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“The most powerful spiritual healer, fixer, teacher on the planet.” —Oprah WinfreyWhat is the
lesson in abuse, neglect, abandonment, rejection? What is the lesson when you lose someone
you really love? Just what are the lessons of life's hard times?Bestselling author Iyanla Vanzant
has had an amazing and difficult life—one of great challenges that unmasked her wonderful gifts
and led to wisdom gained. In this simple book, she uses her own personal experiences to show
how life's hardships can be re-languaged and revisioned to become lessons that teach us as we
grow, heal, and learn to love. The pain of the past does not have to be today's reality. Iyanla
Vanzant is an example of how yesterday's tears become the seeds of today's hope, renewal,
and strength.



Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.Get a FREE ebook when you join our
mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from
Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.Already a subscriber?
Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to
read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.This book is dedicated to Ms.
Oprah Winfrey, for your “holy boldness” and willingness to demonstrate to the world how to heal
in public without losing God’s grace or your own dignity; and to my children, Damon Keith,
Gemmia Lynnette, and Nisa Camille for all the yesterdays you cried when I didn’t have enough
compassion for myself, or the strength required to wipe your tears; and in loving memory of
Sarah Jefferson, my mother, Lynnette May Brown-Harris, my “Mommy” and best friend, Nancy
McCullum, my aunt, Ruth Carlos, my first real sister.PrefaceDear Iya:Yesterday, I Cried will be a
blessing to the world as you have been a blessing to me. I remember when I first heard your
voice on tape (the National Black Wholistic Health Retreat tape). I could not sit down. I started
pacing. Was this because of the truth you were sharing? I thought so then, and as the years
have passed, I know that it really was because I was hearing a member of my “soul’s”
family.When I met you in the flesh, I could see your apprehension, and your love. I remember
how much you gave of yourself. Iya, you were so available to the women who were present. I felt
very protective of you, then and now. I did not want people to use you up, or burn you out. I also
remember how unconcerned you were about the money. It wasn’t because you were financially
set, either. You set the basket of money in the sun, telling me it would grow, and the very next
day, one of the women we were working with gave you a large sum of money.I remember all of
the little notes to yourself (on the walls, in the bathroom, near your bed) in your house on Pine
Street. I remember how thirsty you were for truth and the “clarity” of truth. I remember all of our
conversations, processing, laughing, cussing, crying, and laughing some more. I find it
absolutely incredible how you have moved through some very serious and heavy stuff with a
sense of humor. Your humor is a gift!I want to say some things to you that you perhaps do not
realize about yourself. You have really, really paid your dues. People don’t know the risks you
took to be where you are, the “stable” jobs you said no to so that you could remain free enough
to walk on nothing, absolutely nothing, but faith. You put your trust in the process. I have been a
witness to your “acts of faith.” You are more focused than you realize. People don’t know how you
opened your home to everyone and anyone, and how you gave of yourself so unselfishly. People
don’t know about the health challenges that presented themselves, or how you said no to them,
aligned yourself for healing, and found it. People don’t know the toll and the price you have paid,
traveling with the “word” in your belly.What I have loved about you is your honesty, even about
your dishonesty. I love that you have the tenacity to operate effectively in the world. I have
enjoyed the process of watching you grow and heal yourself and others. I am so very proud of
you. I feel that I am a part of the process and of you. When they speak of you, I feel they’re
talking about me too! You have been a sister to me, a friend, a teacher, a student, and my baby. I
really believe I came into your life to love you unconditionally.When you became famous, I really



missed our time—you eating coffee ice cream and me subs. But you stayed connected, and I
adjusted. I was happy with you, and for you, for the way Spirit was using you. Yet I felt the loss.
This was all a part of the process. Your process. My process. Our process. I have watched you
reframe your history. I have watched you take leaps. I have watched you, and it has been a joy.
I’m loving you, Iya.Shaheerah (Reverend Linda Stephens)Detroit, MIIntroductionI AM NOT THE
TYPE OF FATHER FIGURE that showed up when things started going well—when the child did
or became something, someone a parent could be proud of. It has been my duty and honor to
be a constant in Iyanla’s life. Ours is a relationship born in our souls, many centuries ago. It is a
relationship that I have not always understood but always respected. Today, I realize that trying
to define and describe my relationship with Iyanla would be something akin to a television
miniseries. She is, as I am sure you, her readers, know, a mouthful.When I met her, at the age of
twelve, she was a handful. Some called her rambunctious and loose. I called her talented,
creative, but unguided and powerful. She was my younger sister’s best friend and became a part
of my family. At the time, I was her “older brother.” My task was to guide and protect her. I did so
with such fervor that my own sister became jealous. She did not realize or understand, as I did,
that Iyanla was my “child” born to others, but destined to be a part of my life forever.As a young
woman, Iyanla was politically and culturally active and aware. She was a dancer and an
organizer. She and my sister started a dance group, which I managed between the hectic duties
of my own life. In the early 1960s, African culture had not yet become fashionable. It was new,
something that was questioned and scrutinized. Yet it was a part of Iyanla’s soul. When she
moved to the drumbeat, she was amazing, and I was amazed. How did this young woman, born
and raised in the United States, have such a feeling for the culture of her ancestors? Iyanla did
the research and the study required to embrace and understand what being a young African
woman really meant. It was more than just an interest to her. It was an identity, something she
needed. I supported her in her study, and in the process, I too learned.When most high school
girls were chasing boys, Iyanla was on the picket line. As a student leader, she ran the risk of
being thrown out of high school, and she challenged the authorities. The curriculum did not meet
the needs of the students. There were no African studies. The teachers, who had been engaged
in a long strike, were demanding that the students attend school for additional hours to make up
for the time they had lost. Adults who watched from the sidelines seemed not to know what to do.
They talked but took no action. I was not surprised to discover that Iyanla was on the committee
of students that was making certain demands of the school system. I knew she was a leader. I
knew she had the gift of gab. I was, however, quite surprised when my sister called to say that
Iyanla was in jail as a result of a student protest.In the midst of it all, there were problems at
home. Problems Iyanla rarely spoke about, but problems she wore in her eyes. My role in her life
changed. She needed a father, and I was willing to fill the need. When she told me she was
pregnant, I was, like any father, disappointed. I was concerned. This was a young girl who had
rarely been cared for—in fact never, as far as I could see. Now, she was faced with having to
provide care for another human being. I watched her dance her way through a pregnancy. I



watched her plan and prepare for a baby. She never spoke to me about her fears or her pain,
and I never raised the issue. When the baby was born, I realized it meant that I now had a son to
raise.I think it was her fire that sustained Iyanla. She has always been ablaze. There was so
much she wanted to know and do, and she was willing to work for it. It was that fire that enabled
her to complete high school. It was that fire that kept her alive through dismal relationships. It
was that fire that kept her eyes bright and her heart open as she lived through one abusive
situation after another. It was Iyanla’s spiritual fire that brought us to a point where there was little
I could do for her or say to her. I had to let her go. She had to walk a path that most fathers pray
their daughters will avoid. I had to pray Iyanla would survive.When I saw her again, she had
three children, two exes, and a college degree. When she announced to me that she going to
law school, I almost had a heart attack! “How,” I wondered, “is she going to do that with three
children and no help?” But Iyanla had help, the help of invisible beings who walk by her side. She
had always had my prayers and my love. She was earning my respect. I realized that Iyanla was
now a grown woman, and once again, my role in her life had changed. I was a mentor and a
friend. I was the one person she knew believed in her, stood by her, supported and loved her. I
had always “been there and done that.” I was not about to stop. Before I could figure out what to
tell her, she had a law degree and was off in another direction in her life.I have never once told
the woman you call Iyanla what to do or what not to do. I have always helped her question and
explore why she was doing a particular thing, in a particular way. She has always taken my
words in, understanding them at a level well beyond her years. To say she is an old soul would
be an understatement. She is an eternal soul, filled with a light that many seek, some try to buy,
and few ever realize. I have done my best to guide and protect her. It has not always been easy.
Iyanla has been her own greatest challenge. She has a strong mind and an even stronger will.
Iyanla has to try something before she will be willing to give it up, and even then, she will want to
know how or why it didn’t work. It is the questioning and her willingness to try that gives her the
fire. It is the fire most people see, do not understand, and cannot contend with. It is the fire that
has kept her alive.I have never known this woman to do a mean or malicious thing. She has
made mistakes. She has made poor choices. Yet, I know she has done everything to the best of
her ability in order to stay alive. The aliveness she sought was not in the physical world. It was a
spiritual aliveness. She has endured life circumstances others cannot imagine and things the
impact of which others cannot understand. Through it all, she has been available to help others
and share whatever she has had. It is this about Iyanla that has endeared her to so many. I am
among them.Many have not understood Iyanla. They have questioned her motives, her authority,
and her wisdom. This is because for most of her life she did not understand herself. Others have
been quite openly demonstrative of their disdain or dislike of her. Rather than crushing her, it
sent her on a soul search. Quite frankly, I believe it has been the work of her greatest adversaries
that has fostered her greatest growth. As her friend, I am excited by and supportive of what she
is doing and all that I know she will do. As her mentor, I am proud of her accomplishments,
knowing that something I had to offer has been useful in her life. As her father figure, I am



humble and grateful that such a human being is a part of my life. The love we share goes beyond
words or comprehension. It is, as she has told me, the love of God, alive on the planet.And So It
Is!Awo Osun Kunle ErindeleYesterday, I CriedYesterday, I cried.I came home, went straight to my
room, sat on the edge of my bed,kicked off my shoes, unhooked my bra,and I had myself a good
cry.I’m telling you,I cried until my nose was running all over the silk blouse I got on sale.I cried
until my ears were hot.I cried until my head was hurting so badthat I could hardly see the pile of
soiled tissues lying onthe floor at my feet.I want you to understand,I had myself a really good cry
yesterday.Yesterday, I cried,for all the days that I was too busy, or too tired, or too madto cry.I
cried for all the days, and all the ways,and all the times I had dishonored, disrespected, and
disconnected my Self from myself,only to have it reflected back to me in the ways others did to
methe same things I had already done to myself.I cried for all the things I had given, only to have
them stolen;for all the things I had asked for that had yet to show up;for all the things I had
accomplished, only to give them away, to people in circumstances,which left me feeling empty,
and battered and plain old used.I cried because there really does come a time when the only
thing left for you to do is cry.Yesterday, I cried.I cried because little boys get left by their
daddies;and little girls get forgotten by their mommies;and daddies don’t know what to do, so
they leave;and mommies get left, so they get mad.I cried because I had a little boy, and because
I was a little girl, andbecause I was a mommy who didn’t know what to do, andbecause I wanted
my daddy to be there for me so badly until I ached.Yesterday, I cried.I cried because I hurt. I
cried because I was hurt.I cried because hurt has no place to goexcept deeper into the pain that
caused it in the first place, and when it gets there, the hurt wakes you up.I cried because it was
too late. I cried because it was time.I cried because my soul knew that I didn’t knowthat my soul
knew everything I needed to know.I cried a soulful cry yesterday, and it felt so good.It felt so very,
very bad.In the midst of my crying, I felt my freedom coming,BecauseYesterday, I criedwith an
agenda.The BeginningIT WAS HAPPENING. I had seen myself on television before, but not like
this. I had never been on a mainstream national television show until now. This was special. This
was big! This was the culmination of sixteen years of hard work, of three years of waiting for a
producer to get back to me, and an entire day of filming. The results: one twelve-minute segment
about my life and my work on CBS Sunday Morning. It felt great! Definitely something to
celebrate. Instead of throwing a party, I felt awful, dishonest, like a fraud. I guess that’s why I
began to cry as the music began, heralding the start of the program. These tears were quite
different from the tears I cried the day the segment was filmed.Throughout our many
experiences of life, we cry different kinds of tears. What we are probably not aware of is that
each type of tear emanates from a specific place in the body, and that each type has certain
distinct characteristics. We may realize that shedding tears at certain times will have a particular
effect upon us and those around us. What we are probably less conscious of is that each tear,
regardless of its origin, or its effects, contains a seed of healing.Angry tears spill forth from the
outside corner of the eye, making them easier to wipe away as they come at unexpected
moments and inappropriate times. They originate in the ego—the part of our being that presents



to the world who we think we are. Angry tears create heat and stiffness in the body, because
when we are angry, we usually don’t know how to express what we feel. We definitely don’t want
anyone to know when we are angry, because anger is not acceptable or polite. Rather than
display anger, we hold back, and the tears rage forth, shattering our self-image. More important,
angry tears reveal to those around us our vulnerabilities. This, we believe, is not a wise thing to
do.I cried angry tears the day the CBS film crew came to my home. I had just moved into a new
house. I had very little furniture to fill the empty spaces in my large home. The garage was full of
boxes, one of which contained the outfit I had planned to wear. It was an unmarked box that I
could not find. I was also angry because my new mother-in-law was on her way to our home, and
I had no place for her to sleep. What would she think of me? I thought I was angry because I had
waited so many years for the segment to be filmed, and now that it was happening, I didn’t feel
ready. I realized that I was angry because I didn’t have the courage to tell the segment producer
or my manager that I wasn’t ready to film the show. I wasn’t ready because I didn’t feel worthy. I
cried because one of my favorite news correspondents was coming to my empty home, two
days before Thanksgiving, and I couldn’t locate four plates that matched. What would he think of
me? I was angry because I felt so vulnerable, so exposed, and so inadequate. I was angry
because I felt so powerless, and that made me sad.Sad tears spill forth from the inside corner of
the eye, finding their way across our nose, cheeks, and lips. For some reason we always lick sad
tears. We know that they are salty, and the things that bring them forth are usually the bitter
experiences in life. Sad tears come from the heart. They usually bring a bending of the shoulders
and a drooping of the head.When you are about to be interviewed for a national television
program, you must hold your head up. And you must wear mascara. It is hard to put your
mascara on when you are drooping and crying. I had found something to wear. It wasn’t what I
wanted to wear, but it would do. So now I was crying because of the incredible experience of
sadness that I felt in my heart. I had worked long and hard to get to this day, this twelve minutes
on CBS. There had been many hard times and many hard lessons. Weathering it all, my work
had moved forward. My life had certainly moved ahead. In my heart, I knew that moving ahead
would mean leaving certain things, and certain people, behind. I knew that this level of exposure
would mean advancing to another level. It was no one’s fault. It was simply about time. Life has a
way of doing that to you and for you. Life will propel you into situations where the things that
once worked, no longer work. Time passing, carrying things or people out of our lives as it brings
new things and people into our lives, makes us sad. And it always makes us cry. I also knew that
once the segment of Sunday Morning aired, if I had not made certain decisions, they would be
made for me. That was frightening.Frightened tears take up the entire eye, clouding our vision,
as fear will do. When we are frightened, we cannot see or think. Frightened tears are usually big
tears that well up in the eye. They spill over the whole face. Frightened tears come from the soles
of the feet. They shoot through the body and create trembling or shaking.I was scared to death
that I would be found out. People would find out that I was frightened, angry, and sad. When you
arrive at a certain station in life, people do not expect that you experience certain emotions.



People believe you are above “all that,” and they tell you so. That is simply not true. All teachers
must learn. All healers must be healed, and your teaching, healing work does not stop while your
learning, healing process continues. In fact, healing in public is an awesome task that requires
you to lovingly point out the defects of others while you are healing your own.I had no idea what I
would be asked during the interview. This was, after all, the award-winning CBS Sunday
Morning. They could ask me anything about anything, and I would be obliged to respond. What if
I was asked about something that I had not yet healed? Suppose I couldn’t get my mouth open
to respond? What would people think if I were asked a question on national television about the
little challenge I was now facing in my own life? And what if I got angry or frightened with millions
of people watching me? Would they know? How would I live with that? What would people think
about me? I didn’t have time to figure any of it out. I had to get dressed. I had to be
interviewed.Then there are shame-filled tears, which fall when we are alone with our thoughts
and feelings. Shame-filled tears come when we’re judging ourselves, criticizing ourselves, or
beating up on ourselves for something purely human that we have done yet can’t explain to
ourselves or to others. Shame-filled tears come from the pit of the stomach and usually cause us
to bend over—not in pain, but in anguish.There I stood, about to experience something that
many people in my position would sell their two front teeth to experience, and I didn’t feel ready
or worthy. There I stood, about to realize a dream come true, and I was so ashamed of myself I
couldn’t get dressed. I was afraid, ashamed, and furious with myself that I had not yet mustered
up the strength to confront a personal challenge. It had nothing to do with money. It was not
about a relationship. Thank goodness, those two areas of my life are finally in order. This was
about me. Me, the big-time, bestselling author. I was ashamed that I had come so far only to get
stuck on something so small, so trivial. But was it trivial? You cannot trivialize the need to do, for
your own well-being, something that you know will upset someone you care about. It is not easy
or trivial to say to someone, I love you, but I must leave you. It is no small feat to try to wipe
running mascara from your cheeks after you have put on your foundation and powder. Talk about
PMS! The Poor-Me-Syndrome was making it impossible for me to get my face together, and the
film crew had just entered my half-empty house.Combination tears are the worst tears of all.
They are filled with anger and sadness, with fear and shame. They have a devastating effect on
the body, bringing the stiffness of anger, the drooping of sadness, the trembling of fear, and the
bending of shame. They make you cold when you are hot. They make you tremble when you are
trying to keep still. Most of all, they make you nauseated.Suppose I threw up in the middle of the
interview? Oh great! My imagination had taken a turn for the worse. I was standing in front of the
mirror, terrorizing myself. Feeling unworthy. Feeling afraid, and being mad at myself for all that I
was feeling. I would have slapped myself, but that would have made my eyes run again. Instead,
my angel showed up at the bathroom door. My husband, Adeyemi, had come to tell me that the
film crew was waiting for me. As soon as he saw the redness in my eyes, he stretched his long
arms out toward me so that I could fall into them. I did. And I cried all over his clean white
shirt.“Come on, now. Don’t be nervous. This is no different from anything else you’ve done. You



can do this with your eyes closed.” Closed, yes. Smeared with mascara, no. I would have to start
all over again. That is exactly how I felt about my life. It seemed to me that, on what should have
been one of the happiest days I had ever known, I kept arriving at the place where I would have
to start all over, and it pissed me off!The interview went smoothly. I did not shed a single tear.
Terrence Wood, the CBS correspondent and interviewer, along with the camera-person and the
producer, commented on my home. It was, they said, beautiful and peaceful. No one believed
we had just moved in. No one seemed to notice, or care, that we did not have what I thought was
the appropriate amount of furniture, in the appropriate rooms. Why do we subject ourselves to
the hysteria of expecting the worst? I guess it is part of our nature as human beings. I also
believe it is the natural outgrowth of postponing the inevitable. You can put off what you need to
do, but the longer you put it off, the more hysteria and conflict you will experience. The more
tears you will shed. The more anger, sadness, and fear you will create in your own mind. I had
something unpleasant to do that I had resisted doing. I had put it off long enough. Now it, and I,
were about to show up on national television. I knew that the moment the show was over, I would
have to go upstairs and cry in my favorite place. The Jacuzzi.Of all things to master, why did I
have to pick tears? I’ve learned about tears and through tears. I haven’t figured out whether it’s a
blessing or a curse that I can assess the tearful experience of a person. With a breath, I can feel
in my own body what the person is going through. I can process others through their tears, with
words and thoughts and images. I had come to the place and point in my life where I now had to
do the same for myself. I had to get beyond my own tears to the core of the issue. I knew it was
my core issue, my subconscious pattern, that was making it so difficult for me to fire my
manager.After all I had experienced and learned, I had to revisit my own past, which was filled
with bitter tears, in order to move into the future. I would have to live through the present,
knowing that millions of people would be watching me on television, people who did not know
that I could not find the strength to do for myself what I felt I needed to do. It was this feeling that
made me feel like a fraud. A fraud about to be found out.The show had begun with the segment
featuring me. Charles Osgood, the host of Sunday Morning, was talking about me. He was telling
the world about all the books I had written and how many had been sold. He was revealing to the
world how I had propelled myself from poverty in the projects in Brooklyn, New York, onto the
stage of the world-famous Apollo Theatre. My husband squeezed my hand. My children beamed
with pride. The dog was chewing on the leg of the sofa. It could have been a time of joyous
celebration. Instead, I was trying to discern which type of tears were about to spill forth from my
eyes and across my face, realizing that, whatever the type, everyone in the room would
misinterpret their meaning. Everyone, that is, except me.How much pain and shame and fear
and anger can one body stand? That’s a good question, I thought. How much pain can one body
stand? I, like many people, have stood years and years, countless years of pain. We have held
on to our mother’s pain, and the pain of our fathers, not knowing what it was or how to get rid of
it. We have held on to our children’s pain, our lovers’ pain, and most of all—on to the pain of
those who stand closest to us. Sometimes we’re able to cry through the pain. Sometimes we



stomp through the pain. Sometimes we move through the pain in fear and in anger, without the
strength to cry. When we do find our strength again, we move on to the next thing without taking
a moment to breathe or celebrate.It is the tears that have got us through the darkest days and
the hardest times. Many of us have been able to float on our tears to a new and better
understanding of ourselves and the things we have experienced in life. Through our tears, we
get in touch with those experiences that we have forgotten, hidden, or buried away in the pit of
our souls. So one Sunday morning, I sat crying because my soul and my life were being shown
on television, and I, the “guru” of faith and hope, wasn’t sure it was a true picture.The unshed
tears of our many experiences color and cloud our thoughts. As we try to move forward without
allowing the tears to flow freely, we find ourselves repeatedly in similar experiences. I was sitting
in that place, a familiar place. A frightening, sad, and angry place. I was trying to suppress the
tears of the things I had said and had not said. Tears of things I had done and now needed to
undo. Unshed tears get caught in our throats, making it hard for us to speak our truth and
honestly express who we are as we move through life. My life was moving, and if I did not find
the courage and strength to speak, I knew I would choke out any possibility of the new life about
to be born through me.I’ve cried many tears for myself and, in the work I do, for other people.
What I’ve discovered is that most tears come from our inability to tell our story. One of my
teachers once told me, “Tell your story. Your story will heal you, and it will heal someone else.”
My story is full of tears: sad tears, shame-filled tears, angry tears, and of late, tears of joy.
Watching myself on television, I realized that my story and my tears were not uncommon. Being
a bestselling author does not make me uncommon or different. I am still human. I still cry when I
am faced with the uncomfortable or the unpleasant. I still cry when I think about the sad parts of
my story. I cry when I am angry or ashamed.Sitting in my own home, surrounded by a loving
husband and family, was reason enough to celebrate, and still I needed to cry. I wasn’t crying
because I had been able to move through my experiences, telling my story in a way that
supports and facilitates the healing of other people. I was crying because I had ignored the need
to celebrate that fact. Yesterday, I cried because the story was so tragic, so devastating and
painful, that all I could do was cry. On this Sunday morning, I was crying because I realized that I
still had work to do. Even though I had “made it,” I still had healing work to do.I’ve discovered the
need not only to tell our story, but also to cry at the appropriate episodes. There are the times
when we were unable to cry, unable to speak, unable to express ourselves, unable to lift
ourselves up. In those times, we need someone else to cry for us. Crying for others and myself
has led me to the belief that certain aspects of my story must be told. If I am truly to heal myself
and help others in the process, I must tell the parts I am uncomfortable about telling. Not
because my story is different or unique, but because I have been blessed to be able to cry
myself through to a day and a time when joyful tears spring forth from my heart and allow me to
stand straight. Joyful tears move up the spine and across the brain and bring you to a new
perspective and a new understanding that the sad tears were necessary, that each tear was a
prayer, that tomorrow will be better than today. Joyful tears free you up to celebrate your Self,



your healing, and your progressive process.My story is not so much a story of the things that I
have been through and done, but the things that I have grown through, the things that I have
learned, the things that I now understand. My story is what some would call “a triumph of spirit.”
Others would call it “a victory of goodness over evil.” I just call it a story, and I tell it because I
have learned that the telling helps me continue healing. Telling my story gives me something to
celebrate.I don’t know who or what I would be if I had not cried through the many experiences of
my life. I know today that it is a life of peace, a life of joy, and a life of healing. What I find most
amazing is the number of people who have not yet been able to tell their story. These are the
same people who do not realize that they have victories that have gone uncelebrated. I have
found, though, that as I tell my story, there are places and pieces that other people can tap into
so that they may somehow find the courage to revisit their own experiences, bring forth the tears,
and grow into their greatness. Life is about so much more than moving from incident to incident,
issue to issue. When we take this path, we find ourselves crying without hope.That is what I
experienced one Sunday morning. I had forgotten to celebrate my strength and my victories. I
thought that would be selfish. I had forgotten to embrace myself or pat myself on the back. I had
been told that it would be egotistical. I had never thanked my Self for all that I had gotten me
through. And now others would be celebrating my victories, and I did not feel worthy or
deserving of such praise. I know there are far too many people suffering alone from experiences
that are common to us all. Experiences that we have come through with flying colors but are
ashamed to talk about and afraid to celebrate. After all, what would people think should we be
caught smiling in our own mirror?And that is all I have been able to do. I’ve done it in workshops;
I’ve done it in lectures and in my books. I have been able to share with others a process that
allows them to cry, and then celebrate. Unfortunately, I became so busy sharing, I forgot to cry
and celebrate for myself. I had given everyone credit but me. I had thanked everyone but me. I
felt obliged and indebted to everyone but me. One Sunday morning, I decided that the time had
come for me to figure out where I had learned how to do that, and why I continued doing it when
I no longer wanted to.I cried yesterday. I cried when I was a child. I cried when I was a teenager. I
cried when I was a young woman. And it is the fear, the shame, and the pain of those tears that
have allowed me to stand up today, to tell my story and to celebrate my healing. This book is not
just my story, it is our story. It is the story of the common things that we experience that we have
not learned to express. It is the story of the things that keep us crippled because we hold them
down in fear, in anger, and in shame. My prayer is that my story will help people throw away their
crutches of dysfunction and addiction so that we can all stand together in a new time, in a new
place, with a new understanding that enables us to celebrate the fact that we are still alive.When
Grandma said that God never gives you more than you can bear, she was saying that all the
tears you need to grow, all the tears you need to cleanse, all the tears you need to share are
available. Do the crying. Do the healing. And do the growing so that you can be all and celebrate
all that God created you to be. That’s what this story is about, and that’s why this book had to be
written.Even as I write, I cry. I cry when I think about what people will say about me, what people



will think of me. But because my tears now flow freely, with understanding, I am willing to take
the chance. I know that I cannot lose. If this book, this story, these tears can help somebody,
then I know that all I have lived through has not been in vain. I pray that as you read this book
you will find the courage to cry and the understanding of why you’re crying. I pray that you find
the lessons beneath the tears, and the ability to love yourself no matter what, and in spite of it all.
I pray that tomorrow your tears will wash away the fear or shame or sadness that has prevented
you from telling your story.Yesterday, I cried for the woman that I wanted to be. Today, I cry in
celebration of her birth. Yesterday, I cried for the little girl in me who was not loved or wanted.
Today, I cry as she dances around my heart in celebration of herself. I pray that your yesterday
tears will be wiped, that you will find the courage to celebrate yourself and the lessons you have
lived through, grown through, and learned through. The lessons that have brought you to a
deeper realization of yourself, of the child within you, and of the constant mercy and grace of
God. Now, let’s have a party and enjoy!CHAPTER ONEWhat’s the Lesson When You Think You
Figured Out the Lesson, and You Really Haven’t?Pain is a wrong perspective. When it is
experienced in any form, it is proof of self-deception. It is not a fact at all. There is no form it takes
that will not disappear if seen aright.A Course in MiraclesDOES IT EVER STOP? Does the crap
ever stop? Does it ever get to the point where everything in your life is going great at the same
time, for any length of time? Does there ever come a day when the warm, sunny days come
more frequently and last longer than the blistering, cold nights? I once thought that if I had the
man of my dreams and the love of my life, all would be well. WRONG! I also thought that if I had
money, not a lot of money, just enough to pay the bills on time and have a little bit of change left
over, things would be just great. NOPE! Then I figured if I could identify the career of my dreams,
and be fully and happily engaged in that career, I would be flying high. WRONG AGAIN! Now,
after overcoming seemingly insurmountable obstacles, weathering devastating disasters,
moving through mind-boggling challenges, and after watching myself on a national television
program, I had finally figured life out.As I lay in my Jacuzzi, watching my thousand-dollar dog
poop on my carpet, I finally got it! Life is about cleaning up the crap and, while you’re doing it,
being okay with the fact that you have to do it.I haven’t always had such deeply profound insights
about life or the process of living. Like most of the world, I thought life was about doing better
than you were doing at any given moment. Doing more, I believed, would result in your having
more, which would result in your feeling better. I thought this was the total essence of living. Of
course, I didn’t come up with this life philosophy on my own. I was taught to think and feel this
way by most of the adults who have influenced my life. I have been taught this by every television
commercial I have ever seen; by schoolteachers and college professors who shaped and
molded my attitudes; and by my own secret desires to do better and have more than any of
those adults were capable of. Now, I have a different perspective. And while it makes me
somewhat sad to think of all the time, energy, and money I expended doing and getting, it sure
takes a great deal of pressure off my mind to know that I was wrong.The thing that makes the
Jacuzzi, the money, the love, or anything that you may desire to have or experience in your life



worthwhile, is your willingness to clean up the crap. Most of the time, it’s not even your stuff! It
could be something that someone else dropped off in your life. It could be something that you
picked up because at first you didn’t realize what it was. Sometimes you pick up something,
thinking it’s something else, and by the time you realize what it really is, you’ve got a real mess to
clean up. Life is about being willing to take your naked body, your most vulnerable self, out of the
warm water where you are comfortable and clean up the crap without getting angry and without
losing your Self in the process. When you can do that, life becomes a joy rather than a chore.
Cleaning up crap becomes an everyday experience that you know you are equipped to handle
and that you realize can be accomplished without taking anything valuable away from the real
you.A word of caution. You can’t get caught up in the crap! If you do, you will surely lose sight of
the real meaning of life and lose your Self. You cannot, under any circumstances, get caught up
in whether the crap is yours or someone else’s. You can’t get caught up in what it looks like,
smells like, or how much of it may be piled in front of you. You can’t get caught up in where it
came from, or why it keeps coming your way. “Caught up” is another way of saying “being stuck.”
You can’t get stuck in the right or wrong, good or bad, injustice or fairness of cleaning up the
crap in your life. You cannot compare how much of it you have to the amount someone else may
have. Life is like a crap-cleaning test. It is a test that we all signed up for, one we must all take.
The best students get the hardest tests. Our only job, whether we like it or not, is to keep a
vigilant guard over our lives and to clean up the crap as soon as it comes to our attention. Our
ability to do this without getting caught up is what some folks call “success” and others call
“personal growth” or “evolution.” My experience has been that, no matter what you call it, the
result of cleaning up crap is spiritual growth and development. That was the task that presented
itself before me: cleaning up crap. First my doggie’s, then my own.I cleaned up after the dog,
returned to the Jacuzzi, and stuck my toes back in the bathtub—my favorite personal crap-
cleaning spot. The water in the tub had gotten cold. I shook my head and smiled to myself. “Does
it ever stop?” As I reached over, turning the knob to replenish the water, Rhonda’s thoughts
began to fill my head. Why bother? Is it really worth it? How many times are you going to drag
yourself through this kind of hydro self-analysis, this waterlogged self-evaluation? Forget about
it! Things aren’t that bad. Leave well enough alone.Suddenly, there were two voices in my mind.
Iyanla said, “No! Do it now. DO IT RIGHT NOW!” The bathroom began to steam up from the hot
water as I refilled the tub. It was a definite sign. “Trying to make it through the fog again?” As I
asked myself the question, I realized just how much I had grown. There were days when I would
leave little things in my life undone, or half done, in fear of making someone mad at me, in fear of
losing their love. There were times when I would sulk and cry about what I thought someone was
doing or had done to me, believing that I was totally powerless to do anything about it. In many
clever ways, I had allowed myself to duck and dodge unpleasant situations in my life to avoid
confrontation.This, however, was not one of those days, times, or ways. I was choosing not to
live like that any longer. I had spent enough days reflecting on this in other bathtubs to know that
if you leave even a little bit of crap lying around in your life, eventually it will start to smell really,



really bad.“How,” I thought to myself, “do you get from begging for a job to keep a roof over your
head, to being in a position to fire somebody, all in less than ten years?” I had done it, and done
it in a big way. I had gone from not having a roof, to owning a half-million-dollar roof. From
begging and pleading for what I needed, to having people beg and plead with me to share what I
had to offer. I had grown through the dark, dank, funky pits of hell to a corner of heaven in such a
short time that I was having trouble catching up with my own life. Still, in my own little corner of
heaven, there were piles of crap that needed to be cleaned up. There were things in my life and
about my life that had absolutely nothing to do with who I now was, what I did, and what I now
knew to be the truth about me. I had to figure out what that truth was. I had to figure out how to
rid my life of the nagging little struggles, bits and bouts of confusion, and unexpected chaos that
continued to crop up. It was time to tell the truth—again.Although I would be the first to gratefully
and humbly admit that things in my life had gotten infinitely better, there were still some things
that simply did not belong. Obviously, I had missed some part of some lesson that I, “The
Lesson Queen,” thought I had mastered. Admitting that to myself was half the battle. I had built
my career on helping people to find and accept their lessons. Now it was my turn—again.Over
the years, I have discovered that hot water has a way of bringing things to the surface. I closed
the bathroom door to keep the dog out. I had run a nice hot bath. I had scented it with lavender
and chamomile bath salts. I was prepared to stay in the water until I got an answer to my least
favorite question relative to my personal and spiritual growth: “What is it that I am doing to create
the present situation in which I find myself?”Lowering myself into the tub, I did a quick review and
a mental celebration of the place in which I now sat. Spiritually centered. Decent person.
Minister. Wife. Grandmother. Priestess. Bestselling author. Internationally heralded speaker.
Home owner. Business owner. And I was clean! I closed my eyes and sank lower into the water,
and Rhonda’s thoughts filled my mind. Confused wretch! Overweight and ugly! Whore! Tramp!
Misfit! Frantically, I felt around in the water for my washcloth and remembered Rhonda, the
person I used to be. I decided not to respond, not to fight myself. Pig! Dog! You really think you’re
hot s——t! I pulled the washcloth out of the water and squeezed the warm water over my
head.“Talk to me,” I whispered. “Tell me what you want.”“I want you to die! You don’t deserve to
live.”“Shut up! You’re just being dramatic. What do you want?”I closed my eyes and listened to
myself. Rhonda was raging again.She was angry and she wanted Iyanla to know it. Rhonda was
the part of me that simply refused to change, refused to grow. She was the part of me in need of
healing. The part where all of my fears, foibles, and character flaws were hidden. I knew this was
not about having a split personality. It was about history. Rhonda had a history; Iyanla was
creating her own. Rhonda had a history of pain, abuse, and neglect. She had a history of doing
things in a certain way, with certain expectations, based on those painful and abusive
experiences. Her history and those experiences often allowed her to neglect herself in pursuit of
the approval and acceptance of others. She also had a history of putting off the unpleasant,
waiting until the last minute to do important things, and doing whatever was necessary to make
other people like her.I understood Rhonda’s history and behavior. But I also understood that I



had the power to change. I had the right to live in peace. I had the ability to transform my way of
thinking and being, and to become a productive member of humanity. To do so, I would have to
merge what I used to be with what I could be. Rhonda and Iyanla had to become one.Who I am
is not who I used to be. But who I am is all of who I used to be. It took a while, but that meditative
insight, which I had received months ago, finally made sense. I understood that even when we
change, our history does not. What you have learned through your experiences in life will
influence, affect, and motivate everything you do. More important, if you are not careful and
vigilant, the crap in your history will seep through and soil your present-day reality. I had been
keeping a close watch on Rhonda, but somehow, here she was. Seeping through. Acting up.
Rhonda had placed me in a situation that was familiar to her, but contradictory and repugnant to
the new me. Here was a little more crap that I needed to clean up so that I would be able to
celebrate what was about to happen in my life.When I was at a very low point in my life, God sent
an angel to watch over me. The low point resulted partly from Iyanla’s stuff and partly from
Rhonda’s stuff. Back then, I had reached a point where, in seven days or less, I would be evicted
from my home. I had no place to go. I had no money and none coming in the foreseeable future.
My telephone had been disconnected. I had no male friend with whom to share my troubles. It
was seventeen degrees outside, and I was standing in front of the 7-Eleven, using a pay
telephone to transact business. It now seems absolutely amazing to me that when you really
need help, the ego, your pride, will not allow you to ask for it. My career as a writer and speaker
was just budding. I didn’t want anyone to know the truth about my situation. (Rhonda’s crap.) I
had no agent, and the contract I had received that morning from a small independent publisher
represented instant money. It was well below the money I had anticipated receiving for my book,
but it was money nonetheless. God knows I needed it, but something about the contract just
didn’t feel right. (Iyanla’s intuition.) I had been there before. Desperate for money. Making
decisions in fear. Being evicted. And horny as all get out.Shivering in my cheap—excuse me,
economical—coat, I rested my head against the ice-cold telephone and uttered my favorite
prayer: “HELP!” It always works for me. The prayer hadn’t frozen in the cold air before the thought
popped into my mind: Call your editor, Darlene. Obediently, I picked up the telephone and dialed.
As if she knew why I was calling, Darlene told me about a manager she had lunched with the
day before. “Give me her number,” I said. I don’t even remember saying good-bye or hanging up
the phone. Two other people had mentioned the very same person to me under much less
stressful conditions. I made the call. Karen, the manager I thought could fix my life and save me,
greeted me as if she had known me all of my life.It seems that people had been talking to her
about me, too. With the preliminaries out of the way, I blurted out my story. The contract. The
publisher. The back-and-forth negotiations. My verbal agreement with the publisher. My dream,
my goal. The nature of the book. I acknowledged that, although I was a lawyer, I had practiced
criminal law and knew little about contracts. I didn’t have a clue, but I knew something didn’t feel
right about the deal. It takes a very focused person to absorb your life story in 3.3 minutes, then
respond in a way that makes sense. Instinctively knowing that I had traumatized myself



sufficiently and that I was now preparing to cry, Karen responded, “I’ll take care of it.” Oh my
God! I’m not going to be living in the park with the squirrels! The frozen squirrels! At least they
have fur; all’s I’ve got is K-Mart on sale!Although Iyanla had learned to expect a miracle and trust
the process, Rhonda was into creating drama, panic, and the need to be rescued. Rhonda won
that round. But within two weeks, the rent was paid, the telephone was on, I had a lucrative deal
with a major publisher, and the angel named Karen was an integral part of my life.Karen and I
talked almost every day, about everything. Before I knew it, three years had passed. My career
had soared. Karen and I were joined at the hip. She encouraged me to do more. She supported
me in everything I did. She scolded me when it seemed that I was getting off track, and she
fought for me tooth and nail. Rhonda needed that. She needed somebody to believe in her. She
needed somebody to say the things she could not say for herself. Rhonda needed someone to
take care of her and protect her, because Rhonda didn’t believe that she could do those things
for herself.Iyanla had a completely different set of needs.Rhonda’s needs and patterns were on
a collision course with Iyanla’s sensibilities. Somebody had to take a stand. Eventually, there was
a train wreck in my mind.Often, when you are on the spiritual path, there is a war that goes on
between the person you once were and the person you are becoming. Some call it “thought
patterns.” Others call it “habit.” My experience was that there were two distinct personalities
needing to be integrated. I discovered that the older you are, the more difficult it is to accomplish
a smooth integration. The old you, the one who helped you survive, the one that was there for
you in the rough times, is going to fight to stay alive. The old you knows your secrets and your
history. The old you knows your defense mechanisms, what you will do when your buttons get
pushed, and exactly where your weaknesses lie. The old you knows what works for you and is
terrified by the thought of trying something new. The old you is comfortable with the way things
were and are. The old you wants to stay in control. The old you has home-court advantage.The
new you, the spiritually conscious, spiritually grounded you, is fumbling around trying to figure
out what works now. It is the part of you that has yet to be proven. You may believe strongly, you
may want deeply to change, and for your newfound identity to emerge. But the new you is not
quite sure it will work. It is there, in that glimmer of doubt, that the old you goes to work. It nags at
you. It challenges you. It is called self-doubt and lame excuses. It looks like not having time to
pray, to meditate, and not being able to figure out how praying and meditating are going to put
food on the table. The new you views problems as challenges, knowing that with every problem
comes the solution, the escape, the way out. The new you is willing to confront challenges and
wants to do so in a spiritually grounded way. When, however, the new you is backed up to a wall,
it will, out of habit, borrow from the old you. The instant the borrowing occurs, the new you is
rendered dead—even if it is only for a moment. The challenge is that when the new you is
brought back into focus, there is probably a pile of old-you crap that needs to be cleaned
up.Iyanla was determined to be born. I learned the hard way that you must be disciplined,
vigilant, and obedient about the practices that will build your spiritual muscles and put the old
you to rest. The truth is that you really are sleeping with the enemy, and the enemy knows that



you are doubtful and fearful.Over the years, I had fought with myself to move beyond the bad
habits, the negative beliefs, and the consuming fear that I had lived with all my life. This was the
identity that Rhonda nurtured in her bosom. These were the things that she knew so well. But
these things did not work for Iyanla. Too many I can’ts, too many don’t knows, too much fear and
hesitation. Too much anger and shame that resulted in too much guilt. Iyanla did not doubt God
or the process of life. I had no need to be rescued, no need to be taken care of, so why was I
crying and feeling unworthy. What was happening?There were things that I wanted to say,
needed to say for myself, but for some reason the words were stuck in my throat. I was
swallowing my truth because I was afraid to upset people. I was people pleasing because I was
afraid to deal with confrontation. The most disturbing part of it all was the financial chaos and
personal crisis that continued to rear their ugly heads at the most inopportune moments. It was
annoying! I had exchanged a welfare check for a royalty check. I had exchanged gossip for self-
judgment. It was getting tired! I thought I was finished with this stuff! And perhaps Iyanla was. But
Rhonda wasn’t.The water had gotten cold again, and I hadn’t even scratched the surface. It was
truth-telling time, and I was more than willing. “Cleanse,” I thought. “Cleanse and get clear. Get
clear and grow.” I was someplace else in my mind when my husband knocked at the door. “Are
you okay in there?” He was used to me now and knew better than to open the door when I was
processing. To put him at ease and to remind myself, I responded, “I’m blessed.”Even when it
seems that your life is falling apart, there is divine restoration going on. Karen and I had built my
dreams into a solid structure, brick by brick and book by book. Which was why this was so very,
very hard. Something had happened along the way, things no longer felt good. We were arguing
rather than celebrating. Things were being said that made me very uneasy. I had seen, and now
felt, some things about Karen that let me know that the marriage between us was falling apart.
Our time together was quickly coming to an end. The truth is that I had known it for about a year.
But I owed her. But she saved me when I was down and out. But she took care of me. What
would I do without her? How could I fire someone who had been so good to me? This was
Rhonda’s stuff!
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