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Thank you for downloading this free sample of the Introduction  
of my book. I hope you will enjoy it and come back for more.   

The rest of the book will be released at a future date.   
Stay tuned for details. 

 
Even though this is a free copy, I created it and it’s mine, 

so I thank you for not distributing it.   
 

However, I do hope (and plead!) that you share it with 
friends and family.  Please direct them to my website 

so they can obtain a copy of their own. 
 

www.brilliantopia.com  
 

Best wishes, and happy reading! 
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INTRODUCTION 

 
 

This is a book about stories.  More specifically, it is a book about the stories that 

we tell ourselves and the meaning we give them – especially those experiences 

that cause us anxiety, pain, or distress.   

 

It has been said that an experience is just an experience and really means nothing 

by itself.  Its significance begins when, with our minds and our emotions, we try 

to make sense of what has happened.  Was it good or bad?  What does it tell me 

about myself?  What does it tell me about the world?  I have found, and what I 

hope to make clear, is that we always tell ourselves truthful stories – at least, 

stories that we believe are truthful.  Indeed, it could not be any other way. 

 

Let’s imagine that an experience takes on a shape in our minds, like the triangle 

in Figure 1, for example.  According to all appearances, it is simply a triangle, 

with no meaning or function.  But the brain doesn’t like things it doesn’t 

understand, so it begins the critical process of finding the meaning.  The 

interpretation will be based on life experience, emotion, or the results (real or 

perceived) of the event – or more likely, a combination of them all.  After looking 

at the evidence and cross-referencing it with established assumptions and beliefs, 

one brain may say, “Hmmm, that looks an awful lot like a wedge or a thorn.  

Wedges are used to divide things, thorns hurt, and both are bad.  This event 

must be bad!”   

 

 

 

 

 

However, another brain may look at the very same event and think, “This is an 

interesting shape, one that I’ve seen in a lot of places.  It certainly could be a 

wedge or a thorn, which wouldn’t be good.  But it if I lay it down on its side, like 

Figure 1 Figure 2 
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Figure 2, it also looks like a springboard that gymnasts use to fly through the air.  

Well, since I have a choice, I say this object is a springboard.  Therefore, the event 

must be good!”  Whatever the brain decides – whether a wedge or a thorn that 

cause pain, or a springboard that launches us to a higher plane – is what the 

event becomes.  The opportunity, then, is to get the interpretations to come out to 

our benefit, rather than to our detriment.  The interpretation can change, with 

something painful becoming powerful in our minds.  The opposite can occur as 

well. 

 

This dialogue takes place almost completely on the subconscious level.  That is 

the brain’s source for (supposedly) reliable information when things get tough 

and anxiety kicks in.  There is a lot of information out there about the 

subconscious part of our mind.  I’m no scientist or psychologist, so I’m not going 

to get into fancy talk about parts of the brain and neurological systems, though it 

is all very interesting and informative.  Instead, here’s how I understand the 

subconscious in plain terms:  Essentially, it is the gathering place of all our 

thoughts and emotions, the storage house for everything that we have ever told 

ourselves that we truly believe.   

 

The subconscious does not make any judgment between what is real and what is 

not, or between what is true and what is false.  It simply doesn’t care.  All it is 

concerned with is what we believe about our experiences and the meaning we 

give them.  It then takes all that input and creates our paradigm, or the way we 

see the world and our place in it.  And all of this is fueled and supported by the 

emotional system.   

 

But I’m getting ahead of myself.  

 

Like I said in the beginning, this is a book about stories, and my story is at the 

heart of it.  I’m not so dull or egocentric as to think that the concepts in this book 

won’t make sense without first hearing the story behind the ideas.  But it is my 

book, and it was my story that inspired it, so I’d like to share a few relevant parts 

with you just the same. 
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* * * * * 

 

There are many significant days in my life.  Some correspond with a public 

milestone or formal event.  Others go unrecognized by the world while 

remaining important to me.  But the whole of my 34+ years of life thus far can all 

be summed up by just two insignificant squares on a calendar nearly thirty years 

apart:  December 1, 1980 and March 9, 2009.  The first is the day my brother died.  

The second is when it finally caught up with me. 

 

Paul’s death was not unexpected.  In the short year of his life, he had suffered 

terribly from a liver disease.  It left him severely jaundiced and in a lot of pain 

most of the time, and there were times when he was in the hospital a lot.   All I 

knew, though, was that he was my brother and my best friend.  I remember him 

as being a lot of fun to play with, in spite of his trials, and my mom says that he 

was always as happy as he felt good enough to be.  Since I was only two years 

old, I didn’t really understand what was going on – only that Paul was sick and 

that I got to spend a lot of time with my great-grandparents – but I remember 

him remarkably well for being so young.  I recall some very happy times playing 

with him at a park and in our bedroom that we shared.  I also remember very 

clearly taking a bath with him once, seeing some floating stuff and yelling, 

“Mom!  Paul pooped in the tub again!”  And we laughed together – a lot. 

 

But then he was gone.  The day didn’t seem different from any other, except that 

my grandmothers were there at our house.  I was playing with my new presents 

from my birthday two days earlier and Paul was in my parents’ room sleeping.  

My next memory is in our living room, with Nana, Grandma and Mom all 

standing a few feet from the door with their hands over their mouths.  Dad was 

near the door, and in the doorway were two men in suits.  One of them was 

carrying my brother. 

 

Curious, and perhaps a bit alarmed, I stopped bouncing around long enough to 

ask, “Where are they taking Paul?”  The last thing I remember is seeing those 

three saintly women turn to me quickly, their faces filled with emotion, and a 

feeling of panic in my chest.   
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That experience, sad as it was, is just an event, the early death of a sickly child.  

In the history of the world, it is not unique, significant, or newsworthy.  But it 

meant something to me and to my family, and the stories began to form in my 

subconscious even before he was completely gone from us.  Being only a small 

child, I do not recall the conversations that went on around me, but impressions 

of the feelings expressed took hold as the adults in my life tried to cope with 

their sorrow:  

 

• “Paul must have been too good for this earth.”   

• “God must have needed him in heaven.”   

• “He had suffered and grown enough, so God took him home.”   

• “We have someone perfect waiting for us.” 

 

These are all wonderful expressions of faith, and for an adult I believe these 

thoughts would be extremely comforting.  But as a child, they had the opposite 

effect. Not by any fault of my loved-ones, but because a child does not know how 

to grieve, here’s what I came to believe instead:   

 

• “Paul was too good to stay, so he left; I was too bad to go, so I had to stay.”   

• “God must not need me.”   

• “I’ll never be as good as Paul.”   

• “I’m supposed to be perfect, but I’m not even close.” 

 

Now, none of these thoughts crystallized in my three year-old mind, but they did 

begin to take hold in my subconscious.  Before I even knew what a brain was, 

mine began to develop and store limiting, destructive beliefs.  And I had no idea 

whatsoever.  Sure, I knew that I missed Paul, and I even remember thinking 

some of these thoughts as a kid.  But the problem is that I didn’t recognize them 

as incorrect or limiting – I simply accepted them as true.  And it affected my life 

every single day thereafter.   

 

Looking back, I can see how many times I didn’t try my hardest, take a chance, 

go out and have fun with friends, or strive to reach my potential, and I can trace 
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it all back to those beliefs I began developing two days after I turned three.  “I’m 

already a lost cause, so why try?” the faulty thinking goes. 

 

In my late twenties, I was in a counseling session together with my wife.  The 

therapist, who already had some knowledge of my family, asked me about Paul 

out of the blue.  My initial response was, “I remember the day he died, when the 

morticians took him away.”  Suddenly, inexplicably, tears began welling up in 

my eyes.  I noticed that both my wife and the counselor were getting teary-eyed 

as well.  And for the first time, I actually began to feel grief for Paul’s death. Over 

the next few months, I finally went through the grieving process, unlocking tears 

that had been stored up for over 25 years.  There were a lot of them!  I became 

more aware of my feelings as I opened up my heart to examine and care for the 

oldest of my old wounds. 

 

While I began to feel somewhat better, I also learned that opening up the injuries 

of the past is the beginning of a long and painful journey, not the end.  My path 

led me through the torments of depression and despair and, but then lifted me 

up to a brand new life.  All on the same day. 

 

March 9, 2009 is a day I would love to forget, but at the same time, I hope I never 

do.  It was my moment of greatest darkness and deepest despair.  Never before 

had I felt so much fear, nor have I since.  I had no idea what the world would 

look like in the morning, or if I’d even make it that far.  If this wasn’t the bottom, 

it had to be close; any further and I probably wouldn’t have survived.  I was that 

low, and completely unreachable – almost.   

 

* * * * * 

 

The rest of this story is carefully woven throughout the book.  Before each 

chapter I have placed a portion of my experience that night, with the chapters 

diving into the principles and practices I found as a result.   

 

I do not pretend that this book will solve all problems and heal all wounds – for 

you or for me.  But I can tell you this: what you will find on the following pages 
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has done more to help me heal old wounds, overcome incorrect beliefs, and latch 

onto my calling in life than any technique or philosophy I had tried before.  Ever.  

It’s called Hidden Gifts Theory, and it has changed my world.   

 

Remember all those limiting beliefs from my brother’s death?  Gone.  Or if not 

gone, at least I can tell the difference and see that they are going away.  The 

process of seeking out my hidden gifts has taken me places I never would have 

gone before, and as a result, I now see more fully who I am and what I am 

capable of – and it has given me the courage to go after it.  I know it can help 

you, too.   

 

This is not as a replacement of all the other brilliant ideas, but rather what can be 

the first foundational step in your path to discovering and embracing the real 

you, and succeeding beyond your wildest dreams. 

 

Thank you for taking this journey with me, a journey to find our hidden gifts, 

uncover our true selves, and live a truly awesome life, in every sense of the 

word.  To aid you along your way, each chapter contains exercises designed to 

help you put Hidden Gifts Theory into practice.  As an added benefit, you can 

download and print the PDF of the Hidden Brilliance Workbook at 

www.workbook.brilliantopia.com.  

 

Now, without further ado, let’s get started. 
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 I  don’t know how long I’ve been sitt ing here.  It’s been dark outside as 
long as I  can remember.  All  I  know is that I  cannot move from this chair.   I  
must not move from this chair!  
 It’s March 9th, 2009.  Nice outside today, but stormy in here.  Sti l l  in 
my work clothes, the same as any other day: gray slacks, a blue button-
up dress shirt,  black shoes and black belt.   Blue is a good color for 
sales, and I  always coordinate the shoes and belt.   Appearances matter.   
 Sitting at my desk.  The beautiful cherry-wood desk and return was 
given to my grandmother by my dad, then she gave it  to me because I  
asked.  It  looks solid and elegant, even now, cluttered with papers, a 
computer and books.  You can’t hide quality. 
 But you can fake it.   For a while at least.   
 Is that what I’m doing?  Just pretending?  Deluding myself into 
believing that I  can actually succeed?  Fooling others that I  am capable 
and competent?  If  only I  were more consistent.  More pure.  More whole. 
 Truth. Now that’s something you can’t hide. At least not forever. 
 It  is truth that keeps me in my chair now.  It’s a comfortable office 
chair - I  made certain of that when I  bought it  at the consignment store.  
It  was a good deal and had just come onto the floor, so I  got it.   They 
lady said it  probably should have been priced higher, which puzzled me.  
Right place, r ight t ime, I  guess.  But why do I  sti l l  feel bad about it? 
 I ’m recl ined back, r ight elbow on the arm rest, chin in palm, feet off 
the ground.  Yes, it’s better that my feet don’t touch the ground right 
now.  Truth hurts, and this t ime I  don’t know if I  can stop myself.   Too 
much anger.  Too much rage.  Too.  Much.  Pain. 
 My dream keeps call ing me, taunting me, daring me to try.  I  want to 
answer – the yearning is so strong, so deep.  But who am I  kidding?  I  
can’t do it.   It’s not safe.  And I  couldn’t handle it  anyway.  I ’m broken. 
 Besides, it’s easier to let the dreams stay in “someday” and hope that 
today can make someday a reality...someday.  At least then you sti l l  have 
hope.  A dream can’t die – l ike Dad’s – if it’s never really born.  It’s safer 
that way.   
 But we’re not safe now.  Not safe at al l .   I  must not move from this 
chair!   I  feel so afraid...  
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CHAPTER 1:   

THE CALL TO CREATE 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

(Follow My Blog for the All the Juicy Details!) 
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