand grabbed the wooden handle of the lodge door, I felt 
the smoothness of the wood, worn from years of use, I took a deep 
breath to prepare step outside into the cold, and that was as far as 
I got.

A wrinkly old monk sitting beside the smoky fire called to me 
in Tibetan, “Hey, would you take a letter to my brother in the next 
village?” I smiled at the translator, and then back to the old monk, I 
bowed, sure I’d take a letter, I’m going that way...

It turned out a little different than I’d expected.
Three hours later and after about ten words were written using a 

pointy feather dipped in some black ink goo - another monk politely 
took the letter from the old man and handed to me. It was mid morn-
ing and I still hadn’t left the hut. The anger must have been steaming 
out my ears but nobody cared, they just smiled and offered me more 
rancid butter tea.

Because I couldn’t go with the flow I missed a golden opportu-
nity to really meet with these devoted hard working monks. Because 
I was in a hurry to go nowhere, because I was always in a rush, I 
missed that they were actually helping me. 

I was too insensitive to understand the opportunity. My head 
was too full of thinking to hear the whispers. My life was so fast and 
noisy, I couldn’t feel my life, I could only think it. All I could think 
of was my pain, the journey and the outcome. I had no concept of 
celebrating the process of my life. As I was about to find out, that 
head over heart thinking comes at an incredible price.
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I was late, shivering with cold and anger, so I had to hurry. I 
was behind schedule, whatever that was. I shoved the letter care-
lessly into my pocket, once again grabbed the smooth old handle, 
felt nothing of it and left.

I was confused - uncertain - not present - and I was about to pay 
for it. 

My anger kept one part of me back in the hut, my body on the 
trail and my head almost arriving at my destination before I did and, 
on a bend, in the shade of some trees, a sheet of black ice sat waiting 
for my lack of focus. 

My head went around the bend but my feet didn’t. I slid off the 
track, down, down, down, crack, thump, thud, crash, thump again. 
I skidded to a stop. The crack was my kneecap. The thump was my 
ankle bending back on itself. And the thud was my head against the 
tree. My inability to adapt to circumstances nearly killed me. Nature 
is a tough teacher. 

Thinking back on it, outside that hut and all around me were 
beautiful snow covered trees, the Himalayan Mountains including 
Mount Everest glowing in a perfect panorama. I didn’t even blink at 
it. Children played and local people went about their lives, smiling. 
I saw none of it. I had a job to do, and just like my previous 30 years 
of life, my only approach was head down, bum up and charge.

Everything that happens to our body is a part of nature’s com-
munication with us. And anger brings on the most aggressive of it. 
Those injuries I sustained in that slip are just another mark on a long 
line of brick walls  I’ve run into as nature slowed me down to help 
me reconsider my options. They remind me daily that anger and 
impatience don’t solve anything.
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For the next 20 days I walked with tree branches under my arm 
pits and in severe pain. Anger welled up and left, and welled up and 
left. I ached to scream, each step sent jarring pains up through my 
legs. It wasn’t a real mountaineering disaster. I was an angry man, 
learning how to bring peace to my heart and I confess, I was a slow 
learner. Finally someone suggested I stop and rest for a few days. 
It was the very thing I feared most. Sitting still. Contemplating my 
navel. Doing nothing, achieving nothing. But it was, ultimately, the 
only cure - learning to let go, to adapt.
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More Steps - More lessons
The first time I stood looking at those amazing Himalayan 

mountains I cried. I cried big time. Those tears were really serious. 
The mountains were so inspiring, so huge, so..... (sorry, no words). 

On this particular day we had a huge journey ahead. The ascent 
was an altitude gain of 1500 meters along a winding, rough and 
sometimes muddy path. Every step was important. As long as we 
kept moving, the group would make it to the top and down to the 
lodge before nightfall. One lady was struggling so I dropped back to 
help her. “You’re doing great” I said, lying through my teeth. “Well 
done,” I enthusiastically encouraged her. But after an hour, both my 
voice and her tolerance of this obvious “intellectual support” were 
failing. We were only half way along the track and she was done.

Secretly I was concerned, although I tried not to show it. Then 
from way down the back of our porter group, who always walk be-
hind me - the oldest man, carrying the heaviest load - caught up to 
us and sort of nuzzled his way politely between me and my strug-
gling client. He reached out his hand and taking hers in his rough lit-
tle palm, just smiled and looked ahead. He had no English, nothing, 
no education, no university thesis, no MBA, no 15 years running his 
own business and leading people - but he knew more about leader-
ship than me.

With this little act her confidence returned and she walked slow-
ly to the top, hand in hand with the old porter. I couldn’t believe 
it. Firstly, because porters don’t usually hold hands with tourists,  
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and secondly, because the native wisdom this man demonstrated 
showed he really understood her needs.

Just by putting his loyal and friendly hand with hers he gave her 
the comfort and reassurance she needed. It would be a miracle in 
any other time and place, but here in Nepal these acts of pure kind-
ness and wisdom happen frequently. 

We’ve lost this natural awareness. It isn’t on a sign, doesn’t have 
a wrapper with colour photos of people loving it and doesn’t have a 
brand, so most people don’t trust it. 

But it’s incredibly valuable. 
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Stillness
	“The	Spirit	of	Nature	lives	in	all	humanity.”

High in the Himalayas the monks invited me to come in and join 
them while they did their daily meditations. 

I took my boots off and entered the icy meditation hall. A few 
cushions are scattered on the floor. I sit in silence but after just one 
or two minutes I started to get edgy. I struggled to sit still for more 
than a few minutes.

The only way I knew how to communicate was to talk, so I felt 
totally uncomfortable in a room, sitting by myself doing nothing, or 
what I called nothing. In our Western world, we talk a lot, probably 
to cover our insecurity. I found it hard to sit still. I seemed to think 
that silence signalled a weakness or a lack of contribution and here 
I was being encouraged to be silent. It felt like my old high school 
punishment, sit in the corner and shut up.

For some people this silence is overwhelming.  Without my in-
tellect and without movement, what and who was I? 

Then I remembered how it felt when my nickname was “Sun-
shine.” How after my mother died, I loved to play alone in the sand, 
bridging the gap between fantasy and reality with my silent connec-
tions to people, nature and God. I realised why I’d been avoiding 
being alone all my life, why this meditation was so confronting. I 
didn’t like who I had become. In trying to fit into life, I’d discarded 
the parts of me I really loved most.
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I came out of that meditation session totally shocked at the con-
nection I made. 

I picked myself up, as if I was carrying a toy or a child. I carried 
that child part of me with me to my room and made a contract. I’ll 
never give him away, never go away without him. Me and my spirit 
are now a joint venture, forever.

That’s the power of immersion in nature. Whether it’s living high 
in these mountains, sitting by a river, surfing the waves or whatever 
we do: being in nature - where the silence allows that other connec-
tion we find that creative, fun, happy, joy - that is us.

This is the silence that connects us to our intuition. Some people 
tell me, “oh, Chris, I’m so intuitive” but I don’t take much value in it 
because everybody is intuitive. The fact is that some people have so 
much noise in their mind that they can’t hear it and others don’t.

I built a business on intuition. My street smarts really held me 
in good stead to handle the pressure. But as time went on, my street 
smarts were not enough. The demands increased, the noises in my 
head got louder, I lost the finger tip feeling that had been my main 
base of decision making and started to guess, and that’s where mis-
takes started to magnify.

I also remember the noise increases affecting my attitude. As my 
ability to cope with the world became overtaken by the size of the 
job I’d created for myself, I became more belligerent, more defen-
sive and less relaxed. I worked harder to try and put order back into 
my life but that just made more noise. 

I needed silence, not Himalayan silence, I needed the silence 
that comes from capacity. I needed to raise my own standards.
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A client mirrored my own experience. He came to me for advice 
and said, “I’m not enjoying my work, it’s too stressful,” and I could 
see the same look on his face that must have been on mine for years: 
Complete overload.

Cracks were obvious in his demeanour, his hands shook and his 
eyes were unsteady. I could feel the urgency in his voice, like he’d 
drunk twenty cups of coffee in the last hour - I knew he hadn’t.

Silence comes when our capacity to handle a situation is far 
greater than the demand of the situation. Say I went back to kinder-
garten tomorrow. Hopefully, I’d be able to perform all the tasks the 
teacher set me, because I’ve out grown those activities, risen above 
them to newer challenges.

So, nature grows in cycles, she never grows in straight lines 
and when a cycle of growth is happening, our capacity, skill and 
competence might be eventually superseded by the demands of the 
situation. Then, it’s time to regroup. To re-skill. But in this time, 
my client wanted to withdraw from his work and seek something, 
“easier.”

One hundred percent of relationship failures, health breakdowns 
and personal disasters come from this “pulling back” from life. I 
have never been so ill, so broken hearted or self-unsure as in the 
times when I had the opportunity to grow my skill but chose to 
avoid the circumstance. I’ve pulled back from the edge of growth, 
lost stillness and sustained my ego and the result was always a loss. 
When we don’t fulfil our purpose, no matter what the cost, nature 
sends calamity, disaster and humbling circumstances to move us on 
or move us out. That’s just one cost of lost stillness.
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Shhhhhhhhhhh
Trusting stillness took me many years. As a child I trusted it, but I 

lost that in amongst the competitive worlds of school and business.
And then I find myself in Nepal. 
I walk past a Tibetan trader who is pointing and gesturing at 

tourists. We’ve never met but we know each other, it’s a Tibetan 
tradition, nothing needs to be said. He sends me a beautiful Tibetan 
smile without even speaking or looking at me and I return the con-
nection. Here in the Himalayas, it makes no difference. Friendship 
doesn’t need the burdens of time and talk. 

I see the frost bite being scraped from the toes of a Tibetan refu-
gee who, with no money and no food, has smuggled herself, her 
child and one yak through some of the most treacherous and unfor-
giving mountains on earth just to be near her spiritual leader. She 
doesn’t ask me for money, sympathy or consolation. She is content 
in her world. 

I reach out and offer money, conscious of the tradition to hide 
the amount in my down-turned hand. Compassionately, she reaches 
out with an upturned hand, accepts it, never once looking to see how 
much it is. Her gratitude is not for the amount, but for the gesture. 

In spite of her pain and struggle, she silently blesses me. I still 
see kindness in her eyes, and even though she has nothing she wants 
to gift me with her compassion. She sends a little warmth my way 
before the sharp scrape of the knife digs into her flesh again and 
distracts her attention.
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Silence is natural where egos don’t win wars. These Tibetan and 
Sherpa people taught me this. Now I can sit near children whose 
world is different to mine and watch while they play marbles. There 
are no words, but I silently talk to them. The cost of my shoe laces is 
more than their entire fortune and yet, we’re the same. Maybe we’re 
silently chatting about world peace or the yak poop that’s stinky 
nearby. Maybe we have another dialogue. They ignore me, but we 
talk. Neither of us really cares about the marbles.

It’s a skill I brought home from Nepal. I practice this commu-
nication with people. I trust this silent communication far more 
than any word that is ever spoken, even by my most trusted friends. 
When you find your inner core of authenticity you will trust this 
silence more than words. And see how nice it is to have both.

Sometimes, when my feet are not too sore from their few hours 
in my French made trekking boots, I’ll hear the call from a medita-
tion hut and go up and meet a barefoot monk. 

They speak Tibetan, so we can’t converse. I smile. They don’t. 
They don’t need to. I can feel their warmth. They care. No need to 
decorate it. There are no words to fill the voids that our busi-ness 
fills. 

The wind has a language all of its own and it’s breathing a story 
to us. Sometimes a soft story, other times a tough one. Nature is 
guiding us through our life. Helping us stay content and wise. The 
wind is speaking, always caring - support and challenge. That’s na-
ture’s gift and it keeps us healthy and young at heart.

There is a wrinkled old Nun up here in the mountains, a saint 
who has lived in her little cave for the past 50 years, she’s over 90 
years old but her heart and mind are young. I went to Nepal for the 
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first time, nearly 25 years ago. I am now younger and fitter today 
than ever before. 

I thought I understood human compassion and self-leadership 
until I saw these amazing Monks and Nuns who smile and have 
the courage to forgive the torture they and their friends have been 
subjected to. It’s a compassion that burns through the broken bones, 
burn scars, frostbite and abuse that made the tapestry of their life. 

When I meet these beautiful people I know I have a long way to 
go in my own journey as a leader. I see their compassion, happiness 
and love. I feel it in their eyes and hear it in their heart. I love my 
comfort too much to be brave like them. I value comfort too much to 
be humble like them. I have rent to pay. Sadly, I contemplate, “Why 
have we lost touch with such a beautiful part of human nature, just 
because we live in cities and go to work?”

I walk in the front door of my home and my wife looks at me. 
Love fills her heart, but where am I? Am I filled with noise from the 
office? Am I keen to go do something? Is there an unfinished report 
that’s filling my mind? 

Stillness is the foundation of inspiration and love. It does not 
mean sit and stop, although from time to time that may be what’s 
needed. Stillness means to be in awe of whatever is right there in 
front of me. To be consumed, to such an extent that I forget time.

For me, this comes naturally. I learned this in the harsh sun of 
the Aussie outback, alone, motherless - or should I say, with the 
earth as my mother. And now, running for the taxi in the middle of 
New York City, I have it as well. 

Stillness is where I touch my soul, where I am real, authentic - 
alive. After many years of searching - this is it.
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Generosity
The meditating monk hands me a precious drink of butter tea. 

It’s probably taken half the day to prepare and I am an unexpected 
guest. There’s not much to spare and little understanding of where 
its replacement will come from, but he gives it to me and refuses 
to take no for an answer. I don’t want to spoil the gifting so I drink 
and accept the generosity with an open heart. My few dollars in the 
donation box are poor compensation. I try not to think like that.

We get so competitive that we’re afraid to be kind. Really, what 
does it take to be happy in life? Do we really need our relationships 
to last, or for the highest result of our every waking day to be meas-
ured in building more assets? Do we really need to reach for the 
stars? Whatever happened to gratitude, generosity, compassion and 
kindness as corporate values and as valued results of life? 

Maybe some marbles and a few silent conversations with nature 
can give us back this beautiful and deep appreciation for life. Or 
that moment in silent conversation with the Tibetan trader- someone 
who innately gives and wants nothing in return. Must it always be 
words and emails? Generosity needs no words, it needs actions and 
intentions.

Happiness surely means simply rising above comparatives in or-
der to celebrate life with other human beings. This is where sitting 
in the sand playing marbles in silence is worthy of applause.

I walk through Sydney and see the impoverished street people, 
too many of them. Some ask for money, but we’re told not to give, 
because “it just buys more meth.” But what else can we do? Must 
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compassion always be expressed in “the best” thing? Maybe that 
street person has more money than me. Maybe my money goes to a 
cause I don’t support. And this is a real awareness. That compassion 
is not a valuation of the receiver, a right duty, it’s a giving.

For my whole life I’ve been tough on myself. Being kind to 
others, but tough on ourselves doesn’t work. We can’t give what we 
haven’t got. The frostbitten Nun, the Monk, the children, they have 
compassion to give because they have plenty to spare. They treat 
themselves with compassion first.

Being kind to ourselves feels weird at first because it seems to 
encourage all the things that cause us trouble. 

Self-kindness might feel like a loss of discipline or an indul-
gence in the distractions of life, but compassion to the self is not any 
of those things. It means giving yourself one single and amazing gift 
- the elimination of suffering.

But what does that look like? The Nuns with their frost bitten 
feet are in pain. The monks with their hours in freezing icy monas-
teries are in pain. And yet, they are not suffering - they are smiling, 
happy, generous and kind. So, maybe suffering is not the same as 
pain. Maybe suffering is not relieved through any of the “Four Sub-
stitutes,” Food, Greed, Sexuality or Spirituality. Pain we can deal 
with because we know it’s going to end - suffering not.

I realise that there is a huge difference between pain and suf-
fering. Maybe with self-obsession we turn pain into suffering. The 
monk did not give me butter tea just because he was kind, or be-
cause of good manners or cultural norms dictated it, but because he 
saw that I was tired from my walk up to his hut. He has pain, but he 
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doesn’t suffer because his self-leadership is about others more than 
himself. 

It can be all too easy to hold back kindness in the interests of pun-
ishing people, or doing the right thing by people. We can say, “they 
don’t deserve it,” or “it’s not good for them” and in doing so, just 
add another judgement to the world. Maybe then, in holding back 
kindness, both the giver and receiver turn a pain into suffering.

Maybe the monk could look at me as I enter his little home 
and say, “Chris is overweight. I’d better not serve him tea: it’s not 
good for him.” But he doesn’t, he doesn’t second-guess me or his 
generosity.

It seems that at the heart of compassion there is a different sort 
of friendship we can share with people. Maybe being better or worse 
than somebody is not the greatest measure. In caring we simply try 
to reduce people’s suffering and let nature take care of the politics.

It’s what we give and the intent with which we give that makes 
all the difference.
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Learning to Bend

By the time I finished the divorce process and tried my hand at 
mountain walking, it became obvious that my sporting history in 
football, rowing and surfing lacked any scientific foundation. My 
body was way older than me. 

My knees were gone, my lower back would cripple me every 
second week and have me at the chiropractor crawling on my hands 
and knees. My neck trembled from the repeated hits as a kid and 
there was a worrisome tremor in my nervous system.

Blood was taken and sent to America, I had heavy metal poison-
ing from the air pollution business, and mercury filled my veins 
instead of blood. 

I started chelation therapy, changed my diet, got some emotional 
counselling but when push came to shove, I needed yoga. I needed 
to rebuild my body from top to toe, starting with the structure of it 
and eventually moving through to detoxify my core.

It was like I’d walked through an invisible screen and into a 
whole other world.

I learned about the four substitutes: food, greed, sex, and spiritu-
ality and how these “substitutes” used in moderation are healthy but 
in excess become addictive ways to “survive.” 

I transformed my diet, my habits and my use of these 
substitutes. 

The hardest part was letting go. So, I went cold turkey. I cut out 
all the fake energy foods, all the things that supported a delusional 
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life style. I wanted to cut to the chase with this. I wanted my body to 
last as long as me: to allow me to be inspired in my life and take me 
back to Nepal over and over again.

I learned that my body tells me everything I ever need to know 
about my state of mind. If I’m deluding myself, my body will tell 
me. If I’m over working and not recovering, my body will tell me. 
If I’m losing inspiration for my job my body will tell me. And it was 
shouting loud and clear.

As the yoga started to make its impact, I started to stink. My 
sweat smelt like old boots, meat smell like the back door of the 
butcher shop. Stale stinky fumes came out of my body. Man, I really 
got to understand the “we are what we eat” idea.

But the smell was more than food. It was bitterness, emotion, 
sadness, anger and every other stinky thought I’d housed in the cells 
of my body. Day by day, using Ashtanga yoga, I sweated out my 
history.

During a yoga week retreat I’d did one salute to the sun, Surya 
Namaska, and burst into tears. I couldn’t believe that I was so emo-
tionally constipated that one simple opening movement with my 
body could trigger such release?

I couldn’t believe it. Then we did a forward bend, sitting on the 
floor and reaching out to touch our toes I had to use a telescopic 
pole to reach them, but, there I was, head down, looking into the 
darkness between my knees, doing nothing, just breathing. It was 
like I was going to hell. I couldn’t do it. I was looking into an abyss 
and in that abyss there was my guilt and sadness, and I hated it. It 
was me without the substitutes and the BMW to disguise it. I hated 
what I saw.
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When I got back to the city after that first trip to Nepal, I started 
practicing Kriya’s, at an ashram on the central coast of New South 
Wales. They are a part of the yoga science of detoxification. 

I attended weekend courses inserting all sorts of herbal concoc-
tions in places where herbal concoctions are normally not put. I 
also drank salty water until fresh water ran from where fresh water 
doesn’t usually run. (I must have looked like one of those Greek 
fountains you see in European cities).

I swallowed lengths of cloth and pulled them out my nose like a 
towel I used to dry my back. I starved, pooped, spewed,  drank my 
own pee, ate and drank some even more astonishingly disgusting 
potions. I was even taught to drink milk up through my penis. (No 
joke and I still don’t know exactly why - it’s not a trick people ask 
for at parties).

I guess I needed it. Who knows really? But my body health 
improved out of sight. I could now touch my toes and when the 
wind blew up my nose, it whistled right through me. I was soooooo 
clean. 

I kept doing Kriyas for three years. I can’t remember whether it 
was the commitment to learn the Kriyas or the unending parade of 
beautiful women who came to the ashram that kept me going back. 

Back in Sydney, I finally found a yoga teacher who made sense, 
and who was really trained by Yogis in India. I immediately fell 
in love with her. She’d left her husband so we went on a journey 
together, first to New York and then to India.

When I arrived in India my body was still like a block of con-
crete. I was 35 going on 100 and had no idea what was in store for 
me: Luckily.
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That naivety didn’t last long. When I walked into that little yoga 
room at the Ashtanga Yoga Institute in Mysore and raised my arms 
for my salute to the sun I got a glimpse of what the next six months 
were going to bring. 

We didn’t miss a class in six months. I was continuously ill with 
some ache, break, fever, rash, frozen joint, head problem, constipa-
tion and its counterpart. I busted my knees, ankle, hips, hamstrings, 
lower back and shoulders, sometimes all at once. There wasn’t a day 
that I could sit or stand without grinding my teeth in pain. 

Whatever happened in those classes was really beyond my intel-
lect. My teacher Sri K Pattabhi Jois, would just answer my constant 
need for reassurance, “just do the practice and all is coming.” 

It takes some trust to let someone break your body and believe 
it’s for your own good. Learning that trust was harder than all the 
yoga I did. But eventually, Sharath and Guruji turned my 100 year 
old body into that of a teenager. It was like chipping at concrete, 
what devotion these people showed. I was just one of forty people 
craving attention.

 It took six months to undo a lifetime of emotional and physical 
ignorance, but the result was worth it: astonishing changes.
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Learning to Stop 110%
For the first thirty years of my life I had the idea that if I wasn’t 

exhausted, I hadn’t done a good day’s work. I loved burning out 
and then going to someone who cared, and complaining about it or 
down the pub to justify a few beers.

“Oh,” I’d say, “I am so exhausted. I’ve been working so hard.” 
There was rarely a mention of the value of the work, the productiv-
ity of the process or the outcome. In fact, sometimes, if the outcome 
came too easy, I’d discount it.

I had come to believe that easy is bad and hard is very good.
I inherited this crazy work ethic from my father. Each day he’d 

come into the house and have to compete with my step mother for 
the primary focus. She’d be saying how hard her life was because 
she felt depreciated and un-thanked. So he’d share the woes of his 
work. This in-turn made us kids feel guilty and humble to both of 
them.

 When I was training for Olympic selection there was a guy who 
had been rowing for many years. I’d watch him train easy, win races 
easy, cross the finish line with energy to spare. I always doubted his 
commitment because my model was so messed up. If I wasn’t burn-
ing out or over training, I felt like I wasn’t being genuine.

I remember one time when, in our engineering business I got 
a repeat contract for a construction job without even bidding. We 
were set to make $500,000 profit. The order came through the mail 
and took us so by surprise. 
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To this day, I remember feeling cheated. I felt undeserving be-
cause I hadn’t lost nights of sleep, struggled with the bidding proc-
ess or suffered in any way. 

Putting all this together, and in retrospect, when our self worth 
is so low, we need to feel that we earn what we get, rather than feel 
worthy of being gifted. And that bridge was one I needed to cross in 
order to learn to Stop and enjoy life.

In the first weeks of my MBA, the quote that was drilled into 
us has stayed with me throughout my journey since, and it’s true. 
“There’s no such thing as a free lunch.” At first it fitted with my old 
model that I’d have to work my butt off to get good results. How-
ever, eventually it changed to something quite profound and that 
was: “What you put out, comes back.”

Instead of coming from the perspective that I was always in debt 
to people, or that I’d have to work hard to get something, it flipped 
into a credit system. I could contribute to the world, and the lives of 
those around me and earn merits, which would in some way, come 
back in the form of benefit.

I thought back about my rowing situation and how that guy who 
looked to be doing it easy, had actually spent 20 years training him-
self and teaching others. He had credits and that meant he could be 
effective in his training and racing process, rather than desperately 
trying to invest in training this week to get benefits next week. 

He was coming from abundance while I was coming from in-
adequacy. No wonder my work ethic was so built on spontaneous 
gratification. 
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The personal space I got from this realisation was enormous. 
Here I could invest without wanting an immediate measured return 
in the knowledge that there are some forms of merit that accrue.

It also flipped to an astonishing realisation later in my Yoga stud-
ies when looking through ancient texts. It was made very clear that 
if you poop on somebody, and cause emotional upset, their anger, 
hate and hurt, comes back as a debt, and destroys your life.

I went to a few of those workshops where you list the people 
you’ve wronged and contact them at the break to apologise and seek 
forgiveness, what a lot of ignorance; forgiveness just breeds right-
eousness and that leads to depression. 

I studied deeper. In the Buddhist system they acknowledge 
karma and that seemed a far more realistic process than seeking 
temporary respite from people’s fickle judgements in the form of 
forgiveness. Basically, in the karma count, you earn merits for doing 
“good” things and you lose them for doing bad. And that explains 
the “luck” and “fortune” of your life. 

What I so love about that Buddhist system is that they include 
your last life. So, if you robbed, stole, chopped down trees in your 
last life, it will explain why you keep getting your heart broken in 
this one. 

Whether or not this merit system of “credit and debit” in life 
includes the life last lived, is irrelevant to the journey of this book. 
Suffice to say, and so important to the context of this chapter, there 
is an equation that crosses over the boundaries of give and take into 
the world of intention.

This is one of the more controversial topics of self-mastery: If I 
do bad, but don’t intend it, is it still bad? Is Guilt Self-Punishment?
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In the Himalayas, if your life goes bad, you get sick or your 
luck is on the down, instead of doing psychotherapy or life coun-
selling, they’d question your history. Where did you do something 
that would bring about such bad luck? In other words, nature has a 
payback system.

Recently in the high Khumbu there was some bad luck in the 
mountains. Local people went to the Ringpoche at Tengboche mon-
astery and asked why they had experienced so much bad luck. He 
responded with a whole series of nature based ill doings that were 
taking place in the area. Like chopping too much forest, slaughter-
ing animals for food without ceremony and more. This meant that 
the community had gone into karmic debt, and needed to do a whole 
lot to get back into credit. This is one of the reasons prayer flags 
are erected on mountain tops. Prayers put people into karmic credit 
along with good deeds and kindness.

All that said, back here in the west, we seem to think that peo-
ple deserve what they get. An entrepreneur will stamp on another 
person’s toes to get what they want, or, discount some ill deed as 
irrelevant. I’m not so sure.

In the years of counselling entrepreneurs I’ve found that most 
have a convenient disconnection between their ethics and their suc-
cess. For most, a hard day’s work creates a full day’s pay, no matter 
what the structure, content or integrity of that day looks like.

While there are some people who take this to the other extreme 
and believe that sitting on their hands while they feel good about 
life will attract abundance, there is a middle ground that can work 
for both groups.
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Although we have the capacity to think whatever we want, it 
seems that there are some fundamental principles on which life re-
volves. We’d love these principles to be pre-prescribed morals and 
ethics, but they are more a result of human reaction than anything 
else.

Take lies for example. We can lie to someone and if they don’t 
know that we’re lying, well it seems we are none the worse for it. 
That is of course, as long as we are not feeling guilty or having a 
conscience about it. So, a lie has no negative weight until either we 
think it’s bad or the person who gets lied to thinks it’s bad. Then, 
there’s a reaction.

The same thing goes with products and brands. If enough people 
think good things, the product seems to gain merit way above its 
real value. If enough people think bad thoughts about it, no matter 
how much the advertising guru spends, the product is sunk. 

Bank runs are another example. When people lose trust in a bank 
they run to withdraw money. Even if there is nothing wrong, the 
thought that something is wrong, breeds an energy, and that energy 
lives itself into reality. 

Hence, the Buddhist idea that nature has a consciousness, or that 
there’s merit in karmic debts and credits does not have to be proven 
in molecular language. It seems, that if we think it, then it is real.

So, how does this relate to stopping? Well, to stop spinning re-
quires some trust. If we don’t trust “the system” we’re always on 
red alert. That’s like holding the handlebars of the bike too tight or 
gripping the rope too tight or even holding onto a partner too tight. 
If we don’t trust the system of merit and demerit the only thing we 
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can trust is our firm grip on the tangible world around us. And that 
grip can be suffocating.

I suffocated many relationships, employees and friends because 
I didn’t trust the debits and credits of life. I thought that I could hold 
on and force reality to go my way by being clever, entertaining and 
manipulative. It didn’t work. 

Intuition is a powerful player in the game of success. We can 
play all sorts of games with people by not being honest, but in my 
experience, it all comes back. 

When I first started my engineering business I wanted the busi-
ness to grow and I cared about the customer. I wanted my staff to 
be happy, I was happy and I wanted my client to be happy. It was 
really genuine. Then, I started to spend more than I needed to, so I 
needed the business to earn more than it needed to. With that little 
shift, my motive for wanting my business to grow, and how I went 
about growing it, changed dramatically.

When I was authentic, and really did care about the product, 
people knew. And when I really did just care about ‘me, my, mine’ 
then people knew that too. I thought I could bluff it, but that was a 
really big error.

To build energy on the run, monks focus on a single moment in 
time - the present moment - because that’s what inspires them. They 
love it. A Yogi focuses on the breath, because that’s what inspires 
them. They love it. A table tennis player, a golfer, a lover, a photog-
rapher focus on what they love because that’s what inspires them. 
They love what they do. 



THE PATH WALKER

66

This is the real key to totally stopping for rest in our life. To trust 
the system of debits and credits, making sure you are in the positive 
side, and then to turn up 110% in the moment loving what you do.

It’s a discovery I apply to my everyday life because the more I 
do what I love the more energy comes to me. Instead of exhaustion 
at the end of a working day I found this a great way to work, with 
such commitment that energy builds. So, learning to stop does not 
involve sitting perfectly still all the time. What it really means is that 
there is only one thing on your mind. 
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Children
My client said to me, “I’m inspired in my life because of my 

children.” 
I remembered when my vision went missing too. I remember 

when the real inspiration of my life faded and all that was left were 
my three children. I remember trying to live my life through them 
for a year or so, but they wouldn’t hear of it.

Eventually they, along with my ex-wife and my close mate, 
sailed off into the sunset on a yacht that I’d help build, and certainly 
by the end of the divorce, helped finance.

At first I thought this was a great tragedy. I valued the time my 
children would have had with me, the learnings I could share with 
them and the joy I could bring. That’s all I could see. 

It took me a while to realise that nothing is missing in a child’s 
life. I have come to understand that what I don’t provide, someone 
else will. It took me a while to discover what was really unique to 
me and my relationship with my children. 

First, I had to deal with my heartache. It really did break my 
heart to see them sail away. I tried to stop them, but that was again 
very transparent to all who were observing it. I was just being selfish 
and claiming it had something to do with my children’s welfare.

Then I needed to process my jealousy. My ex had made good, 
won the battle, beaten me financially, personally and now had the 
children. My ego had taken a huge beating and I needed a way 
to deal with it - aside from jumping off cliffs - which deals with 
nothing.
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Every day for five years I sat and thought about my children. I 
sent them energy. Every now and then I’d get a post card from three 
of the happiest children in the world. I’d look at their photo to try 
to find something to fault, but they were really happy, and that was 
that.

Sometimes things happen we’d prefer didn’t. This is one of 
those sometimes. So much of my identity was tied up in fatherhood 
and then, suddenly I was “robin hood.” 

Thankfully I survived those crazy early years and at age fifty 
-six, I’m paddling my kayak, walking up the mountains, travelling 
around like a twenty year old. I think that I’ve stayed quite healthy 
along the path because I think and act young. I’m inspired by what 
I do, and if I’m not, I don’t do it.

I had to reinvent myself several times in those early years. From 
engineering business owner, family man and husband to entrepre-
neur, bachelor and remote father. 

The first time is the hardest. Once I got used to letting go my 
identity, I realised that the only thing causing me pain all the time 
was my fixed identity. All I had to do was change hats, rethink 
my life plan and away I went again. Reinventing is actually quite 
simple.

Of course there’s the issue of my children. I realised that they 
were really getting their day to day needs met, but the relationship 
I had with them was deeper than that. As soon as I learned to value 
that deeper connection, the day to day stuff seemed to sort itself out. 
I realised that their lives would take a different path to the one I’d 
planned, but equally as good. 
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It takes a bit of getting used to this reinventing of our identity. 
At the beginning, mine was fixed to me like super-glue. There was 
no way I could reinvent myself. But then, with more awareness I 
realised that this fixation was ridiculous. I could adapt and actually 
have quite a good time doing so.

That was born out beautifully when after just getting back on my 
feet from missing my children I fell in love with a delicious woman 
with her own children. I immediately adopted her children as if they 
were my own. However, some years later I moved overseas and had 
to go through the whole process of separation again. However, this 
time there was no grief. I love those children now as much as I did 
when I shared my life with them, there was simply no drama. 

We do attach a lot of other words to love. I mean, my love for 
my children and for my adopted children was pure and perfect. But 
with that love I bundled a whole lot of other ideas, like control, role 
model, support and being a good Dad. Once unbundled however, 
that love becomes so transportable and the friendship so strong, 
nothing can beat it.

About 90% of the emotional drama of my divorce related, either 
consciously or subconsciously to my children and my potential loss 
of control around them. It’s really sad because the real intent is to 
love them but all that bundling makes it very complicated. What 
could have been a five minute transition for my ex wife and I, turned 
into a three year very expensive legal battle that achieved nothing.

These days I have a brilliant relationship with my adult children, 
I’m even a proud grandfather, and that in itself took a few moments 
of reinvention. Am I really that old?
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Focussing Life on 
Goodness

Nepal has taught me so much about life but few better examples 
exist that demonstrate the compassion of the human spirit than the 
number of aid organisations that have come to rescue the children - 
orphans of Nepal.

Faced with abject poverty and a political war, Nepal has gone 
from a semi flourishing nation to one of poverty over the past ten 
years. Civil war has driven people from villages into the cities for 
safety, farms have been hard to care for. The tragic outcome of this, 
is orphans.

Sunrise Children’s Association is an orphanage in Kathmandu 
(www.scai.org.au/). Some years ago three Aussie girls quite acci-
dently stumbled into a reality they just couldn’t walk away from. 

They found orphaned children, who were physically and men-
tally handicapped, surviving in a really compromised space, being 
used to extract money from tourists. They were living in a building 
with no running water, no beds, no bathroom and had no protection 
from predatory men. 

These three people were hit in the heart by the reality of life, 
one that most us are immune from, and for which most of us are too 
invested in our city worlds to even contemplate. 

They built an orphanage, bought the children from that cruel 
bastard and set up their own space. Now they have 100 orphan chil-
dren in that orphanage and have spent years of their lives working 
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to turn someone else’s suffering and circumstance into a humane 
and beautiful space.

Nepal slows us. In our busy city lives, we can become so en-
thralled by the thrill of our ride, so obsessed with the sweet taste of 
ideology, so worried about the next promotion, the next partner, our 
marriage issues or which school the children should attend that we 
forget how blessed we are to have the choices we do.

Unlike some other countries, Nepal doesn’t stir me to the core of 
rage. Rather it wrenches me out of complacency. I see their beauti-
ful capacity to adapt, to survive. Nepal just makes it obvious to me 
how, in our lifestyle where enough is never enough, that success 
and wealth creation can so easily become a treadmill, a means to 
themselves.

Loving	Kindness	-	give	joy	and	happiness	to	others.

Joyfulness	-	happiness	for	ourselves	and	others	that	causes	

no	harm.
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Golden Handcuffs
No matter how I try to write this chapter, it is not comfortable. 

So, I have chosen to be totally honest and let the rest take care of 
itself.

I love people. I love laughing with people, sharing inspiration 
with people and helping people become what they choose. 

But I have worn “Golden Handcuffs” on my wrists for almost 
the whole of my working life.

What does it mean? It means that I’ve compromised my integ-
rity in the interests of commercial viability. 

It started in earnest when I became the Australian Agent for 
an American speaker. I set up seminars for him, sold the tickets, 
booked people in and did the follow-up. After a year, I saw that the 
hype didn’t match the result and that basically he was a brilliant 
man, a perfect salesman and an amazing speaker, but the promises 
were transparent.

Many of the people who came to our programs were in extreme 
need. Some emotionally, some physically and others with devastat-
ing life circumstances. My heart was breaking as one after the other 
they filed in to pay exorbitant amounts of money for, what I real-
ised, was hope in a package.

I stuck with it, against all my better judgement. I tried to adapt 
the work to include Yoga and some meditation, I wrestled with my 
disgust at myself for offering something I had no real faith in. And 
the more I continued, the more I attracted disasters.
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Nobody treats us better than we treat ourselves. I was bathing in 
the financial success, but had a deep loathing for my own lost in-
tegrity. I found myself falling asleep in his seminars, extending my 
lunch hour and delegating more and more of the admin to infatuated 
students. 

During this time I also attracted three or four relationships with 
people who lied and cheated as part of their everyday process. Peo-
ple whose appearance and fashion meant more than their authentic-
ity with their own children. 

I paraded the wealthy suburbs of Sydney dressed in Giorgio Am-
arni side by side with my speaker friend like some sort of parasite 
hoping his fame and success would rub off on me.

When I finally broke those handcuffs, I started my own semi-
nars - mainly in Canada where, I was overwhelmed with a brutal 
honesty. Here, for the first time, I threw commercial interests out 
the window and simply stood in the truth I knew in my heart would 
help people.

The seminars grew, and as they did it became harder to be real. 
The larger the audience the more diversified it becomes and the 
more essential it is to be inclusive of a huge diversity of ideas and 
beliefs.

I found myself being drawn back into those “Golden Handcuffs” 
once again, and so, at huge cost, I cancelled all the contracts I had 
with my trained consultants. I gave them the information I had and 
set them free to follow their own chosen path.

As a speaker, and in speaker training, we are taught that a good 
reception is when we get the audience nodding: agreeing, and yet, 
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to really help people more often than not it is essential to introduce 
a thought process different to their current paradigm.

When one young man came to me for help, he’d been refered by 
an associate who, in simple language, couldn’t get through to him. 
The poor guy had cancer from one end of his body to the other and 
really needed to sort things out but his mastery was manipulation. 
He wanted to argue, he wanted me to agree with him, to confirm his 
existing belief system.

Now, what do I do? I don’t want to cause his cancer to spread 
by stressing him, and yet, to bend to his tricks would be yet another 
pair of “Golden Handcuffs.”

In my corporate training experience of over 3,000 seminars I 
can honestly say that 60% of the attendees are there because they 
too have “Golden Handcuffs.” Jobs they hate but money they 
can’t refuse and there is no training program, conference, therapy 
or spiritual stress reduction program on earth that can remedy that 
dilemma. 

My net worth now is less than one hundredth what it used to be. 
If I had children to support, I am sure I could not be so courageous 
to put authenticity before money. But I have, and I’ve paid for it.

I have had to learn how to be both commercially savvy and au-
thentic. This has not been easy and all the books were of little use. 
Most theory talks about living your purpose or walking your talk as 
if there’s a magic pot of gold waiting to feed the children and pay 
the mortgage when we take off the handcuffs, but there’s not.

To walk my talk I have had to learn one of the most important 
principles in self-mastery: Independence.
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I can write these words because I can pay my rent. I can speak 
my truth because I don’t need applause. I can heal a broken heart 
because I can live without doing it. 

But if my rent was due and you were my next client, could I 
put that relationship at risk? The Golden Handcuffs slip on, all too 
easy.

When I speak to corporate people who are wearing those Golden 
Handcuffs, I don’t encourage them to remove them. I just encour-
age them to admit they have them. It means they confess that if it 
weren’t for the money, they’d be elsewhere.

Such confessions are not admission of guilt or wrongdoing. 
They are the beginning of the process for self-mastery because if 
the job is not providing creative inspiration, then it must come from 
other places, and not relationships, which is where most people, in-
cluding myself, go when their life is caught in a trap between what 
they earn, paying the bills and what they would love to do with their 
time and energy.

I’ve worked with addictions, violence, abuses and much more. 
I can say that, without research, the “Golden Handcuffs” have far 
reaching consequences in a person’s life. They drive us to do things, 
to become addicted to things, to have affairs and corruptions. Be-
cause when our heart goes out of something, we do too.

I don’t wear those handcuffs anymore. I had three choices: Re-
duce my outgoings to live on integrity. Increase my resilience to 
broken integrity and the third was to simply trust that if I speak what 
is in my heart, the right people, at the right time, will be ready to 
hear it. I chose to walk the path, walk my talk.
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Peace of Mind
By recognising that the worst we ever have is pain and seeing 

how much suffering others must endure we can be inspired by life.  
We stay humble this way. 

Sometimes I forget to be humble and start complaining about 
what’s right and wrong, but complaining just makes things worse. 
Like adding fuel to a fire, I make things worse by reacting.

One day I was at dinner, this guy just flattened me to the floor. 
He didn’t like what I said and this was his way of dealing with it. 
My jaw was jammed into the marble tiles and my neck felt like it 
would break. 

When things settled, I left the dinner with my partner and went 
away. What to do? Call the police? Get a rock and seek retribution? 
Go to his home and burn it? My mind raced. My ego had been bru-
talised. What was this?

I hesitated. Temptations ran through my head, adrenalin pumped 
into my veins. I had to calm myself. Could there be two sides to 
this? Right at that time, I couldn’t see past my almost broken jaw let 
alone think, “where’s the friggin balance.”

So, I hesitated. I didn’t go to the police, nor burn his house 
down. I went to the hotel room and licked my wounds. The next 
day, and for days after I had these violent tendencies. I really wanted 
payback and that just goes to show that after 20 years of yoga, medi-
tation, peacefulness, Tibetan Medicine and more... I was still, deep 
down, a bloke with an ego. 

We evolve but we don’t change. 
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We rise above stuff, but if the stuff rises, our reactions can still 
be very primal.

I know many “Buddhist people” who are just ticking time bombs 
of anger. They try to keep the stuff away by avoiding the real world, 
staying away from TV and people. But that’s not Buddhist. That’s 
delusion.

I devolved into an angry guy after this altercation with the tough 
guy at the dinner table. It was only my new found consciousness 
that made me hesitate. Otherwise, “the beast in me” that’s also in 
you, would have sent him to hell, and me to jail.

Sherpa boys up in the Himalayas learn to fight young. Games are 
often physical. However, for the most part, they hold no grudges. It 
seems they can have a disagreement and let go of it really fast.

But the memory of that altercation I had lingered with me for 
months. I couldn’t understand it, so I really thought I was the vic-
tim of some crazy guy who, even though he was a yoga teacher, 
couldn’t handle alternative views.

Day by day I worked on it. What was the balance? What was the 
good news about being flattened to the floor?

Then lights started to come on. I was up in a strange part of the 
world, hanging out with my ex-partner who was being dishonest 
with me. My intuition was screaming to get out of there, but I was 
hoping for a reconnect with her. I was already beating myself up 
for being in a place I had no healthy reason to be in. No wonder I 
attracted the hit.

I also realised that bullet proof does not mean that things bounce 
off, like superman, but that I could have been softer in my words 
that night when I upset the “crazy guy.“



THE PATH WALKER

78

So, piece by piece I put the puzzle together until, in the end, I 
realised that this guy who nailed me, was just doing on the outside 
what I was doing to myself on the inside. I was a bush guy hanging 
out with yuppies in Byron Bay and pretending to fit. It’s no wonder 
that I ended up on the floor.

Sometimes being me is not easy. Just like when I first went to 
school and found myself too soft for the bully world of outback 
Australia, sometimes in business or relationships I find things all 
too harsh. But that’s not the hard part. The difficulty comes when I 
try to fake who I am, put on a brave front, a macho impression and 
then can’t find a way to get it off again.

That’s where peace of mind goes out the window. When I learn 
how to act and tried to act a front for who I am, I made a second 
thought to add to the first one. Echoes started and next thing I knew 
my head was jammed with second guesses. 

I used to second guess my every word, “what would they think 
if I said that?” How would this impress them?

My mind would think double sometimes triple thoughts just to 
order a cup of coffee. That’s where peace of mind goes out the win-
dow, second guessing, too much thinking.



79

CONSCIOUSNESS

Consciousness
I was born in the 50’s so, to write a book without mentioning 

flower power and the 70’s would really be a short fall.
Although things went a little strange during the flower power 

era, there was one obvious take home we all learned so well at that 
time. And that was about peace of mind.

First and foremost we learned that our friends who fought for 
peace and who marched up and down the streets throwing paint at 
police, were not very happy people at home. They smoked a lot of 
dope and dropped out of the real world. For some of them, without 
the “peace” axe to grind, they would have been extremely agitated 
and unhealthy social outcasts.

The other thing we learned was that it wasn’t easy to be a genu-
ine believer in a theme. For example, I rallied against the ecological 
destruction of the planet, stood on doorsteps, wrote articles and went 
on student radio to encourage people to fight against the destruction 
of the planet through overconsumption. 90% of what I based my 
fight on was erroneous fact I’d picked up from authors who made 
extravagant predictions of the unsustainable nature of human devel-
opment. A vast underestimation of technological advancement.

My closest friend dodged the conscription for the Australian 
contingent for the Vietnam War. He turned communist and wanted 
equality for everyone. Each night however, he’d come to our house, 
borrow money, the car, our food and alcohol and then sleep in our 
spare room. His communist system worked because we did. (Work 
that is).
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Trees are coming down in the Amazon, factories are making pol-
lution, ex Vice Presidents are making movies and selling fear into 
the hearts of humanity. Are these facts or fiction?

The answers to all these questions depends on one topic alone, 
and that is our consciousness. The world is divided into layers of 
consciousness in which some of the wealthiest and most academi-
cally brilliant people we know, have the consciousness of an ant.

Peace of mind comes from consciousness. Depression comes 
from unconsciousness. Violence, terrorism and abuse comes from 
unconsciousness. Kindness, generosity, compassion and thankful-
ness come from consciousness.

Applying conscious social principles to unconscious people 
is like going fishing for sharks with a pin. And so, the world will 
never see eye to eye, because unconsciousness looks for righteous-
ness while consciousness looks for diversity. One, unconscious per-
son would rather exterminate the opposition, while one, conscious 
person sees that there’s room and the necessity for, diversity and 
opposites.

I survived the 60s and 70s pretty well unscathed. I was horri-
bly misinformed on social issues because I listened to half truth, 
one sided arguments, opposite perspectives, narrow commentary on 
the politics of environmental management. I was only ever half in-
formed and therefore, only ever half right. 

With half information comes chaos, fear, uncertainty, depression, 
infatuation, anger, jealousy, judgement, righteousness, prejudice, 
addiction and more. All these result in the breakdown of the human 
body. Consciousness therefore, is the healing, the health, the peace 
of mind and love capacity that differentiates all human beings.
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Miracles
Life is not so complex. Simply put, it’s a miracle. Even the worst 

of it is a miracle and I commit myself to always trying to see it.The 
miracle begins just by recognising that we are connected to every 
blade of grass on earth. That’s pretty amazing right from the start.

Then we can acknowledge our connection to every star in the 
sky. With this perspective, when one person suffers, we know in our 
deepest heart, that we all do. As long as there is context, our life is 
magic, and the more we recognise it, the happier we can be.

Nepal reminds me that there are reasons beyond our total control 
for much of life’s journey and that my seemingly rock hard emo-
tional attachments, are not anything to hold onto. No matter what 
happens to me, I’m blessed because I’ve seen how a person who 
deserves to complain doesn’t.

We are all connected by nature and if we remember this, then 
there is a bigger story for everything. There is order in this frighten-
ing chaos, and therefore no need for my stress, emotional drama or 
complexity.

When we walk the mountains we see happiness in simplicity.
There is a purity in the real life of real people. This is not about 

extremes, expensive retreats, weird classes and mind numbing ther-
apies. It’s love.

On my last walk up the Himalayas a little child ran out of her hut 
holding a photo. She was dirty, snotty, cold and poor. She held the 
photo at me and spoke at a volume that attracted her mum. I squat-
ted down to look at the photo she was holding so precious. It was of 
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her and her mum; I’d snapped that photo a year ago and had given it 
to her on the last trip. She remembered me: I tasted real success.

While reading might remind each of us about the importance of 
the real nature of things, it’s still an intellectual thing. The real an-
swers come from putting this book down and celebrating the beauty 
of nature, reconnecting to the simplicity of our own Soul.

All things are connected. This is the profound awareness that 
comes to a person who immerses themselves in nature. It comes 
from dependence, a situation we choose to be in or find by accident 
in which we are totally dependent on the simple beauty of nature for 
our happiness.

It comes from simplicity, times when we recognise how little we 
need in order to be happy, healthy and live a good life. When the 
pack is too small, or the kayak is too heavy to fit the TV set, the din-
ner setting and that old painting we’ve been hanging onto for years.

Then, small things become profound. The miracle of a bee, the 
beauty of an eagle overhead or the night calls of animals searching 
for food.

It is so easy to fall out of this wonder, to drop into the pit of 
our own mind, become confused and overwhelmed by the smallest 
thing. Scared about what people think, worried about the future, 
angry about the environment. It is so easy to become egocentric and 
self-absorbed when we lose this awarenss of the interconnection of 
all things in nature.

It is all important. We are nature. The separation between human 
kind and trees is only the individual personality trying to become 
something that it’s not.
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When sailors find themselves at sea and there is nothing more 
than horizon in all directions, they feel the smallness of human indi-
viduality and the vastness of space.

When walking in the mountains, we witness the magnificence 
of those Himalayan mountains and we know we are small. We are 
not inconsequential, we are a grain of sand, each of which is a part 
of something huge.

Interconnectedness is the miracle of life. To feel a part of those 
mountains, to feel a part of the ocean, to celebrate the unique har-
mony that comes from being integral, a part of, a fragment of nature 
is, in my world, the closest experience one can have to touching the 
divine soul of human existence.

For the city person, a Soul mate is a burning desire but for the 
person connected to nature, Soul is everything, everywhere, all ex-
istence and there is no drive to individualise it. Life becomes the 
dance.

The ultimate realisation is that there is no real me. I am only 
trying to define and prove myself to avoid the experience of 
interconnectedness. I am, in fact, part of everything. What I do to 
nature, I do to myself. What I do to others, I do to me. This is the 
real miracle of life. Interconnectedness.
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My Own Code of Conduct
*	 Never	cause	others	harm	-verbally	or	physically.

*	 Don’t	do	stuff	that	you’re	not	proud	enough	to	put	on	the	front	

page	of	any	global	newspaper.

*	 Don’t	differentiate	between	thoughts,	words	and	actions;	they	all	

have	an	impact	on	the	world	around	you.

*	 Don’t	 bemoan	 the	 past.	 Nature	 always	 provides,	 just	 look	

around.

*	 Don’t	grope	for	things	to	make	you	happy.	When	you	find	your-

self	doing	 this,	 refuse	 it.	Get	 in	 the	habit	of	being	happy	now.	

Then,	if	you	choose,	grope	for	things	later.

*	 Challenge	yourself	to	do	things	that	are	uncomfortable,	but	en-

joy	the	process.	This	is	a	life	changing	habit.

*	 Remind	 yourself	 that	 criticising,	 abusing,	 judging,	 hating	 or	

being	 negative	 or	 angry	 actually	 increases	 the	 incidence	 of	 a	

problem.

*	 Don’t	blame	the	company,	God,	people,	your	partner,	the	world,	

yourself,	nature,	elephants,	your	school	teacher	or	the	govern-

ment	for	your	unhappiness.	It’s	not	them	or	you	that’s	a	problem,	

it’s	how	you	think	that’s	a	problem,	and	that’s	easy	to	fix.	Right?

*	 Witness	the	balance	of	life	in	every	incident	of	your	day.	It’s	a	

way	to	stay	connected	to	your	authentic	awe.	Don’t	wait	until	the	

end	of	the	day	to	celebrate	life,		miracles	or	the	good	luck	you	

have	been	born	to	witness.

This has helped me get over quite a few speed bumps in my 
life.
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Fantasy or Reality
On one of my trips I wanted to cross a pass high in the moun-

tains. A pass that in certain seasons is incredibly dangerous. When 
I arrived at the start of that pass I was already exhausted from the 
trip. I had no energy and had to abandon the plan and go around 
instead.

Although I’d dreamed of that day for several years, I’d actually 
underestimated the fitness I needed. I’d dreamed, fantasised about 
the crossing, but not been real in my preparation. 

This has been a recurring theme for me, and it seems for many 
of my clients too. So often we find ourselves visioning the future, 
investing in it, but not really being real or honest enough with our-
selves to prepare properly.

One of my clients asked for a reality check on her vision. When 
we sat down and looked at it, there seemed to be a smooth straight 
ride for her to do what no one else had ever done before and, in a 
very short period of time. 

My sceptical antenna went up. So, I decided to earn my keep by 
exploring the “what if’s” that could, potentially unhinge her plan. 
Well, I lasted ten minutes before she screamed at the top of her 
lungs, “stop negating my vision.” 

At which time, I did stop and left her to run head first into a brick 
wall twelve months later.  

These situations are hard for a consultant. We are paid to bring 
out the real situation but we get booked again most often because 
we make people feel validated.
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I’ve struggled with this for thirty years and at significant finan-
cial cost have always gone for the real approach of tell it as it is, 
rather than the marketing process of tell ‘em what they want to hear.’

I went back to cross that pass in Nepal the following year but 
this time I prepared far more realistically. 

My motto now is to prepare for the worst and celebrate the best. 
I have worst case scenario plans for every possible contingency and 
once they are covered off, prepare happily for whatever I’m doing.

I just wrote a great little book, The Relationship Report, about 
how to stay inspired in relationships. For me, staying inspired, 
meaning in-love, thankful, happy, kind and generous in a relation-
ship really does affect all other parts of life. I believe, for relation-
ships, it’s be in-love and inspired by each other, or not at all.
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Achievements
One day while out walking on our rest day, we stopped for lunch 

at a small lodge in Thame, near the border of Tibet and Nepal. 
The lodge owner came in from his field and happily took our 

lunch orders and began cooking. This included lighting up the 
wood stove, serving us drinks and cleaning the vegetables out in 
the kitchen. 

We enjoyed a great lunch, while he told us about the village. 
Then we paid and prepared to leave when someone noticed that the 
photographs that lined the walls of the dining room were of our host 
on the summit of Mount Everest - Seventeen times.

He’s Apa Sherpa, a highly decorated mountaineer and yet, here 
he is, playing host and humbly cooking our lunch. Since that visit 
he’s summitted Mount Everest a further two times as well as many 
other mountains in the area. 

This is such an endearing quality about Sherpa people, they 
rarely talk about themselves and their achievements, they consider 
anything they do to be a blessing from the Gods, rather than some 
personal achievement for the ego.

Studies done since 1933 show that people who talk about their 
intentions are less likely to make them happen. Announcing our 
plans to others tends to satisfy our self-identity just enough that 
we’re less motivated to do the hard work needed.

In 1933, W. Mahler found that if a person announced the solu-
tion to a problem, and was acknowledged by others, it was now in 
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the brain as a “social reality”, even if the solution hadn’t actually 
been achieved.

NYU psychology professor Peter Gollwitzer has been studying 
this since his 1982 book “Symbolic Self-Completion” – and recent-
ly published results of new tests in a research article.

Four different studies of 63 people found that those who kept 
their intentions private were more likely to achieve them than those 
who made them public and were acknowledged by others.

Once we’ve told people of our intentions it gives us a “prema-
ture sense of completeness.” But why does this happen? 

We have “identity symbols” in our brain (Ego) that make our 
self-image. Since both actions and talk create symbols in our brain, 
talking satisfies the brain enough that it “neglects the pursuit of fur-
ther symbols.” In other words, pumping ourselves up, and taking 
credit for our achievements means we also take blame for our fail-
ures. And that sucks our energy.

A related test found that success on one sub-goal (eating healthy 
meals) reduced efforts on other important sub-goals (going to the 
gym) for the same reason.

Thanks to Wray Herbert’s and Derek Sivers articles about this.
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Landmarks
I took up meditation before I went to Nepal. My practice was 

Zen, an austere rigid form of meditation.  It equipped me well for 
meditation in some wonderful “hidden” places up in the mountains. 

Once, while meditating in a cave, I was becoming quite deluded 
about the value of my meditation. Then, I noticed a dull ache in my 
big toe. 

“Irrelevant” I said to myself, and continued the meditation but 
after a few days, that “irrelevant” big toe became my obsession.

There I was sitting in a cave in the mountains of Nepal, being 
dictated to by my big toe. It was beautifully humbling to realise the 
dedication it takes to sit in stillness in such sensory deprivation. 
Every little thing, each itch, hunger pang, mosquito can become a 
tsunami of annoyance. 

In my city life, I had many “big toe” situations drawing my ener-
gy back to my self-obsessive nature. Money issues, clients, partners, 
my own head space and plenty more: things that distracted me from 
happiness, giving, loving and caring. 

So, sitting in that cave and simply learning to accept that “big 
toe” discomfort was a landmark in my life.

I know that what I put out, comes back. If I give happiness, I 
get happy, if I give pain I get pain. It’s a much more trusting proc-
ess than shining the lamp on my own problems and trying to sort 
them out in some endless process of self-development.
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Getting It Together
There are things in this life that cannot and should not be under-

stood, like the awe one feels when we’re in an old church where so 
much love has been shared. Or a special place of prayer, or even the 
tomb of a great one. These feelings must never be interpreted, we 
are just stripped, our learning is gone, we are home again, and this 
is an important moment for us.

When I was 12 I’d already started break and enter theft from 
homes and shops. By 14 I’d created a car-stealing racket. By 15 I 
was in gang wars. It was escalating. But at home, butter wouldn’t 
melt in my mouth. I was what my father wanted me to be. I need-
ed his approval desperately and with his high hopes and dreams it 
meant I couldn’t really admit to the other side of myself. 

I made a career out of this split authenticity. So much of what I 
did was for the glory of approval and yet, when the lights were out 
and no one could see me, I did the opposite.

For those early years of my life, there were two Chris Walkers - 
the public and the private one - so separated that I thrived on it. I felt 
like a super-hero, disguised in mild mannered clothes by day, and 
leaping from tall buildings at night. For me, it didn’t matter HOW 
I achieved the results, it was the public face that had to be authenti-
cated, while the private or secret me, just did what he really loved.

When I walk these paths up in Nepal, none of that split is pos-
sible. One foot goes in front of the other, air comes in, air goes out. 
It’s a really simple process of being real and authentic, because at 
altitude, pretence and two faced games can be dangerous. 
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The beauty of authenticity is simplicity. How beautiful it is to 
let go all the low priority things that are, in the city, important. How 
inspiring is it to drop the public mask and just walk. Simplicity up 
here is more than a nice place to exist, it’s essential.

Walking in the great high altitude of Nepal’s Himalayas, brought 
my egocentricity back to earth. By stripping away that duality be-
tween my public and private personas I learned to trust myself more 
than ever before, and as a result of that, trust others.

Before that, it was difficult. When I couldn’t trust myself, I 
couldn’t trust others. I measured the world by my own behaviour. 
If I could cheat, she could cheat. If I could lie, he could lie. If I was 
dishonest then everybody was capable of being dishonest. I was the 
product of the environments I created and so, I measured the world 
through my own truth. How could I find an integrated person in the 
world when I wasn’t one? 

But my Sherpa friends have always been authentic with me. Up 
here there’s a real respect. In a way, the lighter stuff of beliefs and 
behaviour are secondary to your intent. If you intend good things, 
even if there’s a rough path in getting that intent to life, people are 
open to you. 

The mysticism of the mountain culture makes it so important to 
walk our talk. The Sherpa people trust nature, they worship moun-
tains and trees, all of nature is connected to them, each other and 
life. They treat people as they wish to be treated.

Life up here in the mountains has not always been easy. Much 
poverty, some alcohol abuse and grief for the loss of sons and 
daughters lost on mountains has not been pacified with counselling 
or therapy. Instead, it’s healed with prayer and hard work.
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In my early years, when I lost the inspiration for my life, I just 
compensated with food and drugs and therapy. But the best cure 
was hard physical exercise and prayer. Ashtanga Yoga combined 
them both but running, jumping, surfing and hiking really made the 
world of difference.

When I came to these Himalayan Mountains I witnessed the 
great healing power of hard work and dedication. For all the per-
sonal exploration and soul searching I’d done, reading books and 
attending self-help guru classes looking for ways to manage my 
stress, I found more balance, inner peace and inspiration in those 
mountains in one trip than I’d achieved in a whole ten years and tens 
of thousands of dollars in self-help classes.

I think it’s all about nature. That’s why I use nature to help peo-
ple. Not everyone can come up in the mountains to heal their breaks 
and falls, so, by sharing the laws of nature I brought the mountains 
to the people and it works.
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Happiness
When we listen to music and we are really experiencing it, we 

are not thinking. But then someone can ask us, “Do you like it?” 
And we begin to think “hmm, how do I feel?” And this makes the 
music different. Then it’s not music anymore. Our mind gets in-
volved in comparatives and competition, being right. Both thinking 
and feeling are necessary, but only feeling leads to a state of peace 
of mind.

Victor Frankle, “Man’s Search for Meaning” is a stunning and 
moving book that demonstrates this perfectly. We choose our state 
of mind and no one can be blamed if it’s crappy.

Beauty makes us escape our mind. It draws us away from com-
parison, we get lost in it. That’s why mastery of mind is so impor-
tant. The more beauty we see in people, places and things, the more 
happiness we celebrate and the more peace of mind we experience.

In Nepal I have been up these mountains 47 times. The beauty is 
still as fresh and wonderful as the first trip. I get distracted from that 
beauty sometimes because I get attached to the way things were. I 
start making a comparison between how it used to be, 20 years ago, 
and how it is now. Or I start comparing how it is when I am here in 
the mountains in the offseason without the big groups. Then I get 
into my head/ego and the beauty goes away.

I want to see beauty even when there is, at first glance, none to 
see. I want to be captivated by beauty. I want to experience beauty.
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Detachment
When I was six years old I put on a clean pair of undies, a little 

white sleeveless singlet, strapped a tea towel over my shoulders for 
a cape and jumped off the back of a lounge chair, head first out the 
second floor window of my Nana’s home.

I woke up in the doctor’s surgery as the doctor snapped my bro-
ken nose back into place.

Luckily, I hadn’t flown and instead of flying out the window and 
falling 15 meters to the ground, I’d cracked my nose on the inside of 
the window ledge. My nose never quite recovered but that’s a stark 
reminder that I’m wise to differentiate between fantasy and reality.

Later in my life, I built a rally race car. I spent six months pre-
paring for the first race, spent the best part of my student loan on 
the car and then proceeded to nearly kill myself and my navigator 
in the first race.

A few years later I tried my hand at white water kayaking. With 
my brother and a few friends we went to Nimboyda river, one of the 
most fierce rapids in Australia, launched without helmets or safety 
and nearly wiped out the whole group on a massive stopper. 

Years later, I met a woman, fell in love, moved into a home to-
gether and then found out that her ex-husband didn’t think their mar-
riage was over. He put out a contract on my life and if it weren’t for 
a timely trip to Nepal, I probably would not be writing this story.

Fantasy and reality have been an indiscernible pair for me. It’s 
been great. Lots of adventure and the greatest thing has been that 
I’ve always felt like a free spirit. 
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I’ve not been trapped in the boring routine of reality. 
Of course that comes at a price. First, most people don’t under-

stand me. I have very few attachments and so, can let go of some-
thing as fast as I grab hold of it. Basically, this is essential in order 
to stay inspired.

Second, there’s been a lot of waste. Building dreams that never 
came true meant as an entrepreneur I’d invest in brilliant ideas that 
were not properly thought through. It was a real conflict between 
heart and head, which, in many cases was fun, but expensive.

But that detachment really helped when it came time to develop 
my spiritual side. I mean, I did need to drill down past some of the 
surface frivolity and chasing fantasy, even if that was just a matter 
of self-preservation, but I didn’t want to lose the joy of life in the 
process.

For me, staying real means keeping detached, objective. 
When I started my first business I would come home to my wife 

and say, “I worked on the business today” and in spite of the hard-
ships felt nourished by the effort but later, after a few years, I would 
come home and say, “I’m doing great, my business is growing.” 

I lost the ability to take off the work suit and put on the partner 
clothes. There were two reasons for this. One was that I didn’t want 
to and the other was that eventually, I didn’t know how to.

I didn’t like coming home to my wife, so, I threw myself into my 
work, got attached and eventually, just couldn’t untangle myself.

When I got attached to something, whether it was a rally car, my 
wife, a kayak trip down a river or my business, I get emotional about 
it. Then, I lost objectivity and fantasy would take over.
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Attachment also blocked my creativity. I’d have a relatively 
simply problem to solve, a simple solution would be available to fix 
it but I just couldn’t think. I’d be spinning around in my head - mak-
ing a lot of mind noise, going nowhere.

The weird thing is that attachment feels like productive effort. 
I felt attached to my business and that felt fantastic but what I 

didn’t see was that the harder I worked while attached, the worse 
things got.

It’s like blinkers on a horse. You put them on thinking “the more 
I focus on this, the better it’s going to get.” But that’s not how it 
works at all. Actually, the further you stand back from things the 
clearer and more likely they are to succeed. 

Have you noticed a lot of great entrepreneurs and performers 
really do spend a lot of time hanging out on golf courses, flying 
aeroplanes or going fishing? I notice that the more successful and 
happy people I meet, do create space in their lives for life.

That space means a comfortable and peaceful, fun and happy 
home. Sometimes my clients talk about, “getting away for a while” 
and what they mean, is away from a nagging spouse. When divorces 
come early, it’s rarely because there’s been a lot of laughter and hap-
piness in a home.

While I remained detached, I remained humble and therefore 
able to put my heart and soul into whatever I did but the minute I 
started to show signs of success, I’d “ graft” myself onto whatever I 
was doing in order to get some ego credit.

It was part of my pattern to attach myself to whatever I was 
doing in order to feel good about myself. Which, when I came to 



97

DETACHMENT

introduce some self-worth into my life through spirituality, was the 
first thing that had to be reversed.

I see this attachment issue in the companies I consult to as well. 
I do consulting contracts for corporations and small business and to 
start the process I just need to walk around the offices. It’s always 
so obvious who the people are who have lost the inspiration for their 
work. They’ve probably become attached to how things used to be, 
or attached to something outside the office, so they just can’t adapt 
to growth and circumstance.

When I couldn’t detach from things, the joy went out of them 
very quickly. Work turned into labour, art turned into manifestation 
and happiness became a pursuit.  

Sometimes attachment means we stop loving what we do be-
cause we attach too much of our identity to it, then our heart goes 
out and our head comes in. 

One friend came to Nepal and she really wanted to prove some-
thing to herself. So, every chance she got she rushed up the moun-
tain side to be first to the top. Eventually, I’d arrive, just plodding 
along. 

The difference between us was significant. She was getting there 
first, I was getting there happy. 
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Dynamite Hurts
When I started catching the flu too many times each year I went 

to the doctor. She said, “it’s stress Mr Walker, you are under pres-
sure.” I replied, “Tell me something I don’t know.” The doctor re-
plied, “You need to drink less, eat less fat, cut down the coffee, relax 
more, meditate and fill this prescription for antibiotics.”

Three months later, the business demands would increase, my 
personal coping systems would fail and I’d be back.

“Doctor, I have sinusitis.” I’d been taking medicines, shoving 
sprays up my nose, changing my diet again, keeping away from 
dust, going to allergy specialists. This cycle had been going on for 
ten years.

She listened with compassion, then recommended, “Cut down 
on alcohol, eat less fat, cut down on tea, relax even more, meditate 
more and fill this prescription for antibiotics.”

I was in a loop, fixing the symptoms, the effect of the problem 
but not able, willing or even comprehending that there was a quite 
separate cause.

When cracks started to appear and my moods started to fluctuate 
more and more, my naïve solution was to take my foot off the accel-
erator. I tried to slow my life down, but the river has its own pace. 

I didn’t know how precious a good nervous system was until I 
short-circuited mine. I didn’t know how good a clear mind was until 
I lost it. I didn’t know how lucky I was to have a business until I lost 
it and, most crushing, I didn’t know how important my relationship 
with my family was until I sabotaged it.
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I must have had a thousand taps on the shoulder to tell me it was 
coming. Opportunities to take a second look at the process - sleep-
less nights, grumpy mood swings, rejections by clients, lost sales, 
friends who weren’t comfortable with my attitude, employees who 
left the company because of me, more conflict in the office, people 
going home on stress leave and my children becoming less inter-
ested in greeting me as I came in the door at night. 

 I was dying on the inside. Playing games on the outside. One of 
the two had to change.

To clean cement from a cement mixer you hose it out as soon as 
you are finished. Leave it for a day, and it becomes concrete. Then 
you’ll need a hammer and chisel to clean it out. Daily challenge is 
like the hose, and crisis is the hammer and chisel. 

Well, my ideas, beliefs, patterns, values and habits that made up 
my ego nature, were set hard for years. It was going to need dyna-
mite to break it.
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Inspiration 
Inspiration comes from the inside, motivation comes from the 

outside.
I’ve never needed to be motivated. I’ve typically gravitated to 

being inspired. 
When I see people standing on mountain tops, inspired is the 

most perfect word for it. 
I have been to those mountain tops with hundreds of people. I 

experience something there that I have encountered only one or two 
other natural moments in my life. Moments like the birth of my chil-
dren or a mighty physical connection with someone I deeply love.

But now, moments of inspiration are whenever I choose. I don’t 
sit around waiting for the world to get it right, or the stars to align 
in accord with some soothsayer’s prediction. I take my power back 
from astrologers, card readers, psychics and medical professionals 
who are all too willing to label a week of challenge as an illness in 
need of urgent and potentially permanent medication. Stuff the lot 
of them.

Inspiration simply means authentic. If I am authentic, I can be 
inspired: Naturally.
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Life Lessons
The lessons we learn along the path of life are simple really. 
They begin with the most simple of all, impermanence. People 

come and go, life comes and goes, good things come and go, and 
ultimately, our own life comes and goes. Impermanence is so impor-
tant to peace of mind, there is no other substitute for this wisdom.

I was blessed to learn this gift at a very young age. My mother 
was impermanent. She died young. Some people struggle with this 
idea of impermanence for the whole of their life. Like my client 
walking away from her children, she was anchored in a way that, in 
her mind, gave permanence to the relationship with her children.

Only at a very deep spiritual level is there any form of perma-
nence. When we defeat impermanence we do it through spirituality. 
We acknowledge the unseen, non material world, like a mother’s 
spirit, which never leaves us, and is permanent. All else, all material 
forms, come and go. That’s how we rest in happiness. 

Inspiration is not something we apply to life. It is life. Every-
thing is a potential inspiration. Even death can have beauty if we 
apply nature’s perspective. 

There are some things we wish to be different. We may want our 
boss to be different or our children to be different. But this attitude 
breeds huge unhappiness. The first step in any situation is to be in-
spired by the reality of it, and from that head space, make change.

One day, on another exploratory walk in the mountains of Ne-
pal, I came to a sacred cave. This cave has been the home of many 
meditators and has witnessed the enlightenment of many. At first, 
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this horrible little cave seemed stinky and dark, miserable and cold. 
I felt nothing, no happiness, no joy being there.

Then, the rain came down in buckets. I hid in that cave for a 
whole day and it became a shelter, a respite from terrible winds and 
slippery paths. Suddenly, what had been a miserable damp space 
became a beautiful haven and a private palace. I began to see how, 
another one of life’s great wisdom, humility, can turn a bad situation 
into an inspirational one. I loved that cave and found it hard to leave 
when the rain stopped.

When I was writing my eighth book, my business slowed to a 
crawl. I had little income. I wished the phone would ring, I wished 
to be travelling again. I spend huge amounts of time alone. Then, 
one day, I got some bookings, and that made me appreciate how pre-
cious the silence was and how important this time of no interruption 
was to the writing of a great book.

The book, ironically, was about appreciation and inspiration. 
Strange how we teach what we most need to learn.

Now, the joy I love is a real hands-on roll up your sleeves expe-
rience of something real. If I’m not inspired by something, I don’t 
blame the thing, I take the power and change my attitude. 

Free will, the ability to think what I choose is my greatest spir-
itual gift. It is a gift born to every human but most don’t know how 
to use it. They prefer instead to buy into organised religious ideals 
that really don’t explain life but instead, try to control it.

Nature isn’t going to bend to organised religious ideology. She’s 
really the mirror of creation and the creator, and so her rules are 
inspired, rather than desperate and controlling. That nature seeks a 
balance in all things might be the greatest wisdom for a happy life.
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Shame
I met a Sherpani, (woman from Sherpa Culture) and became 

engaged. I brought her to Australia but she didn’t like it nor being 
married to a man nearly forty years older than her. 

It was embarrassing. 
In Nepal they say, “you lose your nose,” which in Chinese terms 

is like losing face. (In Aussie we say, “made an ass of yourself”). 
Anyway, my inner critic was totally nailing me to the wall and 

it went on and on. Even my friends questioned my crazy attitude 
and my adult children, all of whom were older than her couldn’t 
believe it.  

I was feeling very let down. I wasted a lot of energy on that rela-
tionship. My inner critic was having a great time too. It was time to 
cut my losses, no more time to waste energy. 

I needed to get past it all and do it respectfully.
I just went back to nature’s laws and got inspired again. I had my 

sea kayak but it was just a hobby for weekends, but then, I got seri-
ous. I purchased a good camera for underwater photos and put my 
energy into writing books and paddling my kayak whenever I could. 
No time for licking wounds, I just found something I loved and de-
voted myself to it. Nothing is ever missing it just changes in form.

I surrounded myself with beauty: I went to the art gallery, met 
friends and took loads of photographs. That’s just my way of going 
back to being in love with life. Nothing is ever missing.

It’s important to feel shame and equally important to process it, 
let it do it’s work inside and then let it go. It takes an hour at most.
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Self-Healing
In Nepal, my friend Ringpoche at the Tengboche monastery has 

been gathering his monks to meditate over herbs which he sends to 
different countries in the world to be buried. It is his way of healing 
the planet and the earth where damage and violence have disturbed 
the equilibrium. He’s basically putting his energy into his work. 

I’ve known many friends who were miserable and depressed, 
but suddenly met the “love of their lives” and, because of that, be-
came exceedingly inspired. They created exceedingly happy en-
gagement parties, exceedingly happy weddings, exceedingly happy 
honeymoons, and then, usually after the birth of their exceedingly 
beautiful child, they became less and less inspired by each other. 
Some didn’t even last to the engagement party before the happiness 
bubble broke.

I found that happiness is something I need to put my energy into, 
to create for myself no matter what goes on. So, I don’t get happy 
because of something - I stay happy, regardless.

That’s the real gift of self-healing, learning to stay happy no 
matter what happens to us. It’s confusing to people because it seems 
like I don’t get affected, but I do. It’s just that I’m determined to stay 
happy so I let things pass through me, I don’t get distracted - (tired) 
-  because I am happy before I do things, not because of them.

Because I self-heal, I turn up happy and some people get angry. 
They complain that I don’t bend to their ways, but again, that’s not 
true. I believe that I’m of no great service to anyone on earth if I turn 
up miserable and needy. 
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I simply let feelings pass through me. I sort my own stuff out 
before I go interacting with people. It makes my state of mind very 
clear and peaceful. 

On a mountain walk, I’m happy no matter what happens. Noth-
ing much phases me. I’ve done it enough to be detached from the 
outcomes, I can go with the flow. If weather blocks the way, I find 
it easy to find another way. If a client is tired, it’s OK to change the 
route. If I get an altitude headache or meet a family that I haven’t 
seen in a while, it’s fine, I stop and enjoy the moment.

Fragility is the opposite to happiness. The fragile person cannot 
really relax because something is always affecting them. Their food, 
their mind, their friends, the temperature, their success, something is 
always challenging their inspiration. Often it becomes such a habit 
that even if there is a moment of inspiration, they start looking for 
something to unsettle it. They don’t feel worthy of a great day and 
instead, would search for something to acknowledge the turbulence 
of life. 

Happiness is contentment and this can be reduced to a few sim-
ple, and natural choices in life. Either to be consumed by tensions, 
or to rise above them and be happy. It is really that simple. Tensions 
that consume our life are bondage. They lead us to live a reaction-
ary existence and represent our inability to immerse ourselves in 
life with integrity. The world will always offer alternatives to break 
our natural contentment and that is why constant self-healing is so  
important.

We can’t give what we haven’t got so, Self-Healing is the key to 
giving happiness to others.
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Finding More Stillness

To	quiet	the	mind	means	to	isolate	the	mind.	On	the	other	

hand,	to	still	the	mind	means	to	go	somewhere	deep.	Quiet	

the	mind	is	vulnerable.	It	is	the	surface	of	the	lake,	always	

ready	for	something	to	disturb	its	surface.	To	still	the	mind	

means	to	dive	beneath	the	surface	of	the	lake.	Where	surface	

ripples	do	not	disturb	the	stillness.

We had been walking for more than five hours and my client 
never stopped talking. I was listening, that’s what I do, but my pa-
tience was starting to wear out. I was listening because there was no 
question to answer. I was like a tape recorder for my client who just 
wanted to think out loud. 

Next thing I knew my knee cracked, my back slid out of place 
and my lunch heaved out my mouth onto the earth. I’d lost concen-
tration, and with it, my stillness.

Inside me there’s a machine, the more I think the more it winds 
up, like a coiled snake it gets tighter and tighter and tighter. I tell 
myself, “Chris, you are the teacher, be calm,” but without my aware-
ness, the coil gets tighter. I am, after all, just Chris.

By always wanting to find answers, I lost my capacity to em-
pathise and with it, my capacity to listen. I’d be sifting through the 
noise people make trying to find answers before they even finished 
their sentences. My mind noise was the problem. I couldn’t listen, 
I could only think. 
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I thought thinking was good. 
I thought that what I thought about something was more impor-

tant than not thinking something.
I was too insecure to listen. Whether it was a client or my family, 

I couldn’t turn-up because I couldn’t shut up.
I thought emotions were real and that my feelings were a vali-

dation of my self-worth. I also thought that listening was boring, 
ambivalent and something to be afraid of. 

When I was forced into silence, because someone else had the 
chair, I’d fall asleep. This is not ADD - the is SOD, Self-Obsession 
Disorder. I, and my thoughts we the universe I cared about, anything 
else, including other people’s thoughts was an intrusion.

I went on holidays and took my SOD thinking with me. I made 
love and took my SOD mind to bed. 

Avoiding stillness is an art. I was the Picasso of the Avoiding 
Stillness Society. Or ASS for short.

Even in nature, I’d talk about the footy, or ask, “what’s the name 
of that mountain?” Just to hear the sound of my own voice. Silence 
confronted me, attacked my sense of confidence, made me uneasy.

But I do remember my first time flying my glider solo. After 
another of the many training flights I’d done with an instructor, we 
landed. Then the instructor got out of the back seat and closed the 
canopy behind him. He looked back at me and gave me the thumbs 
up. My first solo flight, alone and 3,000 feet above the earth in this 
little engine-less cocoon. Three minutes later I was way above the 
earth, alone - hey, with no one to talk to.

The peace that came over me up there in the clouds, totally re-
sponsible for this little bubble of life, was transformational. It took 
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me back to Mildura, sitting in the sand, playing with dust, totally 
happy in the dry silence of the Aussie Outback. 

My mind noise was the safety rope I’d attached to my work, 
relationship, physicality, money and communication. Mind noise, 
thinking, thinking, thinking is like the trainer wheels they put on 
a child’s bike. And there in Nepal, on top of a hill, with my client 
talking, my knee aching and my guts empty I realised it was time to 
throw them away. Time for stillness. Time to focus again.

Years later, standing on the top of mountains with clients, look-
ing out over the Himalayas for the 47th time, the tears flood down 
my cheeks, I’m still and nothing comes or goes through my mind 
without permission. I hold the key to my mind, I think when I choose 
and stop when I need to.

And soon my client stops talking because suddenly he’s being 
listened to, and that was all he wanted. Five hours he spoke, but re-
ally, if I’d given him focus, 110% stillness, one minute would have 
been enough.

 We stood in awe, side by side comfortable in silence, connected 
to everything. 

Every day of my life I SHUT UP. I go to nature and listen to her. 
I listen to my body health because that’s Nature’s Bible. I listen to 
the wind because there are secrets in the winds. I listen to the traffic 
because that’s nature too. 

All of life is nature, all is worthy to be heard. And when I know 
there are two sides to everything, I just have to shut up and listen 
long enough in order to hear them. 

That’s stillness. Nature’s Meditation - Nature’s Medication.
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Creating Outcomes
Confidence comes when we know in our heart of hearts that 

what we would like to create, we can create.
Too often we pray outside ourselves for help when, in fact, all 

the resources, gifts, talents, powers and skills for manifestation have 
been birthed within us, right from the start.

For health and wellness our connection to the creation process 
needs to be one of gratitude: not begging for mercy. We need to 
acknowledge that all the things we need for life we blessed to us 
at birth, or surround us from birth.  When we start praying, “Please 
Help Me” we start being ungrateful for what we have already been 
given, and that, in nature’s language is depreciation - ingratitude.

The Manifestation Formula.
1.	 		A	clear	intent

2.	 		Enjoyment

3.	 		A	mental	vision	of	the	outcome

4.	 		Ability	to	focus	energy	on	that	one	result

5.	 		Stepping	stones	to	break	the	journey	into	steps

6.	 		Direct	action	on

7.	 		A	clear	commitment	in	words

8.	 		Persistence

9.	 		Affirmations	to	avoid	emotional	distraction

10.			Ability	to	inspire	others	to	invest

11.			Sustainability	-	beyond	desperation
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Humility at Last

They	say	in	some	teachings	that	if	you	become	desireless	

you’ll	know	yourself,	but	the	contrary	is	true:	if	you	know	

yourself	you	will	become	desireless.	

Humility for me has been an evasive thing. It’s so easy to think 
we’re humble but being really humble means we’d be too humble  
to think that we’re humble...

One of the main signposts of humility is stillness. You can see 
stillness at the Olympic games when an athlete has to bring them-
selves into the moment, preparing for the dive, jump, sprint or what-
ever sport. You can see it in the eyes of a lover or someone who has 
just seen the Himalayas for the very first time. Humility comes over 
us when we know the world is bigger than our opinions. Ultimately 
when we are in awe.

Say I’m trekking along but the whole way I’m thinking about a 
work or personal issue and I arrive at the next lodge four hours later 
all puffed out. How would this compare to a four hour trek where I 
increased the intensity to such a degree that I had to focus on what 
I was doing, and so forgot those issues of work for the whole four 
hours?

To do that, I need to tap a place inside of me that’s really humble, 
willing to let go of all the riffraff of life. I needed to slow down. 
Now, that slowing is not just physical, it’s mental and spiritual. 
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Physical Humility
The first layer of humility is our body. It is an immaculate ma-

chine, built and created by nature and the Creator. This machine is 
ours and if we lose it, we lose everything. So, we need to respect it 
as if it were on loan to us.

So the first step in humility is to treat our body with some loving 
kindness: become friends with it, a good parent. 

What goes in our mouth, our ears and our heart reflects the 
choices we make, and this is all to do with humility. What are our 
actions, our disciplines? This is also to do with humility. If we lose 
our body, we lose everything.

Spirituality begins in the body. If we can apply respect and mod-
eration to our body, we can create a beautiful humility at a physical 
level.

This goes to the core of obesity and excessive compulsive disor-
ders. It’s impossible to respect the Creator, while disrespecting our 
body. Too many times I went to spiritual places to meditate, connect 
to the higher powers, while the night before, I’d been drinking and 
eating like a wild animal. That’s fake.

My body is borrowed. I don’t need to measure it in inches, or 
turn it into a God I worship, just be caring enough to maintain health 
and good body weight. In doing so, I am honouring the Creator, and 
that’s humility.

Just start with the inner peace mantra. 
I need nothing, I want nothing and therefore I have everything.
Sit down, lie down or stand in a place where you won’t be dis-

turbed. Relax your body. For the next 10 breaths, don’t move at all. 
Be dead still. Pay good attention to your posture and alignment and, 
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once the practice begins, do not move one single muscle. After 10 
complete breaths in and out through your nose, repeat the INNER 
PEACE MANTRA, “I want nothing, I need nothing, and therefore, 
I have everything.”

Turn your whole focus to your body, every muscle, organ and 
tissue and send a thank you there. Appreciate every cell, every mira-
cle that just being in a body offers. 

That’s the way I stay healthy in my physical being, I treat my 
body as if it doesn’t really belong to me, as a borrowed gift from 
someone important. It’s not mine to abuse, or over feed or be care-
less about so that’s a great incentive to remain thankful.

Here are a few other ideas around physical humility:
*	 Celebrate	every	movement	you	make	as	a	great	win

*	 Celebrate	even	the	illness	of	your	body	as	nature’s	bible.

*	 Hold	your	posture	tall

*	 Act	mindfully.

*	 Never	exercise	to	100%	exhaustion.

*	 Eliminate	nervous	shocks	and	trembling	from	your	hands.

*	 Do	not	activate	adrenalin	for	more	than	an	hour	a	day.

*	 Set	limits	based	on	health,	not	appetite.

*	 Get	used	to	moderating	your	cravings	as	an	act	of	self-respect.

*	 Eat	slowly	and	never	eat	and	walk.

*	 Breathe	deeply	breathe	properly.

*	 Avoid	toxic	foods,	salt,	processed	food,	fat,	sugar.

*	 Don’t	overdo	stimulants,	our	body	gets	lazy.
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*	 Find	a	daily	routine,	 including	wake	time,	sleep	time,	exercise	

time,	right	food,	right	health,	right	hygiene,	right	rest.

*	 Stretch	your	body	even	when	it	doesn’t	need	it.

*	 Move	your	body	each	hour	or	less.

*	 Change	your	heart	rate	hourly	(not	suddenly).

*	 Cook	for	nutrition,	not	just	taste.

*	 Use	supplements	to	boost	immunity.

*	 Have	regular	blood	tests	to	check	your	health.

*	 Go	to	nature.

*	 Have	a	massage.

*	 Maintain	good	body	weight.

Mental Humility
The natural state of the world is neutral. Nature seeks balance in 

all things. In emotion we have no humility.  The more emotion we 
experience the more self-obsessed we become and, therefore, the 
less humble we feel. 

There are two perspectives that draw us away from the inner 
peace that comes from humility. They are credit and blame. When I 
take credit for what I do, I must also take blame for what I do.

When we completed a successful trip up into the mountains, the 
group turned to me to thank me. I said, “thank the mountains.” 

When we completed another trip, where the weather had closed 
in on our views, the group turned to criticise me. I said, “criticise 
the mountains.”

If we take credit we must take blame, therefore it is better not to 
take either of them.
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To maintain mental humility I simply say, 
“Nothing comes from me, it only comes through me.”
I do this for both the good news and the bad.

Advanced technique for mental humility
Become aware of all your six senses. Smell, taste see, hear, touch 

and feel (inner connection - intuition). It’s a complete meditation in 
its own right, bringing all your senses together in nature to create 
pure Stillness. You can also transport this beautiful state back to 
your city life by creating nice environments where the scent, sight, 
sounds, feeling and tastes in your office and home are harmoni-
ous. You don’t have to be wealthy to do this. Just tidy, careful and 
thoughtful. 

This practice is a perfect way to turn up more humble in life. 
The key is to have no goal or agenda. Just be in a space where your 
aim as to experience awareness of all your six senses at once - con-
necting, sight, sound, feel, taste, smell and feel. Dress good, look 
good, smell good, sound good, feel good and, of course, have a nice 
flavour to your breath and mouth.

Here are some suggestions to help bring more mental humility 
into your day:

*	 Banish	 doubt	 –	 deal	 with	 real	 reality	 only	 when	 making	

decisions.

*	 Banish	worry	–	either	do	it	with	love,	delegate	with	love	or	dump	

it	with	love.

*	 Practice	the	art	of	thinking	one	thing,	doing	one	thing	well.
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*	 Acknowledge	 that	 your	 mental	 health	 affects	 your	 physical	

health.

*	 Learn	the	art	of	active	rest	and	recuperation.	

*	 Value	the	quality	of	your	sleep	more	than	the	quantity	of	it.	

*	 Get	exercise	twice	a	day	to	keep	your	head	clear	of	fog.

*	 Beware	 of	 stimulants	 because	 they	 all	 create	 emotional	

downers.

*	 Use	thankfulness	to	keep	your	mind	alert.

*	 Remember:	what	you	appreciate	grows.

*	 Don’t	affirm	the	impossible.

*	 Move	desperation	to	inspiration,	it	saves	a	lot	of	energy.

Spiritual Humility

Words	are	words

Thoughts	are	thoughts

Ideas	are	ideas

Promises	are	promises

Action	is	reality.

Generosity, compassion, kindness and thankfulness are the four 
virtues of spiritual humility because they place the value of giving 
to others over self.
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Repeating The Pattanjali Yoga Sutra because I really think it 
summarises the importance of spiritual humility: 

“When	you	are	inspired	by	some	greater	purpose,	some	

extraordinary	project,	all	your	thoughts	break	their	bonds,	

your	mind	transcends	limitations,	your	consciousness	

expands	in	every	direction,	and	you	find	yourself	in	a	new,	

great,	and	wonderful	world.	Dormant	forces,	faculties	and	

talents	become	alive	and	you	discover	yourself	to	be	a	

greater	person	by	far	than	you	ever	dreamed.”

All human beings search for happiness. But the ultimate realisa-
tion is to cause it. I discovered that I can’t give what I haven’t got 
and that trying to give happiness to become happy, is a tortured 
path. 

Some ideas for Spiritual Humility
*	 See	self	in	others	-	compassion

*	 Let	go	of	the	past

*	 Don’t	act	on	anger

*	 Embrace	both	sides	of	things

*	 Be	cautious	about	half	balanced	perceptions.	(emotion)

*	 Avoid	mediocrity

*	 A	fixation	with	adaptation

*	 Try	to	understand	order	in	every	chaos
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Alive - Include Sadness
Depression is at an epidemic level in our world, and although I 

have experienced it, like every human soul, I have not had the sus-
tained nightmare of years under that cloud.

I have come to the point of suicide twice in my life. I admit it, 
because I feel that there is one thing more dangerous than depres-
sion and suicidal thinking, and that is to feel shame for having it.

The motivational speakers I work with suffer depression, the 
monks, priests, nuns, friends, mountaineers, champions, entrepre-
neurs, rock stars all have it from time to time. It is human to feel the 
inner darkness sometimes. It is not failure.

The cause of depression is elation. Uppers cause downers and 
for those of us, whose model of a great life was an all “Upper” expe-
rience, fanatical religion, sugar, alcohol, adrenalin, success, spend-
ing, clothes and sex were our addictions. This is how we avoid the 
inevitable balance of the downer that comes hand in hand with an 
upper.

When I sit quietly in nature, I am often depressed. But this de-
pression is not the ugly, horrible, breath sucking depression we 
don’t volunteer for. It’s the exact same feeling, but instead of being 
the victim, I become the victor. I choose the time to feel the balance 
of the uppers. I sink into this emptiness, this vacuum of hopeless-
ness and remain there. 

This is called spirituality. The emptiness of life. What once near-
ly caused me to take my life, has now become the process for me to 
live it, realistically, authentically and with love in my heart. 
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No Regrets 

There’s order in the chaos. 
When we lose the sense of that order, we spin and lose time and 

inspiration.
When we gain insight into the order in the chaos of life, we turn 

up at home and at work. No regrets.
Decisions made in moments of inspiration are sustainable. Eve-

rything that happens when we are in chaos has only a 50% chance 
of success. Our relationship, business and personal life teeters on a 
knife edge between success and failure. So, understanding order in 
the chaos is vital.

You already know that there is a part of your humanity that can-
not be satisfied in a job, a relationship, with food or wealth. The 
part of you I am talking about is beyond material gain and certainly 
far outside your spiritual activities. I am talking about your true 
nature.

I’d like to encourage you to nurture and support this part of your 
humanity by getting outside the four walls of your office, your home 
and your mind and going into nature. 

Please drop the volume of the iPod or even turn it off. Build up 
your heart rate to a happy bubbling level that you can hold for 20 
minutes and go out and fall in love. Yes, I suggest you got out into 
nature and fall in love. Fall in love with the world, with nature and 
by pure chance, yourself. We are what we see.

Grab yourself a digital camera and take some micro and macro 
snaps. Moments to bring home and into your office. Touch your 



119

NO REGRETS

life by touching the essence of it, outside your mind, where your 
heart opens and your spirit sours. It doesn’t need to be a brilliant 
experience out in nature. Sometimes it’s windy, sometimes it’s cold. 
Sometimes you enjoy it, sometimes it seems to go past you without 
touching a single hair on your head. Don’t worry about this, just 
trust that nature and your true nature are connecting and miracles 
are happening because of it.

Try hard, not to try hard. Just go out, observe with your eyes, 
listen with your ears, feel with your finger tips. Create a flavour in 
your mouth, a sweet or gum or whatever pleases you. Look up, look 
down, look around. See how much you can see in as short a time as 
possible. Remembering, try hard not to try. Just be.

Vary your activities in nature. Routine is a gift to corporate suc-
cess but it is poison to relationship. Let yourself hold the discipline 
of a commitment to be out in nature, but please, give yourself the 
freedom to vary it. Take a walk, a ride, a kayak, a trek, play a game 
but please remember, try hard not to try. Instead, simply feel, ob-
serve, feel the awe.

I hope each time you read through this book, you will journey 
further down a path. Each time you go down that path, you come to 
a deeper and more profound comfort with the machinery of life and 
love. Your vision of what is possible in your life will expand. And in 
this, there is a great humility.

Although we begin our journey trying to improve ourselves, we 
come to the end of it knowing there’s really nothing to add. We are 
happy, inspired and visionary beings, full of joy from the first mo-
ment of our birth. We just need to be reminded of it. Take away the 
ridiculous arguments and opinions and turn a person’s life toward 
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the sun and they will sparkle. Their health and beauty will transform 
almost overnight. They will become lighter.

It is the same with love. Love is a sunshine in our life. It brings 
health, beauty and success to the ultimate experience. Love is there-
fore more than a relationship, although we find it perfectly within 
one. Love is a real life force, an energy and when it goes out we 
must be honest with ourselves. Love goes out and when it does more 
is waiting, there is an infinite supply of love and great relationship. 
We must learn, first and foremost, not to allow this aspect of life to 
be compromised. 

Moments and times in love make life. A relationship without 
love is like a tree without roots. To live in a loving relationship 
is profound and fortunate. No wealth on earth and certainly no 
achievement can, in the long term surpass it. But there is often work 
to be done. Sometimes it’s a healing of the past, sometimes it’s vi-
sioning a new future together and yet, other times it’s a letting go. 
All relationships have a use-by date and whether that is 100 years or 
100 hours, is sometimes not ours to choose. Our job is to be thankful 
for every 100 seconds.

I have taken 108 kg women on Himalayan walks with a light-
ness in their step like a child and I have taken 50 kg people on those 
walks, with the weight of an elephant on their shoulders. It is not the 
kilos that cause heaviness, it’s a lack of love, and this often has little 
to do with relationship, but relationships usually catch the blame 
for it.

Relationships do not solve problems. A person who lacks love in 
their life will, after falling in love, soon fall out of it. So, the journey 
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to a long lasting happy and trustworthy relationship, to some degree 
begins within ourselves. How we treat others and how others treat 
us, is totally dependent on how we treat ourselves.

The bigger our relationship the smaller our ego must become. 
On the other hand, while we reach for more and more assets, our 
ego becomes larger, and the probability of a fall will become higher. 
Great wealth can be accumulated by anyone but the person who 
enjoys it, and sustains a loving relationship within themselves (au-
thentic integrity) and with others (loving relationship) really tastes 
success.

I have walked this  path over and over again. Each time I become 
more at ease, more familiar with the way, and yet, each time I reach 
an ending I ask myself, “have you expanded your life, or shrunk it?” 
Sometimes I don’t like the answer, I find it all too easy to say I’ve 
expanded but when I look at my relationship I can see it stuck in my 
self-imposed limits, I know I’m kidding myself.

I have seven life coaches. One for each area of my life. Health, 
wealth, mind, relationship, career, social and spiritual. Each is a per-
son I admire for their achievements, not their knowledge. I don’t 
trust knowledge that a person hasn’t lived. Seven coaches, seven 
areas of my life. This is how I keep expanding my capacity, and yet, 
the one area of life, that I can’t recruit a coach for, is love.

 Each coach is responsible for helping me bring my vision into 
form in each area of life but I am responsible for my love in life. 
Nobody can bring me peace but myself.

I am fitter now than I was when I was 30. I am smarter now than 
I was then. I give more social service than I have ever done before, 
more love than before and I have expanded the services and resourc-
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es of my career. My financial area has suffered, but it will grow 
under the guidance of my new coach. My spiritual area has boomed, 
I have more joy and inner calm than ever before. I’m 56 and my goal 
is to be fitter at 65 than I am now, as well as wealthier, smarter, give 
more social contribution, expand my business resources with even 
more books, audio and DVD, more love, more spirituality so I feel 
lighter and can travel more and do more work with more people. 

But if all this is achieved at the cost of love, I will sabotage it. I 
know the core essence of human nature, of which I am a part, and 
that is, to seek love, find love, celebrate love, and call it by its many 
names, not the least of which, is happiness.
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My Code
Never	cause	others	harm	-verbally	or	physically.

Don’t	do	stuff	that	you’re	not	proud	enough	to	put	on	the	front	page	

of	any	global	newspaper.

Don’t	 differentiate	 between	 thoughts,	words	 and	actions;	 they	 all	

have	an	impact	on	the	world	around	you.

Don’t	bemoan	the	past.	Nature	always	provides,	just	look	around.

Don’t	grope	for	things	to	make	you	happy.	When	you	find	yourself	

doing	this,	refuse	it.	Get	in	the	habit	of	being	happy	now.	Then,	if	

you	choose,	grope	for	things	later.

Challenge	yourself	to	do	things	that	are	uncomfortable,	but	enjoy	

the	process.	This	is	a	life	changing	habit.

Remind	 yourself	 that	 criticising,	 abusing,	 judging,	 hating	 or	 be-

ing	 negative	 or	 angry	 actually	 increases	 the	 incidence	 of	 a	

problem.

Don’t	 blame	 the	 company,	God,	 people,	 your	 partner,	 the	world,	

yourself,	nature,	elephants,	your	school	teacher	or	the	govern-

ment	for	your	unhappiness.	It’s	not	them	or	you	that’s	a	problem,	

it’s	how	you	think	that’s	a	problem,	and	that’s	easy	to	fix.	Right?

Witness	the	balance	of	life	in	every	incident	of	your	day.	It’s	a	way	

to	stay	connected	to	your	authentic	awe.	Don’t	wait	until	the	end	

of	the	day	to	celebrate	life,		miracles	or	the	good	luck	you	have	

been	born	to	witness.

This has helped me get over quite a few speed bumps in my 
life.
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A Master In the Art of 
Living....

A Master in the Art of Living --

Draws no sharp distinction 
Between their work and their play
Their labour and their leisure
Their minds and their bodies
Their education or their recreation
They hardly know which is which. 

They simply pursue their vision of excellence 
Through whatever they are doing
And leave others to determine 
Whether they are working or playing. 

To themselves, it always seems as if 
They are doing both. 
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Balance

not a strong wind
nor a surge of pressure

nor a fit of passion
nor anything,
for that matter

can throw you off
when your mind
and your body
are in balance.
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Life

I would rather have the whole world against 
me than my own Soul.
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Personality

To be yourself in a world which tries night 
and day to make you just like everybody else 
is to fight the greatest battle there is to fight, 

never stop fighting.
E.E. Cummings
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Closure
Six trillion stars make up one galaxy. Our Sun is hurtling through 

space circling the centre of our galaxy. It is one star in trillions and 
billions and our galaxy is one of fifty billion gallaxies already ob-
served by powerful telescopes. And on our beautiful earth we orbit 
our Sun, racing through space at the rate of one million miles a day.

Our earth rotates once every twenty four hours and that means, 
right here on the surface of our planet we are travelling on a huge 
merry-go-round at one thousand miles and hour. Only the perfect 
balance of gravity holds us firm to the earth’s surface.

The miracle of existence in this cosmic puzzle should never 
leave our awareness. It puts into perspective our woes, our personal 
crisis, our challenges and supports. From the moon, all this we call 
chaos is actually a perfect order, the order of balance. The cosmic 
hand.

No human has ever seen magnetism, electricity, an electron or 
love. Yet, we rely on these things for our very existence. Those exist 
in the dynamic of Nature’s Laws. The order in the chaos explained 
and understood makes life understood. This is beauty.

It seems wise to presume that there is an order somewhere be-
yond the isolation of dogma, ideology, fanatisms and separations 
that cause our emotional drama.

The greatest bible is nature’s bible - our body - the greatest place 
of worship is in awe, under the stars, witnessing the pure miracle 
of our next breath. We can value every second and search for the 
beauty in life. This is mastery - The Path we Walk-er.



129

PHOTOGRAPHS KHUMBU NEPAL

Photographs Khumbu 
Nepal



THE PATH WALKER

130



131

CLOSURE



THE PATH WALKER

132



133

CLOSURE



THE PATH WALKER

134



135

CLOSURE



THE PATH WALKER

136



137

CLOSURE



THE PATH WALKER

138



139

CLOSURE



THE PATH WALKER

140


