
			WHAT I’M PROUD OF

	I’ve never been very good at blowing my own horn so when the subject of telling something I am proud of came up as something to write about, it stumps me.
	I seem to be more proud of how I feel when someone else does something to or for me and I sense a feeling of pleasure.
	Like when John wrote his 6 word micro memoir stories and the one he wrote about me said, “Dar - sweetest thing in the whole wide world” I felt his kind words. I know I’m not the sweetest thing in this world but for a moment I believed he thought so. My pride brought a smile to my face.

	When my buddy Stella from LifeWriters published her book, Taxi to America, she acknowledged me as having helped to push her out of her comfort zone to read out loud. I had never been acknowledged in a published book before and I felt unexpected pleasure. I did not realize I had done anything special. 
	Being proud of moments when we don’t think we did anything, and weren’t expecting anything in return is a really wonderful puzzle piece of trying to understand how the world would work so much more beautifully if we all just went about doing what we’re good at, asking for nothing in return, and then being recognized for doing something the other person valued. To be acknowledged for not doing anything other than being yourself is really something to be proud of. Isn’t it?

I love the synchronicity of these magical moments when I am told I have been an influence in someone else’s life. 

It is these moments I work at to take them in and feel my life hasn’t been in vain. To understand that I have am in service of being God’s living energy on this earth. It’s a job I am honoured to fill and I feel blessed to have learned that I am at an age to understand that all I have to do if be Myself. I’m proud of that.
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