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19Introduction

Introduction

Now I know I chose my parents. 

My parents gave me this body to carry on my mission 
in this lifetime.  I live in this present location called Earth.  I 
fulfill my celestial contracts through the work I do.  I am an 
authentic creation of Nature, with the seed of Intelligence 
that directs every path I take to re-connect me to Freedom.

There are plenty of words that we use to denote the 
One source that gives forth everything; the seed of the 
thought, the strands of DNA, the air we breathe and the 
rain that showers the earth.  

The One source that grows your nails, your hair, 
your eyelashes and beats your heart to the rhythm of the 
universe.  The One source that sheds our tears and reminds 
us of love, that touches our hearts and evokes the feelings 
of joy, that prompts us to be still for peace.  

The One source we call God, Universe, Source Energy, 
Buddha-consciousness, Christ-consciousness, Krishna-
consciousness and sometimes the Thought, expands in 
the form of light that gives us the feelings of joy, peace, 
happiness, kindness, beauty and all the emotions that put 
us in the same vibration as in the Kingdom of Heaven.
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My quest was to find out who I really am so that I could 
“teach” and share that discovery.  It took me a long time but 
I finally realized what it is.  It is the One source I came with, 
the One source I cannot fling out of my psyche, the One 
source I am living everyday of my life.  

It is so normal to me because I am living it, so I really 
did not know that it is what I am and that is what I am 
supposed to “teach”.  It was right under my nose, but I kept 
on looking out to seek the one lesson I will be “teaching” 
and sharing with everyone.   

I wanted to learn and teach leadership skills because 
after reading several books written by a leadership guru, 
John C Maxwell, I was inspired to be like him.  

I progressed very well in Toastmasters International 
and learned so much about communication skills.  I started 
conducting seminars and public talks.  I taught selling skills 
after learning from Brian Tracy and Zig Ziglar.  I picked up 
skills on the workings of multi-level-marketing business 
systems and learned Robert Kiyosaki’s idea about financial 
freedom; and taught these too.

I was successful in everything I did but it did not feel 
right.  I felt there was something else I was meant to be 
doing.  Yes, I was the right person to teach communication 
and leadership skills because I was excellent in the roles 
that I have been assigned, yet, no … there was something 
else.  
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I couldn’t seem to put my finger on it so I continued 
doing what I liked, putting every ounce of my effort to do 
it effectively.  I kept my heart and mind open for inspiration 
though, and opened my ears and listened to the messages 
and intuitive guidance that come to me.  

I began my quest for answers to find out what is 
authentically me.  I knew I will get the answer when the 
time is right.

Being still was the only way to begin my enquiries and 
I chose a Saturday to go within.  Prior to that I have already 
read several books about finding my own North Star, 
searching for my own purpose and related subjects about 
the inner journey.  There were several questions I wanted 
time to work on.  So, I decided to take a good six hours to 
work on the questions.  

I wanted to do this entirely for myself.  I thought if I 
had spent so much time answering questions in academic 
examinations based on other people’s theories; about 
how the world works in business and how things happen 
economically, physically or spiritually according to their 
research and findings, what about my own research and 
findings about my Self?  Whose theory should I follow?  Why 
don’t I give answers to my own life?  To my own thoughts? 

I gathered a few questions from various books to 
contemplate, and typed them out in my computer.  I turned 
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on the air-conditioning in my room, lit a candle and dimmed 
the lights.  I closed the door. 

I felt serenity and peace as I brought my whole Self into 
the sacred space I created.  Placing a big round cushion 
next to the table with the candle; I sat down, crossed my 
legs in the half lotus position, closed my eyes, took a few 
deep breaths and relaxed.  I felt tension leaving my body and 
my shoulders relaxing.  Breathing in and out consciously, I 
surrendered more and more.

I sat for an hour, mind empty of all thoughts.  When I 
felt I was ready, I opened my eyes and a sense of renewal 
filled me, like a flower opening to the call of spring.  I felt 
refreshed and freshened with a brand new mind to work on 
my thoughts without judgment.  

I turned on my computer and began putting words to 
these three questions:

•  What is my greatest passion?  The thing I love 
  doing so much that I would gladly do for free?

•  What are the three qualities my friends keep telling  
  me I have?  

•  If I had a million dollars with no debilitating illness  
  and I am totally healthy but have only six months 
  to live, what would I do?
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I typed without thinking hard.  Whatever that came to 
my mind, I let the words flow, no judgment, no worries of 
grammar and no correction.  

After I finished writing, I stopped.  I read what I wrote. 

I like traveling, I like to meditate and when I have the 
time, I will spend it on reading and meditation.  Traveling 
is my big love but if I had only six months to live with all 
the money in the world, why would I want to travel?  I am 
already a seasoned traveler and even though I’d like to visit 
other countries, with only six months left to live, why would 
I want to travel?  And is monastic life and meditation my 
passion? 

I also like speaking and telling stories in front of a large 
audience.  Many people have told me that I speak well, but 
is speaking in public what I like to do best? I love selling, so, 
will doing sales keep me going? 

I kept searching my mind again for other possible 
answers.  I wanted to go deeper with my emotions.  The 
answers may not be logical but I realized I was not dealing 
with logic here.  

I wanted the answer to come from my heart, I needed 
to turn the light on.  I asked myself, “What do I want?”  
“What do I really want?”  “Who am I?”  “What is my true 
passion?”
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I didn’t make any corrections on what I had written.  I 
knew that if I were to write again just because I wanted to 
finish it, I would be repeating the same thing.  I needed rest.  
I walked to the bed, worn out with others’ expectations of 
me, exhausted by the quest to find out my aspirations.  I 
needed to let go, so, I decided, why fight the fatigue?  

And so I slept.

After more than an hour, I open my eyes.  Refreshed, I 
climbed out of bed, meditated for a while, and went to my 
desk.  I proceeded to answer the same three questions.  
This time I went deeper.  As I thought about the questions 
and my passion - what do I really want to do if I have only 
six more months to live?  I began to write.

I went through the process a few more times - rest, 
meditate, think, rest then write.  I was totally immersed in 
listening to my own inner voice.  Amazingly, the things I 
initially wrote were not the things I really wanted; only when 
I listened truly and deeply did I realize there were so many 
things I’d never thought of before.  As I went, I was able 
to summarize all that I had written into a sentence in just 
seven words.  And these seven words make up my life 
mission statement.

“To educate and nurture everyone to self-fulfillment.”
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THE SEED

Since 2003, my mind and heart were open to many 
learning opportunities.  I met Dr Aaron Lim and Dehyana, a 
husband and wife team who founded the Bodhi Fellowship 
and Anchoring The Light Ministry, a center for inner peace.  

I have regarded them, in the way Dehyana has 
described herself, as my memory facilitators.  It is because 
they remember who they are, that now I remember who I 
am.  They have given themselves the freedom to be all that 
they can be, thus giving me the freedom to be all that I can 
be.  

It will be great when all of us remember who we are 
so we don’t have to judge how others should be - certainly 
everyone, including children who want to live their lives, not 
others’ and definitely not their parents! 

Dr Aaron and Dehyana also shared with me insights 
that raised my conscious understanding about my Self - 
the Self in me that is super powerful, supra-conscious and 
all-knowing, the Self is like what nature has produced - a 
seed.  It is a seed that has all the nutrients and memory 
to grow according to its blueprint.  The seed of a red rose 
will never grow to be a yellow one.  And that is definite!  A 
durian seed will produce a durian tree, same with any other 
self-germinating all-knowing source which will become 
what it is meant to be.
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So, what seed am I?

I know very well now that I will educate and nurture 
everyone to self-fulfillment.  So, will I teach meditation?  Will 
I teach the dharma?  Will I teach A Course In Miracles?  
Will I teach public speaking?  Selling skills?  Will I give 
motivational talks?  

Even though I did all these and achieved success, 
there is a nagging feeling that there was something else 
for me.  But what?  So, instead of waiting for the “right” 
moment or the “right” thing to do, I continued my daily 
devotional practices and held true to my mission statement.  
I performed to the best of my ability in whatever I was called 
to do, whether it is a speaking opportunity, a sales talk, 
a product presentation, making a prospect call or just 
meeting up with friends for a cup of coffee.  

I just let myself be free and welcomed anything that 
was shown to me on any given day.  Be fully present with 
what I need to do for the day.  My litmus test for anything 
that I do for the day is my feeling of peacefulness.  If I feel 
peaceful I will do it.  So if I feel peaceful to go for a month’s 
walkabout in Indochina, I will do that too.  (I know it is very 
hard to grasp this concept of being in peace, but read on, 
you too will get your Aha! moment.)

It is living life to the fullest, enjoying every moment and 
stay patient, the seed is now guided to grow … and it did!
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One day, at one of Dehyana’s talks, she mentioned it 
again.  She has said it many times over the last few years 
whenever I attended her uplifting spiritual classes.  I traveled 
with her group to Peru, India, Egypt and she spoke of it 
then too.  I did not get it then.  This time, it hit a note in me, 
finally it hit home!  

She said, “ … this book (A Course In Miracles) has 
been with me and I started with it when my daughter was 
little, now she is thirty and I have been reading this book for 
more than twenty years, and this is what I ‘teach’ … ”.

“ … and … this … is … what … I … ‘teach’ … ”.  
The words kept ringing in my ears.  They kept swirling in 
my head, and then I got it.  Yes, this is what she teaches, 
because that is who she is.  

So, who am I?  Intuitively, I began to have flashbacks 
and just like a movie, they appeared as black and white 
snapshots, “ … what are the things my friends keep saying 
that I am good at?”; “ … what is the one thing that I will not 
give up on no matter what?”; “ … what is the one thing I 
keep on talking and observing all these growing-up years?”

Suddenly, my heart leapt a thousand feet high, I finally 
got it …  It is Freedom!

Freedom is what I Am.  Freedom is what I talk about 
all the time.  And freedom is how I live because Freedom 
is Me.
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And Freedom is Love, Peace, Gratitude, Joy, Happiness 
and so on.  A child who is happy all the time will not know 
how not to be.  I am free all the time and I would not know 
how not to be free, right?

At their soul level, both my parents are very free 
themselves.  No wonder I attracted them into my life.  Now 
I remember with clarity.  

As it is written in A Course In Miracles: 

“To remember is merely to restore to your mind what 
is already there.”

As you read this book, I hope my experiences will 
inspire you to discover the inherent freedom that is within 
you.



THE RIGHT BRAIN STUFF

Freedom
“Wherever you live is your temple if you treat it like one.”

~ Buddha ~



Freedom - To   Choose   Peace 

All   The   Time

C h a p t e r  1
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“Freedom is one of the deepest and noblest 
aspirations of the human spirit.” 

~ Ronald Reagan ~

“How do you determine the places you want to go?  
Have you decided where you want to go for holidays this 

year?”  My friend took out his pen and started to draw 
lines for a calendar.

“No, I hardly plan my trips unless I have someone or a 
group of friends traveling with me.  Most of my trips, I go 
alone, so I don’t plan.”  I looked at the straight lines he 
was drawing.  He must be a very meticulous fellow.

“So, you usually don’t know where you want to 
go, like your dream country kind of thing?”  He stopped 
drawing and looked up, “Actually, do you have a place 

that you sort of must go?”

“I do,” trying to sound like a normal planning guy, “but 
it is not like planning a series of stuff like … oh, I will do 
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this and I will see that when I am in that country.  I don’t 
do that, the idea comes at the spur of the moment.  Like 
Angkor Wat for example, I was reading the National 
Geographic one day and saw the faces of Angkor Thom, 
and immediately I knew I had to get there.  I just followed 
my heart.”

“Were you not afraid?  There was fighting and unrest!  
You can just move around like that?”  My friend asked in 

disbelief. 

“What is there to be afraid of?  Look around us here,” I 
opened my arms to show the size of the room we were 
in.  “We don’t even have to leave this room to experience 
unrest.  How about in the business world?  At our 
workplace?  In the city?  Most of us are constantly living in 
fear, aren’t we?  And how did that come about?”   

Because that’s what we were taught.  

Don’t talk to strangers.  It’s a ‘dog-eat-dog’ world out 
there.  People lie and cheat.  In business, people develop 
marketing strategies to wipe out competitors, they lose, we 
win.  The economy is down so let’s cut spending.  Don’t talk 
when adults are talking.  Don’t give opinions in meetings 
because you will end up with more work.  Art doesn’t make 
money … 



33Freedom - To Choose Peace All The Time

For generations, we have been suppressing each 
other’s creativity.  In business, we want innovation yet we 
won’t question the status quo.  We crumble when faced with 
setbacks instead of pushing forward with perseverance.  
We have stopped thinking.  To console ourselves, we say 
things like - “Life’s like that, there is nothing we can do?”  
We are not free to think.  We are simply too lazy to think.  
Because this is the way things have been done - we don’t 
have a choice.  Life’s like that.

Until someone decides otherwise.  Life need not be 
like that.  Life is meant to be free, fun and fabulous.  There 
are choices we could make to experience the kind of life we 
want.  So, he started to make friends with strangers.  He 
takes up a sales job and works hard to expand his network.  
Sales picks up because of the ‘win-win’ business model.  
He shares his thoughts and gains recognition for his ideas.  
Life’s like this, with so many things to do. 

Dare to live differently, choose the less traveled path.  
You will remember freedom in the most unlikely of places.

TO THE BAYON

March 1993: Cambodia was preparing for its first free 
election, aided by the United Nation Transitional Authority to 
Cambodia (UNTAC).  The roads were filled with white 4WDs 
with UNTAC stickers.  Phnom Penh was plastered with 
posters, billboards and buntings of the election candidates.  
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Peacekeepers were negotiating a ceasefire between 
the unyielding government forces and the intimidating 
Khmer Rouge.  Soldiers walked around with guns to 
maintain peace during the election.

Newspapers all over the world headlined stories of 
bombings and killing of civilians at the border.  Inbound 
travel was curtailed with arrivals allowed only through the 
International Airport at Phnom Penh.  

There were reports that some locals were injured when 
they stepped on land-mines while walking in the vicinity 
of the Angkor Temples.  Gunshots sounding like ripened 
coconuts hitting the ground were common.  On hearing 
shots, children cringed, looked up, and continued playing. 

Amidst the unrest and chaos, I wanted to be at Angkor.

I had picked up a National Geographic magazine in 
a friend’s house.  On the cover of the magazine was a 
photograph of the awesome structure of the four faces at 
the Temples of The Bayon.  Immediately, I knew I wanted to 
go there.  It was a very definite decision.  Nothing can stop 
me, not even war!

With eyes half-open, the faces seem to be scrutinizing 
the antics of those who walk pass the monuments.  They 
look like a fearsome teacher looking down at a child with 
arms akimbo and speaking with a voice that is deep, dark 
and condescending, “SO … HERE … YOU … ARE …!” 
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Pierre Loti wrote: “They had such superhuman 
proportions, these sculpted masks high above, that it 
takes some time to understand them.  They smile under 
their great broad noses and keep their eyes half-closed … 
”  It was known as The Bayon, in the former city of Angkor 
Thom.

When my friends found out I was planning to visit 
Angkor Wat, they tried to dissuade me.  They showed 
me newspaper clippings of bombings at border towns, of 
civilians being mercilessly executed by the Khmer Rouge, 
of land mines being dug out from the grounds of the Angkor 
Temples.  But I was still determined to go.

My friends reminded me over and over again of the 
dangers involved.  If I got into trouble, they wouldn’t be 
able to locate me, let alone send a rescue party.  But I still 
wanted to go.  I was twenty seven.  I had to make the trip.  
I wanted to be there, even if it meant losing my life.  If I did 
die, I would die a very happy man, perhaps with a big smile 
on my face to match those at The Bayon.

HEART’S A CALLING

I will never know why I decided to go to the Angkor 
Temples but I was adamant to go.  Perhaps the photograph 
of The Bayon had triggered a lost memory.  The feeling 
was similar to being addicted to a certain food, a distinctive 
taste, that I desperately needed. 
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Could it be that I needed to be there for me to learn it 
is possible for serenity to exist within chaos, and to realize 
that there is nothing to be afraid of.  It is possible that the 
trip to Cambodia was for me to realize that there is a greater 
power that provides everything and who ensures I am safe 
in any situation.  There is nothing to fear.  And a lot to gain.  
For whatever reason it may be, I went because my heart 
told me to.

John Wood was riding high as Microsoft’s Director of 
Business Development for the Greater China Region when 
he decided to take a vacation in Nepal.  That trip changed 
his life significantly.  At thirty five, he made the decision 
to leave Microsoft, leaving many friends and business 
associates dumb-founded. 

He founded Room to Read, now an award winning 
not-for-profit organization.  Since 2000, he has established 
over 5,600 libraries in the developing world.  Room to Read 
has donated and published six million books, built over 
eight hundred schools and funded over 9,000 long-term 
scholarships for girls.  John’s work has impacted the lives 
of over three million students worldwide.

All these happened because John followed his heart and 
trekked through a remote Himalayan village.  He befriended 
a schoolteacher who brought him to visit his school.  There, 
he was saddened to find that there were fewer than twenty 
books in the school’s so-called library, an old cabinet.  The 
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books were left there mostly by backpackers. The books 
were so precious they were kept under lock and key. 

He promised to return with books for the four hundred 
and fifty children attending school there. Within two months, 
he had collected over 3,000 books to be distributed.  The 
happiness of a child when receiving and reading the books 
convinced John of the growing demand for literacy in the 
world.  His promise to bring books to the village has turned 
out to be a gift of literacy to the world.  Is it necessary, or 
even possible to find out the whats and whys of your heart’s 
calling?  I don’t think so; like John Wood, when my heart 
calls, I follow.

TA PROHM

It was midday when I arrived at Ta Prohm.  The air was 
still.  I was hungry as I have not had lunch yet, but there 
were no food-stalls.  In fact, there was no one around.  I 
was all alone.  The fig trees stood unmoving.  The tall grass 
covered both sides of the walkway into the Temple.  After I 
switched off the engine of my rented motorbike, a greater 
silence descended. 

Quiet.  Still.  Not a sound.  

The midday sun was strong and bright, but I was 
shaded by the huge canopy created by trees all around 
the Temple.  The sky was blue and cloudless, I wondered 
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if the clouds had been blown away by the wind.  Alone, I 
could hear my foot steps as I approached the Temple.  The 
stretch to the main gate was about the width of a football 
field.  

As I stepped over the threshold, I froze in wonderment.  
Everything stopped, even time.  I stared, wide-eye with 
awe at the magnificent and the perfect entwinement of the 
mighty fig trees and the crumbling sandstone structure.  The 
building and trees were like lovers embracing each other, 
holding on to each other tightly.  The symbiotic existence 
between man-made structure and natural organic growth 
was evident here.  The roots held the loosened stones 
together, while the remains of the building supported the 
tree’s quest to reach the sun.  Stretching over one hundred 
feet in height, the trees became the pillars that preserved the 
Temple in its grandeur and majesty.  Like entwined lovers, 
they caressed each other’s heart through the promise of 
eternity.  

As I walked through the ruins of this long abandoned 
Kingdom, images of the bustling activities of the past came 
to mind.  There could have been a woman breast-feeding 
her baby at this sidewalk.  Perhaps a man, fearsome yet 
gentle-looking, dressed in his ceremonial costume with 
feathers, ornaments, golden necklaces dangling in chunks 
on his neck, had stood guarding the entrance. In my mind, 
I saw dancing apsaras swaying and gyrating to the rhythm 
of the music, fluid, free and flowing.  
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I let the visions transport me to the drama that 
unfolded in 1811 when the greatest of all Angkorian Kings, 
Jayavarman, dedicated the building of Ta Prohm to his 
parents after building the walled city of Angkor Thom.  

When he ascended to the throne, King Jayavarman 
established Mahayana Buddhism as the new state religion, 
and many of the common people transited from Hindu to 
Buddhist practices.  After he died, some of the Hindus tried 
to revive their religion by desecrating Buddhist images.  
There was a period of disharmony.  Peace and order finally 
prevailed when Theravada Buddhism was established as 
the land’s dominant religion.  

Placing my palms on the walls, with eyes closed, I felt 
the hustle and bustle, the swirling of high tension between 
the ruling power and the commoners alive and echoing 
within the walls.  The vision of the chaos, cacophony and 
clamor churned like a tornado.  But the Temple remained 
serene and quiet.

I suddenly realized I was watching with calmness 
amidst the mayhem.  I could smell the scent of the beautiful 
apsaras.  Their flowing silk gowns, softly billowing in the 
wind.  The dancers raised their hands to the sun, a graceful 
turn of their wrist, pulled their hands back to their hearts, as 
if to tell me to “bring the light in, bring the light in!” 

Feeling it was time to go, I opened my eyes, stretched 
and looked around me.  I was still the only person around.  
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The wind whistled, the trees bustled, the fallen leaves 
surged and spun.  The sounds of nature brought peace 
and tranquility.  I packed my camera and started to walk 
towards the central sanctuary.  I turned back to take a final 
look at the entwined lovers - the towering trees and the 
stone walls. 

Walking past the inner courtyard, I closed my eyes, 
again to feel the presence of the past one last time.  I could 
still feel it.  I opened my eyes and walked towards the exit. 

As I came close to the main gate, I heard angry voices 
from the jungles surrounding Ta Prohm, about ten meters 
from where I was.  There was no one in sight though.  
Sensing that trouble was brewing, I walked faster.

The shouting got louder and even though I couldn’t 
understand what was said, I knew from the tone of voice 
that a serious argument was going on.  All of a sudden, 
there was a blood-curdling scream.  There were sounds 
of people running helter-skelter, shouting at the top of their 
voices.   Then, an ear-piercing shot rammed through the 
air.  I froze.  

Oh my god, they have guns.  My heart pounded and 
within the fraction of a second I was soaked in my own 
perspiration.  What do I do next?  The angry voices, sound 
of people running were getting closer and closer.  But I 
couldn’t see anyone.
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I scanned the surrounds, only tall grass and thick 
bushes and no one in sight.  However, I knew it was a 
matter of time before the melee got to where I was.  They 
were very close.  I looked around frantically for my bike.  I 
needed to get to it quickly.  But my bike was parked far 
away.  I have to get to it, quickly.  

But how?  

I instinctively thought of Indiana Jones, c’mon, 
what would Indy do now?  Honestly, in that moment of 
desperation, I thought of Indiana Jones.  My breathing was 
hard.  I looked around, tall grass, good place to hide, Indy 
will dive into the bushes.  But no, it was difficult to dive, I 
might hurt myself.  Trees, Indy could climb trees.  But no, I 
had no idea how to climb trees. 

The riot was getting fierce, I needed to do something 
quick.  Something in me said, ‘run!’  My feet immediately 
sprang into action.  Every single cell in my body in that 
moment was focused only on one thing, and nothing else.  
Run. 

With one single breath, I dashed to my bike and jumped 
onto the seat.  My hands trembling out of exertion and fear, 
I fumbled for the key and pushed it into the ignition.  The 
ferocious voices got nearer but I was not tempted to look 
around to see what was happening.  I just wanted to leave, 
fast.  I placed my right foot on the lever to start the engine.  
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Nothing happened.  I tried again, putting my foot firmly and 
this time stepping harder.  The engine roared.  I looked up, 
instinctively turned the handle to accelerate, and a surge 
of power pushed the bike forward.  Exhilarated, I engaged 
the clutch to change gear as the bike picked up speed.  I 
didn’t look back. 

Reaching a UNTAC check-point about one kilometer 
away, I slowed down.  I waved at the soldier on guard and 
heaved a sigh of relief.  I smiled to show as if nothing had 
happened.  I took in a deep breath, savoring the freedom 
I felt.


