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| just know | did all of this.

Share my shit, don't steal my shit.
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“In learning to define trauma by its symptoms,
rather than by the event that caused it, we can
develop perspectives that will help us recognize
trauma when it occurs. ...

The journey back to health and vitality is
anything but immediate. Any step, however
small, is significant and noteworthy. ...

It is in your body—with the nervous system fully
engaged and accessed through the felt sense—
that you will be successful in working with
them.”

- Peter A. Levine: WWaking the Tiger, Healing Trauma



for Bradds

A PART OF ME DIED WITH YOU
A PART OF YOU LIVES WITH ME

Thank you for changing me

even though I was resistant.

You brought me closer to myself
[l be gratetul to you
beyond space & time.
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This book is inhonor of my dog,
Braddah (BRA-DAA). These are the
lessons and gifts he taught me.
Which led me away from suicide. |
would not exist without Braddah's
influence and Love.

This book is also me, conquering
my biggest fear, sharing my art
and myselt. By sharing with you
what Braddah did for me, Braddah
15 0nce again bringing me closer to
myself

| feel fucky to still be here on this
Earth. Braddah taught me how

simple and pure Love is. He gave
me the greatest gift anyone could
ever receive. He gave me Life.

I you have found yourself reading
this book, thank you. Thank you
for allowing me to tell his story.
For being a part of my greatest
fear. for listening to his story

and lessons about Love. | hope
Braddah's Love lives on.  hope you

feelhim. I'hope you experience his
gifts like [ did.

This Is for you Bradds
[ owe you my life!
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\ inno time. Divorce is a funny
thing though. Sometimes
you associate things with

‘e l V\/ the person you re divorcing.
Braddah was such a thing.
[t's hard to
admit. | did
not want Braddah. | was
left with anger when he
was left with me. et me
start from our beginning
together. [ was married,
sure. but Braddah was
my ex-husbands dog. He
found him. We had Braddah
together for about a year.
Did [ love Braddah from the

beginning? As soon as we
were introduced, he bit my

| was married during my late
20s. A time when [ was too
unaware and lacked every
toolin relationships and
self-coping and self-care.
\We were damaging to each
other.







My ex was now living with roommates and couldn't have a dog. | was living in
a house. Was | willing to give my ex a key to the house to come over whenever
he wanted to? No. Was | willing to take care of Braddah until my ex found a
home? Yes. We couldn't find a compromise where we were both willing. At the
time it felt like a burden was left with me. At the time | felt it was unfair. At
the time all | could see was how my ex got all this freedom. [ was left with
responsibility. A life responsibility. A life | had to take care of. Come home too.
Feed. Take to the vet. Get out on walks everyday.

|t saddens me that although [ loved Braddah right away, | also carried a deep
resentment towards him. For years. Till he was about 2 or 3 to be honest. Did |
mention this was my first dog? Here | am, lacking the tools of how to take care
of this other living thing. | could barely take care of myself. Only adding to the
layers of how much his Love impacted me... he Loved me, no matter what.

Braddah's Love not only softened me. It saved me, literally. But I didn't know
that at the time. When | resented Braddah, | was at the lowest emotional
point in my life. Contemplating and planning suicide.

11 despise the word ‘suicide. Vet there’s not a way for me to discuss my mindset in a way for peaple to understand it without
saying it. Please note that when I feel it s appropriate, | will be using the term "ot belonging to (my)Self” interchangeably with
the word ‘suicide”. "Not belonging to (my)Self" leaves room for all of the individual experiences out there. It leaves room for
different physiology stories, and emotions It leaves room to understand the pathway that leads to “suicide’  like the space.



It still baffles me. Adog. A dog | didn't want. A frickin’ energetic pit bull |
didn't want..

... turned into the best thing that could
have happened to me.

Now whenever something doesn't work out for me, it's easier to accept it.
To trust that life is leaving me my lessons. By pointing them out. That belief
allows me to conquer my fears, one small step at a time.

Current example, | don't care if I'm the only one who ever reads this book. |
wrote this for myself. For the times | will struggle with what life is handing
me. Reminding me there is a Grace about life. Even in the things we don't

want. This book is my reminder of how Braddah lifted me from the world's

darkest place. Who reads it won't matter. l/lwlm ii’; ‘Zov)&w,‘




\We're gonna Say (ooi. Alot.
If that bothers you, skip this
chapter. But you might miss
out on a valuable Braddah
tool,

My nephew calls me Poapy
Pants McGee: He's being 4
but he might be accurate.

| do use Poopy Patrol as an
observational tool.

Braddah is my first
dog. After having him
| realized | had been

making assumptions about
dog owners. Like the one
screaming at me from the
bottom of my shoe. Not all
dog owner’s feel it's their
responsibility to pick up their
dog shit.

| was always surprised by

the amounts of poop. We
geta dog, (onsuous(y. With
the full knowledge that a
dog is an animal, therefore
it will urinate and defecate.
Just. Like. You. We bring such







dog home and take 5 pics for Instagram. Your dogs gets you likes and loves..
the [east we could do for those likes is Poopy Patrol. Now I'm not saying that
thisis you. Even ifitis, I'm not judging. But I do encourage the Poopy Patrol
thought experiment. How you view and execute Poopy Patrol may say a lot
about what's going on with how you operate.

Answer these questions honestly without judgment or adding your reasonings.
How often do you Poopy Patrol at home? Has your dog ever run out of room in
your yard? Do you allow your dog to poap on walks? Or are you the type to keep
pulling your dog leaving the mysterious every 3 inches for the next 6 feet poop?
Would you Poopy Patrol if your dog poaped knee high into a bush. When you're
at a dog park? Do you Poopy Patrol when your dog qoes in someone else’s yard?
Even if you don't like that neighbor? Do you Poopy Patrol when on a trail?

What if It's 6 inches off the trail? 2 feet? Do you only Poopy Patrol when you re
being watched?

To provide insight to all the layers of this observation, | wanna add a London
perspective. Imagine a world. Full of dogs. So many dogs. Every year they are
put down in massive amounts of numbers because they can't find a home. Oh

yeah, we're there. Now imagine all these dogs. Voo(iw -Several times a day.
According to dogster.com', the average dog excretes 274 [bs of (oof EVelY

] https/fwww.dogster.com/Jifestyle/dog-poop-facts



vear. They also say (not adding all of you not Poopy Patrolling) the US still

ends up with 10 million tons of dog poop every year (from 78 million dogs).
Worldatlas.com’ says the world population of dogs is estimated to be at 900
million dogs. Mix these two stats together, and you get 115,384,615 tons, TONS,

of(oo(.WOrldvvide.TMop; R} rl'ow ozf( (oo

Now let's imagine the result if said dog oo Was to get into our human
water supply. Would that image alter how you originally viewed Poopy Patrol?
Braddah was constantly pointing them out to me. LDO(L, Inother
(oo Asking me what | thought was the right thing to do since puppies &
people can get sick from (oo(:

Or, what it you imagined those millions of tons of poop Sitting in recycled
grocery bags. Stuck in our landfill. Stuck in a plastic bag that will outlive your
dog, you or |. Would that influence you to use biodegradable bags?

Again, none of this is a judgment. I've used grocery bags and biodegradable
bags. But you have to admit. Walking with other dog owners, it's fun to
notice how they Poopy Patrol. It reveals parts of their character. It's a great
observational tool for others. My favorite was that it can expose a blind spot

] https:/fwwwworldatlas.com/articles/how-many-dogs-are-there-in-the-world htm/




into yourself. This is coming from someone who's great at any public Poopy
Patrol, trails included, even with no witness. Yet my Poopy Patrol home skills
are not as great. /s /t then a surprise that | do an awesome job of picking up
around other people’s shit; while struggling in my space to deal with my own?

“Note: Article name on dogstercom is * things you didn't know about dog poop. In case you were wondering, | guess theres
tutorials on the USDA's website about how to safely compost dog poop for manure. And according to the EPA the best way to
Poapy Patrol s to flush it (water-soluble bags). There it s folks. My mind can't unsee the future invention of the dog toilet

—Uxe VIA((L) Voo(e(f.
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The first time |

learned about an
attachment to stuff was
the day before my 13th

birthday party, Sept 11,1992,

Most of you aren't aware
of that date. But it's the
date | experienced what it
felt like to have life change
direction in an instant. It
was (ategory 4 Hurricane
Iniki. Hitting the island of
Kaua'i like a bullseye.

| got to feel the actual
experience of ‘the eye of
the storm”. (My dad let

us go outside for this). I
never forget it. Till this
day I've never experienced
something so eerie and
silent. limagined it to be

comparable to what a black
hole must sound like from
inside. [t's also the day |
lost my stuffed animals
from when | was 1yrs old.
My books. Awww man, my
eraser collection’ (yes, there
was such a time). Sure, life
certainly moves forward
arter losing these kinds of
things. But for akid, it left a
lasting impression.

Sure, losing our Stuff was
ajolt. But the reality was







life moves on. No matter how badly you want your things back. Life moves
on. My mom, growing up with less, was great at reminding us the things we
lost weren't the important things. My dad was immediately adaptive and
grew a beard. Both of my parents did such a phenomenal job of not acting
like we were in distress. We even lived at their office as a family for 2 years
(IT you ever tried to open doors labeled ‘Gift Shop' and in return heard 2 kids
screaming “NOT FOR SALE” that was me and my brother).

You would think with such an impactful memory that | wouldn't have any
attachments to stuff. Wrong. [ wish that wasn't the truth, but itis. It's
difficult to not have any emotions attached to certain things. We all have our
own ‘certain things. It's not only sentimental shit. Sometimes it turns into
downright quantity. I you've ever had to pack up a whole house before, you
know what I'm talking about. Waybe those trips to (ost(o weren't necessary?
Why do we have this? When did | end up with 30 pairs of shoes?" Packing up
your home is a terrifying mirror. S0 is a dog.

A dog will test your limits. IT you wanna be the kind of owner that's bragged
about at the Rainbow Bridge, your patience and attachments will be tested.
At least Braddah tested me. The amount of energy this guy could expend
never ended. You think you wore him out cause he took a nap. But that nap

was a mini-recharge. When he wakes up he's 100% ready t0 o0 o0 o,‘

b5 aed ot o/( heve d\’\ow\) Needless to say, sometimes it
didn't feel possible to carve the time. | had to work a lot. When I did, he found



other creative ways to get out his energy. He be(ameq)exlmca[ov. The
destroyer of things. All things. Dude. Are you serious? The carpet? The padding?”
Altec, my friend (yndi's child, was growing up. [ bought an entire box full of old
stuffed animals once as a bribe. Pllllease chew this instead.” He left me with a
random eyeball collection.

Each time, testing me. How was | gonna handle it? Braddah taught me you
don't ever know until you are /N a new situation. Once | came back from a
trip home and that carry-on box of Hawaiian chocolates. The one that carries
b seperate boxes inside. | came home after work to the entire living room

& kitchen covered in chocolates. All 6 boxes and the carry-on box utterly
destroyed to a pulp. Chocolate everywhere. | laughed. Hysterically

My most defining moment was coming home to find my prescription glasses
chewed up so badly they looked like | ran them over with my car. Chew them
once, | experience anger and frustration. Chew up the 2nd pair in less than a
month, | have a complete meltdown. | fell to my knees in the kitchen, raised
my hands into the sky & screamed to the Gods, WHHHHHYYYYY?”

He drove me bananas as a puppy. Even long into adulthood. But his eyes. His
expressions. They eventually would lead me to laughter. Which would remind
me of that old valuable lesson.

P st shadf Mowd




From here on out,
Adventures will be spelt
with a (apital A. Braddah
thinks they are THAT
important. Most of all, they
work like Magic.

My recognition that
Adventures create Magic
comes from Adventures not
being a choice. It was more
like 7absolutely cannot
cannot afford a 3rd pair of
prescription glasses in the
same year.” My alternative to

Des ot for was giving
the energy a new place to
go. We were already walking
around parks and chasing
rabbits. [t elt like it wasn't
enough for his personality.
Plus, 1 used to adore hiking.
Yeah, what about hiking?

A &Ve m[m;

(anyon ‘1@6\ This could

be fun. Ve&‘x. et's get a
map and try new trails all the
time ‘1@&. Braddah could
be my Adventure companion.
[ won't need a dude or friend
around either cause the world

is afraid of p/'tbu Wovu ,

L}OV& Qe vv»lﬁlw
o This might work.

‘1{2&&»

Won't lie. It was bred in
me to fear the world. ‘Vans







will come and snatch you. The world is sick. People are evil"So here | am, faced
with fear as an opportunity. Let’s try this scary thing where | go hiking alone
with no one waiting for me at home. In a town where ['m not close to anyone.
Where | could disappear and no one would come looking for me for weeks. When
they do, it's only because I'm not showing up for work and they need to fire me.
Hmmm.... | should leave the trail name on my fridge just in case. lext a friend
even if they live in another state.” And that's what we did.

Funny how something as small and simple as a day hike ended up easing most
of my fears. These Adventures replaced fear with confidence, step by step.
Mind you, I'l always be fearful, it's my default. The intention was to wear out
my dog. What I ended up with was a lot of healing, recognizing | could learn
and change, and | could develop a desire to live. I'd even say those hikes built
a bond between Braddah and I. We learned to trust each other. I'd help him
down from spots where he'd climb himself into a corner. (an't tell you how
many times | got lost. [ dunno how, but I'd tell him Bradds, find the trail’, and
he would. Trust. Hmm. Is that what that feels like? Huh. Interesting. We're ride

or die aren't we bud?’ "{e((e ry ‘

It did not occur to me that these Adventures could expand beyond our
backyard. Whenever | could, and | was traveling, | brought him with me.

Thanles (s @uimt&. Next thing Iknow, we're road tripping and
hiking whenever possible. I'd plan my vacations with Braddah. Road tripping



in the mainland still feels like a novelty coming from an island. Sure Braddah
didn't experience a fun country farm life. But he's been to Washington,
Oregon, (alifornia, Nevada, Kaua'i, Arizona, Utah, North Dakota, Wyoming,
(olorado and Idaho. In most of those states he's camped or stayed in multiple
spots, multiple times. Not bad for a dog. Or. fFor me.

Each trip gave me a new experience. Each upcoming trip gave me something
to look forward to. There's a plaque on my wall at home. It says When was

the last time you did something for the first time?" Yeah. Take that in. Really
makes me think about my own patterns. Sure. [ walk. But without Bradds I'd
find myself walking the same routes over and over. I'd even have 5 routes so it
seems like I'm doing new things, but not really. Braddah pushed me to explore,
finding new routes even on a neighborhood walk.

Huh, interesting. .| think | like variety and change.” Every time we do a new

hike or/Ar&vmlwe, | can't tell who's more excited him or |. Who are we
kidding? Him. 100%. My gazelle trotting Chewbacca sounding goofball

These new Adventures created stories about—U\eo&oviom.
(Theo-door-ee-us) The undercover Super Agent, Most Important Guy on The
Planet, Super Spy. Who wore goggles and smoked cigars as he drove his
invisible tank that he stored underground in the town of Zzyzx; because no
one could pronounce it. I could keep going, but I'l spare you.




Do you see it? Do you see how this one act, A&vewlum, Is responsible for
a plethora of unveiling, choices, and experiences’ A&Vewl-weﬁ die

50 Cool awan. Don't take our word for it Try it. See what happens in
your life. [t will challenge you. So have them often, you can't overdo it.

AT know is ALy endwe with Braddah has added more tools into my
toolbox more than any other thing. I'm feeling lost again. Aldventure
'm not feeling like my best self, Alventure. | feel like I'm in the movie

Groundhog Day. Alvendure Belike my friend Julia, Adventure to
Groundhog Day. The Adventure doesn't matter. It can come in forms within
your own neighborhood. In the act of doing something new, I've always found
self-discovery as an effect without looking for it. Glimmers of myself found

its way to show up in Adventure. Adventures became and are a great mirror,
What do [ do now that we ran out of water and the Big Guy is overheating? Did
[ allot enough time before work? Why am [ 50 grumpy around this

qorgeous sunset? Dang, | cracked under pressure when we ot lost there

Whoa, did you see those Rams? Snake. snake snake... Is that snake eating
something right now?”



"{e&&» Mom, i(«aapy & g/v\ er \/l”é’lw g/ : l l&m[e&
& &eCot?. H TLH(\/\C»Q lfpg C&THVW). V)offu' wa(T
l L\&Ve Wy iv» A (Voo[eCaLiVe 5(«1&& (\eopj wé,“,c
&Volm& Lxlvv» &w& erw PU H&jfl’ («lvv» wt”» vv»L)

Lawle. *Chewbaca noise”

Having Adventures is my favorite tool Braddah gave me. This trail of
Adventures led me directly to myself. But it started with me bitter,
complaining. On my knees crying and screaming because | did not know how
to enjoy this life. I promise to stick these Adventures out, for him. They have
changed me and led to bigger trips and more stories. Like my 35th birthday.
Spent in New Zealand, an RV, by myself, a Waldo doll and a camera. Which
started me on the path I'm on today. What will this path result in? | dunno.

| don't really care. As long as I'm still creating /Ar&vm}wey in my life.
Listening to the lessons Braddah taught me,

l/f( oW Whhd /(eel er wind M/i Ol ediy,
e Jo hand Gonly 34 e g

| cannot emphasize it enough. If you try one tool Braddah gave me, Oooo,

0000, 0000, VlC(L ”»15 ohe, VlC[L “»lj ohe.
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The tricky part to numbing
myself out, is [ wasn't aware
of it when | was doing it.

| would have verbally told
vou I'm fine its just life.
Unaware there was any
danger in my fantasies
about how [ wanted to
die. [ found justifiable
reasons why | worked so
much. Couldn't get off

my phone. | stayed social
for appearances, but it
felt more like pressure to
go. One of the ways we
can numb ourselves is by
looking like a “successful’

human being. Someone with
a 'to-dolist” that's better
represented by a labyrinth.
\Wandering around from
priority to priority when |
came to realize there's zero
end point. Wow, look at
those baseboards. They NEED
to be cleaned.’

l &o woi Ol?€l7 H»lj

C \)
(/ovvwvx&w&) ‘

When you're numb, it's
difficult to prioritize. While
simultaneously being







difficult to confront. You're frozen. It was almost as if | knew. To confront
myself and all of the experiences that hurt me would require me to feel
pain. The thawing would sting. And a lot of it did. I did become the Bill Burr
of suppressed emotions. A skill [ learned long ago. It's pretty much a family
trait. In fact, we call it being Emotionally Constipated” See, we're even aware
it doesn't feel good. Yet feel compelled not to change. Numb is more socially
acceptable anyways. Which is the easier thing. | thought suppression was my
best option.

In my opinion, suppression is absolutely the worst option out there. It's a fast
track to feeling nothing. It's scary how quickly any of us can arrive there. Don't
relate? Heed my warning, build your toolbox, your time will come. At least
that's what | believe. | struggle with how we discuss depression, aka mental
ilIness. | do believe mental illnesses exist. I'm not a professional. My personal
experience is that depression is a needed experience in our lives. Look, children
grow super fast physically for a period of time. We've become so used to these
growth spurts we don't even question how weird it is. Our collective view is
this rapid unannounced individual growth is a part of the human physical
growth process.

That's how | view depression. [ view depression as a critical part of the human
Emotional Growth Process. Only difference is you don't get to know when or
how the type of growth process will arise.



Have you ever known someone who hasn't had difficult things occur in their
life yet! Aren't they the most annoying people to go to when you're hurting?
Today is a new day. You'll have a great day if you just say it. fake it till you

make it. Like attracts like. So... what are you saying? My life is shitty because I'm
shitty? Not really an effective way to teach someone how to help themselves,

| get there's truth to these mantras. Owa Haad jﬁxio[ U\/Lovv»,‘
Oooo—g/A ...... As much as I'm a mantra Lover, | believe the human
spirit & experience is more complex than a mantra. Mantras are a great way to
talk to the Self. A horrible way to communicate with others. So now, when | see
someone else is hurting, | try to be aware and stay away from the mantras.
That's not what they need. | can do better. Most of us want someone to sit
with us. That's it.

| have deep issues with the mantra Take i till you matke it". That advice led

me directly towards suicide. You see, | was aware enough to know [ wasn't ok
\What was wrong, | couldn't have told you back then, not when | was init. But |
knew | was "off". [ also knew expressing any of it to others was a mistake. Grief
makes us terribly uncomfortable. | began to heed the daily advice Take it till
you make it. Over time that damaged my Soul. The only thing | learned was
faking it made other peaple happier, not me.

Throw on some make-up, an 7'm fine”smile & some big earrings (or anything




to give people to small-talk about). Boom. You made everyone else around
you happy, except yourself. It hurt. It hurt me to know how people would
rather comment on my earrings rather than look into my eyes. (ause if
someone looked, really looked (including myself), they would have seen my
pain. Problem is, in general, most of us don't like looking. It may cause us to
reflect on ourselves. To deal with our own shit. When a cute set of earrings

is enough to keep your shit in a closet, it makes pain easier to hide. Easier to
suppress. There were a few that looked, but | wasn't strong enough to stand
on my own. 50 when they looked for a moment and moved on, I'm not sure
which one was worse. Being invisible. Or being seen to have people walk away.

W&ww& jvw)v)lez

Maybe that's why Braddah's presence was so impactful for me. Why he saved
me from my own thoughts and behaviors. Once when | already decided. |

was going to do it. [t was now a matter of how. It was not something to

be impulsive about. If | get to choose my way out, | was gonna give mysel
the kindest of the horrific options. | was researching my own death. | was
planning on how | was going to die as mundanely as you'd write a grocery list.
| couldn't even see what | was doing because | could no longer feel anything.
In hindsight, that's terrifying.

Another time Braddah saved me was about a year after | decided to live. It
was as it the Universe was testing my decision. As | found myself blindsided.



In the middle of a hostile work situation. How could this be? | decided to
live. Why Is this happening to me? Wasn't life supposed to get better after
making the decision to live? How could life possibly get worse?” Well, mine did.
For about 6 grueling months. ‘What kind of mind fuckery is this? There's no
quarantee your life will get better based on your choice to live. You have to

learn how to participate in living, one step at a time. A&Vc%:‘-we)

| ended up deciding on what | thought would be the least draining. So'
regrettably rejoined the family business (if your family owns a business, you
get that), and consciously choose to seperate myself from an unhealthy
environment. If | was going to have a shot at not going back to suicide, | had
to leave. | left feeling beaten. If those people knew [ was battling to stay

alive, would that have changed their behavior? [ sadly doubt it. Behavionr

1§ Conta tows. It preys upon the numb, the lost, and the ones seeking
direction. Which is why choosing your environment is so powerful. Even when
it requires a sacrifice.

Not everyone would agree with this solution, but this is when | chose my
focus would be to give Braddah the best life. | somehow knew... giving him
the best life would teach me how to give myself the best life. Cause life. Is.

Hard. Period. If you didn't catch my emphasis.. Uﬁé lg/ MA\ZV)‘

For all of us.




This is also the time | stopped asking “Why...7" | exhaust myself with the
questions. One looping around the other, draining my energy. “Why is this
happening to me?" kept me stuck. If | was going to live, | had to start asking
“How will [ live with this? What (AN [ do?" I've never stopped asking. This is
how | taught myself to get back up. *Braddah puts on his fu Manchu outfit®

Movvx, /@U yeVe J‘ime}. (reo[ L&C(L VL( u?M

In the process of picking myself back up daily, I learned a critical lesson. A
lesson some of you will disagree with. Which is part of the beauty of
self-discovery. You get to choose what works for you and what doesn't. Which
for me is how you take a detour. Away from the road to suicide. For me it was
a r0ad (it's different for everyone, part of our problem in understanding it).
Not a singular event. It was a compilation of large and many small events that
led me to believe [ was alone. [ didn't belong anywhere. Like Wolverine, a lone
wolf left to deal with my anger on my own.

In my shift, | started to allow myself to feel things again. Mind you, it started
very small. With hiking. I started with fear because fear is my default. Now

that | felt ok hiking, it was time to do more. | decided to push myself to do

something | was deeply afraid of. | feared my family would disown me if | got
a tattoo (children of conservative parents will understand). In the process of
getting my one and only tattoo, | realized literally, pain passes. In fact, it can
even lead you to an alternative route. | started painting again slightly before



and during the process of getting my tattoo. Another fear. Another thing |
hadn't done for almost 20 years. The next thing | knew | was feeling all this
stuff. Lacking the words to express it. Finally, a place to put it. | completed 29
paintings in less than a year. All an expression of what it felt like to pull myself
out of the grave. But just like life, in order to receive this beautiful tattoo
(thank you Wakako), | had to be willing to feel the pain. Willing. Whoa.

—U»m ljf i}.

Braddah sat with me as | floundered through a shit basket of emotions | didn't
understand. With time, it came. This epiphany I still wholeheartedly believe
today

My capacity to Love is a direct result
from my capacity to feel Pain. My
capacity to allow Pain to be felt
increases my capacity for compassion,
empathy and most of all, how to Love!

Good new§ eVeryowe, as the Professor would say. This means you can
Increase your empathy,?ompassion and ability to Love.

The more Braddah allowed my Pain without asking me to fake it, the more
alive | became. The more [ began to Love, the more Braddah brought me back




from the depths of death itself. | am aware that | wouldn't exist without
Braddah in my Life. This is why | don't know how to thank him. The gravity

of his giftis difficult for a lot of you to understand. You'd first have to
understand what it felt like to not wanna be here anymore. To no longer want
to participate with life. Although, Braddah tells me there are a lot of you who
also don't wanna be here anymore. We are so sorry you feel this way. [ wish

| could say it's not gonna hurt as you try to figure out how to build stairs

out of your grave. That was not my experience. In my experience, it was the
allowing of the hurt that saved me. [t was having the Big Bradds who sat with
me, with my pain, even if he didn't agree with it. He knew how to just Love,

“80 Ibs of Plop™ Lg(j. l;vﬂ H«i; H»e Le}i 5(03[ ln H»e
w‘»ole wi&e onm’.Z
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I you love poetry, you'll
love the Hawaiian language.
Speaking it is not a skill |
have. But | love listening to
the chanting. Like they are
bellowing from the depths
of their Soul to the Gods

up above. It has always
interested me how some
cultures experience words.
How Hawaiians have more
than 200 words for rain. How
Braddah had a Finnish term

from his spy days, g/m,‘ ”

ll\/kovv», el ll}‘x
&oejwu L\ZV‘L.

(Sisu' loosely means stoic
determination, tenacity

of purpose, grit, bravery,
resilience and hardiness,
somehow all in one.) Or how
Sanskrit has 96 words for

Llove. Whoa.

| feel like multiple ways to
describe Love is not only
appropriate, but needed.
Needed ina world driven by
like's rather than experiences.
Needed in a place where

1 https./fen.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sisu







people feel depressed in our search for Love. How do you search for something
when it's defined differently amongst all of us? Our disagreement of how to
define Love contributes to our misunderstanding of it.

Have you ever loved a type of food on your dinner plate that you saved it till
the end? [ have. Only problem is I get full in my hot pursuit. Now I'm stuck.
With two crappy choices.

1) Stop eating & now I can't enjoy the food | Love so much I saved, or the
choice | took more often (purely out of a but it's s000 good” stubbornness)

1) Stuff. My. Face. Justifying it was because | did it for the thing | Love. Walking
around bloated. And thankful | made yoga pants my almost full-time attire,

Would this food Love be equal to how you feel for the person who
understands you best? | mean, maybe that's true for you, but it doesn't make

Bradds point moot (ove 15 only, (ransCendend when 145

l/lwcow&ialiowgl. Everything else is a thank GOD ['m wearing yoga
pants'moment.

When Love is unconditional, it doesn't ask me for something. It doesn't try to
make me into the best version they see. It doesn't allow myself to not
ctheck-in, to peek, to see if my behaviors and actions are still aligned with



who | want to be. When Love is unconditional, it does not mean it loses logic
or Grace. It still demands a presence. Unconditional Love makes aff of us reach
for the stars. That's my definition of it. You get to define it on your own.

\What would you rather have, a definition of Love by likes? l10 Y ;ML;)
Or a definition of Love that requires you to reach? Kibble or bacon Lgfaddf?'

SACON

The way in which Braddah Loved me was self-less. Maybe we Love animals
because not being able to speak allows us to feel heard. Which is what we
need in those low moments. To be heard. Somehow Braddah knew what |
needed for every moment. When to let me sit. When to let me cry. When to
get me outside. When to push me to do something difficult. (all me crazy, but
as my friend Genesis says, /¢S like he’s human.”

Now in hindsight, | believe we have the terms "unseen” and “unheard" a bit
misplaced. | believe that by Braddah sitting with me, attentive and listening,
he allowed me to see and hear myself. His listening and acceptance allowed

me to turn down the noise.Wow, \tpj 50 lowd 1w ﬂ»m,‘ It gave
me the space to see myself as | am. Good or bad, it didn't matter anymore,
It just was. This let me see my starting point on my map to recovery. Most
importantly, it allowed me to hear myself. Braddah's ability to listen and
accept allowed me to turn up the volume of my own voice. Giving me




discernment as to which direction to take. _U\e Le}:" A&VMJ’M(&S
VeﬂllhiVe A vv»é/(,‘

Feeling safe & Loved by Braddah is what brought me back to the belief. I no
longer have a choice. Suicide is not in my option basket. Nowadays | wonder.
About all the other peaple who have committed suicide. Or the ones that
have it on their mind now. ‘What if they were to learn this powertul tool? A
tool that taught me how to discern when Love is unconditional or conditional
Which taught me who's safe for me to share what with. Not everyone needed to

/mawevefyt/)/'ng.'%on[eco[ 17ovw (bt?lyoo&.

This tool shifted my perspective. I other people had this tool, would they
still feel what they're feeling? Or would they, like me, slowly build stairs in
the grave | had been digging? That's right, living beyond almost committing
suicide makes me a zombie.

'm a zombie bitches! | believe you must first define what you are seeking
from this Life. Then practice actions of Unconditional Love.

| believe it we can learn how to communicate in a more candid way, we can do
a better job at practicing Unconditional Love.



My sci-fi/fantasy brain is curious. What could we accomplish in a lifetime
where we a// checked into ourselves? Where we all bear the responsibility of
digging stairs where and how we 've dug our own graves. (all me evil, but |

desire a world of zombies. {Zicle Grtanes Bidch)




emotions in our tissues is

one thing. It'sjarring to
experience the effect of
quiding people's bodies into
relaxation. I'm not talking
about binging in front of
Netflix relaxing. I'm talking
about the deep healing

kind of relaxing. Very often
people cry.

Have you ever been left
wondering when your body
will run out of tears? Yeah.
Me too. [t wasn't until my
yoga teacher training and
reading ‘The Body Keeps
the Score” that all that
crying made sense. | found
the book spooky. Difficult
to read without analyzing
myself. My pudding proof
that trauma can be stuck
in the body came after
teaching one of my favorite
things, Yoga Nidra. Reading
how we can store old

| was living with my nervous
system on fight-or-Tlight (or
in my case, freeze) too often
and for too many years. The

/ by Bessel van der Kolk







reason why this is nort Cool is better explained in ‘Waking the Tiger' by
Peter Levine’

"Helplessness is closely related to the primitive universal
biological response to overwhelming threat—the
freezing response. ...

The helplessness that is experienced at such times s not the
ordinary sense of helplessness that can affect anyone from time
to time. The sense of being completely immobilized and helpless
Is not a perception, belier or a trick of the imagination. It is real
The body cannot move.”

\What makes it difficult to decompress is my forever racing brain. “What if”
scenarios of the unknown future. Alongside the obsessive analytical nature
that comes with the thoughts of the past. The term Tiving in the Now can
feel elusive. It can be a frustrating concept when you lack the experience to
know what that would feel like. To be in the Now. Explanations like feeling the
wind upon my face made me wanna punch people in the nose. You don't know
what you don't know. Help a sista out.

] Waking the Tiger by Peter Levine; Py 147




This is why Yoga Nidras (or NSDR's) became my favorite thing. It put my body
into the physical state of Wow: Finally giving me the feeling. A ruler, a quide,
my compass. This gave me a more honest lens of my own discernment. If [ was
really present or distracted. Kamini Desai Phd says it better than ['in her book
Yoga Nidra: The Art of Transformational Sleep®

"Yoga Nidra is a powerful method to develop your capacity to
allow all experience to come and go and to be peaceful in the
midst of all of them. The more you know that peace is always
present and always available. the less you need to fear or hold
onto what comes and qoes. You know that no matter what comes,
you are okay. This allows you to soften your grip on life. You are
more able to abide and flow amidst the natural tides of life.”

Feeling is that part where you ‘allow your experiences to come & go.” Which can
include experiences of Pain. In fact, it will

've been both people in the yoga class. The one that has had a complete
meltdown. And the one who has taught a class where someone else had an
emotional release. Witnessing people cry after you quide them into yoga nidra
made me believe in The Body Keeps the Score’ It took me years to realize

how big it was that Braddah let me cry. That depth was only realized after

3 Yoga Nidra: The Art of Transformational Sleep by Kamini Desair Phl), Pg 199




| experienced how the body stores trauma (not an expert here, this is my
personal experience).

There are two important things Braddah taught me about emotions:

) €aotions are & Fool wean. Atool that can only be utiized
when you allow yourself to feel them.

J) It's healthy to feel your emotions, it's unhealthy to stay in any one emation

forto0 1010, €amoons +hat dow'+ wwove, blind.

The tricky partis for too long” You're the only one who can say what's

true for you. You're also your biggest liar. Luckily, I had Braddah. Every time
my Soul cried out for too long, Braddah would come running. Pinning my
shoulders down and licking away my tears. You'll only understand if you've
ever Loved a pitbull. If they wanna give you kisses, you're getting kisses. Pits
are aggressive. Aggressive Love givers that is. He wouldn't stop until my tears
turned to genuine laughter. Even anger wouldn't stop him. Only laughter.

It all | could muster was holding him after he licked my face off, he was good
there too. He'd sit with me for hours if that's what [ needed. Any emotion |
had, he allowed it. But [ wasn't allowed to stay there.

Some of you might be confused. ‘What do you mean it's unhealthy to feel



one emotion for too long'? What about Love? Or Joy? Huh, huh huh?!" Those
emotions feel great. Like you, | prefer to be in those emotional states as well.
The difference Bradds gave me is an awareness.

Awareness that the human experience is a fluxing emotional experience.
Happiness can turn into sadness about a family tragedy in an instant. for all
of us. This awareness allows me to feel my sadness, but with the promise
that the sadness will flux into a new emotion at some point. This tool helps

me to determine if the change in my emotional state needs to be felt va»
e)ovw»& jii with vouoriflneedtoassist myself Pm vjovw»é/

[icle your J(;ce 04/(.

Assisting yourself with a behavior will look different for all of us, for every
tircumstance. Sometimes | need more stillness and I'll do yoga nidra, or sitin
a hammock. Other times | need intensity and Il find a way to sweat. Most
of the time, I need to breathe. And the two of us would head out on an

Adventure.‘{;(?, lel’; P leopj, leopj éDl

In other words, | learned how to honor my state. Versus suppressing or
needing to change my state. What a paradox! | ended up finding a pattern
that remains true for me till this day. | can determine what I need by
developing an awareness of how my body communicates with my mind. And
because | am Nature, | must accept that decoding my own language is




ever-evolving, ever-changing. And my responsibility.

One more thing on this subject. Have you ever practiced Gratitude? Have you
ever realized you were lying outwardly because you didn't actually experience
that feeling inwardly? You know that's the truth because you're not elated
like others who practice Gratitude. /s anything happening?”1 have found this
process of building my compassion, empathy, and ability to Love... that's the
ticket to Gratitude.

Gratitude journals annoy me a bit. A lot. I think it's just my personality. I'm
super happy for you if they work, hell, even jealous. If you happen to be

like me, think of Bradds instead. It always felt like he was telling me, lP;
ole f]'o (/Vt,). %W]’ we3Ve v»o} va»& Si&t,} Lxew o‘,L’.Z

Braddah basically ShiftAdapt'd me. \ZM)UL 2 ous state Mo
Gratitude followed.
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L‘\’OC V\’ l M water gets murky is there

< are no ‘one size fits all
methods. We are [iterally
called to change individually,
mv V\, l V\, first. Then we can change
collectively. What | think
t is bullshit may be your
greatest tool. What worked

effectively for me may not
work for you at all.

Trust the Process’is no
another way of accepting
circumstances to the point
of being a doormat. Rather,
| see it as a skill that you
build over time. For me,
knowing which choices to
follow comes in a super
quiet, super still, and super
small voice. But it is still a
voice. In other words, | Trust
the Process when | learn

to Jrust Myself enough to
sort through motivational
bullshit. Sure, some of it

I great. | even follow a

lot of it. Where [ think the

Don't be mad at me if

this triggers you. But | see

massive amounts of people
who claim they wanna rise







up, like the Phoenix. It confuses me because we leave out the whole other half

of the process of becoming a Phoenix. To be dESUOY@d.DejJ'VVLCJ'OV. Tobe
burned alive in temperatures so hot you become a pile of ash. Braddah showed
me on our Adventures how destruction follows Nature's pattern. After massive
destruction, Nature creates. The Universe finds it's rhythm after chaos. The

Phoenix rises. AMW \lpj lﬂyﬁf&.

My view of this process of burning oneself is like an unlearning. Rather than
adding on more skill, more tasks, and more pressure, it was more like an
unveiling. | found my small inner voice to live in the center of a Russian doll.

V)g! As | unlearn something that doesn't fit the life | want, I become closer
to that center. By burning away an unneeded layer. ‘51;41

For example, rejoining the family business created a lot of anxiety for me.
Mostly because we have different definitions of “hard work = success” It's
super difficult to get us all together as a family. My folks have worked 7 days a
week minus Christmas and Easter for 34 years. Going out to lunch is like pulling
teeth. No matter the day, no matter the circumstance. 7'm too busy, there’s
not enough time.” This is how Star Wars became a surrogate. There is nothing
wrong with their point of view. My parents provided. This is a conflict of
definitions. Before | realized | could create my own definitions I've sabotaged
every potential success |'ve ever had. (arrying around this subliminal message



| gave myself. One that left me in fear. fear of a life that wasn't mine, sucking
my energy, burning me out, lacking In Adventuce

When Braddah was putting his energy into my prescription glass, | had to

find a better way to get his energy out. As | told you before, | fell back into a
childhood Love for hiking. After some time I'd stop complaining about Bradds
taking 2-4 hrs of my day. | found myself enjoying our time out in Adventure.
0ddly, once my attitude shifted from being bitter Braddah you take up so
much of my time', | became productive. A lot. | couldn't figure the math. It
didn't make sense. | didn't have time before Braddah. Now we're spending 2-6
hrs a day outside and I'm somehow getting more done?! [ think I just learned
how to prioritize. Huh? That certainly changes things.

It took me almost his whole life to realize what occurred. | unlearned. | created
a new definition of success that felt good to me. Making prioritizing easier. It

felt light, flexible, Ardvendneons, uplitting, hell. even excting. | realized
redefining my definitions was a tool. %1741

Think about how much you could unlearn and redefine in your own life. The
short list is framed by culture, religion, what your zip code is, family dynamics,
relationships, society and more. | realized that when | didn't take the time

to look deeper, | was living a life that wasn't suitable, for me. Discovering

what does and doesn't work for me gave me a fun Robbie-Bradda f-style




toolbox. There's not a single person who gets to decide what your toolbox

looks like. %M

Every time | made a decision that was suitable for the life [ wanted, | took

off another layer that didn't belong to me. It didn't matter if those decisions
were as small as when [ wanted to eat breakfast. It was all up for debate. Did

| really like that show everyone else loves? (an | accept that I'm solar powered
and winters are brutal? Will | learn to Love that I'm unable to recharge around
other people? All for me, me, me. This weird mix is me.

%Lﬂl. (Elml. %Lq.
Each individual decision about how | perceive life, define life and what | desire

for my own.. Ll Eachtime | don't follow someone else's 'S most effective
ways to start your day'.. 171741

| hope all the Phoenix wanna-be's out there stop focusing on Tising up. Rising

pfomuna? [f 15 covy yon have wo reason o rise.
Again, this is just my belief, my tZolbox. Yours will be different. My experience
led me to more moments | needed to ignite (shame), to get rid of (false
beliefs) or to let go (unproductive self-talk). There were more things lignited
into ash. More than there’s been things that I've added.

| believe we can all be a Phoenis, so does Bradds Ca - C.auw! A Phoenix



hasn't caught our attention for centuries because it's merely beautiful as it
rises. It's beautiful as it experiences a fierce & powerful Grace, letting pieces of

|tselfgo—l’£»ah er Coo ejo[ (MJF J( “\e Slom) ma .
Fl—ﬁ& ‘
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My sister, Trini and |, can
instantly go back to our
muppet days, using our
imagination while bobbing
our heads. When (Gl didn't
exist like today, using your
Imagination was part of
the fun when watching
Fraggle Rock, Sesame Street,
Mr.Rogers or our all time
favorite The Muppet Movie:
Have you ever heard the
words to The Rainbow

(omnection? [ atwbows!
(Side note, 'l never forget
my yoga final. During the
portion where | received my
grade. Did [ hear Kermit?’
Ha. Yep"I'said sheepishly.
But that was me, practicing
to use my individual
toolbox )

your imagination and think
of your emotions like rivers.
Rivers remind me of how |
envision emotions to move.
A healthy river needs to
flow. Stagnation (suppressing
emotions) will make a river
toxic. Too much build up. It
takes time to clean it up.
Once it starts flowing again,
stagnation can still remain
fora while, or even occur
again.







Rivers have a purpose, erosion. Braddah showed me that depending on how
| dealt with my emotions, | could either create a canyon. Or a mountain.
That partis my choice. The emotion had nothing to do with it. The emotion,
regardless of which one, will be neutral. The emotion is the river. How | react
to them determines it I'm building a bigger canyon. Orif I'm carving out a
mountain.

Braddah had this sweetness that made strangers immediate fans. Every walk
we've ever been on, if we saw people, someone commented about him. Kids
Loved him beyond. Young boys especially. | think it's because they could sense
his goofy energy. (ool dog’ they'd say as they cooly walked past.

But it was also because Braddah looked you in the eyes. Which by the way is
another lesson. We have forgotten how to ‘see” each other. [t's why | believe
suicide is at an all time high. We're so distracted. Our forgetting of the
knowledge and practice of ‘seeing’ each other is showing its effects. Try it for
yourself. Look. Really look into someone else’s eyes, with a goofy ass smile and
a wag in your tail (however that shows up for you). See how your interactions
with people shift. Sure, it doesn't work with everyone. But we don't need
everyone to Love the world more. Although we do need most of us.

Once [ took Bradds on a hike to Mt. Charleston near Vegas. When we got to the
lookout of the hike, he HAD to say lJri to each & every individual person up



there. Even the ones he had to rock climb to get to. Looking every person in
the eyes, with so much excitement and Love. It was like he was reminding you,

screaming in his Chewbacca voice Loole  around (70“" This. ls.
Ammmm&a&&&?%??wim),‘ ‘ ” He was so frickin’ funny man.

[t wouldn't surprise me if a Stranger reads this and says hey, / think I've met
your dog before’. Braddah was that way. [ couldn't tell you what it was exactly.
| know it has something to do with his energy.

[t's what inspired me to change my energy. | saw how Braddah's energy shifted
people. | saw how his Love changed people’s minds about pitbulls. | can't tell
you how many times this scenario happened:

Dooo, can | pet your dog?”

Yeah, he'd love it more than you think.

What kind of dog is he/she?”

fe’s a pitbull’

Slow steps back, Uh... what...a pitbull?” with concern in their voice.
Yep. You may not recognize it because he hasn't been cropped”

As Braddah loses his shit, tail wagging in circles like a propeller. He stares at
these now terrified strangers. Asking
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Then the stranger folds and says something around the terms of Fuck. /f. /
qotta get me some of that Love.

| saw Bradds shift peaples states like it wasn't hard. Like it was pure and
simple. And that's because | think it is.

The only issue most of us have is a social issue. We're embarrassed to be our
gooty Loving selves. [t's not a Love issue. Braddah showed me how deep Love
goes. He also showed me we humans have a depth even we don't understand.
There's a caveat to understanding our own depth. The only way to understand
how much depth you're capable of is to express it.

But how will you express it? What will be created around the erosion of your
emotions? What mark will you leave on others? That's up to every single one
of us. I hope to express it like Bradds. Bradds Loved life to the depth he did
because he expressed his Love first. He received so much Love because he
gave so much Love. [ want to be like him.






CO V‘/V\/CJ. vaginas. | currently have a

real estate license | don't

use. The biggest blessing my
horrible jobs gave me was
e O an awareness of how ['d like

things to be different. | don't
know what that exactly looks
like from here. Or how I'm
going to get there. All [ know
Is Braddah helped me to

Love myself more Gracefully
And in that Grace, | received
Deace.

La la la connect the dots
Sorry, | can't say that phrase
without hearing

Pee-wee Herman. Do

you see what kind of
environment Braddah got
stuck with? I'm a weirdo.

| think that's part of the
reason why | haven't found
a (areer or purpose. As |
write this, I'm 40 and ['ve
never done more than have
a job. You grocery store
workers, | feel you man. The
publicis hard.

Did I mention I'm a weirdo?

Nothing ever really fit. ['ve
been a server. |'ve waxed







| describe myself as an ‘acquired taste’ I'm not for everyone. Everyone isn't
for me. Being yourself can be a lonely space, at least in my head. Each minor
rejection adds up to playing small. |, being strong willed as | am, took that too
far. | played so small, I became so tiny, | almost didn't exist. Until Bradds would
knock me back to the present.

Braddah was a nose nudger. If you weren't giving enough Love, he'd tell you.
Sure, sometimes | let it annoy me. Absolutely | could have disciplined that

away. But | felt like it was my reminder. th?, ln ng/ momem[,

(\oVe, o(L’.Z "Iou Lxew vwa’.Z )Ml LoVe. T{«e Vejt]'

wov»)o[ anddter. hnd | already knew that was true because [ was almost
there. Playing with the idea of death was dangerous. But it did give me a
perspective that has never left me. [t's simple. After you've defined it, just
start practicing Love. Start with yourself.

These days | start with the acceptance that in some ways, | am still lost. In
fact, because of Bradds, [ now view being lost " as an emotion. Rather than a
physical place. [ took ‘lost in a maze' as the literal scenario of feeling lost. Like
there was somewhere else for me to be. As i ['ve been doing life wrong.

Defining ‘being lost” as an emotion, | see it's purpose for showing up in me, as
an alert. It's trying to tell me to recalibrate my compass. I'm doing something
that may be logical, but completely wrong for me.



d\/@"‘"/ &o t,)ol/x eVen lenow vowieu’? \Zeé,l e)o[&q[e?

Braddah participating in my lite as my rice or die partner helped me
understand myself. | began to recognize when my body was telling me
something was right or wrong for me. It was stupid simple.

Braddah didn't care what | did to bring home the bacon C& (,{«ee;e)
He purely cared that we were together. So why did | care about what | did?
All of the jobs I've had ended up leaving me feeling empty anyways. | began
to pursue a feeling rather than a career. Lordy did that create a clusterfuck of
tries with no wins.

Yousee, I imagine life to be less of a timeline. More of a lg, L;, lg,
connect the dots. The tricky part is where in the hell is my pencil?” Each time
Braddah and | created an Adventure memory, it left a star or a dot. When

we would try new things, [ would either Love the feeling and it would leave
a big & bright star on my path. Other times we tried new things and it left
me feeling dull. Those stars don't shine as bright. I don't use these stars for
navigation anymore. They aren't bright enough and | can't depend on them.
My timeline is more like looking at all the constellations. Using only the
brightest of stars. Making navigating myself more simple.

This slow process of following what made me feel like "I Love this life with




Bradds”, led me in a zig-zag pattern to pursuing my yoga teacher certificate in
Boise, Idaho. Although I'm still putting it all together, | recognized that Yoga

was one of my pencils, connecting my dots. L;, lg, l;ﬂ Your pencil will
be different. But | believe you'll find it as you navigate the brightest stars of
vour timeline. You'll find the constellation that is you. [t may take time.

During my yoga training | learned tools that would be needed at a later time.
| was lucky. My yoga mentors believed that Yoga can assist with the "finding
yourselt” journey. | either learned new tools or they would solidify something
| learned from a dog. In this process, I learned | Love teaching in my pj's and
telling a Story with Yoga Nidra. Stories that gave me permission to remind me
what Love feels like. How it shows up. Like how Bradds consistently showed up
for me. Always in the energy of Love. From the felt-sense of my body.

By giving mysel the permission to follow my brightest stars | had to learn
how to read my sky. Stars are ever-moving and shifting. It's ok it [ do too. It's
ok to wander and shift. I'm leaving myself clues to my bigger picture, which in
time, like the constellations, will change.

| don't know what my lite will fook like. Or how | will get there. Today my life
looks like a gift from Bradds. I'm meant to tell his Story. To heal myself. To
force myself to pursue my constellation's biggest and brightest star, Braddah's
Gallery. To guide me and remind me of the lessons Braddah gave me. “That



was his purpose - so every breath forward is in honor of him.” Thanks Trini. Said

perfectly (o, (s, “Startler” (aa? ey, what Hhe hell
a5 Hod2 i | fard? | 0] bliee i
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| met the smartest rabbit in
the world. She lives along
White Rock Loop at Red Rock
in Nevada. Me & Braddah
saw her. just once, like a
powerful myth. Braddah saw
her first and tried to catch
her. He heard once that if
vou successtully catch her
you shall be granted one
wish. And he desperately

wanted ‘Bgcow,‘ He
chased her with all of his
might.

He was hairs away from
snatching her up. As
quickly as she appeared,

'e V‘/ she disappeared. Into a

cactus bush that is. Yep, you
read that right. A cactus
bush. Al 80 Ibs of the Big
Guy careening into it. Did

| mention we were almost
exactly %2 way on the loop?
Meaning the direction didn't
matter, it was gonna be a
painful walk back to the car.

[t took us over a week to
get every piece out of his
body. Sometimes with sneak
attacks during naps. Frickin’







quy started sleeping with one eye open... always cautious... always watching..
forever a Spy.

Back then | couldn't decide when he was the toughest. The cactus bush? Or
when he was a pup and ran full speed into a brick wall pursuing a soccer ball.

Just to shake it off and ask for (Mm (muueg;e. Little did [ know of his
tenacious spirit. He was so jolly it was easy to overlook he was also a fighter. A
fighter who danced his happy trot till the end. He did "Love" our dance parties
(I'was really good at annoying him with my moves).

When | say Braddah LIVED for his A&vmiwex My quess is you haven't
imagined it enough. It was part of his charm. Let me tell you how he lived his
greatest Adventure, living life here on Earth. You know the term child-like Joy?
This was Braddah's default. While mine is fear.

Braddah's dancing tenacity showed itself when we realized he's been Thriving
while having terminal prostate cancer that has spread into his lymphatic
system. You see Braddah's definition of Thriving is Loving life ASIT IS. They
gave him one month to live. In fact, what [ thought was a change in his
dietary needs due to his senior status, turned out to be his prostate, literally
in the way.

| promise you, | didn't allow him to suffer. But I also wasn't gonna take his life



prematurely. If you saw him you'd know. He wanted to Live. He wanted more
than just tollive. This quy would beg to swim in the Boise River. /n December
and January. In lgano! (He's a Wim Hof fan.) Sure, we had to snuggle up in front
of the space heater when we got home. But am [ gonna regret fluffy blankets,
Braddah snuggles, and most of all watching him Love life?

| COVE SWIMMIVE! Nope

[t's no surprise to me that Braddah would want to go out by having
A&vmiwe;. But I didn't expect him to still be gearing to go while
experiencing hemorrhoids. No, | did not foresee that tenacity hisg/m.

Here he was, in a circumstance where [ would have allowed the trumpets to
sound my ballades of self-pity. Instead, he chose to still play reggae. Bouncing
with his happy gazelle trot to the rhythm of Life. f before | couldn't recognize
Grace, well here she was.

Like a mystical rabbit, granting the wish of Loving Life.

Except there were no wishes made. It was all from his Spirit and how he
participated with Life. [t was fierce, powerful. | hope to emulate Braddah's
Spirit when it becomes my time. [ can't think of a better way to end this Life.
In enjoyment. In Awe. In Adventure. Surrounded by the ones you Love. And
only when it's time. Sounds pretty awesome to me.




For you Big Guy, | will stop living by happenstance. | will stop allowing life to
occur asif I don't have a choice in the matter. | will stop being satisfied with
the crumbs. [ promise you I'll go after the whole damn cake. | will follow your
example. [ will Thrive. [won't let a bump to my head, running into cactuses, or
a swollen ass stop me from living an honest life.

bven if that meanszMMﬂ/é in the wintertime.
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My most recent affair with
Awe was with Braddah as
he lived out his days with
cancer. | was shocked it
affected me as much as it
did. A part of me thought |
was ok with it. He'san old
quy. Something was bound
to happen. He's in his next
phase and will be like those
old tired dogs that can barely

walk’ (\/o(e. That s NOT
how Bradds wanted to go,
That showed up every day.
He was ready to experience
Life every single day. Even
though, yes he got slower.

Yes, he slept a lot more. His
Spirit kept asking for the
next Adventure. He desired

more. (et 5 P®) e
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e'd have these bursts of
playfulness that would melt
me. The look in his eyes that
made me a promise. That
somehow we would figure
out space & time together.
We will see each other’s
energy again.

He also taught me in these
last days, Awe is a feeling







that must be pursued. If you're like me and have never found a purpose, fuck
your purpose. Give it up with Grace. Accept you don't have one and move
intentionally forward. Intentionally seeking Awe instead. Like Big Bradds. Make
your purpose less about being somewhere in life or being someone. Make your
purpose more about your character and who you are. In that pursuit, your
curiosity will lead. In time you'll discover there was never something you had
to pursue besides yourself.

The best part about Awe to me... is it only speaks to you. You are the only one
who can say what actions & behaviors create Awe for you. In myself, I know

| feel Awe when I'm in Nature, listening, breathing. [ feel Awe on the tops

of mountains, swimming in waterfalls, watching a storm. [ see Awe when |
witness dusk & dawn. I'm in Awe watching the horizon glow on a sandy beach.

'm humbled by Awe watching Braddah Love Life for all it's about, even as

he was dying. Every. Single. Day. Braddah Loved. Whether he was Loving me,
his Lugar pack, friends that adored him, the delivery guy/gal, or complete
strangers. It didn't matter to him. In fact, if you made direct eye contact
with him, forget about it, we were headed your way. He was gonna meet up.
Introduce himself
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Braddah's capacity to Love everyone and everything, even through pain, has
given me a tool that will never leave me. A lesson he wanted to leave me with.

(ove 15 eally dhe shid! And completely worth the effort and
pain that comes vvit? it

As lite goes, my current challenges are injury and most challenging, living
without you Bradds. As far as my injury, my foot still swells and my knees

still hurt in even the most docile terrain. | have not been able to hike for 2
years due to ligament tears. For the first time in my life, I'm going to have to
learn how to ‘train” my body. This is new territory for me. I'd be lying if | said |
wasn't frustrated. But [ know in my heart why | have this challenge is merely
another layer of me asking to be discovered. Life is asking me something |
don't have the answer to yet. I'm still figuring that out.

Although | knew he would eventually go, | thought I'd sense it. Every friend
that has gone through this told me “You'll know. You'll see it in his epes.
Not Bradds. They gave him one month to live in late July, 2019. He lived till




February, 2020, not skipping a beat, living for Adventure. | even thought

he might make it to his 12th birthday. Cinco de (A'@ 0. Hewasso
incredibly happy to go outside and explore. He still ate well?nd drank water
like a champ. His ears would still flop around when he galloped his happy

trot. Braddah Loved A&ww}m; so much | made one of those illogical
decisions on paper.

There's a beautiful walkway along the river here in Boise. Braddah's biggest

Love's were his lady, Emma, andg/\lll/\/k(f\/kl{\/é‘ |'ve never seen a pitbull

that could out swim a lab or retriever before. There won't be a body of water
that won't make me think of him.

S0 we could go on /‘Hlvmlwe; right outside our door, I sold my house. |
only lived in this house for 1.5 years in the city with the hottest real estate in
the country. Instead of letting my investment grow, | got an apartment along
the Greenbelt (which is another Braddah moment. Let's just say he picked it

months prior). This made it capable for us to have A‘&Vewj-v&wj twice 3

day. Almost every day, minus the days | made him rest, from November to
February.

You rocked it dude. ['m in utter shock you re gone. But | hear you.
You're asking more from me.



[ hope | properly expressed Love back to you. | hape | become the
part of you that didn't want to go. To never allow suicide in my
option basket

Jake and [ had to quide you down to the ground after the Ist two
injections. Your body left before your Spirit or Heart. Your prostate
had become so large, it's completely blocking your urethra. You
were crying and shaking. for the first time you showed Pain. You
only stopped giving me and others Love when | decided [ wasn't
qoing to push you into kidney failure. It was the most difficult
decision in my Life.

You're Loving Spirit & Adventurous Heart wanted to Live on

But your body had to move on. A kind compassionate vet was
delivering your injections. He allowed me to lay with you on the
ground. Your face on top of my arm. We were spooning. | get to
feel you push up against me while | grasped you tight. lelling you
[l find a way. [l figure out the Magic of time & space. We are
Entangled Big Bradds

Thank you for giving me a shot at living. It never felt like
anything was big enough to thank you. | promised you | wouldn't
be embarrassed 14 sing to you your lullaby as you moved on. ‘Hey




Jude: You picked this song around the time you were 4. Falling
into the deepest most relaxing, trusting snore sleeps. In an
instant, 2 verses, that's all it generally took. You didn’t like being
called Jude though, so we changed that part to Sweet Pea’ Until
you qot cancer, | never really paid attention to the words [ sang

It was during one of our nightly ewly Lell sessions. |
realized that you picked that song out for me. All those years aqo.

for this moment. This moment, when [ needed to say good-bye.
With one last snore and push up against my body, you were gone.

Leaving me with a request. Be a Storyteller. Tell your Story,
Learn to Thrive

The most difficult part about saying bye to Bradds is knowing what he’s
asking of me. | ended up not committing suicide because of the Love Bradds
8 I have (yes, present tense). It's difficult to think about coping with life
without my anchor. It's terrifying to know that's exactly what I'm called to do.

| quess it there's anything | could plead from anyone who can relate, | would
say stay open to the forms of Grace. Maybe it shows up for you as a
lizard, a pine cone, in Leqo’s, it doesn't matter. Stay apen to how life is talking
specifically to you. Your Grace could end up in the form of a pitbull you didn't



evenwant. ¥Chewbacca notses¥

What will keep me going now that he's gone? I'm sure I'll get flack for this but
| don't care. This visionis a silly thing | get to hold onto, as | learn how to Live.
In school, | was learning how to do a guided Somatic Breath by practicing it.
Now ['m not exactly sure what happened, we'd have to ask a neuroscientist
like Andrew Huberman. Although [ was awake, | “saw” like | was in a dream.

| saw myself dying. Not by my own hand. But by doing something with this
Life that Braddah gave me. I know my energy shifts into something else and
'm suspended. As | start to feel form, No, it can’t be. It couldn’t ITISI"It's the
Big Guy. Except, he's more than big. He's the size of a dragon. As | climb onto

his back, he flies me into space to head off on an Adventure Exploring
the Universe. When we take off towards the star-filled night, [ fist pump the

air while simultaneously yelling out Vé/arbr‘ Braddah was my Falcor.

| will unapologetically hold onto this vision. | will allow this vision to quide me
into something | have not learned yet. [ want to do more than just Live. [ want
to Thrive. Like Big Bradds did. To the very end.




END...




...4ov (\/ow,‘




Ig Bradds

|




Lyrics to “Hey Jude' by the Beatles,
Braddah Man’s style

(urious to feel Braddah's energy?
| understand. Braddah sounds
like the song “Honolulu” by
Slumberville. Hell Bradds, you
sound more like music, period. |
finished the first version of this
book with this song on repeat. [t
made me wanna dance, to Live to
the beat of Life. Like Bradds.

/ Sorry ultra Beatles fans. | apparently have murdered the
yrics all these years. Hope you forgive me. [ m one of those that

thought it was ‘Rock the cashbox ” Anywha, here’s the Big Guy's
Jullby. This is what  sanq to him when we said good-bye

Sweet pea,

don’t let me down,
Take this sad song,
and make it better.
Remember,

to let her under
your skin,

Then we begin,

to make it better.

Sweet pea,

don’t be afraid,

You were meant to,

go out and get her.
Remember,

to let her into your heart,
If you should part,

to make it better.







The day after Braddah passed, Jake
(Emma’s dad), Sasha, Em's and |
went on a hike. Something Braddah
has done and that | was capable

of with my injury. At the end of

the hike Jake & I separately talked
to the Big Guy. Then we ended
our message to him by throwing
out one of his tennis balls. While
screaming his name so the Gods
could deliver the message.

Brasaddahhhh

He even qot two extra screams,
From his friends Cyndi and Genesis.

| told him | Love him. | selfishly
wish he was here, with me, forever
But | also Love him so much that
he needs to move on to his next
Adventure! He will visit me from
time to time. We will hangout

in dreamland. 'l somehow get
mysel back to the mountain tops,
fiquratively and physically. And
when [ do, I'll be sure to say, Hey
Dude. [ Love you Big Guy. 'm still

having Prlvendwres. Andit's
amazing out here.” Il do this by
screaming your name at every
future mountain top.




Bravaddahhhh

| know most of you don't know him, but please say I-H t0 him too. Scream his

name when you're at the top of your mountain. He'd (Loire nothing more
but to come down & say
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Because Braddah saved my Soul,

| always saw him as an equal.
Braddah built his own relationships
with people. | had nothing to do
with it but allow it. When Braddah
passed, one of the things that
helped me heal was how others
Loved him. How other peaple
shared their photos of him with
me. Their personal stories of

hanging out. [ce Creamn$
\Ways that Bradd's affected them.

'm left in Awe with how many
other people cried for the loss
of my dog. It reaffirmed to me

Braddah's ability to Love was Pure
& simple. And he shared it with
anyone who would let him.

Thank you to everyone who shared
a piece of his Love with me. He was
the greatest Dude.

Braddah would like to thank the
following:

€anand - YoU made me work for
your Love. I'd do it again. | Love you!

)a&e - tven though you and my
mom aren 't together anymore, you
both showed up to Love each other




In a new capacity. I'm proud of you.
Keep seeking your Awe. Take care of
Em's for me. You were my very best
friend in the whole wide world. ['l
MIss you man.

(near Pacle - Wewereal
pretty rad huh? The Ginger Turkeys.

Keep the Adventures going.

Crandma o (fmw&(g :

You quys Love popcorn like how | Love
bacon! Mom Loves you both. Go get
(razy. Have lots of Adventures.

l/lwcle g/g[ew-Dude,thanks for

Loving me man. You're one of my
favorite Dudes. If | could come back &
be yours, | would.

[/\/W(k - You Love Mom's crazy
Thanks for digging her as she is. She

will take your kids to the moon and

back. STORY TIME! (Mom does the
best voices huh? Gerrrrrrald!)

Tt - You & Mom have the same
quirky sense of humor. Love each
other. Hard. (an you smell it Me &
Kegger farted.

Trinidad - Sweet heart. You are




my Mom's next Sweet Pea. She Loves
you so dang much. You immediately

wake up to the sunrise. Chipper from
the get go. First words are "sun’s up”.
[t makes Mom laugh so hard she now
loves to see dawn.

%oe\lm& - What can | say Dude. You

are the New Dude. Keep my Mom
laughing ok? Poopy Pants McGee. Ha!
Good one man. Ps. 'l leave you the
keys to my invisible tank. Everything
you need to be the next World's
Greatest Spy will be in there. Oh, and
blowing stuff up is fun too. | mean,
Duuuude.

(-emests - You & my Mom created
something for each other that was
safe. You quys became family. Follow
vour heart. | Love you. Look out for
my teeth. 'l keep making you laugh.

wd.i - Dude. There will be more
moving of couches between you and
my Mom. Thanks for Loving her even
though soft shit ain't your thing.

(Michael -1 know we never met
But you've been there for my mom

in a bad ass way. There were many
messy years all while going through
things yourselr. Thank you for that.




)aml - You are my mom's most
consistent friend. For that [ Love
vou deeply.

l-m&v;] - I knew | picked the best

fairy godmother before | [eft.
(hest bumps to you and a multi-pass
for Roger.

U\'(l(/ﬁxéel g/iwc)ev - When Mom

first decided to live, she was angry
she had to figure out how to Love

Life again. She was tired of the world.

Your book, he Untethered Soul
guided her to her very first steps.

[/\'wie Foeles - Dude. | Love

when Mom watches your show.
Hi-larious! Mom thought her compass
was broken. You teach growth takes
time. You taught her to be patient

8 gentle gentle with herself. You
exposed things she was previously
blind-0 to. It's like working with a
dizzy cat. Ya feel me?!

Q\l?ébe}k Gilbwi -You

made Mom shake like an injured
animal. You were guiding a journal
exercise then asked her to share
her entry. She wrote about almost
committing suicide. DUDE! I you




didn't ask her to do this, she would
still NOT talk about it. And my story
would have never been told. She had
to grab the tail after it flew out of
her mouth.

%m %&mi”q - We heard
"Once Upon a Time" for the first time

on a drive. Mom was having dark
thoughts. She still sings this when
she's hurt. [t feels like you wrote it
for her. Big thanks Dude. Those times
were touch and go. Now that I'm not
there physically, you give my Mom’s
heart songs to sing. Those ones |
hear. Thanks.

U\'\elo&t? Gardod - Your music

kept us company when Mom had to
downsize our Lives. The final version
of this came out with your songs.

David (ro?cjiwg -Mom's gonna

carry the boats!!'Merry Christmas!

Momj g/& e Féw\lt}

Yoga Mom red|5£overed she had a
body. And that body mattered and
had its own language and needs.
Marisa Radha Weppner, Naomi Jones,
Marcy Midnight, Mary Baker (Mantra
Simran Kaur), Eric Wallace, Stacy
Matulis, and all of Mom’s peeps who




walked through the fire besides her.

/Arw&ww Hu[mm@w -
PhDude. Mom found you before your

podcast started. It was an accident.
She wanted to make her Nidras

rad. But when Mom was super sad,
language like “ascending to the
heavens” would not have worked.
(ostello sent me a radar and | made
you show up on her YouTube. Then
as i your knowledge wasn't enough,
vou led her to Brian and his dudes,
where everything changed. Thanks
man. Mondays are kinda a thing.

Brian Mackensie -Dude

You validated my relationship to my
Mom. Thanks for starting
@Shift_Adapt and guiding Mom on
how to requlate herselr,

\7—017 Wiljow-Youareone smart

Dude. Keep blowing up Mom's brains
out! [t's good for her to suffer.

€mil7 bric)Moww - If there'
anyone I'd choose to come back and
snuggle with, it'd be you. You gave
Mom the rest of the puzzle. You
helped her to Connect many dots.
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“Chewbaca noises drift off in the distance..
..as Bradds trots his happy gazelle trot off into the sunset to explore the Universe”










RESOURCES

I you currently have feelings of Again, I'm not a professional. This

suicide, Braddah asks you to call book is my own personal experience.

the National Suicide Prevention [t you need a professional, seek one
Hotline. 1-800-273-8255 out. These resources may not be as

impactful for you as they were for
me. But | wanted to give you a list
of things that assisted in changing
my trajectory. Ulimately look to your
behavior

] I need to be honest. m struggling to list this number Not because | don't believe it has value it does. More so because |
never called and | don't want to lie about my Story. | do, however, believe people struggling with “not belonging to themselves” are
being called upon that work individually. With individual experiences, individual stories, individual perspectives, individual
physiology, individual emotions and individual needs. In honor of that. [ will st this number. Not for myself or a reflection of my
Story. But for the individual out there that it will help. Please call




[T there is a single thing [ could give
you in hopes it works as well for you as
it did me, it would be a simple mantra
(yes, but remember, mantras are great
for self-talk).

GET BACK UP...
EVENTUALLY.

Now eventually isn't a cop out to
allow myself to live like there's no
consequences. But when | feel like I'm
being overtaken by that wave of grief
and despair, I'm driven by the thought
that it [ allow my body to feel what it
needs to, eventually the feeling will
pass. Start looking up how to requlate

your nervous system with behaviors.
Behavioral tools help me shed off

the need for "eventually”. (Now not
every time has that bounce, but you're
training the mind to "get back up’)
And stop asking “Why.." Start asking
“How.." Watch your brain start to look
for solutions that you were previously
blind to. Simply because you were
giving your brain the wrong problem
to solve.

HOW. | Love that question. Get Back
Up! How...2" There you go. Two things.
Hope that helps. Me & Bradds send ya
all the Love we can.
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The Untethered Soul by Michael Singer

Mindset by (arol Dweck

Grit by Angela Duckworth

Loving What Is by Byron Katie

The Desire Map by Danielle LaPorte
Big Magic by Elizabeth Gilbert

The 4 Agreements by Don Miquel Ruiz

Man's Search for Meaning by
Viktor £ Frankl

Braving the Wilderness by
Brene Brown

Attached by Amir Levine, M.D. and
Rachel S.F Heller MA.

Money: A Love Story by Kate Northrup
Atomic Habits by James (lear
Linchpin and Tribes by Seth Godin

The Body Keeps the Score by
Bessel Van Der Kolk, M.D.

Waking the Tiger; Healing Trauma by
Peter A Levine with Ann Frederick

Why Zebras don't get Ulcers by
Robert Sopalsky

Why We Sleep by Dr. Matthew Walker
Breathe by James Nestor

Oxygen Advantage by Patrick McKeown
Incognito by David Eagleman

How Emotions are Made by
lisa Barette Feldman

7 )5 Lessons of the Brain by
Lisa Barette feldman

Guardians of Being by Elkhart Tolle art
by Patrick McDonnell

You (an't Hurt Me by David Goggins
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“Huberman Lab by

Dr. Andrew Huberman
“Shift Perspectives by Shift_Adapt
Art of Breath by Shitt_Adapt
Skill of Stress by Shitt_Adapt
N=1Events by Shirt_Adapt
N=1Mentorship by Shift Adapt
.(this was the most informative
thing [ participated in as | was trying
to understand my physiology and
how [ react to it)
“The Matt Walker Podcast by

Dr. Matthew Walker

“Stop Chasing Pain by

Dr. Perry Nickleson
Lymphatic Mojo by

Dr. Perry Nickleson
“MarielV/ by Marie Forleo
B-School by Marie Forleo
(opy Cure by Marie Forleo
“Impact Theory by Tom Bilyeu
“Women of Impact by Lisa Bilyeu
*Relationship Theory by

Tom & Lisa Bilyeu

“Available for free. No costs necessary.




'd like to note | am not receiving
commissions by any of these people
or products. This is a personal list
that helped me figure out my own

way forward. Don't forget, I'm my
OWN MiX, S0 are you.

~ )
Fm& 20M 5.
[t's ok if your ‘mix’ shifts & changes.
[t's also ok if you disagree
with mine.
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Theodorious has given you Super Spy Super Powerful Super Secret magic paper.
Whatever you write, Braddah will get your message. Tell him what weighs on
your heart. How you will learn to Thrive. He's areally great listener.







Playing the game Scribbles by myself: Drew mid 2019 before selling the house.

We DID it Big Bradds. We told your Story,

[ ane o TORYTELLER!




