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Finding Peace When Everything Falls Apart 
Hamid Jaouhar 

There’s a moment in everyone’s life when everything seems to fall apart at once. Maybe you’re 
living through that moment right now. 

I know that feeling. I’ve been there more times than I care to count. 

My name is Hamid Jaouhar, and I want to share something with you that took me decades to 
learn: peace isn’t something that happens to you when life gets easier. Peace is something you 
can choose, even when everything around you is chaos. 

I’m not going to tell you that finding peace is easy. I’m not going to promise you that if you 
follow these steps, your problems will disappear. What I will tell you is this: it’s possible to find 
a deep, unshakeable calm in the middle of any storm. I know because I’ve done it, and I’ve 
helped others do it too. 

This guide isn’t written by someone who had an easy life and figured out some simple tricks. 
This is written by someone who grew up in Paris with two alcoholic parents, immigrated to 
Canada in 1991 with nothing but hope, struggled with dyslexia throughout school, raised four 
children (two of whom are now adults working and building their own lives), and made the 
difficult decision to leave my home in Toronto after a 26-year marriage ended. Someone who 
had to learn the hard way that peace doesn’t come from having a perfect life. It comes from 
learning how to be okay with an imperfect one. 

At 58 years old, after 25 years of education and 19 years of working as a therapist and teacher, I 
can tell you that the most important lessons I’ve learned didn’t come from textbooks. They 
came from living through difficulties and discovering that there’s a way to find peace even 
when everything seems to be falling apart. 

 

What You’ll Learn in This Guide 

In the pages that follow, I’m going to share with you the exact process I used to find peace in 
the middle of chaos. You’ll learn: 

• Why acceptance doesn’t mean giving up (and what it actually means) 

• How taking full responsibility for your life can set you free 

• The difference between reacting to life and responding to it 

• How to build an inner anchor that keeps you steady no matter what happens 

• Practical daily habits that maintain your peace even during difficult times 

• How to rebuild your life from the inside out, no matter how old you are or how far you’ve 
fallen 
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These insights come from my personal journey, my professional training in NLP and hypnosis, 
and my 19 years of helping others navigate their own difficult times through therapy, teaching, 
and life coaching. 

 

Why Peace Is Possible for You 

Before we go any further, I need you to understand something important: if you’re reading this, 
you already have everything you need to find peace. You don’t need to be smarter, stronger, or 
more spiritual. You don’t need to have your life figured out. You just need to be willing to look 
at things differently. 

The principles in this guide aren’t complicated. They’re not secret wisdom that only special 
people can access. They’re simple truths that anyone can apply, starting right now, exactly 
where you are. 

I’ve seen these principles work for people in all kinds of situations. People going through 
divorce, job loss, health crises, financial ruin, family problems, and every other kind of difficulty 
you can imagine. The circumstances don’t matter. What matters is your willingness to try a 
different approach. 

As someone who has struggled with dyslexia my entire life, I know what it’s like to feel like 
you’re not smart enough or capable enough. As someone who immigrated to a new country 
with young children, I know what it’s like to feel overwhelmed by uncertainty. As someone who 
has been through divorce and major life transitions, I know what it’s like to feel like everything 
you’ve built is crumbling. 

But I also know that these challenges, as difficult as they are, can become sources of strength 
and wisdom if you’re willing to learn from them. 

 

A Personal Note 

Writing this guide has been both difficult and healing for me. Sharing the details of my lowest 
moments isn’t easy, but I do it because I know that somewhere out there, someone needs to 
hear that they’re not alone. Someone needs to know that it’s possible to come back from rock 
bottom. Someone needs to see that peace isn’t reserved for people who have easy lives. 

If that someone is you, then this guide was written for you. Take what helps, leave what 
doesn’t, and remember that your journey is your own. There’s no timeline for healing, no 
schedule for finding peace. There’s just the next step, and then the one after that. 

Let’s take that first step together. 
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Chapter 1: My Story - When Life Crumbled 

Growing Up in Paris with Chaos 

I learned about chaos before I learned about peace. My earliest memories are from the streets 
of Paris, filled with the sound of raised voices, the smell of alcohol, and the feeling that nothing 
in my world was safe or predictable. 

Both of my parents were alcoholics. Not the kind you see in movies who have dramatic 
moments of clarity and get sober. The kind who function just enough to keep the family 
together on the surface, but create an environment where a child never knows what to expect 
when they walk through the front door of our small Parisian apartment. 

I was the oldest of four children - I have two brothers and one sister. Being the eldest in a 
chaotic household meant I often felt responsible for everyone else’s well-being. When my 
parents were drinking, which was most of the time, I found myself trying to take care of my 
younger siblings, making sure they had something to eat, helping them with homework, and 
trying to shield them from the worst of our parents’ behavior. 

Some days, my mother would be loving and attentive, helping me with homework and making 
my favorite dishes. Other days, she’d be passed out on the couch by noon, and I’d have to 
figure out how to make myself something to eat - and often something for my brothers and 
sister too. My father could be the most fun person in the world when he was in a good mood, 
taking me to the local café or teaching me how to fix things around the apartment. But when 
he’d been drinking, which was most evenings, he became someone I didn’t recognize. Someone 
who yelled (not talking about the physical violence) about things that didn’t make sense and 
made promises he’d forget by morning. 

The worst part wasn’t the drinking itself. It was never knowing which version of my parents I 
was going to get, and feeling like I had to protect my younger siblings from the chaos. Children 
need consistency to feel safe, and none of us had that. I learned to read the signs - the tone of 
voice when I walked in the door, the number of empty wine bottles in the kitchen, the way my 
parents looked at each other across the dinner table. I became an expert at predicting storms, 
but I never learned how to weather them. Instead, I learned to try to be the calm in the storm 
for my brothers and sister. 

 

The Struggle with Learning in Paris 

School should have been my escape, but it became another source of stress. I had dyslexia, 
though we didn’t have a name for it back then in 1970s Paris. Teachers just thought I was lazy 
or not trying hard enough. Letters would dance around on the page, words would flip 
themselves around, and reading out loud was a nightmare that left me feeling stupid and 
ashamed. 
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While other kids worried about normal things like tests and friendships, I worried about 
whether my parents would remember to pick me up from school, whether they’d show up 
drunk to parent meetings, whether anyone would notice that my homework was often 
incomplete because I’d spent the evening taking care of them instead of studying. 

The shame was overwhelming. I felt like I was carrying secrets that made me different from 
everyone else. Other kids talked about family vacations and birthday parties, while I learned to 
change the subject whenever anyone asked about my home life. I became good at pretending 
everything was fine, but inside, I felt like I was drowning. 

As the oldest child, I also carried the weight of feeling responsible not just for myself, but for 
my two brothers and sister. I felt like I should be able to fix our family situation, protect my 
siblings from the chaos, and somehow make everything normal. When I couldn’t do that - and 
of course, no child could - I felt like I was failing them too. 

The combination of my learning difficulties and my chaotic home life made me feel like I was 
failing at everything. I started to believe that maybe I really wasn’t smart enough, that maybe I 
was destined to struggle with everything I tried to do. 

 

The Decision to Leave Everything Behind 

By the time I was in my early twenties, I’d had enough. I was working odd jobs around Paris, still 
struggling with reading and writing, still living in the shadow of my parents’ problems. I felt 
trapped in a life that seemed to offer no hope for something better. 

That’s when I made a decision that everyone told me I’d regret: I decided to leave Paris, leave 
France entirely, and immigrate to Canada. It was 1991, I was young, and I had almost no 
money, no connections, and limited English skills. What I did have was a desperate hope that 
somewhere else, I could build a different kind of life. 

Looking back, I can see why people were concerned. Leaving everything you know to start over 
in a foreign country seemed like running away from my problems rather than solving them. But 
at the time, it felt like the only way to save myself. I couldn’t fix my parents, and I couldn’t 
pretend that everything was normal anymore. What I could do was take control of the one 
thing I had power over: my own choices. 

The immigration process was overwhelming. Forms that were difficult for me to read because 
of my dyslexia, interviews in a language I barely spoke, and the constant fear that I wasn’t good 
enough or smart enough to make it in a new country. But something inside me knew that this 
was my chance to create something different. 
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Starting Over in Canada 

When I arrived in Canada in 1991, I had almost nothing. A small suitcase, a few hundred dollars, 
and a determination to build a life that looked nothing like the one I’d left behind in Paris. I 
found work wherever I could - washing dishes, cleaning offices, doing manual labor. It wasn’t 
glamorous, but it was honest work, and for the first time in my life, I felt like I was building 
something instead of just trying to survive something. 

The language barrier was huge. My English was basic, and my dyslexia made learning to read 
and write in a new language even more challenging. But I was motivated in a way I’d never 
been before. Every small improvement felt like a victory. Every day that I managed to 
communicate a little better, to understand a little more, was proof that I could overcome the 
limitations I’d always believed defined me. 

I met someone who seemed to understand me, someone who didn’t judge me for my accent, 
my learning difficulties, or my lack of formal education. We fell in love, got married, and started 
building what I thought was going to be my happy ending. Over the years, we had four beautiful 
children, and I threw myself into being the kind of father I’d never had. 

Watching my children grow has been one of the greatest joys of my life. Today, two of them are 
adults, working and building their own lives, while the other two are still younger and finding 
their way. Seeing them succeed despite my own struggles with learning and the challenges we 
faced as a family has been incredibly healing. 

 

The Early Lessons 

Those early years in Canada taught me some important things, though I didn’t realize it at the 
time. I learned that I was stronger than I thought I was. I learned that I could adapt to new 
situations, even when they seemed impossible at first. Most importantly, I learned that I didn’t 
have to let my circumstances or my limitations define my future. 

But I also learned something else: running away from problems doesn’t solve them. Moving to 
Canada didn’t heal the wounds that growing up in chaos had created. Learning a new language 
didn’t erase the shame I felt about my dyslexia. Starting over didn’t automatically give me the 
tools I needed to build a healthy life. 

I was free from the immediate chaos of my childhood in Paris, but I was still carrying all the 
patterns I’d learned in that chaos. I didn’t trust easily. I expected things to go wrong. I felt like I 
had to prove myself constantly because deep down, I still felt like that kid who wasn’t smart 
enough, good enough, or worthy enough. 
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Building Despite the Broken Foundation 

Despite everything, I was determined to build a life that looked nothing like the one I’d grown 
up with. I worked hard, learned English as best I could despite my dyslexia, and eventually 
started my own journey of education and healing. Twenty-five years ago, I began studying 
psychology, hypnosis, and various forms of therapy and spiritual guidance. It was slow going 
because of my learning challenges, but I was driven by a deep need to understand why some 
people find peace and others don’t. 

For twenty-six years, it seemed like I’d succeeded. My wife and I built a good life together in 
Toronto. We raised our four children with the stability and love I’d never had. We had our 
challenges, like any couple, but we worked through them. I developed a successful practice 
helping others through therapy and life coaching, using my own experiences to guide people 
through their difficulties. 

I thought I’d finally outrun my past and proven that you could overcome anything with enough 
determination. I thought peace meant having everything under control. 

I was wrong, but not in the way you might think. The problem wasn’t that I couldn’t build a 
good life despite my difficult start. The problem was that I thought building a good life meant 
I’d never have to face serious difficulties again. I thought peace meant having everything go 
according to plan. 

I was about to learn that real peace is something entirely different. 

 

 

Chapter 2: The Perfect Storm 

When Everything You Built Falls Apart 

Twenty-six years. That’s how long I thought I had figured out this thing called life. Twenty-six 
years of marriage, of raising four children together, of building something that felt solid and 
permanent in Toronto. Twenty-six years of believing that if you worked hard enough and loved 
deeply enough, you could create a life that was safe from the kind of chaos I’d grown up with in 
Paris. 

I was fifty-two years old when my world fell apart for the second time. 

It started with small things. Conversations that felt different. A distance that hadn’t been there 
before. The kind of changes that happen so gradually you don’t notice them until you look back 
and realize that somewhere along the way, you and your partner became strangers living in the 
same house. 

My wife and I had built a beautiful life together in Toronto. We’d raised four children - two of 
whom are now adults, working and building their own lives, while the other two are still 
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younger and finding their way. I had established myself as a therapist and life coach, helping 
others navigate their difficulties while drawing on my own experiences of overcoming 
challenges. From the outside, we looked like a success story - the immigrant from Paris who’d 
made good, the family that had overcome early struggles to build something solid. 

But inside our marriage, something had shifted. We tried counseling. We tried talking. We tried 
pretending everything was fine and hoping it would become true. But sometimes, no matter 
how much you want something to work, no matter how much history you have together, 
people grow in different directions. Sometimes love isn’t enough to bridge the gap that opens 
up between who you were when you met and who you’ve become decades later. 

 

The Decision to Leave 

When it became clear that our marriage couldn’t be saved, I made one of the hardest decisions 
of my life: I decided to leave our home in Toronto. This wasn’t about anger or blame - it was 
about recognizing that sometimes the most loving thing you can do is give everyone space to 
heal and move forward. 

Leaving the house we’d shared for so many years was devastating. Every room held memories 
of who we used to be together. The kitchen where we’d cooked thousands of meals for our 
growing family. The living room where we’d helped our children with homework and celebrated 
their achievements. The bedrooms where we’d tucked our kids in at night and dreamed about 
their futures. 

Now I was packing up my belongings, trying to figure out what to take and what to leave 
behind. How do you divide up twenty-six years of accumulated life? How do you decide which 
memories belong to you and which belong to the family unit that no longer exists? 

The practical aspects were overwhelming. Finding a new place to live. Figuring out finances that 
had been combined for so long I’d forgotten how to think about money as just mine. Learning 
how to live alone again when I’d forgotten what that felt like. 

But the emotional aspects were even harder. I felt like I’d failed at the most important thing in 
my life. Despite all my efforts to create something different from what I’d grown up with, 
despite my professional training in helping others with relationships, I’d still ended up with a 
broken family. Different kind of broken, maybe, but broken nonetheless. 

 

The Questions That Kept Me Awake 

The worst part was the questions that wouldn’t stop running through my mind. What if I’d done 
something different? What if I’d been a better husband? What if I’d paid more attention to the 
warning signs? What if I’d tried harder? 
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I replayed conversations from years earlier, looking for clues I’d missed. I analyzed every 
decision we’d made together, wondering if there was a moment when things could have gone 
differently. I tortured myself with the idea that if I’d just been smarter or more aware or more 
something, I could have prevented this. 

The shame was familiar, even though the circumstances were different. It was the same shame 
I’d felt as a child when my parents’ marriage was falling apart in our Paris apartment, the 
feeling that somehow it was my fault, that I should have been able to fix it. Except now I was an 
adult with years of training in NLP and therapy, and I still couldn’t fix it. 

I started questioning everything I thought I knew about life. If a twenty-six-year marriage could 
end, what else was I wrong about? If I couldn’t make the most important relationship in my life 
work, what did that say about me as a person? If I couldn’t create the stability I’d always 
craved, what was the point of trying? 

 

The Unexpected Gift of Friendship 

One of the most surprising aspects of our divorce was that my ex-wife and I managed to remain 
friends. This didn’t happen immediately - there was hurt and anger and disappointment to work 
through first. But over time, we realized that even though we couldn’t be married anymore, we 
still cared about each other as people. 

We had four children together, decades of shared history, and a genuine respect for each other 
despite our incompatibility as spouses. We’d both grown and changed over the years, just in 
directions that made us better as friends than as partners. 

This friendship became one of the most healing aspects of our divorce. It showed me that 
endings don’t have to be bitter, that you can honor what you built together even when you 
can’t continue building it. It taught me that love can take different forms, and that sometimes 
the most loving thing you can do is let someone go. 

Our children, especially the two who are now adults, have been able to see that their parents 
can still respect and care for each other even though we’re no longer together. This has been 
important for all of us as we’ve navigated this major life change. 

But even this positive aspect of our divorce couldn’t protect me from the deeper questions it 
raised about my life and my future. 

 

The Dark Night of the Soul 

There were nights in my new apartment when I felt like I was right back where I’d started. All 
those years of building, of trying to create something better, of believing I’d overcome my 
difficult beginning in Paris - it all felt like an illusion. 
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I thought about my parents and wondered if this was just how life worked. Maybe some people 
were destined for chaos, no matter how hard they tried to escape it. Maybe I’d been fooling 
myself thinking I could create something different. 

The loneliness was crushing. Not just the practical loneliness of living alone, but the deeper 
loneliness of feeling like I didn’t understand anything about life anymore. I felt disconnected 
from everything I’d thought was true, everything I’d thought was solid. 

Friends tried to help, but their advice felt hollow. “You’re better off without her.” “This is a 
chance for a fresh start.” “Everything happens for a reason.” They meant well, but they didn’t 
understand that I wasn’t just losing a relationship. I was losing my entire sense of who I was and 
what life was about. 

 

The Decision to Start Over Again 

It was during this dark period that I made another major life decision. I decided to leave 
Toronto entirely and move to Calgary. At 56 years old, I was starting over again, just like I had 
when I left Paris for Canada all those years ago. 

This time, though, I wasn’t running away from something. I was moving toward something, 
though I wasn’t entirely sure what that something was. I knew I needed a change of scenery, a 
chance to rebuild my life in a place that wasn’t filled with memories of who I used to be. 

The move to Calgary this year has been both challenging and liberating. It’s forced me to create 
new routines, meet new people, and figure out who I am when I’m not defined by my old roles 
and relationships. 

 

The Moment Everything Changed 

It was about six months after I’d left our home in Toronto, while I was preparing for my move to 
Calgary, when I hit what I can only describe as rock bottom. I was sitting in my temporary 
apartment at 3 AM, unable to sleep again, surrounded by boxes and the silence of a space that 
felt more like a waiting room than a home. 

I was angry. Angry at myself for not being enough to make the marriage work. Angry at life for 
being so unpredictable and unfair. Angry at God or the universe or whatever force was 
supposed to be in charge of making things make sense. 

And then, in the middle of all that anger, something shifted. I realized that I had a choice. I 
could keep fighting against what had happened, keep trying to go back to a life that no longer 
existed, keep torturing myself with questions that had no answers. Or I could accept that this 
was my life now and figure out how to live it. 
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It wasn’t a dramatic moment of enlightenment. It was more like a quiet recognition that the 
path I was on - the path of resistance and anger and blame - wasn’t leading anywhere except 
deeper into misery. 

I didn’t know what acceptance looked like yet. I didn’t know how to take responsibility for my 
life without taking blame for everything that had gone wrong. I didn’t know how to find peace 
in the middle of chaos. But for the first time in months, I was willing to learn. 

That willingness, it turned out, was the first step toward everything that came after. 

 

The Beginning of Understanding 

Looking back now, I can see that leaving our home in Toronto and the end of my marriage 
wasn’t the disaster I thought it was at the time. It was the beginning of the most important 
education of my life. It was the experience that taught me the difference between happiness 
and peace, between controlling life and responding to it, between building a life that looks 
good from the outside and building a life that feels good from the inside. 

But I couldn’t see any of that in the moment. All I could see was that everything I’d worked for 
had fallen apart, and I had no idea how to put it back together. What I didn’t realize was that I 
wasn’t supposed to put it back together the same way. I was supposed to build something 
entirely different. 

Something that couldn’t be destroyed by circumstances. Something that didn’t depend on 
everything going according to plan. Something that could weather any storm because it was 
built on a foundation that couldn’t be shaken by external events. 

I was about to learn what that foundation was, and how to build on it. But first, I had to learn 
the hardest lesson of all: how to stop fighting reality and start working with it instead. 

 

Chapter 3: The Turning Point - Acceptance 

What Acceptance Really Means 

When people first hear about acceptance as a path to peace, they often misunderstand what it 
means. I know I did. I thought acceptance meant giving up, surrendering to a life I didn’t want, 
or pretending to be okay with things that weren’t okay. 

I was wrong about all of that. 

Real acceptance isn’t passive. It’s not about becoming a doormat or convincing yourself that 
bad things are actually good. It’s not about stopping yourself from wanting things to be 
different or pretending you don’t have preferences about how your life goes. 
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Acceptance is about recognizing what is actually happening right now, without adding the extra 
layer of suffering that comes from fighting against reality. It’s about understanding the 
difference between pain and suffering, between what life gives you and what you do with what 
life gives you. 

Here’s what I learned through my own struggles and through 19 years of helping others as a 
therapist: pain is inevitable, but suffering is optional. Pain is what happens when life doesn’t go 
according to plan. Suffering is what happens when we refuse to accept that life didn’t go 
according to plan. 

 

The Difference Between Acceptance and Resignation 

There’s a huge difference between acceptance and resignation, though they can look similar 
from the outside. Resignation says, “This is terrible, but there’s nothing I can do about it, so I 
guess I’ll just endure it.” Acceptance says, “This is what’s happening right now. I don’t have to 
like it, but I can work with it.” 

Resignation is passive and hopeless. Acceptance is active and empowering. Resignation focuses 
on what you can’t control. Acceptance focuses on what you can control. 

When my marriage ended and I had to leave our home in Toronto, resignation would have 
looked like saying, “I’m destined to be alone and miserable, just like my parents were in Paris. 
This is just how my life is going to be.” Acceptance looked like saying, “My marriage is over, and 
I’ve had to leave the home we built together. I’m sad about that, and I wish things had worked 
out differently. But this is my reality now, and I get to decide what I do with this reality.” 

See the difference? Resignation keeps you stuck. Acceptance sets you free to respond instead 
of just react. 

This understanding came from years of studying NLP and working with clients who were stuck 
in their own patterns of resistance. I saw over and over how fighting reality created more 
suffering than the original problem. 

 

How Fighting Reality Creates More Suffering 

For months after I left Toronto, I spent enormous amounts of energy fighting against what had 
happened. I replayed conversations, imagining how I could have said things differently. I 
fantasized about scenarios where my ex-wife would realize she’d made a mistake and want to 
get back together. I researched everything I could about saving marriages, even though mine 
was already over. 

All of that fighting against reality was exhausting, and it didn’t change anything about my actual 
situation. My marriage was still over. I was still living alone in a new city. I still had to figure out 
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how to rebuild my life. The only thing my resistance accomplished was making me more 
miserable. 

It’s like being caught in a riptide. If you fight against the current, you’ll exhaust yourself and 
possibly drown. But if you stop fighting and swim parallel to the shore, you can eventually get 
out of the current and make your way back to safety. Fighting reality is like fighting the riptide - 
it uses up all your energy without getting you where you want to go. 

 

The First Step Toward Peace 

The night I realized I had a choice - to keep fighting or to start accepting - was the night my real 
healing began. It wasn’t dramatic. I didn’t suddenly feel better about everything. But I stopped 
wasting energy on things I couldn’t change, which freed up energy for things I could change. 

Instead of spending hours thinking about what my ex-wife should have done differently, I 
started thinking about what I wanted to do with my life now. Instead of replaying the past, I 
started planning for the future. Instead of focusing on what I’d lost, I started focusing on what 
was still possible. 

This shift didn’t happen overnight. Acceptance isn’t a one-time decision; it’s a practice. Every 
day, sometimes every hour, I had to choose again to accept what was happening instead of 
fighting against it. Some days I was better at it than others. 

But even on the days when I struggled with acceptance, I could see the difference it made. 
When I was accepting what was happening, I felt calmer, clearer, and more capable of making 
good decisions. When I was fighting reality, I felt anxious, confused, and stuck. 

 

 

Chapter 4: Taking Full Responsibility 

The Difference Between Responsibility and Blame 

When I first heard someone suggest that I needed to take full responsibility for my life, I got 
angry. How could I be responsible for my parents’ alcoholism in Paris? How could I be 
responsible for my dyslexia? How could I be responsible for my marriage ending? How could I 
be responsible for all the things that had happened to me that were clearly beyond my control? 

I was confusing responsibility with blame, and that confusion kept me stuck for longer than it 
needed to. 

This distinction became clearer to me through my years of studying NLP and working with 
clients. Blame is about the past. It’s about figuring out who or what caused something to 
happen. Responsibility is about the present and future. It’s about recognizing that regardless of 
what caused your current situation, you’re the only one who can decide what to do about it. 
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Blame asks, “Whose fault is this?” Responsibility asks, “What am I going to do about this?” 

Blame keeps you focused on things you can’t change. Responsibility focuses you on things you 
can change. Blame makes you a victim. Responsibility makes you the author of your own life. 

 

What You’re Actually Responsible For 

Here’s what I learned about responsibility through my own journey and through 19 years of 
helping others: You’re not responsible for everything that happens to you, but you are 
responsible for everything you do with what happens to you. 

I wasn’t responsible for growing up with alcoholic parents, but I was responsible for how I let 
that experience shape my adult relationships. I wasn’t responsible for having dyslexia, but I was 
responsible for how I chose to work with that challenge rather than let it define my limitations. 
I wasn’t responsible for my marriage ending, but I was responsible for how I chose to rebuild 
my life afterward and my decision to leave Toronto for Calgary. 

 

The Power of Owning Your Response 

The moment I stopped focusing on what had been done to me and started focusing on what I 
was going to do about it, everything changed. Not my circumstances - those were still the same. 
But my relationship to my circumstances changed completely. 

Instead of feeling powerless, I felt empowered. Instead of feeling like life was happening to me, 
I felt like I was actively participating in creating my life. Instead of waiting for someone else to 
fix my problems, I started fixing them myself. 

Taking responsibility was the second key that unlocked peace for me. Combined with 
acceptance, it gave me a foundation that couldn’t be shaken by external circumstances. 

 

 

Chapter 5: Finding Your Inner Anchor 

What Remains Constant When Everything Changes 

After I left Toronto and moved to Calgary, I felt like I was floating in the middle of an ocean with 
nothing to hold onto. Everything that had given my life structure and meaning was gone. My 
role as a husband, the routines we’d shared, the future we’d planned together - all of it had 
disappeared overnight. 
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That’s when I realized I’d been building my sense of stability on things outside of myself. My 
peace depended on my circumstances being a certain way. My identity depended on my 
relationships. My security depended on everything going according to plan. 

Through my years of studying psychology, hypnosis, and spiritual guidance, I learned that an 
inner anchor is something within you that remains constant regardless of what’s happening 
around you. It’s not dependent on other people, circumstances, or outcomes. It’s something 
that belongs to you and can’t be taken away by external events. 

 

Building Inner Stability Through Practice 

Building inner stability is like building physical strength - it takes practice and consistency. Here 
are the practices that helped me build inner stability, drawing from my training in various 
therapeutic approaches: 

Daily meditation or quiet time. I started with just five minutes a day of sitting quietly and 
focusing on my breath. 

Regular self-reflection. I began keeping a journal where I wrote about my experiences and 
what I was learning. 

Connecting with my values. I spent time identifying what was most important to me and 
aligning my actions with those values. 

Practicing gratitude. Even on difficult days, I could find something to be grateful for. 

Physical practices. I started exercising regularly for both physical and mental health. 

Learning and growing. I continued my education and personal development. 

 

The Role of Spirituality in Finding Peace 

Too often, we tend to stay far from spirituality, and I understand why. Many people confuse 
spirituality with religion, and if you’ve had negative experiences with organized religion, it’s 
natural to want to avoid anything that seems connected to it. But spirituality and religion are 
not the same thing. 

Religion is about organized beliefs, institutions, and practices that are often defined by others. 
Spirituality is about your personal connection to something greater than yourself - whether you 
call it God, the universe, consciousness, or simply the mystery of existence. 

For me, spirituality became one of the strongest supports during my darkest times. When 
everything in my material world was falling apart - my marriage, my home in Toronto, my sense 
of identity - spirituality reminded me of a fundamental truth that changed everything: we are 
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not just physical beings having random experiences. We are spiritual entities living a material 
experience. 

This understanding didn’t come from any particular religion or doctrine. It came from my own 
inner knowing, developed through years of meditation, reflection, and simply paying attention 
to the deeper currents of life. When I began to see myself as a spiritual being temporarily 
inhabiting a physical form, everything shifted. 

 

Understanding Yourself as a Spiritual Being 

What does it mean to be a spiritual entity living a material experience? It means that your true 
essence - who you really are at the deepest level - is not your body, your thoughts, your 
emotions, or your circumstances. These are all temporary experiences that your spiritual self is 
having. 

Your body will age and eventually die. Your thoughts change constantly. Your emotions come 
and go. Your circumstances shift and evolve. But there’s something in you that remains 
constant through all of these changes - something that was there when you were a child and 
will be there until your last breath. That something is your spiritual essence. 

When I was struggling with my divorce and feeling like my entire identity was crumbling, this 
understanding became my lifeline. Yes, my role as a husband was ending. Yes, I was leaving the 
home I’d shared for decades. Yes, my external life was in chaos. But the deepest part of me - 
my spiritual essence - remained untouched by these changes. 

This doesn’t mean the pain wasn’t real or that I should have just “spiritualized” my problems 
away. The pain was very real, and it needed to be felt and processed. But underneath the pain, 
there was something unshakeable that no external circumstance could touch. 

 

How Spirituality Provides Practical Support 

Spirituality isn’t just a nice philosophical concept - it provides very practical support during 
difficult times: 

Perspective. When you understand that you’re a spiritual being having a temporary human 
experience, your problems don’t disappear, but they do get put into perspective. The divorce 
that felt like the end of the world became one chapter in a much larger story. 

Connection. Spirituality connects you to something larger than your individual problems. 
Whether you connect through prayer, meditation, time in nature, or simply quiet reflection, 
this connection reminds you that you’re not alone in the universe. 

Purpose. Understanding yourself as a spiritual being helps you see that your difficulties might 
have a purpose beyond just causing you pain. My struggles with dyslexia, my childhood in Paris, 
my divorce - all of these became sources of wisdom that I could use to help others. 
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Peace. When you know that your true essence can’t be damaged by external circumstances, 
you can find peace even in the middle of chaos. This isn’t about denying reality or pretending 
everything is fine. It’s about accessing a deeper level of yourself that remains calm regardless of 
what’s happening on the surface. 

Resilience. Spirituality gives you access to resources that go beyond your individual strength 
and intelligence. When you feel connected to something greater than yourself, you can draw on 
that connection for strength, guidance, and healing. 

 

Practical Ways to Connect with Your Spiritual Nature 

You don’t need to join a religion or follow someone else’s spiritual path to benefit from 
spirituality. Here are some simple ways to connect with your spiritual nature: 

Quiet time. Spend time in silence, whether through meditation, prayer, or simply sitting 
quietly. In the silence, you can often sense the deeper part of yourself that exists beyond your 
thoughts and worries. 

Nature connection. Spend time in natural settings. Many people find that being in nature helps 
them feel connected to something larger than themselves and reminds them of the mystery 
and beauty of existence. 

Gratitude practice. Regularly acknowledging what you’re grateful for connects you to the 
abundance and goodness that exists in life, even during difficult times. 

Service to others. Helping other people often connects us to our spiritual nature because it 
takes us beyond our individual concerns and reminds us of our interconnectedness. 

Creative expression. Whether through art, music, writing, or any other creative activity, 
expressing yourself creatively can be a way of connecting with the deeper currents of life. 

Contemplation of mystery. Simply spending time thinking about the big questions - Why are 
we here? What is consciousness? What happens after death? - can help you connect with the 
spiritual dimension of existence. 

 

Spirituality Without Dogma 

One of the beautiful things about approaching spirituality in this way is that you don’t have to 
believe anything specific or follow anyone else’s rules. You can explore what resonates with you 
and leave what doesn’t. You can draw wisdom from various traditions without committing to 
any particular one. 

For me, spirituality has been about developing my own relationship with the mystery of 
existence. It’s been about learning to trust that there’s more to life than what I can see and 
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understand with my rational mind. It’s been about finding comfort in the knowledge that I’m 
part of something much larger and more beautiful than my individual problems. 

This spiritual understanding didn’t eliminate my difficulties, but it gave me a foundation that 
couldn’t be shaken by those difficulties. It reminded me that no matter what happened in my 
external life, there was something in me that remained whole, peaceful, and connected to the 
larger web of existence. 

If you’ve been avoiding spirituality because of negative associations with religion, I encourage 
you to consider exploring it on your own terms. You might find, as I did, that it becomes one of 
your strongest sources of support during difficult times. 

 

 

Chapter 6: Rebuilding from the Inside Out 

Starting Over at Any Age 

One of the most frightening thoughts I had after leaving Toronto was that it was too late to 
start over. I was in my late fifties. More than half my life was behind me. How could I possibly 
rebuild everything from scratch at this stage? 

But here’s what I learned: it’s never too late to start over, and starting over doesn’t mean 
throwing away everything you’ve learned. It means using everything you’ve learned to build 
something better. 

When I was younger and left Paris for Canada, starting over meant running away from my 
problems. When I was older and moved from Toronto to Calgary, starting over meant 
approaching life from a completely different perspective. 

 

Creating Meaning from Pain 

One of the most important aspects of rebuilding from the inside out is learning how to create 
meaning from your difficult experiences. Through my work as a therapist and life coach, I’ve 
seen how people can transform their pain into wisdom that helps both themselves and others. 

For me, the pain of my childhood, my struggles with dyslexia, and my divorce became the 
foundation for understanding how to find peace in difficult circumstances. The experiences I 
wouldn’t have chosen became the source of wisdom I could share with others facing similar 
challenges. 
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Chapter 7: Living with Peace Daily 

Peace as a Practice, Not a Destination 

One of the biggest misconceptions I had about peace was that it was something you achieved 
once and then had forever. What I learned instead is that peace is a practice, not a destination. 
It’s something you choose again and again, day by day, moment by moment. 

This understanding came from both my personal experience and my professional training. In 
my work with clients, I’ve seen that the people who maintain peace over time are those who 
develop daily practices that keep them connected to their inner anchor. 

 

Daily Practices for Maintaining Peace 

Here are the daily practices that have been most important for maintaining peace in my life: 

Morning intention setting. I start each day by setting an intention for how I want to show up. 

Mindful breathing. Throughout the day, I take moments to focus on my breath. 

Regular check-ins with myself. I ask myself, “How am I doing right now? What do I need?” 

Gratitude practice. Every evening, I identify things I’m grateful for. 

Evening reflection. I spend time thinking about the day and what I learned. 

Physical movement. I make sure to move my body every day. 

Connection with others. I have meaningful interactions with other people. 

 

Building Resilience for Future Challenges 

Resilience isn’t about being tough enough to handle anything without being affected. It’s about 
developing the ability to bounce back from difficulties more quickly and to learn and grow from 
challenging experiences. 

Ways to build resilience include developing a growth mindset, building a support network, 
practicing self-compassion, maintaining physical health, and continuing to learn and grow. 
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Conclusion: Your Journey Forward 

The Path You’ve Traveled 

If you’ve read this far, you’ve already taken the most important step toward finding peace 
when everything seems to fall apart: you’ve opened yourself to the possibility that peace is 
available to you, regardless of your circumstances. 

You’ve learned that peace isn’t about having a perfect life or avoiding all difficulties. It’s about 
developing the inner resources to respond to life’s challenges with wisdom, grace, and 
resilience. 

 

What This Journey Has Taught Me 

Writing this guide has reminded me of how far I’ve come from those dark nights after leaving 
Toronto when I felt like my life was over. The most important thing I’ve learned through my 
personal struggles and my 19 years of working as a therapist is that peace isn’t something you 
have to earn or deserve. 

I’ve learned that your past doesn’t determine your future, but your response to your past does. 
The difficulties you’ve faced can become sources of wisdom and strength if you’re willing to 
learn from them rather than just endure them. 

 

Your Unique Journey 

Your journey toward peace will be different from mine because your circumstances, 
personality, and challenges are unique to you. What won’t be different are the fundamental 
principles: acceptance, responsibility, building an inner anchor, and daily practice. 

Don’t worry if you don’t feel ready to implement everything at once. Start with what resonates 
most with you right now. Small steps in the right direction are still steps in the right direction. 

 

The Courage to Begin 

It takes courage to choose peace when everything around you is chaos. But here’s what I want 
you to know: you already have that courage. The fact that you’re reading this guide proves that 
you have what it takes. 

 

Final Thoughts 

If I could go back and talk to myself during those dark months after leaving Toronto, here’s 
what I would say: “This isn’t the end of your story. This is the beginning of the most important 
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chapter. The pain you’re feeling right now is real, and it matters, but it’s not permanent. You’re 
going to learn things about yourself and about life that you never could have learned any other 
way.” 

That’s what I want to say to you too. Whatever you’re facing right now, however overwhelming 
it feels, however uncertain the future looks - this isn’t the end of your story. This is your 
opportunity to discover what you’re really made of and to build a life that’s more authentic, 
more resilient, and more peaceful than anything you’ve had before. 

The peace you’re looking for isn’t somewhere out there waiting for you to find it. It’s inside you, 
waiting for you to remember it. Your journey toward peace starts now, with the next choice 
you make, the next breath you take, the next step you’re willing to take toward the life you 
really want to live. 

 

 

Thank you for taking this journey with me. May you find the peace that surpasses all 
understanding, not when your life becomes perfect, but right here, right now, exactly as you are. 


