
OUTRAGEOUS MASTERY™
An Xperiment with Power

Get ready to be captivated by the audacity of a young
woman taking on life and challenging it to give her every answer
she seeks, every dream she dreams, and then challenging it to

deliver her from hell and give her the impossible

Hold On! You are going for the Ride of Your Life!

Sasha Xarrian
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FOREWORD

As a child and young woman, I always wanted to see into the future—more
specifically, I wanted to see my future. Looking back, I now realize it is a
blessing we can’t do that. If we were to see the traumatic and challenging times,
would we back out or take steps to avoid them?

If we saw the wonderful and heartwarming times, would they be enough to
carry us through the rough ones?

And how far would we see? Would we want to see all the way to the end?
There was a time when I was forewarned—well, maybe forewarned isn’t

the most descriptive word—but in a way, forewarned was exactly what it was.
I was very religious at the time, but it was also a time when I found myself

at odds with the leadership of my church quite often. I held a high position in the
church, one usually reserved for men with doctorates in religious studies, and I
was looked up to by most in the area, as I was called upon to speak to hundreds
on a regular basis.

I loved studying my scriptures and would do so daily. It began to seem
more than coincidental when every time I opened my Bible, it would open at the
exact same page in the book of Isaiah. This page described immense suffering
that was about to come to pass, but it also told of the bounteous blessings that
would surpass and follow the suffering.

I know I had other clues along the way; I just can’t remember them now.
But there were enough that I was pretty certain about what might “come to
pass” in my life before long.

I had no clue how it would all come about, but I began to sense
somewhere deep inside me that things would soon become rough and that—in
time—I would be delivered from it.

I also knew there was a reason for it.

The cycles in my adult life up to that point in time began with deep study,
prayer, and spiritual learning. That period would be followed immediately by a
request and opportunity to spend the next few years teaching what I had learned
in solitude.

These cycles became predictable, so somehow I knew that the period of
pain and struggle would also be a time of intense learning and insight, followed
by an equally intense period of teaching.

I didn’t know to whom I would be teaching the lessons I learned. At the
time, I didn’t comprehend the purpose of what was about to occur, and I had no
clue how drastically my life would change and evolve.
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Maybe when our ordinary lives start to disintegrate, we begin a hero’s
journey without knowing it.

I didn’t have a clue about how long, deep, and intensely painful the period
would be. The first few years I remember thinking that this was the time I had
been forewarned about. It would end at some point, and everything would be
right in my world again.

But it went on for so long that one year I somehow lost the vision of the
entire picture. Then I just wanted out; I pleaded to get out.

Since that time, I have gone through an entire restructuring of myself, my
belief system, and my way of living and thinking.

I have had to learn not to be afraid. Before my time of trauma, I felt
fearless, and I appeared fearless to everyone else. I have had to learn to trust
and love again. Before, it was easy, but then it became difficult—almost
impossible.

I have had to learn how to “make” money by myself, so as to have money
to support six children. I have had to learn what it is like not to have tons of
friends or family support. I have had to learn how to recreate all that from
scratch. I was raised in such a sheltered environment—where everyone I knew
was almost identical—that it was like entering a different planet when life
changed for me.

What I knew—a long, long time ago—was that someday I would be
teaching others on a grand scale. How that would happen and what I would
teach were entirely unclear to me at the time.

Toward the end of the “period of hell,” as I aptly nicknamed it, the idea
came to write it all in the form of a book and share it with the world through my
speaking. What I was going to write and why I would write morphed over time,
and the process is changing even now. I am clear that I am living in the time I
have long dreamt of, but I am also clear that I have not seen the big picture. It is
being revealed to me step by step.

Do I believe in predestination? No, but I like the idea that we are
eternal—that we lived, and possibly designed the map of our lives, before
coming to earth. I like believing that for some, if not all of us, there is a mission
(so to speak) to achieve, a reason to be, and a reason for growing, learning, and
progressing.  Possibly there is a higher reason why we strive to be more
intelligent, more powerful, more loving, and more Godly. Maybe there is a
reason for our suffering and our struggle.

Outrageous Mastery™ is written from that premise.  I started my story
before I was born, and doing so has allowed me to share with you my deepest
thoughts and beliefs.  They may be foreign to you, and that is okay.  Part of the
fascination with life is stepping into another’s world and discovering their
thoughts.
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You will read how I have Xperimented with life, with power, and with who
we are (assuming that we are special—and possibly divine—with divine and
Godly powers).

What you read here may stretch your mind, your heart, and your soul. It
may make you angry; it may make you cry. It is my gift to you. It has not been an
easy gift to give or to create. It has been a difficult process to not only go back in
time and write things I would rather forget, but also to strive day by day to have
the courage to give my innermost thoughts and experiences to you—no matter
who you are or what you believe.

You see, I was judged and criticized so fiercely by everyone who was
anyone in my life, that I was left a little wounded. Coming forward with all this is
a monumental step for me, and it has caused more than a little fear. In fact, I
stand in the face of that fear every day.

But I do it because I know I have a precious and powerful gift for you. This
is why I am here now—writing—and it is why you are reading my words. Your life
will be changed when you have read my story, and my life will be changed when
you read it. So let’s take a step into the unknown together, and create something
magnificent.

I will see you on the other end.

Sasha
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INTRODUCTION

I remember waking up early that morning, before anyone else. Dressed
only in my nightgown, bare feet buried in the new, thick, plush, white carpeting, I
slowly descended the giant, curved oak staircase—feeling like a queen.

I paused halfway down and looked at the magnificent hall below me. It was
nine feet wide and twenty-eight feet long, with an inlaid wood floor and marble
entranceway; huge, carved oak pillars rising two stories high; and three sets of
carved oak doors leading into three living rooms, each with its own fireplace. I
thought of the nine bedrooms and three acres of land, and I could barely believe
it was all mine.

Four weeks ago we were living with our five little children in a three-
bedroom home, in near poverty. A year earlier Mom and Dad had driven from
Clearfield, Utah, to Silver Spring, Maryland, with their motor home loaded with
red and green furniture from Dad’s trailer park. Before then we were eating off
boxes and TV trays and sleeping on three-inch mattresses on the floor. No one
had any chests of drawers, and the only chair in the house was a red one
donated by my husband’s parents.

Descending that magnificent stairway at 301 North Rolling Road in
Baltimore, Maryland, I marveled at the great gift I had been given. Several
months earlier, during prayer, I had with pure faith requested a gorgeous new
home.

Knowing we had no money to pay for it, I still knew—with undaunted
faith—that my request would be granted. Miraculously—almost unbelievably—it
was.

Now, there I was—living as in a dream.

Is it kindness that keeps us from seeing into the future? I had no way to
know that ten years later and having borne one more child, I would be divorced,
with sole custody of my six children. There would be no way to bring in money,
the family home would be taken from us, and I would go from having hundreds of
friends to none. My large extended family would choose not to have contact with
me or my six beautiful, loving children. My faith, my God, and my trust in people
would be gone. And I would be angry—most of all at God. I had trusted God
implicitly, and He had allowed pure hell to befall my innocent children and
myself. I would feel completely and utterly alone.

The suffering, the tears, and the agony that were my daily lot drained my
spirit—my vitality. Everything I treasured was taken away, and I didn’t know who
I was anymore. I fought the anger and resentment daily, and I constantly
searched for release—for answers—for the feeling of life and power once again.

But my story started a long time before that.
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1
BEFORE EARTH . . .

Once upon a time, in a place not far away, preparations were being made by
many to be born on earth.

This place was called Home. It was an eternal and safe place. All truth was
known there. While there, you instinctively knew that you lived forever. It was a place of
intense learning and increasing mastery, where love surrounded and infused the soul. It
was the place that all dream about and instinctively feel while visiting earth.

Leaving Home and taking the journey to earth meant deciding to take on the
adventure of greater mastery. Everyone knew it could be either miserable or bursting
with excitement. It was a challenge none wanted to miss, but it filled most with
incredible anxiety and fear. Everyone knew that the adventure of earth life was many
times encased in pain and struggle that literally blinded travelers, so that they could not
see the light. But the opportunity to learn to be a greater master was so intriguing that
most chose to take the leap.

Friends and loved ones would often meet to share the stories of adventure,
tragedy, and love they had experienced while living on earth.

They would reminisce about the challenges of living on earth—for example, while
on earth, they would have no memory of any other existence. They would recall that it
was like walking around blindfolded, never being completely sure what was truth and
what was fiction. There were always those on earth who professed to know, and those
who followed those who professed to know. But in reality, no one on earth really knew
for sure if life existed before or after earth life. Nor did they know if there were other
dimensions of existence, or other dimensions of power.

Everyone knew that the ones living on earth were never alone. Some of their
friends and loved ones always went with them. Others stayed behind to help them in
special and powerful ways that could be accessed only while living at Home.

For hours they would discuss the lessons learned, the progress made, and the
evolution of their souls that always occurred after a trip or period of life on earth.

Invariably, the conversation would turn to how different life on earth would be if
truth could be remembered. They often made up stories about ways in which they could
pass the truth to loved ones and friends on earth. Mastery would be so much easier,
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quicker, and more intense if they had the truth. Life on earth would dramatically change
if that were possible.

If only there were a way to communicate with the ones on earth and let them
know they were not alone—that was the continual dilemma, often discussed.

They could feel the love, the certainty, and the guidance that would comfort them
and keep the spark of excitement and passion alive. Their hearts could stay open and
vulnerable. Their fears would diminish.

Their breakthroughs and creative power would be unleashed, and the love and
help they could receive would be astonishing.

One group of friends and loved ones decided they would try to turn their fantasy
into reality. They decided to begin by mapping out a detailed strategy.

They reasoned that if one or more of them were to go to earth with one intensely
focused outcome, if major details planned in advance became the framework, and if
they had absolute confidence in the plan—then possibly they could traverse the barriers
between them. Captivated by the idea, they brainstormed throughout the night.

They fantasized that if they could systematically discover and use the truths
(secrets) while on earth, they could become Masters at the game of life—Masters at
creating their dreams—even Masters of power while on earth.

They imagined that life would dramatically change for those who chose to use
the secrets. And they felt that if enough of them began using the secrets, the vibrations
would in time spread throughout the universe, affecting not only themselves but all who
chose to master life.

They theorized that the veil between loved ones on earth and those who had
returned could possibly become very thin.

“What if the ones left on earth felt a higher sense of communication and love with
loved ones who had passed on than they felt when they were living together on earth?”
they mused.

“What if they knew how incredibly easy it was to feel the love, the connection,
and the wisdom of the ones they loved on earth who had returned. What a sense of
love, fulfillment, and peace that would bring.
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“Imagine those on earth having conversations about the wisdom and blessings
brought to them by their loved ones who had passed on, but who still loved them
beyond measure.

“Imagine how different life on earth would be.”

They all knew that eternal life was about creating and becoming more. Living in
that state of being was ecstasy.

They also knew that to create masterfully was like living on the edge—it sounded
exciting, but looked risky. In reality there was no such thing as risk, because there was
no such thing as loss—there was only the soul’s movement to greater and different
dimensions of life. The appearance of loss kept many from “becoming more” and from
actively and powerfully creating.

Those on earth would need to know these secrets, along with many others. They
devised strategies for taking the secrets to earth and rediscovering them, after they had
been forgotten.

The brainstorming and strategizing lasted almost a year, and it began to
consume their passions and their joy. The excitement was addictive. Many others felt
the building energy and excitement and joined the planning sessions. Creative and
powerful ideas flowed freely and began to magnify.

Finally, their plan was complete. Strategies in hand, they decided to put it to the
test.

They would call it—Outrageous Mastery.

They began devising mission specialties. Doing it alone would be
impossible—the power of many was essential. They knew their excitement would be
contagious, and even more would join their great experiment to add their power and
wisdom.

They had decided that one or two would be the main Revealers of the Secrets.

One would have to volunteer go to earth, train in advance to hear and remember
the secrets, and develop the clarity and faith to write them in a book and share them
with the world. The other would need to visit earth long enough to open that one’s mind
to the reality of the others.

Many would be collaborating with highly evolved souls at Home to create focused
power for the one going to earth.
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A select group would also go to earth around the same time to help the one who
would discover the secrets. They would be there during the difficult, evolving, and
enlightening periods.

The excitement was indeed contagious. It was a powerful plan, and it caused
great evolution of their souls as they began the implementation.

For months they refined and outlined their specific missions—the ones staying
behind and the ones going to earth—all to facilitate the discovering of the secrets.

Over time, everything was thought out—where the birth would be, what the belief
system of the hosting family would be, what year it would take place, major and
dramatic events—all designed to ensure a high level of success for their plan.

One called Sasha volunteered to be the one who would train to discover the
secrets while on earth.  She would use every method they had developed to help her
remember the secrets, and she also committed to share them with the world when the
plan succeeded.

One called Sarah volunteered to be the one to be on earth for a very short time.
She would begin to open Sasha’s mind to their existence and reality.

As they studied what was occurring on earth, they became very interested in a
religious sect called Mormonism. Its followers believed that everyone could get personal
revelation on a regular basis. The planners surmised that if she were born into a very
religious family in that sect, she would believe that she could communicate with God,
which would open her mind and heart to hearing guidance.

The followers of this religion were burdened with a great deal of guilt. They
theorized that if Sasha were to break a serious commandment, she would have to
undergo a rigorous repentance process requiring her to hear and feel forgiveness from
above. That would give them their first real opportunity to communicate with her.

They knew it would take years for her to understand what was happening. For
many years she would know some of the secrets and how to use them, but would
mistake their true identity. They knew that to experience all the secrets, she would at
some point need to go beyond Mormonism. She would have to explore—test—have
incredible courage—and stand in the face of losing everything that was dear and
precious to her. She would experience fear and loss on a death-defying level and put
everything on the line, time after time, to test the secrets.
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They discussed how they would help her through that process—how they could
give her the strength and passion she would need to survive, to flourish, and to share
with the world.

It was all in the plan. The timing, settings, and connections that were essential to
giving her full opportunity to discover and use the secrets had been thought out in detail.

The planning was coming to an end. Implementation was imminent. It was time.

Finally, all was ready.
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2
ARE YOU PART OF YOUR OWN MASTER PLAN?

Sasha, named Celia Vae Higley by her parents, was born in Utah to a Mormon
family. Sasha’s father made a very good living, and we knew that would give Sasha an
inherent enjoyment of money without any fear involved. It was important that Sasha
begin her time on earth without a lot of fear or feelings of deprivation.

We also knew that being born into the Mormon culture would produce strong
reactions, beliefs, creations, and volcanic eruptions powerful enough to move her
through the evolutions needed for us to reveal to her all the secrets.

We had thought everything out in detail.
We designed a loving home with a dedicated and full-time mother who focused on

motherhood, religion, and baking. This gave Sasha a foundation of love and security that
she would need for her mission.

She was also born to a father who, though uneducated, had created a small
monetary empire. This would give Sasha a belief that anyone could create any amount of
money desired.

Her father had taken only one college course—horseshoeing. He had left home at
the age of 13 to escape a whipping and from there had built a multimillion-dollar
business that spread through Utah and Idaho. He developed land, built homes, had a real
estate office, built a nursery and car wash, and so forth. He named one of the
developments after his daughter’s middle name—Vae—and named the streets after her
brothers, her sister, her mom, and herself. A community grew, and when a middle school
was built it took its name from the development—Vae View. The high school that
followed was given the same name. Now, if you drive down Interstate 15 from Salt Lake
City to Layton, you will see a large V painted on the mountain to your right. It’s a
tradition in some of the western states to paint the initial of their town or school on the
nearest mountain.

Her father’s focus was on creating abundance, with a lot of family play and
vacations along the way. This would help her feel a kinship with play and fun, which was
essential. Celia, as she was called, was rather spoiled. She was the only daughter among
four brothers for many years, and that was also in the plan. We had planned for her to
have the genetic makeup (along with her inherent nature) to be self-willed, hungry for
adventure, a natural leader, somewhat rebellious, loving, passionate, and curious about
life; this would give us all a great start.

We wanted her to have a pretty face, for we knew that could be a quick start
toward self-confidence. Self-confidence is essential to mastery. Confidence is very closely
connected to faith. Moreover, faith is like an umbilical cord to power—pure power is
transferred through this cord. Faith is one of those Secrets of Life that once understood
gives you the lifeline to your dreams.
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She grew, and in her growing questioned how their one small church among all
the others on earth could be the only true way, the only one that came from God. She
was told to just believe, and she did. After all, her life consisted of no one except the
Mormon believers. She was a young girl drowned in the magical belief of being one of
the chosen ones—those sent to earth in these latter days to be an example to the world
and to show them all the way to truth and light and love.

What a perfect start.

SELF-CONFIDENCE

      MASTERY

FAITH

      POWER

        ‘YOUR’ DREAMS COME TRUE!
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3
DO YOU HAVE A CONSUMING DESIRE?

After fourteen years on earth, Celia was in ninth grade at Clearfield High School.
She ran with the popular, wild crowd, dated the most popular and successful young men,
kept high standards of morality, and had a deep thirst for adventure.

She had a Catholic friend whose family was military, the nearby Air Force base
providing the local Mormons their only glimpse into a non-Mormon world. Celia’s
popular friend invited her to go skiing every Sunday, and she would patiently explain
that it was entirely out of the question to go skiing on the Sabbath. The Catholic friend,
Jan, suggested she go to an early morning service as she did, and then go skiing. Celia
had to explain that Mormon services take up a good part of the day, and the rest of the
day is devoted to spiritual activities—which did not include skiing.

Celia decided to make a move and do as she had been taught repeatedly.  She
would share her Mormon world with Jan, and who knows? Maybe she could convert her.
That was one of the ultimate aims for all Mormons, and it affected every action they took
when they were involved with non-Mormons. So she invited Jan to go to church with her.
Her friend agreed, as long as Celia would attend Mass with her.

Celia attended a Catholic Mass for the first time in her life. She was shocked; it
was quiet. Mormon ceremonies were never quiet; they were always filled with children.
Celia felt touched and inspired during the Catholic service. She decided to be more in
touch with God, so she would go to Catholic Mass every Sunday morning before the
Mormon service. She was beginning to open up to spirituality as a whole, rather than just
religion. She shared this plan with her mother.

Celia had never experienced her mother coming completely unglued before. She
yelled, cried, and totally forbade Celia to do that. The Catholic Church was not the
church of God.

Celia learned a quick and powerful lesson—never to speak favorably about
another faith again. There was one and only one true way—Mormonism. We knew an
experience like this would happen and would help set a foundation of intense belief in
her that the Mormon Church was the only true church on earth. This belief would allow
her to have undivided focus when she began experimenting with faith. Her undivided
focus would allow her to believe unquestioningly  in the promises of power she would
later hear and wonder about. Without this unquestioning belief in the truthfulness of the
promises, she would never be able to create powerfully. It really didn’t matter, at this
time, whether or not the Mormon Church was true—what mattered was whether she
believed in it without reservation. Faith usually begins with one person believing in
another’s certainty.

At the same time, her bishop decided that Celia was the ideal Mormon girl. He
began setting up speaking engagements for her and passing her name around as
someone who could inspire the other youth in the church. At the age of 16, Celia spoke
to a Mormon group of 2000. She then went around to the different congregations in the
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Clearfield, Utah, area and spoke to the teenagers. She was even influential in getting one
of the few non-Mormon teenagers baptized, which was always a big and highly rewarded
feat in the Mormon Church.

One of the main themes running through the theology of the Mormon Church is
to convert the world to Mormonism, or at least to give everyone on earth a chance to
accept or reject it. That is one of the main reasons for the numerous Mormon temples,
where the Mormons baptize by proxy every dead person whose name they can get their
hands on. That is why the church emphasizes genealogy—the more names they get, the
more baptisms in their temples. Those who accept their truth and are baptized are the
ones who will live forever in the presence of Heavenly Father and Jesus. Everyone else
will inherit lesser kingdoms, where they can never progress or live with God and the
baptized Mormons. Those who never hear about the Mormon Church will hear about it
in heaven from heavenly Mormon missionaries, and they will have the opportunity to
accept or reject it there. Since the Mormons on earth don’t know who accepted or
rejected the faith in heaven, they have a baptismal ceremony for everyone who
died—just in case. This is a basic Mormon belief.

This kind of detailed belief system has a tendency to erase all doubt in the
follower’s mind. Celia heard intelligent men and women continually speak to the
greatness and truthfulness of the church. It was also a fully integrated method of giving
all the members ample opportunity to bear their testimony to the truthfulness of the
church. The repetition, the passion, the devotion, and the explanations were all
overwhelming. Because Celia had a logical mind, it was essential that she be
overwhelmed with this kind of heady devotion. Although there would come a time that
would need to be equally painful and confusing for her to look beyond, for now the
Mormon belief system provided a foundation upon which to seek, test, and build without
question.

Such was Celia’s beginning journey on earth. Every year she became a more
devout believer in the truthfulness of Mormon doctrine, its power, and its singularity of
eternal truth.

At age 17, the first major and dramatic event was about to explode in her life and
shake her to the core. It would also allow us to reveal the first powerful secret to her.

As she was speaking to a youth group one time, a newly returned missionary from
the area joined her. He was 22 years old—tall, dark, good-looking, and very self-
confident.

Celia had been properly trained to believe without question all of the precepts of
the Mormon Church. One of those precepts was to remain chaste and not indulge in sex,
necking, petting, or immoral thoughts. She had been successful in this regard up until
now.

She had also been taught that a returned missionary was the ultimate male. They
were young men picked by God to rule their future family, then the church, eventually
the world, and finally as a God and Creator of worlds themselves.

Tall, dark, and handsome Roman, whose charisma attracted men and women
alike, was at the top of the ultimate male chart. Celia’s family wanted to make sure he
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was the one she chose to remain with and bring into the family, but Celia wasn’t so sure.
He seduced them all.

The seducer had cleverly and secretly taken cheerleaders to bed even before his
two-year Mormon mission began. Roman’s powerful charisma had given the inspired and
God-directed Mormon leaders cause to give him leadership roles while on his mission. In
this capacity he seduced a lonely homemaker with children and bedded her. Normally,
that is grounds for excommunication. Missionaries are not to be alone—ever—without
their companions. They cannot date, party, or even talk to girls on the phone. Their
entire day is regimented and geared solely toward proselytizing. Young men are closely
scrutinized before allowed to go on a two-year mission for the church. They cannot have
been involved in any sexual activities whatsoever, including masturbation. What Roman
did, he did in secret.

Upon returning home to Clearfield, Utah, he promptly looked up an old
cheerleader flame and continued his sexual escapades.

Asked to speak to the Mormon youth groups in order to inspire them to go on
missions and select returned missionaries as their life partners, he was in his glory. Both
Celia and Roman were speakers at one such event.

He was 22 years old and Celia was 17. They began dating, and he began showing
her a new world. It was a world she had never even come close to experiencing and had
little knowledge about—the world of sex.

A huge conflict soon arose in Celia’s mind. Roman was the ultimate Mormon male
that she had been trained to revere, look up to, and eventually marry. Of course, she was
clueless as to his sexual past.

Celia asked her parents, who were also leaders in the church, what to do if a
returned missionary asked her to do things that she had been taught were wrong. Their
advice was to listen to the returned missionary; he was God’s emissary.

Still not convinced, and still in conflict, she discussed the situation with Roman.
He responded with great and seductive words and actions.

The affair began Celia never let it culminate in actual intercourse, but it was close
enough to cause her mind and soul incredible anguish and confusion.

At night, kneeling at her bedside, she would plead with God for deliverance and
understanding. In tears and agony she would approach God for help and answers. She
was guilty of a severe and ongoing sin, and it plagued her conscience intensely.

Celia was so naïve. At a drive-in movie one night, Roman climaxed as he was
sitting behind the steering wheel of his car, and she didn’t even know what had
happened.

Her family adored him, and everyone thought they were the perfect couple. The
normal and natural evolution for a Mormon couple is to be engaged quickly and to
marry soon after. That lessened the threat of getting too intimate with each other before
marriage, and maybe falling into sin.

He presented her with a ring, and they became engaged. Soon after, in frustration,
Celia wanted to break off the engagement. As Roman became aware of her feelings, he
became obsessed. He would try to frighten Celia by attempting to kill himself in front of



                                                                                               

17

her when they were alone. He would sneak to her bedroom window late at night and try
to get her to let him in.

One night she woke her mother up and told her Roman was outside, and that she
didn’t want to let him in. Her mother went outside and called to Roman, but he hid. Celia
and her mother got in the car to try and find him; he was hiding behind the trees.

Celia was living a nightmare, and she had shared the reason with no one. We
knew she needed help. We whispered to her parents, “Ask her what is wrong. You can tell
she is suffering. Her light is gone and she is not herself.”

Her parents approached her and asked her to please tell them what was wrong.
Celia took a deep breath and told them how she and Roman had strayed sexually. They
offered love and assistance.

She kept hearing a Mormon law repeated by Mormon leaders: “If you have been
in any degree sexually guilty, you must confess it to a Mormon bishop or God will never
forgive you.” Celia kept hoping she had heard wrong.  How could she tell her
bishop—the man who had held her up as the ideal Mormon girl—that she was not the
one he thought she was—that she was a sinner?

Finally, after incredible internal struggling and racked with fear, she made an
appointment to speak with her bishop. That night, as she sat outside his office waiting
for him to appear at the entrance and tell her to come in, Celia realized she had never
been so afraid in her life. She fought back the tears; she shook, she paced, she was in
agony. But beyond the fear and the terror, she wanted forgiveness from God. She wanted
to feel clean again. She wanted a clear conscience when she prayed.

Shaking with fear, she sat in the bishop’s private office and began to share with
him what was happening.  Shocked, he told her she needed to find someone else to
marry and then offered to continue counseling her alone, late at night, and in private.

He also said that Roman needed to confess to his own bishop, which he eventually
did.  But Celia had no idea that his confession included years of sexual transgressions.
After meeting with his bishop he drove to Provo, Utah, where Celia was attending
Brigham Young University (BYU). There he told her the shocking story of his previous
sexual encounters. He then stated that his bishop was not sure what to do with him,
because he would have been excommunicated if it had been known what he had done
while on his mission. His bishop said they would need to go speak with the stake
president and confess all over again. Whereas a bishop has jurisdiction over some 500 to
600 adult members who live in the same region or area (called a ward), a stake president
presides and has jurisdiction over around seven or eight wards.

They did it.  Celia submitted to the degrading conversation and confession again.
When it was completed, the stake president was also stumped as to what to do with
Roman. He told them to visit Roman’s former mission president, Stephen R. Covey.

Back to BYU they went, where President Covey was an instructor and Mormon
author at the time. They met with him and went through the entire humiliating
experience yet another time. President Covey also was not sure what to do, so he sent
them to a modern-day Mormon apostle in Salt Lake City.
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They told their confession once again, and Celia was shocked to hear the “apostle
of God” get angry with her and not Roman. It was her fault they were having problems,
the apostle said. Celia was reprimanded and commanded to “avoid the very appearance
of evil” and not to tempt Roman, a man of God.

Roman’s bishop, a close family friend of Celia’s parents, offered to support her in
breaking off the engagement. He would deal with Roman and his obsessive behavior and
suicide attempts.

Even after all of these confessions, Celia did not know if God had forgiven her or
not. Forgiveness was essential if one were to reign in heaven with the Mormon Gods after
earth life.

She received a brochure at church. The church’s emissaries would be speaking at
a three-day education week program in Ogden, Utah, and Celia’s parents were going.
Celia, desperately in need of forgiveness, found a three-day session entitled “Celestial
Repentance—how to know for sure that God has forgiven you” that would be presented
by Lynn McKinley, a professor at BYU.

Here was the answer Celia was seeking. As she attended Brother McKinley’s
lectures, we filled her heart, mind, and soul with a burning hunger and acceptance. So
strong were the feelings we sent that she insisted her family put off their planned family
vacation until she could hear the third and last lecture, the one that promised to reveal
the steps to achieve absolute forgiveness from God. We caused the words to burn deep
within her, as this would give her the powerful feeling of knowing they would work.

She followed the instructions to the letter as she went home that night and knelt
before her bed. She invited her Heavenly Father and Jesus Christ into the room with her,
as instructed. She had been told that they would be there to listen to all she said. Celia’s
instructions were to relate in their presence every single sexual act and play it out in her
mind for them, as if they were all watching it on a large television screen.

Her belief in the promise that she would be forgiven through this process gave her
the incredible will to recreate the scenes, in tears and humiliation, hour after hour.
Brother McKinley had promised that she would know absolutely when she was forgiven,
because a peace would come into her soul.

We intensified the desire within her to be heard and forgiven. It was essential that
her desire become a consuming desire and that she feel complete faith in the promised
outcome. Otherwise, we would not have been able to produce the outcome she desired
and do it in a way that would leave her with no doubt whatsoever.

As Celia was concluding one of the last acts she could remember, her mind, body,
and soul were flooded with a peace that almost knocked her over. She stopped in mid-
sentence—amazed, startled, and shocked. She said thank you to her Heavenly Father and
Jesus, and climbed into bed.

Celia just lay there, not knowing what to make of this amazing feeling. She had no
clue that there was so much power available to mortals. She was literally dazed, the
feeling was so intense.

In the morning, as the family of four brothers, one sister, herself, and her parents
piled into the family station wagon to begin their vacation, Celia sat cuddled up to the
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door, as far away from the noise and commotion as possible. She must not let anything
interrupt or fade the powerful peace she was wrapped in.

We revealed the first powerful secret to Celia.

THERE ARE POWERS AVAILABLE TO US THAT ARE BEYOND OUR WILDEST
IMAGINATIONS.

SASHA
“As I look back at that experience, I realize it was a definitive turning point

in my life. I was so awed by the intensity of it. It felt so good, so powerful, so
transforming that I literally craved more. I remember thinking to myself, ‘I had no
idea there was this kind of power available.’ I remember wondering what it
meant. I knew I had been forgiven by God, and I also felt a certainty that God and
His Son existed and cared about me. I questioned whether it meant that the
Mormon Church was true. I had been taught repeatedly that every wonderful
experience proved that our church was the only true church on earth. I just
wasn’t sure how this experience proved that—or even if it did.

”But my life changed from that point on. I sought out everything I could
find on spiritual power. I attended every class taught by Lynn McKinley at BYU. I
read, I pondered, I asked questions, and I sought answers. I became a deep
thinker about spirituality and how I could use it in my life. Spirituality became the
main focus of my life. I wanted more of that feeling—it was almost
addictive—and I wanted to help anyone I could. I wanted to be an ‘ambassador
for God,’ because I wanted others to feel what I had felt.”
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4
WHAT IS IT YOU FEAR THE MOST?

At the age of nineteen, contrary to her desires but faithful to her religion, Celia
got married in the Salt Lake City Mormon temple—for time and all eternity—to a 24-
year-old man (“Richard”) she met on the Ballroom Dance Team at Brigham Young
University.  He was a returned missionary.

She did not fall in love with him. He had asked her to fast and pray with him at
the conclusion of a date, and she had agreed. Fasting and prayer were normal monthly
observances for most Mormons.  They were also used on special occasions to get special
help from God.

Celia had agreed to the fasting and prayer for a 40-hour period. She wasn’t sure
why they were going to do it until he wanted to conclude the date with a prayer, and in
the prayer he asked God if they should get married or not.

This shocked Celia, but by that point she was a firm believer in Mormonism and
its precepts. She accepted the Mormon belief that her husband would be the one she
would live with through eons and eons of time. She believed that together they would
rise to the stature of Gods, create spirit children, and create other worlds. They would
send their spirit children to those worlds to receive physical bodies that would be tried
and tested before they rose to the stature of Gods themselves.

It was important that she choose well—falling in love was not a requirement, or
even necessary. Being carried away in the moment and immersed in the marital
atmosphere at BYU, she thought God had said that Richard was the one.

SASHA
Looking back, I feel silly that I could have been so naïve. But I was in an

atmosphere of believers. The Mormon prophets would come to BYU, speak to us
every Tuesday, and keep us aware that we were God’s appointed leaders—not
only of His Church, but also of the world. Indeed, we were told that we would
someday rule the world, and our obedience to all we were taught was
imperative. We were the warriors of the latter days, and all of heaven and earth
was depending upon us. It was heady and scary stuff, and I obeyed as best I
knew how.

They moved far away from home to the windy city of Chicago, where Richard
attended Northwestern University Dental School. Almost immediately Celia became
pregnant with her first-born child.

It was her habit to rise at dawn each day and study the scriptures in the Bible. The
experience of kneeling at her bedside to beg forgiveness and the aftermath of incredible
peace that rocked her body and soul had set her life in a different direction. Her main
focus became the study of spirituality. She had been so moved by the experience, so
shocked by the reality of spiritual power and her ability to experience it, that she wanted
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to know how to create more of it. She would do whatever was necessary to understand,
and to create more.

We were ecstatic; she was clearly moving down the path we had all designed. It
was almost as if she could feel the path. Amazing. . .

One morning Celia was reading the book of Job in her Bible. It was the story of a
man who was apparently the most righteous man on earth. He had everything—a large
family, wealth, land, and many friends. In the biblical story, Satan approaches God and
tells him that Job won’t continue to love God if everything is taken from him. God allows
the devil to take all of Job’s possessions, including his health and his children. After Job
loses everything, the Bible tells us that his greatest fear came to pass.

We whispered to her, “What people usually fear the most comes to pass.” She
heard our whisper and began to wonder what her greatest fear was. Without any
hesitation, she realized that what she feared most was that something terrible might
befall a child of hers, such as a serious accident or a severe illness.

The story of Job and her own realization that she had this fear carved a place in
her mind, and Celia silently hoped that her deepest fear would never happen.

We helped those thoughts to go deep within her soul. This was a crucial lesson she
needed to learn—one she could never forget. It needed to be carved in her soul so she
would know without doubt the power of fear. Fear was crippling; fear stopped power;
fear stopped the soul from living full-out. It prevented peace and power. Fear was the
opposite of faith, and faith was power. She needed to know that fear would stop creation.

Soon she would begin learning this lesson in a way she would never forget.

LISA
Celia’s first child, Lisa, was born several months later, a perfectly healthy baby.

But on her four-month birthday, coming home from a church Christmas party, the infant
child would not relax her head on her mother’s shoulder. When Celia looked closely at
her baby daughter, she noticed that her neck was stiffened back; her eyes were focused
upward and did not change. The recognition in them was gone.

Fearing meningitis, they rushed her to the hospital, where the precious child
remained in the same state for days. Test after painful test was performed. Celia was sure
that her baby would die. The doctors could not find the reason for the baby’s condition,
and they could not find a way to help her.

At one point they decided they needed to do a spinal tap. They insisted that Celia
and her husband leave that wing of the hospital. Then several doctors and nurses held
her four-month-old baby down while they injected a large needle into her spine without
anesthesia and withdrew spinal fluid. This is an extremely painful procedure. When they
finally let the young parents back in, their baby daughter just lay there exhausted and
couldn’t move a muscle. It broke her mother’s heart.

As she was carrying her baby from the downstairs x-ray department, Celia
punched the elevator button. When the door opened, Richard and his cousin were there.
The cousin was the bishop of their ward, their local church, who had come to help
Richard give their baby daughter a blessing.
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They took the child up to her hospital crib and laid her on her back. Bishop
Johnson took a small bottle of consecrated oil out of his pocket and dabbed a few drops
on Lisa’s head. Then both he and Richard laid their hands on Lisa’s head, and her
husband began a prayer that Mormons call a blessing. It was the Mormons’ way of
healing the sick. Sometimes it appeared to work, but other times not—usually not.

But this time a miracle occurred. When Celia, her husband, and Bishop Johnson
opened their eyes, Lisa’s eyes were open, and she was looking at her mother. This time
there was recognition.

In her mind, Celia had witnessed a miracle through the power of the Mormon
priesthood. Several things occurred at that moment. She became an even firmer believer
in Mormonism and its truthfulness, which would lead to an even deeper level of focus
and passion. She also had witnessed a real, live miracle. This would let her know that
there were indeed powers beyond her own that could be tapped into.

The doctors were stumped. The terrifying ordeal was over, and Celia went on to
raise Lisa and have a second child, Michael. But another ordeal lay ahead.

KATRINA
Twenty-five months later, her third child, Katrina, was born. Immediately after

returning home from the hospital in Chicago, Illinois, where Katrina had been born three
days earlier, Celia began nursing her baby while gabbing away with her mother, whom
she hadn’t seen in a while. After a few minutes of nursing and talk, she looked down at
Katrina and saw to her horror that her newborn infant was turning blue.

She screamed at her mother to call an ambulance, but her mother was so
distraught she froze. Celia turned her three-day-old baby over in her lap and slapped
her on the back. The newborn babe began to cry, but she stopped almost immediately,
which caused her to stop breathing and turn blue again. It seemed to the young mother
that if she kept her baby crying, she would continue to breathe.

With a baby in one arm and the phone in the other she dialed 911. While waiting
for the ambulance, in the midst of her extreme fear and confusion, she then made the
necessary arrangements for someone to stay with her other two small children.

When the ambulance arrived, the paramedics took the elevator to the family’s
apartment on the 23rd floor. After quickly checking the baby, they all climbed back into
the elevator to rush to the hospital. It seemed they would never get to the first floor,
because the elevator would stop at almost every other floor. The paramedics yelled at
the people not to push the buttons or get on the elevator.

Finally they reached the ambulance, and as it wound its way through traffic,
Katrina started breathing on her own. At the hospital, the staff could find nothing wrong
and assumed that milk had been caught in her airways. The mother and baby went
home, and Katrina never had another problem.

While experiencing that ordeal, Celia observed her quick and resourceful ability
to control the emergency. A feeling of power began to replace the fear of possible
helplessness and panic in emergencies. We were able to reveal and instill a sense of
internal power that would act to diminish fear. From that point on she would see herself
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as a person who did not panic in emergencies; she would feel and define herself as one
who could be counted on in dire circumstances. We knew that any positive and powerful
definition of oneself while on earth would encourage further exploration of one’s own
power and abilities. It would also add to self-confidence and feelings of self worth, which
were crucial to creating.

Because the future prophet of the Mormon Church had visited Brigham Young
University and prophesied that any Mormon who used birth control would suffer the
wrath of God, Celia and her husband left the timing of her conceptions and pregnancies
in God’s hands. Consequently, she had seven children in nine years—all while still in her
twenties. Her fourth child was named David.

SARAH
Sarah, Celia’s fifth baby, was in her womb for ten months. During her ninth

month, as she was going to her routine appointment with the obstetrician in Silver
Spring, Maryland, she realized she had not felt her baby move all week. That frightened
her, and she expressed her concerns to her doctor. He could not hear the heartbeat, so
he advised her to go home and call a hospital to have them do a sonogram.

When she got home, she made the phone call and was told they would not be able
to see her for several weeks. Celia was shattered. How would she know if there were a
problem with her baby?

Alone and distraught, realizing that her baby might be in serious trouble, she lay
down on her bed and began to cry and pray. She told God how badly she wanted this
baby, and how much it meant to her. During her tears and prayer, the babe in her womb
began to move. Not only did she move, but she moved more vigorously than she had
during the previous nine months.

Celia’s tears streamed down her face as she thanked God for the life of her unborn
baby and this answer to her prayer.

A few weeks later, as Celia was taking her morning shower, she had an unexpected
bearing-down pain. She grabbed onto the side of the shower until it subsided, then
climbed out and yelled to her husband to get their other children ready to go. They
would need to leave for the hospital immediately.

Five-year-old Michael was lying on his mother’s bed when she yelled out the
bathroom door. He lazily replied, “Mom, you know the baby isn’t really coming.” They
had already made several trips to the hospital that had turned out to be false alarms.

As they hustled the children into the car and dropped them off at a friend’s
home, Celia had another bearing-down pain. Sitting half off the seat and clutching the
dashboard, she tried not to scream and alarm her children.

Her husband got lost on the way to the hospital, and Celia suffered through two
more excruciating pains.

Finally, they arrived at the hospital. Celia was put on a stretcher and whisked into
an examining room. At that moment her water broke and drenched everyone, including
the doctor in his three-piece suit. Unbeknown to Celia, that signaled an extreme
emergency to everyone in the room except her. They literally grabbed her bed and ran it
down the hallway to the delivery room.
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Within minutes, Celia saw an anesthesia mask coming toward her face. She pushed
it away and asked what was going on. The doctor was already angry because her water
had drenched his suit, and he wouldn’t respond. A kind nurse held her hand and
explained that they needed to get the baby out before she had another contraction, or it
would kill the baby. She said the doctor would try to deliver the baby without having to
give Celia anesthetic gas and put her to sleep.

He went in with his hands and tried to pull the baby out. The pain was
unbearable, and the nurse told Celia that she couldn’t relax enough for him to get the
baby out. They would have to give her anesthesia, and she didn’t fight it that time. As
she was fading into unconsciousness, she pleaded with God to take care of her baby,
because there was nothing else she felt she could do.

Before her eyes were open she heard a nun asking her if they could baptize her
baby, because it was very ill. She told the young mother that there were several doctors
working on her now.

Groggily, Celia told the nun not to baptize her baby. It was Mormon belief that all
children who died under the age of eight went straight to God and were not in need of
baptism. Although the nun persisted, Celia refused the opportunity.

Shortly thereafter, they wheeled her bed back into a hospital room. Her husband
appeared and said that her baby would be sent by ambulance from Holy Cross Hospital
to Children’s Hospital in Washington, D.C.

Processing this information, Celia had her doctor paged and told him she was
going to Children’s Hospital also. He refused to give her permission to leave, but she got
up anyway to search for the baby she had yet to see.

When she entered the intensive care unit and was led to where her baby lay, the
sight shocked and frightened her. Every orifice of the tiny, five-pound infant was
connected to tubes and wires. She wasn’t even breathing by herself, but was hooked to a
ventilator. When Celia reached in to touch her, the tiny body went into spasms.
Suddenly afraid to touch her own baby, she felt that her heart was being ripped open by
the reality that there was nothing she could do. How was she to comfort or protect her
little newborn child?

They went to visit their baby every day. On the eighth day, Celia awoke with a
sensation that her baby was waiting for her. She somehow knew that she had to hurry
and get to the hospital. They left immediately, but there had been flooding in D.C. the
night before and they were led on a detour through the city. As they went, Celia felt the
urgency and the strange feeling that her baby, Sarah, was waiting for her to arrive.

Finally arriving at the hospital, they were stopped and prevented from entering
the ICU unit. Instead of being allowed to see their baby, they were taken to the doctor’s
office. He explained that the child would not live much longer. Celia asked, “What do you
mean? Two months? Two weeks? Two hours?” He replied with, “Two hours.”

In shock and pain, they walked in to see their little baby. The kind nurses pulled
up a rocking chair, unhooked all the wires, tubes, and ventilator, and placed the tiny,
naked infant in her mother’s arms. They wrapped her in a blanket and placed an oxygen
mask over her face.
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As Celia was holding her baby, a nurse walked by and exclaimed, “Oh my
goodness, she’s pink! This is the first time I’ve seen color in her body.” The sweet little
girl then opened her eyes and looked at her mom.

This was Sarah’s opportunity to communicate with her mother in a sacred way
before she left. It was a way to let her know that there was a bond between them, that
she loved her mother and knew who she was.

Four hours later, the exhausted young mother asked her husband if he would
hold their baby for a few minutes. As they got up to exchange places, a nurse
approached and told Celia she knew she was exhausted. She suggested they go get a bite
to eat while she held the baby. Her husband immediately agreed, but Celia had a strong
feeling that it would be mistake. And so she thanked the nurse, told her they were fine,
and handed the baby to her husband to hold. Within five minutes, Sarah took her last
breath.

Celia took the oxygen mask off and looked at her tiny face for the first time,
without any wires or tubes snaking across her head.

As the mother gazed at her baby’s little face, Sarah left her physical body and
hovered at her mother’s left side. Celia felt Sarah there, and she even felt Sarah looking
at the body she had just left. Sarah stayed until after the graveside service, and when she
left, her mother felt it. The connection between Sarah and Celia had been so close before
Celia came to earth that it was only natural for Celia to feel her presence in such
proximity.

Piece by piece and experience after experience, we were giving Celia clues and
insights.  Feeling Sarah’s presence after she left her physical body opened Celia’s mind to
the connection between them, to the interest Sarah had in staying close for a few days,
and later to the possibility that the insights we gave her were possibly coming from
Sarah.

Immersed as she was in the Mormon environment, it was easier for Celia to
believe than to doubt. That belief was coupled with her intense focus before leaving for
earth and the magnification of power created by our combined clarity and purpose. All
together, they increased her sensitivity to our messages.

MICHAEL
Three months after Sarah’s departure, the family went to Utah for Christmas.

Celia’s second child, Michael, was five years old. One night, in the middle of the night, he
came into the bedroom where his parents were sleeping and woke his mother up. He
wanted to climb in bed with them, so she directed him to go to his father’s side. He got in
bed, and Celia lay there listening to him breathe—inhale, exhale, inhale, exhale . . .

She waited for the next inhalation. She waited, and she waited longer, and still it
didn’t come. She jumped out of bed, flipped on the light, and screamed at her husband,
“Michael’s not breathing!”
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When they picked Michael up he was limp in their arms. Celia felt pure terror.
They laid him on the floor and Celia began trying to give him artificial respiration, while
her husband tried to call an ambulance.

Neither was successful. As Celia tired to open Michael’s mouth it wouldn’t budge.
She tried to put her finger in the corner of his mouth to wedge his mouth open, and
blood began coming out. She thought she was going to have another child die in her
arms. The absolute terror overtook her. In pure panic and desperation she screamed for
her mother, who was upstairs.

About that time her husband yelled that he couldn’t reach an ambulance, and he
asked her to try. They switched places, and after several minutes, Michael began
breathing on his own.

Riding again in an ambulance, with a weak but living son, Celia felt out of control
and confused. She silently pleaded with God, “Why us? Why again?”

The question itself displayed a growing awareness of reasons behind occurrences,
masterful designs to life and the deepening knowledge that beneath it all, everything was
okay—and maybe as it was meant to be.

Michael stayed in the hospital for a few days, for tests. His mother stayed with
him, as usual. One morning he awoke in his hospital crib, and Celia heard him say, “Who
put me in jail?” She laughed at her young son’s antics.

When nothing was found wrong and there weren’t any recurrences, Michael was
released, and he never had another problem.

DAVID
No more than six months later, Celia and her three-year-old son, David, were

playing a game of out-staring each other. Celia couldn’t keep it up; she laughed and
looked away. But David did not. She tried to tease him out of it. No response. She called
his name—she grabbed him—still no response. He finally came out of it on his own, but
she sensed something was wrong.

The next day the same thing happened—twice. David would stop all motion and
stare straight ahead at nothing. She could not penetrate his gaze. She called the doctor,
and he thought it might be some form of seizure.

Little David had to go to the hospital for a myriad of tests. Meanwhile, the
frequency of the episodes increased—one right after another while he was in the
hospital. For one test, the little three-year-old was supposed to lie on a metal machine
while the extremely large and heavy top slowly lowered itself down on him. He screamed
in panic, and Celia grabbed him out of it. She was advised to try to get him to sleep and
then lay him on it, which she spent hours trying to do.

After many days of tests and trial and error, the doctor finally found a medication
that seemed to control the episodes. Celia was told that he would have to take it for the
rest of his life. Little David and his mother finally went home.

Shortly after the frightening incident with David, and several years after first
reading the book of Job in the Old Testament, Celia found herself reading the same book
again.
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Again we caused Job’s words of fear to jump out at her: “For the thing which I
greatly feared is come upon me, and that which I was afraid of is come unto me.”

We triggered her memory to six years earlier and her own question to herself,
What do I fear the most? And the mother remembered the answer—having an accident or
illness come to a child of mine.

Now, she searched her soul again to see if that were still her greatest fear. To her
surprise, she realized that the fear was gone.

The mother had suffered through too many moments when she thought a child
would die. She had lived through a child dying. She faced the prospect of her son being
on medications for the rest of his life. She had learned that she could continue to handle
these situations.

When Celia came to the realization that her worst fear had occurred several times
and she had survived, she realized she had let it go. That fear had been replaced with
peace and confidence. Somehow her worst fear had dissipated, and with that realization
she let go of it completely.

SASHA
As I look back on that experience, I realize that my greatest fear went

away because of actual events that occurred. Going through one trauma after
another with my beloved children conditioned me to the fact that I could—and
had—survived that deepest fear of mine.

As I thought about it, I realized that was not the way I wanted to overcome
fear in the future. Having to live through my greatest fears in life was not
something I looked forward to.

I realized that I needed to find a way to dissipate my greatest fears before
they became reality. But at that moment in time, I realized that I could live either
in fear or in faith. I could choose to have my fears, or I could choose to replace
them with faith and confidence.

I made a defining decision not to focus on my fears, but on their opposite. I
also realized that it was important to realize just what fears I had so I could
eliminate them. Later I learned powerful methods to do that, and I will share
them with you as my story continues.

Celia had learned an important secret:

YOU CAN LIVE IN FEAR OR YOU CAN LIVE IN FAITH. YOU CAN’T DO BOTH AT THE
SAME TIME.

When she came to the realization that she wasn’t afraid anymore, she naturally
wondered if anything would befall her two youngest children, Alecia and Jonathan.

But once the fears were gone—once she became aware that the fears were
gone—Alecia’s finger being cut twice and needing stitches was the only bad thing that
happened. Jonathan escaped them all.
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We conveyed another powerful secret to Celia:

WHAT PEOPLE FEAR THE MOST COMES TO PASS.

It is essential for humans to rid themselves of their greatest fears; otherwise they
attract what they are afraid of. They actually create that fear. Faith is the opposite of
fear.

SASHA
Since that time, I have thought a lot about fear and its devastating

consequences. Although fear can help to prepare us and can even forewarn us,
it usually keeps us from living the life we dream of. I have realized that it is
essential to become clearly aware of our fears. Then the question naturally
arises, “how do I overcome the fear once I am aware of it?”

I developed a powerful ritual that I call my Moment of Outrageous
Mastery™. I use it to create my desires and kill my fears. You will not only learn
this extremely powerful technique in Outrageous Mastery™ II, but you will
design your own version of it in the Outrageous Mastery™ PlayBook.  This
technique, more than anything else I have ever heard about, read about, or
used, creates faith on an unparalleled level. It amazes me to this day.

It can be used not only to eliminate fears, but also to create faith that is
strong enough to manifest any dream. As you continue your ride through
Outrageous Mastery™, you will experience the amazing adventures I’ve had
through using my Moment of Outrageous Mastery™.

Another technique I use to get rid of my fears is to ask myself what would
happen if the worst thing I could imagine happened. I think it out in great detail
and ask myself, Could I survive? I realize that I could, and the fear always
diminishes considerably.

Talking it out with positive friends or family can get the fear out of our
heads, where it is always larger than life. Fear kept in our heads seems to
bounce around, and with each bounce it gets larger.

But the most powerful way to eliminate fear is to create the opposite
scenario (a positive and powerful one) in great detail. Then use the creating
techniques from Outrageous Mastery™ that are detailed and explained in
Outrageous Mastery™ II and the Outrageous Mastery™ PlayBook. I developed
these techniques to allow you to create something you truly desire, rather than
the thing you fear.

Feel the Fear and Do It Anyway is a remarkable and powerful book by
Susan Jeffers. The words of this title have been my motto in life, and it has
continually broadened and deepened my comfort zone. I have learned that fear
and doubt will stop you from creating your dreams faster than anything else.
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5
THE MORMON MOM

Devoted to motherhood, Celia had initially wanted twelve children to love, teach,
and share life with. She would arise at 4 a.m. to have her own scripture study, and then
individual scripture study with each of her children. Once a week she would help one of
the children prepare a family scripture lesson and plan an evening for the entire family.
They learned how to tell stories, share experiences, and give love. She taught them to
speak in front of others from the time they were three years old. All talks had to be
memorized, and they learned to speak from the heart. Celia was fulfilling the largest
dream of her life—being a mother.

All of her children were taught that they had a great mission to fulfill on earth
and that they were special. They learned that it was their responsibility to help others, to
be honest, to be successful, to have fun in life, and to always show love to
others—especially their own brothers and sisters. Celia’s two main goals were that her
children loved and adored each other throughout their lives—that they always felt an
intimate bond with each other—and that they knew without a doubt that they could do
anything they chose to do. She felt that they were special, gifted children, and she raised
them to believe in themselves and each other.

Every Sunday Celia arose and single-handedly got six children dressed in their
Sunday suits and dresses. They would arrive for the morning church meetings looking
like little models. Before leaving for church she would not only fix them breakfast, but
also prepare a large dinner that would be waiting for them when they returned home.
Many times she also had to have a lesson prepared to teach at one of the church
meetings, or a talk prepared for the entire congregation—sometimes both on the same
day.

She baked their bread from scratch, making twelve huge loaves at a time. Besides
doing a massive amount of laundry and cleaning, she fixed three large meals every day
for her family of eight.

She took them to their sports activities, including all practices and games.
Saturdays would often be spent going from one game to another. Her evenings were
filled with sports and musical practices, helping with homework, church activities,
dinners, and housework.

One year every child was on a different basketball team. After much persuasion,
Jonathan got Celia to coach his team, which placed second in the region—much to the
chagrin of the other coaches, who were all males. That same year was the only year there
was a woman’s team in her ward (local church), and she readily joined. Lisa and Katrina
were the only ones on the same team that year, and at times she felt like a chauffeur.

Since Celia usually had keys to the church houses because of the positions she
held, she would take her family to the church when it was empty and have family
basketball games on the church basketball courts.
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Her sons were either Cub or Boy Scouts. The Mormon Church is one of the biggest
sponsors of the Boy Scouts, but it will not permit Girl Scout troops.

On Thanksgiving and other occasions she would invite other large families to join
them, and they would have a day of fun, food, and laughter. Celia was always creating
new and fun activities for her family to enjoy and learn from.

Her children’s teachers thought that a child of Celia’s in their classroom was an
only child, because of the individual attention they got at home. She didn’t get ruffled
with all the activity that was always going on in their home. She was told by others that
she was not only the calmest mother they had ever seen, but also the most patient. Their
home was a calm, peaceful household full of fun, laughter, and extreme closeness. The
children were best friends with each other. Celia respected her children, listened to
them, and supported their decisions. She let them be themselves and express themselves,
and she treated each one as special. She would have individual “dates” with each of them
when she would take them somewhere special for one-on-one time.

For the first ten years of her marriage, she was either pregnant or nursing a
child—sometimes both.

On the first Sunday of every month it was (and still is) Mormon practice to
conduct what they call a “fast and testimony meeting” in church. Preceding the meeting,
everyone was to fast for 24 hours—no food or water. At this meeting the microphone was
passed around, and the Mormons took turns bearing testimony to the truthfulness of the
Church. Many times stories were told, love was expressed, tears were shed, passion was
felt—and amid the heartfelt passion and tears of gratitude, everyone ended his or her
testimony with the learned conclusion, “I know the Church is true—the only true church
on earth.”

Everyone—even small children and teenagers— was encouraged to stand, bear
their testimony, and share their gratefulness to be among the chosen ones of God.

The little children sang Mormon songs with words like “I hope God calls me on a
mission.” Young boys are still raised from infants to be ready to serve God on a Mormon
mission.

In Celia’s family the devotion was absolute. They were held up as the ideal family,
and she was considered to be the ideal mother. They lived the “principles of the gospel”
to the letter of the law, and she enjoyed making it fun and interesting.

In addition to being a mother, Celia always had large responsibilities in the
church. For several years she arose before dawn and taught seminary classes for 50
teenagers every morning before they went to high school. She taught adult classes that
earned credit at Brigham Young University. She was called an Institute Instructor, a
position almost always filled by men with doctorates. She taught both children and
adults continually.

Celia was asked to represent the entire Baltimore, Maryland area as a
spokesperson to the media for several years. She was asked to speak every month along
with one of the male leaders (high councilmen) at the regular church sacrament
meetings throughout the stake (or county). Once she was even asked to teach the male
priesthood leaders in their secluded priesthood meeting, and she first counselor to the
president of the women’s group called the Relief Society.
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One evening or morning of every week she would spend four hours in the temple
doing temple work and renewing her covenant to consecrate her time, talents, money,
and everything she had to the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.

Celia was dedicated to being the best mother possible and a faithful, exemplary
Mormon woman.

SASHA
With my devout and unquestioning dedication to the “truth” intensifying,

my study of faith and its power also intensified. My prayers were being
answered, I saw my dreams being fulfilled, my faith naturally increased, and my
devotion to God and what I thought was His Church was absolute and
unwavering.

Amid all the seeming absolutes, a weird thing happened that at the time
scared me so much I refused to look at it, and I always tried to forget it. One day
as I sat in my reading room, preparing a lesson I was going to teach, it seemed
that a voice came right into my head and said out loud, “One day you will leave
the Mormon Church.” My shock and dismay at that thought—that voice—rocked
me. I could never figure out where it came from, or why—and with such force!
Whenever the memory of it would pop into by mind, I would immediately try to
erase it. After all, there were no worse sinners on earth than those who left the
Mormon Church, and I could not begin to fathom that possibility for myself. If
ever there were a faithful Mormon woman, I was she.

Little did I know that approximately four years later I would take the
largest leap of faith in my life, as I walked out of the Mormon Church with my six
children—never to return.
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6
ARE WE MEANT TO SUFFER?

After living in Chicago for four years, where she bore her three oldest children
(Lisa, Michael, and Katrina) while her husband went to dental school at Northwestern
University, the family moved to Switzerland for a year, where her husband practiced
dentistry for the Swiss government.

Next they moved to Maryland. It would be Celia’s home as she raised her children
and learned how to create powerfully.

Shortly after moving to Maryland, and still believing in the admonition of the
Mormon prophet that they should not use birth control, they had had their next two
children, David and Sarah.

After Sarah’s seven days on earth and her passing, flashes of insight came
powerfully to Celia’s mind every now and again—always followed by the thought of
Sarah. Celia wondered, “Did Sarah give that insight to me?”

After all, Mormons did teach that children who died before the age of eight went
directly to heaven. They did not have to come to earth to be tested and tried like the rest
of God’s children. They only needed to come and receive a physical body to continue
with their eternal progression. They were special spirits, more refined and advanced
than the rest. Celia was beginning to feel that Sarah had come to their family to be
directly linked to them. She would be the part of their family that would be in heaven,
watching out and caring for them from above.

We were very excited that she was making this connection, even though it wasn’t
exactly clear to her yet. We had planned to have this be Sarah’s role. It would provide a
direct link in Celia’s mind to the idea of someone always being there for her in heaven
and assisting her in her journey on earth. It would help her feel familiar with that
idea—with having a person “on the other side.” It would help her feel a strong
connection of love, caring, and familiarity with someone related to her that she could
not see. That would open  her mind to the possibility of others being directly involved in
her earth life, as well as to the possibility and probability of others (at least her daughter
Sarah) having the power to help her and her children on earth.

SASHA
Even though there was pain in losing Sarah, I fully believed at the time that

there was a reason, and I never considered it a tragedy. I had felt her spirit
literally at my side as she passed away in our arms. I also felt her presence
around us for days, and I even felt the exact moment when she left for another
realm. I believed she was still my daughter, and now she would be helping me,
rather than me helping her.

About that time I started pondering the dilemma of faith and the role of
God as our Father.
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I was a mom, a mother who loved her children beyond words. When you
love someone so profoundly that you would give your own life for them, you
naturally want everything in the world for them. You want to give them the best
opportunities; you want them to have perfect health, perfect love relationships,
perfect children, the best education, and the best of everything.

And so, believing that God was our Father and we were His children, I had
to think that He loved us at least as much as I adored my children. Realistically
speaking, He had to be capable of infinitely more love than I was, and didn’t that
mean He would want the absolute best for each of us—his children?

The conflict came with the universal answer that God knows best, and that
He has a better place, idea, or way for us.  I realized that this belief helps people
(His children) be okay with the tragedies that take place—the pain, the suffering,
and the loss everyone feels at one time or another. Well, as a Mother I never
wanted any of my children to feel that pain or loss, or to experience great
tragedy in their lives. So did our Heavenly Father really want us to experience
those things?

The conflict in my mind continued with the dilemma I found in the
Scriptures. They said that if we had faith the size of a mustard seed, we could
move mountains.1 With faith we could heal the sick, we could raise the dead, and
we could turn water to wine as Christ did. Christ said that we could do greater
things than He did, if we had faith.2

So I reasoned in my head that maybe the pain and suffering, the illnesses
that weren’t healed, and so forth, came or weren’t cured because we didn’t
know how to exercise faith. I mean, if faith were really that powerful—if the
Scriptures were true and not lying to us—couldn’t we always be healed, have
money when we wanted it, and find true love and success in life? I was just
curious.

Are we not meant to be healthy, have money when we need it, and find
true love and success in life?

I would see some people healed and others not healed, and I wanted to
know why. I would hear people bearing testimony to the fact that God had
healed them, and others weeping in despair, wondering where God was.

Could it be that our Heavenly Father loved each of us, just as I loved each
of my children? That He wanted only the best for them? That
maybe—possibly—we weren’t placed on earth to be tried and tested so much as
to learn how to become like Him?

1. In the Bible, refer to Matthew 17:20 and 21:21–22; Mark 11:22–23; Luke 17:6.
2. See John 14:12–14.
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Well, He was powerful, was He not? He could heal anyone. He could
create miracles. He could turn water to wine. He could create money and
success. His Son, whom we were to pattern our lives after, never left anyone
sick—never. He healed them all. He loved the ones who came to Him in
desperation, just as I loved my children.

So what was truth?
Who was God really?
What kind of a Father was He?
Did He love my children and me, just as I adored my own children?
I certainly did not want one of my children to be paralyzed, to be injured in

a car accident, or to die of a deadly disease just to teach them a lesson. Did God
our Father, whose love was to be so far beyond ours, want disaster,
discouragement, despair, heartache, and intense pain to befall His children?

I knew that great lessons come from great pain. But still, given an option
for one of my children to learn a lesson, I would prefer that they learn it in
laughter and love.

Actually, I prefer to learn through laughter and love myself. What about
you? How do you prefer to learn?

I envisioned a child learning to grow in faith—to the point of using that
faith powerfully for himself or herself, and for others. I envisioned a mother with
the power to heal her children because she didn’t want them experiencing pain,
humiliation, and handicaps. I envisioned a child drenched in love, and therefore
feeling so secure, so loved, and so valued that he or she had the confidence to
conquer their world in any way they chose. I envisioned children so secure with
love that they passed it to everyone who came their way. I envisioned my child
as one who would light the way for others—a child who created joy, happiness,
love, and a vision and higher way for others.

And I had to wonder: Wouldn’t a loving Father (God) want the same?
I just kept relating God, the Father, to me, a mother. I had experienced

divine love when I became a mother.
No way would I push my child in front of a car to teach a lesson. No

way—ever!
So how could it be that God, our Father, would want one of his children to

fall in front of a car—be run over and paralyzed—in order to learn a lesson? Or to
suffer through a deadly illness, and then die.

I began to question some of the beliefs that I had been taught. I began
noticing the conflict between this way of thinking and the promises of faith.

I decided to find out how to really use faith. I wanted to see if faith was as
powerful as the Scriptures said it was. If Christ had said we could do greater
things than He did, I wanted to find out if I could.

I also realized that the greatest gift a child can give a parent is to grow to
become the best they can be—to be a leader in love, righteousness, integrity,
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and spiritual power. Wouldn’t my Heavenly Father also feel that the greatest way
to worship Him was to become like Him?

He was the giver of love, of power; He was almighty, omnipotent, and so
forth. Didn’t He want my children and me to be the same?

I would test faith. I would learn to use it as I felt we were meant to use it. I
just couldn’t visualize a God who wanted me to writhe in pain in order to learn a
lesson. But I could imagine a God loving to watch me grow in faith and spiritual
power. I could imagine Him feeling excited as I discovered how to use the power
He so clearly wanted me to learn and experience.

And so my quest began.

 We loved those thoughts that Celia had. What was fascinating to all of us was
seeing how easily she could pick up the thoughts we sent to her, and at the same time
use her physical brain to reason out possibilities and probabilities. She was learning it
was okay to experiment with life, with power, and with what she felt were divine
promises. If she had never questioned, she would never have discovered the secrets. If
she had not been raised in an environment that told her she was the direct descendent
of God, she might never have had the courage to experiment as she was about to do. She
might never have discovered the incredible power to create.

Celia was learning another secret.

IT IS OUR PURPOSE TO TRY OUT OUR POWER.
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7
CAN WE FEEL THE ANSWER TO EVERY QUESTION WE ASK?

Celia’s husband, recently out of dental school, sold all of the family’s possessions
in order to live in Switzerland for a year as a dentist for the Swiss government. In the
five years since, he had been working only one day a week in Maryland.

They had no furniture in their house except for one red chair, one dresser, and
three mattresses. They sat on cardboard boxes and ate off TV trays until Richard’s
parents bought them a kitchen set. There were no beds, no rugs, and no lamps. They did
have a washing machine, but no dryer. They had purchased their home with money
from her father-in-law, and money was extremely tight.

After attending a temple service one day, Celia stopped by to see a family friend’s
new stereo store in Silver Spring. The family had nine children, but the store was the
husband’s dream venture. The cost of the store meant that work on their new home was
stopped, leaving the entire family—including the pregnant mother—to use a port-a-pot
toilet outside their home until money came in from the business. Celia wanted to help,
even though her own family had no money.

In the stereo store, Celia saw a custom stereo system costing $500 (equivalent to
$5,000 today). She used her self-taught and by now familiar system of spiritual
communication for answers. In her mind, she offered a silent prayer and asked if it
would be okay to buy the stereo system.

She knew from previous experience that even if they didn’t have the extra money,
it would somehow work out, if she received an affirmative answer.

SASHA
I had heard one of the leaders of the church say that we could hear an

answer to every prayer we uttered. I took that seriously, and I decided that was
exactly what I would learn to do.

I happened upon a scripture passage that said when we prayed, we would
know that the answer was yes if we felt an immediate peace. The scripture also
taught that if we didn’t feel a peace, we would feel a “stupor of thought,” which
meant that the answer was no.

This is how I used that teaching. First, I would come up with the best
answer I could on my own. Second, I would ask God to give me a peaceful
feeling if it was the correct answer, or a “stupor of thought” if not.

That was all there was to it, but I did learn some distinctions along the
way.

I learned that my mind had to be clear before I asked, and I needed to be
okay with any answer I received. If I wanted something too much and could not
get myself to a neutral position before asking, I would never get a clear answer.
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I discovered that if I were not in a good emotional state, the answer would
get screwed up. So I learned to wait, and then to ask when I wasn’t upset about
anything.

I learned that I had to have 100-percent confidence in the answer.
Eventually I learned that when the no answers came, there was always a higher
and greater gift waiting for me—even when I couldn’t imagine how that could be
true.

I used this technique many times every day in making small decisions. It
can take time to become proficient at recognizing answers correctly on a
regular basis, but it does work, especially with practice.

I believe that most people don’t have what they want in life because they
are afraid to ask for it. In my life, I am asking all the time.

Years later I learned more powerful ways to hear answers, use faith, and
powerfully create. I will share these techniques with you in my continuing story
(and in Outrageous Mastery™ II and The Outrageous Mastery™ PlayBook), but
this was the first technique I tried, and it worked quite well for me.

Celia’s active use of any technique to communicate with (God) opened the door
for us to give her more distinct guidance, answers, and secrets. We wanted to help her
realize that she could have anything she desired, even if the way appeared impossible to
her mind. She started small, which was fine. We let her feel the peace that gave her
confidence to make the purchase.

We were opening her mind to the possibility of creating anything. She was also
learning,

YOU MUST BELIEVE THERE IS A WAY TO CREATE YOUR DESIRE, EVEN IF YOU HAVE NO
CLUE WHAT THAT WAY COULD BE.

Celia hesitated. The stereo system cost a lot of money. If she spent the $500, it
would be the money required for their food and living expenses; there was never any
excess. She asked again, just to be sure. She felt us say, “It will be all right. Have you not
always been given what you asked for, and always been taken care of?”

Celia now trusted implicitly. She purchased the stereo system.
When she got home, she explained the entire transaction to her

husband—including the prayer. He was furious. How could she have done that? They did
not have the money for a stereo system, especially a custom-designed one.

She calmly explained again about the prayer and her certainty that God would
provide for them.

The following Saturday, Celia went to the regular morning temple service. When
she returned, her husband was nowhere to be found, and her four young children were
alone in the house. She continued to search for Richard and found him working on a
patient in his dental office (a garage that her father had remodeled for the purpose).

A few hours later he walked into their home, his face as white as a ghost. He sat
Celia down and began to tell her the story in a subdued and shaking voice.
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That morning he had received a call from someone visiting from out of state who
needed emergency dental work. When he finished with the work, the patient wrote out a
check for . . . $500! It was the exact amount she had paid for the stereo system a week
before.

THERE IS NOTHING AS MIRACULOUS AND POWERFUL AS KNOWING THE SECRETS
OF FAITH.

FAITH IS THE POWER THAT CREATES EVERYTHING IN THE WORLD. FAITH IS THE
POWER BEHIND EVERYTHING!

FAITH IS CERTAINTY.
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8
THE FAITH THAT CREATES MIRACLES

At the age of 28, Celia had her sixth child, Alecia. Their home was getting a little
small for them, but her husband was still working only one day a week. They did have
furniture now—her father and mother had driven their motor home from Utah and had
loaded it to the hilt with furniture from a trailer park they owned. They had also
strapped a dryer onto the back of the vehicle. The furniture was either red or green, and
it rather looked like Christmas—but at least it was furniture.

Some friends of theirs, the wealthiest ones they knew, were selling their home. It
was a glorious home, all custom-designed and spacious—one of the most beautiful homes
Celia had ever seen. It was also very expensive.

Celia wanted the home. She wanted it badly. She knew that when she knelt down
to pray and asked her Heavenly Father for the home, he would give it to her. She just
knew it; He had given her everything else she had asked for. She had studied, searched,
and prayed about how to use faith for years, and now she pretty much had it down to a
science.

One of the fundamental beliefs in Mormonism is that its leaders and members are
able to receive revelation. They are told that the church was built upon the rock of
revelation. Joseph Smith, the founder, wrote many works the Mormons consider to be
Scripture that he said were given to him directly from God. Mormons are taught that
angels appeared to Joseph Smith and others in the church.

The modern-day prophets and apostles (as they call themselves) are supposed to
receive revelations all the time. The bishops who lead the local congregations, called
wards, are supposed to get revelation for the local members. The ward members are told
to believe that everything the bishops say comes from God—when giving them counsel,
calling them to serve in church positions, and so forth. The bishop’s position is rotated
every three years or so to another man in the local ward. He still keeps his day job, but
now he is God’s spokesperson to the ward. Then there is the man of the family who
supposedly holds the priesthood of God, which entitles him to receive revelation for his
family. Many times Celia’s husband would lay his hands on her head and give her a
blessing, in which he was to be speaking for God. Men in the church give all kinds of
blessings and “healings,” in which they supposedly speak God’s word.

So her easy belief in the ability to receive answers to her prayers was just a
natural thing among Mormons. They were told they had a special gift others did not—the
gift of the Holy Ghost. The Holy Ghost’s purpose was to reveal the word of God to each of
them on a personal level. Basic teachings—basic beliefs.

SASHA
By this time I had used my prayer technique repeatedly, with awesome

results. My faith, therefore, was almost perfect. I simply did not doubt anymore.
When I felt an answer and heard one in my head, I believed—and then I acted on
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it. I had been taught that God loved me and cared about me; I now believed that
He wanted me to be happy and have almost anything I desired. Small miracles
became my reality, and they were becoming a natural part of my life.

When there was discord in our home, I would take a piece of paper and
pen, go to my place of prayer, kneel down, describe the problem, ask for help,
and write the answer. The answer always worked. When I was called upon to
speak or teach a class, which was almost weekly, I would again take pen and
paper, kneel down, and write with God. I had learned how to listen, hear, and
discern. After so much practice, it became easy to hear the answers.

Mormons would call me continually for help and advice. Because I was
quite young and felt that I did not have the wisdom to give them answers that
were exactly right, I would clear my mind and try to “feel” what God wanted me
to say to them.  I would then try to verbalize what I had “felt,” and many times the
response I got from them would be, “how did you read my mind?”  I had no clue
what was in their mind, but I knew God cared for and about them, and we had
been taught to be “instruments in God’s hands for good.” So that was what I was
trying to do, and apparently it worked rather well.

I had continued my study of faith and fascination with it. Asking for the
peace worked okay, but it was just not as powerful as I felt it should be. I had
been stumped by the question of how to have perfect faith without doubt. I felt
that faith without doubt must be the faith described in the Scriptures, but how
was I to have that kind of pure faith? Maybe God did want some people to die,
suffer disease, not have what they wanted, and so forth. I really was not sure,
but if that were the case, how would I know what to have faith in? I reasoned that
my faith would be useless if it were against the desire of God. And so I came to
the conclusion that if I could know the will of God, I could have pure faith in His
will, with no doubt. That became the secret—for me. Of course, that meant I
would first have to discover the will of God in every situation that required faith.
This was so reasonable to me. Pure faith left no room for doubt. To have pure
faith, one must know the will of God, which allowed you to have faith with no
element of doubt.

Knowing God’s will—for me—involved some trial and error, but the main
element was truly believing in the inspiration I received.

It is essential for me to say, right now, that using your head and logic is
also vital. When people get a revelation to kill others, follow someone blindly, or
perform any other crazy or destructive act, that is not inspiration—it is closer to
insanity. We were given brains for a reason.

If the inspiration matched my highest values and desires, I listened. What
surprised me was how God seemed to want almost everything for me that I
wanted.

As for knowing God’s will—I asked to know it. Sometimes I used the
peace-and-stupor-of-thought method, and sometimes I asked for a sign.
Sometimes I asked, and then waited for a day or a week for some kind of
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guidance or enlightenment. Sometimes inspiration and direction came into my
mind. Sometimes I questioned, and sometimes I received a logical answer. It
was kind of like learning to recognize someone’s voice. Through trial and error, I
learned when to trust implicitly.

I asked God directly, actively listened, and then had absolute faith in the
answer I heard and/or felt.

My methods and power were evolving; my faith was becoming
absolute—as you will see.

She chose the night she would pray to ask God for the wonderful, expensive
home. She knelt down and prayed, explaining to God how wonderful the house was, how
it would be so perfect for her family, and why she wanted it. She reiterated how they had
no money to buy it, but she knew this would not be a problem if He chose to give it to
her—as she knew He would. She then came right out and asked Him if He would give the
house to her—calmly but excitedly knowing that He would.

Shockingly, the answer that came back began with “No.” The rest of the answer
was, “I have another mansion for you.”

Celia was upset and confused. How could God have said no to her? She already
knew she would get a mansion in heaven. That was the promise for all faithful Mormons,
but she did not want to wait until then.

Several months later, she read about another section of the Patapsco State Park
she hadn’t heard of before, in a completely different part of the Baltimore area. She
decided to take her children there.

She turned onto North Rolling Road in Catonsville. Almost immediately, the
biggest home she had ever seen was there on her left. It had a For Sale sign in front of it.
She just had to turn around, drive into its circular drive, and take a closer look. The
house was magnificent. It had four floors and a wide porch all the way around, and there
was an awesome carriage house in back. It was swallowed up in lots of land—three acres,
she later found out.

Celia wrote down the phone number on the sign and took her children to the
park. When she arrived home, she called the realtor and found out more about the
house. It had nine large bedrooms, three large living rooms, a gigantic circular dining
room, servants’ quarters, and a recreation room. There was a 9 by 28-foot entrance hall
with carved oak pillars, inlaid wood floors throughout, and large carved oak doors to
each of the three living rooms. It was around 8000 square feet, and Celia had never even
heard of a home like this. She begged her husband to take her on a “date” to see the
home, “just for fun.”

After much cajoling, he agreed.
Never had Celia seen a personal home so huge. It needed a lot of refurbishing, but

it was magnificent.
Celia loved adventure. She talked her husband into making a very low offer on

the house, and he finally agreed. The realtor was another matter, though. He told Celia
that the owners would never accept such a low offer, and that he was embarrassed to



                                                                                               

42

take it to them. Now, Celia had always been quite good at her powers of persuasion, and
she used them to persuade the realtor to present the offer anyway.

The following Sunday, after returning home from church, the family was sitting
around the kitchen table having their typical Sunday meal of roast beef, potatoes,
carrots, rolls, and dessert when the phone rang.

Celia reached above her head and grabbed the phone. It was the realtor, Mr.
Rome. In a dazed voice he said, “Celia, they have accepted your offer; the home is
yours.”

Shocked, she hung the phone up and told her husband the news. What had been
something closer related to fun and fantasy than reality was now very much a reality.
She seriously thought about that huge house and felt some fear. How would she take care
of a home so big? What had she done?

But as always, the excitement soon overcame the fear.
She had Mr. Rome design the contract to allow them six months to remodel the

home before closing on it. That would give them time to fix it up and sell their existing
one, which would provide the money to purchase the new one.

She persuaded her husband to refinance their existing home, take out the
$35,000 excess, and use it to completely remodel the mansion. For the entire six months,
Celia took her young children and went almost every day to supervise the remodeling
process.

She had the workers remove almost ten coats of paint and wallpaper from every
wall and ceiling and then repaint it all. The kitchen and laundry room were completely
remodeled, as was the large, circular dining room. The previous owners had left a
magnificent, ten-foot carved mahogany table that Celia bought chairs for. She had
custom shades with four-inch fringe and tassels that custom matched the paint made for
every one of the many large windows. She put Italian tile in the entranceway and thick,
plush carpeting throughout. The large porch that extended around the front and both
sides of the house was repainted, and she had the shutters on each window painted
black. The bathrooms were refurbished, and Celia had an old claw-foot bathtub redone
in red and gold. She even added a rock fishpond in the yard.

When it was finished five months later, the house was elegant . . . it was awesome .
. . it was unbelievable—and it was hers. Her husband had seen it on the day they looked
at it with the realtor, but not again until the day they moved in.

As the time for settlement got closer—very close, about four weeks away—they
realized that their existing home was not going to sell in time.  In fact, they feared that it
might not sell at all, because the realtor had barely shown it. No one seemed to be
interested in a home with an attached dental office.

They were still poor, and Celia’s husband began to freak out with worry.  He had
trusted her “answer to prayer,” and now they were in peril because of it. In great fear, he
pointedly asked Celia what they were going to do. She responded, “Richard, the Lord did
not send us here to fail. This is the mansion he promised me, and he will take care of
everything.”

We were laughing; Celia was doing great. We knew that there would come a time
when she would look back to this experience and wonder how she had created so
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powerfully, and how she could have had such childlike faith. But for now, her faith was
so pure and so complete that heaven and earth had to comply.

We gathered the Ones who used great power and they caused a few changes to
take place in America. They arranged to have the laws changed that said professionals
could not advertise. Up until that time (around 1978) doctors, dentists, lawyers, and
other professionals could not advertise like regular retail businesses.

Her husband Richard approached her and asked if she thought he should
advertise his dental practice. Celia replied, “Of course you should.”

He did, and within one week he was booked solid with patients—six days a
week—from 7 a.m. until 7 p.m.

Within two weeks they became wealthy!
They closed on the mansion; turned their old home into an elegant and spacious

dental office; bought a motor home and a new van; and completely furnished their new
nine-bedroom, three-living room home. Celia felt like a queen.

SASHA
At 29 years old, I had borne seven children and was living in a

mansion—having just gone from poverty to wealth literally overnight. I
remember descending those lushly carpeted, white stairs before anyone else
was awake, feeling like a queen with so much wealth, an incredible, gorgeous
home, and six of the most adorable children on earth. I held one of the highest
callings in the Mormon Church and was asked to speak to hundreds every
month. Yes, life was good.

She also apologized to God for getting mad at Him when He didn’t give her the
other home. This one was ten times better. It was the most magnificent thing she had
ever seen, and it was hers. We had revealed another powerful secret to Celia.

YOU CAN HAVE ANYTHING YOU WANT IF YOU KNOW HOW TO CREATE USING
PURE FAITH.

SASHA
You too can have anything you want! I promise to show you exactly how to

do it, step by step, throughout Outrageous Mastery™, Outrageous Mastery™ II:
How YOU Can Xperiment with Power, and The Outrageous Mastery™ PlayBook.

Go to SashaX.com for photos of our home and more.
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9
CAN FAITH HEAL?

While they were living in the mansion, Celia’s young son, David, continued to see
a specialist for the seizures he had experienced, and to monitor the medication he was
on. When he turned five years old and would enter kindergarten within the year, she
knew she would have to notify the school administrators and teachers so they could give
him his medication.

SASHA
At the time, people were fearful of epilepsy; it carried an intense stigma.

Even my best friend was afraid to tend David. I decided I was not going to tell
anyone at the school that he had a problem, and there was no way my son was
going to go through life with people afraid to be around him.

So I decided to discuss the matter with God. I wanted my son healed and
off the medication. As I prayed about it and told God how I felt, I felt inspired that
I could wean him slowly off the medication, and he would be healed.

Armed with this knowledge, her faith was perfect, and she began the process.
Remaining sensitive to the guidance, she lowered the medication dosages at certain
points in time as she felt inspired to do so

When David was completely off the medication, Celia phoned the specialist and
told her what she had done, and how she felt. She was very nervous making that phone
call, because she thought the doctor might think she was a kook. But to her relief and
surprise, the specialist was very supportive and said she would be there if they ever
needed her again. Perfect.

SASHA
My son has never had a seizure since that time. He is completely healed

and is now an intelligent, sensitive, and successful man.

Celia was learning the incredible power of faith. She believed to the point of
knowing. When faith is that pure—when there is no doubt and no wondering, only
knowing—there is no way the desired outcome cannot occur.

She had experienced another secret.

THE UNIVERSE MUST BRING TO PASS THAT WHICH IS COMMANDED BY FAITH
AND HAS NO DOUBT.

SASHA
Take a second and read this secret again, to yourself.
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THE UNIVERSE MUST BRING TO PASS THAT WHICH IS COMMANDED BY FAITH
AND HAS NO DOUBT.

Absorb it. Say it out loud to yourself. Fully understanding this secret is the
key to creating an outrageous life for yourself—which is why I wrote the
Outrageous Mastery™ trilogy.

I wrote it for you.
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10
HAVE YOU EVER FELT DUPED?

SASHA
We are quickly approaching a significant change in my life. I was about

to leave the Mormon Church. Why? you might ask.

Celia had a thirst for theology. She devoured the scriptures, which included
the Bible and all of the Mormon scriptures. She read the two complete histories of the
Mormon Church, which included around 20 thick volumes written by Joseph Smith,
the founder, and B. H. Roberts. She had read the 27-volume Journal of Discourses by
Brigham Young and others. She read, and then she taught.

It was (and is) uncommon for most Mormons to read and study the actual
doctrine of the church this intensely. Therefore, even today most are unaware of
some of the most fundamental teachings and occurrences that the Mormon Church
was founded on. So odd and inconsistent were the histories that the church has
closed the doors to its archives, and no one is allowed to see the real writings and
history any more. Some of the most avid Mormon scholars and historians have left
the Church because they are not allowed to study what is secretly kept in the
Church’s vaults in Salt Lake. Hugh Nibley, professor of history and religion at
Brigham Young University, wrote, “Nothing would delight me more than to see all the
church records made available to those who would know how to use them.” If this is
supposed to be the only true church on earth, restored by God Himself and
supposedly led by prophets of God who “speak with God,” receive revelations from
Him, and speak “as if from God,” why would they not want its members or anyone
else to read their “revealed directly from God” history?

Celia was vividly aware of many odd things that the church was based on, but
she had been repeatedly taught that if something in the doctrine did not fit or make
sense, she was to just put it aside for the time being. In time it would fit—it had to,
for this was “the only true church on earth.”

She would sometimes wonder about Joseph Smith’s “revelation” to practice
polygamy. When his wife, Emma, refused, he did it behind her back, even having her,
under false pretenses, take one of the leading ladies of the church, Eliza R. Snow, into
their home to live with them. When Emma discovered that Eliza was pregnant with
Joseph’s child, she pushed Eliza down the steps, and Eliza lost her baby.

When Emma still refused to go along with the “revelation,” Joseph told her
that an angel had appeared to him with a drawn sword and would kill him if he
didn’t begin living a polygamous life. Then he produced a revelation in which God
commanded him to live in polygamy and said that any member who didn’t would be
damned. Those who did practice polygamy, on the other hand, would become Gods.
This revelation, which is now Mormon scripture (Doctrine & Covenants 132), states
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“if he have ten virgins unto him by this law, he cannot commit adultery, for they
belong to him.”

Brigham Young, the second president and prophet of the Mormon Church, told
the women that if they talked bad about polygamy they would go to hell.

Joseph Smith also received a revelation for his wife, Emma, wherein she was
commanded to obey her husband and allow him other wives, or God would destroy
her. After that revelation, she reluctantly relented.

While the first “twelve apostles” of the Mormon Church were on missions to
Europe, Joseph and another man began devising the structure for polygamy. When
the twelve came home from their missions, Joseph told them that God had told him
that each apostle was to give his wife to him. One of the couples (I believe it was
Heber C. Kimball and his wife) were very close and very upset over the
announcement. In tears they approached the prophet and begged him not to separate
them. They requested that he take their 14-year-old daughter instead. Joseph replied
that “she would do just as well and the lord would accept her instead.” She was
delivered over to the prophet.

During this same period, Joseph came up with the concept of “spiritual wives.”
It worked like this: If Joseph or one of his buddies wanted to have sex with a married
woman, he would tell the woman that God had told him she was his “spiritual wife.”
One woman said, “The greatest trial I ever endured in my life was living with my
husband and deceiving him by receiving Joseph’s attentions whenever he chose to
come to me.” The Mormon apostle John A. Widtsoe admitted that Joseph Smith was
sealed to married woman. Marriage in a Mormon temple means that the man and
woman are sealed together for time and all eternity. Apparently a number of married
women were also married to Joseph Smith or Brigham Young in the temples.

Joseph Smith sent one of his apostles, Orson Pratt, to Europe on a mission.
After he left, Joseph approached Pratt’s beautiful wife and said, “Sister Pratt, the Lord
has given you to me as one of my spiritual wives . . . I hope you will not deny me.”
She refused and threatened to tell her husband. Joseph begged her not to, and he
left. After her husband came home, Joseph made further advances to her. She told
her husband, but even though he was an apostle he didn’t know whether to believe
his wife or the prophet. Joseph told him that if he believed his wife he would go to
hell. But Pratt did believe her, so they excommunicated him from the church.

Brigham Young once stated, “The man is the head and God of the woman.”
Early leaders of the Mormon Church taught that even Jesus practiced polygamy.

Mormons are taught that Joseph Smith, the Founder, saw God the Father and
Jesus Christ when he was 14. At that time God spoke to him and told him that every
church on earth was an abomination to Him, and that He needed Joseph to restore
the true Church on earth.

Polygamy was one of those practices that was “restored.” It is interesting to
note that the first scripture Joseph Smith wrote was the Book of Mormon. The Book of
Mormon forbids a man to have more than one wife and calls the practice
“abominable.” The next set of scriptures that came from Joseph was the Doctrine and
Covenants, in which he is commanded to take plural wives or God will destroy him.
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Brigham Young often spoke to the Mormon women about their complaining
that they had to live in polygamy. He told them they should not care whether their
husbands loved them or not, but instead should cry out in gratitude, “ I have got a
man from the Lord! Hallelujah!”

It is impossible to conceive of the sorrow those Mormon women went through.
A quotation from one of them, Ellen Spencer Clawson, gives us an example:

 Just ten days ago Hiram brought home a new wife. No more or less than Miss
Alice Young . . . as they have just gone out riding on horseback and I am alone . . . my
heart is rather heavy. I never thought I could care again if Hiram got a dozen wives,
but it seems as though my affections return with double force, now that I feel as if I
had lost him . . . you know a new wife is a new thing, and I know it is impossible for
him to feel any different towards her just at present, still it makes my heart ache to
think I have not the same love.

Kimbell Young, another Mormon, stated that when James Hunter married his
second wife, his first wife attended the ceremony but could not sleep that night. She
walked the floor all night as she thought of her husband lying in the arms of his new
bride.

The story is told that one evening a Mormon man brought home a second wife.
It was in the winter, and the first wife was very upset. That night she climbed onto
the roof and froze to death.

The first wife of another Mormon man, Herbert Winslow, stated, “Three of us
lived in the same house for a year. I said I couldn’t stand it. I was going to lose my
mind. I couldn’t stand to see him fondle over the others.

Conditions once became so bad in Brigham Young’s family that he offered to
set all his wives free.

I am going to set every woman at liberty and say to them, now go your way,
my women with the rest, go your way, and my wives have got to do one of two things;
either round up their shoulders to endure the afflictions of this world, and live their
religion, or they may leave, for I will not have them about me. I will go into heaven
alone rather than have scratching and fighting about me . . . I will liberate you all . . .
but if you stay with me you shall comply with the law of God (polygamy). Without
any murmuring and whining . . . sisters, I am not joking . . . I know that there is no
cessation to the everlasting whining of many of the women in this territory . . . if you
tarry with your husbands, after I have set you free, you must bow down to it and
submit yourselves to the celestial law (polygamy). I will not hear any more of this
whining. (Sermon by Brigham Young in Journal of Discourses, Volume 4)

The records show that Joseph Smith had anywhere from 27 to 84 wives and
was “sealed” to at least 229 others.

 “ . . . Over two hundred women, apparently at their own request, were sealed
as wives to Joseph Smith after his death in special Temple ceremonies. [Sealing was a
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ceremony that allowed them to become his wives in the next life.] Moreover, a great
many distinguished women in history, including several Catholic Saints, were also
sealed to Joseph Smith in Utah. [That idea was initiated by Mormons who felt that
those Catholic Saints would want to be married to the Mormon Prophet in the next
life.] I saw these astonishing lists in the Later Day Saint genealogical archives in Salt
Lake City in 1984.” (Fawn Brodie. No Man Knows My History)

SASHA
The purpose of these temple sealings was so these women could live

polygamy in heaven and all have Joseph as their husband throughout all
eternity.

Brigham Young is usually credited with having only 27 wives, but he was
sealed to more than twice that many living women and to at least 150 more who had
died.

In the Journal of Discourses, Brigham Young said, “I shall have wives and children
by the millions and glory and riches and power and dominion and kingdom after
kingdom and reign triumphantly . . . I could prove to this congregation that I am
young; for I could find more girls who would choose me for a husband than can any
of the young men.”

Wilford Woodruff, the fourth president of the Mormon Church, was sealed to
189 dead women in a period of slightly more than two years. Moses Franklin
Farnsworth was sealed to 345 dead women during a two-year period.

But today, even though the Church decries polygamy and tries to distance
itself from those who live it and are getting bad press, it is still a fundamental belief
of the Mormon Church.

According to Mormons’ belief, practices, and doctrine, they will live polygamy
in the next life. After Joseph Smith and Brigham Young had died, many women who
were husbandless went to the temples and had themselves sealed to the prophets as
one of their wives—for the next life. Polygamy is still included in Mormon scripture
and is still very much a living doctrine—though not presently practiced, because it
violates the law of the land.

Celia also wondered about the “revelation”—never shown to the church
members—that black individuals could now hold the priesthood, go through the
temple, and serve in any major capacity in the church. Mormon scriptures distinctly
say that black skin is the result of not being faithful in heaven before coming to
earth. It is the mark of Cain (who slew his brother, Abel, in the Bible account), which
was put on them so others would know not to marry them, and so forth.

Bruce R. McConkie, a Mormon apostle, wrote:

Negroes are not equal with other races. . . .Those who were less valiant in pre-
existence (before earth life) and who thereby have certain spiritual restrictions
imposed upon them during mortality are known to us as the Negroes. Such sprits are
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sent to earth through the lineage of Cain, the mark put upon him for his rebellion
against God and his murder of Abel being a black skin. (Mormon Doctrine, 1958)

The Mormon prophet of God, Brigham Young, also addressed the issue:

Cain slew his brother. . . . and the lord put a mark upon him, which is the flat
nose and black skin. . . . Shall I tell you the law of God in regard to the African race?
If the white man who belongs to the chosen seed mixes his blood with the seed of
Cain, the penalty, under the law of God, is death on the spot. This will always be so.”
(Journal of Discourses)

When Celia was in the church she was not aware of any black members. Who
would want to join a church with teachings like that? Once again, she had accepted
that crazy doctrine as coming from God. It went with the territory.

Modern-day Mormon apostle Mark E. Peterson provided the following analysis:

Is there reason then why the type of birth we received in this life is not a
reflection of our worthiness or lack of it in the pre-existence life? . . . Can we account
in any other way for the birth of some of the children of God in darkest Africa, or in
the flood ridden China, or among the starving hoards of India, while some of the rest
of us are born here in the United States? We cannot escape the conclusion that
because of performance in our pre-existence some of us are born as Chinese, some as
Japanese, some as Indians, some as Negroes, some as Americans, some as Latter-day
Saints [Mormons]. These are rewards and punishments, fully in harmony with His
(God’s) established policy in dealing with sinners and saints, rewarding all according
to their deeds. . .  Let us consider the mercy of God for a moment. A Chinese, born in
China with a dark skin, and with all the handicaps of that race seems to have little
opportunity. But think of the mercy of God to Chinese people who are willing to
accept the gospel. In spite of whatever they might have done in the pre-existence to
justify being born over there as Chinamen, if they now, in this life, accept the gospel
and live it the rest of their lives they can have the priesthood, go to the temple, and
receive endowments and sealings, and that means they can have exaltation. Isn’t the
mercy of God marvelous? [From a talk given at Brigham Young University in 1954.]

In Doctrines of Salvation, Joseph Fielding Smith, tenth president of the
Church, said “Mormons are the best people in the world . . . we are morally clean . . .
and in many ways superior to any other people.”

When the civil rights movement was in full force around 1978, its supporters
were planning to chain themselves to the walls around Temple Square in Salt Lake
City, Utah, during the semiannual General Conference that was broadcast around the
world. They wanted to protest the Mormon Church’s doctrine that did not allow
anyone with a drop of Negro blood to hold the Priesthood, get married in their
temples, or perform any of the ordinances that white men performed. A
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demonstration and march were scheduled, and the media would be there in full force
to give the Church some very bad publicity.

The Mormon doctrine of discrimination against blacks also brought the Boy
Scouts into a serious confrontation with the NAACP. As a national organization, the
Boy Scouts of America do not discriminate in regard to religion or race, but troops
sponsored by Mormon churches (the largest sponsor of Boy Scout troops) did have a
policy of discrimination. In order for a Scout to become a patrol leader, he had to be
a deacon’s quorum president in the LDS (Mormon) Church. If he were not a Mormon
and couldn’t hold the Mormon priesthood, he couldn’t become a patrol leader.

A few weeks before the Salt Lake City protest was to occur, the current prophet
of the Church said that God had spoken to him, and that blacks could now have all
the privileges formerly reserved for whites.

Celia thought this odd. One day, “even one drop of Negroid blood” meant that
you were among the unfaithful in heaven and could have no privileges in God’s
Church. If you looked white and were given the priesthood and allowed in the
temple, but later (through genealogical research) you were found to have a black
ancestor somewhere, all the privileges were stripped from you. Then the next day,
after the “revelation from God,” your “Negroid blood” meant nothing. You were now
among the faithful. How did that work? she wondered.

SASHA
I found it hard to reconcile that abrupt change in doctrine, which did

not make sense to me. But looking back at the entire belief, I am even angrier
that I was taught to believe it.

Celia was also aware that according to the doctrine and teachings, Mormons
believe they will one day rule the world. They have an extensive missionary program,
and the incredible speed at which it is growing around the world is only proof to
them that their prophecies are coming to pass. Mormon political leaders feel that
they have been placed where they are by God, and are being trained for future and
higher responsibilities.

Celia believed, as the Mormons do, that Christ would return to rule the earth
with them for the 1000-year millennium. One of Jesus’ headquarters is supposed to
be at the Mormon temple in Jackson County, Missouri. When Joseph Smith first took
his followers to that county and state, they openly told their neighbors about these
prophecies. As a result was they were run out of town and began the migration to the
Utah desert, far away from everyone else, where they could practice polygamy and
build their foundation without interruption.

They brag to each other, as she did at one time, about the growth and power
the Church was accumulating, and about how close the prophecies were to
fulfillment. They actually believed that communism came to an end and the Berlin
Wall fell so that Mormon missionaries could get in. God knew it was time to
proselytize those people behind the Iron Curtain, so he caused the changes that were
needed.
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SASHA
Looking back, I am appalled I could naively belief that stuff. But then, I

was raised in that secluded valley in the mountains, and everyone I knew,
respected, and loved fervently believed the same thing.

After leaving the Mormon Church, I was devastated by the fact that I
had devoted my life (the first 37 years of it) to teaching others those
principles with fervor and clarity. I had influenced so many lives with my
passion and love for the Church, and I felt as though those years were a
complete waste—and maybe worse.

To come to grips with it—in my mind—I had to review other things I had
taught (such as how to love, be a great mom, live an exemplary life, etc.) so I
wouldn’t feel that my life had been wasted by vigorously promoting Church
nonsense.

By the way, anyone interested in an in-depth look at Mormon history
should read Mormonism: Shadow or Reality? by Jerald and Sandra Tanner. I
dumped all of my Mormon books after I left the Church, so I owe the backup
of my memory to their excellent compilation, along with the website
www.mormoncurtain.com.

I could have written three more books about the contradictions and
weird practices belonging to Mormon theology, but for the sake of brevity I
included only those mentioned earlier.

I don’t tell you these Mormon stories to bad-mouth the Mormon Church,
but rather to help you relate better to the world I was immersed in—the world
I would soon leave. At the time, it was the only world I knew.
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11
WHAT IS THE PURPOSE OF CONFUSING AND CONFLICTING TIME?

Every day became a challenge for Celia to submit to the teachings of the church.
Each time she went to one of the Mormon temples, she committed under oath of death to
submit and follow her husband Her husband was not a leader. He ran from
responsibility, did not enjoy being a father, and did not take responsibility for leading
his family. He would ridicule his own children in front of others he wanted to impress.
Celia kept wondering how she was to submit and not lead, and at the same time be a
powerful mother and a powerful example for her children. Always she chose to be a
strong mother and leader, but not without conflicting feelings.

We gave her the comfort and encouragement she needed to stay strong, to find
lessons in the challenges, and to have a sense that the path she was choosing was the
highest one, even though it went against church doctrine. We helped her find laughter
amid the struggles, the mental conflict, and the irony.

Other women came to her for advice almost continually. Mothers began telling
her that a Mormon janitor who was a high priest in the church had been sexually
inappropriate with their children. They had been to the bishop, who insisted that since
the janitor was an ordained high priest, he could not be guilty. Celia went to the bishop
and had it out with him. She told him it was crazy to think the man was innocent simply
because he was a high priest. She said that if he was guilty, having him read the Mormon
magazines daily would not cure him (as the bishop said it would).

Finally she took the matter to the Stake President and asked him to convene a
church court, which he did. Celia was on one side (her husband was supposed to stand
by her, but he backed down) and the bishop was on the other side.  Celia’s side
prevailed.

Although Celia was feeling more and more conflicted about the church she knew
and loved, we knew the conflict would prepare her for some tough, but necessary,
choices she would need to make in a very short time. Soon she would discover another
powerful secret:

CONFUSING AND CONFLICTING TIMES OCCUR SO THAT THE SOUL WILL SEARCH
FOR A DIFFERENT PATH TO WALK DOWN.

WHEN THERE IS A BETTER WAY FOR THE SOUL TO TRAVEL, IT MUST BEGIN TO
FEEL STRUGGLE AND CONFLICT; OTHERWISE, SOULS WOULD STAY WHERE THEY ARE
AND MISS THE BETTER PATH.

As Celia became more and more of a scripture scholar, church history buff, and
teacher, she found conflict after conflict arising between what the Church was teaching
and what was actually happening within the Church. Her marriage was also
deteriorating. At one point she and her husband had decided to divorce, but the bishop
came to their home and promised them that they would suffer eternal pain and lose
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their children to the devil if they did. Celia thought this was a little crazy, but her
husband was convinced the bishop was speaking for God—as bishops always do in
Mormondom.

So they stayed married. The tremendous guilt and fear kept her paralyzed from
taking the actions she desired to take. There was not one living person who would or
could stand by her side if she decided to take the monumental step of divorcing her
husband. How could she take on the responsibility of six children by herself? She didn’t
even have a way to bring in money. What would happen to them without the support of
her family, her church, and her friends?

Celia debated within herself, day after day. She approached her closest friends to
see if anyone would stand by her side if she made such a bold move. She tried to figure
out how she and her children would live, financially, and she asked her parents if they
would support her decision to divorce. At first they said they would, but they soon
changed their minds.

As often happens in life, when we fail to make tough decisions that need to be
made, life makes them for us.

Two years later, Celia’s husband was arrested, ordered out of the home, and told
to have no contact with some of their children. She began divorce proceedings, which
took at least 18 months in Maryland at that time

The church backed her husband up—after all, he was a high priest. They even
reinstated the “temple recommend,” awarded to only the most faithful Mormons, which
he should not have been worthy to have again for several years, if ever. Now he would
attend the monthly temple sessions sponsored by the local members, and all would see
him there and know of his “innocence.”

And he was dating his receptionist in secret.
Celia was forced to take her children and drive an hour away to attend the church

services and all the extracurricular activities her children were involved in—at least for a
while.

Then one day, after church services, she was summoned to speak with the bishop.
It was one o’clock in the afternoon when they began their meeting, while her children
waited alone and hungry in the foyer of the church. The bishop began by asking to see
her temple recommend, the card that had allowed her to enter the temple since she was
19 years old.  She handed it over. He then informed her that since she was going through
a divorce she had to have some bad feelings, and he didn’t think that under the
circumstances she should be allowed to go to the temple. Therefore, he was going to
keep her temple recommend.

It is important to note that only the most faithful Mormons hold temple
recommends. They are the ones who are given high positions in the church, and they
can attend the temple weddings and other special ceremonies. Renewing a temple
recommend requires an annual interview. It is an extensive and invasive interview that
goes into every aspect of one’s life—even one’s sexual life. Mormons are asked if they
fully support the leaders of the Church, if they are involved in any activity that could be
considered negative toward the Church, and if they pay the full 10 percent of their pre-
tax dollars to the Church. The interview determines whether they pay money to the
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welfare fund, to fast offerings, and to the missionary fund; if they keep the Sabbath day
holy; and if they are doing their genealogy work. In short, are they doing everything
they should be doing in order to be a worthy Mormon. It is of great significance to hold a
temple recommend.

Sitting there in front of the bishop, Celia was faced with real irony. Her husband
had not been faithful enough to keep his temple recommend, and according to church
standards and doctrine he should have been excommunicated by a church court.
Instead, his temple recommend had been reinstated and he was actively attending the
monthly temple sessions. Yet here she was—meeting with a bishop whose best friend was
J. W. Marriott, Jr. (owner of the Marriott Hotels)—being told she was unworthy to enter
the temple.

After all, she was only a woman who, according to the Mormon doctrine, could be
led by Satan—the devil—if she did not follow her husband’s word.

Next, the bishop told her that she and her children would not be allowed to
attend his ward anymore because it was known that she would soon be a divorced
woman. That information would go on the church records that were sent regularly to the
headquarters in Salt Lake City, which would look bad for him.

Celia vehemently argued that her children were going through traumatic events
with the divorce, their father’s arrest, and everything that went with it. She told the
bishop that all of her children’s friends were in this ward, and she begged him not to
disrupt their lives anymore than they had been. They needed their friends, and they
needed some stability. Her children were actively involved in all of that ward’s activities;
she was even driving the teenagers for two hours every morning before school to attend
the seminary classes.

The bishop’s response was, “Sister Hanson, I know that you think you know what
is best for your children, but really the priesthood and I know best.”

Celia was shocked and appalled. She sat there contemplating everything—the
irony of it all—the craziness of it all. She knew at that moment that she was going to
make a gigantic decision, and she felt that she had a choice. She could try to talk the
bishop into returning her temple recommend and then try to find another ward for them
to attend. On the other hand, she could decide not to say another word, let him keep the
recommend, and stand up and walk out—vowing to leave the Mormon Church for good.
She knew it was a monumental moment.

Celia quietly got up, walked out of the bishop’s office, gathered her children, took
them to the van, and silently drove home.

She had never felt so alone.

SASHA
As long as I live, I will never forget those moments in that bishop’s office.

That decision I made in that one moment would change my life, the lives of my
children, and generations after me, forever.

Did I know for sure that I was making the correct decision? Of course not.
In my life, and I am sure in yours, there seem to be so many times when we are
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not sure what decision to make. But somehow my soul knew—deep within—and I
trusted that feeling.

Have you ever found yourself in a similar situation, when you had to make
a difficult decision and everyone around you seemed to think you were making
the wrong one, but you knew, deep within, that it was the right one?

I want to share my challenges, my lessons, and my life with you. I want to
give you power combined with mine, so that you have the confidence to make
powerful choices, even if they shake you to the core.

I am committed to walking in power, and I am committed to having you
walk in power. This commitment is why I have written the Outrageous Mastery™
trilogy.

Learning how to harness our divine power gives us incredible self-
confidence and the necessary faith and fortitude to make life-altering decisions.
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12
HAVE YOU EVER FELT BETRAYED?

Meanwhile, the divorce war was raging on. Her husband had hired his best friend
to represent him, and the friend brought on the number one criminal attorney in
Howard County. Celia’s attorneys warned her, “They will do all they can to break you.”

When she was called to be deposed, Celia didn’t even know what a deposition was.
She arrived at the criminal attorney’s office and walked into a room with a giant, oblong
conference table. At least ten or twelve people were seated around it. A video camera was
set on its stand and ready to tape, and the court stenographer was there. It had been set
up to intimidate and break the young, naive Mormon mother. The grilling and video
taping would continue hour after hour. It began at nine in the morning and continued
until six in the evening. There wasn’t even a break for lunch, they had sandwiches
brought in. Day two and day three continued like the first.

SASHA
One of the worst and most humiliating things that occurred during that

deposition was when I was required to bring in the eight journals I had kept
throughout my marriage. They were the size of books. The Church had
commanded us to keep journals, and unfortunately, I had been faithful once
again. During the deposition they copied every single page of my journals and
handed them out.

I was so traumatized by the event that it was more than 15 years before I
would write anything down again.

After the deposition, my husband broke into the house with his attorney
and went through all my personal things, taking whatever he wanted.

Then they insisted on taking all of the children out of school and deposing each
of them. Celia fought furiously to keep that from happening, but in the end she lost.  Her
attorneys said they had never seen that happen before, and they couldn’t believe the
judge had allowed it. The children were taken into a court-type setting and were cross-
examined by both her husband’s criminal attorney and his attorney friend. Her two
attorneys were also present, and it was incredibly intimidating and frightening for each
of the children.

All of them had to wait outside, just like witnesses in a court case. The attorneys
called them in order, from oldest to youngest. Jonathan, the youngest at only seven
years old, was left alone outside, fearfully waiting for his time. He remembers going to
school that day, in his white shirt and black leather tie, and sitting in the school office.
When the secretary asked him where he was about to go, Jonathan replied, “I have to go
to court to testify if I want to live with my mom or my dad.”
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SASHA
I remember my children’s stark fear as they dressed and prepared to go

to the courthouse that day. My son, Michael, begged me to not make him go, and
I was so angry that I could have killed somebody. Again, I was appalled at their
father’s audacity and lack of concern for his own children’s suffering, merely to
save his own skin. The depths he descended to continued to shake my world and
my sensibilities. This couldn’t be the man I had stayed married to for 17 years
and had seven children with.

He went to our “friend” who handled our insurance policies, and without
notifying me he had my name removed from all of the ones with cash value.

He petitioned the court to have some of our children taken out of the home
and put in foster care—the reason I was an unfit mother.

Later, he quickly offered to give me sole custody of the children if I would
accept less child support, and I readily agreed.

And he called himself a father! Insanity seemed to abound everywhere.

Celia and her attorneys made several attempts throughout the year and half to
settle out of court, but to no avail. The official divorce proceedings finally began, and to
Celia it seemed as if they would never end. Finally, the day came for the actual court
proceeding to begin. After several days, the judge stopped everything and told the two of
them to find a way to work it out before they ran out of money. Celia’s attorney’s
suggested that she and her husband go out to dinner together. The time and the place
were set.

To her dismay, her husband was not alone when Celia got there. He had brought
his brother, Robert, who hated her. When she tried to discuss the divorce with her
husband, Robert became irate. He jumped up and began screaming at her in front of
everyone, calling her every name he could think of.

She went to the ladies room to regain her composure, and when she came out no
one was at the table. Her husband and Robert had left. When she arrived at court the
next day, her husband was already there. He had told everyone that she left the
restaurant and wouldn’t work things out with him.

SASHA
The next day I sat alone with my attorneys, working on the settlement

decisions, and I looked over at Richard and his attorneys. I found it interesting
that there to help him were his brothers, his bishop, and his new girlfriend.

Standing alone was to be my lot for many more years.

Celia divorced him, took full custody of her six children, and left the Mormon
Church. Little did she know that the fallout had just begun.

SASHA
I began calling the next seven years “my seven years of hell.” Although the

suffering and pain took me to the breaking point twice, I later realized that
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extreme turning points in our lives often break us first, so we can be completely
remade.

I would often think of the scripture passage about putting new wine in old
containers, with the old containers bursting as a result. My old container split
and burst too many times to count.
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13
HOW DO YOU LEAVE EVERYTHING TO FACE THE UNKNOWN?

Leaving the Mormon Church was leaving everything and everyone she had ever
known.

SASHA
I was worried about my children. Almost every day I had arisen at 4 a.m. to

have my own scripture study, and then to have an individual scripture study with
each of them. They and I had been held up as the model Mormon children and
mother. Our Sabbaths had been spent doing religious activities while remaining
in our Sunday dresses and suits. They had not been allowed to attend birthday
parties on the Sabbath, for example. Mormonism was our life, our breath, our
words, our everything. Because I was worried, I visited a child psychiatrist three
times to find out how best to transition them. I will never forget her words: “I am
not worried about your children; they are at an age when they naturally question
teachings. However, I am worried about you. You are going to be like a 12-year-
old going out into a world you know nothing about.”

My high-profile Washington, D.C., attorney told me that I was the most
naïve person to ever walk through the doors of his firm.

I kept trying to figure out what it was I didn’t know that everyone else did.
How do you know what you don’t know? I hired a therapist so I could tell her
what I thought about certain things, and then she could tell me what the world
thought about them. I absolutely did not want to be naïve for the sake of my
children, myself, and our future. I needed a broader viewpoint. Somehow I knew
I needed a paradigm shift.

I had been taught since childhood that Mormonism was the only true
church on earth. I had gone to one of the Mormon temples every week since age
nineteen. Dressed in white and adorned with the “sacred robes of the high
priesthood,” I had raised my right arm to the square and covenanted that I would
obey my husband; consecrate my time, money, and talents to The Church of
Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints; and never reveal the sacred covenants,
handshakes, and ceremonies that took place there. I had learned the sacred
words that would allow me entrance into the presence of God. I wore sacred
garments with sacred markings on them under my everyday clothes, reminding
me that I had covenanted under penalty of death to be faithful to the Church. I
had raised my right arm to the square, extended my thumb (representing a
knife), and then with the other Mormons mimicked slitting my throat, my chest,
and my abdomen if I ever disobeyed the Mormon covenants made in the temple.
I had been given a secret name that my husband would use to raise me from the



                                                                                               

61

dead on the Day of Resurrection. I had been “sealed” to my husband for time
and all eternity. Naked, my body parts had been washed in water and anointed
with oil by a temple worker, so that each of my body parts would also be faithful
to the Mormon God.

In the temple, that most sacred of places, I learned that every other
church was from Satan. It was dramatically demonstrated in every temple
ceremony. The select Mormons who could go to the temple were dressed only in
white—even the soles of their shoes had to be white. As we sat and watched the
same play every time we went, it was always startling to see two men dressed in
black appear. One was Satan, and the other was dressed as a Catholic priest.
Satan would tell the priest what to tell the inhabitants of the earth. The message
was clear.

Mormon theology teaches that those who know the truth and leave the
Church will not only spend their earth life under the control of Satan (the devil),
but will also be the only ones who will live forever with Satan—in hell

Needless to say, with that indoctrination I was scared beyond belief to
leave the Church. What if it were true? What if I made a horrendous mistake?
Many nights I awoke in a cold sweat, scared that I might be making a terrible
mistake that would keep my precious children and me from ever returning to
God’s presence.

I prayed to know if leaving the Mormon Church was the right thing to
do—but I could not hear an answer. My fear was too intense to hear the
guidance, the comfort, and the love.

Leaving the only world I had known was like stepping out of a space ship
onto an alien planet. What was I supposed to do now? How was I supposed to
act? How would I survive? What were people like who weren’t Mormons? I had
no clue what life was like outside the cocoon of my comfort zone.

And yet, I was compelled to walk down this new path—to keep moving
forward no matter how frightening . . . no matter how alone . . . no matter what.

Has the pain or unhappiness ever been so intense in your world that you
felt deeply compelled to step into the unknown? Or maybe your drive and desire
for something so much better pulled you blindly forward—stumbling and scared,
but moving nonetheless—moving somewhere new and foreign.

For me, it was like having one foot was in the old world and one in the new,
and I didn’t feel that I fit in either.

I was leaving everyone and everything I knew for the complete unknown.



                                                                                               

62

14
THE DEMOLITION OF MY LIFE

SASHA
I was completely unprepared. I had never been taught survival skills. How

do you prepare to lose all family love and support, forfeit all your friends, money,
and security, and give up your entire belief system, especially when there are
four teenagers in the home? I had no way to be sure of supporting my six
children, because my former husband, whose income was well into six figures,
could stop child support payments whenever he chose.

We lost our family home, and I was forced to find a place to live. There was
barely any money, and who would rent to me with six children? Our home was
being taken from us, and how would I find another place that was big enough for
all of us without a down payment? How could I do this by myself? I couldn’t even
afford to have anyone move us. My children and I would have to move the heavy
furniture, pack, and drive a huge truck to—where?

What about the schools they were attending? It was the middle of the year,
and Katrina was in her senior year of high school. Where would they end up
going to school?

Months before, we had hundreds of friends who would have helped us
through any crisis. Now, we had no one.

This was the beginning of seven years of hell. It was as if I had a rain cloud
above my head. Anything that could go wrong went wrong.

As I let go of my old life and old beliefs, I found I had no foundation for
transitioning to another (but different) life of power and love. I was floundering,
reading every book I could find. I tried to relearn life at a fast enough pace to
reteach it to my four teenagers, who were growing up too fast.

I craved time—time to transition, time to learn, and time to conquer. Time
to figure out where I was going, and how to get there. Time to be the parent who
knew what to teach her children, before they were gone.

I used to wish that my teenagers were younger so I had time to figure it all
out and be a great parent. Instead, I was like a mom who was trying to swim in a
deep, dark lake with her kids following behind—a mom who was just trying not to
sink, since she never had swimming lessons.

I felt like I was in a washing machine and couldn’t get my head above the
water. The worst part, by far, was watching my children suffer in so many ways.
Until just a year ago, I couldn’t keep from crying when I thought about some of
the ways they suffered. Whereas before I had felt like God’s favorite, I now felt
completely deserted. Where was the God I had been so close to and believed in
so completely?
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I felt completely and utterly alone.
Right now I am going back into the experience to write it—to share it with

you. I don’t want to; I am afraid to go there. The pain is immense. Every part of
my being wants to run and hide, to put it off and do it another day—another time.
Not now—just not now.

But I know I must—I know today is the day. Last night as I wrote the
preceding two chapters I cried, I screamed, and I was angry once again at
whoever is up there. Again I just wanted to run—anywhere but back into my
past. Finally, I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t have to look at the words, and I told
myself that all I had to do was think and let my fingers type as I thought. I turned
the music up to full blast on my laptop, hoping it would dull my
senses—desensitize me—be my morphine. And as the tears fell, and fell, and
fell—I wrote, and wrote, and wrote.

I feel that this is my eighth child and I am now birthing the baby. My insides
are being torn apart as I go through the pain and agony—knowing I can’t stop
it—knowing it must be born—knowing that I am the mother, and I have agreed.
So I stop breathing and I cry, and I write.

Sitting here in my pajamas, I look out at the Tahoe Mountains, the mist
hanging over them as it storms there—and here in my heart. I wonder if the pain
will ever be gone.

People always ask me how I raised six children. If only that had been all
there was to it!

I am committed to be finished in nine days. In nine more days my eighth
baby will be born, after nine more days of intense labor. Last night and today
have brought the hard labor pains—the baby must be crowning. I can do this
thing—I can go there again. I must write—I must share. . .

MICHAEL
At the time of our divorce we were living in a custom-built home in

Woodbine, Maryland, surrounded by eight acres of land. We had easily put
$100,000 down on this home and hadn’t even sold the mansion yet.

As my personal beliefs began to shatter, so did my perfect family life. On
top of everything that had happened, my precious 17-year-old son, Michael,
began disregarding everything I said—being blatantly disobedient. Now, I know
it is common for teenagers to be that way, but I had spent years teaching my
children to be respectful, especially to me, their mother. Therefore, I was
shocked and hurt when Michael started acting totally different.

His father was encouraging him to leave home and to go to Utah to live
with his brother. He was promising him money, trips on snowmobiles—anything
he wanted. I have no clue what else Richard was telling him, but Michael would
leave the house and take off in the uninsured black sports car I had given him
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without telling me. And among other things acting like he could say or do
anything he wanted. At one point he actually told me to go to hell.

And when he actually packed his things and left for Utah, I felt as though
someone had taken a butcher knife and sliced my heart in two. I couldn’t stop
the bleeding, and I had never felt such intense pain.

I had fought in court for a year and a half, had been scared half to death,
had tried to protect them from all of it, and had tried to be the same mother I had
always been. My children were my life. They were why I was fighting so hard and
going through the torture and pain—they were worth it. I had been trying to save
them all along the way, and now this. It tore me in two.

Michael’s younger brother, David, became angry at me because he had
seen the fights between us and thought Mike had left because of them.

Michael ended up in his uncle’s home in Tremonton, Utah, where there
was no money, so the money sent by his father went to support the family he
stayed with. They didn’t like Mike. He would go hungry a lot, and they wouldn’t
give him money for food or any expenses. When we saw him two years later he
was bone thin. I later found out he had gone to his high school graduation alone.
No one was there to see him graduate.

Not only was Mike floundering and suffering, trying to make sense out of
his world, but so were all the rest of my children. It seemed that some new
painful event occurred every week. Worst of all—for me—was knowing that I
was their mom and I couldn’t stop their pain. Our world was rushing out of my
control, and try as I might, I just couldn’t stop it—or understand it.

LISA
Lisa had not been allowed to date until she was 16. When she was 17, for

some reason I awoke in the middle of the night, and for an unknown reason I
went into my girls’ bathroom. Lisa’s pocketbook was lying open on the counter,
and there was an envelope in it with the sender’s address in plain view. It was
from Planned Parenthood. My heart sank into the pit of my stomach, and I stood
there paralyzed.

In complete and utter fear I waited until morning, and then I went down
into Lisa’s bedroom and sat on her bed. I asked her about the envelope, and she
told me she was pregnant.

I had thought that I had such amazing relationships with my children. I
loved them more than life and had dedicated my life to them from the age of 19.
It was my only real dream as a teenager—I just wanted to be a mom. I would plan
out what my home would look like, the meals I would fix the children, and how I
would raise them. I would write my plans down, including my desire for at least
12 children.

So to hear that Lisa had confided in her boyfriend’s mom and not me was
confusing and heartbreaking. I was alone. I had no parents anymore, no
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brothers or sister any more, only one or two friends, and no support system. My
children had no one to rely on except me. After leaving the Church, I was
clueless as to what to teach them. Which standards should I choose to live by
and teach to my children? What was right and what was wrong? I didn’t know
what I believed.

 It was a rough time for Lisa, and I wanted her to have all the support and
love possible. I set up the large recreation room, downstairs kitchen, and bath
as a studio apartment for her and her baby’s father, and later their baby. I knew
full well that my ex-husband would use it against me in court, and he did. I was
letting his daughter live in sin.

ASHLEY
When Lisa’s baby, Ashley, was two days old they discovered that her

heart had penetrated her diaphragm and was on the wrong side. She needed
surgery, and it was frightening. It was a miracle that they found the problem in
time; she had the surgery and everything turned out fine. Ashley is now a
beautiful and high-spirited teenager.

But my daughter had made me a grandmother, and I was still in my 30s.
When I wanted to enter the intensive care unit, they stopped me to find out my
relationship to the baby. I paused. There was no way I could say I was the
grandmother, so what came out of my mouth was, “I am the mother’s mother.”
Through it all, there was always laughter in my world.

OUR HOME
At about the same time Michael was acting up, I was driving the children

home in our van one day when we pulled up to the house and I saw a big, yellow
three-by-three-foot sign nailed to our front door. I told the children to stay in the
car as I went and ripped it off. When they asked what it was, I lied. I don’t know
what I told them at the time, but there was no way I was going to tell them that
our home was being seized.

But seized it was. I knew no one would rent an apartment to me with six
children, an almost son-in-law, and a new baby, so I began looking for rental
homes. Locating one large enough was difficult, but finally I found one that
sounded perfect. I agreed to meet the owner at the house. When I drove up, the
garage doors were hanging off, windows were broken, and everything was
green—the outside, the inside, everything. It was the ugliest thing I had ever
seen, but it was big—huge—with seven bedrooms and four baths. After looking
at it, I told the owner there was no way I could move my children into it.

I kept looking. I didn’t have much time, and I began thinking about what
we could do to the house if I could buy it. I had already asked the owner if I could
put an option on it, and she was delighted. It was for rent because she had not
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been able to sell it, so I met with her again and looked at the property through
different eyes.

I drew up a rental agreement, an option agreement, and a sales
agreement. I tried to cover all my bases. I didn’t have money to buy the house
outright, so I wrote the contracts to let me purchase it in a year with no down
payment or closing costs. I also included provisions that let me make any
changes to the house I wanted, and if I didn’t buy it I would be reimbursed for
any of my improvements when she sold it. I had found out what was important to
her and I knew what I could and couldn’t do, so I worked to make it a win-win
contract. She took it to her attorney and then signed it.

We moved in and had Christmas with massive rolls of dirty, smelly, wall-to-
wall green carpet in every room.

We had moved from a custom-built six-bedroom, four-bath home that was
beautiful into a house that was huge, but the ugliest thing we had ever seen. It
broke my heart that none of my children would invite friends home for the first
year we lived there. They were embarrassed, and I guess it didn’t help that we
were living in a wealthy area.

KATRINA
When we moved, Katrina was a senior in high school. In her last year, she

had to change schools in the middle of the year while struggling with all of the
other adjustments in her life.

I had a beautiful red sports car that I treasured, and up to this point none
of my children had been allowed to drive it. Katrina asked me a few years ago
why she got to drive it to school all the time after we moved. I replied that I knew
how she felt about living in that house, and how difficult it was to transition to a
new school in her senior year. I hoped that driving my red sports car to school
would give her the added self-confidence she would need.

 CHILD SUPPORT
Before moving in, I had planned major remodeling work on the house. To

my surprise, my ex-husband cut off all child support the first month and
thereafter, until I took him to court 12 months later.

THE HOUSE
Consequently, there was no money for remodeling, so my children and I

did something we had never done before. We began ripping up tile on floors,
knocking down walls, taking out fireplaces, ripping down and putting up
ceilings, sanding, plastering, painting, and building. I had no clue as to how to do
all this, but my only two friends knew some stuff, and they taught me. One had
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been married to a carpenter, and the other had helped her husband work on one
of their homes.

We had a gigantic kitchen, and there were massive amounts of vinyl tile on
the floor. It was Jonathan’s job to take it all up so we could lay new tile. He was
ten years old, but he and a friend would work tirelessly after school with a chisel
and hammer. After several days of labor, the other boy apparently told his father
what he was doing at Jon’s house. His father replied, “All you have to do to get
the tile up is hold a hair dryer on the tiles and they will peel right up.” As I said,
there was a lot of laughter in our home.

The home was three stories high. It needed new siding I couldn’t afford, so
I got mops, rags, and buckets of soap and water and scrubbed years of dirt off
every inch of it. Then I painted it several times. I remember renting one of those
machines that you push a button on and the entire platform rises. Standing on
that thing as it rose to the third floor was incredibly frightening.

The outside looked bare, so I went to the lumber yard and bought wood
the size of shutters for 17 windows. I borrowed a jigsaw and made the design I
wanted on each piece of wood—34 pieces in all. I had no clue as to what I had
got myself into; I hated that job. I sanded each piece by hand and followed up
with stain, and then shellac. It took forever, and then came the fun of trying to
hang the shutters. We were hanging out of third story windows to do it.

I had garage doors installed that I also stained, along with glass pane front
and back doors. I had four new fireplaces put in, and we built the walls around
them. We put up new ceilings, too. I tiled the downstairs kitchen and then
painted all the old appliances black to match the tile. I painted the stove
burners, too (sometimes I get carried away with paint!) I won’t mention what
happened the first time something was cooked on them.

We laid ceramic tile on those humongous kitchen and dining room floors,
and it took forever. I would get up in the morning and my knees would be killing
me. The thought of kneeling down again on that tile was almost too much.

And all the time, my children were right there with me—learning new
skills, sanding, painting, hammering, and so forth. We even built a deck—more
aptly described as a very large wood platform—off the back of the house on the
ground floor.

Katrina wallpapered her bathroom by herself.
When we finished, my children were so proud of our new home. They

would take their friends through and brag about how they had ripped the old
floor up and laid a new one, busted down walls and built new ones, and so on.
They were so proud and empowered, especially Jonathan. It didn’t hurt that we
were in a wealthy neighborhood, and when we finished we had one of the most
beautiful and elegant homes.

Just before I knew I would be getting divorced, I went out on a major
shopping spree. That week I contemplated buying all new furniture, including
new bedroom furniture for each of my children, new custom living room
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furniture, and a dining room set. I couldn’t justify spending all that money at one
time, and as usual I prayed about it. The answer was so strong it surprised me. It
was a definite yes, with instructions to hurry and do it now. I kept asking and
kept getting the same answer, so I made the purchases.

I was so grateful I did it, because now we had marvelous furniture
throughout our new home. There would have been no way that I could afford to
buy it for years, otherwise. That little miracle of spontaneously purchasing
practically a whole house full of new furniture, while I was married and still had
all the money I wanted, was a huge blessing.

COURT AGAIN
Since I had been unsuccessful at getting my former husband to pay child

support for months, I hired an attorney. My ex’s best friend and attorney (Albert)
found out about it, and he spoke with my attorney for more than two hours,
trying to convince him to not take me on as a client. When my attorney wouldn’t
do as Albert wanted, Albert began to flood him with paperwork and calls—eating
up his time and my money. Even before the court date arrived, my costs far
exceeded the retainer I had given him. Knowing I didn’t have any more money,
he offered not to charge me for the overtime he had put in, and in exchange I
would let him withdraw from the case.

I had no choice but to be my own attorney.
There are no words to describe the terror I felt at having to do that, and I

will never forget walking into court that day. I had a friend who volunteered to sit
with me, help me with the paperwork, and just be there for moral support.

Albert immediately made a motion that no witnesses could be in the
courtroom.  Then he announced to the judge that he might call my friend as a
witness. Of course he wasn’t going to do that; he just wanted me to have to go
through it all by myself.

When my friend had to get up and leave, I remember wanting the floor to
open up and swallow me. I honestly didn’t know if I could remain there and do
what I needed to do. But somehow I did—day after day—for two weeks.

I had to cross-examine my ex-husband’s expensive accountants and
psychiatrists. To make it worse, the judge did not like the fact that I was
representing myself, so he gave me no slack. Getting up every day, getting
ready, and walking into that courtroom was like having to jump out of an airplane
with no parachute. The fear was so intense I could taste it.

I guess extreme challenges make the victories incredible. Some days I
would walk in and the courtroom with be filled with spectators. Those were the
worst days. But to my shock and surprise, almost every spectator would come
up to me at breaks and tell me what a wonderful job I was doing—they thought I
was an attorney!
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I felt a personal vendetta against Albert, who had been a “family friend”
and for over a year had devoted his life to my ex. He literally drove across the
country to interview anyone he could find who had known me, trying to dig up
dirt.

It was clear that my ex had been using our children as pawns from the
beginning, so I was incensed when Albert put me on the stand and stated that I
didn’t care about my children—that I had used them for my own purposes. I
looked right at him (it’s too bad looks can’t kill) and said, “You asshole.”

Now, that’s not exactly allowed in court, and we had a rough judge. Albert
knew I was going to be reprimanded, so he just bowed his head and waited—and
waited—and waited. The judge never said a word, and at that point I knew
without a doubt that the judge agreed with me. That was one of the good times.

After spending months poring over my ex’s financial records, I had
discovered— and later proved in court—that he was hiding tens of thousands of
dollars from me and from the IRS. The judge even got him to admit it after I
presented the evidence in detail. He had a new girlfriend and had used her to
hide tons of money. He also had hidden bank accounts, and more.

My ex-husband had sold his dental practice and refused to buy another
one until after court, so he could declare he was unemployed. The judge asked
him if he thought we were idiots, but unfortunately, it did influence how much
money I received in child support.

I even had a chance to embarrass both Albert and my ex, which still
makes me smile when I think of it. I put my ex on the stand and began
questioning him about all the vacations he and his attorney had taken together,
how they always slept in the same bed, and so forth. During a recess I had
several people come up and ask why I didn’t take it further and press harder on
the issue. I just laughed and said, “I only did it to pay them both back—even
though it was all true.”

Then, of course, there was the day it was over. I packed up my things and
walked out of the courthouse for the last time. I realized what I had done—how I
had faced the door of hell and walked through it, day after day, for two weeks. I
had even done a pretty good job, in spite of my incredible dread and fear. The
elation I felt was incredible! I could have easily flown across the city—laughing
all the while.

DECEPTION
Mothers’ worst suffering comes when their children suffer. My children

had heard somewhere that their father was moving across country, so every
time they saw him they asked if he were leaving. Every time they asked, he told
them no. Then one Sunday night he sat them down and told them that in two
weeks he would be moving out west with his new wife—3000 miles away.
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You know, that just made me angry. I had a desperate desire to protect my
children. They were suffering from so many changes in their lives—divorce,
leaving the Church, Mormon friends gone, grandparents gone, home gone, Mike
gone—and he didn’t have the decency to be honest with them right along and
prepare them for his leaving.

Of course I was glad not to have to see his face again, but I felt so bad for
my kids.

COLLEGE
Our children were raised in preparation for getting a college education,

but when it came time for each of them to go to college, Richard refused to help
them financially. He was a cosmetic dentist making a six-figure income. I
became quite proficient at getting them what little financial aid I could, but they
still needed to work as much as possible to pay for their educations.

KATRINA
I remember Katrina coming home one time and telling me how all her

roommates would want to order pizza and would ask her if she wanted to join in.
She said, “I would tell them I wasn’t hungry because I didn’t have the
money—but you know what, Mom? There would always be some left over for
me.” That story made me cry for years—in truth, it still brings tears to my eyes.

LISA
My oldest daughter, Lisa, was trying single-handedly to raise her

daughter, hold a job, and put herself through college. I remember her coming
over several times and bursting into tears while asking me, “Mom, why won’t
Dad help me?” She had to go on food stamps for a year to accomplish her
dreams.

I found it so ironic. Her father was wealthy and my family was wealthy. My
children were exceptionally loving and wonderful children, but no one seemed to
care about that. There was only one concern—they were not attending the
Mormon Church any more. Therefore, they were unworthy—I guess. Who can
make sense out of something as crazy as that?

A FATHER?
One day, in desperation, (our mortgage payment was three months

behind, as was every other bill) I sucked in my breath and my pride and called
my father. I explained the situation and asked him if he would help me financially.
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His response was that he would call my brothers together and hold a meeting
with them, since they all held the priesthood of God. Together, those priesthood
holders would decide if it was God’s will to help us or not.

Shocked (again) by that crazy response, I repeated the urgency of the
situation. Dad said he would have the meeting that week and call me at the
conclusion.

A week went by, and he never called. In fear and near panic, I picked up
the phone and dialed his number. When he answered, I asked if they had the
meeting, and he casually replied, “Yes, we had it last week. We decided to call
Richard and ask him if he was paying you the money for child support. He told us
he was, so it seems that you lied to me. We will not help you.”

Would the shocks never end? Of course he would believe Richard, who
was still active in the Church. I was the sinner. Dad and Mom had even written
me letters telling me I was being led by Satan.

I began crying when my father said he would not help us. In tears, shock,
and anger I told him, “You are not my family. I will never ask you for another
thing.” I hung up the phone and wept.

I found it so hard to believe that no one in my family cared whether we
even had food or not. I was raised by such loving parents who were always
taking care of others, after all. They were all multimillionaires, and I had never
wanted for anything.

Now, because I had left “God’s path,” they would have nothing to do with
me or my children. They stopped all contact, and we never even heard from
them at Christmas or birthdays. My children were raised from that point on
without grandparents or an extended family.

Our family was just my children and I, struggling to make it through one
day at a time by ourselves.

I would wonder about their audacity in going to church every Sunday.
They would pay their tithes (ten percent of their pre-tax income) and fast
offerings (money donated to help the poor), and would also contribute to the
missionary fund (helping missionaries pay for their missions if the family were
too poor). My parents supported the welfare fund, the building or temple fund,
and any other cause the church wanted money for—but they would not help or
even have contact with their daughter and grandchildren.

I used to think about that a lot. Don’t churches teach that love is the basis
for worship? How could my parents put the Mormon Church ahead of their own
family? It just didn’t make sense, and it was extremely painful.

I wondered about my life up to that point. I had borne seven children in
nine years— we had been told not to use birth control. I had paid my tithing since
I was a child and had influenced so many through my teaching and speaking. It
seemed that I had devoted my whole life to something that wasn’t right, and I
wondered if my life had been lived in vain. Had I done more damage than good
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by influencing so many others to be committed to Mormonism? Had everything I
had done and said been wrong?

I was in anguish when I had these thoughts. Basically, I had been told to
be a baby machine; now here I was with six children, and no way to support
them. Their father, who had begged me to have more children and then had
turned to the older children to have them beg me to have more, wouldn’t pay to
support any of them any more. But he kept going to church as though he were a
righteous man. Nothing seemed to make sense.

It is intensely disheartening to feel that your whole life has been a
waste—especially when you have been so devoted to making it count.

I was the one my parents used to brag about. I was the one Richard’s mom
bragged about to her other daughters-in-law. Now, my dad was telling my
brothers and sister that I was led by Satan, that I didn’t want to have contact
with any of my family, and that they should not contact me.

And then my father removed me and my children from his will and his
estate.

GOD?
And where was God through all of this? Where was the God I had prayed

to and trusted in and devoted my life to? Was He with the Mormons? Did He not
care anymore? How could He allow these things to happen to us?

As each sorrowful event occurred, I questioned the God I had believed in.
How could I have lived such a righteous and sacrificial life, dedicated to Him,
when He had been letting me and my children suffer so intensely for so long?
What kind of a God was this?

I was hurt, confused, and angry. I couldn’t understand any of it. Where
had He gone? I didn’t want to hear His name anymore. I put away my scriptures,
which were ragged and coverless from use over the years. I quit praying.

I wouldn’t let my mind go near the “miracles” that had been created
through my prayers and faith. What if—just what if—they were created because I
was a Mormon? I had been taught—and believed—that Mormons were the only
ones who had the gift of the Holy Ghost. Mormon men had laid their hands on my
head when I was baptized at the age of eight. They had given me the power of
the Holy Ghost so I could begin telling right from wrong, and so I could receive
answers to my prayers and special blessings from God. According to Mormon
doctrine, this special gift had been taken from me because I left the
Church—and I was afraid it was true.

But the thought was just too terrifying to visit, so I cut it off from my
conscious mind. I refused to analyze it; in fact, I had no way to analyze it at that
time. If I allowed myself to think about it, I might come to the conclusion that the
Mormon Church was true. Then where was I?
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There was no riding the fence for me. I had to stand alone and not cave
under pressure, to believe that somehow, somewhere there was a reason—a
cause for it all.

Amid all the torrents of hell, I stood! And I am proud that I stood.

Can you remember a time when everything seemed to be falling apart for
you? In what ways did you stand up for yourself, your beliefs, and your dreams?

Are you in a situation now that makes you feel like you’re in hell, and
you’re not sure how to stand or what to stand for?

Continue reading Outrageous Mastery™, Outrageous Mastery™ II, and
the PlayBook. I will give you numerous methods for standing and creating the
life you deserve, regardless of the hell you may feel stuck in.

We watched over her the entire time. She could not feel us, see us, or hear us, but
we were there— intensely involved and feeling her pain. We knew this was a major
turning point for her—both an ending and a beginning. We knew she would realize that,
in time.

TURNING POINTS BREAK US FIRST, SO THATLATER WE CAN BE REMADE.

In time, we would envelop her in grand recognition of the generations of lives she
would change by courageously standing in the face of it all.

SASHA
Please know and accept what I was just learning—there is a reason for the

demolition of our lives. Just as a house needs demolition before it can be
remodeled, our lives often come crashing down so a whole new life can be built.

I have often wondered if this is how the Universe lets us know that there is
something much better for us. When our lives are comfortable, we seldom make
drastic changes in them.

At this point in my life, I look at devastating times as a sign that there is
something much better for me right around the corner—and I insist on finding it.

What about you? Could there be a reason for a past demolition in your life?
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15
PAIN AND CONFUSION

SASHA
This chapter is a little out of chronological order, but it fits better here

than anywhere else.
There was one more set of circumstances that occurred after all the

others. I wasn’t going to include it in this book because I have never spoken
about it; it went too deep. It was something that no matter how many times I ran
it through my brain, I couldn’t make sense of it. It was only through numerous
conversations with my children several years later that I began to put the pieces
together.

With everything that was happening in my life—what seemed like one
crisis after another and my children having no one but me to turn to—I felt myself
losing my resiliency. I remember feeling that there was no padding left before
you hit raw nerve; I began to feel that I had no reserve left. And in that state, I
wasn’t the mother I had been before. Inwardly, I felt that I was always there for
them, but apparently they didn’t feel that way. One child in particular felt that
she had been cheated out of the mom the others had because I now had to go
out and work, and so forth.

She went to her older siblings, crying out in emotional pain. In addition,
their father was on a never-ending campaign to decry his innocence and blame
everything on me. With all that, my natural response to the extreme
stress—which I have compared to a person losing consciousness when the
physical pain is overwhelming—triggered reactions more painful than anything
else.

In retrospect, there is one thing that I definitely would have done
differently. I wouldn’t have tried to protect and hide my children from everything
that was going on. I tried to be the only one who was hurt, and by so doing I was
beaten up pretty badly. I should have had more trust in my children as
intelligent, strong, and loving human beings. I should have shared what was
going on and held council with them about the decisions that needed to be made
and the changes that were coming. I didn’t want them to see me suffering,
struggling, or afraid—and that was a disempowering choice for all of us.

There was serious fallout from my daughter’s pain (shared intensely with
her siblings), their father’s non-stop campaign, and my trying to handle
everything alone. My three daughters would not speak to me for a couple of
years and did not invite me to their weddings, and one of my sons also cut off
communication with me and was angry for several years.
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The confusion and pain all this caused me was so deep and intense I can’t
go back there to write about it. You will just have to use your imagination, but the
result was that I closed up tighter than a drum.

It hurt more than anything had ever hurt in my life. I felt that my heart had
been ripped out of my chest, sliced open with a butcher knife, and left profusely
bleeding. At that point I completely closed my heart to love, and no one—no
one—got in after that.

Somehow, on some level, something inside of me must have decided that I
would never experience that kind of pain again.
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16
DELIVERANCE FROM PAIN AND SUFFERING

SASHA
I began the search almost immediately for deliverance from the pain and

suffering—from the rain cloud that seemed to be fixed above my head. During
my search, I attended an evening class and met a beautiful and extremely well-
educated African-American lady named Yvette. We began a discussion, and I
shared a bit of my story with her. She could see I was in pain and had a million
unanswered questions—especially, “How could this have happened to us?”

The next day she called me at home and wanted to finish the conversation,
which I had thought was complete. As we spoke, she promised she could explain
to me why there had been so much suffering, and how to end it. I cried.

Yvette met with me at her home every week for a few months. What were
to be hourly meetings turned into five-hour sessions. I would drive home from
Baltimore at two in the morning, crying tears of gratitude.

She taught me magic.
She took the pain, the anger, and the struggle to understand why and

replaced them with a new way of thinking that completely dissolved the old.
Writing about it now and sharing it with you, it almost sounds too simple

and too good to be true. It didn’t happen overnight, though; it took a few months.
I was a prime candidate; I desperately wanted the pain—the “tragedies”— to
stop. I wanted to feel that I was in control of my life again, and I wanted the smile
to return to my face and remain there.

A powerful secret was revealed to Celia. At first her mind refused to believe it, or
to even want to try it. It actually made her angry at first. But when she chose to try it,
there was magic in her head and heart. She was healed. The pain stopped, and the black
cloud disappeared. The struggle was gone.

Celia no longer believed she was a victim, nor even felt like a victim. She now felt
like the master and creator. Magic!—in just a few months.

The secret—simply stated—was this:

LOOK FOR THE GIFT IN EVERYTHING THAT SEEMS UNFAVORABLE IN YOUR LIFE,
AND REALIZE THAT THE GIFT IS THE REASON.

WHEN YOU SEE THE GIFT, THE PAIN DISAPPEARS—LIKE MAGIC.

SASHA
That was the major turning point in my life! That was when my entire life

began to change. . . when the rain cloud disappeared.
My life was never the same after that.
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Before that time, all the chaos, pain, and suffering never made sense to
me. But with the realization and deep understanding that the challenges were
gifts in disguise, I became a new person, and life started over for me.

I began looking back on my experiences, trying to see if indeed there
could be a gift in them. I found many, and to my surprise and amazement, the
chaos ended.

The power this secret holds is undeniable. Please take a moment and see
if there is something that is causing you to suffer. Apply this secret. Can you find
the gift behind the suffering?

Why did you suffer? What was the suffering teaching you?
Once you recognize the gift behind the suffering, decide how you will use

that gift to influence all other areas of your life. How can you use that gift to
make everything in your life better?

Before reading any further, please take a minute to do this. It has the
power to change your life.

Okay. Now that you have done that, I have to ask you something. How do
you feel?

The feeling may or may not be very strong right now. As you continue to
read my story and find the gifts in all areas of your life, you will find your life
changing—quite dramatically.

At one meeting, Yvette challenged Celia to take an action that would challenge her
to the core. If she had not been desperate for the pain to end for all of them—herself and
her children—she could not have attempted the task. With no eagerness, Celia undertook
the greatest challenge of all. She went to her computer and began to type her thoughts.
She asked herself, what was the gift in each of her ex-husband’s actions? She typed out a
letter to him that listed each of his actions and the gift it contained, and then thanked
him for each one.

SASHA
I searched and searched for a copy of the original letter I wrote. Unable to

find it, I have recreated it to the best of my ability. I added some things that I
know were not in the original two-page, single-spaced, and computer-typed
letter. They are included here to give you a clearer picture of the actual gifts I
received.

The writing and sending of the original letter took place shortly before
Thanksgiving. At our Thanksgiving dinner, it was traditional to go around the
table before we ate and share what we were each thankful for.

As I sat with my beloved children that year, I decided to read the letter to
them and then ask them to look at their year and share a gift they had each
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received—one that had seemed like a tragedy at first, but on looking back had
actually been a gift.

They sat in shocked silence as I read to them. Soon we were all in tears as
each one shared their gifts—especially my son, David, who shared a very
moving and touching lesson he had learned the hard way. Even though he was a
teenager at the time, he broke down and cried as he shared with his brothers
and sisters his story, his lesson that was his gift, and his desire to help them not
make a similar mistake.

Here is the letter I sent my ex-husband.

Dear Richard,

I just wanted to thank you for a few things.
First, for making sure that the family home was taken from your

six children and myself. I don’t know whether you knew or cared
that it was almost impossible to even get an apartment with six
children.

But because you made that choice and took that action, I had to
use skills I didn’t know I had to find us a home—and find us a home, I
did. Having never held a real job and identifying myself as only a
mother, I felt empowered nevertheless. I never would have known
what I was capable of had you not made sure we had no place to
live.

Thank you for stopping the child support checks for the first
year after we moved into our new home. The house needed repairs
from top to bottom, and even though I didn’t know a thing about
home repair, the children and I learned. We took up floors and laid
new ones, hammered down walls, took out fireplaces, ripped up the
smelly old carpeting, plastered, painted, and much more.

When we finished, the children were so proud of our new home
that they would take their friends through and brag about how they
had ripped the old floor up and laid a new one, busted down walls
and built new ones, and so on. They were so proud and empowered.

Thank you for again for not paying the money you owed to help
support your six children, having your best friend and attorney call
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every lawyer I hired to try and talk them out of taking me on as a
client, and then flooding them with paperwork to run my bills up so
high that I had to quit using them before we could even go to court.

The gift I received from all that was in having to face an
incredible fear so intense that every cell in my body was trembling. It
was so terrifying that I wanted the courtroom floor to open up and
swallow me whole as I became my own attorney for two weeks,
taking on your psychiatrists, accountants, attorney, and even the
judge at times. The victories along the way; the responses from the
spectators who all thought I was an attorney; the incredible power,
elation, and miracle I felt when it was over, after facing and
overcoming a fear that almost consumed me—those experiences were
beyond words.

Thank you for not being a father to your children.

It created a situation where our oldest son, Michael, stepped up
to the plate and encouraged all of his brothers and sisters to step up
and believe they could be anyone and anything they desire. He has
continued to play that role for them, and he now is changing the
lives of hundreds at a time from all over the world.

Thank you for lying to the church leaders and all of our friends.
It allowed me to see more clearly the fallacy of the doctrine of the
Church—the discrepancy between what they teach and how they live.

The gift for me was helping me become much more clear about a
decision I later made to take us out of the Mormon Church. That one
decision will affect future generations who will now be strong,
independent, and powerful in their individual lives.

Thank you for moving across the country without telling your
children you were leaving, especially when they kept asking you and
you lied to them about it.
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The gift to me was not having to see your face again. The
children learned the importance of being truthful, no matter how
difficult it may be.

Thank you for lying to the church leaders so you wouldn’t be
excommunicated.

It further demonstrated to me the patriarchal bs the Mormon
Church practices, and it made it easier for me to make the grand, but
difficult, decision to leave.

Thank you for so quickly and easily giving me sole custody of
our six precious children.

The gift to me was the blessing of being able to know they
belonged to me in a unique and privileged way. It gave me the power
to make decisions for them that you never would have had the
courage to make. As life got rough without ever giving me a break, I
learned how strong I really was, and what a mother and woman is
capable of.

Thank you for being the man you were. I had no idea I had been
so naïve for so long.

The gift to me was the insight that I needed to become street-
smart, savvy, and wise. I even paid a counselor to help me learn it,
and it has served me very well.

 Thank you for being a typical Mormon man.

The gift for me has been to never trust another man to tell me
what God feels or wants, and to never rely on a man to support or
take care of me. I am an independent and powerful woman who no
longer questions whether she should or shouldn’t obey. I am free now
as I had only dreamed of being free before. I have raised six
beautiful, independent, loving, wise, and powerful children, and I
couldn’t be more proud of them.
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Thank you for setting up that intensive video-taped deposition
for me. I know Albert and you thought I would freak out.

But I didn’t. The gift was seeing how courageous I was, and how
I stood in the face of all of it and faced it head on. You were the
one who got humiliated and left. I was so strong back then, and I
didn’t even know it. Now, I do.

Thank you for not settling out of court as requested and
promised.

The gift for me was having that experience to draw from.

Thank you for begging your oldest son to leave home before he
was even out of high school.

The gift was an independent, free-thinking, powerful son who
began to appreciate the home he had left.

Thank you for stopping and starting child support payments for
13 years.

Even though I felt at first like a puppet attached to your
strings, it forced me to become an entrepreneur and create several
businesses. The gifts from that were being able to face incredible
fears, learning how to sell like a pro and to hire and train employees,
learning how to publish, having the courage to go for my dreams, and
so much more.

Thank you for not helping your children get college educations.

They are some of the most honorable, independent, and
courageous individuals I know. They are not only incredible survivors,
but also powerful creators.
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Thank you for not helping Lisa when she was raising Ashley by
herself, going to college, and holding down a job.

Her embarrassment at having to go on food stamps just pushed
her harder to go for her dreams and never have to depend on
anyone or anything again. She developed a drive and motivation that
not only put her through school, but also drove her to intern at the
best of the best—Johns Hopkins. After graduation she applied to work
there, but they had never hired students right out of school. She
called the director of the department every day and begged him to
let her work there. She went in and worked for free, until he finally
said, “You aren’t going to give up, are you?” He hired her, and after
that new hires at Hopkins were mostly new graduates—including her
future husband. The powerful and courageous daughter I have is my
gift.

Thank you for meeting with our insurance agent in secret and
having my name taken off our cash value insurance policies.

The gift for me was learning to be less trusting and naive.

Thank you for subpoenaing all of my journals and letting your
attorneys make copies of every page and pass them around.

My gift was to be ever so careful of what I wrote from then on,
be much more discerning, and be able to choose mindfully which
orders I obey and which ones I disregard. (After all—what would they
have done? Put me in jail if hadn’t turned my journals over? I doubt
it.) I now realize that I can be proud of who I am and who I was.

SASHA
I never got a response from Richard, but then, I didn’t expect one.  And I

didn’t write it for him.  The letter turned out to be for my own empowerment and
that of my children.  Writing that letter, as difficult as it was, turned everything
around.  Before, I had felt that I had been Richard’s victim, but now I realized I
was the one in power.  I realized how incredibly I had grown, evolved, and
changed as a result of his actions and my reaction to them.
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I didn’t feel sorry for myself anymore, and when I stopped feeling sorry for
myself, I felt powerful.  My self-image and identity changed almost overnight.
And with this new self-image, I stepped out of my suffering and began creating a
life of power.

Using this new knowledge and way of looking at my life, I realized that if all
the crazy actions taken by the church leaders in a relatively short period of time
had not occurred, I might not have had the courage to take my children and
leave the Mormon Church as I did. It took immense courage to take sole custody
of my six children, leave the only belief system I knew, and leave behind all our
Mormon friends (you see, Mormons are not to associate with anyone who has
left the Church). It was a tremendous burden to have my entire family desert us
and have no contact with us for years, as well as my father and brothers (all
multimillionaires) turning us down for help when there was barely enough money
left for food. I didn’t have a way to support my children because I was the
“perfect” Mormon young woman. I had left college to marry a man I didn’t love
because I believed he was the one God had chosen for me to be with for all
eternity.

So there I was with six children who all of a sudden had no extended family
other than their mom. Their father—my ex-husband—was a cosmetic dentist who
made a multiple six-figure income, wouldn’t pay his child support, and went to
the extra trouble to make sure the family home was taken from us.

The struggles and challenges that befell all of us seemed catastrophic at
the time. But now, looking back, the gifts that all of us received are beyond
compare. The strength and independence of my children are incredible. Their
love for each other and their closeness are like nothing I have ever seen before.
The way they help, encourage, and love me is inspiring—they are my best
friends. And what I have learned from starting my own businesses made up for
the education I craved and did not finish.

Now I think of the generations that will come after me—their direction,
focus, missions, and lives will be guided by a different power. Their paths will be
directed by themselves, rather than by some men in suits. Generations will now
live free of guilt and fear. I have changed their direction, and this is powerful.

A friend enlightened me with the fact that by giving each of my children a
fresh new slate upon which to create anything, my oldest son was able to create
his genius technology that is now transforming life after life. This is just the
beginning, and it feels good.

Celia had learned such an incredible lesson. Looking for the gift in every situation
would now open her mind to the conversations and future secrets we had planned for
her.  It also stopped all the negative drama that she hadn’t been able to stop before.
There were now a few new lessons to replace the Mormon doctrine. She could teach them
to her children, helping them pave their way in the new world she had taken them into.
It had been essential for her to know that
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EVERY EXPERIENCE HAS A GIFT.

IN EVERYTHING THAT SEEMS TO BE BAD, THERE IS GOOD.

It was essential for her to look for the gift—and to find it. And as she would learn
many years down the road,

ALL EXPERIENCES WERE TO MAKE HER BECOME MORE POWERFUL AND BE MORE
POWERFULLY FOCUSED.

Everything was on schedule.
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17
USING FAITH TO CREATE MONEY

Celia searched for more answers—for more meaning as to why her life had turned
to chaos. She had been angry with God and could not continue studying the scriptures.
She could not understand how or why God could have allowed the incredible suffering
that she and her children were going through.

Celia began reading philosophy and studying different belief systems. She found a
meeting place called Religious Science in Columbia, Maryland, where the main concept
was that your thoughts create your reality. She signed up for the ten evening courses at
a cost of $100. She paid ten dollars for the first class and had no clue where the other
ninety dollars would come from.

The instructor, whose name was Sandy, was extremely intelligent and presented
ideas that fascinated Celia. They would engage in animated discussions—Celia’s mind
was on fire. She began reading Thoreau, Emerson, Ernest Holmes, and others.

The philosophy became increasingly clear: if you can think it, you can create
it—and you can create it by thinking it.

They studied how important desire was. She was told, “Your desires are seeking
you.” She learned that she must expect her desires to be fulfilled, and that manifestation
is created through desire and complete expectation.  And she was told to be and act
grateful that her desire had been manifested, even before it was.

One night during class, Celia exclaimed, “If this is true, it has to be the most
powerful thing on earth!” Clearly, she was enthralled with the idea.

A few classes later, Sandy challenged the students to test out the principle.
“Decide on something you want to create this week,” she said. “Use the principles to
create it, and then we will each report next week on what we created.”

Celia didn’t think she had anything to lose. After all, it either worked or it didn’t
work; there was certainly no harm in trying.

So she decided to create $5,000 in cash that week. She had no clue how her
creation would be manifest. Would it just appear on her doorstep?

Every day she would make short statements about the money coming, ending
them with, “and so it is.” She would be grateful that she had received the $5,000, even
though she didn’t have it yet.  She would imagine paying bills with it. She would imagine
her delight when it came.

Within a day or two, Celia noticed unusual credits showing up on her charge card
and bill statements. She thought it was odd, but she kept track of the odd amounts
coming to her.

By the end of the week, they totaled $5,000.
As class resumed the next week, Sandy went around the room asking the students

to report on their manifestations. Celia was a little amazed. Some had gone for more
peace in their lives, and others had wanted more joy. Some had attained those things,
and some had not. She thought to herself, Why aren’t they really trying to create
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something? If it is a law of the universe that they can, why are they not trying to create
something astounding?

When it was Celia’s turn, she reported what had happened and everyone just
stared at her. The room was silent. Then Sandy said, “Celia, that’s not what I told you to
do.”

“Yes, it was,” she replied.
“That’s not what I said,” Sandy reiterated.
“Well, that’s what I heard you say,” Celia countered.
Sandy insisted. “You can’t impose a time limit on the universe when you want

something,” she said.
Celia thought to herself, Well, it kind of worked. I didn’t get the cash I wanted, but

I came close.
Sandy gave the class the same assignment for the following week, and Celia

decided to try the same thing all over again—still going for the $5,000 in cash. She was
expectant, but also a bit fearful that maybe the same thing could not repeat itself.

Amazingly enough, the exact same thing happened. Her bills would come in, but
instead of having an amount due, there would be a credit balance. By the end of the
week she had amassed credits totaling $4,990.

In class that week, Sandy didn’t tell Celia that she had done the assignment wrong
again. Instead, she asked what exactly had she done to create it. Then Sandy gave the
same assignment to the class again.

This time Celia really needed the money. She happened to be reading a book on
manifesting money by Catherine Ponder, who advised readers to go after what they
wanted, not just what they needed. So Celia decided to double her request and go for
$10,000—and she made it very clear that she wanted it in cash this time.

SASHA
Again, I had no clue as to how the cash was supposed to be created, but

the anticipation, excitement, and possibility were alive in my mind. I was really
fascinated by the concept that we were the creators of all events in our lives,
and that we could—through thought—create anything. After believing what the
Mormon Church taught for so many years and having such a rude and cruel
awakening, I refused to believe anything that anybody else said was true without
testing and trying it out for myself. I reasoned that if any truth worked for me, it
would work for anyone. If it worked, I could add it to my new belief system—but
if it didn’t, I would discard it. To me, there was nothing to lose. It either worked,
or it didn’t.

About mid-week she was sitting in her chair in her bedroom, wondering how
$10,000 in cash would ever come to her that week, when an idea came to her mind. She
thought about it. Why not try it, she thought, so she went to the phone and made a call.

Within two days she had a check in her hand for $10,000. She couldn’t wait for
the next class!
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SASHA
When I share this story, everyone wants to know how the $10,000 came to

me. How it came doesn’t even really matter. The point is that it did come, and it
came within a week. But I want to share with you the idea that came to me and
generated the money.

At the time, I had sole custody of my six children, so I was the one who
could use them as tax deductions. I was not making much money and I had my
own business that gave me tax deductions. I didn’t need deductions for the
children, but my wealthy ex-husband could really use them. So the thought came
to me that I should call and tell him I would let him use the children as
deductions on his tax return—in exchange for $10,000. He immediately agreed,
and I had my $10,000 in cash!

At class Celia awaited her turn, then shared her story to the amazement of all.

SASHA
I had somehow created two weeks’ worth of $5,000 credits and an idea

that brought me $10,000 in cash.
I was exhilarated and fascinated. Truthfully, I still couldn’t figure out

exactly how I had created those outcomes, and I knew there must be a better
science than what I had used.

Ten years later, after a lot of Xperimenting and trial and error, I had a
system that I could use on a daily basis to continually bring me lessons, gifts,
money, love, answers, and literal power.

Celia kept listening to long-time members of the class talk about the peace in their
lives. At first she thought that living a life that peaceful must be boring. But one day she
had an unexpected call from Yvette. They talked about Yvette’s business, and Celia began
to realize that her own “dream” business was not really a dream business at all.

She had created a business that sold advertising to business owners in each
county, designed ads for them, and then printed embossed country directories and
distributed them. Hiring, training, and managing several sales people and office staff
seemed to her like raising children and with six children of her own it became more of a
burden than a joy

After the phone call, Celia left her office and went for a drive.  She felt that there
was something huge for her to know about, possibly a gigantic change. She needed to get
away, think, and listen.

We came close to Celia—so close she could feel our energy around her. Although
she didn’t know what the feeling was, she knew she had felt it before, and she
instinctively trusted it. We asked her if this was what she wanted to do for the rest of her
life. Was it bringing her peace, was it her dream? If she could do anything on earth, what
would it be? If this was not her dream business, why not leave it and create her real
dream?
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SASHA
I can still remember the feeling that day. Floating on a cloud of wonder

and faith, I came back to my wonderful office that I had designed. It was like one
of those times when you sit in church and feel love and inspiration all around
you, or when you are sitting alone in nature and become one with it, or when you
fall in love and feel complete and whole.

When she came back from her drive, she had decided to give up her business and
move on. Not realizing that she could sell the business, she did the accounting and knew
she would need $40,000 to move on.

SASHA
I still wasn’t sure how I would get the $40,000 in cash that I needed. I

didn’t want to have to pay it back, so I used the same techniques I had used
before. I got really clear on the amount I needed and when I would need it. I was
grateful that I already had it, and then I spent all my energy brainstorming ideas
on how to get it.

Ideas came to me, and I acted on them.
Within two weeks I had created the $40,000. It would be in my hands

within the three months when I had to have it.
That time I was really blown away. I became a believer—that I could

create anything I desired, that other forces would help me, and that there was
incredible unseen power I could tap into. I was now just beginning to learn the
truths that create our dreams, and create them in a very real and exciting way.

It would take many years to refine my belief system, simplify it, and test it
out in all kinds of ways. But back then I was blown away, and I knew I was onto
something incredibly powerful. I was on fire with excitement and possibility.

Years later I discovered the simple methods I could use to create
anything. They are unique, and I have finally written them down and given them
to you in Outrageous Mastery™ II: How YOU Can Xperiment with Power. But
even then, I knew something that would change my financial life. It is this:

WEALTH CAN COME TO YOU AND ME—UNLIMITED WEALTH—ONCE WE HAVE
STRONG, WISE, AND POWERFUL FAITH AND THE KNOWLEDGE OF HOW TO CREATE THIS
FAITH.

She had trusted our promptings, the words we had spoken to her mind on both
occasions. Soon she would realize how powerful she and every other soul on earth was.
Soon she would feel that she was not alone.

 Soon she would know us.
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18
WHO CONTROLS THE POWER TO CREATE?

Celia believed that the miracles she had created as a Mormon might have been
because she was a Mormon. Having been thoroughly indoctrinated that Mormons were
the only ones on earth who could use the power of God, Celia wouldn’t even think about
all the miraculous things she had created and learned when she was a Mormon. In her
mind, the possibility remained that she had made a dreadful mistake by taking her
children and herself away from God’s one, true church. There were nights when she
would awaken in a cold sweat of fear. The possible eternal consequences of her actions
seized her mind and body in panic.

Mormons believe that the only ones going to hell—far worse than murderers or
rapists—are those who have known the truth and then left it. That belief would put her
in that category.

What if it was the only true church on earth? What if she had made a dreadful
mistake by leaving the only true way? What if the blessings, the creations—the miracles,
as some would call them—transpired only because she had the power that all Mormons
supposedly have. She dared not relive or even think about them.

In short, what had been the richest and most special part of her life had been left
behind. She didn’t know where to put those experiences in her mind.

One day she was on vacation at Virginia Beach, walking along the seashore with
headphones on and listening to a recorded book on her Walkman. She heard Deepak
Chopra explain in detail that we create miracles on our own, through our own power and
direction—not because of any church or authority that claims to hold the power.

She thought about the miracles she had created as a Mormon and remembered
the thousands of Mormons she had known. She realized that none of them had created
like she had.

It dawned on her that the miracles were solely her doing—that she had created
them not through the power the Mormons claimed to have, but through her own
knowledge and power. With that realization, she cried and cried as she walked along the
seashore.

Now she could claim them as her own and take that most precious part of herself
back.

SASHA
On that day, in that moment on the seashore, I felt myself coming home to

me.
I finally began to see, know, and feel who I really was—that I was divine,

and that I was divine without having a specific religion. I realized that I didn’t
need a specific religion or an outside authority to give me divine power. It was
inherent in me—and it is inherent in you.
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It is merely a matter of knowing this to be true, and then knowing how to
use that knowledge.

This was monumental. We began the process of revealing a startling, powerful
secret to Celia.

ANYONE, NO MATTER THEIR RELIGION—CHRISTIAN, ATHEIST, BUDDHIST, OR ANY
OTHER BELIEF OR PART THEREOF—CAN POWERFULLY CREATE USING THE SAME
METHOD.

THERE IS A UNIVERSAL POWER THAT WORKS FOR AND WITH ALL HUMANS SO
THAT THEY CAN CREATE.

FAITH IS NOT EXCLUSIVE.
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19
WHO ARE WE—REALLY?

SASHA
Am I the Master of my fate?

Are you?

Could it be possible that I create both the good and the bad in my life?

Could you?

Some people are offended—as I was—when confronted with the belief
that we create our reality, that our words and thoughts create and have created
the life we now live.

When I first heard this concept, I had just come out of a terrible divorce,
with children in therapy because of their father’s actions and our home taken by
the IRS. My former husband was not making child support payments for his six
children, and it seemed that my world was crashing down upon me. At the time I
was studying with the Church of Religious Science. When the instructor
preached this concept in our class, I was livid. I told her, “How dare you say that
I have created what my ex-husband has done and what the Mormon church has
done! That is ludicrous.”

She then asked me if I believed that I had created the good in my life, and I
responded positively. She challenged me further on the concept, but I was
adamant—the teaching was crazy.

On a rare Sunday I actually attended their services. In the midst of her talk
on this particular Sunday, she announced that there was a woman in her class
who believed she had created all the good in her life, but none of the bad—and
everyone laughed.

I let the thought sit on the edges of my brain, and every once in a while I
would visit it for a few minutes. One day I bravely asked myself, “If I had done
anything differently, could it have changed the lengthy, painful, and messy
divorce?”

I thought about how the divorce papers were served at Richard’s dental
office, in front of everyone. I wondered what might have happened if I had
spoken with him first and possibly convinced him to immediately leave the home
and go to therapy, keeping the lines of communication open. Would things have
gone differently? Possibly the battle might not have been so fierce.
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What if I had been brave enough several years earlier to divorce him, as I
desperately had wanted to do from the first year we were married? What if? My
children would have been safe and unharmed—that was the “what if.”

I could see how different actions on my part might have prevented many
things from occurring—but how could I have created those actions?

Was there a larger plan in place? If I hadn’t married him, I quite possibly
would still be Mormon. I didn’t like that thought. Of all the wonderful young men I
dated who were seriously interested in me, I ended up choosing one I was
embarrassed to be with—the exact opposite of everything I wanted. But because
I married him, I have gone through experiences that have made me the woman I
am today. Who I am—the life I am living today—is universes apart from anything I
could have ever conceived. I would not trade it for anything.

It was a concept that challenged me to the depth of my being. On one
hand I felt that it was almost degrading to believe it, but on the other
hand—when my mind could momentarily cross that bridge—I realized that it
completely cleared all the victim mentality from my mind and heart. A feeling of
immense power began to grow within my soul.

What if? What if we were that powerful? What if we began to be
conscious—really conscious—of the words that came out of our mouths and the
thoughts that preceded them? What if we believed those thoughts and words to
be creative forces in some way we don’t entirely understand?

What if we were the creators of the individual stages on which we played
out our lives? What if we were the ones who invited the other actors to share our
stage with us on some level? What if—on some level of creation—we actually
invited everyone onto our stage who had appeared in our lives? What if
everyone came onstage to teach us a lesson that would take us to a higher level
of living—a grander way of being?

What if the “tragedies” that befell us were either preventable or created
by us to—again—take ourselves to a higher level of being? What if we are
eternal souls on an eternal journey toward becoming more—in every
conceivable way? Could we not have designed or called down on ourselves a
temporary tragedy that would take us in a different direction from the one we
were following?

And if this were our belief, would we not always be looking for the gift
within the tragedy? At the end of our lives, will we be able to tell the difference
between the wonderful times and the tragic times? And how many times have
people with a dreaded illness said that they were grateful for it, because without
it they never would have become the person they turned out to be?

I just had to wonder about these things, because when I
really—seriously—contemplated them, I felt powerful and in control of my
life—as though I could have any life I wanted. Beginning to realize that no one
ever did anything to me, I began feeling totally responsible. I stopped blaming
other people and circumstances for what occurred in my life, and I began
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looking to see how I could have changed it or created something better. The
empowerment I began to feel, and still feel today because of this belief, is
immense.

Is it a true belief?
None of us really knows for sure—but personally, I like it. I like how it

makes me feel, and I like the continual upgrades to my life because of it. I never
feel like a victim; I seldom blame anyone for anything. I feel that I am on an
eternal path of power and growth. I like who I am and who I am becoming
because of this belief.

I find myself feeling that I am the only one who can create my desires, and
I find myself loving the life I have created.

I have found that I do have immense powers of creation. Believing that to
be true for me adds to the power and creativity of my life. I feel more divine,
more in control, and more like a creator with this belief. It is a personal choice,
and I have added it to my personal belief system.

Celia was thinking the way all eternal beings think when not living in a limited
environment. She was tasting her power and the immense thrill that comes with that
tasting.

SASHA
What if you created not only the good in your life, but also the bad? What

would that mean?
There are exceptions to this belief. None of us knows why children are

born with or develop serious illnesses.  Nor should this belief be used to judge
others or yourself.  It is to be used only to empower you and cause you to look at
your life in a different and more powerful way.  Maybe you are more powerful
than you ever imagined.

I would like to challenge you to look back at the same situations you
evaluated at the beginning of Chapter 16. Now reevaluate them within the
context that maybe, in some strange subconscious or conscious way, you
created those circumstances so that you could receive the gifts.

It is kind of like finding the gold at the end of the rainbow, except that the
journey to the rainbow’s end usually isn’t beautiful and easy. Many times it is
riddled with some sort of suffering, pain, or discomfort. Sometimes, the more
difficult the situation—or rainbow—the greater and more beautiful the gift—or
pot of gold—at the end.

Looking back at those situations in your life that created the suffering, are
you really that upset that they happened?

Are you a different person because of them? Were you given a pot of gold,
or a gift?

Did the suffering need to happen in order for you to find the gift?
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Could you have wanted the gift enough to have created the circumstances
to have it?

Could you be that powerful?
Could you be that divine?
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20
THE UNSEEN MASTERPIECE THAT IS YOUR LIFE

Shortly after discovering Religious Science, Celia got the large brown envelope in
the mail that every American feared. It was from the IRS; she was being audited.

SASHA
The fear I felt as I held that envelope in my hand that day was

incomprehensible. I had never filled out or even looked at a tax form before.
After the divorce, while I was overwhelmed with the sole responsibility of six
children and trying to find ways to bring in money, filling out a tax form was the
last thing on my mind. I had asked a friend who had done her own taxes to
please do mine.

Celia went to boxes she had never looked in before and started going through the
tax return and the attached papers. Her friend had efficiently marked the piles of
receipts and which page and section on the return they belonged to. This made it easy
for Celia to double-check each entry. As she did, she discovered to her dismay that each
entry on the return was incorrect. She wondered what she was going to do.

She realized she was left with only one option—the truth. She called the IRS agent,
who was a CPA (certified public accountant), and set up an appointment to meet him at
the IRS headquarters in downtown Baltimore.

On the appointed day she bravely drove downtown, found a nearby parking
garage, and walked across the plaza that led to the IRS offices.

SASHA
I will never forget that day. For me, this was really walking into the

unknown. My entire world had been one of being a mother and a Mormon.
Finding my way downtown and locating the plaza where the IRS offices were
was frightening. Meeting with one of the top IRS agents in Baltimore was beyond
my ability to comprehend. I just put one foot in front of the other.

I remember finding the plaza, walking across it, and entering the actual
building. I found the reception room, announced who I was and the name of the
agent I was to meet with, and then sat down and waited.

After keeping me waiting for 20 or 25 minutes, he appeared and
introduced himself, then asked me to follow him. We went into an office, where
he explained why the IRS was concerned about the year in question. I just sat
there and looked him in the eye. I told him that I was a single parent of six
children who had been nothing but a mother, had asked a friend to fill out my IRS
forms, and had never even taken time to look at them. I explained that when I
received notice of the audit, I had found the records and reviewed them. Then I
said, “I hate to tell you this, but every entry on the return is wrong.”
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The agent offered to help me with it. He sounded so nice that I was
tempted to say yes. But I could not forget the hatred my father had for the IRS
and the horror stories he had told me about them. In that split second I decided
to trust what I had heard from my dad. I replied, “Thank you, but I think I will try it
on my own. If I need help or can’t do it, I will let you know.”

Then I was a little bad. I knew he couldn’t recommend a CPA because that
would be unethical, but I also realized that he, more than anyone, would know
the best CPAs in the area—the ones who were successful with the IRS. So I must
confess, I played the innocent Mormon mother part to the hilt.

I told him that I didn’t even know a CPA and of course had never used one,
and that I had no clue as to where to go to find one, which was true. He initially
replied that he couldn’t recommend a CPA, but I played on his sympathies
because I needed this information. He relented and gave me two names.

There was an undercurrent in the room that day, and we both felt it. We
both knew I could owe an incredible amount of money to the IRS. I was thinking
it could be in the neighborhood of $50,000, not including interest and penalties.
There was no way I had that kind of money; I couldn’t even afford to hire the
CPA.

After the meeting, I walked down the stairs to the room where they kept
their publications and proceeded to take one from almost every pile. I left with
an armful eight or ten inches high.

On the way home, I stopped at the local bookstore and bought another
armful of books that also made an eight- or ten-inch stack.

Then I went home, opened the first IRS publication, and started to read
the first paragraph. It was crazy; I couldn’t understand it. I read and reread the
same paragraph repeatedly, until finally it began to make some sense. It took me
a full year to complete my investigation of that crazy system. During that time
the audit of one year’s taxes added up to three years of taxes. The IRS agent had
the power, so why not use it?

I had just begun studying Religious Science at the time. I only studied with
them for about two years, but interestingly enough the IRS audit took place
during that time. So I applied what I knew—which wasn’t much. I just became
very clear about what I wanted—I didn’t want to owe them a penny, and that was
the theme I held to. I had no clue as to how I could achieve that result, but I was
in the testing mode—still experimenting with powerful principles. I certainly
couldn’t lose anything by trying, and who knows—I could gain a whole lot.

We were on fire and ready to transfer that fire to her. We were ready to turn the
fear into play, laughter, and power.

We comforted Celia and filled her with a sense of her own power and genius—
tidbits at first, but later, wonder and excitement. We brought thoughts and ideas into her
mind that caused her to find a way to make the wild thought a reality. We also helped
turn her fear into a sense of excitement and challenge. We gave her a sense that
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whatever she desired could be created. She would do so well that we would give her a
magnificent gift—unexpected but immensely appreciated. We would teach her that many
times the gift is much greater than the thought—the desired gift.  She was about to begin
learning that:

THERE ARE NO LIMITS.
THERE ARE NO WALLS.

THERE IS NO LOSS.

SASHA
I had a big problem. My former husband had stopped paying taxes when

he knew we would be getting divorced. That had led to the IRS taking our family
home, and later the house where his dental office was. What they took amounted
to hundreds of thousands of dollars in equity. Somewhere in the back of my mind
I had wondered if I was supposed to pay taxes on the value of the property they
took. It turned out that I was.

I really had no clue as to where this would all lead, but I kept my focus on
one thing. I didn’t want to pay them a penny—or owe them one. With that
purpose in mind, I went to work—studying, reading, thinking, talking.

Little by little, I found deduction after deduction. I went through every
publication, often reading the same sentence or paragraph twenty or thirty
times.

Finally, I was almost there. I had almost done it. The biggest obstacle was
the houses the IRS had taken. I couldn’t find a complete way out, so I finally
broke down and called my former husband. I asked him what he had done, and
he had no clue. He said his accountant had handled everything, so I asked him if
I could talk to his accountant about it. He agreed, and I called the CPA.

The accountant’s reply was that they had done nothing except pay the
taxes. I couldn’t believe it. When I asked, “Well, why didn’t you do this and this
and this?” he said, “Do you have that information? because if you do, we will
refile and get our money back.”

Yeah, right.
So here is how it ended. On my own I figured out a way to owe the IRS

nothing. I met with the agent for what was to be the last time and began to show
him how it happened that I didn’t owe any taxes. He was livid. At one point, I
remember him saying, “You can’t take a deduction for that.”

“Yes, I can,” I replied. “It is in publication number _____ on page _____. Do
you want to see it?”

 “No.”
Then the truth of my father’s words came into play. The agent began to

play dirty with me, and I remember thinking, if I did that you would put me in jail.
So I calmly said to him, “Look, I think it’s time I get a CPA. This meeting is over.”
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He started backtracking like crazy when I said that, but I went to the
accountant he had originally recommended—and guess what? The CPA had
been his instructor! So when my CPA would talk to the agent, he would call him
“son.” Oh my gosh, I thought I would die laughing!

The IRS agent couldn’t play dirty with my accountant. That CPA could not
believe what I had done, and I ended up paying nothing.

Now, here’s the amazing part. During my investigation I had discovered
that my former husband owed several months’ worth of child support and
alimony that was never paid during our divorce trial. I also figured he should pay
my CPA, because it was his fault I was audited in the first place. I did give my
information to Richard’s accountant, though, and they did refile and get money
back—but not for free. In the end, I received approximately $98,000 in cash
because of that audit, even though I had only directed that I owe nothing.

My former husband agreed to pay me $20,000 in back child support and
alimony, and then he paid me $2,000 a month for a little over three years.

We revealed an amazing secret to Celia:

LIFE IS LIKE A TAPESTRY FINELY WOVEN.

 LOOKING AT IT CLOSELY, PIECES MAY LOOK UGLY OR SCARRED—NOT THE 
RIGHT FIT, COLOR, OR TEXTURE.

BUT WHEN VIEWED FROM A DISTANCE, IT IS A MASTERPIECE OF DESIGN. 
EVERYTHING SOMEHOW FITS IN JUST THE RIGHT PLACE, TIME, AND WAY.

BEING IN TUNE WITH THE MUSIC, THE SYMPHONY OF LIFE, ALLOWS AN
INNER FLOWING—A PEACE, A CERTAINTY, A CREATIVITY—THAT BLENDS WITH THE
MAGIC OF POWER.
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21
THE POWER OF WALKING THROUGH YOUR FEARS

SASHA
I am going to go back in time to recap the jobs I created after my divorce.

This is to demonstrate the incredible power and self-confidence that come to
those who walk through their fears.

As you read my experiences, I want you to think of times in your life when
you walked right through your fears. Write those times down, and then describe
how the experiences changed you.

During our marital separation, when the child support was sporadic, I
realized I would need to find a job. Being the faithful, young Mormon girl that I
was, I had put marriage before completing my college education.

Immediately after getting married and moving to Chicago, where my
husband attended Northwestern Dental School for four years, I found a local
college to enroll in. I loved to learn, and I could hardly wait to get back into
school. But to my surprise, I became pregnant right away.

Looking back, I don’t know why I let pregnancy stop me from going to
school. I don’t know if it was because women were not supposed to work while
raising their family (or, I assumed, while going to school), or because I felt that I
would never be able to finish because I would soon be a mother. It was probably
a combination of the two.

I had seven children during the next nine years—all born while I was in my
twenties—and I would dream of the day when my last child would enter school
and I could enroll in college again.

Jonathan (my last child) started school about the same time as the marital
separation, so instead of entering college, I found myself reading want ads in the
Baltimore Sun. I will never forget my detailed search through the employment
section of the Sunday paper. Discouraged, I realized that probably the only thing
I was qualified for was being a truck driver.

THE BALTIMORE SUN
Weeks later, I saw an ad for a Baltimore Sun newspaper route that

promised something like $35,000 a year. Later I realized that the money made
depended upon the route you had, and most paid less money. I called, applied,
and got a local route. The children and I would jump in the car and run it daily.

Later, after we lost our home and all child support stopped, I was able to
finagle two of the largest routes in the Baltimore area. There I would be with my
children in this large warehouse on Saturdays, organizing the humongous
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Sunday papers for two large routes. The building would be filled with men who
had only one route, and that was their only job. My routes were larger than most
of theirs, and I would be hiring new people continually to help run the routes for
morning and evening papers.

There would be times when someone wouldn’t show up, so I would have to
grab a child or two and often be out quite late. A few times I had to tell Jonathan
(who loved to brag to his friends that he had a job and made lots of money) not to
tell his teachers or anyone at school how late we had been out. I felt bad when it
happened, but I didn’t feel I had a choice. Jon loved it.

Before I took the two large routes, I carefully read the contract they
offered each distributor. I didn’t feel that I had enough protection, because it
was only a one- year contract that the Sun could cancel at any time. I got them to
change it to a five- year contract that could not be cancelled without due notice
on their part.

After running the routes for about a year and a half, I got a call in the
middle of the night from one of my carriers saying that the papers never showed
up at the drop site. As I recall, I learned later that day that the Sun had hired a
new manager who didn’t like the fact that I had two routes. I was the only one
who did, apparently, so he decided to give one of them to someone else without
notifying me. I was not happy about that, and I became concerned that he might
find a reason to take the other one, which he later did.

Since I was an independent contractor, I would bill in advance and the
homeowners would make their checks out to me. I would then pay the Sun for
their papers.

Most of my customers on these two routes had paid in advance. It was a
fairly large amount of money—20 or 30 thousand dollars, as I recall. I decided
not to pay the Sun for their papers, and the newspaper filed a lawsuit against me
to recover the money. I reread the contracts I had negotiated and added up all
the money I would have been paid over the five-year period of time. I then found
a law firm, hired their principal attorney, and countersued the Baltimore Sun for
half a million dollars.

As a result, the Sun decided not to use their in-house attorney and instead
hired the biggest law firm in Baltimore to come after me. I held firm; I needed
that money badly.

At the end, the Sun offered my attorney a settlement. They offered to pay
all of his fees if we both dropped the suits, and of course I agreed. My case was
a bit shaky, so I was very happy with the settlement.

Walking through the fear of taking on large paper routes that needed
several carriers and tons of manpower—and then taking on the incredibly large
and powerful Baltimore Sun when I believed in my cause—not only increased my
self-confidence, but also expanded my comfort zone. The continual expansion of
my comfort zone that resulted from walking into my fears began to create a
belief that I could do anything I set my mind to.
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That kind of confidence makes it much easier to have powerful faith.

HOTEL AND HOSPITAL VIDEOS
Before we lost our home, and way before there were movies in hotel

rooms, I came up with the idea of putting VCRs in hotel and hospital rooms. I
worked out a system for movie rentals in each location. I had no experience in
business and no clue about how to put my plan into action, but I had a friend who
knew a vice president of Citicorp in Baltimore. She gave me his number, and I
called and made an appointment. I remember driving to the appointment and
thinking that my identity—the way I saw myself—was as a mother of six children,
period. I felt weird about meeting and talking business with a vice president of
Citicorp, and I hoped he didn’t think I was stupid.

Actually, he liked the idea and plan I had put together, and he told me that
he would take it from there. What he actually did was develop a different plan.
He would add his wife in so more money went into his pocket, and he drastically
lowered the cut the hotels and hospitals would get. It wasn’t a win-win deal
anymore. When he got a friend who was in sales to approach the hotels and see
if the plan would fly, it didn’t.

The lesson I learned from that experience was that I should have had more
confidence in myself and my dream. If I had been determined to find a way—and
had confidence in myself—I wouldn’t have given all the power away. I would
have stayed in charge. I also realized—later—what a great idea it was, when
someone else implemented it.

Has that ever happened to one of your great ideas?

THE COUNTY DIRECTORIES
After the Sun routes were gone, I brainstormed with a friend and we came

up with an idea to publish county directories. The plan included selling ads to
local business owners, laying out the ads and designs for the directory, printing
the directories, and delivering them. We did it all ourselves. She was the one
who began selling to the business owners, because she had experience in
selling.  After she took another job, I was left to sell alone until I hired sales
people.  I initially hated it; it scared me to death and I couldn’t get anyone to buy
anything.  I put the business on hold for a few months, bought an intensive sales
book, and began teaching myself how to sell. Then I went back to selling. Every
morning as I drove to my appointments with the business owners, I would tell
myself, “I love selling—I love selling—I love this—I love getting up and selling.”

One morning I found myself driving to my appointments and looking
forward to them. I actually got to love it! I would have so much fun with my new
clients, and I loved using the new sales skills I had studied so hard to learn.
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Then I bought PageMaker, a Macintosh publishing program, and taught
myself how to use it. I would design every ad for every customer’s business, and
then take it to them for approval. I designed the entire layout of the directories,
and to make them more special I had the printer emboss the covers with gold
leaf print. The books were beautiful and classy.

I thought that since I had experience delivering newspapers we could
easily bag and deliver the directories to every home and business in the
counties. What a joke. It took us forever—and I mean forever—to deliver them.
There seemed to be no end to all of those streets filled with homes.

I made good money producing directories, and I paid my employees well.
At one time I hired about ten salespeople. That was the business I gave up when
I was studying with Religious Science. There I was, raising six children by myself
and then having to train and direct salespeople, which was like raising kids all
over again. I was getting mothered out, and I decided it was not the dream
business I had thought it was.

But the skills I learned by again stepping into the complete unknown were
marvelous. For example, I learned to be a skilled salesperson. It was in this job
that I gained a new identity for myself, and I no longer felt like just a mom with no
real skills. I could see how I functioned in the business world, dealing with
business owners every day. I could see what I was good at in business, and
again my self-confidence grew.

What has caused your self-confidence to grow?

STOCKBROKER
I now wanted a business in which I could work by myself. I didn’t like

hiring, firing, or managing people. I decided I wanted to learn about finance,
even though at the time I didn’t even know what a mutual fund was. But I wanted
to know it all, so I decided to become a stockbroker.

I didn’t want to work with a big-name brokerage house and make cold
calls all day, so I decided to interview the owners of independent brokerage
houses. I would call and speak to the presidents one after another. I wanted a
large payout and lots of independence. Of course I had no experience, but I was
a good saleswoman.  One day I was having a conversation with one of my top
choices. The president said, “We don’t let anyone work for us unless they are
already experienced and bringing in at least $25,000 a year in new business.” I
kept talking. Finally, after a long pause, he said, “Okay. You decide which
brokerage house you want to work with, and if it’s mine I will work something out
with you.”

I chose another one, however, because it fit my criteria better and allowed
me to negotiate a 90-percent payout. That was—and still is—almost unheard of
in the brokerage industry—even if you are a top producer.
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I wouldn’t take on any new clients for quite a while because I felt such an
intense obligation to find the very best for them. After all, they turned their life’s
savings over to me, and I felt that I should provide the absolute finest service for
them. My clients became some of my best friends.

As it turned out, a good portion of my clients were millionaires and
business owners. I had companies flying me all over the country, wining and
dining my clients and me, in order to show us their investments.

After a time I felt it was not a profession that holds a lot of honor. Lies
abound. I would do incredible due diligence on each company but there was no
way to do enough. My brokerage house was supposed to do the majority of it,
but brokerage houses are there to make money. It was disillusioning, and the
responsibility I felt was heavy and heartbreaking when investments didn’t
always work out. I chose not to do that kind of work any more after about five
years.

THE GIFT
Each of these business ventures took me completely out of my comfort

zone. In fact, I wasn’t sure I had a comfort zone anymore. I was always walking
on the edge—walking into and through my fears— and I tried never to let fear
hold me back. The gift I have given myself through all this has been to acquire a
state of mind that is not exactly fearless, but one that now feels excitement when
the fear enters. It is exciting to see what I can do and how I can explore life, and
explore myself and my capabilities. I remember acknowledging within myself
one time that I could stand in front of any CEO of any corporation and not be
afraid.

I think of the young girl of nineteen—stuck in a marriage she wanted out
of, quickly bearing children, and spending the next three years trying to figure
out a way to go back to Brigham Young University in order to support herself
and her children alone. At that time I could see no way out. I could not imagine
the possibility. Now, through walking on the edge, taking life on, and going for all
of it, I see endless possibilities and an endless joy ride. Life has become an
adventure, rather than an obstacle course.

WALKING THROUGH FEAR BRINGS OUT OUR POWER—REVEALS OUR REAL SELF TO
OURSELVES.

The reason I just told you about those experiences was to show you that
no matter what your situation is or where you are in life, you can always tap into
your power and find the necessary courage. It is in you.

I share my experiences with you because I know you can relate to parts of
them. I know there are similar experiences in your past. I want you to know that
regardless of how bad life may be at times, there is always one person you can
count on, one person who can find the courage, one person who can change
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your life for the better and pull you out of your darkest moments. That one
person will always be YOU.

There will be many times when you need outside help—we all do—but you
are the one who can find the way, find the outside help, and/or find the strength
within to create a life of possibility and power.

With the tools you have already learned in life and the power-techniques I
share with you throughout Outrageous Mastery™, Outrageous Mastery™ II, and
the Outrageous Mastery™ PlayBook, you will be the most powerful person in
your life—always.

Take a second and say to yourself, out loud, “I am the most powerful
person in my life and I will be able to create the life I deserve.”

Say it repeatedly until you believe it—because it is true.
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22
WHERE DO IDEAS COME FROM?

SASHA
After starting the directory business; paying employees, my business

partner, and myself; and taking care of business expenses, we came up short
when it was time to print the first directory. I have never taken out a business
loan, and I didn’t even consider going that route. I knew I could find the money
somewhere; I just didn’t know where. This took place about a year before the
IRS audit.

I didn’t worry about getting the money; I knew that I could find a way
somehow.

One day, after contemplating various possibilities as to where the money
could come from, the idea came that I might refinance my home. (I don’t know
about you, but when I contemplate these “divine” ideas years later, I can
remember exactly where I was, what chair I was sitting in, what room I was in,
and exactly how I was feeling when the idea came to me.)

I began checking options. We had been living in the rundown house we
fixed up for about two and a half years. The first year I had leased it while we did
the repairs and remodeling. At the end of the first year—because of the
contracts I had designed—I was able to purchase the home with no down
payment or closing costs. That was a good thing, because I didn’t have the
money for either.

As I explored the refinancing options, I was amazed to learn that we had
increased the value of our home from the $150,000 purchase price to an
appraised value of $300,000. At the refinancing settlement a little over a year
after purchase, all of my charge cards were paid off, my vehicles were paid off,
and I had more than $100,000 in cash.

This was another “miracle” that came about from properly using faith. I
had desired an answer to a business problem—and an answer came. As usual,
not only was the problem solved, but other gifts were added in as well.

Celia was again learning and experimenting with the powers of creation. Her
certainty that she could easily find a way to create money when she needed or desired it
was forging her faith and belief system. She knew that

CREATING MONEY AND ABUNDANCE CAN BE A DISTINCTIVELY DIFFERENT
PROCESS FROM WHAT MOST HAVE BEEN TAUGHT, AND IT CAN BE MUCH EASIER THAN
NORMALLY EXPECTED.
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 IT ALWAYS REQUIRES THINKING OUTSIDE THE BOX, FAITH IN OURSELVES, SELF-
CONFIDENCE, AND WILLINGNESS TO DO WHATEVER IT TAKES.
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23
THE COURAGE TO BE SEEN

SASHA
After getting five securities licenses as well as my insurance licenses, and

after being in the financial business for a few years, I discovered the National
Association of Women Business Owners (NAWBO). I remember going to the first
meeting feeling like that naïve woman my divorce attorney had called me—and
like that 13-year-old the psychiatrist had told me I would be like. I was “just me,”’
and these were “professional’” women—women with degrees and large
businesses.

But I stood in the face of all my fear (which was extreme), and within four
months I was president-elect. I retained that position for two years—time to
learn all about running NAWBO and time to gain some confidence.

Two years later, at my first meeting as president of the Baltimore,
Maryland, chapter, we began with double the usual attendance. I arranged for
the meeting to be held at one of the prime restaurants in Baltimore’s exclusive
Inner Harbor. The private room was enclosed by a large semicircle of huge
windows overlooking the Chesapeake Bay. I began to speak just as the sun was
setting over the water—a rather spectacular setting.

A special friend who was a famed soprano and pianist performed for us. I
flew all of my children out for the occasion, and they were sitting at a large table
with their dates. I was so proud of them. It was an incredible evening.

At the end, I introduced my new board members (including attorneys and
some of the largest independent business owners in Baltimore) and presented
each of them with a gift. It was customary that the new president’s gifts to each
board member cost no more than a few dollars. I felt that everything in that
category must have been thought of and given in previous years.

I wanted something original—something they would remember. Plus, I
planned on having a spectacular year as president. So to celebrate the fact that
we were all women who had become successful and powerful business owners,
and to celebrate the intention of having an incredible year, I gave them all cigars
and bottles of champagne.

The laughter was spontaneous. Cameras materialized from everywhere,
and it turned out to be an amazing—if not perfect—evening.

Again, as when I was a Mormon, I found that I liked the microphone.
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24
AN EVOLUTIONARY CHANGE

SASHA
Before and during the time I was president of NAWBO, I was living in Fells

Point, a quaint and famous little city on the Chesapeake Bay.
I had wanted to change my name for a long time. Until my children were

out of school, I wanted us all to have the same last name. But I did not want my
former husband’s name anymore, nor did I want to return to my maiden
name—the name of my Mormon family that had deserted us. So I kept toying with
the idea of changing my last name. The more I thought about it, the more I
thought about changing my first name as well. I had been given the name Celia,
which had been in our family for six generations (seven, actually, because
Katrina’s middle name is Celia), but it was never one I particularly liked. No one
ever knew how to spell it or pronounce it, so I toyed with the idea of changing my
first name also.

After all, I had changed my life so drastically it almost felt as though my
old name didn’t fit anymore. A new name represented a new time, a new person,
and a new life.

I had always liked the name Sasha, but I wondered if I had the courage to
make such a radical change. I felt new, and I wanted a name that represented
the person I felt I was becoming. I had lived for years with a name I didn’t like
and hadn’t chosen, and I wanted to live the rest of my life with one I loved. I was
making, and had already made, such radical changes in my life that this seemed
to be the next logical step. I wanted a name that represented the new me.

Finally, with the support and encouragement of my eldest son, Michael, I
did it. Here is the article our editor wrote and put in the NAWBO newsletter:

The New Sasha Xarrian, The Old Celia Hanson

Celia Hanson’s upcoming autobiography, with the working title of Manifest Millions in the Morning, will
tell the story of her personal journey from a world of having everything to a place of total chaos, and then back to
the top. She was forced to find and develop new universal principles to build that new life from scratch. Thus
empowered to recreate herself and her world, she took the giant leap to put her name into alignment with that new
life and call herself Sasha Xarrian.

When her children were grown and on their own, she chose the new name to reinforce her passion and
belief in the power of each person to create her own life and go beyond perceived limits. Celia, a family name for
six generations, remains as her middle name. Hanson, which came from a former husband, is gone.

Her new name is Sasha Celia Xarrian (pronounced zä’ re-en. . . Sasha Xarrian has the same vowel sounds
and syllable emphasis as “Rastafarian”).

The company name has also changed from National Tax Reduction to The Xarrian Alliance. However, the
focus remains on preserving and growing their wealth, by saving money on taxes and investing that to yield
resources to live the life they have always wanted.
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And yes, this does mean that when you see the woman formerly known as Celia on the street, you should
call her Sasha.

Many times it is essential to make changes in your life that are aligned with
the new direction your life is traveling in. When we change directions, we must
align all parts of our life with that change.

If you had been overweight and lost 100 pounds, you wouldn’t keep the
same clothes you wore when you had an additional 100 pounds on your body,
would you? Of course not. They wouldn’t fit anymore.

Well, my old name was like 100-pound overweight clothes. It just didn’t fit
anymore. So just as you would buy new clothes to fit your new body, I found a
new name that fit my new life.

When you make a significant change in your life, it is best and sometimes
easier to make sure that everything in your life is aligned with the change. Make
sure your pants and shirts fit. And sometimes you even have to check things that
you wouldn’t think would need to be refitted, such as your shoes. Upgrades in
your life are essential.

Take a look at your life right now. Do all your clothes fit, or do you need to
throw some of them out and replace them with something new that fits you
better?

Who do you want to be? Does your lifestyle fit the real you?
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25
MY MASTERMIND PARTNERS

SASHA
Three years ago, as I was contemplating how to format my book, a

number of “inspired” ideas came to me. One was to write it in third person and
put it in story form. Later, as I was wondering how to add interest and insights
along the way, I thought of speaking to the reader in first person every now and
then. But I will never forget one evening, because it completely freaked me out
(freaked is probably not a good word for it, but the experience shook me and
kind of scared me). Anyway, what happened was that I felt a powerful
impression that I should sit down in my chair and begin writing. It guided me to
sit there in my bedroom, which overlooked the skyline and the sunset on
Baltimore City (Fells Point), and directed me to write.

I had this outrageous idea to begin my book with a group of friends
gathering together before coming to earth—and that was about it. As I began to
write, I couldn’t type fast enough—the thoughts just kept coming. And as the
thoughts came, the tears came, and building inside me was the intense feeling
that this is what had actually happened. I don’t even know how to describe it, it
was so intense. I didn’t know what to think, other than to ponder what had
happened. After I closed my laptop, I was overcome with feelings and musings.
They were almost too intense for me to contemplate, so I just shoved them to the
back of my mind.

My daughter Katrina called shortly after I stopped writing, and I shared
the experience with her. When we talked two or three weeks later, she asked
how the book was coming, and I said I was still so freaked out by what had
happened that I hadn’t opened my laptop since.

As shocking as those words and the feelings that accompanied them were
to me then, I am now accustomed to the idea. Whether it is true or not really
doesn’t matter, although I do believe that I am close to describing what may
have actually occurred. And I like using the narrative because of where I am
going with it. It gives me a way to explain and share the technology I discovered
and experimented with for years. Also, I want you to realize that there is love and
help available for you, the same as there has been for me.

I have called my heavenly team—my pre-earth friends—by various names.
They are my Genius God Friends and Family, my Soul Friends, my Partners, and
so forth. What name I give them doesn’t matter. Who and what they are and
where their power and inspirations come from doesn’t matter.
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It was the same for me when I prayed to the Mormon God—or when I
studied with Religious Science. The same power and guidance are available to
everyone

I get regular inspiration and guidance from whatever the source might be.
I do believe in them, although I know I may not be accurate in my descriptions or
my perceptions. They are my team of guardian angels, so to speak, and I believe
in the possibility that everyone has helpers—good friends, family—watching
over them.

It was also interesting to read Napoleon Hill’s classic, Think and Grow
Rich. He spent 20 years researching the book and interviewing hundreds of the
best-known and most successful men of his time. Among them were Henry Ford,
Charles M. Schwab, Theodore Roosevelt, Wilbur Wright, William Jennings
Bryan, John D. Rockefeller, Thomas A. Edison, F. W. Woolworth, Woodrow
Wilson, and Dr. Alexander Graham Bell—to name a few.

Not only is Hill’s book a discovery of many of the same principles I
discovered and tested, but he also writes about how every night, over a long
period of years, he held an imaginary council meeting with a group he called his
“Invisible Counselors.” Just before going to sleep, he would shut his eyes and
see in his imagination that group of men seated with him around his council
table. He not only had the opportunity to sit among those he considered great
(Emerson, Paine, Edison, Lincoln, Napoleon, Ford, and Carnegie), but he
actually dominated the group, serving as the chairman.

In those imaginary council meetings, Hill called on his “cabinet members”
for the knowledge he wished each to contribute, addressing them in audible
words. After some months he discovered that those imaginary figures had
apparently become real. Each of them developed individual characteristics,
which surprised him. He said that during the meetings he found his mind most
receptive to ideas, thoughts, and knowledge that reached him through the sixth
sense.

Hill continues that on scores of occasions when he faced
emergencies—some so grave that his life was in jeopardy—he was miraculously
guided past those difficulties through the influence of his Invisible Counselors. In
his last years, he would go to them with every difficult problem that confronted
him or his clients. He states that the results were often astonishing.

It is worth pondering: Could everyone have a Mastermind Group or the
ability to create one? Could you have friends and family looking after
you—awaiting your recognition, your call? Is there incredible intelligence, love,
and power just waiting for you to tap into it—to use it—to try it out?

I will help you design your own Mastermind Group in the Outrageous
Mastery™ PlayBook.
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 The remembering was almost complete. Sasha had achieved enough clarity to
clearly discern and know. Outrageous Mastery™ had worked as well as we had hoped
and planned. She had moved through life, listened, heard, and experimented with
our words.

She would soon experiment with ways to generate disciplined and powerful
focus, thus bringing even greater speed and precision to her desired creations.

And we had a magnificent gift awaiting her as the time came closer for her to
write our book and bring it to the world. We were about to give her all the money
necessary to live grandly while focusing solely on writing our book, and we would do
it through a five-minute conversation.

Then we would bring others into her life who would help her take it to the
world. Every  necessary door would open easily and smoothly for her.

Sasha’s power to create was really just beginning. We had incredible surprises
in store for her. All of her dreams and desires were about to be fulfilled in ways
beyond even her imagination.

Since faith and power begin by believing in another’s word and experience, it
was necessary that her life, her words, her Xperiments, and her manifestations be
large and powerful. Consequently, everyone who read her words or heard her voice
as she shared her story would ponder whether they could create as she had.

Her life and her story were lived to be shared. Her mission was to live them
out and then clearly and powerfully share them with the world. Our motto was, and
is: In Every Home—In Every Heart.

The power to create dreams is real; it is the energy force of the universe. It
does not require hard work, or sacrifice, or compromise. It is the power to create a
life of ease, filled with love, wonder, awe, laughter, and play. And it is available to
you—right now.

Are you ready? Here’s where it gets really good . . .
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26
TURBO-CHARGING DREAMS—FAST POWER

Sasha had gone through periods of her life when she had powerfully created and
periods when she felt that she hadn’t created much. She wanted to use the power
consistently. She didn’t want it to take years to achieve her dreams; she wanted to create
them quickly. She didn’t want to start the process of creation and then get so caught up
in life that she forgot about what she was creating—or even worse, began to doubt that it
would be created.

She had heard about the power of focus and realized that if she could get her
mind to stay powerfully focused on what she wanted to create, the manifestation would
happen quicker. The challenge was how to keep the living of her life, with all its drama
and interruptions, from stopping her focus, interrupting her focus, or causing her to
forget it.

Attending an Anthony Robbins weekend, when she actually walked on fire with
her bare feet, brought her dilemma into focus. To walk on fire and not get burned one
needs concentrated focus and unification of mind and body. When she looked at the
smoking red coals she knew her focus had to be absolute. No way did she want to
experience that kind of heat without powerful focus.

All weekend long Sasha wondered how she could create that kind of powerful
unification consistently. She imagined that her power would be immense—if there were
only a way.

Over the weekend, we flooded her mind with ideas that she transformed into a
working plan. Sasha called it her Moment of Outrageous Mastery™, and back at home she
created the tools she needed to test it out.

Shortly before leaving on the weekend retreat, she had met Marti, a potential
client. Marti was a successful entrepreneur who had built several businesses from scratch
and turned them into multimillion-dollar ventures. She was an influential and powerful
woman who had made a name for herself in Baltimore.

Sasha had offered to look over her investments and tax returns to see if she could
help her in any way. Upon close inspection of the documents, Sasha realized there was a
problem. She discussed the matter with an inspector from the Securities and Exchange
Commission to confirm her findings. Although neither shared specific information, Sasha
was confident she was correct.

She notified Marti, who wanted Sasha to discuss the matter with her CPA. As Sasha
began preparing financial charts for the meeting with Marti and her CPA, she realized
that she was afraid. Marti was an important and successful woman, and Sasha knew the
meeting with the CPA was going to be challenging for her. She also had learned that the
CPA and Marti’s current financial advisor were colleagues and friends.

Using the strategies we had given her over the years, Sasha became very clear
about what she wanted to create. She had learned that she could desire anything, even if
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it seemed totally out of reach. There were powers beyond her own that we had shown
her how to use. She decided—even though it seemed completely impossible to her—that:

1. She wanted Marti, the millionaire, as a client.
2. She wanted the CPA to like and trust her so much that he would tell Marti to
let Sasha manage all of her investments.
3. She wanted Marti to get $100,000 back from her former financial advisor, who
had advised her incorrectly.
4. She wanted to present at the meeting and not feel any fear.

Sasha got ready to do her Moment of Outrageous Mastery™ on the morning of the
meeting. When she thought of not experiencing any fear, she laughed. When she thought
of the CPA turning against his friend and telling Marti to turn her investments over to
Sasha, she laughed out loud. Yeah, right!

But she also knew that there would be other powers at work besides her own, and
with that belief she began her Moment of Outrageous Mastery™. About 20 minutes into
it, the first miracle occurred. All fear was gone—all of it. Sasha was amazed. She
completed her Moment of Outrageous Mastery™ and left for the meeting. While driving
there, she tested her feelings and found that the fear had not returned. Incredible!

She arrived before Marti, and the CPA invited her into his personal office. His
computer screen displayed a Web page showing the current stock market report. He
wanted to discuss some of his investments with Sasha, but somehow the conversation
became more personal. About 15 minutes later, Marti pranced into the room in her
spiked, high-heel polka-dot shoes and matching dress—talking a mile a minute. As she
was speaking, the CPA took them into his conference room.

SASHA
As Marti and I sat down facing her CPA, he calmly said to Marti, “This is an

amazing and wonderful woman.” He was speaking about me. I couldn’t believe
it. I thought to myself, My gosh, it’s working!

I then proceeded to pull out the charts and explanations I had made to
show the discrepancies I had found in Marti’s financial records. When I finished
my presentation, the CPA said, “I don’t see anything wrong here.”

I calmly replied, “Let me show you again.” I began all over again, this time
sharing with him how the rules and regulations in the securities business are
much more stringent, and the penalties are harsh. I gave him more detail as to
the seriousness of what had been done. Wrapping up, I said, “I know you’re a
friend of (Marti’s former financial advisor),” but before I could finish, he
interrupted.

“Oh no,” he said. “We are not friends. I can see that what he has done is
wrong.”

Marti then asked him if he wanted me to leave the room so they could
discuss privately what I had presented. He had told her before the meeting that
he wanted it done that way. Marti had shared that with me, so I was prepared to
leave.
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He responded with, “Oh no, she can stay.” Then he turned to me and
asked if I minded staying while they discussed some of her other financial
matters.

Sasha was astounded. The meeting couldn’t have gone any better, and the whole
thing was almost beyond her comprehension. After the meeting, Marti asked Sasha if she
would like to join her for drinks. They went to a local restaurant where they sat and
talked, getting to know each other, for more than four hours.

Sasha drove home in a state of excitement that bordered on disbelief. She had
another meeting with Marti scheduled for 10 a.m. the next morning, and she wondered if
her Moment of Outrageous Mastery™ could really be that powerful?

The next morning she drove to her office and prepared for the meeting. At 10
a.m., Marti walked into the conference room and placed her papers on the table. Before
sitting down she said, “Donald (her CPA) called me this morning at seven o’clock. He told
me to give you my investments to manage, and he told me to do it today.”

SASHA
Can you even imagine what I was feeling?

Later, Marti’s attorney called Sasha several times to argue that she must be wrong
about her findings. She calmly and repeatedly explained that the laws are different in
the securities business.

It took a while, but after she became Sasha’s client Marti did receive exactly
$100,000 from her former advisor and his brokerage firm.

Sasha realized that she had developed an amazing way to focus and create. She
had used it to overcome all fear. It seemed that by using her Moment of Outrageous
Mastery™, she had literally put words into the mouth of the CPA—and everything had
happened within 24 hours. Not only that, her new client had received $100,000.

SASHA
I was beginning to feel that the way we create things is so elementary.

Kind of like digging a ditch with our bare hands

When there is a hand shovel leaning against a nearby tree,

And a backhoe parked behind the tree,

And a stick of dynamite lying behind the backhoe,

And an earthquake below them all.
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The earth could just open up, and there’s the hole!

No getting on our hands and knees, bending over and getting our hands
dirty from digging,

Or sweating in agony and toil with the shovel,

Or having to learn how to operate the backhoe,

Or placing the stick of dynamite in the ground and lighting the fuse.

No, the earth and you are one,

And it opens up at your command.

And there is your hole,

As you speak.

When I began to realize how powerful my Moment of Outrageous
Mastery™ really was, I knew I wanted to share it with you. The idea of creating a
workbook entered my mind, and I began jotting down ideas. How powerful it
would be if anyone could create a 15- to 30 minute ritual that ensured power and
control in their lives! A ritual that gave them the power—a ritual that directed the
energies of the universe toward creating their dream—how awesome would that
be? I stopped everything and began to create it for you.

Although you will read more about my incredible Xperiments with my
Moment of Outrageous Mastery™, there is preparatory work to do before it is as
powerful in your life as it is in mine.

I wrote Outrageous Mastery™ to share my personal story with you.
Reading my story will help you to begin building the foundation of faith you will
need to powerfully create. I have been Xperimenting with faith for more than 30
years, so before I share my Moment of Outrageous Mastery™ with you, I want to
make sure you have the foundation it took me that long to develop.

I have simplified the process for you, but in order for it to work powerfully,
you will need more than what I have written in Outrageous Mastery™. Therefore,
I have also compiled Outrageous Mastery™ II and the PlayBook to help you build
the same foundation I built for myself. This trilogy will give you the power you
deserve, and you will find your Moment of Outrageous Mastery™ in Outrageous
Mastery™ II and the PlayBook.

You will put your dreams and desires into your own Moment of Outrageous
Mastery™, and you will begin to experience your own divine power.
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Again, although my Moment of Outrageous Mastery™ is a very simple,
unique, and quick technique that I could describe here, it cannot work with any
substantial degree of success without the foundation for powerful faith. I have
emptied my mind and my soul into the pages of Outrageous Mastery™ II and the
PlayBook so that you can have this foundation.

As Sasha experimented with the ideas—as she desired to know and create—she was
given more and more power.

THE MORE ONE USES THE SECRETS—THE POWER—THE MORE SOLID THEIR FAITH
BECOMES. THE MORE SOLID ONE’S FAITH BECOMES, THE MORE POWER THEY HAVE.
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27
THE PLANE RIDE THAT CHANGED EVERYTHING

Sasha’s father had stomach cancer and failure of the liver and kidneys, and he
would not be on this earth much longer. She made an emergency trip to Utah, her home
state, on the same day she heard the news.

A few years earlier there had been some renewed contact between them. One day,
out of the blue, her parents had called Sasha and said they were flying out to see her.
They also informed her that they had a ticket for her to fly back to Utah with them for a
visit. Since then, she had flown out to visit several times.

In those days, every trip to Utah would take its toll on her. Emotions, innuendos,
and her father’s trying everything he could think of to make her feel guilty and come
back to truth as he saw it—plus the stress of being “different” because she had chosen
another path—would send her home ready for a week of TV and numbing herself to life.

This time she took control and checked into a hotel for the first few nights, which
gave her time to balance herself and prepare for all events.

Sasha awoke the first morning on schedule. She immediately showered and then
began the awesome and powerful rituals that gave her direction and focus. Her Moment
of Outrageous Mastery™ gave her self-confidence and focused her on the outcomes she
desired for the day. She also chose who she wanted to be that day—a woman radiating
love and power.

When Sasha entered the family home, her entire family was seated in a circle. She
took the initiative and went around to greet each one individually with a big hug, a kiss,
and “I love you.” She was the only one dressed up—dressed for power, to represent the
woman she was and was becoming. What could have been a draining, stress-filled day
became an amazing experience, because she had fortified herself so completely
beforehand.

She knew ahead of time that she would need emotional support, so we gave her
an idea that she immediately used.

We had told her beforehand that we would be with her. We told her to imagine us
on both sides of her, supporting and sustaining her. In that way she would neither feel
alone nor be alone.

SASHA
I felt or imagined them at my sides when I walked into my mom and dad’s

home, with the entire family of 12 sitting in a large circle around the family room.
I was scared. I knew I would be facing the unknown, but how do you prepare for
the unknown?

There had been a few times when I was confronted by a family member
and needed extra help and support. During those times, I imagined one of my
Soul Friends in front of me and one behind, in addition to the ones at my sides. I
felt the need for safety, because I always felt so alone when I was in Utah. No
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one could understand why I had left the Church. It was their duty to try to
convert me, and the pressure I felt at times was enormous. Just standing
required all my strength, loving required all my energy, and being there drained
my reserves.

When she needed love, comfort, and encouragement, Sasha imagined us all
around her— hugging, protecting, and comforting her. Our presence, comfort, and
guidance were exactly what she needed, and for the first time she did not feel alone and
isolated in Utah, in the midst of her large Mormon family.

She listened to our promptings as to when to speak and when to be silent. Sasha
knew she was the outsider and needed to remain powerfully silent a good part of the
time. We had been teaching her the power of silence.

At one point her older brother, Greg, related to the family how he had been in an
argument a few weeks earlier with a man suspected of trying to swindle their father out
of the family estate before his death. Greg told how he had threatened the man, saying,
“My sister knows all about these financial and legal proceedings. She will fly out here
and take you to court.” Greg added that he instantly became quiet and humble.

Sasha smiled at the irony. Greg was five years older, a multimillionaire, and a
leader in his family and church. Nevertheless, he had threatened to have his younger
sister from back east fly out and take care of the would-be swindler for the family. Sasha
would chuckle every time she replayed those words and her brother’s pride in his
actions to herself.

The family’s financial discussion lasted several hours. When it ended, Greg
poured out his love and gratitude to his father. He then asked who else would like to
speak. Among his five siblings he turned to Sasha and said, “Celia, you are the second
oldest; you go next.”

Sasha stood, looked her father in the eye, and spoke about the great legacy and
example he had set for her and her children. He had left home at age 13 to escape a
whipping, had taken one college course—horseshoeing—and then had built a
multimillion-dollar empire out west. Because of his great example, she and her children
knew that they could do the same. She also remarked on the vitality, enthusiasm, and
playfulness that her father had exhibited throughout his life. She recalled the day he
traded real estate for a bedroom set for her. There were the times she had to hold her
own against four brothers, when they wanted to use the boat for fishing and she wanted
it for water-skiing. She recounted the ways in which their lives had been different from
others, the many vacations her father always took them on throughout the years, and
much more.

SASHA
The entire time I was expressing those sentiments to my father, my mind

was somewhere else—and in conflict.
After I boarded the plane in Baltimore, and somewhere between there and

the Salt Lake airport, I again began contemplating my father’s actions over the
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years. Why had he tried so hard to make me seem in the wrong to everyone?
Why had he tried to turn my children against me, and why did he threaten,
harass, intimidate, and embarrass me?

It was confusing, because when I would go out for a visit I would stay at
their home, and Dad would get up early to cook me breakfast. He asked me what
I wanted, and then would ask what I wanted him to fix for dinner, and so forth.
Since Mom had Alzheimer’s, he had taken over the cooking a few years earlier,
and he loved it. It seemed that he would be loving to my face when no one else
was around, and then take every opportunity to speak ill of me when I wasn’t
around, or when others were present. After so many years, I couldn’t
understand why he didn’t give up that apparent power struggle. I was barely in
his life anymore, so why did it matter?

On the airplane, as I was contemplating and questioning these things and
the pain they had caused, my Soul Friends clearly and precisely spoke to my
mind. “This was his way of expressing his great love for you, and of getting your
respect and love,” they said.

Honestly, that was the craziest thing I had ever heard. My immediate
reaction was to disregard it as nonsense, thinking how crazy was that?  I took
my mind somewhere else.

Then I remembered all the times I had received great advice and
help—and by now, I recognized their voice.

So I began a conversation in my mind. You must be kidding! I thought. All
the hurtful and demeaning things he did—all the lies—were because of his great
love for me? That’s nuts!

Again, I turned my mind off to the thought—but I knew better. I opened it
just a little.

I asked for an explanation. I was told again that my father’s actions over
the years were his way of expressing love to me. His great love for me had
caused him to try every possible way to threaten, embarrass, and intimidate me
so that I would turn around and hold him up as my leader—and give him respect
and love.

I really tried to keep my mind and heart open just enough to let that
explanation in, but it was so hard to hear those words, and harder yet to accept
them.

It was too much for me to take in. I thought, I’ll think about it another time,
and I took my mind somewhere else.

Now, here I was in front of my father and everyone else and I knew. I had
to make a decision while I was still standing and speaking.

That instantaneous decision was to trust my Soul Friends. I kept talking
about every other thing I could think of—stalling while I fortified myself to speak
the words I was still uncertain of.

The words finally came. Slowly, I said, “Dad, I just want to tell you that
even though we have had our problems and I have often considered the things
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you did to be hurtful, I just want you to know that right now and from this point on
I will completely accept that everything you did, you did because you loved me.”
I continued looking into his eyes and said, “I love you.”

I then walked over to him, leaned down, and gave him a kiss and hug.
He shocked everyone by putting his arms around me, holding tighter than

I can ever remember, patting me on the back, and sobbing like a baby.
I had never seen my father cry before. I don’t think anyone had. He just

kept holding onto me, crying and crying.
It wasn’t until then that I knew the words my Soul Friends had spoken to

me on the plane a few hours before were true.

THE SECOND MIRACLE
After my brothers and sister took their turns speaking, Dad looked at them

and said, “I want you all to know that everyone will be included in my estate. No
one will be left out.”

That came as a complete surprise to Sasha, because she was way beyond caring or
thinking about her father’s estate. She hadn’t thought about it for years. The only reality
to her during the past few hours was her earthly relationship with her father.

It had been a long and emotional day. Looking back on it, she was excited to know
that she had felt us at her side the entire day. Her analysis was that the day had been
excellent. She had been loving and powerful, and she rated her living of the day as
nearly perfect. It felt wonderful, and she was grateful. She had not been alone, and she
loved the way it had all come together so perfectly. Outrageous Mastery™ was powerful.
Her theories were powerful and true, and Outrageous Mastery™ was working.

Months later we awakened Sasha to a profound and shocking fact that had not
been fully associated in her mind. We asked, “Do you know why you have these
hundreds of thousands of dollars and the freedom to just write without having to work?”

Yes,” she replied, “it’s from my dad’s estate.”
“But do you remember how your children and you were taken out of the estate

fifteen years ago?”
“Yes.”
“Well” we continued, “ the reason you now have these hundreds of thousands of

dollars is because you listened to us on your plane trip out there. It was because you
spoke the thoughts we gave you that your father’s heart was changed and he added you
back into his estate.”

“Oh my gosh, you’re right!” It was shocking for Sasha to suddenly understand the
only reason why she now had all that money.

SASHA
I was so shocked when that realization came to me. The conversation I

had in my mind when those thoughts first came to me on the plane lasted only
about five minutes. I then put it out of my mind, telling myself I would think about
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it later. At that moment the thought was just too crazy; my mind could not wrap
itself around it. Then, as the unexpected moment arrived for me to declare how I
felt, I completely put my trust in my Soul Friends and spoke the words. What
amounted to a five-minute conversation, and later that day a two-minute verbal
replay, literally brought me several hundred thousand dollars. My mind was
almost overwhelmed with the knowledge, and I had to ask myself

• What if I had not listened?
• What if I had not trusted the friends I had come to love and respect?
• What if I had not had the courage to say the words I was still so unsure of?
• What if I had not been able to give up my pride for a few minutes and given

that gift to my father?
• What if I had hesitated?
• What if I had chosen to wait?

To put it simply, an incredible and amazing miracle occurred that day. For
listening to and following the advice my Soul Friends gave me on the airplane, I
was shortly thereafter rewarded with hundreds of thousands of dollars—a
powerful and dynamic outcome.

Sasha was learning that

THERE ARE NO LIMITS TO THE POWERS OF CREATION.

She had desired lots of money for her children and herself, and she had desired
the time to write her book and take it to the world. Those were her deepest desires, and
they had been created in about ten minutes’ time—total.

THERE ARE NO LIMITS.

THERE ARE NO WALLS.

THERE IS NO LOSS.
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28
WE ARE LIMITED AND WE ARE EMPOWERED BY OUR BELIEFS

A few weeks later Sasha was in Utah with all of her children and grandchildren,
visiting her parents and family. It was perhaps the last time they would see their
grandfather. Sasha remembered the years when she would wonder what would happen if
one of her parents passed away. What would she do? She would not even have the $300
to buy a plane ticket to Utah. Now, she had helped pay for all six of her children and
four grandchildren to fly to Utah.

The connection and love that she felt for everyone were heartwarming. The
conflict seemed to melt away, the fear melted away, the anger melted away, and the
anxiety had melted away. Sasha was feeling so free, so special, so—complete. She would
get up every morning in her hotel room and do her Morning Conversation and Moment
of Outrageous Mastery™.

Remembering her past year, she was so amazed at the transformations that had
taken place in her life. She had taken herself to a level that she could not have even
imagined 13 months ago. It caused her to wonder how incredibly far she could and
would go this year.

What was this power that could make your deepest desires and dreams come true
so elegantly? Sasha wanted so badly to understand the intricacies of it.

Before, when great miracles would occur Sasha would take weeks to think about
them, marvel at them, and be grateful for them. She would immerse herself in the
feelings of gratitude and power, and the awesomeness of it all. Now, miracles were
happening almost on a daily basis. Her mental and spiritual processing of her life began
to take place during her Conversation and Moment of Outrageous Mastery™, and in her
writing. The rest of her time was given to experiencing the miracles—to living them.

It was rather like just walking into the power, and then walking through it. It was
living in the regular world or universe while operating and directing things from a
different one. The power came from consciously believing and acting “as if” it were all
possible. That’s what starts it. Sasha realized that if you do not consciously stop the
power by your fear, you just begin moving with power (or in power), all the while
thinking, Wow!

Sasha remembered when she had once considered the possibilities of creation
through thought—the possibility of no limits, no loss, and no walls. There was the
thought that we really have unlimited power available to us—we just have not known
how to access it. Everyone had dreamt about the possibilities and wished they could
possess them, but they never really believed it was possible or had any clue how to
access them.

Sasha had always allowed her mind to go into the unknown. Ever since she had
felt that incredible power on the night when she knelt by her bed as a teenage girl, she
had wanted to know how to access it. Many years later she realized that she was uniting
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all the lessons, experiments, creations, and principles she had heard, utilized, and
wondered about for so many years.

This Outrageous Mastery™ she was performing in her own life, on a day-by-day
basis, was right on. It was better than she had anticipated.

What did it all mean? One thing she realized was that anyone could access the
power, no matter what their belief system was. Deeply religious believers in God could
access it by believing that God answered their prayers. They merely had to adopt the
belief that God loved and cared about them personally, and that he wanted them to
become like Him. They had to believe that it was not an affront to God to be like Him.
Didn’t the Bible say they were His children? And aren’t parents most grateful when their
offspring use the gifts and lessons the parents try to teach them?

Sasha recalled that as a Mormon she had determined that the highest form of
worship would be to live a life that made you as much like God as possible. What higher
form of worship could there be?

If people could rise above the belief that it was an affront to the God who created
them to be like that God, then they could in clear conscience use the powers He had
bestowed upon them in love. They could choose to believe that God loved them so much
that He “gave his only begotten son” to teach them how to use the powers he had. Didn’t
Christ say, “These and greater things shall ye do also?” Why had He performed the
miracles? What was the purpose? Was it not to demonstrate that it could be done—that
their God loved them enough to heal them—that He wanted them (His children) to have
His peace, to love as He did, to have absolute faith in Him, and to know that such faith
created miracles?

The same beliefs applied to those who were not Christians, but believers in
another form of God.

Believers in a Higher Power can access the power they need through their belief
that this Higher Power is available to us, is part of us, and is the creating force behind all
things. If it is part of us—the creating force—then why not use it?

If you are agnostic or atheist, know that it works with or without a belief in God or
a Higher Power.  Do not let that stop you from tapping into this power.  You may take on
the belief that you are tapping into your own subconscious mind or genius state, and it
will also work.  We know that we are consciously aware of only a small part of what is
actually happening around us.  Believing that you can access more than you are
consciously aware of will open doors for you.  You will become more aware of
opportunities and ideas—they may seem to come from nowhere. Life will become easier,
and you will begin to feel more powerful, self-confident—and possibly even brilliant.

This then, is the ultimate dream, the ultimate fantasy, the incredible possibility of
anything you can imagine. For the achiever and those who want to be incredibly
successful, this is a textbook to power. This is the manual of power and joy and
unlimited possibility.

Sasha’s life had become Outrageous Mastery™.

SASHA
I believe we are on a path. Can we master or even become aware of all the

powers in one lifetime on a place called Earth?
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I like the concept of living forever—creating forever—loving forever. I love
to learn, and I hope I can continue to learn forever. True learning breeds power,
and I like power—not power over others, just power. I like the power to create
things—like money—like love—like fun—like play—like joy.

I desired to be a multimillionaire because by living in the physical world
and functioning in a physical way, that was how I interpreted what I really
wanted. I really wanted unlimited power, power that would not run out, power to
have or create whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted it. I wanted no limits and
no more worrying about it, just the freedom to create and do and be!

And you know what? Who really cares why it works, if it works?
After leaving Mormonism, I learned not to believe anything until I tried it

out for myself. After all, if something were true, it would work for me as well as
for anyone else. In addition, why should I base my belief system on something
someone else tells me to believe—or on something written in a book? If it is true,
it has to be universally true, doesn’t it?

So all that’s really needed is the time and desire to perform your own
Xperiment.  We are either powerful, divine beings or we are not. It is that simple.

If we are, however, then the most powerful forces are available to us, and
we would be fools not to use them.

We are limited by our own personal belief systems, and we are also
empowered by them. Whether we consciously think about it or not, we all have
belief systems and they have probably developed through the influence of our
personal environments.

What is fascinating to contemplate is that we can create any belief system
we choose. We can choose, so why not choose a belief system that empowers
you? Why not choose one that feels good?

Take a minute to think about that.
Does your current belief system empower you? What would need to be

altered to give you complete empowerment? What would your life look like if you
could (and would) create everything you desire?

What would a perfect belief system look like? Take a minute to write down
all the things you would change in your life and everything you would create to
replace those things.

Be sure to keep this list. By the time you have mastered the techniques
you learn in Outrageous Mastery™ II and the Outrageous Mastery™ PlayBook,
you will be putting checkmarks by each item on your list, one at a time, as you
replace the old in your life with the new life you choose to create.
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29
MY FATHER’S PASSING AND OUR RECONNECTION

SASHA
I had known that I could not have a satisfactory conversation with my

father while he was alive; it would turn into a session of bearing testimony about
why I needed to come back into the Church, and how I needed to repent. But I
knew that once he passed away I would be able to speak with him, and he would
be able to hear me. I knew that we would be able to have a real conversation
then, so I would wait. I thought about it often as he was so close to death.

Not too long after I had flown my children out to say their last good-byes,
they put my father on a morphine drip. Within 24 hours he was in a coma, where
he remained for about a week.

One morning I awoke to a sense of melancholy, a feeling of not really
wanting to do anything but stay in bed. That was very unusual. Immediately, I felt
my father in the room with me, and I was uncomfortable. I didn’t know how to
feel or what to think.

I was confused because I thought he must still be alive—but if so, how
could he be in the room with me?”

We explained that since her father was in a deep coma, his soul energy could
travel at will. It would follow his desires.

SASHA
I accepted that explanation, and although I wasn’t ready for the

conversation I had been planning on having with him, I felt it must be the right
time. In my thoughts, haltingly, I started talking with my father.

Sasha asked her father why he had criticized her to her family—to everyone.
When she had flown her children out to say their last goodbyes, her father had captured
her three sons alone and began lying to them about her again.  He told them that he had
never taken them or their mother out of his estate, and other cruel things.  Sasha was
again upset and mystified by his behavior.  Her sons were very upset by the things their
grandfather had lied about, and they didn’t even want to tell their mother and have her
hurt again.  Sasha left Utah without saying goodbye to her father, knowing that there
would never be another opportunity.  

Her father responded that he was sorry, but she said it hurt and was so
unnecessary. He said he could see that now, but couldn’t at the time. It was a stilted
conversation on Sasha’s end—she really had not wanted to have it until her father was in
his coffin. Still, she had known he would be able to hear her, and she knew she would be
able to hear his responses after his passing.
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That night her sister, Anna, called. Sasha had discussed with her sister several
days earlier how Anna might want to talk to their dad before he died. They both knew
she might need it, and this would be her last chance. Anna had recently begun having
issues with their father, and Sasha told Anna about her day with him. Anna responded, “I
went over to talk to Dad today. I was emotionally ready to do it. When I got there, I felt
like it wasn’t the right time, and now I know why. He was with you today.”

The following morning, Anna called Sasha. The doctor had just been there, she
said, and had told her that their father would live only a few more hours. His blood had
begun to pool in his extremities. Her sister also told her that one of the nurses said that
their father had been asking for Celia all day.

Sasha told Anna to tell him to wait for her; she would be there as soon as she
could. She knew that door to door from Baltimore to Clearfield, Utah, was usually a ten-
to twelve-hour trip. She began packing (throwing clothes in suitcases) for an unknown
period.

Her sister called back to say that the nurse had mistakenly said he had been
asking for her that very day. (How could he have been? He had been in a deep coma for
several days.) Actually, he had asked for Celia all day long on the day before he went
into the coma—the day he had been started on morphine. Sasha couldn’t help but
wonder why the nurse had waited to pass that message on, and what it was he had
wanted so desperately to tell her.

SASHA
Sitting here in my car at Lake Tahoe and reading the words I had

previously written, I asked Dad what it was he wanted to tell me. This is what he
said: 

Celia, I loved you so much. You were so special to me, but I just never
knew how to win back your respect and love. I tried everything and every way I
knew. Then when I became active in the Church, I felt empowered and had a
false sense of righteousness. For the first time I felt like I was higher than you,
and then the anger and resentment and frustration took over. I just let it all out. I
was better than you, and I was going to let you know it and feel it. I was going to
give you the pain I felt you had given me all those years.

But at the end, I wanted to apologize from the bottom of my heart. I
wanted to feel your love for me one last time, and I wanted to give money to you
and your children, from me. I wanted to see if we could really connect one last
time before I left. I was also afraid I would never see you again. Down deep I was
so proud of you—proud of your strength, your determination, all your
successes—and I had never once told you that. You reminded me of me, and I
hated the fact that you had never let me into your world in any real way. I just
wanted to connect, to feel your love without reserve. And I wanted to tell you on
my deathbed that the Church is true.
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Sasha purchased a one-way ticket and flew to Salt Lake City. On the way, she
realized she was heading into the unknown. All of them were—her four brothers and her
sister as well. What would they each experience, and how would it affect their lives?
Sasha felt as ready as she could be.

Her flight didn’t arrive until 9:40 p.m. Sasha’s sister-in-law, Diane Higley, picked
her up, and during the drive from the airport Sasha’s brother-in-law (Anna’s husband)
called Diane’s cell phone. He told her definitely not to stop and to get there as soon as
possible. It would be only minutes until Sasha’s father passed away.

SASHA
I had tuned into my dad’s energy several times during the day, and I knew

he was barely hanging on. I had told him to wait, that I was on my way.

Diane told Anna’s husband that they were pulling into the driveway as they
spoke. Sasha rushed into her old home and headed straight for the room her father’s
hospital bed was in. She lay down beside him and began rubbing his head, kissing him,
and telling him she was there, and she loved him.

Her father was breathing the death rattle when she arrived. He hardly looked like
himself. There was no color left; he was white all over. Anna showed her how his hands
and feet had begun to turn blue. His breaths were labored and slow.

Twenty minutes later, the nurse stuck her head in the room. In shock and
amazement she said, “My gosh, he hasn’t looked this good in days! All of his color has
come back.” Sasha’s father soon stopped the death rattle and began breathing more
easily.

Several hours later, Sasha was still lying by her father and rubbing his head. Anna
was holding and rubbing his hand and arm, and their sister, Arlene, was rubbing his feet.
Arlene was a Native American woman of Anna’s age whom Sasha’s parents had helped
raise from the age of eight. The nurse popped her head in again and commented again
on his improvement. Sasha retorted, “I know my dad, and he’s not going anywhere. He
loves all this attention, especially having his feet rubbed. He’ll be here for a while, just
enjoying it.” And he was.

Anna was exhausted and wanted to go into the family room to lie down. Sasha
followed her, and they chatted for about 20 minutes. Then Diane came in and told them
they had better come back to the bedside immediately.

Their father was breathing heavily with the death rattle again, and now there
were long spaces between each breath. He soon took his last breath, and his body lay
still.

SASHA
I immediately felt the presence of a big, expansive energy above his body.

I felt that my father was exclaiming, Wow! I feel free and powerful. This is
incredible!’

They woke her mother up, and Sasha took her into the room to say good-bye to
her husband of nearly 60 years. Their mother had Alzheimer’s, so Sasha sat her down by
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the bed and explained repeatedly who the man on the bed was, and what was happening.
The others just looked in from the door; no one else entered the room.

Then the funeral director took her father’s body from his home of 43 years.
His children got together the following day and planned the funeral. They waited

several days to have the service so Sasha’s oldest son, Michael Skye, could fly in and
speak. As it turned out, four of Sasha’s children spoke at the funeral, as well as two of his
other grandchildren. Sasha found it interesting that 21 of her father’s 27 grandchildren
lived nearby in Utah, but her children, who lived far away and had little contact with
him, were the ones who volunteered to speak.

It was an awesome and perfect funeral.  Steve Carrington, the Mormon bishop
who had called her father to serve in the bishopric with him, also spoke. He had helped
cause her father to become an active and fully participating Mormon.

Among other things, Bishop Carrington said, “There are some things that only
Afton (Sasha’s mom) and Edwin (Sasha’s father) and I know. I now think it is time for
their posterity to know them also.” He began relating the story of how her father would
often come to his office with a list of people that her parents had put together—people
who they felt were in need. Next to the names they had listed the things they thought
each person needed, and next to each of those items was a dollar figure—the amount
they calculated it would cost to buy the item. The bishop recalled how Edwin would not
only hand him the list, but also hand him the money to purchase the items. Someone
from the congregation would be chosen to purchase the items anonymously, and
someone else would be selected anonymously to deliver them.

Bishop Carrington went on to say that Sasha’s father seemed to own property
everywhere. Indeed, he had created a multimillion-dollar real estate empire. He recalled
that Edwin had offered to board a horse for his son. They would have to call Ed to find
out where the horse was every time they wanted to go riding, because the horses were
frequently moved to new pastures and feeding grounds. One day, after a long drive to a
particular piece of land, the bishop’s young daughter gave him a look that seemed to
indicate they might be trespassing. She suspiciously asked her father who owned the
land, and the bishop replied that Brother Higley did. The daughter then asked, “Dad,
does Brother Higley own the whole world?”

Bishop Carrington then told the congregation he was sure Brother Higley was
buying up land in heaven at that very moment.

When Sasha’s son, Michael, got up to speak, in a very serious tone he recalled that
Edwin had felt it was necessary for his grandson from the city to learn some very
important lessons, ones his own father couldn’t teach him. He related how his
grandfather took him out to the pastures behind his house, where they rounded up the
sheep.  Next, they took all the baby lambs inside the barn, cut off their tails, and
castrated the males.  He then had Michael gut one of the sheep.  Michael told the large
audience that he had had many opportunities to apply that farm experience to his life in
the city.   

After much laughter, he continued with an entertaining and special memoir of his
grandfather. He concluded by recalling how he had a vibrant dream in which he and his
grandfather were holding hands and dancing. They had big smiles on their faces, and
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they were exuberant and free. Michael said that when he awoke, he realized that his
grandfather must be very near death. It was the morning of the day his grandfather
died.

For Sasha, Michael’s words confirmed her knowledge that her son and her father
had a soul-like relationship. They didn’t really get along in life; both were incredibly
headstrong. But during the past few years her father would talk about Michael every
time Sasha visited. He had been so very impressed with Michael’s newsletter, his writing
ability, and who he was. He kept telling Sasha that he knew Michael would be very
successful.

SASHA
I sometimes wish that my father could be here to witness how Michael is

fulfilling his mission in life, albeit not as a Mormon.  I would like him to see how
Michael brings people of different cultures, faiths, and backgrounds together,
releases them from lifelong walls of judgment and suffering, and gives them
direct access to unconditional love as a source of power and courage in their
relationships—using processes he has developed throughout his life.  If my
father could witness the way Michael is transforming lives, and training people
from all over the world to be visionary world changers living in service to
humanity, he’d burst with pride.

But then I realize that Dad has been here, and he is bursting with pride.

The funeral brought back memories Sasha had forgotten. She remembered the
great experiences of her younger life. She heard stories of courage and power, and she
began to feel a deep respect and admiration for her father—feelings she had probably
never felt before. She decided right then and there to remember those positive feelings
and memories and forget the cruel and unpleasant ones. She decided at that moment to
forgive her father and to love him in a different and better way.

They took the casket to the burial ground. After the dedication of the gravesite,
and the gun salute, and the folding of the flag, everyone mingled around. Sasha had
determined that she would wait until some of the crowd dispersed before going over to
the casket and saying her final words to her father out loud.

The limousine was waiting and the crowd was not dispersing, so she went over
anyway and stood at the head of the casket. She bent over and placed both hands on it,
then spoke aloud to her father. 

“Dad,” she said, “I forgive you for all of it. I love you. I will now remember only
the good. I love you. Thank you for all you did for me and for being such a good father
when I was young. Now, you go have fun and kick butt, Dad.” They both laughed.

Sasha flew home several days later. She realized that she now had a better
relationship with her father than ever before. It felt good. It felt complete. She had
conversed with him many times between his passing and his funeral, and they had built
a different bond after he explained so much to her. It was good—very good.

SASHA
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Would you like to say something to someone who has passed on? Take a
few minutes right now and go into a quiet room where you can be alone. Silently
call their name. Feel their presence next to you and tell them what you would like
to tell them. They will hear you and be grateful.



                                                                                               

132

30
THE $500,000 MAGICAL GIFT

After returning home, Sasha felt her dad’s presence with her as she was taking a
walk and contemplating her life and her dreams. She heard how proud he was of her and
how he wanted to be directly involved with helping her create her dream. She realized
that she now had two family members working with her— her daughter, Sarah, and her
father, Edwin.

A few days after she left Utah, her brothers and sister met at the family home and
began dividing property without telling her. Her sister took the motor home, one of her
brothers took her father’s large, new diesel pickup truck, and they went through the
other property and divided it up.

Sasha found out about it by accident. Shocked, she called her oldest brother and
discussed the matter with him. He replied that they might be able to find $10,000 to give
her.

After getting off the phone, she thought about the values they had arbitrarily put
on several of the items they had taken. She decided that she should receive $25,000.

The next morning, as she was taking her walk and contemplating her brothers’
and sister’s actions, she felt her father’s presence again. The thought distinctly came to
her from him, “I will get you $30,000, and when I do I want you to give each of your
children $1000 and tell them it is from me”.

Two days later, she again spoke to her oldest brother. He was adamant that she
would not get any more than $15,000.

Sasha gave up on the idea of getting more money, but about a month later she
received exactly $30,000. Her brothers and sister had decided that everyone would get
$15,000 in either property or cash, but then one of her father’s properties was sold and
her share was $15,000. The whole $30,000 was hers, just as her father had promised.

Sasha felt excited and humbled. Her father had kept his promise.

During one of her conversations with her father after his death, she had told him
that he could make amends to her children and herself—while he was in heaven, or
whatever it was called— by using his influence and financial savvy to make her a
multimillionaire and to help her children in their business ventures. She knew that he
could, and would.

Sasha was a number cruncher. When she got down to the nitty-gritty of how much
money she would actually receive from the estate in the near future, she realized it
would be around $150,000.

She had appointed herself the financial secretary for the estate so she could have
some say in the financial decisions. She was the one who kept track of the properties and
which trust they went into, and she was the one who would create the financial plan for
the distribution of the money. She volunteered to do this so she would have some input
and control over the financial decisions—and so she wouldn’t be left out again.
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One day, as she was doing her Moment of Outrageous Mastery™, she again felt her
father’s presence. This time she felt him promising her that she would receive $300,000
in cash—not $150,000.

She felt her father tell her to look for at least $300,000 that would be coming to
her that year. He would make sure she received it.

After hearing that magnificent promise, Sasha looked again at the financial
spreadsheets she had created. No way, she thought. There was just no way it could
happen.

A few months later, she made a trip to Utah to meet with the CPA and estate
attorney, along with her brothers and sister. As they sat there listening to the attorney
speak, he began by saying he had an idea he wanted to share that might be useful to
them. He went to a white board and began demonstrating facts and figures.  No one
commented on it, but it stuck in Sasha’s brain. She wasn’t sure she had understood him
completely—but if she had, it could be incredible.

Several weeks later, as she was home working on the newest spreadsheet and
financial projection, she called the attorney and brought up the subject he had
discussed. She wanted complete clarification. She wanted to know if she understood it
correctly, and if she did, she wanted even more clarification.

The attorney went over it again and confirmed that her understanding was 100
percent correct. With that knowledge, she revised her financial spreadsheets.

When she was finished, she sat back in her chair in shock and amazement. She
had just worked out a way for each of her four brothers, her sister, and herself to receive
$300,000 within a few months.

SASHA
And we did. We each received exactly $300,000 from the sale of Dad’s

apartment complex—and more followed. One of my brothers agreed to invest
some of my money in his real estate holdings, and after all was said and done the
total amount I received from my father’s estate and my brother’s investing was
around $500,000.

Previously, I had been referring to my Soul Friends as my Genius God
Friends, but from this point on I began calling them my Genius God Friends and
Family.

TRULY, ‘thoughts are things,’ and powerful things at that, when they are mixed
with definiteness of purpose, persistence, and a burning desire for their translation into
riches, or other material things. . . Discover how true it is that men really do think and
grow rich.

Napoleon Hill, Think and Grow Rich
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31
YOU ARE NOW MORE POWERFUL THAN YOU WERE BEFORE!

SASHA
And that is my story.

As I look back on my life, I am filled with many emotions. The foremost one
is gratitude. I feel rich because of my experiences and because of my
Xperiments. I feel rich because I now have six amazing children and eight
adorable grandchildren.

Receiving the money from my father’s estate allowed me to work on
Outrageous Mastery™ full time. It has been my dream for a long time to write
this book. I always told my children there would be a movie made about our life.
Even when I was living it, it almost felt unreal at times.

My dream has been to share my world with you, because I want you to
know that you are divine, that you are powerful.

I envision a world where people know they are the creators of their
lives—where conversations are about their creations and their power. I envision
a world where everyone feels empowered.

It is your turn to write your own story. What do you want the rest of your
life to look like? Who do you want in your life? What do you want to create?

I am living proof that we can create the lives we desire.
Is everything perfect in my life? Truthfully, I am not sure what “perfect”

looks like. I guess that if I had everything I desire right now, life would be boring.
I love the adventure of creating, and I am always desiring more. I think we were
made to always desire more—otherwise, we would stagnate.

I believe that everything works out perfectly for me. I have chosen this
statement to be my mantra and my holy word. Believing this truth and actively
stating it causes me to look for the lessons in my life and to see how things really
are perfect after all—how the pattern fits together to create a thrilling fabric.

I am always learning the lessons that are in front of me. That way, I figure
they won’t knock me down and trample me. I don’t like learning the same
lessons in life over again—but once in a while I still do.

Sometimes I wish I were living in a multimillion-dollar mansion with boats
and cars and all the fun things, but I am not fully there yet. And I don’t want to
miss the joy ride of getting there—I want to savor it along the way. I know I will
have everything I desire, and I know you can, too.
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There have been times when I verbally shared my story with someone I
just met, and within days or weeks they created a dream. You know why they
can do that? Because in my early days of studying faith, I realized that faith is
born and nurtured by hearing another’s story or another’s testimony.

You have just read my story. How are you feeling?
Do you feel empowered? Write your feelings down. You now have more

power than you did before. Or maybe it would be more accurate to say that you
are now more aware of your power.

I am no different from you. This was and is my mission and my quest. What
is yours?

I am certain that I am not alone in carrying this message to you. As you
have read, there are powers other than my own that are at work in my life and
yours.

You may want to consider the circumstances (coincidences) that led you
to my story—to me. And you may want to ask yourself why I have come into your
life at this moment in time. What desires or needs has Outrageous Mastery™
helped you recognize?  And what desires and needs have been fulfilled through
reading my story?

How would you like to Xperience outrageous mastery™ in your life?
What kind of power would you like to Xperience in your life?
What are your most outrageous dreams?
Who would you like to be?
Ponder these questions. They will prepare you for Outrageous Mastery™

II: How YOU Can Xperiment with Power and the Outrageous Mastery™
PlayBook. Both books were written to dissect my Xperiments and give you the
blueprint to duplicate them in your own life. You will also learn how to create
your very own Moment of Outrageous Mastery™. You will discover techniques
that enable you to hear the guidance you want and need, and you will learn more
of my story as I share other Xperiences and Xperiments. You will hear the
wisdom I received concerning discouragement and depression, and how they
affect our ability to create.

Outrageous Mastery™ II: How YOU Can Xperiment with Power goes into
detail about how I did what I did. It gives you a clear and simple step-by-step
method to powerfully create your desires and reviews the powerful principles I
learned along the way. The book explains how the principles work and breaks
each Xperiment down, using the simple, step-by-step method I was able to
create.

In Outrageous Mastery™ II I will share with you techniques for blasting
through limitations, fears, and worry, as well as powerful techniques for
creating massive amounts of love almost instantaneously. Then I will share a
couple of techniques I use to get in touch with the highest part of me—the ideal I
seek to be. Along with that process you will learn one that I used for years to
receive answers, profound thoughts, and ideas.
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I will propose how you can have your own Mastermind Group, your own
team of Genius God Friends and Family, your own Partners. I will also go into
how you can effectively pray and clearly hear the answers to your prayers, if
prayer is a part of your life. If it is not, I will share other ways to get answers to
your questions.

We will discuss what it means to be powerful, and why that term is not
offensive and does not need to be.

Then I will describe some daily “miracles,” such as how I found the perfect
home, had a love-date in time for Valentine’s Day, and got out of having points
on my record with my second speeding ticket in a year. I get close parking
spaces when I want them, get one or two extra seats on airplane flights so I am
not crammed in with other travelers, and much more. I will share the simple
steps I use to create these Xperiences.

We will discuss the power of designing a personal belief system and how
powerful it is to get clear on exactly what your beliefs are. I will hypothesize the
possibility of there being an individual path for each of us—possibly a rather
strange one.

In Outrageous Mastery™ PlayBook: Your PlayBook to Power, I will assist
you in creating your own Moment of Outrageous Mastery™. We will get in touch
with your deepest desires, name them, and claim them. And then, we will put
those desires through the step-by step method that will bring them to fruition.

Continue your journey with me in your own copies of Outrageous
Mastery™ II and Outrageous Mastery™ PlayBook, available at
www.SashaX.com.  And tell your family and friends to go to
www.OutrageousMastery.com to learn about Outrageous Mastery™.

I am planning a series of books that will include your stories of powerfully
creating. Keep a journal as you begin your journey, because I want to read
about it. After you have begun creating, send your story to me at SashaX.com. If
selected, I will pay you between $100 and $500 for the opportunity to publish
your story in upcoming Outrageous Mastery™ books. You will also receive a
free, personally autographed copy of the book in which your story appears.

Go to SashaX.com for more details about sharing your personal story.
Also on this website, I will post updates and notices of speaking engagements,
TV appearances, and teleseminars, as well as photos. I have an interactive
forum board, blogs, more testimonials and Xperiments, CDs, opportunities to be
coached, opportunities for you to coach others, updates on Outrageous
Mastery™: The Movie, information on how you can join the Xclusive OM Masters
Club, and much more.

I want your story to inspire millions. I want you to feel that you are an
inspiration to others, because this is who you are.

http://www.outrageousmastery2.com
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Meanwhile, I am grateful that you are reading my story, and I thank you for
sharing my life in this way. Please join me on this path of power and inspire me
with your story. Together we are both more powerful, and together we can
create anything.
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EPILOGUE: WHAT HAPPENED TO MY SIX CHILDREN?  

I thought it might interest to you to know where my six children are today, so I
will give you a short synopsis.

LISA
Lisa is my oldest, which was a responsibility for her since she had five younger

brothers and sisters. They all grew up adoring her, and they still do. She is a vibrant,
beautiful young woman with a wonderful husband and four stunningly gorgeous
children (Ashley, Julietta, Katerina, and Alexander) who live in Sacramento California.
You can see photos of them at SashaX.com.

As a single mother, she began by getting an associate’s degree in respiratory
therapy so she would have a way to bring in money while she continued her education.
She had done an internship at Johns Hopkins Hospital in Baltimore, Maryland—probably
the most prestigious hospital in the world. During her internship she committed to
working there, but it was against their policy to hire new graduates. That didn’t hinder
her at all; she was determined to work at Hopkins.

Lisa began her campaign by incessantly calling the doctor in charge. She then
offered and began working for free. That lasted for a couple of days before he agreed to
see her again, whereupon she literally begged, saying she would study every night and
do whatever was needed. He responded with, “If I don’t hire you, you won’t stop bugging
me, will you?” and she answered, “No.” So he hired her, and she hadn’t even sat for her
national examination yet (which would qualify her as a respiratory therapist).

During her first month at Hopkins, Lisa was terrified and had nightmares every
night. She worked in the ICU and responded to traumas in the ER and codes all around
the hospital. Anytime anyone was dying she was called, and she usually got there and
started procedures before the doctors arrived. Because Hopkins was located in a rough
part of downtown Baltimore, people were dying there every day. Frightening as it was,
she had to “act cool,” and later that year she became known as the “super therapist.”

Hopkins was so impressed with Lisa that they changed their policy and begin
hiring other new graduates, which became their principal source of new employees.

She earned her bachelor’s degree, taking 18 to 20 hours per semester while
working on weekends and raising her daughter, Ashley.

During that time, there was an explosion in the house she was renting one
weekend while she was away. She didn’t have insurance, and everything was either
burned or smoke-damaged, except for a pair of running shoes. She knew that “things”
didn’t matter—she could build those up again—and she realized that nothing “within
her” had been taken. She lived for two months in a motel until she graduated from
school.

Now, Lisa is one last test away from having her pilot’s license and is an almost
full-time mother, working two days a week as a pharmaceutical representative.
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She is an incredible mother and wife, and her children bring the most incredible
love into my life. They are so adorable that I kid her and tell her to put them in
commercials, so we can all retire. Lisa has incredible energy, intensity, and drive for
achievement. Her power is immense, and her home is a home of laughter, fun, and
incredible love.

MICHAEL
Michael is my oldest son and was the most difficult to raise, but it was worth

every minute. In short, he transforms lives in a way that I have only seen one other
person on earth do. He believes that we as human beings are all visionaries by nature,
and has built the Vision Force Academy (www.VisionForce.com) to give us the training
and tools to release our natural vision.

He has programs that people from all over the world fly in to attend, and he
transforms others’ lives in marvelous ways. He is the most honorable man I know, and
his teachings focus on living your life from a place of honor and vision. Michael is the
one I give credit to for helping me rearrange my brain so as to overcome some of the
massive fears that kept me from writing my book. He is also the one responsible for my
letting love back into my life. One day, with tears in his eyes, he said to me, “I just want
my mom back.” I gave Mike life, but I credit him with giving it back to me. He is one
special man.

Michael wrote me a letter on April 5, 1994. Here is some of what it said:

Dear Mom,
Thank you for questioning the Mormon Church when you did. Had you not had

the courage to do so, who knows where I’d be. You made it safe for me to question. You
didn’t have the answers, but you suffered through the pain of not knowing and survived.
Your example gave me the courage to ask questions. You did more than survive, you
succeeded. I watched you persevere against all odds and start your own businesses. You
inspired me. You trusted your own mind, and you believed in yourself. All your life you
were oriented toward growth and perfection. You told me I had a special mission to
perform, and I believed in my potential. You were a dreamer when so many adults were
cynical about dreaming. And now you’ve healed from the wounds you incurred in your
fight for freedom. Mom, you are my hero! How does it feel to be a hero? I love you and
thank you!

Love, Michael

Michael has written so many beautiful things in his life; here is one of them.

Tonight I Fly!
By Michael Ivan Skye
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Stepping out of my cave into darkness
into fierce wind and cold rain,
I face the great unknown
beyond, above, and below,
Gripping the edge of the cliff with my feet,
I close my eyes to envision my flight
Never before have I flown.
My moment of birth?
My moment of death!
When I raise my wings
I’ll be ripped from the rock,
by the Winds of Challenge.
I’ll be hurled into the great unknown.
 . . .

I am a phoenix.
I will not live my life in a cave.
I will not die old without having flown.
I will not wait for death.
For to wait is to die.
And if to fly is to die,
I will die to fly!
Now is the time.
I open my wings
and baring my breast to the torrents of death . . .

I let go.

KATRINA
Katrina is my middle daughter and next oldest. She was quieter than the others,

but I learned while she was in high school that she had a deep and strong spirit. She
graduated from the University of Maryland with two B.S. degrees (marketing and
decision information sciences) and is a certified Bikram yoga instructor. Her proudest
accomplishment is being the mother of Nathan, “the cutest baby ever.” She decided to
have a baby even when there wasn’t a daddy available at the time. Katrina has run
marathons, including the Marine Corps Marathon in Washington, D.C., that she trained
herself for after reading an article in the magazine Runner’s World. She is always alive
with new ideas and adventures to create, as well as taking courses to improve her life
and herself. In her own words, she is involved in “learning ways of becoming more
peaceful, joyful, and a master in just being.” She is a wonderful mother, a peacefully
beautiful soul, and an example to me of quiet knowing. She lives in Austin, Texas as do
her three brothers and one sister. Katrina recently got married, and her story of how she



                                                                                               

141

attracted her mate can be found at www.OutrageousMastery.com.  She is now expecting
baby number two, and her photos are at www. SashaX.com.

DAVID
David is my middle son; he has a deep, warm, loving nature. He is a sensitive and

caring man who is always there for his sisters and brothers, but he is also fun-loving and
playful. Not only is he an incredibly hard worker who is passionately committed to
personal mastery in all areas of his life, but he is always eagerly learning and improving
his business skills. He has his own landscaping business in Austin, Texas. David played
rugby in college, and since then he has been an amateur boxer and has trained in
various martial arts, including Capoeira, Jiu Jitsu, Thai Boxing, Thai Chi, and Kung Fu.
(Personally, I hope he is finished with the boxing. I told him that if anyone got rough
with him, his mom would be in the ring with him.) He has also been a personal trainer in
the martial arts. In his own words, David has “overcome his fears of boxing meets,
women, and selling” and has managed to stay single. “No woman can tie me down,” he
says, “. . . not yet, anyway.” He also has his realtor’s license and practices real estate in
Austin. David loves traveling and experiencing new adventures, new sights, and new
challenges. As with my other children, it is an honor to be his mom.

ALECIA
Alecia is my youngest daughter. She was a talented gymnast, soccer player, and

runner in school. She is now married and the proud mother of two very loving and
outgoing sons, Braedon and Darian, and a new baby girl, Aleah. She self-schools her
children. Alecia has long been the peacekeeper in our family. She is an energetic ball of
fire—always on the go—creating adventures and new learning experiences for her family.
She is extremely family-oriented, and her family is the most important thing to her. She
is also a very headstrong woman with her own vision for her life and how she will raise
her family. Before her sons were born, she started her own business as a massage
therapist. She is very much a self-made woman who is extremely intelligent and intuitive.
Alecia has dreams of starting a community where everyone lives, works, and shares
closely with each other, in line with nature. Her children have been fed an organic diet
since birth. She is always making sure that her unmarried brothers are taken care of and
have plenty of love in their lives.

JONATHAN
Jonathan is my youngest son, and I swear he came out of the womb a salesman.

Everyone who meets him falls in love with him. He is a powerful young man, with
incredible charisma, who could talk you into anything (or maybe it’s just me that gets
talked into anything!). He has had his own businesses since he was seventeen years old.
While in high school, Jonathan walked almost every street in downtown Baltimore selling
newspaper subscriptions. He was offered a job in an insurance and securities company
because of his people skills, even before he was of legal age. He has managed several
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businesses and trained salesmen three times his age. He has just finished writing his first
book, and he personally trains others in social skills. His website is
www.SocialMaster.com.

Jonathan is a special young man who is sensitive and caring. His enthusiasm and
smile are contagious, and he freely gives them to everyone he sees or meets. He even
trains me on my people skills. His passion is teaching others how to talk their way into
getting anything they desire. (Did I say he was good at it?) He is also the director of my
Internet marketing business and has incredible Internet knowledge and skills. His
creativity, insights, copywriting and management skills are amazing.  I feel privileged
and very lucky to have him working with me.

I had two main goals when raising my children. First, I wanted them to feel that
they could do anything they wanted to—that their self-confidence was supreme. Second,
I wanted them to be incredibly close to each other. When I was a young girl, I watched
my younger brother (who was about five or six at the time) get into a fistfight with a
neighbor boy (although I’m not sure they ever connected). The neighbor boy’s sisters
and brothers were cheering him on, and so were my brothers. I thought that was odd
and unfair, and I determined at that moment that my children would always be there for
each other—supporting each other—backing each other up. Even today, my sons and
daughters openly express verbal and physical love for each other. They are always there
for each other, and they adore each other.

Mission accomplished.

Your journey has just begun. If you've made it this far, than I must encourage you to 
continue on your journey to mastery. Outrageous Mastery II and the Playguide will teach 
you step-by-step exactly how I created everything you've just read about. 


 http://www.OutrageousMastery2.com
 
Know this...


You are beautiful!


You are loved!
You are a powerful creator! 

 
You deserve to have everything you desire in life!


 
Allow me to be your guide and show you the proven process that has changed 
thousands of lives from around the world and will change yours as well.



 http://www.OutrageousMastery2.com

http://www.outrageousmastery2.com
http://www.outrageousmastery2.com

