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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. 



 

 

7 

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 wo rld 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.  
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 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. 
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Chapter Two 

Sleep, job #1. 
 

When I had babies, the parenting books I read had one common piece of advice: “sleep when the baby sleeps”. The next priority was “babies should fall asleep 
on their own, in their own bed”. Our house was calm and peaceful once that was achieved. However, the long-haul flights I take for work, jetting over a dozen 
time zones, put me right back into sleep deprivation, as if I have a baby who is not sleeping. Stress hormones spike and I end up not in a good place. This seems 
to be getting worse the older I get. 
  -CW sleep practice 

While I was trying to show up in my work in a better way for my own satisfaction, there was no getting 
away from the inherent stress of it. Part of my job required long-haul travel from my home airport of 
Vancouver International to various destinations in Europe. Seasonally, I also had customer meetings 
around North America. This schedule put the primary parenting responsibility on my husband. 

 I found it disturbing to come home from a long trip abroad and have my children act like I was 
a stranger for the first day or so. Intellectually, I understood what was happening. We had to get 
reacquainted with each other. It was the same for me as a child because I had a dad who worked shifts 
in the oil patch. But I couldn’t reconcile my worry that my relationship with my children was suffering. 

 My husband carried the burden of the flaws in our home situation. He would express his 
concern and ask how and when we could fix things. These conversations only took place after I had 
slept well and felt human and optimistic once more. I would return to my “good” place and start writing. I 
would quickly forget my stress and the angst it caused my husband to see me so wiped out from travel. 
My children were sad to see me go on one of these trips and happy to see me come back, but I was 
not really involved with their day-to-day lives. No Skype calls, just quick text exchanges with my 
husband every couple of days. This went on for years. 

 It is only with hindsight that I can clearly see the choices I made. I wanted to blame my job, 
my boss, my company, everyone who “forced” me to place my priorities on the wrong things. Although it is common to cast off personal responsibility and manifest it into blame, I was 
missing the point. The buck had to stop with me. I started to play around with my work schedule and see if I could achieve a better balance. Some years have been better than 
others. It continues to be a juggling act. 

 A fundamental part of my ego has driven me to prioritize what I do for money, which I ranked above most any other part of my life. Over the years, I’ve managed to 
decouple my sense of identity as being tied to my job. I am so many things other than my work.  

View of Coastal Mountains enroute to London 
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Where to go from there? 

Understanding my emotions and getting a handle on moving in a better direction is what writing a blog has taught me. I should say, the research of topics which are good has 
informed me. Practicing new and different ways of being in the world over long periods of time has helped to change me. This is where creativity is so important. Everyone is uniquely 
different, allowing creativity to shine in so many wonderful ways. By beginning to understand how broadly creativity can be expressed, particularly by women, I am continually 
intrigued and inspired.  

 For a long time, I would not look up from my life and see where I was going or where I had been. It was enough to get through the day, the week, or the trip I was on. I 
was simply too overwhelmed. At the same time, many people around me had no idea how much I was struggling. I was like a duck gliding across a lake looking very serene on the 
surface, but underneath I was paddling like crazy. I wouldn’t acknowledge the effect my choices were having on my husband or children. I would rarely say “no” to work in preference 

for myself or my family. I didn’t even have a social network to lean on as my friendships were 
meager at that point. I hoped that crawling into bed and wishing it would all be better in the morning 
would fix everything. 

 Hoping life will miraculously be better in the light of morning does not generally turn out to 
be the case. At best, my brain works through only a few things overnight. While any given situation 
has not really changed, my attitude towards it might be slightly better after a night’s rest. At worst, 
nothing new is gleaned, and I repeat the same actions, hoping for a different result. I think this also 
happens to be the definition of insanity. 

 A smart person, who desires a change for the better, might look around and find a better 
way of living. I was reasonably bright, but I had chosen to keep a pretty tight circle of influence 
around me. While my husband might not have been happy with some of my choices, the people I 
worked with were just like me. That only served to normalize my situation. My group wore this 
lifestyle like a badge of honor. We joked about it and easily dismissed any discussion about doing 
things differently. 
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 Over time, though, things did change. People I really respected and had worked with 
for a long time started making different choices. They changed positions within the company, 
moved to another company or quit altogether. I started to wonder if there would be some kind of 
sign that I should change too? Of course, my husband would question whether I was blind. He 
thought I had passed over many signs along the way already. This was never a fun conversation. 
The truth was, in my heart, I wasn’t ready to face my fears and dismiss them with the confidence 
of my skills. I would rationalize that life was easier by honoring the status quo. 
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Chapter Three 

Do I say nice things to myself? 
 

I’ve been terrible to myself over the years. My internal voice has been downright mean. It also plays on an endless loop, circling back to the same old tired stuff. 
Every now and then I interrupt myself and say, “Wait a minute, I can change this to a positive thought”. Surprisingly, that works really well. Trick is to catch myself 
dropping into the negative pattern and insert the positive loop instead. 
  -CW thoughts on self-care 

Sometimes I think my brain would rather have me feeling anxious and scared all the time. At least that is the most comfortable thought pattern for me. For many years, I didn’t 
understand I could control that part of me. One trick seems to be self-care. It took me awhile to realize this extends beyond manicures, new clothes and fancy meals. Very kind and 
tender thoughts about myself, spoken in a whisper of love, shoos away all the negativity hanging about. It even puts a slight smile on my face, as if I were ever so pleased to receive 
such a nice little gift. This is a radical shift in thinking, even though it sounds so simple. It requires dedicated practice to make this habit stick. My conditioning must be strong, 
because I still struggle with internal thought demons who would rather keep me fearful. 

 Self-care or the act of being nice to myself is particularly difficult when I have been so good at putting myself last on the to-do list. In fact, I don’t tend to prioritize treating 
myself with kindness at all. I have a workout video in which the instructor asks the viewer at the end, “When are you going to give yourself kudos for this kind of hard work?” I suf fer 
through that workout just to hear her remind me of this part of the practice. For my mind is merely a different kind of muscle, and a rather clever one, for sure. 
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 Over time, I think all the small steps, those which seem insignificant in the moment, add up to something big. I have taken a great deal of comfort in re-designing my 
morning routine. I used to bolt out of bed from the sound of my alarm and immediately look at my phone. The emails that came in overnight started my brain working on solutions. In 
contrast, my new routine is much more peaceful. I wake gently with a light that replicates the action of a sunrise, slowly filling my bedroom with brightness. I have all technology 
placed in another room so I don’t feel compelled to check it first thing upon rising. Then I drink a glass a water to get my digestion going. I enjoy a couple of cups of coffee and most 
days I exercise. Even if I don’t follow each step perfectly, more often than not, I feel better for trying. By giving myself over to my daily practice, I free up my mind to work on bigger, 
life changing goals. I also have to remind myself that each day is a clean slate. I find it is not helpful to worry about what I did yesterday. It is helpful to focus on what is in front of 
me. 

 The next chapter of my life is going to unfold at a different pace and with a new rhythm. I can’t be sure what lies ahead, as I am entering uncharted waters. Just like no two 
children born into the same family are exactly alike, this period of my life will not be the same as that of anyone I know. As always, I walk to the beat of my own drummer. As a 
young adult, I thought that was a gift. When I entered post-secondary school and the various institutions of corporate life, the tendency to be wildly different was not encouraged, 
especially not at the time I went through them. I covered up that creative part of me. Left without being fed, it shriveled away as I made way for compliant and appropriate behavior. 

 Now as I fully embrace midlife, that unique and creative little drummer girl from my past is coming back. I’m not scared of people finding out all the different and quirky 
creative things I like to dabble in. I love to build with Legos and can’t bear to let go of my teenage son’s collection. I like to knit and color. I prefer art journaling to skiing. I would 

rather curl up in front of a fireplace and read a book than do anything outside in the cold. When I was young, if school 
was closed due to a snow storm, most kids wanted to play outside, skating or sledding. I preferred to be inside 
sewing. 

 Practicing creative activity in all its forms is the road I’m heading down. Oddly, this tends to be considered an 
alternative lifestyle. If you’re living on the West Coast and are overly creative, you get called a hippy. I consider that a 
compliment of the highest order. Conformity is what I’m going to walk away from now. The limiting beliefs keeping me 
bound are not working anymore, and ultimately that kind of thinking crushes creativity.  

 I’m extremely lucky. Although my children have just moved into their teens, this phase has brought significant 
rewards for my husband and I. Yes, people will tell me having teenagers gets far worse before it gets better, but that 
possibility doesn’t affect our feeling of optimism. We don’t want to be dress rehearsing a tragedy rather than enjoying 
the present. It is a priceless time for us to watch our children express themselves as they spread their tiny teenage 
wings in the world. They are showing us fresh, new and interesting creative ideas, every day. 

 I’ve also been fortunate not to suffer any crisis of health, at least in the classic sense. I wonder about the 
effects of chronic stress and unknown cognitive damage from the extensive exposure to long-haul flights, lack of sleep 

and time zone changes. As I get older, I am noticing some pretty ill effects in the way I process thoughts, ideas and emotions in the days after a trip. One day per hour time zone 
change is about how long it takes to fully recover my disrupted sleep patterns. Otherwise, my ability to have the mental capacity to think clearly and creatively is extremely impacted. 
This is not a breeding ground for dreaming about new ideas. 

Christine Westermark with  
Bravebot at WDS 2014 
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 Just because I have done things in a certain way in the past doesn’t mean I am powerless to change the future. One of the hardest parts of moving forward in a good way 
is to admit there is a problem in the first place. I hate to admit time is limited. As I reflect on how I have chosen to spend my days so far, it is interesting to imagine where the 
changes might need to be made. For it is the next chapter of my personal, passionate and creative life that will set the tone. 

 By no means am I ready to retire. I don’t even need a major holiday. I do need a more sustainable pace for my schedule. I look around and see the next generation rising 
up in my business. They are so hungry and full of gusto. They push hard. They are impatient. So keen and overflowing with ideas about how things should be. I don’t want to 
dampen their spirit. I don’t want to tell them no. Yet, I find myself having to do just that. It is no one’s fault, really. We are all pawns in this corporate life we bought into. 

 When I was growing up, corporate life offered many perks, such as pensions, extended health care, training and career development to name but a few. However, as the 
structure of corporations continues to evolve, what is left is a shell of what once was available to most employees. In today’s economy, the conundrum is that employers have very 
little to work with to drive employee loyalty. I see young people entering the workforce choosing not to hitch their horse to one company and sometimes not even settling for one 
industry. They come and go as they please, staying for longer only if they feel inspired to do so. I’m in the tiny “Generation X” bracket and feel stuck in the middle of the two larger 
generations of people. I know there is no brass ring at the end of the road but tend to have a sense of loyalty built into my conscience, influenced by a bygone era. 

 I guess a better way to look at the situation is to see the beauty of being in the middle position and the choice that affords. I admire the tenacity and grit of younger people. 
They are not afraid of hard work, but they are naming the terms. They place their own priorities above those of their employers. It is interesting to see them watching us older folks 
and amending their course before they get stuck in the weeds. I am starting to learn some new ideas from watching them. 

 As I honor my skills, learned and practiced through my working experience and then cast an eye forward to the next 20 years, I expect things to change. In truth, they 
would anyway, even if I did nothing. I would rather be an active participant in my future.  

 I am entering a period where, as a mid-life, mid-career woman, it is time to undertake some deep soul searching. As my physical body is preparing for a big transition, it is 
not uncommon for my hormones and emotions to experience a big shift as well. I’m not scared of this. I’m ready to embrace this part of my life. I have also found a rising tide of 
energy. For a long time, during my early 40s, I felt lethargic. I worried that state would continue forever. I am ecstatic to find that is not the case.  

 
Renewal 

I equate this time of soul searching to the concept of moving from one house to another. I systematically go room by room and take stock. What do I need or really want? What 
needs to be repaired? What is no longer useful and needs a new home? What is not sustainable? What doesn’t align with my values anymore? What is excessive? Stuff needs to be 
thrown away, and things need to change. With a sigh of relief, I release what needs to go. 
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 For all this effort I feel lighter. Renewal on this kind of scale is an energizing affair. Everything I keep has a reason to stay. With so much less clutter, I can see the future 
more clearly. I have more space to dream and plan. I can create and innovate how I will transition. I am not proving anything to anyone, anymore. I am finally becoming comfortable 
in my own skin. This is the beginning of the next part of my journey. 

 What is non-negotiable is my daily creative practice. This is my true North. I am beginning to understand how vitally important it is to honor creativity every day, even in 
small ways. If I spend a whole day eating well, getting enough rest, enjoying people around me, but not being 
creative in any way, I will feel that something is missing. It is similar to not having enough water to drink. The 
solution is simple, yet it is so common to get caught up in other things. I can be practically dehydrated before I 
realize I need to take action. 
  

Beach treasures 
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Chapter Four 

I am what I eat. 
 

I feel deeply nourished when I lightly prepare whole foods. The taste is so wonderful and clean. Maybe it is my imagination, but processed foods seem to contain 
“too much taste”. It all gets muddled together, and I just know my body is going into overtime to digest it. I don’t mind rich or processed foods once in a while, but 
I feel best when I keep it simple. Not to mention it is so much easier to cook this way. 
  -CW thoughts on eating  

When I started my blog, I knew I wanted to feel differently from the experience of researching and writing. I wanted to show up in my life as a person who was more present, less 
frustrated and generally happier. So I went on a virtual quest to try new ways of living and being. I could not have realized then where I would end up and how the initial search for 
meaning would fundamentally change my course. 

 I made a list of all the things that ailed me. Each item was a small complaint, almost a trifle. But when my list was taken on a whole, there was a lot on it. It was becoming 
a concerning trend. This is how people become really sick later in life. If I’d taken this piece of paper to my doctor, I know what he would have said. “You are getting old”. I couldn’t 
bear for him to tell me that. I was also not interested in the traditional Western medical approach of medicating symptoms. I also had a sneaking suspicion that much of what I was 
dealing with could be fixed, by me. This search for better health became a significant side trip. 

 What to eat? I started with my food choices. I thought it would be simple to brush up on the food pyramid, compare to my current situation and make a few adjustments . 
Instead, everywhere I turned there was a different prescription for what to eat and what not to eat. There were also very passionate debates. Was fat good or bad for you? Should 
one take vitamins? Does fruit really contain enough fiber versus the high sugar content? How many cups of water must be consumed in a day? Are humans meant to eat meat or 
should we be vegans? On and on it went. I felt like the only way to get good information was to go back to school and become a dietician, but even that crowd was arguing with each 
other. How could there be so much debate over food? 

 My Dad used to say, “a little knowledge is dangerous”. I think his intention was to caution me against forming an opinion on a limited amount of information. But I had been 
eating my whole life, how could this mean I was not well informed? The more time and effort I spent researching the topic of food, the more confused I became. There is a different 
version of “the best diet ever”, written with contributions from experts, at every turn. In the end I decided to stop researching and learning what other people’s opinions were. I needed 
to figure out what worked for me. What combination of foods would my body process in the best way? I had to design my own best diet by trial and error. 

 I knew how I didn’t want to feel in a number of ways, but I couldn’t imagine what feeling good or great from my diet would be like. I didn’t think I had ever felt that way 
before. I was pretty sure I shouldn’t be sneezing excessively every morning. Tied to that seemed to be a need to constantly clear my throat. My joints shouldn’t feel and look puffy. I 
didn’t think feeling bloated on a regular basis was normal. I wanted to feel like I had more energy than I did. Could my food choices be playing a role in these symptoms? Did I feel 
worse than I did when I was young? It was hard to say because I had periods of experiencing many other ailments when I was only in my twenties. All told, I was probably in a better 
place in my forties. Was it even possible to be free of all these things and instead just feel vital? 
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 I don’t want to diminish the efforts of my mother, who did her best to teach my sisters and me. We gained a basic understanding of how to prepare healthy and nutritious 
food, relatively speaking. This was during the 1980s, a time when the war on fat was in full swing. Packaged food formulations were gaining sugar in order to replace the lovely taste 
of the fat being removed. Luckily my mom didn’t go for that kind of stuff. Most nights for dinner we ate a reasonably small portion of lean animal protein. 

 I remember a lot of pork chops on the barbeque and a side vegetable, boiled or steamed, to which we could add pepper or ketchup and a tossed salad. My dad was often 
on salad duty, and he would add small cubes of cheddar cheese. My mom didn’t approve of the use of salt, and she thought butter was too expensive for us kids to eat. That habit 
persisted long beyond the time when finances were an issue for our family. When I met my husband, he used salt and butter liberally because he had been raised that way. To this 
day, I rarely add extra salt, but I do cook with it. I keep a butter dish on the counter, and maybe a spoon or two will go into my cooking now and then. Old habits die hard. 

 When my mom decided it was time for me to get into the kitchen and learn to properly cook, she put very few barriers up. I was the oldest of three girls, so I started 
learning first. I took a keen interest in the novelty of different ingredients prepared in sometimes strange ways. Mom would buy everything on my list, no matter how unique, along 
with new cookbooks to learn from. I remember a meal in which I prepared only dishes from Singapore. Theme dinners were not a common occurrence back then, so we were ahead 
of our time. Mexican food was already a family favourite, at least Tex-Mex, (we had lived in Texas for a short stint). I once made a batch of chili so spicy, even my dad couldn’t eat it, 
which was saying a lot, as our family tended towards spicy. My aunt helped me learn about Chinese food, which she had learned to cook from my grandmother. We would seek out 
restaurants featuring Szechuan dishes, long before that was a typical thing to eat.  

 By this time, I could already bake. As a young girl, my mom would let me loose in the kitchen, creating sweet treats. But we did have the butter issue. She thought that 
margarine was a completely acceptable substitute. Good thing I didn’t turn my attention to French cooking! That would come much later when I met a friend who was an aspiring 
chef. 

 My food education would go on for years, taking many twists and turns. I am still learning, in fact. I have a fascination with buying cookbooks, and I prepare weekly themed 
menus, usually from one source. The book will stand at the ready with little flags on the pages for easy reference. I would like to say that the week rolls out according to plan, but the 
plan is merely a suggestion of what I might do. Stuff happens in the kitchen, usually because a key ingredient has gone bad or has been eaten by someone. When that happens, you 
have to be able to roll with it. This is where creativity can shine. 

 The early settler women who kept house on the farms often had to make do with what was at hand. My great grandmother came from Sweden and had to create a life for 
her family (husband and baby son) in rural Alberta. My great grandfather left home for long stretches of time over the winter so he could do various jobs until the farming season 
started again in the spring. She had to be extremely resourceful, creative and inventive. 

 As I sit here writing this book on my late model laptop, surrounded by books, in a bedroom turned library in my house, I can hear my children buzzing around the kitchen 
preparing their breakfasts and lunches for the day. As a family, we want for nothing. It is such a stark contrast to what life was like a hundred years ago. Today, we think about 
creativity as a choice. For so many of our ancestors it was a necessary part of survival.  

 In the last decade, the creative process as it relates to food preparation has been elevated to rock star status in the form of celebrity chefs, who are showing us what they 
create in their restaurants. This is a strange distortion from the earliest pioneering work of people like Julia Child. She wanted to teach the joys of French food, done in such a way 
that people could be successful at home. Her recipes were meticulously tested. She was not a perfect chef and didn’t try to make her viewers think they should be. 
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 In my own journey with food, I’ve followed all the trends. I’ve bought so many kitchen gadgets, learned all kinds of techniques. There was even a time I probably could have 
worked in a professional kitchen because the process of cooking in my home had been elevated to those kind of standards. My aspiring chef friend, who taught me a great deal, 
finally opened her own restaurant.  

 All through those years of experimentation with food, I had a nagging sense about the sustainability of it all. Yes, it tasted wonderful, but no matter how proficient I became, 
the actual work of cooking took an inordinate amount of time. I’m a busy person with so many other interests. I just couldn’t devote the time to it. As well, it was becoming apparent 
that my waistline was increasing a little bit every year. Something had to be done.  

 The big turning point for me was reading the work of Dr. Alejandro Junger. One of his books is called Clean.5 It is based on his personal journey with food and the effects 
of the standard American diet. The program he invented is framed by his training and years of experience working as a cardiologist. I dove into the 21-day cleanse as a starting point. 
I used the book’s guidelines, but there is also a web platform where people can communicate with each other. This was one of my first experiences with this kind of online 
community. I couldn’t believe that so many people shared similar enough thoughts that we had all committed to this rather strange program. 

 I noticed huge changes during and by the end of the three weeks. My face looked much less puffy. My joints seemed to move more freely. The need for my morning 
decongestion routine was gone. I was sleeping better and had more energy. However, the reality of my day-to-day life and the restrictions of this way of eating were too far apart. I 
was not ready to change so many other parts of my life, like my job, in order to stick to the clean program. Logically, it made no sense for me to go back to old habits, as the “clean” 

                                                      
5 A. Junger, Clean, HarperOne, New York, 2009. 
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way was so much better. So I tried to incorporate what I had learned as often as possible. In order to make the shakes prescribed in the program, I bought a super high-powered 
blender. To this day, I drink a green smoothie almost every morning I am at home. 

 As part of the clean program, certain foods are eliminated and reintroduced in a controlled way. I discovered that I’m not al lergic to anything. But I seem to have a very mild 
sensitivity to gluten and dairy. If I had not gone through the clean elimination process, and learned about how my body was ideally supposed to digest food, I would not have realized 

what a food sensitivity was. With this information, I now make better food choices on a regular basis. But it is really 
hard to find “clean” sources of food while travelling. Being away from home for days on end disrupts my overall 
health. I have to go on a mini detox each time I return, to get back on track. 

 Even though I could not fully embrace the clean program, I incorporated many of the techniques I had learned 
from that experience. The biggest change was a move to simple preparations. Now my diet is largely comprised of 
the freshest whole foods I can find, preferably in season, with the lightest touch of cooking and sauces possible. 
Influences of spice and flavor have been adapted to our family’s preferences. That is a juggling act unto itself. We 
have two picky eaters and two adventurous eaters. The divide is not adult versus children! I feel we are in a good 
place with a nice balance. Where my childhood contained a limited cabinet of spices, my children have had a 
plethora of delights thrown at them from a very young age. Time will tell where they land on their food journey. 

 I am continually amazed at the role food plays in a 
healthy lifestyle. At least for me, it is 
astonishing how much better I feel when 
eating in a clean way. Because my body is 
functioning as it is supposed to, it seems my 
mind is freed up to think of other things. More 

creative ideas. With the surge in good thoughts, I feel 
much less stress. I am kinder to myself. I think this is 
all part of good health. 
  Roasted Carrots 

Rhubarb Tea 
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Chapter Five 

Who did I connect with today? 
 

Before learning about shame, I didn’t really understand how important connection with other people was. In fact, I was a little suspicious and guarded with people 
I didn’t know well. Not surprisingly, I had a big shield up in front of me at all times. I learned early in my career to protect myself from attack if I was going to 
survive. That was a false assumption, of course. I’ve since put down the armor and survived just fine. The trick has been to connect deeply with those I care 
about and ignore the rest. 
  -CW being vulnerable 

 
“Be who you are and say what you feel, because those who mind don’t matter and those who matter don’t mind”. 
  —Dr. Seuss 

 

When I was young, I didn’t care at all what other people thought of me. Unfortunately, I also did not care so much 
about other people’s feelings, either. I didn’t have much empathy. In fact, until quite recently I was not entirely sure 
what empathy was. I did not realize what a big difference there is between the emotions of sympathy and empathy. 
(Watch this RSA video). Now that I have a grasp on what empathy is, I’m better able to give it to others. Although, 
maybe more importantly, I’ve learned who I can ask to hold space for me. For that is a very sacred bond which few 
people are capable of participating in. 

 Sometime during my twenties, it became apparent I had to start caring about what others thought of me. If I 
was going to finish my post-secondary education, I needed to, at least, complete the courses. Caring about teachers ’ 
opinions and getting decent marks was kind of the point of the whole exercise. I started a habit of hustling for 
acceptance and approval from people in authority. Little did I know then that this was going to set off a pattern of 

behavior that would last a really long time. 

 Approval-seeking behavior is not the foundation for connection. This is not how good relationships are built. Consequently, I built very few friendships outside of my family 
throughout my career. I think I was easy enough to get along with in a work situation, but I rarely initiated social events with people from work. Since that is a two-way street, I didn’t 
get invited to many functions either. In truth, I spent a lot of time with people with whom I worked during work hours and trips. When I got home, I often felt “peopled out”, and wanted 
to be left alone. 
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1Evwgu369Jw


 

 

25 

 In reality, we didn’t really have time for a bigger life. My husband and I often felt overwhelmed being parents of young children. With two babies 18 months apart, it often 
felt as if we had twins. We felt like it was all we could do to stay on top of what we had committed to, particularly with my travel schedule. Ironically, had we taken the time to 
establish friendships early on, we would have enjoyed the benefits, without too much extra effort. Our families lived too far away to be the foundation of our support network. Mine 
lived in Alberta, over 900 kilometers away. My husband’s lived an hour-and-a-half car drive from us. 

 Before we knew it, both kids were attending the elementary school a few blocks from our house. Our social network opened up in our neighborhood, as our children made 
friends easily. We hoped our kids would pick friends whose parents we would like as well. So far, it has worked out well. The popular saying is that it takes a village to raise a child, 
but maybe the same can be said for raising parents.  

 While these new friends were fun, I still didn’t feel I had the time to enjoy my personal life. I had the misguided notion that my work was inherently more important and 
required sacrifice. It was a no-win situation because I didn’t allow my work place to generate personal friendships , and I didn’t commit enough time and care to my personal life. I was 
doing well to hold my marriage together and make sure I was some part of my kids ’ lives. 

 By prioritizing my work for pay above all other things in my life and then spending most of my time working, I ended up with little desire or energy to improve my personal 
situation. I thought it was normal to come home at the end of the day, eat dinner and then do a little more work in the evening. I was surprised to learn that most people don’t live this 
way. Not only that, but most people have a rich personal life with many friendships. At least compared to me. 

 I could commit to an ecourse with a self-paced structure. Typically, these include a forum or some kind of place for participants to leave comments and connect with each 
other. Some will include instructional video. When I was taking my first Brene Brown ecourse, the guests who came into the studio to record the video lessons were friends of hers. I 
remember thinking how lucky she was to have so many talented friends. It was also a sad realization because I know a lot of talented people, I have simply not taken the time to 
develop those relationships into anything deeper. 

 I completely underestimated the value of developing friendships and connections with people, particularly women. I had no idea what I was missing. It has only been in 
recent months, when I take the time to listen, that I have begun to develop real connections. I’ve stopped trying to think about what I am going to say next, just hear what people are 
saying. I even afford this courtesy to strangers. It is enlightening and enriching to hear these voices. I feel more informed than I ever have before. Maybe I am even becoming wise. It 
is a wonderful feeling. 

 Some of my old friendships are being rekindled. I have discovered how much I have in common with other women my age. Because our career paths were so different, I 
had always assumed that I would not be understood. I placed that high of a priority on what I did for work. I have been pleasantly surprised to learn I can go a whole evening without 
“talking shop”. Turns out, I have many other interests outside of my job. 
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Chapter Six 

Is perfectionism driving? 
 

Brene Brown says, “If perfectionism is driving, shame is riding shotgun”. I don’t fully understand this yet, but I heed the warning. I do know that my perfectionism, 
at times, seems to know no bounds. This is a major cause of stress for me. Fear of not being perfect weighs heavy. I’m constantly trying to avoid the call from the 
principal in which I’m told I’ve been caught doing something I shouldn’t be doing. I’m not sure that call ever happened in all my days at school, but I went to great 
lengths to avoid that fate. 
  -CW warning on perfectionism 

Since leaving post-secondary school, I moved through various jobs and worked for different companies. My career progressed, and I managed promotions a few times along the way. 
I followed a predictable path in the corporate world and played by the rules required in that kind of situation. Then, I started to care too much what other people thought of me at 
work. This ultimately built extreme tension for me. Every now and then I would spill over. My emotions would get too strong, somewhat disproportionate to the situation at hand. I 
know that happens to everyone, but I had a bigger problem to contend with. I wanted to be perfect. 

 I have to admit my big demon is perfectionism, which drives me to ridiculously high standards. Some people might point out that this tendency also drives excellence, which 
has fueled my success in the workplace. While that may be true, the overall cost is certainly too high for me and those around me. When my perfectionism starts to get out of hand, 
everyone needs to head for cover. I have been a little tough to deal with because my brand of perfectionism causes me to wonder why everyone else can’t live up to the same 
standards. When my boss tries to give me feedback for improvement by pointing out mistakes I have made, instead of feeling thankful for the guidance, I feel a deep sense of shame. 
The combination of perfectionism and a feeling of shame for failing, has been a deadly combination for me and my self -esteem. 

 My aunt was the first one to see that I might need a helping hand. She asked if I wanted to join her for a Brene Brown art journaling class based on her book called The 
Gifts of Imperfection.6 This course, which combined both reading materials and the chance to get messy with paint and other art supplies, was a life-changer. I was transported back 
to my younger creative days, and it felt very good. This experience had the added benefit of helping me to realize the importance of being creative, understanding my emotions and 
honoring my feelings. I was sad when the class was over. How was I going to justify being at my desk playing around with art supplies? 

 While I loved the creative work of the class, interpreted from the lessons of the book, I had glossed over some of the actual  learning — and that included the bit about 
perfectionism. For that habit is like a comfy blanket for me. To change that way of being was extremely uncomfortable. Still is. Intellectually, I know life would be better to let it go. 
Maybe breaking a habit is more difficult than instilling a new one. Possibly I need to spend more time understanding what is important and non-negotiable versus what would be nice 
to have. Changing my standards and goals to be more realistic might be a way forward. This is a work in progress, for sure.  

                                                      
6 B. Brown, The Gifts of Imperfection: Let Go of Who You Think You're Supposed to Be and Embrace Who You Are, Hazelden, New York, 2010. 
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 I share my love of Brene Brown’s work with anyone and everyone. My husband sometimes feels 
he has heard enough, but I think he has been helped as well. We certainly understand empathy as a 
couple better than we did before. We know how to talk about shame. We can name it when we see it, 
which I think is huge. A girlfriend told me The Gifts of Imperfection was one of the most important books 
she had ever read and sent me a thank-you note for suggesting it. My sister and I have conversations 
where we insert bits about what we think “Brene would say”, given a certain situation. 

 Brene Brown was once quoted as telling a friend, who had invited her to a creative class, “you 
go make your A-R-T, I’m too busy with my J-O-B”. That hit the nail on the head for me. I could have said 
that; maybe I might have softened it, maybe not. It was surely how I felt. Somewhere along the way, I had 
completely disregarded the importance of the practice of artistic creativity. While I didn’t diminish the need 
to think of new ideas at work, I never called that action by its true name: creativity. I had relegated it all to 
a lesser status, less serious and less important than “real” work. What I had forgotten is that creativity, in all 
its forms, is what valuable work is based on. 

 Once I was finally able to embrace creativity again, my life started to change more profoundly. I 
began to challenge myself to think in new and novel ways. I started reading all sorts of different books. My 
writing began to evolve. I was curious again. Instead of viewing the new and unknown as a burden, I could 
rise to a challenge. I knew in my bones there could be a solution to any problem. It might require a whole 
lot of effort, but I would get there in the end. In discovering and embracing creativity in myself, I started to 
honor that fundamental part of my being I had blocked out so many years ago. It felt wonderful to be 
reunited with my creativity again. 
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Chapter Seven 

I can’t soar like an eagle if I hang around with a bunch of turkeys. 
 

My dad used to say this to me when he didn’t like my friends or boyfriends. I used to take great offence when he pointed out the turkeys. I’ve come to think that 
anyone can act like a turkey. I’ve had many situations in the past where friends or jobs were great for a time, and then they somehow started to resemble turkeys. 
That was a sign to move on and find another flock. Dad was right. 
  -CW you are the company you keep 

Earlier this year, I undertook my final training with Brene Brown. Her two books, Daring Greatly7 and Rising Strong,8 form the final installments in regards to her years of research on 
shame. Along with The Gifts of Imperfection, Dr. Brown has managed to package her work into language bundles the average person can understand. This is no small feat with a 
concept like shame, which seems to be a very taboo topic. It will take years and possibly re-reading these books before the pages will really sink into my bones. As with anything in 
life that is worthwhile, it might take a long time to change. I can be patient. 

 I still have so much to learn, though. As I was reading, Daring Greatly, I found myself entering into a situation at work that mirrored what the book was attempting to teach. 
Brown explains that in order to dare greatly you have to be vulnerable. You have to put yourself out there. She uses the metaphorical concept of an arena to illustrate what it 
sometimes feels like to be vulnerable in front of other people. My arena was a typical PowerPoint slide presentation format with about 25 people sitting at tables in a u-shape. 

 I felt extremely vulnerable as I stood up to present. The content of my presentation was months of work which I had poured my heart and soul into. The feedback came 
from a single source in the audience. It was powerful and completely unexpected in a slightly negative tone. The information I received was so shocking that I felt as if I was flat on 
my face in the arena with a bunch of people just watching, not helping me back up. At that moment, time slowed down. My heart started to race, but  my mind was clicking over very 
slowly. I knew I was changing, or maybe had been for years already. I couldn’t go back. Going forward using the same techniques I’d always used, surrounded by the same people, 
was not going to work for me. This single event became a symbol of the person I couldn’t be anymore. It was a wonderfully crystalizing few days, once I got through it. One does not  
emerge from a situation in the arena like that without a few cuts, bruises and a little blood.  

 It seems like deep personal change or transformation is a messy business. There have been times, on this journey, where I felt as if I was literally coming out of my skin. 
To say it was uncomfortable would be an understatement. For me, there was so much at stake, or so I thought. I was too old and settled in my ways to quickly and easily make 
adjustments, at least the big changes which might have been simpler to make when I was younger. I felt stuck in my job; my kids and husband were settled where we lived. Those 
big things were set. 

 I’ve recently read stories about women who throw away everything they have invested in, during midlife. No wonder this period of t ime gets called a “crisis”. I didn’t feel that 
way, though. While I yearned for change, I knew the emotions of dissatisfaction were no one’s fault. I controlled the way I felt. I also knew that if I didn’t address my feelings, no 
                                                      
7 B. Brown, Daring Greatly: How The Courage to Be Vulnerable Transforms the Way We Live, Love, Parent, And Lead, Penguin Publishing Group, New York, 2015. 
8 B. Brown, Rising Strong: The Reckoning. The Rumble. The Revolution., Spiegel & Grau, New York, 2015.  
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profound changes in my circumstances were going to revolutionize my mood. I could get a new job, my kids could move out for University, my husband and I could live anywhere, but 
without a shift in mindset, my attitude would not change. Without a commitment to explore a new way of thinking, my life wouldn’t be better, even if it was different. 

 It has been a fantastic realization to understand there is an army of women going through similar challenges as I am. Somehow that knowledge has been another big 
tipping point for me. I’m not sure why that was not obvious all along, but it might be because I am often surrounded by large groups of men, who tend to be going through their own 

stuff. In my experience, men deal with situations in a very masculine way. They run hot and get over things quickly. While 
the crisis has been averted, lasting solutions are not as common. Women have different ways of working, co-operating and 
looking for win-win agreements.  

 After all these years, I am finding it difficult to tolerate having to put my own feelings in a lower priority sequence to the 
men I am in a pack with. I’m not sure if these men would react badly if I insisted on change, as I have not tried to assert 
my needs. Some part of me wants the men around me to simply know what I am dealing with and do better. I am tired of 
reminding men that women are different, and we will all do better if they can hold space for that uniqueness. 

 Unfortunately for my sense of peace, I prioritized my job above all else in my life. I sacrificed my marriage and my 
growing children’s needs for whatever was being asked of me at work. I was at the airport when my daughter learned to 
walk; her first steps came to me in a video on my phone. My maternity leaves with both kids were measured in weeks, not 
months. I have travelled for work extensively. But the biggest problem was, and continues to be, when I am home I am not 
100% here. I can’t get the problems of my work off my mind. I am privileged to be working on big ideas that naturally 
require a lot of creative thought. Those concepts, questions and ideas roll around my head all the time. I can’t magically 
turn them off when I am supposed to be enjoying my personal life, though I’ve recently turned off my work emails on the 
weekends and while on vacation, and that helps a bit. 

 Again it comes back to perception. I tend to be bothered by work problems at all hours of the day and night. If I don’t fix 
that tendency, no amount of change in people, time or place will make that better. There is no work-life balance. I have 
one life. The balance for me is making sure that I prioritize what is most important and honour it with my care and 
attention. 

 Because I have spent so many years with my attention tipped towards work, I have some catching up to do at home and 
with my personal relationships. I realize now that by strengthening this side of my life, I am better overall. The balance 
comes by not being mutually exclusive. 
  

Christine Westermark  
Kragero, Norway - 2015 
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Chapter Eight 

Have I practiced creativity today? 
 

It has been interesting to learn about how other people experience creativity. How frequently, what forms are practiced and the role creativity plays in daily life are 
details worth exploring for all of us. My practice has evolved over time. Now I understand that any problem requires a measure of creativity to solve. I also take 
joy in more obvious outlets for creativity in the form of art or craft. If I was to summarize one thing I do most in a day, in all its forms, it would be creativity. At least 
on good days. 
  -CW creative practice  

When I was growing up, my mom created stuff all the time. She considered herself a “crafty” person. She always prioritized a physical space for her practice. I recently learned that 
she had a dedicated craft room, although that meant all three of us kids shared a single bedroom. We were little kids and didn’t need very much space to sleep, but my mom needed 
some space for us all to be creative in. I don’t remember what those early craft rooms looked like, but later, I remember, a sewing machine was set up ready to go. There was a large 
table in the center of the room with a cutting mat on it. Open shelving contained all her supplies and tools, everything easily at hand. 

 Back at this time, Martha Stewart was not Martha Stewart yet, though she was actively building her side hustle. According to the biographies,9 Martha was a stockbroker 
turned caterer and then wrote cookbooks. She was busy working events in the Connecticut area and had notoriety on the East Coast of the United States. Martha had yet to 
popularize her magazine and her Omni media empire where all kinds of projects would be featured. 

 Meanwhile, we were busily creating all kinds of things up North in our little corner of Canada. We were not teaching, other than each other from time to time. We didn’t 
launch a business or even talk too much about it. I already had a reputation in junior high school, grade seven through nine, for being a bit different. I used words that were 
considered “too big”. I asked too many questions, and sometimes they even stumped the teachers. That kind of thing did not increase my popularity. The last thing I wanted to 
advertise was the ability to make my own skirt for the upcoming dance. (I did it anyway. No one knew). 

 When I think back on that time, it is hard to imagine the magnitude of the effort to make myself smaller, less curious, less talented and less intelligent. Instead, I had to 
seem like I placed the highest priority on my physical looks. At every turn, my creative outlets seemed to be challenged in public settings. Alberta in the 1980s was not a hotbed of 
hippies and crafts. It was not “cool” to be knitting or making things. Even home baking of sweet treats was on the fringe of acceptable. As teenagers, we preferred everything to be 
“store-made”, as we called it. It would take several decades before “hand-made” would have the premium status label of today. 

                                                      
9 “Martha Stewart Biography”, Biography.com, 2016, http://www.biography.com/people/martha-stewart-9542234 (12 June 2016) 
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 I did not realize that living in a creative way has far-reaching implications. As I was going through school trying to conform and be like everyone else, I was tamping down 
the very part of myself which would have set me free. I was letting my ego run roughshod over everything I did. I started to think creative people were a bit strange. 

 But I couldn’t stay away. Creativity was in my bones. I kept 
my practice at home where it could be done in secret. I only 
talked about my projects and thoughts with a few people whom I 
could really trust. Inevitably, I had very few of those kind of 
friends. So I maintained a façade of “cool” in all social 
situations. Make-up, clothes, hair - I hustled to fit in and not 
stand out above anyone else in my school. This desire to fit in 
was probably a common feeling for most people attending high 
school at that time. But we sure didn’t talk about it with each 
other.  
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 Then, as fate would have it, one of the high schools I attended offered a fashion design double block class. I had already taken home economics in junior high and sewed 
the obligatory basic apron. I was quite accomplished by that time with much help from my mom. But, the high school class is where I really stepped up my learning. It was a whole 
new world: I practiced proper tailoring techniques and the craft of creating apparel. This choice of an option class 
in high school set in motion my pursuit of a creative adult life. Of course, there would be twists and turns in the 
road. I would also discover that working creatively and living creatively are two very different things. 

 I’ve worked in a creative industry for my whole career. Some might think that was a natural extension of 
my desires and talent as a child. To some degree that is true. To sustain anything over time, the dedication to 
ride out everything that inevitably happens has to be firmly in place. My interest in making clothes certainly drove 
my decisions around school, and then first jobs seemed to naturally pop up from there. But I chose to work at 
arm’s length from the designers for most of my career. I discovered early on that putting your creative work out 
there was a terribly vulnerable process. I couldn’t take the criticism, which is an inevitable part of the job. I thought 
I could hide from all that emotion in my position of management, on the creative sidelines. 

 What I didn’t realize until quite recently is that there is no hiding from the creative process. That is not 
the way it works. I am responsible for a team, some designers and some product managers. In this senior role, 
everything my team does is partly my output as well. There is no hard line between me and them, boss and 
employee. At least, not in the way I want to practice leadership. Now the trick is to honor my creativity and 
contribution, rather than forcing it down the line. That is easier said than done. 

 My quest over the past five years has been as much about understanding creativity as it has been 
about finding the “good” in life. I have discovered that creativity is the foundation for all good ideas. Understanding 
the modern day creative process has been an eye-opening experience. Everything I do in a day has a basis in 
creativity. While it is easier to point to something physical as evidence of a creative effort, it is not limited to these 
kinds of endeavors. With the surge of technology allowing inexpensive creativity in the digital space, a whole new 
world has opened up for me. 

 I think the collective human enterprise to create all the products, services and technical solutions on 
offer today is truly amazing. Never before have people been able to get into the game so easily. The internet has even democratized creat ivity, along with so many other things. The 
process to distribute this book in electronic format without a traditional publisher is an example of this new world. I see this time as a blossoming of creativity. We can take what has 
already been done and continue to build on it. We can learn anything from others, even people halfway around the world. There is no limit to where your curious mind can lead you. 
Exciting times for sure. 

 However, in the midst of all that is new and the rise of digital products, I am still drawn to what is handmade in the physical sense. I feel distinctly better when I sit down at 
a table and begin to play with supplies that make marks on paper. Creating the same project in a graphic design program on my computer is not as satisfying for me. The thrill of 

Christine Westermark sewing 1998 
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laying down the first brushstroke is something lost in the digital world. Maybe that is only a problem in the realm of the adult work world. Even with all the technology available to us, 
my children still had watercolor paints on their school supply lists in elementary school, which is encouraging. In fact, during my school years, I used to look forward to September and 
the list of supplies required for my grade. I have always loved stationary, paint, pens, stickers and anything else on the list that makes up the creative tools for projects yet to be. The 
potential residing in these little bits of ink, charcoal and pigment is limitless. 

 A couple of years ago I took a painting class. Rather than fine art, the class focused on painting furniture. It might seem 
a bit strange to take a class for this seemingly simple concept – how hard can it be? It turned out not to be difficult at all, but this 
chalk paint, wax, product and process by Annie Sloan is quite unique.10 The paint only comes in a select number of colors but 
can easily be mixed at home to create any effect you can imagine. The wax only comes in clear and dark, but it too can be 
manipulated in many different ways. The process is highly customizable and there are very few, if any, hard-and-fast rules. The 
results are divine. There is a subtle feeling to the finished pieces that has a depth of character. I’ve used this technique to 
transform some of my mass produced IKEA pieces and my second hand store finds into something uniquely wonderful. 

                                                      
10 “Annie Sloan: Home of Chalk Paint”, Anniesloan.com, 2016, https://www.anniesloan.com (12 June 2016). 
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 Dedicated creative time, specifically for my projects, is very tough to come by. It is my personal version of a limited resource. I might even call it precious. I have finally 
come to realize this fact about myself and honor it. Like my mother so many years 
ago, I have carved out a creative space. It is not a whole room, but a nice chunk of 
one. The time I spend working on creative ideas is nothing short of bliss. I really love 
it.  

 I think the way I express creativity is my “secret sauce” for life. It is one of the 
characteristics that makes me different from other people. My creations, in any 
medium or form, are unique to me. It is my little twist on life signaling to others 
something special. Everybody has the potential to be creative. I think creativity is a 
latent talent within each person, always waiting to be set free.  

 

When we were young. 

 I feel like my children’s natural curiosity and exploration of their environment 
was evidence of early creativity. As parents, we allowed plenty of free time to let our 
children make their own decisions about how to use materials around them. We 
didn’t schedule their time very often. With a lot time to “just be” our kids were able to 
entertain themselves with their imaginations. They played with their toys in a way that 
felt right for them. We were often surprised and delighted by the unique creative 
expressions our kids came up with. 

Creative supplies found on The Sunshine Coast - 2014 
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 There were many years, when my children were young, that I didn’t work on any creative projects. I had no time. As any mother knows, some days you don’t get your teeth 
brushed. You learn how to do two things at once, sometimes very strange pairings like nursing a baby and taking a pee. During those days, I was somewhat shocked and a little 
unnerved at just how much time those little ones demanded of me. Reading about this time stress in a book and experiencing it are two very different things. However, looking back 
with a filter of creativity, there were so many things we did together which were very basic expressions of creativity. 

 I’m not sure how young families today are coping with the pace of change and infiltration of technology that cuts into family time. My experience predates those innovations, 
for which I am super grateful. We have photos of our children playing with a basket turned into a sailboat; a guitar cut out of a piece of cardboard; a life-size pirate village made out of 
appliance boxes; hours spent playing on the beach with nothing other than what they found or imagined. My husband and I struggled with the amount of time we thought was suitable 
for our kids to watch TV and then later, the introduction of the Gameboy. Both devices presented an opportunity for kids to mindlessly entertain themselves, which sometimes made 
parenting easier. Long car rides, Mommy needs to take an important phone call, or both Mom and Dad want to eat a meal together without getting a babysitter are examples of 
technology’s baby-sitting capabilities. 

 Above all else, we have held onto to the notion that a family who plays together stays together. 
My husband and I tried to expose our children to a variety of different activities and sports. We didn’t want 
our children’s early experiences to be narrowed too quickly. We hoped they could try many things, develop 
their own skills and then choose what they liked best. I think children don’t filter and censor new ideas in 
the same way as adults. I think having fun and being creative with children is so much easier than with 
adults. It doesn’t feel strange to ask a child to paint with you, but extending the same invitation to another 
adult seems too vulnerable. 

 I have read from various sources that we are all born creative and that it “gets learned out of 
you” by the traditional school system. When I think about my journey, I feel like I skated through with my 
creative abilities fairly intact. I quietly practiced at home, keeping the spark lit. While I took a year’s detour 
at University for a misguided attempt to enter the business faculty, I quickly course corrected. Design 
school was a dream come true, one that my parents graciously helped me realize. I have been lucky 
enough to work in a somewhat creative capacity for my job. 

 The trick now, is to fully understand and honor the breadth and depth of my creative ability and 
talent. I need to stop hiding my creative desires and embrace them. Even declaring this in writing is a 
significant step forward for me. I take that step, along with so many others who feel the same way. We are a creative force to be reckoned with! I take great comfort in knowing I am 
not alone, or that it is not only my small family who are the creative ones. Turns out, most people admit to some measure of creativity, but we choose not to talk about. I hope to 
change that. 
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Chapter Nine 

I hate to admit exercise improves my mood. 
 

As a person who avoided exercise most of my adult life, it still amazes me how good I feel after training. Even if I only do a half workout, or just go for a walk. I 
wonder if my good feelings after a workout are a result of how much I don’t look forward to starting and the relief to be finished? 
  -CW the reluctant runner 

My mother used to say something like, “charity begins at home”. I think she was referring to the idea of getting your own house in order before turning too much attention on other 
people. In fact, you can only change yourself anyway. In that spirit, I began a completely new exercise program in the early days of 2015. This was new to me, since I had been 
pretty sedentary for the better part of 30 years. That is a long time. 

 My motivation to start training came from research on the topic of belly fat. I’m not sure why the information finally clicked for me. Timing is everything, I guess. I realized 
that if I wanted to improve my chances of good health later in life, I couldn’t keep buying larger tops to disguise my middle section. Who did I think I was kidding? I used to joke, “I 
want to have some mystery about where my body ends and my clothes begin”.  

 There are many ways to exercise. My husband prefers the gym, with a focus on weights. For years he encouraged me to hire a personal trainer who could help hold me 
accountable. Even though we could afford that option, something about going to a building to exercise seems strange to me. Maybe I am stubborn and want to do the work by myself, 
or maybe I derive extra pleasure from being outside.   

 Instead of joining a gym, I took on a significant challenge with the book, 6 Weeks to a New Body, by Maureen Hagan.11 Before I started the program, I read the whole book 
with a pencil in hand, making notes and observations. Then I researched all the exercises to make sure I understood how to do them properly. I even checked in with my doctor to 
make sure I was fit enough to start exercising. Of course, he said I was. Then I began. 

 I simply followed the book, day by day, week by week. The eating plan was a bit old fashioned, so I kept up my clean eating p rinciples. I appreciated the words of 
encouragement and I was lucky not to become injured, so I got through the first 42 days in one go. Perhaps I blocked the next words from my memory when I first read the book, but 
at the end of those first 42 days, the book said – do this for again for another six weeks. Hagan suggested the best way to “hard wire” this level of training was to simply do another 
six weeks of six days plus one rest day. Oh my, she almost lost me there. 

 The second time through was tougher because my schedule was not conducive to it. I had to start training while travelling. I had to let other people see me running or lifting 
weights. This is when I really had to dig in and commit. But something interesting happened. I started to like this exercise thing. I still had to repeat my mantra while running, “working 
off the sins of the last 30 years”. I was beginning to look forward to training, both for the physical aspect of it and the time alone.  

                                                      
11 M. Hagan, 6 Weeks to a New Body, Penguin Canada, Toronto, 2008 
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 I’ve been at it for long enough that I can say it is a habit. In the last six to eight months I’ve dropped back to about three or four times a week. This is completely fine and is 
a great maintenance schedule. I never thought I could do it, but I did. Someday, I might even be able to say that the belly fat is completely gone. What I found along the way was 
some fortitude that I didn’t think I had. 

 Over the last decade, I’ve watched many of the men around me participate in all kinds of exercise and sports. They are fanatical. I could never understand the appeal until I 
started training myself. One of the benefits of taking up running has been to build up the ability to run for periods of time and experience the freedom which comes from that. It is very 
liberating to have the physical capability and also the joy of getting outside and going wherever your legs take you. As I map out the next stage of my life, I have a sense of 
confidence knowing I can run free. There is an interesting parallel between my work and my training. My ability to perform certain roles, functions and tasks, which build confidence, 
mirrors the progress of my training through running. 

 It has been interesting to see the change in my physical body. I have not lost very 
much weight. But losing pounds was never the reason I started to exercise. I still don’t step on 
the scale very often, which actually makes me a happier person. What has changed in a 
noticeable way is my body shape. I have slimmed down all over my body, with the biggest loss 
around my belly. The only downside is my wardrobe does not fit me anymore. I am in the 
process of shifting my mindset away from “hiding my body with clothes” to “flattering my body 
with clothes”. 
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Chapter Ten 

What did I learn this week? 
 

I like to think that learning helps to keep my brain healthy. New ideas and thoughts, practiced over time allow new pathways to form. These information highways 
are constantly being repaired and improved, battling the effects of aging. When I come across a problem that seems impossible to solve or something new I need 
to learn, I have to resist the urge to give up.  
  -CW adult learning is tough work   

Like most people today, lack of time is one of my biggest problems. In one way or another, I’ve been fighting a battle with time for most of my life. I don’t remember how old I was the 
last time I said, “I’m bored”. This is probably because my mom would put me to work if she heard me say this. But it seems like I went from that state, where time stretched out in 
front of me forever, right into not enough time mode. There was no break or adjustment period in between. 

 I know there are tried-and-true ways to solve the lack-of-time problem. On one hand, I despise the concept of time management. On the other hand, the process of digging 
into chunks of time, classifying, organizing and analyzing, well that kind of stuff is right up my alley. I guess you could say I have a love-hate relationship with time management. I can 
also procrastinate with the best of them when I have a lovely stretch of time set aside to accomplish a specific thing. That is when you will find me organizing a closet or cleaning out 
the freezer instead of tackling the item in my schedule.  

 I end up having to play a few tricks on myself to keep my own commitments. One trick is to put my body in a dedicated location where a certain task is always done. 
Unless I have left that location too messy from the last visit, I can get right down to work without too much trouble. I don’t think there needs to be a dedicated room for every activity, 
although I know some people who have that set-up. Just a corner with the right chair or desk, good light. Simple solutions are good enough. 

 I’ve also tried many day planners, organizers and strategies over the years. What I like about each and every one of them is the act of starting. That first moment of 
opening the clean pages and filling in all the pertinent information feels comfortable, as if I am back in grade school buying back-to-school supplies. Everything is fresh and new and 
hopeful. Then, my favourite color of pencil wears down. And the school year looks like it might never end. That is what the n itty-gritty work of sticking to a plan feels like. Work. I 
always know it will pay off in the end, but seeing projects through can sometimes be tough. That might be why I have probably 10 knitting projects on the go at any one time, 
sometimes taking years to finish. 

 It is all fine and good to schedule each part of my day, assigning blocks of time with tasks, fitting everything in like a game of Tetris. But, with everything so close together, 
there is no time for something to run longer or to pause to transition from one thing to the next. I’ve discovered that placing items on my to-do list in the proper time slots is critical. I 
am most creative in the morning, and I’m an early riser. Towards the end of the day, after dinner, my brain is full, just like my stomach. That  is my time to unwind and relax. Only the 
most repetitive and easy to accomplish tasks can go in those evening time slots. By finally understanding these truths, I can schedule my time in a way which works better for me. I 
only wish I had paid attention to this earlier in my life. 
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“We are what we repeatedly do. Excellence then, is not an act but a habit.”  
  -Aristotle 

 

If someone ever said to me, “you can’t teach an old dog new tricks”, I would bristle. For some reason the notion of being so set in a certain way of being with no desire to change 
really angered me. I suppose that feeling of indignity is the luxury of the young. I still don’t like that phrase, but now I can see that certain habits or patterns in my life are non-
negotiable. Now that I am an older dog, there are a few tricks I am content not to learn.  

 However, I’m open to change, probably more than most people. Something about the novelty of trying new things is pretty inspiring to me. In fact, I’m guilty of starting anew 
with full commitment, (“all-in”, as they say in poker), only to have the whole project or idea fizzle out and fade away. I love the thrill of starting new.  

 As much as I like the beginning of something, I’m fairly attached to the finished project as well. Even though the work in the middle might become tiresome, the thought of 
the final outcome can usually keep me going. I suppose, keeping my eye on the prize at the end, has always been the motivation for me. I can muster up enough persistence to 
make it through the tough stuff along the way. 

 I must have developed a fairly good method of practicing and sticking to a plan over the years. In a way, I guess this became a habit of sorts. After many tries, the middle 
of a project isn’t so bad after all. I may have more patience as well. Maybe my need for instant gratification is not as strong as it used to be. One of the benefits of getting older has 
been the ability to look back at years of consistent effort toward a certain goal, which produced pretty amazing results. In many ways, I feel some of my recent accomplishments far 
exceed anything I could have imagined when I was young. I don’t tend to dwell on what didn’t work out according to plan.  

 I do wonder, though, why new habits seem so difficult to form? If changing habits, swapping one out for another, were like buying a new dress and giving the old one to 
Goodwill, what would life be like? I think starting a new habit is not hard. The tough parts are the time consuming, repeated actions over many days. I also think creating a new habit 
takes significantly longer than 21 days, no matter how often that magic number has been quoted by authorities. At least for me, the habits that stick for the long haul take a long time 
to form. 

 I must have done something noticeable over my journey of the past few years, because people around me have observed a difference in my very character: the way I 
converse with others, my attitude and my reaction to adversity. The family members who see me each day have not commented, and I’ve not really noticed myself. Changes happen 
so slowly over time that they are easy to miss on a day-to-day basis. I think this familiarity with ourselves and close family causes us to miss these big transformations.  

 Years ago I listened to Anthony Robbins’ Personal Power II: The Driving Force!,12 a series of 12 cassette tapes, and a few things stuck with me. The most noticeable thing 
was his enthusiasm. A lot of people today have that way of talking, but at the time it was really special. He had a way of encouraging you to take immediate action with whatever was 
most important in the moment. I still think of his goal-setting tape. He had an extremely effective way of drawing out what was important to me, some kind of idea, hope or dream 
which I had tucked away in the back of my mind. 

                                                      
12 A. Robbins, Personal Power II: The Driving Force, Robbins Research International, 1996. 
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 I’d like to say that I followed all this advice from Robbins and that the past five years have been a completely logical sequence of events, planned and strategized 
beforehand. That would not be true. I did, however follow Robbins’ suggestion of doing one thing immediately. Stop your car and write it down, then act on it immediately upon arrival 
at the destination. I still carry around a little notebook for just this kind of situation. 

 Taking action has been huge for me. I don’t do everything that grabs my attention. I see what fits with my values, what I’m most interested in and what I think will be of 
greatest benefit. If all three questions are answered with a yes, then I do it. The analysis can happen quickly, and I decide on the most exciting opportunities without extensive 
deliberation. 

 As for goal setting, I will admit to doing it, only because I think I should. My parents started us kids doing yearly goals and sharing as a family when we were very young. I 
still have all those printed sheets of paper. It was a good exercise, but they were never specific, measurable, achievable, realistic and time bound (S.M.A.R.T.) goals, really. Even 
though better ways of setting goals have come along, I find the hard work of accomplishing them is the sticking point. I always feel badly when reviewing my goals because even if I 
sort of achieve them, it is never as they were written. The whole process leaves me feeling badly about myself. Perfectionism rearing its ugly head again! 

 Only once in my life has reviewing goals been a good experience. From the Tony Robbins tape, I learned his way of goal setting. I’m not sure if I’ve interpreted his way 
properly or if it has turned into my method of setting goals, but instead of a typical list form, I write a story. While I was pregnant with my second child, I imagined what my life would 
look like 12 years in the future. I incorporated so many small details like where we would live, what my first born son would be like and even characteristics of my second born child. 
Although my life has not turned out exactly as I wrote that story, enough of it has to make me feel strongly connected to those “goals”, even to this day. I still feel good when I read 
that story, even though some details don’t match up. 

 Imagining the future is going to be better than today has been the driving force of my life. It is how I see the world as a g lass-half-full kind of person. This sense of 
optimism carries me through all kinds of not-so-great situations. I find the trick is to also recognize and appreciate how awesome life is in the moment. While my husband is not 
always so optimistic, he is very good at enjoying the moment. He wants to do fun stuff all the time. He helps to keep me present and grounded. 

 

We are a wonderful work in progress. 

 Whatever the reason, the fact is, success breeds success. I was reminded the other day about a trick Tim Ferris uses when setting his daily goals. He says he picks at 
least one thing per day on his to-do list that is ridiculously easy to accomplish. Ferris uses the example of teeth flossing. I guess it is a problem for people to commit the time to do 
the whole mouth. The super easy goal would be to floss the first five teeth. The benefit is, you will do at least that, and even if that is all you do, you have achieved your goal. 
Evidently our brains can’t discern the difference between small goals and big goals when we are feeling good about ourselves for the accomplishment. I have noticed this recently 
when a major goal of mine was accomplished, something that has taken many months to achieve, the good feelings lasted no longer than when I recognize a very small daily goal 
being completed. The balance of big goals and small ones is important here, and the small daily wins can really add up over time. 

 The big stuff requires patience and perseverance, which is absolutely essential when the goal is to make profound changes. I am a complex person and my path to 
personal growth has been, and will continue to be, extremely slow. Another benefit of midlife is recognition of what has come before. I can now look back and recognize all the steps I 
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have taken to get where I am now. While it is easy to say that the time has flown by, I can also break down what I have accomplished into steps and realize there is a lot there! It 
didn’t happen overnight. The trick is to see if there are any shortcuts to replicate those efforts for future success. 

 I’m not big on looking back and wondering what if? If I had done this, or hadn’t done that, what might the outcome have been? My tendency is to charge ahead. But maybe 
the better purpose for looking back is to congratulate myself on the impressive list of things I have accomplished. I’m leaving my professional life out on purpose because that stuff is 
for my résumé. Anyway, here is what I think contributed to where I am today: 

• 2010 – read The Alchemist by Paulo Coelho 

• 2011 – started a blog called The Good Life List 

• 2012 & 2013 – learned with Heather Bruggeman in her e-course called Whole Food Kitchen 

• 2012 – learned with Erin Wallace in her photography e-course called Eyes Open 

• 2013 – read Clean by Dr. Junger & participated in a 21-day cleanse 

• 2013 – learned with Heather Bruggeman in her e-course called Hibernate 

• 2013 – read Start with Why by Simon Sinek and learned to develop my personal “why” statement in an e-course 

• 2014 – read & learned through art journaling, an e-course for The Gifts of Imperfection by Brene Brown  

• 2014 – learned with Desmond & Mpho Tutu in the e-course The Forgiveness Challenge 

• 2014 & 2015 – attended World Domination Summit in Portland, Oregon 

• 2014 & 2015 – read Thrive by Arianna Huffington and later learned more in her e-course 

• 2014 – learned about Annie Sloan Chalk Paint at The Passionate Home in Langley, BC 

• 2013 – learned with Heather Bruggeman in her e-course called Summer Soul Camp 

• 2015 – read 6 Weeks to a New Body by Maureen Hagan & began a regular training program 

• 2015 – joined Fizzle, an online entrepreneur training forum 
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• 2015 – started a website called Daily Creatives 

• 2015 – joined Loops Club, a monthly subscription of knitting projects mailed to my home 

• 2016 – read & learned through an e-course for Daring Greatly and Rising Strong by Brene Brown 

 

 As I look through this list, I notice an interesting pattern, almost a type of education program. I’ve often joked that I have been working towards my next degree - a masters 
in a creative life, filled with self-care and innovation. As I scour the internet, I can’t find any one program that bundles together these kind of interests for midlife creative women. 
Either no one is looking for it, or no one has figured out how to offer this to us women. There seems to be plenty of advice about midlife “crisis” for women, with a special angle 
towards “what to do about your husband or partners cheating”. Or endless advice on fashion for midlife. But nothing to encourage midlife women to take charge of this wonderful 
opportunity for creativity we have in front of us. 

 Maybe the reason I am not seeing the solutions I am looking for online is because they don’t exist yet. This is not surprising because the help I searched for six years ago 
and couldn’t find lead me on this quest. It has been a wonderful process so far, and I expect will continue to be so. The big difference going forward is I’m ready to share my 
experience. 
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Conclusion 

It took a long time to get here. 

Communicating how I felt and what I thought over the past few years has been an extremely rewarding part of my life. To channel my thoughts into a positive and creative outlet on a 
consistent basis has reset how I look at the world around me. I search for good stories now. The responses from readers has given me a wonderfully new kind of bond with other 
people, especially my friends and family. We have something to talk about — a conversation I am very interested in. 

 I can’t imagine where I would be right now if I had not undertaken my quest. My attitude towards my job was turning sour. I don’t know how to describe it in any other way. 
I was turning into a person I didn’t recognize anymore. I was struggling, and instead of finding helpful resources to assist me in this transition time, I was growing increasingly 
frustrated, almost bitter. 

 My journey has helped to inform me of the choices I have made and what I might do differently in the future. I knew my physical health was not great and wouldn’t get 
better by hoping it to be so. I reluctantly recognized that I couldn’t be in two places at once. I cannot effectively parent from Europe, and I certainly cannot be a good wife and partner 
from that distance. I yearned for the simpler times when I could commit to things. I couldn’t keep a dentist appointment six months out because work would force me to change it at 
the last minute. Something always came up. Somehow my personal needs were not high ranking in my list of priorities. I was a shell of a person running on empty. If I didn’t take 
charge of the situation, back then, some kind of big event was bound to force me to pay attention. I had enough presence of m ind to realize I didn’t want a big wake-up call added to 
my list of accomplishments. 
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 I set out to tell my story of finding and cultivating creativity in everyday situations. I wanted to show how that pursuit made me a happier person, who generated good ideas, 
and led me to a more balanced life. This is merely part of my journey, of course. It took a very long time to get here, more than what I have described in these pages.  The choices I 
have made recently are a product of the learning and discovery that has occurred over the whole of my adult life. 

 

Stay tuned… 

I hope you enjoyed reading this book as much as I have enjoyed writing it. The concepts and stories are not fully explained in every detail, for I think the most important bits are 
presented in order to inspire. Each of us is on our own journey of self-discovery, and that is where the creative fun is. Take the interesting nuggets and pass over what doesn’t feel 
right. As with my efforts in blogging, this book has been a record of what is good for me. I’ve purposely left out all the struggle and heartache. While I’ve not experienced an 
inordinate amount of that, it doesn’t improve my life to dwell on it. I hold all kinds of space for good stuff and cut away bad stuff pretty easily. 

I can be reached in the following places. I look forward to loads more connection with like-minded souls. I’m extremely interested in creative stories, habits, projects and passions. 
Feel free to share. Our lives are important and our stories need to heard. 

• www.dailycreatives.com 
• Daily creatives on Facebook 
• Dailycreatives on Instagram 
• Dailycreatives on Pinterest 
• christine@dailycreatives.com 

  

http://www.dailycreatives.com/
https://www.facebook.com/DailyCreatives7/?ref=profile
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Goodies at the end… 

Cookbooks 
*Jamie’s 30 Minute Meals by Jamie Oliver 
*It’s All Good by Gwyneth Paltrow and Julia Turshen 
*Clean Eats by Alejandro Junger 
*The Oh She Glows Cookbook by Angela Liddon 
*Bonnie Stern’s Essentials of Home Cooking by Bonnie Stern 
*Whitewater Cooks At Home by Shelley Adams 
*A Year in My Kitchen by Skye Gyngell 
*The French Kitchen by Joanne Harris and Fran Warde 
*Eating Clean by Amie Valpone 

 

Books for learning 
*Gift From The Sea by Ann Morrow Lindbergh 
*Crazy About Gardening by Des Kennedy 
*Animal, Vegetable, Miracle by Barbara Kingsolver 
*The Gifts Of Imperfection by Brene Brown 
*The 4-Hour Workweek By Tim Ferris 
*The Happiness Project by Gretchen Rubin 
*The Woman Who Changed Her Brain by Barbara Arrowsmith-Young 
*Thrive by Arianna Huffington 
*The $100 Startup by Chris Guillebeau 
*Living Juicy by SARK  

http://www.jamieoliver.com/recipes/category/books/jamies-30-minute-meals/#hxKmyhFga0SwKTkP.97
http://goop.com/its-all-good-2/
http://www.cleanprogram.com/clean-eats
http://ohsheglows.com/
http://www.bonniestern.com/
http://whitewatercooks.com/
http://www.joanne-harris.co.uk/v3site/books/frenchkitchen/index.html
http://thehealthyapple.com/books/eating-clean/
http://www.charleslindbergh.com/anne/
http://www.animalvegetablemiracle.com/
http://brenebrown.com/books/
http://fourhourworkweek.com/
http://gretchenrubin.com/books/the-happiness-project/about-the-book/
http://www.barbaraarrowsmithyoung.com/book/
http://100startup.com/
http://planetsark.com/
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Goodies at the end… 

Books for fun 
*Blackberry Wine by Joanne Harris 
*Anne Of Green Gables by Lucy Maud Montgomery 
*The Friday Night Knitting Club by Kate Jacobs 
*The Kitchen God’s Wife by Amy Tan 
*Dinner at The Homesick Restaurant by Anne Tyler 
*Oryx And Crake by Margaret Atwood 
*The Alchemist by Paulo Coelho 
*Leaving Home: A Collection of Lake Wobegon Stories by Garrison Keillor 
*Where The Sidewalk Ends by Shel Silverstein 
*Alligator Pie by Dennis Lee 
*The Paper Bag Princess by Robert Munsch 
*The Art Of Racing In The Rain by Garth Stein 
*Like Water for Chocolate by Laura Esquivel 
*Ines Of My Soul by Isabel Allende 
*The Curve of Time by Wylie Blanchet 
*Vancouver: A Novel by Alison Griffiths and David Cruise 
*Madness, Betrayal and the Lash: The Epic Voyage of Captain Vancouver by Stephen R. Bown 
*Things I Learned From Knitting by Stephanie Pearl-McPhee 
*All I Really Need To Know I Learned In Kindergarten by Robert Fulghum 
*If Life Is a Bowl of Cherries, What Am I Doing in the Pits? by Erma Bombeck 
*Let’s Pretend This Never Happened by Jenny Lawson 
*Late Nights On Air by Elizabeth Hay 
*The Frozen Thames by Helen Humphreys 
*Journey by James A. Michener 
*Lollipop Shoes by Joanne Harris 
*Runemarks by Joanne Harris 

 

TED talks 
Ken Robinson, “Do Schools Kill Creativity?” 

http://joanne-harris.co.uk/v3site/books/blackberrywine/
http://lucymaudmontgomery.ca/
http://www.katejacobs.com/
http://margaretatwood.ca/maddaddam-trilogy/
http://paulocoelhoblog.com/2015/12/15/10-powerful-life-lessons-from-the-alchemist/
http://www.garrisonkeillor.com/leaving-home/
http://dennislee.ca/
http://robertmunsch.com/book/the-paper-bag-princess
http://www.garthstein.com/works/the-art-of-racing-in-the-rain/
http://isabelallende.com/en/book/ines
http://www.yarnharlot.ca/
http://robertfulghum.com/index.php/fulghumweb/booksentry/all_i_really_need_to_know_i_learned_in_kindergarten_15th_anniversary_ed/
http://thebloggess.com/lets-pretend-this-never-happened-a-mostly-true-memoir/
http://elizabethhay.com/?book=books/late-nights-on-air
http://www.hhumphreys.com/thefrozenthames.html
http://joanne-harris.co.uk/v3site/books/lollipop/
http://www.joanne-harris.co.uk/v3site/books/runemarks/
https://www.ted.com/talks/ken_robinson_says_schools_kill_creativity
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Isabel Allende, “Tales Of Passion” 
Ann Cooper, “What’s Wrong With School Lunches” 
Benjamin Wallace, “The Price Of Happiness” 
Simon Sinek, “How Great Leaders Inspire Action” 
Brene Brown, “The Power Of Vulnerability” 
Chip Conley, “Measuring What Makes Life Worthwhile” 
David Brooks, “The Social Animal” 
Ariana Huffington, “How To Succeed? Get More Sleep” 
Julia Sweeney, “It’s Time For The Talk” 
Salman Khan, “Let’s Use Video To Reinvent Education” 
Barbara Arrowsmith-Young, “The Woman Who Changed Her Brain” 
  

https://www.ted.com/talks/isabel_allende_tells_tales_of_passion
https://www.ted.com/talks/ann_cooper_talks_school_lunches
https://www.ted.com/talks/benjamin_wallace_on_the_price_of_happiness
https://www.ted.com/talks/simon_sinek_how_great_leaders_inspire_action
https://www.ted.com/talks/brene_brown_on_vulnerability
https://www.ted.com/talks/chip_conley_measuring_what_makes_life_worthwhile
https://www.ted.com/talks/david_brooks_the_social_animal
http://www.ted.com/talks/arianna_huffington_how_to_succeed_get_more_sleep
https://www.ted.com/talks/julia_sweeney_has_the_talk
https://www.ted.com/talks/salman_khan_let_s_use_video_to_reinvent_education
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=o0td5aw1KXA
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Goodies at the end… 

Movies 
Shirley Valentine 
Like Water For Chocolate 
The Sound of Music 
Love Actually 
The Jane Austen Book Club 
The Best Exotic Marigold Hotel 
Chocolat 
Amadeus 
The Hundred-Foot Journey 

 

Podcasts 

Guided meditation by Tara Brach 
“The Robcast” by Rob Bell 
“The Tony Robbins Podcast” by Tony Robbins 
“Call Your Girlfriend” by Ann Friedman and Aminatou Sow 
“HayHouse Radio” radio for your soul 
“The Fizzle Show” by Fizzle.co 
“TED Radio Hour” by NPR 
“The Tim Ferris Show” by Tim Ferris 
“A Prairie Home Companion” with Garrison Keillor 
  

http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0098319/
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0103994/
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0059742/
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0314331/
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0866437/
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt1412386/
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0241303/
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0086879/
http://www.imdb.com/title/tt2980648/
https://www.tarabrach.com/talks-audio-video/
http://robbell.podbean.com/
https://www.tonyrobbins.com/podcast/
http://callyourgirlfriend.com/
https://www.hayhouseradio.com/#!/
https://fizzle.co/show
http://www.npr.org/podcasts/510298/ted-radio-hour
http://fourhourworkweek.com/podcast/
http://prairiehome.org/listen/podcast/
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Goodies at the end… 

Favourite places in the world 

*Tofino, British Columbia, Canada 

*Any of the islands where BC Ferries cruises to 

*Kauai, Hawaii, USA 

*New Orleans, Louisiana, USA 

*Portland, Oregon, USA 

*San Francisco, California, USA 

*Los Cabos, Baja California Sur, Mexico 

*Malta 

*London, England 
Flags: British Columba, Canada, BC Ferries 
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Notes 


