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The Secrets to Living a Fantastic Life 

Two Survivors Reveal the 13 Golden Pearls 
They've Discovered 

“It’s not what happens… 
It’s what you do with what happens.” 

- Epictetus, about 2,000 years ago. 

Two lives changed, irreversibly, in an instant, by devastating 
events…but rather than be destroyed, these two individuals 
faced the ensuing challenges, embracing them as turning points. 
Seizing the second chances before them with both hands, they 
chose the path to “Living a Fantastic Life.” In doing so, they 
discovered “13 Golden Pearls” to guide them…which they are 
eager to now share with you - to inspire you for your own 
journey. 
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FOREWORD 
by Jack Canfield 

 
I interviewed two wonderful people - Dr. Allen Lycka and Harriet 

Tinka - on “Talking About Success.” Dr. Allen Lycka is a world-class 
cosmetic dermatologist whose life collapsed in 2003 when he 
suddenly developed a foot drop. 

Following extensive testing and enduring further deterioration 
of his condition, he was diagnosed with Lou Gehrig's disease  
(ALS), which is a terminal diagnosis. He didn't like hearing that 
– so he questioned it. That’s right; he pulled himself together and 
questioned the diagnosis. 

Harriet, his co-author, is a former Vogue model and youth 
counselor who experienced a different type of trauma. She endured 
being kidnapped, stabbed, and left for dead. 

Neither were destroyed by these experiences. Just like metal is 
tempered by extreme elements, so were they. And that's led to a 
whole new philosophy of life and a book that these guys are now 
doing together, called The Secrets of Living a Fantastic Life… 
Discover the 13 Golden Pearls. 

And they are experts on what they do. It's become their mission 
to share these metaphorical golden pearls to realize what it takes 
to live a fantastic life with their book, public speaking, videos, and 
coaching so that others may benefit. 

Both authors have risen above two very difficult and challenging 
experiences in their respective lives. 

Here are just three of the '13 golden pearls' they share: 
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empowerment, thankfulness, and forgiveness - three pearls that 
can enhance any life: 

1. Empowerment, which means feeling good, feeling good 
about yourself, just living the life and letting it go. 

2. Thankfulness is about being grateful for everything you 
have. By being grateful for everything, you change from being self-
centered into being a person who is more giving, and you can 
experience that much more. This changes the world, which changes 
the focus from you to something better. 

3. Forgiveness – the act of forgiving helps the forgiver as much 
as the one that is forgiven. Holding hate and pain inside yourself is 
like drinking poison and trying to hurt the other person. Forgiveness 
is not for the person you're giving it to but is a gift to yourself. It 
frees your soul and makes you that much healthier and better. 

Dr. Lycka and Harriet teach that a person can forget everything 
and run or face everything and rise-up. I like that. That's beautiful, 
very good. That's a lot of wisdom but encapsulated in humor. 

Dr. Lycka and Harriet are on a mission because of cataclysmic 
life changes. I've done a lot of studying of people that have had what 
are called “near-death experiences,” where they've been pronounced 
clinically dead. And then they come back and say, "I went through a 
tunnel. I saw a being of light, and I had to review my life and look at 
all the places where I wasn't loving and kind, and maybe I got some 
wisdom from these advanced beings in another dimension." 

These guys didn't have that experience exactly, but they were 
nearly dead, and Dr. Lycka was diagnosed as going to be dead. 
They went through their own “tunnels.” It sounds like they've come 
back with a similar shared mindset as a result. They all come back, 
wanting to be of service. They all come back with a greater sense of 
love. 

Those who come back from a near-death experience come back 
wanting to contribute and have less fear of death. It sounds like  
these guys have achieved kind of the same thing. It is now their life 
mission to share and help. 

I love what these guys are doing, the book is great, and the work 
they’re doing is important. 

— Jack Canfield, author of the #1 New York Times Bestseller 
Chicken Soup for The Soul. 
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INTRODUCTION 
I am going to make a bold prediction. You bought this book 
because something is a challenge in your life. Perhaps you have 
relationship issues. Maybe you’re ill. Maybe things in life have 
not worked out the way you thought they would. Life can be 
tremendously cruel. Or maybe you are on a quest to a higher 
path. But let me ask you some simple questions: 

Are you a victim? Have you been overtaken by a victim 
mentality? Bruce Lipton said, “Victim consciousness robs us of 
our creative ability.” Wouldn’t you sooner be a victor and 
conquer all your problems? 

The solution is surprisingly simple. It’s to adopt a new mindset: 
“It’s not what happens to you; it’s what you do with what 
happens.” Taking on this mindset may be challenging at first, 
but once you do, life will be enormously different. Everything 
will change – for the better. Epictetus, an ancient Greek, realized 
this about 2,000 years ago. 

Both Harriet Tinka, my co-author, and I have lived through 
immense adversity. And by doing so, we came out better and 
stronger than we were before. We learned and lived the 
philosophy taught by Epictetus. 

What kind of adversity did we suffer? 

Harriet Tinka is an accountant, empowerment youth worker, 
marathon runner, and a former fashion model who was 
kidnapped and savagely attacked by a male classmate while a 
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student at the University of Calgary. The attacker left her for 
dead. During her convalescence, she initially felt embittered. 
But she chose hope, not hate, and learned The Secrets to Living a 
Fantastic Life. 

My story is equally unnerving. I have developed a reputation as 
a world-class cosmetic dermatologist, thought leader, and 
philanthropist in my 40 years practicing medicine. My life 
imploded in 2003 when I suddenly developed a right foot drop 
while on vacation, ironically, at the ‘happiest place on earth.’ 
Upon extensive testing, I was diagnosed with ALS (Lou Gehrig’s 
disease) and told I would be dead in six months. 

Initially crushed by this diagnosis, I pulled myself together and 
questioned the opinion. Through my persistence, I overcame the 
devastation, found my correct diagnosis, and discovered The 
Secrets To Living a Fantastic Life. I learned to thrive. 

We both came to this same realization, independently. 

Because adversity poisons some and strengthens others, we 
would like to accompany you on your journey. Heat tempers 
steel, making it stronger. Harriet and I have both been tempered, 
learned how to take hold of our second chances and would like 
to share our experiences. 

We share this all in the dialogue we had as we wrote this book 
– the conversation of two close friends. And we’ve become so 
close that we finish each other’s sentences. Scary, right? 

And within as little as 30 days, if you genuinely apply these 
principles, your life will be transformed. Guaranteed. Because 
even if you try just one thing, your life experience will be 
enhanced immeasurably. 

The Importance of the Stories in this Book 

Harriet and I were faced with a dilemma when writing this 
book – how can we even begin to share the important pearls we 
learned through our lives and the events we experienced? Well, 
after thinking long and hard – and weighing the consequences – 
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we decided to have a feature story to highlight the key points of 
each chapter. 

These stories are to get you to think, laugh, cry, and be a part of 
the process. It is important to note that these stories are not just 
about Harriet and me. They speak on all elements of the human 
experience. 

And, to a large extent, they are meant to be about you. So, in 
future books, we welcome your stories. 

You can send them to www.LivingAFantasticLife.com. We 
promise to look at each and every one. 

- Dr. Allen Lycka 

A Special Note: It is said that when the student is ready, the 
teacher will arrive. The teacher that arrived for Harriet and me 
was Rusti L Lehay who made our words and thoughts dance. If 
you would like her help to do the same for you, contact her at 
rusti@rustilehay.ca. Call or text 780.278.7120. 

Thank you also to Kelly Falardeau - Mixx & Koki Productions - 
Amazon Best-Seller Strategist admin@KellyFalardeau.com 

 

 
Authors’ Stories 

Dr. Lycka and Harriet Tinka have incredible stories to share. 

Dr. Lycka has, for over 30 years, excelled in the medical industry 
and is known as a world-renowned leader in the fields of 
cosmetic surgery, dermatology and skin health. 

He has done over 10,000 liposuction surgeries and over 100,000 
skin cancer surgeries, saving the lives of thousands of skin 
cancer patients and those with skin problems. He won the 
prestigious Consumer Choice Award for 16 consecutive years 
and was named Philanthropist of the year in 2013. 

As co-author, it is Dr. Lycka’s goal to help you live a fantastic life 
too. 

http://www.livingafantasticlife.com/
mailto:rusti@rustilehay.ca
mailto:admin@KellyFalardeau.com
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Dr. Lycka’s Story 

It was a beautiful spring day in 2003. My wife, Lucie, and I had 
taken a short vacation with our youngest daughter and her friend 
to enjoy Disneyland, and while walking in the Magic Kingdom, 
Lucie turned to me and asked, “What’s wrong with you, hon?” 

I checked my mental checklist. For once, I hadn’t said, done, or 
even thought anything wrong. I realized I didn’t have the faintest 
idea what she was talking about. 

I was confused. “What do you mean?” 

She said, “Your foot is flapping.” 

Now that really befuddled me. Not only did I not know what Lucie 
meant, but now I didn’t think we were talking the same language. 
My wife’s primary language is French, mine – English. So, I must 
admit, episodes of miscommunication like this had occurred 
many times in the past. 

“What do you mean?” I asked again. 

“Listen to your foot.” 

By the perplexed look on my face, she knew that she had to 
explain. “Don’t you hear it? Your foot is flapping against the 
pavement with every step you take. You don’t lift it when you’re 
walking. You have a dropped right foot. It should lift 
automatically. You need to get it checked out.” 

I resisted. “I’m tired and it’s hot.” It was a hot and humid 33 
degrees centigrade (around 100 degrees F). 

“No, that doesn’t explain it. Did you have a stroke?” 

Well, no stroke I know of would be like this, so I retorted back, 
“Dear, you’re a doctor. You know strokes don’t show up like this.” 

“Well, something is wrong,” she insisted. “When you get back, you 
better get it checked out.” She wasn’t kidding. 

So began the crisis. I sought out dozens of specialists who were 
equally perplexed. So, I commenced the million-dollar work-up 
– CAT scans, MRIs, brain  scans,  a lumbar puncture,  an EMG, a 
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bone marrow aspiration, pulmonary function tests, a gazillion 
blood tests, and so on. The first thought I had was a slipped disc 
in my neck, but when tests showed nothing, they assumed I had a 
“space-occupying lesion,” which in lay terms means a brain 
cancer. But further testing showed nothing was wrong. 
Absolutely nothing. They were perplexed. 

Then came the bombshell. One neurologist had me come to his 
office and said, “You better be sitting down when I tell you this.” 

“Why, what’s wrong?” timidly whispering, I slumped in the chair, 
now thoroughly frightened. 

“You have Amyotrophic Lateral Sclerosis, ALS (Lou Gehrig’s dis- 
ease),'' he said, matter of factly, “and you have six months to live.” 

“Get your affairs in order,” he said. 

I was confused and dazed. How could a flapping foot be a death 
sentence? It made absolutely no sense. 

“Is there a way to confirm the diagnosis?” 

“Yes,” he said, “Autopsy.” 

I can’t express in words the revulsion I felt toward this man at 
that moment. Yes, I was angry. I could have chewed the heads off 
of nails at that moment. I felt like leaping up and strangling him. 
How could an educated man be so callous, so cruel? 

I had a dropped foot. To prove him wrong, I was not going to die. 

In a daze, I stumbled out of his office and went home. I then began 
to react emotionally and physically to this diagnosis. I didn’t know 
it at the time, but I began to experience the phases of dying that 
were identified by Elizabeth Kübler-Ross in Of Death and Dying. 

First, I reacted with anger. How could this be? I was only 52 years 
old. I was at the peak of my career, my life. I was too young. It was 
so unfair. 

I plunged harder  into  my  work.  I was in Kübler-Ross’s second 
phase – denial. I worked like a demon. If I was going to die, I’d 
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have something to show for it at the end. 

I then became depressed. I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t eat. My work 
began to suffer. For the first time, I thought of suicide. 

I bargained with God. I will do anything if you take this away. 

I became angry. I was in full denial. 

It is true that when your life is near the end, you begin to see things 
more clearly. You begin to see patterns, things you could never see 
otherwise. You reach out. So, I began a new journey – a journey to 
find my true diagnosis. I wasn’t going down without a fight. I did 
not accept the death sentence of ALS. 

Doctor Google did not exist in 2003. Going to the internet then was 
laborious. I searched thousands of sites. Somehow, after months 
with the Grim Reaper breathing down my neck, I stumbled upon 
the story of Dr. David Martz, a hematologist in Colorado Springs, 
Colorado. David had a story similar to mine, but he had 
deteriorated much more rapidly to being bedridden within 
months. He was on his deathbed when Dr. William Harvey, a 
chronic disease specialist, heard of David’s plight and came to see 
him. Dr. Harvey finally made the correct diagnosis. He started 
him on antibiotics, and, like Lazarus, David arose from the dead. 

I was convinced that both David and I had chronic Lyme disease, 
not ALS. Dr. Martz started a clinic in Colorado called the Rocky 
Mountain Chronic Disease clinic to help others. When I read about 
this, I knew I had to see him. 

I called him on a Saturday, getting a hold of him through the 
local Methodist hospital. We chatted. After a while, he asked, 
“Why don’t you come down to see me?” 

“When?” I asked. 

“Why not Monday?” he replied. 

“That’s our Thanksgiving,” I protested. Thirty people were coming 
for Thanksgiving dinner. 

“Doesn’t Canada have any planes?” he retorted. 
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I turned to my wife, Lucie, “Dear, I am going to miss Thanksgiving.” 

“Where are you going this time?” she asks. 

“No, dear, I am not going to another meeting. I’m going to 
Colorado Springs.” 

“Why?” 

“I think I found the answer.” 

She turned a 180. “Of course you must go. I can handle 30 
people. Remember, I came from a French family. For me this is 
nothing. You must go.” 

I booked my flight out on Monday for an appointment to see 
David the next day. I gave him my flight details. I flew into 
Denver without incident, then got on a little commuter plane 
late in the day. What a mistake. Late in the day in Colorado, the 
winds get up to hurricane gusts. It happens all the time. Hot, 
moist air rises from the desert, and when it does, especially by 
the mountains, it cools. Turbulence and storms result. 

On the way there, I got caught in one of these horrific storms. 
Although it was only 25 minutes long, the flight seemed like an 
eternity. The plane bobbed up and down like a cork caught in a 
tidal wave. 

It was like being on a Drop of Doom carnival ride with a never- 
ending ticket. With each gigantic up, there was an equally 
gigantic down. And this meant my stomach immediately went 
up to my mouth and expelled its contents over and over. 

That plane ride became a metaphor for the journey I had been 
on, and in the end, I all but crawled off the plane. 

And as I got to the end of the gangway, a familiar voice greeted 
me. “Hi, Allen.” 

It was David. Relief flooded through me as the energy and 
kindness of this man enveloped me immediately in a hug that 
assured me all my problems would soon be solved. He led me 
to his car sitting there on the tarmac. We went to a coffee shop, 
chatting all 
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the way, and talked on into the evening. People seeing us would 
have sworn we knew each other for years. He dropped me off at 
the hotel after 2:00 AM. In parting, “I think history is repeating 
itself,” he said. 

The next day, I saw him at his office bright and early. 

Ordering a blood test, he confirmed my diagnosis of Chronic 
Lyme disease and started me on treatment, which stabilized my 
disease and is the reason I’m alive 16 years after my supposed 
demise. 

I would occasionally run into that neurologist in the elevator of 
our shared office building after the original diagnosis. I’d quip, 
“Here I am, it’s a year (or two or three) and I’m not dead yet. 
Brilliant deduction.” 

Since, my medical history has been up and down. Another 
physician, Dr. Haines Ely, has often been helpful with thoughts 
and suggestions. In fact, many were radical, but they preserved 
my old body and helped me through many, many storms. 
Haines, sadly, recently passed away. 

As for me - I’ve been living on borrowed time. Just think – I had 
been diagnosed with ALS – Lou Gehrig’s disease – a guaranteed 
death sentence - and now I had a chance to live my life, a more 
fantastic life. 

To this day, I vividly remember my journey to find the dedication 
and compassion of David and the moment of being treated 
properly – because it was the moment I emerged from the 
mental fog that had almost destroyed my life. It was 
accompanied by a feeling of euphoria, of internal bliss, of 
internal awakening. 

That’s when I realized that I had received a “golden ticket,” a 
second chance to live more abundantly. And although I had 
been afflicted, I actually had been blessed. I finally knew God’s 
plan for me. And that I could help others find solutions for their 
problems without the hardship or difficulty I had encountered. 
Or at the very least minimize the time spent in suffering. 

Let’s turn now to Harriet for her story. 
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Harriet Tinka 

I was hobbling slowly on crutches in the hospital hall. 

l made my way towards the waiting room, wrapped up in what the 
hospital staff called the “Johnny gown.” This gown left me partially 
exposed to strangers and scared me to the bone in its undermining 
any dignity I wished to possess. 

I have no idea why they invented such a contraption. I had no 
control over my life anymore: a prisoner wearing a wristband 
with a serial number. 

As I sat down, I could hear the voices of patients in agony in the 
examining room. It was strangely comforting to know that 
others were also fighting their own demons. 

A squeaky noise from a distance diverted my attention. A joyful 
little girl appeared propelling herself in a wheelchair. I wanted 
to be alone. I made no eye contact, hoping she would continue 
wheeling herself past the waiting room. I later learned her name 
was Amber. 

She looked thin in her pediatric Johnny gown. The oversize gown 
covered her full body leaving her feet exposed. She wore ankle- 
length terry slipper socks. There was a stuffed golden teddy bear 
wearing a blue t-shirt laying on the left side of her thigh, almost 
tipping off. The t-shirt on the bear had the words “Foothills 
Children's Hospital”. 

She had bushy eyebrows and the most captivating huge green eyes 
that reminded me of Disney’s Rapunzel’s eyes. Her long black ring- 
lets of hair covered half her face and contrasted with her ivory 
skin. She looked happy. I couldn’t fathom why, considering the 
place we were in. Amber had a red lollipop in her mouth. Taking it 
out to speak, I noticed the colour had stained her pink tongue red. 
Her voice grated on me like a dentist’s drill, that buzz deep in my 
brain. But to others from a distance, she may have sounded fruity- 
sweet and appealing. 

“What’s your name?” she asked, annoyingly breaking my 
reverie, as she slowed down right in front of me. 
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“My name is Harriet,” I answered reluctantly, hoping my 
irritated tone would scare her away. That didn’t stop her. 

“I am Amber and I am nine years old. What are you doing here?” 
she asked. 

One of those children oblivious to my derisive adult tone meant 
to send her away, she looked at me expectantly. “I’m here for 
physical therapy for my leg,” I responded and this time did my 
best to scowl in addition to my “go away” tone. I just wanted to 
be left alone to my own misery. 

“You have crutches. What happened to you?” Amber then asked, 
undeterred. 

She was so annoying, persistent and obviously was sticking to 
me. I had to pay attention. I rewound the story of bitterness that 
played over and over in my brain. 

My Trauma 

I was a young teen, standing at 5’8’’ and weighing 110 pounds, 
working as a runway model. It was a cutthroat industry. I learned 
to embrace rejection. The experience ranged from harsh 
criticisms, false flattery, starvation, magazine photoshoots, and 
fashion week tributes to cultural experiences from different 
countries. After spending over ten years in the modeling 
industry, I decided to get a formal education enrolling as a 
student at the University of Calgary. The university was three 
hours away from my family. 

Though outwardly I was popular, inside, I felt alone and 
vulnerable. I made a few friends, among which, Martin was one 
of them. He was charming, clever, thickset, short, and older 
than me. He was an introvert with few friends. We spent more 
and more time together. He became fond of me but would get 
jealous of the times I spent with my other friends, showing me 
this other side of him. He was manipulative, bad-tempered, 
lonely, and bothersome. In his determination to isolate me from 
my friends, he demanded to know and even controlled my 
whereabouts. The stalking started. I became afraid for my 
safety. As recommended by the police, I got a Restraining Order 
against him. I thought it 
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was over. 

Late one night, close to midnight, I was so involved in my 
project that I lost track of time. I quickly packed up my books 
and walked home to my apartment building. When I got into 
the building, I walked into the elevator without looking inside 
as I was searching for my house keys. 

The door closed and somebody grabbed my neck from behind. I 
froze in fear. 

“You thought you could escape?” I recognized him… Martin. The 
secured building and restraining order meant nothing to him. 

He squeezed my neck so tight I could barely breathe. I heard 
voices from the hallway. I tried to scream, but he turned me 
around and punched me in the stomach. He took out a butcher’s 
knife from his pocket and brandished it wildly to silence me. 

“You know that I am the only person who loves you 
unconditionally,” he said. 

I spit on his face. Shocked and angry, he sliced into my right 
middle finger. I started bleeding profusely. I screamed for help. 
He was getting distressed. Martin then confirmed that if I 
screamed one more time, I would be dead. He took his shoes 
and socks off. He then folded the socks into a ball and shoved 
them into my mouth. Mute, disgusted, I gagged. 

The elevator opened, and I pushed myself away from him. I ran 
towards the back door. His heavy-set body slowed him down. I 
grabbed the knob and pounded on the window. Please, some- 
body hear me. I opened the door just as Martin caught up with 
me. 

He kicked my back. I fell and started crawling as fast as I could. 
The paved parking lot gouged my exposed knees. Cut and 
bleeding, I ignored the pain. Martin jumped on my legs and 
started hammering on my spine. I collapsed onto my stomach. 

He turned me around, slapped me, and spit on my face. My head 
started throbbing. I trembled. I was speechless out of fear. I felt 
completely helpless, broken and ashamed. He wanted to have 
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power over me. He tormented me by saying his actions were my 
fault. He blamed me for everything. 

He pounded my head and stuffed me into the passenger seat of 
his car so he could control me. Ignoring stop signs and speed 
limits, crazed, he drove to a car dealership. He stopped and 
retrieved a baseball bat from the back seat. He proceeded 
towards the new cars and smashed their windshields, one by 
one. I was shaking uncontrollably, and my fingers and knees 
were throbbing in pain. I wanted to escape. What if I ran and he 
caught me again? 

Martin returned, looked at me angrily and threateningly stated, 
“If you don't listen to me from now on, I will smash you like those 
windshields.” We drove off to an isolated area in the middle of 
the bush. Neither one of us had a phone. He saw an emergency 
phone and ordered me to walk towards it and call my parents. 
The call was going to be my final goodbye to them because they 
would never see me again. I refused, and in anger, he told me, “I 
have a rope, a knife, a gun, and some gasoline. I am going to tie 
your body with the rope, cut you in pieces, and soak the pieces of 
you in gasoline, and no one will ever find your body.” 

Reaching for a thread of dignity, I trembled. “I don’t care. If you 
love me, you won't hurt me like this,” I cried. 

“Love is listening, and right now, you are not doing that,” Martin 
replied in anger. 

He reached over my lap, opened the glove compartment, and 
took out what seemed to be a large hunting knife. This one was 
even bigger than the one he used to cut my finger. 

Without another word, or hesitation, he raised the knife as high 
as he could and stabbed my left thigh twice. The blood 
immediately spurted out to the windshield. I lost 
consciousness. The next thing I remembered, I was waking up 
at the emergency ward at Foothills Hospital in Calgary. The 
doctor stated that I was lucky to be alive. 

The media, police, and my father were all in the hospital waiting 
room. My anxious and worried father had driven for three hours 
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that night, to be by my bedside. 

Reading the news, I felt this was all my fault and how dare I bring 
shame to my family like this. 

My Healing Process 

I was horrified to be on crutches and having to learn to walk 
again. Once a runaway model, now a cripple. It just didn’t make 
sense and my mind couldn’t cope or accept any of this. 

Additionally, the courts gave my abuser only three months in 
jail. I was outraged with the judge's decision to give him such a 
lenient sentence for attempted murder. I fell into a deep 
depression. I would cry silently, with no one to help. I was an 
embarrassment and failure to everyone in my life. Determined 
to end it all, I bought a bottle of sleeping pills, took them, and 
went to sleep. 

I woke up disoriented. Trying to end my life was another failure. 

Amber, this persistent, unwavering child was more than she 
seemed. She wanted to know my story. I told her a sanitized 
version suitable for her ears. She then shared her story with 
me. 

Amber was an only child whose parents were instantly killed 
when a drunk driver ran a red light and struck their vehicle. She 
would be confined to a wheelchair for the rest of her life. She 
was motherless, fatherless, and homeless. Yet, she was full of joy 
and happiness. Curious, I asked her why she exuded joy. 

She looked at me with a sincere smile and whispered, “I am 
lucky to be alive. Now here’s a challenge for you – you are alive 
too. Why don’t you use your experience to make a difference in 
your world?” 

OMG, I thought. She’s so right – a nine-year-old who was so 
much smarter than me. 

She was the catalyst for my turning point, my call to action. 
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My Fantastic Life 

I needed to meet Amber to find my purpose. The trauma taught 
me that one cannot expect a perfect life but must appreciate 
moments of beauty interspersed among tragedy. 

I have deliberately released any bitterness, anger, and sadness 
that Martin had caused me. The hardships made me stronger. I 
got a second chance, a new beginning. 

I use my experiences to help others. They can learn from my 
experiences without having to go through what I went through. 
By accepting myself, I can now own my story. I describe my life 
journey as moving from tragic to magic. I found my purpose. 
Now I live a fantastic life. 

Now here’s your challenge, start reading and applying the 13 
golden pearls. And check out our Secrets to Living a Fantastic 
Life Facebook page and share with us how your journey is going. 
Talk to you soon. 

 

About the Metaphorical 
Golden Pearls 

The word "metaphor" combines the Greek words "meta" (between) 
and "phero" (to carry) and generally means to transfer between, 
as in transferring the characteristics of one thing to another. A 
metaphor is a type of analogy and is one of many figures of speech 
used to draw comparisons between two disparate entities. 

The series of books by Mark Victor Hansen and Jack Canfield 
entitled Chicken Soup for the Soul shows how effective a 
metaphor can be when used well. 

The series title manages to compare an everyday food, thought 
to have magical healing properties, with that most elusive of 
human entities, the soul. You can also tell it's such a fabulous 
metaphor by the very fact that it takes so long to explain what 
the comparison is and how the metaphor was created. 

In this book, we refer to the “golden pearls” waiting to be 
discovered in order to be Living a Fantastic Life. 
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Golden pearls do exist in nature. They are rare, and the deeper 
the gold colour, the rarer they are. The rarest has a deep gold 
colour and is referred to as a 24k golden pearl. They are grown 
in the gold-lip variety of the Pinctada maxima, South Sea pearl 
oyster in Indonesia, and the Philippines. Their warm, golden 
tones are completely natural, and no treatments are needed to 
enjoy the beauty of these gems. 

Pearls are a perfect metaphor for transcendence. 

Do you know how pearls are formed? When a foreign substance 
slips into the oyster, it irritates the shell and its organ. From that 
irritation, a tantalizing, mesmerizing, exquisite pearl is formed. 

We invite you to be the judge of how they are the perfect 
metaphor for the transformations that Harriet and I have both 
accomplished. 
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GOLDEN PEARL #1 

LovE 
 

Love – I believe that dreaming is stronger than reality. 
Desire is more potent than apathy. Hope is more powerful 
than despair. Joy always triumphs over sorrow. That 
laughter is the ultimate cure for mankind’s foibles. And I 
believe that love is stronger than hate, the greatest gift of 
all. How do I know? I have been fortunate to experience 
them all. - Dr. Allen Lycka 

 

The Shoe Box 

There once was a little three-year-old girl who was extremely 
happy. She had angelic, curly red hair. She was always singing 
and playing. She never walked, she skipped everywhere she 
went. The world was her oyster. From sun up to sun down, 
everyone who saw her had a smile on their face. 

One day, her father punished his three-year-old daughter for 
wasting a roll of gold wrapping paper. Money was tight, and he 
became infuriated when the child tried to decorate a shoebox to 
put under the Christmas tree. 
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Nevertheless, the little girl brought the gift to her father the next 
morning and said, “This is for you, Daddy.” 

The man became embarrassed by his overreaction earlier, but 
his rage intensified when he confirmed the package was empty 
when he unwrapped it. He yelled at her, “Don’t you know that 
when you give someone a present, there is supposed to be 
something inside?” 

“Oh, Daddy, you’re so silly. It’s not empty at all. I blew kisses into 
the shoebox. They’re all for you, Daddy.” 

The father was crushed. He put his arms around his little girl, 
and he begged for her forgiveness. 

Only a short time later, a tragic car accident took the life of the 
little girl. 

Her father kept the gold-wrapped shoebox by his bed for many 
years, and whenever he was discouraged, he would take out an 
imaginary kiss and remember the love of the child who had put 
it there. And when he closed his eyes, he could see his little girl. 
He could even hear her giggle and feel her on his lap. He actually 
felt her kisses, and in his mind, felt she was still there with him. 

Many years later, the man died of a broken heart. He went to 
heaven and St. Peter met him at the Pearly Gates. 

St. Peter said, “To enter, you must give me something very 
valuable. I can’t just let anyone in.” 

The old man gave St. Peter the most important thing he owned 
– the empty shoebox. 

St. Peter smiled and said, “Enter my friend. You have given me 
the gift of everlasting love, the most valuable gift of all.” 

And inside, he was reunited with his precious daughter. She 
smiled at him and gave him a real kiss. 

“I missed you,” said the old man. 

“Why, Daddy?” asked the little girl. “I never left you. When I died, 
God made me into an angel. When you opened the shoebox to 
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get a kiss, I gave you one. I giggled in your ear, and I sat on your 
lap. I was always with you. I will always be your little girl.” 

- Author unknown 
 

Moral of the story 

“You always gain by giving love.” 
– Reese Witherspoon 

Harriet: That’s profound. But what makes you a love expert? 

Dr. Lycka: Oh you - nothing in particular - just living. This is one 
of my favorite love stories. It reminds me that love is very 
complex. Did you know that according to the ancient Greeks, 
there are seven types of love? 

Harriet: No way!!! 

Dr. Lycka: Love, according to the ancient Greeks, was divided 
into seven types: 

1. Eros – named after the Greek god of love and fertility 
romantic love 

2. Philia – Affectionate Brotherly love 
3. Storge – Familiar love 
4. Mania – Obsessive love 
5. Pragma – Enduring love 
6. Philautia – Self-love 
7. Agape – Selfless Love 

Harriet: Wow – that’s a lot to digest. It’s all Greek to me. 

Dr. Lycka: Haha. Yes, it is very hard to comprehend at first 
glance. But let’s talk a little about each one, and I promise it will 
get easier. 

Harriet: Great; I would love to know more. 

Dr. Lycka: The ancient Greeks would have been upset by our use 
of one word to state, “I love you” and the same word to 
nonchalantly sign a letter with “lots of love.” That wouldn’t 
make sense to them. The types of love were and are distinct 
entities. 
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So, let’s talk about Eros, the first type of love they acknowledge. 
Eros was named after the Greek god of fertility, and it signified 
sexual love. Maybe in today’s language, it means “love-making.” 
But the Greeks didn’t always think of it as something positive 
because Eros involved losing control, and that frightened them. 
To them, it was wild and crazy love. 

Harriet: That is odd because losing control is precisely what 
many people now seek in a relationship. 

Don't we all hope to fall 'madly' in love? Love is irrational, out 
of control and that’s viewed as bad in love. I was the victim of 
that mania when obsession took over. He was 'out of control'. 
His love was a form of madness like Cupid’s arrows. I was 
oblivious to his intentions until his obsession forced me to 
open my eyes to a love that threatened my life. 

Dr. Lycka: I know. True love means a lot of sharing and caring. 
But Eros is really about irrational or 'passionate love'. In your 
situation, your tormentor lost it. 

That’s why the Greeks valued the second type of love much 
more. It’s called Philia, or the love that shows in a deep 
friendship such as that which is developed between brothers in 
arms who fought side by side on the battlefield. It was about 
showing loyalty to friends, sacrificing for them, and sharing 
their emotions with them. It involves love for fellow humans as 
well as care, respect, and compassion for people in need. 

“Believe in love. Believe in magic. Hell, 
believe in Santa Claus. Believe in others. Believe in your- 

self. Believe in your dreams. If you don't, who will?” 
– Jon Bon Jovi 

Harriet: That’s insightful. How much of this type of love do we 
have in our everyday lives. Our attempts to collect so-called 
'friends' on Facebook or 'followers' on Twitter and Instagram 
– would have hardly impressed the Greeks. They don’t impress 
me, either. 

Dr. Lycka: Exactly. I think about the drama that goes on when 
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someone unfriends someone else. Compare that to Philia, which 
is a 'profound love', not a superficial friendship. 

My favorite thing in life is writing about life, specifically 
the parts of life concerning love. Because, as far as I'm 
concerned, love is absolutely everything. – Taylor Swift 

The third type of love is Storge (pronounced stor-JAY), a Greek 
word that means family love—the bond that is shared among 
family members. It encompasses the mutual love of parents and 
children. It has many of the characteristics of Philia but is not 
earned. It is natural. 

Harriet: It seems to me that most families don’t currently have 
enough Storge. I wish they did. My work at women’s shelters 
shows me we need more Storge. That is my wish for the world. 

Dr. Lycka: That’s a deep thought. I could only imagine a world 
like that. 

But the Greeks were smart. And for every yin, they recognized a 
yang. They saw a playful love they called Ludus. We’ve all 
experienced Ludus in the flirting and teasing during the early 
stages of a relationship. You can read about it in any Harlequin 
romance novel. But we also live out our Ludus when we banter 
and laugh with friends at a bar. 

Harriet: Ludus, playful love. I think friends have fun being 
childlike too. We must remember to not lose the child within 
who loves to play. 

I think that’s why we are great friends. 

Dr. Lycka: You gotta be kidding Harriet. I never joke. It’s not in 
my manner. 

Harriet: Yeah, right. What about the time when we were driving 
in Vancouver to get to the Miss World’s contest. 

Dr. Lycka: You mean the time we got lost? And your GPS kept 
taking us in circles and we almost ended up in Seattle? 

Harriet: Yup. Good thing we had a full tank of gas. 
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Dr. Lycka: We are going to have to rename you, 'wrong way' 
Harriet. 

Harriet: The name would be appropriate. I’ve been known to 
run marathons the wrong way. 

Dr. Lycka: Ha, ha, now that name's definitely appropriate. Let’s 
plow on. One of the higher types of love is agape or selfless love – 
a love that you extend to all people, whether family members or 
distant strangers. Agape translated into Latin as Caritas, which 
is the origin of our word "charity.” 

Harriet: In Edmonton, we have a Caritas Foundation that 
oversees a few hospitals. I believe in charity and giving. 

Dr. Lycka: So do I. C.S. Lewis referred to charity as 'gift love', 
the highest form of Christian love. But it also appears in other 
religious traditions such as the idea of mettāor 'universal loving- 
kindness' in Theravāda Buddhism. I also think it is altruistic love 
and shown by selfless giving. 

Harriet: I’m afraid agape is in a dangerous decline in many 
countries. Empathy levels in Canada and the U.S., in my opinion, 
have declined sharply over the past 40 years, with the steepest 
fall occurring in the past decade. We urgently need to revive our 
capacity to care about strangers. We need agape. 

Dr. Lycka: I agree. We show this when we teach and volunteer. 
That’s why we are speaking right now and sharing our thoughts 
with others. 

And it’s the simplest way to increase your love – give without 
thinking about getting. 

So, agape is a bit like Christmas when it is better to give than 
receive. 

Harriet: Are there other types of love? 

Dr. Lycka: Yes – two others. The use of the ancient Greek root 
pragma as a form of love was popularized by the Canadian 
sociologist John Allen Lee in the 1970s who described it as a 
mature, genuine love that is commonly found in long-
established relationships. Pragma is about making concessions 
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to help the relationship work and showing persistence and 
open-mindedness. I don’t think this was ever referred to in 
ancient Greek literature as a unique entity, but it was assumed. 
So, it is best considered as a modern update on the ancient 
Greek types of love. 

I have found the paradox for that: 

“If you love until it hurts, there can be no more hurt, 
only more love.” – Mother Teresa 

And then there’s Philautia, or love of one’s self: 

The clever Greeks, such as Aristotle, realized there were two 
types of Philautia. One was an unhealthy variety associated with 
narcissism, where you became self-obsessed and focused on 
personal fame and fortune. A healthier version enhanced your 
wider capacity to love. 

The concept is that if you love yourself and feel good about 
yourself, you will have plenty of love to give others (as is 
reflected in the Buddhist-inspired concept of “self-
compassion.”) If you fill your bucket, you have more to give and 
in that, there is a responsibility to take care of yourself. 

Love is a force more formidable than any other. It is 
invisible – it cannot be seen or measured, yet it is 

powerful enough to transform you in a moment and offer 
you more joy than any material possession could. 

– Barbara De Angelis, New York Times Best Selling 
Author 

Harriet: In my volunteering, I have found that if a person had a 
mother or father who didn’t love them, that person has a huge 
obstacle to overcome. They often cannot express love. They live 
in a shell, a bubble. 

I initially gave those individuals four simple techniques to 
express love: 

• Be patient with themselves. 
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• Surround themselves with people who love and support 
them now. 

• Lose themselves in the service of others by volunteering. 
Doing so helps them value themselves because they can see the 
difference they are making to others. 

• Exercise and meditate for the body, mind and soul. Use 
affirmations in their daily ritual, for example, 'I am enough', and 
'I am worthy of Love'. 

Dr. Lycka: No doubt, many things enhance love. 

Harriet: Time for a knock, knock joke told to me by my daughter 
this morning. 

Knock, knock! 

Dr. Lycka: Who's there? 

Harriet: Wiccan. 

Dr. Lycka: Wiccan who? 

Harriet; Wiccan figure it out, together. 

Dr. Lycka: Groan. Now let’s back on track. 

As a doctor, I have also found some people literally cannot love, 
and it’s often because some experience of needing love was 
missing or some other childhood experience such as bullying. 

Harriet: Great minds think alike. I work with a group of young 
women in an organization I established, called Empowered Me. 
Some of the students who participate in the program have a 
strong emotional need caused by childhood deprivation and are 
incapable of loving. Most have issues with their parents/care- 
givers. 

If the parents raise children in a loving environment, the impact 
has an ongoing positive effect on the child. If not, the child 
often suffers from emotional hunger and confuses other things 
for love. They try to find ways to fill in that void or emptiness 
and often repeat the unloving experiences that started it all. 



 

Dr. Lycka: How do you teach them to love? 

Harriet: I think you are trying to steal all my secrets, Doc Lycka. 
Shame on you. 

No, this is an art, not a science. The first step is forgiveness. 
Holding onto hate is like trying to harm someone by drinking 
the poison yourself. Later in this book, we will talk about this 
some more. 

Dr. Lycka: That’s profound. It does, however, bring up another 
question. I’m sure many of our readers would like to learn how 
they can love more deeply. 

Harriet: You already mentioned this. Love is one of the few 
things that increase in value when you give it away. You increase 
and intensify love by giving more. And the love must be 
unconditional. But it must be reciprocated from the person you 
are giving it to. Otherwise, unrequited love only leads to an 
empty relationship. 

Dr. Lycka: This is where I need to mention a dear friend David 
Martz. His love reached out and touched me from Colorado 
Springs, Colorado to Edmonton, Alberta. It’s because of it, I'm 
here today. But love is not a very logical thing. 

Harriet: And I need to mention something. I still think you were 
trying to steal my thunder. 

Dr. Lycka: I was. You caught me. I’m sorry. 

Harriet: Don’t let it happen again. 

Dr. Lycka: But I will get the last word in. I believe Love is the 
greatest gift of all. 

Harriet: No, you won’t. I believe it as well. I get the last word. 

“And in the end, the love you take is equal to 
the love you make.” – Paul McCartney 


