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Introduction 

Searching for the creative girl I used to be. 

Looking back to my childhood, I think I was a creative soul. If you saw me writing a play, designing a board game or creating a “play grocery store” from used food containers, you 
might think I was rather inventive. But I had no choice. I was routinely sent outside to play with nothing more than the clothes on my back and my bicycle to get me around. If I 

wanted to invite other people to join my adventures of the day, I had to walk to their house and “sell” 
them on my ideas of what fun we could have together. 

 I enjoyed a “free range” childhood, almost completely free of today’s technology. While most of my 
friends were in the same boat, I was still a bit different than many of my peers. While my friends were 
growing up and casting off their younger selves, I was still interested in toys and games. I was not 
interested in boys as early as they were, either. I cared less about what I looked like or about the latest 
fashions. Deep down, I was sad that growing up seemed to mean I had to give up all my creativity and 
play for more practical and popular pursuits. 

 Eventually, fitting in became more important than anything else. I remember feeling such misery 
when I began to see the stark differences between how I presented myself to the world and what I saw in 
others. I wanted to be just like all the other girls. I felt an intense sense of peer pressure to conform. In 
the process of becoming more socially popular, I’m not sure I fully understood the bargain I was making. I 
certainly did not realize how long my creativity and I would be separated.  

Rummoli game using beach glass tokens 
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 In my 40th year, I had an epiphany. I was on vacation for a week with my husband and 
two children, aged nine and seven. We were enjoying the sun, sand and surf of Los Cabos, 
Mexico. It was the first time our kids had been outside of the U.S. or Canada. This was a big 
vacation for us. We were far away from home, in a foreign country where English was not the first 
language and in some cases not spoken at all. We had saved up for this trip and were glad that 
we had chosen an experience like this over other ways we could have spent our money. 

 It felt like we were really far away from our normal life and responsibilities. While we 
were determined to enjoy the time away, we kept the structure really light with very few firm plans. 
If we started to feel anxious about not doing some kind of tourist activity, we rationalized, “not to 
worry, we will be back soon”. 

 This feeling of certainty that we’d go on future vacations, one that seemed quite 
impossible in practical terms, was a new feeling of confidence for me. The idea was perhaps an 
inspiration that came from the book I had selected for the trip - The Alchemist by Paulo Coelho.1 
The unlikely hero of the book is disguised as a Spanish shepherd boy trying to find his fortune in 
the desert. As I read the story on the beach, and absentmindedly let the grains of sand slip 
through my toes, my usual pessimist thoughts about fear and uncertainty for the future began to 

                                                      
1 P. Coehlo, The Alchemist, HarperCollins, New York, 1993. 
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subside. New positive thoughts started to bubble up. There was a new faith in the future of our family. Then as quickly as I started to think just a little bit differently and tamp down 
my usual fears, the vacation was over, and we came home to reality. My lingering margarita mind was gone. 

 Or so I thought, but at odd times, phrases from The Alchemist crept into my mind. Could the concept of “universe to conspire” introduced in the book help me when the 
time was right? Was this a wish I had carried in me for a long time? I’ve always liked the 
idea of “beginner’s luck”, but was I too old to believe in such a thing? How would I even 
begin? Fables and stories are so often about a man – a hero. But what if I could be the 
star of my own journey, a heroine’s tale? 

 Six years on, it is my turn to play the heroine. This book represents an 
exploration of private moments and thoughts in a safe space. My hope is that you will 
find it inspirational, for it will follow a creative path, with many twists and turns. Like 
walking through a densely forested trail, there will be a new discovery or vista around 
each bend. Wander through with an open and receptive mind. Be ready to enjoy creative 
ideas as they appear. 

 Creativity is everywhere around us, all the time. Simply defined, it is “the ability 
to make new things or think of new ideas”.2 

 I stop here on purpose. There is no need to add limiting specifics to this 
definition. Unfortunately, that is what I hear people doing all the time. There seems to be 
a fear of self-identifying as a creative person — as if creative people are a certain type of 
rare creature, and only a few of them exist. The qualifier most often used is “creativity is 
art”. There is even a sense that creativity can be measured and judged. I want to make a 
case for the full scope of creativity, in all its forms. Creativity can follow a process. It 
starts as an impulse or a tiny seed of inspiration. Over time, it grows into a thought. 
Given some care, a fully formed idea will flourish. Under the right conditions, creativity 
will come to life as an action. A sequence of actions is the birthplace of all innovation. 

 My quest for a better balanced life is a story about nurturing the creative roots 
that I grew when I was a child. This discovery has enabled me to be happier. I have been surprised by my increased ability to generate good ideas, while leading a more balanced 
life. I should also mention that I’ve made changes to the way I think and act. It is my perception of the world around me which is different , a key point highlighted throughout this 
book.  

                                                      
2 "creativity", Merriam-Webster.com, http://www.merriam-webster.com, 7 June 2016. 
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 I didn’t know when I started my quest that creativity was at its core. I was simply 
seeking the good thoughts and stories in my day-to-day life. These actions helped me focus 
on what was good – the intentional cup half full, rather than half empty. I think the desire to 
feel good more often is probably a rather universal hope, but depending on where you are 
looking, the world can seem rather less than good. Five years ago, I was in a place where I 
could only see my cup as half empty. This is my story of not only looking at my cup 
differently, but taking the next step: filling it. 
 
  

My British Columbia version of a German ‘Hugo’ 
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Chapter One 

What am I grateful for? 
 

One year at an out-of-town family Christmas Eve dinner, after travelling all day, we found ourselves hungry and cranky. My children could not stop arguing with 
each other. Out of frustration, I started a practice of naming three things we were thankful for in each other. This spontaneous practice diffused the situation and 
forced us to think of each other in a loving and caring way. Back home, if our family is heading down a negative path, it only takes one person to ask the others, 
“What are you grateful for?” The tension dissolves immediately.  
  -CW grateful practice 

When I took stock of my life, just after my 40th birthday, I could not name three things that I was grateful for. I didn’t know what it meant to practice being grateful. It may seem like 
common sense, but at that time, it wasn’t for me.  Instead, I focused my energy on concerning trends in the world. It felt like I was living in a culture of scarcity and fear mongering. 
Popular news media preferred to paint a picture of negativity about current events. I couldn’t wrap my head around this and make it my truth. I understood that this kind of headline 
grabbing was what sold the news, but in a rising Internet age, where consumer choice drives buying patterns, why was this form of agency still so pervasive? 

 With this question in mind, I started a journey to highlight the opposite of the main news headlines. What was the good stuff in life, and where could I find it? My hypothesis 
was that the fruits of this labour would make me happier. Of course, I ended up discovering a whole lot more. 
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 Instead of filling up pages of another journal, which would be added to my already overflowing box 
of them, I decided to start a blog. I rationalized that with a digital storage place, I could at least 
reference my content easily if need be. Maybe some of my family might find my words of discovery 
interesting as well.  

 At first I called my blog The Good Stuff. However, it quickly became apparent that the word “stuff” 
was a problem. It suggested I was encouraging the buying of material possessions. That couldn’t be 
further from the point of my writing, so I pivoted slightly and renamed my blog, The Good Life List.3 I 
went through so much thought, sketching and searching to land on these words. But it turns out 
there are many online and offline enterprises that start with the phrase “The Good Life”. So I was 
either completely on trend, or I was going to be sued. Since it was simply a blog, I left the name 
alone and kept working away on it. 

 Luckily, my blog has turned out to be just what I had hoped for. It is an online journal filled with 
photos and thoughts about all the good things in my life. A side effect of choosing such a specific 
descriptor for the name of my blog was that I had to write about what was good and that turned out 
to be a form of gratitude. In the early days of my blog, it was not difficult for me to find the good in 
what was happening around me. I was proficient at research, and I marveled at the amount of 
content available online. I felt like this was a deep well that would never run dry. 

 I was a bit naïve to think a “one topic blog” would be easy to continually find material for. When I 
strayed from my original goal, though, I discovered there was plenty of content to write about. Even 

though it was interesting to research and learn about new ideas, I still thought I should be able to find good things in my personal life or in those lives close to me. With this internal 
focus, I started to feel badly about myself when I couldn’t think of anything good to write about. This was the opposite of what I was trying to do in the first place.  

 When I went back into research mode, it was with a more specific goal in mind. Instead of thinking about everything “good” in the whole world, I started to look at the lives 
of women. I wanted to know if my experience was similar to that of others. I began to realize that women who are in their early 40s are entering a special time of life. While I didn’t 
feel like I was having what is commonly described as a typical midlife crisis, I was becoming concerned about things happening around me. I was starting to be aware, as if coming 
out of a fog.  

 For the first time in my life, I was noticing ageism and a greater amount of gender inequality in the workplace. At the same time, I was getting pretty sick and tired of 
continually having to prove myself in my own workplace. I was desperate for the quality time needed to cultivate deep friendships and the ability to practice self-care. I was lacking in 
decent role models, as the women on display in magazines in the grocery store checkout line were far from the woman I aspired to be. I knew I was capable of so much more than 

                                                      
3 The Good Life List. www.thegoodlifelist.com, 2016. 
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my daily to-do list. I just could not figure out how to incorporate more personal inspiration and meaning into my days. I was only able to grab moments here and there from my 
frenetic schedule. 

Wishing for change. 

In 2011, I did not know what was going on with me. I was supposed to be happy because I had 
achieved most of what I had set out to so many years before. I had been happily married for 16 years. I 
had two fun and interesting children who were attending a nearby school. My job was providing a pretty 
good salary, and the work was rewarding. We lived close to nature, very near the ocean and an urban 
forest. Our extended families were all in good health. My husband had just started a new job, and we 
had the good fortune of being able to start taking winter vacations in the sun. 

 Everything was good. I should have been able to fill my blog with so many good stories that I would 
have to prioritize a publishing schedule just to fit them all in. I even chose the topic of my blog, under the 
assumption that finding content would be easy. I thought I’d have no problem filling up the screen. Yet, 
there were stretches of time when I had nothing sitting in my reservoir.  

 Those were the times I either didn’t write at all, or I had to dig deep to pull something out of me that 
was a reflection of something good. As time went on, this battle with myself became more frequent. I 
started to wonder if I had run out of good. I was quick to think there was something to blame for this 
malaise. Whatever was going on had to be more significant than writer’s block.  

 I noticed I had plenty of passion to write about what bothered me but little passion to write about 
what was good in the world. Sometimes I would try to twist situations towards the positive, trying to find 
a silver lining. There was only so much of that kind of thing I could manipulate, since my day-to-day work 
was not something that emotionally contributed to the well of good feelings. I also didn’t want to make 

my blog a family affair, focusing too much on my husband or children. They deserved a certain amount of privacy. 

 Although no one told me specifically, I had a pretty good sense that any details about my job should not be included in my personal blog. My work consists of intensely 
busy stretches, particularly during heavy travel periods. These were times I was not writing at all. I was so completely engrossed in the tasks at hand that I could not think of what to 
write, let alone find time to do so. My brain was literally locked up tight. During those days, I was giving myself to the company at such a high level and hectic pace that I had nothing 
left inside me, not even a spark of curiosity. I would come home from one of these sprints and go to bed for a long time. I felt like a waste of skin. 

 On one hand, I had discovered a key to unlocking a practice of being grateful. I had begun to notice all the good in the world around me. Yet, on the other hand, I couldn’t 
figure out how to bring these good feelings to my work. More often than not, I still felt frustrated by the way things were and my inability to make change. 



 12 

 Somehow I couldn’t make peace with myself. My mind was racing with too many “what ifs” and “why cants”. I was too impatient to understand the “why” first. I was not 
curious like I had been as a child. Asking “why” had been one of my favourite questions in school, probably frustrating my teachers. Turns out, finding my own “why” provided a good 
sense of grounding. Even now, I look back to my “why” statement when I have difficult decisions to make or if I feel conflicted about the next course of action to take.  

 Creating a personal “why” statement can probably be 
done in a number of ways. I found the work of Simon Sinek to 
be quite helpful. His e-course called Why Discovery Course 
contains videos in which he walks you through each step of how 
to discover your own “why”.4 This direct approach to working 
through the material was helpful. I don’t think a group setting 
would work as well. I had to dig into my past, both the good and 
the bad to uncover the essence of what drives me. When I 
completed this course, I began to realize I could change my 
future for the positive — if I could be brave enough. 
 

                                                      
4 Simon Sinek, Start with Why, www.startwithwhy.com/LearnYourWhy, 2016. 


