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Preface:  

Awakening the Leader Within 

This book is a tapestry of courage, introspection, 

and the unyielding spirit of women navigating personal 

and professional crossroads. She Will if She Wills is not 

just a story of Christy, an accomplished professional at a 

pivotal moment in her career, and her daughter Emily, a 

young woman stepping into the world of possibilities—

it's a celebration of resilience and the choices that shape 

us. 

Through a series of candid conversations and 

encounters, the narrative explores profound themes of 

ambition, sacrifice, and empowerment. From an early 

morning question that sparks introspection to stories of 

women defying odds in politics, business, and daily life, 

the book sheds light on the struggles and triumphs that 

define the journey of every woman. 

The characters’ realizations mirror the inner 

dialogues many of us have—facing self-doubt, overcoming 

societal expectations, and discovering untapped 

potential. As Christy and Emily learn to inspire 

themselves to inspire others, their journey becomes a 

guidepost for anyone striving to align their aspirations 

with their sense of purpose. 
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This book invites readers to reflect, challenge their 

perspectives, and embrace their own power to lead. 

Because sometimes, the most remarkable journeys begin 

with a single, conscious choice: to will it into existence. 
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A simple question triggers a big journey 

Christy stretched as she got out of bed, the soft glow 

of the morning sun filtering through the pale blue 

curtains of her bedroom. The light cast a warm, 

welcoming hue, one of those mornings that whispered 

promises of good things ahead. Yet, Christy had a hint 

of unease she couldn’t shake off, lingering like a shadow. 

She brushed it aside, chalking it up to the remnants of 

her dream—something about missed opportunities, 

though she couldn’t recall the details. Maybe they didn’t 

matter. Today, after all, was another opportunity to 

tackle the world head-on. 

She went about her routine with efficiency, slipping 

into the role she played so well: Christy Lawson, VP of 

Marketing at SnackNest. A veteran in the snacking 

industry, she’d become a powerhouse, known not just 

for her talent in developing campaigns that kept 

SnackNest relevant but for her rare ability to inspire. 

People at the company trusted her because she always 

delivered and, perhaps more importantly, because she 

listened. She was as known for her brilliant ideas as she 

was for her magnetic, approachable leadership style. As 

she applied a touch of makeup in the mirror, she thought 

briefly of the team meeting scheduled for later that 

morning. Another product launch was just around the 

corner, and she could feel the familiar rush of excitement 

start to bubble within her. It was time to get to work. 
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But as she made her way downstairs, she spotted 

Emily, her daughter, already up, sipping her coffee at the 

kitchen table. Emily looked thoughtful, almost too 

serious for a college student enjoying her morning time. 

Christy’s heart softened. The busy pace of life often kept 

them from these small, quiet moments, but she knew 

she’d have to savor every one of them before Emily 

headed back to school. 

“Morning, Em,” Christy greeted, taking a seat across 

from her. 

“Morning, Mom,” Emily replied, looking up. Her 

brows were knit, the same way Christy’s often were when 

she was deep in thought. “Can I ask you something?” 

“Of course. What’s on your mind?” 

Emily took a breath, her fingers tracing a small circle 

on the table. “Why are there so few female CEOs?” 

The question hit Christy like a sudden gust of wind, 

catching her off guard. She’d spent her career focused on 

climbing the ranks, proving herself worthy of each role 

she took on. But the issue Emily raised wasn’t new to 

her. It was something she’d often thought about, though 

she rarely voiced it. The scarcity of women at the top of 

the corporate ladder was glaring, especially in industries 

like hers. 

“That’s...a good question,” Christy finally said, her 

voice measured. “A very good question.” 
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But the question stirred something deeper in her—

an old, familiar tension she tried not to think about. The 

gap between where she was now and that elusive, final 

step up to the C-suite was a chasm that had lingered over 

her for years. She was qualified, of that she was certain. 

But that next level, it always seemed somehow… out of 

reach. 

Emily tilted her head, her curiosity palpable. “You 

don’t have to answer right now,” she said, though her 

eyes suggested she hoped for more. 

Christy smiled, a bit sadder than she intended. “Oh, 

trust me, I’ve thought about it plenty. I just don’t always 

have the answers,” she admitted, as much to herself as to 

her daughter. 

It was a rare admission, but it felt good to say it 

aloud, to recognize that even someone as high up as she 

was still searching for answers. Christy wondered how 

many others felt this same way, caught in the in-between. 

It was one thing to work for a company; it was another 

thing entirely to sit at the top and truly shape it. But 

could she make that leap? 

She let the question linger in her mind as she 

poured herself a coffee, the steam curling up into the 

quiet morning air. While the question rattled around, 

she thought about the obstacles she'd already overcome—

the late nights, the countless pitches, the endless 

meetings where she’d had to work twice as hard to be 
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taken seriously. She’d spent her entire career 

demonstrating that she could perform at the top levels, 

often exceeding her male counterparts. So, what was 

missing? 

A soft sigh escaped her lips, pulling Emily’s gaze 

back to her. “You know, Em, the world’s changing. More 

women are moving into those roles, even if it’s slower 

than we’d like. But it’s not always about talent or 

experience. Sometimes… well, sometimes it’s about the 

perception of who belongs in that role.” 

Emily leaned forward, her eyes wide. “But… if it’s 

just about perception, why does it matter? Shouldn’t the 

results speak for themselves?” 

Christy smiled at her daughter’s simplicity, her own 

words echoing in her head from years ago. She thought 

back to when she was Emily’s age, with her own ideas 

about how she’d blaze her path. How clear it all had 

seemed back then. 

“In an ideal world, yes. But the reality is, breaking 

those perceptions takes time. It means changing minds, 

showing people what women can accomplish when 

they’re given a chance. That’s why every step forward 

matters, even if it’s one person at a time.” She placed her 

hand on Emily’s. “And it means not giving up when it 

feels like the odds are stacked against you.” 
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Emily’s face softened, though her eyes held a spark 

of determination. “So, you’re saying you still want that 

job? CEO?” 

Christy laughed, surprised. “Why not? I’ve come 

this far. But it’s a process, Em. I’ll get there when the 

time is right.” 

Emily studied her mother’s face, nodding slowly. 

“Then I’m sure you will, Mom.” 

Christy squeezed her daughter’s hand, a swell of 

pride filling her chest. “Thanks, Em. Now, I need to get 

going. Big day ahead.” 

With one last glance at her daughter, she 

straightened her shoulders and turned toward the door, 

the morning light spilling across her determined face. 

She wasn’t just heading to work; she was heading toward 

her future, knowing that with each step, she was one 

stride closer to claiming her place at the top. The path 

might be hard, but Christy Lawson had always thrived 

under pressure. And as the door clicked shut behind her, 

she felt a renewed sense of purpose she hadn’t felt in a 

long time. 

“Sometimes we need an awakening. No matter 

where it comes from.”  
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Emily’s anxiety fuels Christy’s curiosity 

Emily sat alone at the kitchen table, her mom’s 

words still echoing in her mind. She swirled her coffee 

absently, her gaze fixed somewhere beyond the rim of her 

cup. How could Christy think that becoming CEO was 

about “the right time”? If anyone was ready, it was her 

mother. She’d watched her for years, managing the 

family, juggling work and home with a calm, 

unshakeable confidence that Emily could only dream of. 

Her mother was resilient, disciplined, and above all, 

committed. But there was a quiet strength about Christy, 

too, a kind of steady fire that never wavered, even when 

things went wrong. 

Emily couldn’t help but admire her. She 

remembered late nights when Christy had stayed up with 

her, helping with school projects or calming her worries 

over college applications, even after coming home from 

a long day at the office. And somehow, Christy still 

managed to lead her team, launch products, and 

maintain her position in an industry that Emily knew 

was dominated by men. All without missing a beat. 

But there was something else, something her 

mother hadn’t said outright. Emily felt it simmering just 

beneath Christy’s calm words earlier that morning. 

Perception. That single word had lingered in Emily’s 

mind. Was that really all that kept women like her 

mother from reaching the top? 
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Emily shook her head, unable to let it go. She picked 

up her phone, her fingers hovering over the screen. Her 

mother would be at the office by now, already neck-deep 

in meetings, decisions, and plans. But Emily needed to 

talk to her. This wasn’t just some passing thought—this 

was the realization that the person she looked up to, the 

person she believed in, was somehow held back. It felt 

unfair. And if there was one thing Emily had inherited 

from Christy, it was her determination to get answers. 

She tapped the screen, dialing her mother’s 

number. After a couple of rings, Christy picked up. 

“Hey, Em. Is everything okay?” Christy’s voice came 

through, warm but a little distracted. 

“Yeah, yeah, everything’s fine. Are you in the middle 

of something?” Emily asked, a touch of hesitation in her 

voice. 

Christy chuckled softly. “I’ve got a minute. What’s 

on your mind?” 

Emily hesitated, gathering her thoughts. “Mom, I 

just… I can’t stop thinking about what we talked about 

this morning. About CEOs, women in leadership… all 

of that.” 

There was a brief pause before Christy replied. “It’s 

a lot to think about, isn’t it?” 

“It is,” Emily said, pressing on. “I mean, look at you. 

You’re already doing everything a CEO would. You lead 
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a whole team, you manage multiple projects, you solve 

problems… You’re already practically running the place! 

Why aren’t you CEO?” 

The line went quiet. Christy’s silence was 

thoughtful, maybe even a little tense. Emily could feel 

the weight of the unspoken words. 

“You’re sweet, Em. But it’s not as simple as just 

doing the job well. It’s about a hundred little things, 

things you wouldn’t even imagine,” Christy replied 

carefully. 

“But those little things…” Emily pushed, her voice 

growing more intense. “Why should they matter? Isn’t it 

enough that you’re good at what you do?” 

Christy sighed, her voice softening. “I know it 

sounds strange. But there are still… expectations, people 

who make decisions based on things that have nothing 

to do with talent or capability. It’s frustrating, but it’s 

real. And it’s something I’m still working through, still 

trying to navigate.” 

“Working through?” Emily’s eyebrows shot up. 

“Mom, if you’re still working through it, then what does 

that mean for the rest of us? Women my age, who are 

just starting out? What do we have to do?” 

Christy laughed gently, but Emily could hear the 

hint of sadness beneath it. “Oh, Em. If there’s one thing 

I’ve learned, it’s that the rules are always changing. Every 
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generation faces new challenges, new perceptions to 

break down. But what you have to remember is that it’s 

not impossible. It just takes persistence.” 

Emily’s chest tightened as she listened. She wanted 

to believe her mother, to hold on to the idea that with 

enough effort, she could reach any position, any title she 

wanted. But the thought of how long it might take, of 

the unseen obstacles in her path, made her stomach 

twist. 

“You know what, Mom?” Emily said, a spark of 

determination igniting in her chest. “You don’t have to 

wait for the ‘right time.’ You already have everything it 

takes. Why not go for it now?” 

Christy chuckled softly. “You really think so?” 

“Yes! I mean it, Mom. You’ve always taught me that 

if you believe in something, you should go after it. Well, 

I believe in you. And I know you believe in yourself, too.” 

There was a long pause, and Emily could almost 

picture her mother leaning back in her office chair, 

gazing out her window, lost in thought. She knew her 

mom was strong, but she also knew Christy was human. 

The constant push, the endless uphill climb—it took its 

toll. 

Finally, Christy spoke, her voice steady, but with a 

hint of something Emily hadn’t heard before: resolve. 
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“You know what, Em? Maybe you’re right. Maybe I have 

been waiting when I should’ve been acting.” 

Emily’s heart skipped a beat. “So… you’ll go for it?” 

A slight laugh came through the phone, one that felt 

lighter, freer. “I don’t know what that looks like just yet, 

but yes. Maybe it’s time I start looking at things 

differently, and… taking a few risks.” 

Emily beamed, her own excitement bubbling over. 

“Yes! That’s what I’m talking about!” 

“Thank you, Em. I didn’t realize how much I needed 

to hear this,” Christy said, her voice touched with 

gratitude. “You’re right, you know. Sometimes, even the 

strongest need a push.” 

They hung up, and as Emily sat back, a new sense of 

pride settled over her. It wasn’t often that she got to 

inspire her mom. But for the first time, Emily felt like 

she’d sparked something. Christy had always been the 

source of her strength, her confidence, but now, in her 

own small way, Emily had given something back. 

And as she glanced at the empty coffee cup on the 

table, she couldn’t help but feel that the conversation 

wasn’t just about her mother’s journey—it was about her 

own. For the first time, she saw a glimpse of her future, 

the road she would one day have to travel. And while it 

was filled with unknowns, she knew one thing for sure: 

she was ready to face it. 
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Little did Emily know; this was only the beginning. 

The quiet push she’d given her mother was about to set 

off a chain of events that neither of them could have 

foreseen. 

“Perceptions can be managed never allow them to 

beat you down. 
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It is never easy for a single mom 

Emily glanced at her phone, eyes widening as she 

realized how much time had slipped by. I’m going to miss 

the bus. She grabbed her bag, sprinted down the steps, 

and dashed outside. The early morning rush was already 

beginning, and her usual bus had long disappeared down 

the road. 

Guess it’s a cab today, she thought, pulling up the app 

to request one. Within minutes, a silver car pulled up 

beside her. She slid into the back seat and glanced at the 

driver, surprised to see a woman behind the wheel—a rare 

sight in their city. 

“Morning,” Emily greeted as she buckled in. 

“Good morning,” the driver replied, her eyes warm 

in the rearview mirror. She was older, in her mid-40s 

perhaps, with silver-streaked hair tied back in a ponytail 

and a calm, sturdy presence. Her name flashed on 

Emily’s app screen: Helga. 

The drive was quiet at first, with only the soft hum 

of the engine filling the silence. Emily, still processing 

her conversation with her mother, found herself drifting 

back into her thoughts. But a few minutes into the ride, 

Helga glanced at her phone, her expression shifting as it 

buzzed. 
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“Do you mind if I pull over for a moment?” she 

asked, catching Emily’s eyes in the mirror. “I need to take 

a call from my son.” 

“Oh, of course! Go ahead.” Emily nodded, a bit 

surprised but curious. 

Helga pulled over and took the call, her face 

breaking into a smile as she spoke, her voice soft and 

warm. When she ended the call, she put her phone down 

and let out a small, contented sigh. 

“Everything okay?” Emily asked, intrigued. 

“Yes, better than okay,” Helga said, her tone proud. 

“My son’s graduating this weekend. I’ll be attending his 

ceremony.” 

“That’s wonderful! Congratulations,” Emily replied, 

sensing there was more to the story. 

Helga’s eyes sparkled as she glanced back at Emily. 

“Thank you. I’m very proud of him. He’s come a long 

way… we both have, actually.” 

Emily leaned forward, sensing a story worth hearing. 

“I’d love to hear about it, if you don’t mind sharing.” 

Helga smiled, adjusting her grip on the wheel as they 

pulled back into traffic. “Well, let’s see… my husband 

passed away when my son was just ten years old. He was 

my whole world, and when he was gone, I felt lost. I 

hadn’t worked a day in my life. I didn’t know how I’d 

support my son or give him the future I wanted for him.” 
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Emily’s heart tightened as she listened, imagining 

how terrifying that must have been. 

“It took me some time, but I realized I didn’t have a 

choice. I had to find a way to make it work. I tried a few 

jobs, but none of them gave me the flexibility I needed. 

My son needed me around, and I needed to be able to 

provide for him without being gone all day.” 

“So… you chose cab driving?” Emily guessed, her 

curiosity growing. 

“Yes,” Helga nodded, smiling at the memory. “I 

know it sounds unusual, but it worked. Driving allowed 

me to set my own hours, to be there for him when he 

needed me. And I didn’t have to rely on anyone. Every 

day I drove, every fare I earned, I knew I was building a 

better future for both of us.” 

Emily felt a swell of admiration. “That must’ve taken 

a lot of courage.” 

Helga glanced at her in the mirror, a glimmer of 

determination in her eyes. “Courage, determination… a 

lot of things I didn’t even know I had. And I realized 

something important along the way.” 

“What’s that?” 

Helga’s smile grew, touched with both pride and 

regret. “I realized that I could have done this even when 

my husband was alive. I’d let myself depend on him, 

thinking that was just how things were meant to be. But 
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I didn’t need to wait. We women are capable of so much 

more than we often believe.” 

Emily felt something shift inside her, a new 

awareness unfolding like the first rays of dawn. I could 

have done this even when my husband was alive. Helga’s 

words lingered in her mind, resonating deeply. For years, 

Emily had watched her mother push through obstacles, 

balancing everything with grace. But here was another 

woman, another kind of role model, showing her that 

sometimes life pushed you before you realized how much 

you were capable of. 

“So, what kept you going?” Emily asked, genuinely 

curious. “There must have been times when you thought 

about giving up.” 

“Oh, plenty of times,” Helga admitted, a small laugh 

escaping her. “There were days I was exhausted, or when 

customers were rude, or when I just missed my husband 

too much. But every time I thought about giving up, I 

reminded myself of my goal—to see my son graduate, to 

make him proud. I had to be strong, not just for me, but 

for him. I had to show him that even when life knocks 

you down, you can get back up.” 

Emily’s heart swelled with respect. “You’re amazing, 

you know that?” 

Helga chuckled, her eyes crinkling with warmth. 

“Thank you. But I think a lot of us have it in us. We just 

have to find the right reasons to bring it out.” 
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They rode in comfortable silence for a few 

moments, Emily absorbing everything she’d just heard. 

A thought began to form, something she hadn’t fully 

considered before. She had always seen her mother as 

this invincible figure, someone who balanced everything 

with ease. But maybe it wasn’t about balancing 

everything perfectly—maybe it was about being willing to 

push, to risk, to keep moving forward, even when things 

felt impossible. 

“I think you’re right,” Emily said finally. “Women 

shouldn’t have to wait for someone to tell them they’re 

ready. We have to be ready for ourselves.” 

Helga nodded, her voice strong and full of 

conviction. “Exactly. Don’t wait for the world to catch 

up to you. If you have a dream, if there’s something you 

want to achieve, go after it. Set your own goals, and then 

make them happen. Because you can. You’d be amazed 

at what you’re capable of when you just take that first 

step.” 

As the cab pulled up in front of Emily’s college, she 

felt a new surge of determination she hadn’t expected to 

find today. She glanced at Helga with gratitude, feeling 

as if she’d just unlocked a new layer of herself. 

“Thank you, Helga. Really,” she said as she gathered 

her things. “You’ve given me a lot to think about.” 
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Helga smiled, her eyes shining with understanding. 

“Remember, Emily—don’t be afraid to push yourself. 

You’re stronger than you think.” 

Emily nodded, stepping out of the cab and closing 

the door behind her. She watched Helga drive off, her 

heart thudding with a new sense of purpose. Helga’s 

story had given her a different perspective, one that her 

mother had begun to hint at but that only now made 

sense. She couldn’t rely on the world to open doors for 

her; she had to be the one to turn the knob. 

As she walked toward her class, Emily knew that 

something had shifted inside her. She wasn’t just a 

college student anymore; she was someone with a goal, 

someone who understood that her journey, just like her 

mother’s and Helga’s, was hers to shape. 

And maybe—just maybe—it was time to set her sights 

higher than she’d ever thought possible. 

Courage and Determination is all it takes not just 

to face life’s challenges but to keep surging ahead. 
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Family or work? Doesn’t have to be either or 

Christy breezed through her work that day with a 

speed and clarity she hadn’t felt in years. It was as if a 

weight had lifted, and in its place was a sharp, clear focus. 

Task after task fell into place, her mind working with a 

new, quiet confidence. There was something 

invigorating about the morning’s conversation with 

Emily, something that felt like a spark kindling deep 

inside her. 

She glanced at the clock and decided it was time for 

a well-earned break. Rising from her desk, she headed to 

the cafeteria, craving both coffee and a moment to reflect 

on what lay ahead. As she stepped into the bustling 

room, she spotted Mia standing by the counter, her hand 

resting on her growing belly. Mia, in her seventh month 

of pregnancy, was one of the company’s rising stars—a 

sharp, driven project manager who seemed to have 

boundless energy, even now. 

“Mia!” Christy called out, smiling as she walked 

over. 

Mia’s face lit up. “Christy! How are you?” 

“Oh, I’m good. Needed a break—feels like it’s been 

non-stop since morning. How about you?” Christy’s gaze 

drifted briefly to Mia’s stomach. “How’s the little one?” 

Mia beamed, resting her hand gently on her belly. 

“Growing more every day. I think he’ll be kicking his way 
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into the world soon enough.” She laughed, then added, 

“I can’t believe I’m already in my third trimester. It feels 

like just yesterday I was worrying about managing my 

team and a baby at the same time.” 

Christy smiled warmly. “Well, from what I’ve seen, 

you’re doing a phenomenal job. I don’t know how you’re 

managing it all—pregnancy, work, everything.” 

Mia shrugged, a proud glint in her eye. “It’s not 

always easy, but I had a plan, you know? I made sure I 

had a roadmap for both my career and motherhood. I 

knew that I didn’t want either one to get in the way of 

the other.” 

Christy raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “A roadmap? 

Tell me more about that. I think I could have used one 

when I was your age.” 

Mia chuckled. “Well, the way I see it, being a mother 

and becoming a leader are both really important to me. 

It’s about priorities. I sat down with my manager and 

made a plan for my maternity leave, making sure there 

was a clear handover and support for my team while I’m 

away. And I also worked out a phased return. I know it 

won’t be easy, but I wanted to make sure I didn’t lose 

momentum just because I’m taking time off.” 

Christy nodded, a pang of admiration and maybe 

even a touch of envy hitting her. “I admire that kind of 

clarity, Mia. You’re not treating it as an either-or 

decision.” 
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Mia’s face softened. “No, because it doesn’t have to 

be. Women so often feel that they need to choose 

between their family and their careers. But I’m 

determined to prove, at least to myself, that I can succeed 

at both. It takes planning, it takes support, but it’s 

possible. And I want to set that example—not just for my 

son, but for every woman who feels like they have to 

choose.” 

Christy felt a deep surge of respect for this young 

woman standing in front of her. In many ways, she saw 

a version of herself—ambitious, hopeful, but without the 

clarity and confidence Mia seemed to have. When she’d 

started her family, she’d felt pulled in a dozen directions, 

unsure if she could have it all, and always doubting 

whether she was doing enough for her career or for 

Emily. But here was Mia, mapping out her path with 

courage and conviction. 

“You know, Mia, I wish I’d met someone like you 

twenty years ago,” Christy admitted, her tone thoughtful. 

“I think it would’ve made a difference.” 

Mia looked at her, a glint of warmth in her eyes. 

“Well, it’s never too late, Christy. From what I hear, 

you’ve been an incredible leader here. I know you’re 

someone who has a huge impact on everyone who works 

with you. Maybe now’s the time for you to set your sights 

even higher.” 
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Christy’s heart skipped a beat. Set your sights even 

higher. The words settled over her like a calling. She was 

already well-respected, experienced, and had the 

confidence of her team. Why not take that final leap? 

Why not strive for the role she’d always quietly dreamed 

about? 

“What you’re saying…” Christy began, choosing her 

words carefully. “It’s exactly what my daughter and I were 

discussing this morning. She asked me why there are so 

few female CEOs in the world. I told her it’s 

complicated, that sometimes it’s about waiting for the 

right time. But now, after speaking with her, and 

listening to you—I’m starting to wonder if maybe I’ve 

been waiting too long.” 

Mia nodded, her gaze unwavering. “Christy, don’t 

wait for anyone to tell you it’s time. If you want it, go 

after it. You’re more than qualified. You just need to 

believe that it’s yours to take.” 

Christy took a deep breath, feeling an incredible 

surge of strength and certainty wash over her. “You’re 

right,” she said, her voice resolute. “I don’t need to wait 

anymore. I’m going for it.” 

They shared a quiet smile, one of mutual respect 

and shared understanding. For Christy, this 

conversation with Mia felt like the final piece of a puzzle 

falling into place. This was more than just a goal—it was 

about setting a standard, about showing women like Mia 
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and Emily that it was possible to lead, to inspire, and to 

succeed without sacrificing the things that mattered 

most. 

As they walked back to their respective offices, 

Christy felt a renewed sense of purpose. She wasn’t just 

doing this for herself. She was doing it for every woman 

who looked up to her, who saw her journey as a road 

map for their own. 

And as she glanced back at Mia, she realized that 

this wasn’t just the start of her own journey. It was the 

start of something bigger, something that could change 

the way women viewed their place in the corporate 

world. For the first time in years, she felt certain that she 

was exactly where she needed to be. 

This time, she thought, I’m not holding back. 

Decision making is the key, be it family or work 

and at times even more important to take both along 
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Silent Performer Speaks Up 

Christy returned to her desk, her mind still 

humming from her conversation with Mia. She felt 

electrified, as if a fire had been reignited inside her. 

Taking a deep breath, she allowed herself a moment of 

reflection before diving back into her work. Her office 

had a glass door that faced the atrium, offering a 

panoramic view of the building's ground floor. It was 

there, just below her, that she noticed Clara standing in 

the middle of her team, a familiar figure exuding calm 

authority as she addressed her staff. 

Clara. Christy couldn’t help but smile as she 

observed the scene. In the ten years Clara had been with 

SnackNest, she'd gone from working in housekeeping to 

becoming the facilities manager, responsible for the 

entire building. She was a symbol of resilience and hard 

work, of overcoming odds without sacrificing dignity or 

integrity. 

Christy recalled a conversation she’d had with Clara 

a few years ago, back when Clara was still managing 

cleaning crews and yet speaking with clear, unshakable 

ambition. Clara had shared her goal with Christy that 

day, her eyes focused with a determination that left an 

impression. "I’m going to be a manager someday," Clara 

had said firmly, her voice ringing with conviction. "It 

won’t be easy, but I’ll make it happen. Not by seeking 

anyone’s approval, just through hard work." 
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And she had. Clara had never seemed bothered by 

what others thought or how people viewed her job in 

housekeeping. She was there every day, consistent and 

humble, focusing only on getting the work done to the 

best of her ability. Watching her now, Christy felt a deep 

respect for Clara’s journey. 

Unable to resist, she grabbed her phone and headed 

down to the ground floor. As she approached, Clara 

looked up, her eyes lighting up with surprise. 

“Christy! What brings you down here?” Clara 

greeted her with a warm smile, extending a hand but 

then leaning in for a quick hug instead. 

“I just wanted to say hello,” Christy replied, smiling 

back. “I was watching you up there, seeing you lead your 

team. You looked so confident and strong. I couldn’t 

help but think back to when we first met.” 

Clara chuckled, her eyes sparkling with humility. 

“It’s been a journey, that’s for sure. But I wouldn’t trade 

it for anything. I learned so much on the way up, things 

that made me stronger and, hopefully, wiser.” 

Christy nodded thoughtfully. “I remember that 

conversation we had, years ago. You told me you’d make 

it here. And here you are, exactly where you said you’d 

be.” 

Clara’s smile was steady, filled with pride, yet still 

laced with her signature modesty. “Yes, but I knew it 
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would take time. You can’t rush these things, you know? 

It’s like you plant a seed, but you have to keep tending 

to it every day. Watering it, feeding it. It doesn’t matter 

if anyone else is watching. You do it because that’s what 

it takes to grow.” 

Christy felt a surge of admiration. “And you did it 

all without letting other people’s opinions or judgments 

get to you.” 

Clara shrugged, her expression one of quiet 

strength. “Oh, people had plenty of opinions, believe 

me. There were times they’d look at me like I didn’t 

belong, or that I was too ambitious for someone in 

housekeeping. But those opinions… they don’t feed you. 

They don’t get the work done. I always knew that if I let 

those voices hold me back, I’d never make it anywhere.” 

Christy felt a deep resonance with her words. 

"That’s powerful, Clara. It’s easy to let other people’s 

perceptions shape the way we think about ourselves. But 

you, you just stayed focused on the work and let that 

speak for you.” 

“Exactly,” Clara replied, her voice calm yet 

brimming with pride. “There’s a lot of power in hard 

work, in just putting your head down and doing the best 

job you can. But I’ll tell you something else I’ve learned, 

too. As I climbed up, I realized it’s okay to feel proud of 

where you are, so long as you stay humble. I’m proud of 
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what I’ve accomplished, but I know there’s always more 

to learn.” 

Christy took a deep breath, feeling a renewed sense 

of clarity from Clara’s words. Pride and humility, she 

thought. Those are the marks of a true leader. 

They stood in comfortable silence for a moment, 

watching the atrium buzz with activity. The teams were 

moving in and out, and the hum of productivity filled 

the space around them. 

"Clara, you’ve got something special, you know 

that?” Christy said, her voice sincere. “You’re showing 

everyone that there are no limits to where you can go, no 

matter where you start. I wish I’d learned that lesson a 

long time ago.” 

Clara laughed softly. “Well, better late than never, 

right? And I have a feeling you’re ready to go even higher 

than you already are, Christy.” 

The words struck Christy like a bolt of lightning. 

There was a wisdom to Clara, a confidence that 

reminded her of what she herself was capable of. Christy 

had always been a natural leader, but somewhere along 

the way, she’d let doubts and insecurities creep in, 

wondering if the leap to CEO was too big or too 

ambitious. But here was Clara, someone who had risen 

from the ground up, standing before her as a reminder 

that titles were not given—they were earned. 
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Christy smiled, feeling a surge of energy. “You 

know, Clara, I think you’re right. It’s time for me to go 

for it.” 

Clara’s smile widened, her face full of 

encouragement. “Then do it. You’ve already shown us all 

what you’re capable of, Christy. You’re already a leader. 

Now go and show them that you’re meant to lead even 

more.” 

Christy nodded, her heart pounding with a 

newfound resolve. She felt more than ready—she felt 

destined for it. And as she made her way back to her 

office, Clara’s words echoed in her mind, affirming her 

choice, strengthening her resolve. 

With every step, she knew she wasn’t walking back 

to just another day at work. She was walking toward the 

future she’d been building all along, a future that, at last, 

she felt truly ready to seize. 

To be proud and humble at the same time is a great 

leadership quality  
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A simple presentation leads to a great life experience 

Good morning, Mrs. Paul!" Emily greeted cheerfully 

as she entered the college hallway, her steps brisk as she 

hurried toward the Economics classroom. 

"Good morning, Em," replied Professor Alice Paul 

with a small smile. Her tone had a hint of mystery, a 

slight gleam in her eyes. "Hope you're prepared and 

ready." 

Emily’s stomach dropped. Prepared and ready? For 

what? In a flash, it hit her—she was supposed to present 

her white paper on macroeconomics today. Her heart 

skipped a beat as she realized how her conversation with 

her mother, Christy, had dominated her thoughts all 

morning. She’d been so absorbed in questions of 

leadership and ambition that she’d almost forgotten her 

own immediate goal. 

“Oh, yes, of course, Mrs. Paul,” she managed, 

keeping her voice steady. Deep down, though, she felt 

the nervous flutter of having been caught off guard. But 

she knew she’d prepared well for this. She’d spent 

countless hours polishing her presentation, refining her 

points, making sure every element was solid. She just 

needed to push past the distraction and focus. 

This is just another moment, she told herself. How many 

times in life do personal issues intrude, threatening to throw you 

off track? For women, she’d come to understand, the 
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obstacles often seemed endless. But wasn’t it a choice, in 

the end? To stay on course, or to let something derail 

you? 

Emily took a deep breath, smoothing her blouse as 

she walked toward the front of the classroom, feeling a 

calm settle over her. She’d seen her mother navigate 

challenges with poise—she could do the same. She faced 

the room, meeting the eyes of her peers, and began. 

Her voice grew stronger with each word, her 

confidence bolstered as she moved through the key 

points of her paper: economic cycles, policy 

interventions, the balance of supply and demand. She 

could see the attentive expressions of her classmates, a 

few of them even nodding along. She finished her 

presentation, took a steadying breath, and looked over at 

Mrs. Paul, who had been watching her closely with an 

inscrutable expression. 

As the classroom filed out after the presentation, 

Emily walked over to Mrs. Paul, eager yet nervous. 

“So…how was it?” she asked, keeping her tone light but 

feeling her heartbeat quicken. 

Mrs. Paul tilted her head slightly, studying her with 

a kind but searching gaze. “What do you think?” 

Emily paused, feeling her professor’s question sink 

in. She knew she’d done well, but there had been places 

she could’ve pushed deeper, places where her focus had 
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slipped just slightly. “I think I did well,” she answered 

honestly, “but I could have been better.” 

Mrs. Paul’s face broke into a warm smile. “Good. 

Now that you can see that yourself, I’m certain you’ll do 

even better next time. Self-awareness is one of the most 

valuable qualities you can have.” 

Emily felt a surge of pride mixed with relief. She’d 

expected straightforward feedback, but instead, Mrs. 

Paul was giving her something more valuable: a lesson. 

“There’s a fine line between confidence and 

overconfidence, Em,” Mrs. Paul continued. “Self-

introspection, being able to look at your own 

performance with a critical eye—that’s the mark of real 

leadership. And seeking feedback is only as valuable as 

your willingness to accept it.” 

Emily nodded, taking in her words. There was a 

humbling power in accepting feedback, in seeing her 

own work through someone else’s lens. She felt her 

confidence grow—not in a boastful way, but in a steady, 

grounded sense that this was part of her journey. 

“Thank you, Mrs. Paul,” Emily said, feeling a spark 

of new understanding settle within her. “I think… I 

needed that reminder.” 

Mrs. Paul nodded knowingly. “We all need it from 

time to time. Just remember, the greatest leaders are the 
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ones who never stop learning. That’s how they stay 

grounded.” 

Emily left the classroom, her mind abuzz with the 

impact of Mrs. Paul’s words. As she walked through the 

hallways, she couldn’t help but reflect on how this 

morning had unfolded. Her mother’s journey, Clara’s 

resilience, Mia’s careful planning—they were all so 

different, yet each woman had carved a path forward 

despite personal obstacles. And now, here was Mrs. Paul, 

her quiet strength adding another layer to the lesson. 

There was more to success than outward 

confidence; it was about seeking knowledge, being 

willing to learn, and letting feedback sharpen you rather 

than dim your light. As Emily walked down the hallway 

toward her next class, she felt a newfound certainty 

growing within her. 

This time, it was more than just confidence—it was 

purpose. 

As Emily slipped out of the classroom, her mind 

buzzed with a new clarity. When she’d first started 

working on that white paper, she’d seen it as just another 

exercise, a way to tick off credits and edge closer to her 

degree. Now, however, after Mrs. Paul’s words, she felt 

the meaning behind the assignment shift into sharper 

focus. This paper wasn’t just a task to complete; it was an 

opportunity to build something more enduring within 

herself. 
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Research, articulation, query handling… she thought, 

walking slowly down the hall toward her next class. Each 

skill had its place, its part in shaping her into someone 

capable of facing complex situations. The project hadn’t 

just taught her about macroeconomics—it had been a 

subtle lesson in confidence and perseverance. Mrs. Paul 

had been instrumental in helping her see it. She was 

more than just an economics professor. She was, Emily 

realized, a true leader. 

That’s what leaders do, Emily thought, a warm 

admiration for Mrs. Paul flooding through her. They help 

people see the purpose behind what they’re doing and push them 

to reach for something higher. 

Her thoughts were interrupted by the familiar 

sound of her friend Luna’s voice as he called out, “Em! 

How’d it go? I saw you up there giving that presentation.” 

She jogged over, a bright grin on her face. 

Emily smiled back. “It went… well, I think. Better 

than I’d expected. Mrs. Paul asked me afterward how I 

thought I did, and it really made me reflect. I think I 

learned more from her one question than from all the 

prep I did.” 

“Yeah? What did she say?” Luna’s eyes were bright 

with curiosity. 

Emily leaned against the wall, thoughtful. “She 

asked me how I thought I’d done, and when I said I 
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could have done better, she agreed but in the kindest 

way. She said self-reflection and seeking feedback are 

essential. Made me realize this whole paper was never 

just about economics. It was about developing the skills 

I’ll actually need later on.” 

“Wow, Mrs. Paul’s got that Jedi wisdom, huh?” 

Luna chuckled, but her tone held respect. “That’s cool, 

though. So you feel like it was worth the work?” 

Emily’s gaze grew distant for a moment. “Yeah… 

more than I realized at first. I was so focused on just 

getting the paper done that I didn’t see the bigger 

purpose. And isn’t that what being a leader is? Seeing the 

purpose, but also helping your team see it too? I don’t 

know… I never really thought of Mrs. Paul that way, but 

now I can’t unsee it.” 

Luna gave a slow nod. “Makes sense. The best 

leaders get people to see things they might’ve missed 

otherwise. Like, seeing all those steps that add up to 

something huge in the end.” 

Emily laughed softly. “Exactly. I guess it’s something 

my mom’s been trying to teach me too. She was saying 

the same thing this morning, that there’s always a larger 

reason behind what we do, even if we don’t see it right 

away. Honestly, between her and Mrs. Paul, I feel like 

I’m getting a crash course in leadership without even 

realizing it.” 
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They both laughed, and then Luna’s expression 

grew serious. “So… do you think you want to be a leader 

one day?” 

Emily’s smile faltered for a second, and she felt a 

ripple of uncertainty, followed by a spark of resolve. 

“Maybe. I mean, the thought of it scares me a little. 

There’s so much responsibility, so much you have to 

keep sight of, but… if I can keep learning from people 

like Mrs. Paul and my mom, maybe one day I could be.” 

Luna grinned. “I’ll be there cheering you on, no 

question about it.” 

They exchanged a quick, encouraging glance, and 

Emily turned toward her next classroom, feeling a surge 

of excitement. She carried the weight of Mrs. Paul’s 

words with her, feeling almost as if she’d been given a 

roadmap—one that could lead her toward the future 

she’d only begun to dream about. 

As she walked through the door, a quiet 

determination settled over her. Mrs. Paul’s voice echoed 

in her mind:  

The greatest leaders never stop learning. 

Learning always leads to Growth 
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Politician’s guidance to navigate corporate politics 

The city was already humming with the low buzz of 

evening activity by the time Christy left her office, the 

last traces of sunlight fading as she hurried through the 

bustling downtown streets. Tonight wasn’t just another 

social event on her calendar; it was the annual fundraiser 

for Hope for Tomorrow, the NGO she’d worked with for 

nearly a decade. The organization was more than just a 

volunteer commitment—it was a passion project, a place 

where her energy and heart collided to create something 

meaningful. 

As she entered the event hall, Christy took a 

moment to observe the warm, vibrant room filled with 

people she’d come to know and respect. Hope for 

Tomorrow had transformed lives—abandoned children 

had found homes, guidance, education, and even 

employment through the relentless efforts of people like 

her, who dedicated not only resources but their time and 

expertise. She felt a surge of pride as she spotted several 

young people she’d once mentored, now volunteers 

themselves, working the tables and ushering guests to 

their seats. 

She glanced at the stage where a podium stood, 

waiting for the evening’s speaker, Senator Gabriela 

Ramirez. Christy had heard much about Senator 

Ramirez’s tenacity and commitment to social issues, 

especially those impacting women and children. The 

senator was known for her bold stances and her ability 
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to cut through political noise to make a difference—an 

inspiration, much like Mrs. Paul or her mother had 

been, but in a whole new sphere. Christy couldn’t wait 

to meet her. 

The hum of chatter quieted as the event’s host took 

the microphone, introducing Senator Ramirez with a 

voice full of respect and anticipation. As the senator 

approached the podium, she radiated a calm but 

powerful presence. Her gaze swept across the room, and 

her voice, low and commanding, filled the hall as she 

spoke. 

“Thank you, Hope for Tomorrow, for the 

remarkable work you do. The world isn’t always kind to 

those who need it most. I have seen firsthand the 

challenges that vulnerable children face and the impact 

a single act of kindness can have in transforming lives. 

Tonight, it’s not just about raising funds; it’s about 

creating futures, building resilience, and proving that 

everyone here has a role in making our society whole.” 

The senator’s words were electric, each one landing 

with a precision that sent murmurs of agreement and 

even a few applause breaks throughout the audience. 

Christy watched, feeling her own heart lift with the 

energy of the crowd. This was exactly why she 

volunteered, why she spent long hours mentoring, 

guiding, and connecting these kids to opportunities. It 

was work that might not make headlines but would 

change lives. 
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Senator Ramirez concluded her speech with a 

promise. “I assure you, the government is committed to 

supporting initiatives like this. We will do more. We 

have to do more. And to all of you who are here tonight,” 

she continued, her eyes scanning the room, “thank you. 

Your work matters.” 

As the applause roared through the hall, Christy felt 

the senator’s words sink into her, echoing her own hopes 

for the children she had come to care for so deeply. After 

the speech, as dinner was served, she was delighted when 

she got the chance to meet the senator face-to-face. 

“Senator Ramirez,” Christy greeted her, a warm 

smile spreading across her face as she extended her hand. 

“Your speech was incredibly inspiring. I can’t tell you 

how grateful we all are for your support.” 

The senator smiled, her handshake firm and 

confident. “Thank you, Christy. I’m just as inspired to 

meet people like you, who are out there doing the work 

every day. They told me about your role in the 

organization, and I have to say, I’m impressed.” Her gaze 

softened, a spark of curiosity lighting her eyes. “A VP at 

SnackNest, a mother, and a dedicated volunteer—how do 

you manage it all?” 

Christy laughed lightly, a bit flustered. “Well, I 

won’t lie, it’s a balancing act. But this work means the 

world to me. It’s about making sure the next generation 
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has something to hold onto, something to guide them. 

And in a way, it helps keep me grounded, too.” 

Senator Ramirez nodded thoughtfully. “I 

completely understand that. When I first entered 

politics, I faced some resistance, and not just from other 

politicians. The hurdles were everywhere. It’s hard when 

you’re told you don’t belong somewhere, that you can’t 

balance all that’s expected of you. But I learned that 

resilience is everything. People will try to test you, but 

that’s when you push forward. You either own your 

space or lose it.” 

Christy felt the weight of those words. “That’s 

incredible advice. I’ve had my share of challenges, too. 

Sometimes I wonder if I’m doing enough or if I should 

be trying harder. But hearing you say that, I feel… 

encouraged.” 

Ramirez’s expression turned resolute. “Christy, the 

power of influence is real, and don’t underestimate what 

you’re doing here. Whether it’s in the boardroom or 

right here at Hope for Tomorrow, you’re setting an 

example, just as I try to do in politics. It’s all 

interconnected. In the end, our ability to lead comes 

down to what we’re willing to fight for and the people 

we’re willing to bring up with us.” 

Christy felt a rush of gratitude. Here was someone 

who understood, who had lived through similar battles 

and emerged stronger. Ramirez’s story of resilience 
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reminded her of all the women who had inspired her—

Mrs. Paul, Clara, her mother—and each had contributed 

to her understanding of leadership and purpose. 

“I’ll remember that, Senator,” Christy said, a 

newfound determination glinting in her eyes. “Thank 

you.” 

The senator smiled, reaching over to place a 

reassuring hand on her shoulder. “You’re already doing 

more than you know. And one day, when you’re ready, 

you’ll lead others too. Keep pushing forward, Christy.” 

As the senator turned to greet other guests, Christy 

felt a profound sense of clarity. This conversation had 

shifted something within her. The power of influence, 

the importance of lifting others as she climbed—it was 

exactly what she wanted to embody, not just at work or 

with her family, but here at Hope for Tomorrow, and in 

every other aspect of her life. 

With renewed purpose, she looked around the 

room, her eyes falling on the young volunteers, the kids 

she’d helped, and the team that made it all happen. 

Ramirez’s words were like a spark, one that lit a fire she 

knew she would carry with her. She was ready to keep 

pushing forward, ready to lead, not just for herself, but 

for everyone who needed her to. And, she realized with 

a smile, this was only the beginning. 

Hard work coupled with resilience makes you 

unbeatable 
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Granddaughter gets a great gift – Secret to Life 

The late afternoon sunbathed the retirement home 

in golden hues as Emily’s cab pulled into the parking lot. 

Her phone buzzed—a text from her mom, Christy. Take 

your time with Grandma. Let me know how it goes. Emily 

smiled and tucked the phone away, her heart warm from 

the supportive message. 

The home was quiet, save for the soft murmur of 

conversations and the occasional rustle of leaves outside 

the window. Ava, her grandmother, was seated on the 

patio, a crochet hook in one hand and a ball of yarn in 

the other. Her silver hair shimmered in the light, and her 

eyes, though weathered with age, held a lively sparkle. 

“Grandma!” Emily called out, waving as she 

approached. 

Ava looked up, her face breaking into a broad smile. 

“Emily, my darling! Come here and give me a hug.” 

After an embrace that felt like home, Emily sat 

down beside her. She hesitated for a moment, unsure 

how to broach the subject that had been on her mind 

since this morning’s conversation with her mother. 

“I hope I’m not interrupting your crochet 

masterpiece,” Emily teased, eyeing the half-formed scarf. 

“Oh, this?” Ava waved dismissively. “Just a way to 

keep my hands busy. Now, what brings you here today? 
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Not that I’m complaining—seeing you is always the 

highlight of my week.” 

Emily chuckled but then grew serious. “Actually, I 

wanted to talk to you about something… about your 

career, your choices, and how you balanced everything.” 

Ava’s smile softened, and she set the crochet aside. 

“Ah, so you’ve been talking to your mother. I had a 

feeling she’d send you my way sooner or later.” 

Emily nodded, leaning forward. “I just… I’ve been 

thinking a lot about how women navigate their careers 

and families. Mom’s amazing at it, but I know it’s not 

easy. And I wondered about you—how you made your 

decisions and what you learned from them.” 

Ava leaned back in her chair, her gaze drifting 

toward the horizon as if searching through the years for 

the right place to begin. “You know, Emily, when I was 

your age, I was full of aspirations. I wanted to do it all—

climb the corporate ladder, make a name for myself. I 

was a young woman with big dreams, just like you.” 

“What happened?” Emily asked softly, sensing a 

deeper story. 

Ava smiled wistfully. “Life happened. I worked as a 

junior administrator under a manager named John—an 

incredible mentor. He saw my potential and encouraged 

me to pursue bigger roles, gave me guidance on how to 

rise in the ranks. But back then, I wasn’t sure I could 
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handle it all. I assumed—wrongly, mind you—that a career 

like that would mean sacrificing my family. And when I 

married your grandfather, Bill, and we had your mom, I 

felt that my place was with them.” 

“Grandpa supported you, though, didn’t he?” Emily 

asked, remembering the stories her mother had shared 

about her grandparents. 

“Oh, absolutely,” Ava said, her eyes lighting up. “Bill 

was my biggest cheerleader. He would’ve done anything 

to help me balance it all, but the truth is, it wasn’t him 

holding me back—it was me. I doubted myself, doubted 

that I could juggle everything without dropping the ball. 

So, I made a choice.” 

Emily tilted her head. “Do you regret it?” 

Ava shook her head firmly. “Not one bit. Raising 

your mom, watching her grow into the incredible woman 

she is today, and now seeing you—I wouldn’t trade that 

for the world. But I do wonder, sometimes, what might 

have been if I’d pushed myself more, if I’d taken those 

steps John encouraged me to take. Maybe I could’ve 

done both. Maybe not. What I know for sure is this: I 

never felt like I was sacrificing something. If I had, I 

wouldn’t have been happy, and neither would my 

family.” 

Emily sat quietly, absorbing her grandmother’s 

words. “So, you’re saying… it’s about knowing what feels 

right for you?” 
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Ava nodded, her gaze steady. “Exactly. Life puts 

women at crossroads, Emily—multiple times. Career or 

family. Passion or stability. Leadership or support. These 

decisions are tough, but what’s most important is that 

you make them with conviction. If you feel like you’re 

sacrificing a part of yourself, you’ll resent it, and that’s 

no way to live.” 

She paused, taking Emily’s hand in hers. “Success 

isn’t one-size-fits-all. For me, it was raising your mom and 

seeing her thrive. For someone else, it might be running 

a company or creating art. What matters is that you feel 

accomplished and fulfilled in what you choose. And that 

takes determination, no matter the path.” 

Emily felt a lump form in her throat. “I guess I’ve 

been thinking about what kind of future I want, and it’s 

overwhelming. Mom’s incredible at balancing 

everything, and then there’s Mrs. Paul, the senator… 

even the lady who drove me to school today had this 

amazing story. It feels like there are so many ways to 

define success, and I’m not sure which one is mine yet.” 

Ava gave her hand a gentle squeeze. “You don’t have 

to know yet, sweetheart. You’re still discovering who you 

are and what you want. Just promise me one thing: 

whatever you choose, do it wholeheartedly. Don’t let fear 

or doubt hold you back like it did me. And always 

remember—you’re capable of more than you think.” 
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Emily felt a surge of warmth and clarity as she 

looked into her grandmother’s wise, weathered eyes. 

“Thank you, Grandma. I’ll remember that.” 

They sat together in silence for a while, watching the 

sun dip lower in the sky, its golden rays painting the 

world in soft hues. Emily realized that this conversation, 

much like the one she’d had with her mother and the 

professor, was another piece of the puzzle. Each woman 

in her life was teaching her something unique, helping 

her build the framework for her own future. 

As she stood to leave, Ava called after her with a 

twinkle in her eye. “Don’t forget to tell your mother I 

gave you the secret to life. She’ll love that.” 

Emily laughed, feeling lighter and more focused 

than she had in weeks. “I will, Grandma. Thanks for 

everything.” 

Riding home, she thought about Ava’s words: Make 

your choices with conviction. For the first time, Emily felt 

less afraid of the crossroads ahead. Whatever path she 

chose, she would walk it with determination—and with 

the wisdom of the women who had walked before her. 

Your career is your choice – you are in the driving 

seat 
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Social activist discloses shocking past 

The warm glow of the ballroom chandeliers 

reflected off the polished floors as Christy set her empty 

wine glass on a tray carried by a passing server. The 

fundraiser had been an overwhelming success, and the 

buzz of animated conversation filled the air. Christy’s 

mind was still replaying Senator Ramirez’s stirring 

speech when she caught sight of Laura across the room. 

Laura, the founder of Hope for Tomorrow, stood 

surrounded by a small group of admirers, her calm yet 

commanding presence radiating warmth. Christy had 

worked with Laura through the NGO for years, but 

tonight, a question lingered in her mind—a curiosity she 

had never pursued before. 

With a confident stride, Christy approached. As the 

group dispersed, Laura turned and greeted her with a 

genuine smile. “Christy! It’s so good to see you here.” 

“Likewise, Laura,” Christy replied. “I wanted to take 

a moment to tell you just how incredible this evening has 

been. The work you’ve done with Hope for Tomorrow is 

nothing short of transformative.” 

Laura’s smile widened. “Thank you, but it’s the 

team and the community that make it all happen. I’m 

just a piece of the puzzle.” 

Christy shook her head. “Don’t downplay your role. 

You’ve built something extraordinary. And, to be 
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honest, I’ve always wondered—what inspired you to start 

all of this? What drives you?” 

Laura’s expression shifted, her eyes softening as if 

recalling a distant memory. She gestured toward a 

quieter corner of the room. “Do you really want to know? 

It’s not exactly a cocktail-party kind of story.” 

Intrigued, Christy followed her to a small table 

tucked away from the crowd. The noise of the room 

faded as Laura began to speak. 

“When I was fifteen,” Laura started, her voice low 

but steady, “my entire world fell apart. My parents 

divorced, and it wasn’t the amicable kind. It was ugly, 

bitter, and destructive. Neither of them had time for me; 

they were too wrapped up in their own battles. I felt 

invisible. Unwanted.” 

Christy leaned forward, her interest piqued. “That 

must have been so difficult.” 

“It was,” Laura admitted, a shadow passing over her 

face. “I started hanging out with the wrong crowd—

people who didn’t judge me, or so I thought. They 

introduced me to drugs, parties, and a lifestyle that 

numbed the pain. For a while, it worked. I felt nothing, 

and nothing felt like peace. But it didn’t take long for 

things to spiral.” 

Laura’s voice trembled slightly as she continued. “At 

seventeen, I was arrested for possession. I thought that 
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was the end of the line for me. But instead of throwing 

the book at me, the judge sent me to a recovery home. 

At first, I hated it. I thought it was a punishment. But it 

turned out to be my salvation.” 

Christy’s breath caught. She had never imagined 

Laura’s life had begun with such hardship. “What 

happened at the recovery home?” 

“They saw me,” Laura said simply, her eyes 

glistening. “The staff treated me like a person—not a lost 

cause, not a statistic, but a person with potential. They 

helped me face my pain, my anger, and my fears. They 

gave me a second chance, something I hadn’t believed I 

deserved. When I left, I swore to myself that I’d make 

something of my life.” 

“And you did,” Christy interjected. “You’ve 

accomplished so much.” 

Laura nodded, but there was a bittersweet edge to 

her smile. “It wasn’t immediate. I worked odd jobs, put 

myself through college, and eventually returned to work 

at that same recovery home. I stayed there for years, 

helping kids who were as lost as I had been. That’s when 

I realized my calling—helping children who’ve been 

abandoned, neglected, or forgotten. I founded Hope for 

Tomorrow when I was thirty-five, with nothing but a 

handful of donors and a dream.” 
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Christy felt a lump in her throat. “And look at it 

now. You’ve created something incredible. You’ve 

turned your pain into purpose.” 

Laura’s gaze was steady. “That’s the thing about life, 

Christy. Sometimes it feels like fate is against us, like the 

whole world is conspiring to crush us under its weight. 

And we have two choices: we can let it break us, or we 

can let it shape us into something stronger. The leader 

in us has to wake up, take control, and make that 

decision.” 

Christy nodded, her mind racing. “It’s so easy to get 

caught up in the setbacks, to feel like there’s no way 

forward.” 

Laura reached across the table, placing a hand on 

Christy’s arm. “But there is. There’s always a way. You 

just have to find it—and more importantly, believe in it. 

The decision is yours. Are you going to let life happen to 

you, or are you going to lead your way through it?” 

Christy felt the weight of Laura’s words settle in her 

chest. She thought of her own crossroads, her aspirations 

to step into the CEO role, and the doubts that 

sometimes crept into her mind. Laura’s story was proof 

that resilience, determination, and purpose could 

overcome even the darkest moments. 

“Thank you for sharing this with me, Laura,” 

Christy said, her voice thick with emotion. “I think I 

needed to hear it more than I realized.” 
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Laura smiled warmly. “Sometimes, we all need a 

little reminder of what we’re capable of. Just don’t forget 

to pay it forward.” 

As Christy left the fundraiser that evening, her mind 

was alight with inspiration. Laura’s journey was a 

testament to the strength of the human spirit—and a 

challenge to anyone who dared to dream. Christy knew 

her path wouldn’t be easy, but she felt a renewed 

determination to face it head-on. And she knew one 

thing for certain: when the leader within her woke up, 

there would be no one stopping her. 

Failures are inevitable, playing victim never helps. 

Learn and move on 
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Neighbor is next door, but family is too far. 

Emily stepped out of the taxi and paid the driver, 

still pondering the insights from her conversation with 

her grandmother. The cool evening air brushed against 

her face, and as she turned toward the entrance to her 

home, a cheerful voice stopped her in her tracks. 

“Hey, Em! How are you? It’s been a while!” 

Emily turned to see Mrs. Jane, her neighbor, 

walking her golden retriever, Max. Jane’s radiant smile 

and impeccable sense of style always struck Emily as 

effortlessly elegant, but tonight there was an air of 

calmness around her that Emily found magnetic. 

“Hello, Mrs. Jane!” Emily greeted her warmly. “It has 

been a while. How’s Max doing?” 

Jane chuckled as she patted the dog’s head. “Oh, 

Max is always good company. Keeps me on my toes. How 

about you? How’s college?” 

Emily smiled. “It’s going great. Just presented a 

paper today, actually. Quite a learning experience.” 

Jane’s eyes lit up. “Good for you, Emily! You’re such 

a bright young woman—I’m sure you nailed it.” 

As they stood under the streetlight, their 

conversation shifted to the tranquility of their 

neighborhood—the quiet streets, the leafy trees that lined 

the sidewalks, and the way the world seemed to slow 
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down in this pocket of the city. It wasn’t long before 

Emily’s curiosity about Jane’s personal life got the better 

of her. 

“Mrs. Jane, I’ve always wondered,” Emily began 

hesitantly, “I never see your family around. Do they live 

here?” 

Jane’s smile softened, and she leaned back slightly, 

as if bracing herself for a familiar question. “Ah, no, my 

husband and kids live in San Francisco.” 

“San Francisco?” Emily echoed, her surprise 

evident. “But you’re here in New York. How does that 

work?” 

Jane shifted Max’s leash to her other hand and 

nodded. “It’s a bit unconventional, I’ll admit. My 

husband, Greg, and I had to make a tough decision a few 

years ago when I was promoted to Chief Strategy Officer 

at my company. The job required me to relocate to the 

headquarters here in New York.” 

Emily blinked. “That must’ve been a huge 

adjustment—for everyone.” 

“It was,” Jane admitted, “but it was a conscious 

decision. Greg and I talked about it endlessly before I 

made the move. He’s an architect, and his projects are all 

based in San Francisco. The kids were already settled 

there with their school and friends. Uprooting everyone 
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didn’t make sense, and they all supported me in pursuing 

this opportunity.” 

Emily couldn’t help but admire Jane’s candidness. 

“Did you ever feel like you were sacrificing something? 

Being away from them, I mean?” 

Jane tilted her head thoughtfully. “You know, that’s 

an interesting question. A lot of people—especially 

women—frame these choices as sacrifices. And it’s true, I 

miss my family every single day. But I don’t see it as a 

sacrifice. I see it as a step forward. If men can relocate for 

work and have their families support them without it 

being called a sacrifice, why can’t we?” 

Emily absorbed the wisdom in Jane’s words, her 

mind racing. “That’s such a powerful perspective. I’ve 

never thought about it that way.” 

Jane smiled gently. “It’s all about mindset, Em. 

Women often self-sympathize—we start seeing our 

choices through a lens of guilt and loss, even when we’re 

doing something that fulfills us. But here’s the thing: 

guilt gets you nowhere. Determination does. My family 

and I made this decision together, and because of that, I 

don’t feel like I’m alone or that I’m sacrificing anything. 

They’re my rock.” 

Emily nodded slowly, impressed by Jane’s clarity. “I 

guess it’s about finding that balance—making sure your 

decisions align with your goals while also keeping your 

family in the loop.” 
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“Exactly,” Jane said, her tone firm but encouraging. 

“And here’s the secret: when you stop treating your 

career as something you have to apologize for, the people 

around you—your family, your colleagues, even your 

friends—start respecting it too. It’s a shift in perspective, 

and it makes all the difference.” 

Max barked, tugging at his leash, and Jane laughed. 

“Looks like Max thinks I’m getting too philosophical.” 

Emily grinned. “Not at all. This has been really 

inspiring. I’ve been thinking a lot about career paths and 

leadership lately, and what you’ve said tonight really 

resonates.” 

Jane placed a hand on Emily’s shoulder. “You’re 

young, Emily, and you have the world ahead of you. But 

remember this—no matter what path you choose, own it. 

Whether it’s your career, your family, or something 

entirely different, don’t let the world make you feel small 

for your choices. You’ll find that when you stand firm, 

the people who matter will stand with you.” 

Emily felt a surge of determination rise within her. 

She watched as Jane and Max disappeared down the 

street, the weight of their conversation settling in her 

mind like a puzzle piece clicking into place. 

As she walked toward her door, Emily found herself 

repeating Jane’s words. Own your path. Don’t apologize 

for it. The phrase echoed in her thoughts like a mantra, 



S HE  WI L L  I F  S H E WI LLS  -  N EW  ED I TI O N  

66 

fueling her resolve. She wasn’t just inspired; she was 

ready to lead her own way—on her terms. 

“Most times life puts you through tough 

challenges, never hesitate to seek support from family 

and friends by staying strong and steady”  
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Silent Drive Sound Mind 

The car’s engine hummed softly as Christy 

navigated the quiet streets, the dim glow of the 

dashboard lights casting a serene ambiance. The day had 

been long, but as she drove home, her thoughts played 

back the tapestry of conversations she had been a part of. 

Each interaction was like a vivid scene from a movie—

voices, expressions, and words interwoven with wisdom, 

admiration, and encouragement. 

Her mind lingered on Senator Ramirez’s powerful 

anecdotes about resilience and influence in politics. The 

senator’s words had been clear and unwavering: “You’ve 

built something remarkable, Christy. Don’t let the 

challenges you face dim the light you carry.” 

Then there was Laura, with her harrowing yet 

transformative story of redemption. Laura’s voice echoed 

in her thoughts: “You’ve shown that leadership isn’t 

about having all the answers; it’s about creating paths for 

others. That’s a rare gift.” 

And, of course, the simplicity of Clara’s humility 

and hard work. Christy smiled as she remembered 

Clara’s warm laugh and modest pride. “You’ve always 

been a role model for me, Christy,” Clara had said. “If 

I’ve climbed up, it’s because I watched how you led.” 

She had spent so much time second-guessing 

herself, worrying about whether she was good enough to 

reach for the next rung of the ladder, that she had missed 
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the obvious: she was already inspiring people. To her 

team, to her peers, and even to strangers who crossed her 

path, Christy was a symbol of strength and balance. But 

there was one person she had failed to inspire—herself. 

Her phone buzzed on the passenger seat. She 

glanced at it quickly and saw Emily’s name flash across 

the screen. The thought of her daughter warmed her 

heart. Emily had called twice today, asking probing 

questions and seeking guidance—questions Christy knew 

came from Emily’s desire to understand the world and 

her place in it. Emily looked up to her. That alone was 

proof that she was capable of achieving anything she set 

her sights on. 

She pulled over to the side of the road, the sound of 

crickets filling the quiet night. Her reflection in the 

rearview mirror caught her eye. The faintest hint of a tear 

glistened, but her expression was one of determination. 

Christy’s lips curved into a smile. Emily’s question 

that morning had been the seed that started it all: “Why 

do we have so few female CEOs in the world?” That 

seemingly simple query had unraveled layers of self-

reflection throughout the day. How had she not seen the 

obvious until now? Emily wasn’t just asking about the 

world; she was asking about her. Christy could see it 

now—Emily’s hunger for answers, for inspiration, for 

permission to dream bigger. 



S HE  WI L L  I F  S H E WI LLS  -  N EW  ED I TI O N  

70 

She turned into her neighborhood, the familiar 

streets lined with quiet houses and dim porch lights. The 

car slowed as Christy’s thoughts gained momentum. A 

question simmered in her mind, sharp and insistent: 

“Why have I waited so long?” 

She thought about a statement Jane had made 

earlier that day. “You’ve got to own your path, Christy. 

Stop apologizing for being ambitious. You inspire 

people when you embrace who you are fully.” 

Christy leaned back in her seat, letting the words 

settle deep in her mind. When had she stopped 

believing in herself? Maybe it was during the sleepless 

nights juggling deadlines and Emily’s homework. Or the 

moments she faced in boardrooms full of skepticism 

because she was the only woman at the table. Or the rare 

nights when she wondered if she could truly balance it 

all. 

The truth was, she hadn’t lost belief entirely—she 

had just let doubt creep in. And that doubt had become 

a silent passenger, whispering questions that made her 

hesitate. 

For too long, she had let self-doubt and fear of 

failure dictate her choices. She had internalized the idea 

that to be bold was to be reckless, that to assert herself 

too much might tarnish the respect she had earned. But 

today had shown her something profound: every person 
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she had spoken to saw her as more than capable—as a 

leader, a mentor, and a source of inspiration. 

Christy’s thoughts sharpened, her vision clear as she 

stared ahead at the empty road. “Be an inspiration to 

others by being an inspiration to yourself.” It wasn’t 

just a platitude; it was a way forward. She couldn’t lead 

if she didn’t believe in her ability to rise above the noise 

of doubt. She couldn’t light the way for others if her own 

fire was dim. 

The road stretched out before her, like a metaphor 

for what lay ahead. Her journey wasn’t over. There were 

new challenges to face, new heights to climb, and new 

lessons to learn. But now, she carried a renewed 

conviction: She was enough. She was capable. She was 

ready. 

Christy felt her grip on the wheel was firm and 

steady. The headlights cut through the darkness, 

illuminating the path ahead. As she drove home, the 

words of everyone she had spoken to that day seemed to 

merge into a singular thought: “You’ve got to believe in 

yourself to make the world believe in you.” 

Deeply involved in her own thinking, Christy 

reached home before she could realize. She stepped out 

of the car, the night air crisp against her skin. As she 

walked to the front door, another phrase surfaced in her 

thoughts, one that encapsulated the day’s lessons: “Be 
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an inspiration to others by being an inspiration to 

yourself.” 

It wasn’t a cliché—it was a call to action. She needed 

to stop waiting for permission, for validation, for the 

stars to align. Leadership wasn’t about being perfect; it 

was about showing up, owning your strengths, and 

pushing forward despite the challenges. 

Inside, the house was quiet, Emily was wide awake 

waiting. Christy set her keys on the counter and poured 

herself a glass of water. The reflection in the kitchen 

window caught her eye, and for the first time in a long 

while, she didn’t see a woman weighed down by 

expectations. She saw someone ready to rise above them. 

Her thoughts circled back to the day’s central 

theme: breaking perceptions, moving beyond opinions, 

and embracing her own potential. It wasn’t too late. It 

was never too late. 

As she climbed the stairs to her room, a new energy 

coursed through her veins. She didn’t have all the 

answers, and there were no guarantees. But one thing 

was clear: she was done waiting. The world wouldn’t 

believe in her until she believed in herself. 

Tonight, she wasn’t just inspired—she was resolved. 

“Remember! Inspiring yourself is the most 

important step of all.” 
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The day ends a new chapter begins 

Christy descended the staircase slowly, her hand 

gliding along the smooth banister. There was a lightness 

in her step that hadn’t been there in years. It wasn’t just 

the thrill of a good day or the satisfaction of meaningful 

conversations—it was the sense of having peeled back a 

layer of herself she hadn’t even realized was there. 

As she reached the bottom step, her eyes fell on 

Emily, sprawled on the couch, scrolling through her 

phone. There was something different about her, too. 

Emily’s face was lit not just by the glow of the screen but 

by a quiet, radiant energy. When Emily looked up, their 

eyes met, and for a moment, there was a shared 

understanding between them—a connection that 

transcended words. 

“Hey, Mom,” Emily said, sitting up. “You look… 

different. Lighter, maybe?” 

Christy chuckled as she walked over to join her. 

“Funny you say that. I was just thinking the same about 

you.” 

Emily grinned. “Maybe it’s contagious.” 

They both laughed, a sound that felt unburdened, 

almost therapeutic. It wasn’t often that their 

conversations felt this charged with positivity and 

purpose. Sure, they talked daily—about schedules, 
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errands, grades—but this felt different. It was as if the day 

had granted them both a fresh perspective. 

“So,” Emily began, tucking her legs beneath her. “I 

had the most amazing conversations today. With Mrs. 

Jane, with Mrs. Paul, even with a stranger—Helga, my cab 

driver. It’s like… everyone had something profound to 

say.” 

Christy leaned forward, intrigued. “Helga? That’s an 

interesting name. What did she say?” 

Emily recounted the story of the cab driver who had 

rebuilt her life after tragedy, and how she managed to 

balance her responsibilities as a single mother with her 

career. Christy listened intently, nodding as Emily spoke. 

“It made me realize,” Emily concluded, “there’s so 

much wisdom in the people around us. We just need to 

pay attention.” 

Christy smiled, feeling a deep sense of pride. 

“You’re absolutely right. And you know what’s funny? 

I’ve been thinking the same thing all day. From Senator 

Ramirez to Laura and even Jane next door, I kept hearing 

stories that reminded me of how much inspiration is 

right under our noses. It’s like the universe was trying to 

send me a message.” 

Emily tilted her head, curious. “What message?” 

“That we’ve been so focused on looking forward—

our goals, our challenges, our ambitions—that we’ve 
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forgotten to look around,” Christy said. “There’s a 

wealth of knowledge, resilience, and strength in the 

people we interact with every day. And we can learn so 

much if we just take the time to listen.” 

Emily’s eyes sparkled with understanding. “That’s 

exactly what I felt today! Like, all these people have been 

around me forever, but I never noticed how much they 

had to teach me. Mrs. Paul’s advice about seeking 

feedback, Jane’s perspective on sacrifice, even Helga’s 

grit… it’s all just there, waiting to be noticed.” 

They sat in companionable silence for a moment, 

each lost in thought. Then Christy pulled out her phone 

and opened a blank note. 

“What are you doing?” Emily asked. 

“Making a list,” Christy said, tapping away. “Of 

everything we learned today. Let’s capture it before we 

forget.” 

Emily grabbed her own phone, excited. “Oh, that’s 

a great idea! Okay, let’s start with this: ‘Confidence 

comes from within, but feedback refines it.’ That’s Mrs. 

Paul’s.” 

Christy nodded, adding her own entry. “And here’s 

one: ‘Leadership is about making choices, not excuses.’ 

That’s from Jane.” 

They went back and forth, listing every nugget of 

wisdom they’d gleaned throughout the day. With each 
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entry, they felt a deeper sense of amazement—not just at 

the insights themselves but at the realization that they’d 

been surrounded by these lessons all along. They named 

it Ready Reckoner for Success. 

When they finally looked up from their phones, the 

list was long, but their faces were brighter. 

“This is incredible,” Emily said, her voice tinged 

with awe. “We’ve learned more in one day than I 

thought possible.” 

Christy reached over and squeezed her daughter’s 

hand. “And the best part? This is just the beginning. If 

we stay open—really open—we’ll keep learning, every 

single day.” 

Emily nodded, her expression thoughtful. “You 

know, Mom, I’ve been thinking… A lot of people seem 

to get stuck because they’re waiting for the ‘right time’ to 

make a choice. But maybe the right time is just whenever 

you decide it is.” 

Christy smiled, her heart swelling with pride. 

“Exactly, Em. Any woman can choose to be whatever she 

wants to be. But it starts with making that choice. And 

once you make it, you have to own it—completely.” 

The two of them sat there, basking in the warmth of 

their shared epiphany. The future felt wide open, full of 

promise and possibility. For the first time in a long while, 
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they weren’t just mother and daughter—they were allies, 

companions on a journey of growth and self-discovery. 

As the clock struck midnight, Christy glanced at 

Emily and said, “You know what? The future looks 

bright.” 

Emily smiled, a glint of determination in her eyes. 

“Brighter than ever.” 

It is rather clear now that it is not just one CEO in 

the making may be two but why not three, You? 

Did Christy make it? How did Emily shape her 

future? Coming Soon! 
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Introductory Note to Part 2: When the Question 

Refuses to Rest 

Part 1 did not end with an answer. 

It ended with a pause. 

A question lingered in the air—quiet, persistent, 

impossible to ignore. It was not dramatic. It did not 

demand immediate resolution. But it had weight. The 

kind that follows you long after a conversation ends. The 

kind that settles into daily routines, into moments of 

silence, into the spaces between what is familiar and 

what is possible. 

What next? 

For Christy, it was not a question about capability. 

That had been proven repeatedly—through years of 

performance, leadership, and responsibility. It was a 

question about timing, visibility, and courage. About 

whether experience alone is enough, or whether there 

comes a moment when one must stop preparing and 

start claiming. 

For Emily, the question carried a different rhythm. 

It was not anchored in years, but in intention. Not 

shaped by what had been done, but by what was still 

unformed. Hers was a question about direction, 

purpose, and the discipline required to choose a path 

before certainty arrives. 
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Between them lay a shared realization—one that 

many recognize but few act upon: 

Growth does not announce itself with clarity. 

It arrives quietly, disguised as discomfort. 

The months that followed were not filled with 

dramatic events. No sudden transformations. No 

overnight decisions. Life continued as it often does—

meetings, routines, preparation, waiting. And yet, 

beneath the surface, something was shifting. 

Christy found herself standing closer to 

conversations she had once observed from a distance. 

The stakes felt higher. The scrutiny sharper. The margin 

for error thinner. Leadership, she would soon realize, is 

not tested when things are stable—but when one must 

remain visible under pressure. 

Emily, meanwhile, moved through her days with a 

discipline that puzzled those around her. While others 

sought answers aloud, she chose silence. While others 

chased clarity, she embraced preparation. Her path was 

not obvious, even to those who knew her well. Especially 

not to those who assumed leadership follows a 

predictable route. 

What neither of them knew—what the reader is not 

yet meant to know—is how these parallel journeys would 

unfold. 
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Part 2 is not about sudden triumphs or easy 

victories. It is about the space between intent and 

outcome. The stretch where doubt competes with 

determination. Where support is uneven. Where 

courage must be exercised without assurance of reward. 

This is where leadership is truly shaped. 

Not in moments of applause—but in moments of 

isolation. 

Not in certainty—but in conviction. 

Not in permission—but in will. 

As you step into Part 2, you will walk alongside 

Christy and Emily as the world begins to respond to their 

choices—not always kindly, not always clearly. You will 

witness resistance, misinterpretation, and moments 

where retreat would seem reasonable. You will also 

encounter quiet allies, unexpected lessons, and the 

steady accumulation of strength that comes only from 

staying the course. 

The question from Part 1 has not disappeared. 

It has deepened. 

And by the time it is answered—fully, finally—you 

may find yourself reflecting not only on what happens to 

Christy and Emily, but on a question of your own: 

What would happen if you stopped waiting—and chose? 

Part 2 is not about what the future holds. 
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It is about what happens when the decision is 

made—long before the outcome is known. 

Turn the page. 

The journey continues. 
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The day ambition stops waiting and starts acting. 

The corridor outside the CEO’s office was quieter 

than the rest of the floor. It always was. 

Christy noticed this only now, as she stood still, her 

heels aligned perfectly with the seam of the carpet, the 

glass wall of Robert Harlan’s office reflecting her back at 

her like an uninvited mirror. The reflection showed what 

everyone else always saw—composed posture, tailored 

jacket, calm eyes. It did not show the slow, deliberate 

breath she was taking to steady herself. 

She had walked this corridor countless times over 

the years. Strategy reviews. Product launches. Crisis 

meetings. She had never once paused here. 

Until today. 

You don’t rehearse a moment like this, she told herself. 

You arrive at it. 

Behind the glass, Robert was seated at his desk, 

reading something intently, glasses perched low on his 

nose. The man had led SnackNest for over two decades. 

Markets had risen and collapsed under his watch. CEOs 

like him were not appointed; they were endured. 

Christy raised her hand to knock. 

It hovered there, suspended in air. 

A thought surfaced—unwelcome, persistent. 



D R .  D I NES H KU MAR  MU RU G ES AN  

87 

Once you speak, you won’t belong to the background 

anymore. 

She lowered her hand. 

Then, before doubt could reclaim its territory, she 

knocked. 

“Come in,” Robert said, without looking up. 

The door closed softly behind her, sealing the 

moment. 

Robert glanced up, surprised. “Christy. You’re 

early.” 

“I know,” she replied. Her voice was steady. That 

surprised her most. 

He gestured to the chair across from him. She didn’t 

sit immediately. Instead, she placed a slim folder on the 

table between them. It was unmarked. No labels. No 

bravado. 

“This won’t take long,” she said. 

Robert leaned back slightly, studying her. “When 

someone says that, it usually does.” 

Christy allowed herself a small smile—then let it 

fade. 

“I wanted to speak with you before the succession 

conversations begin.” 

Now he was listening. 
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He removed his glasses and set them aside. The 

movement was subtle but deliberate. Christy had seen it 

before. It meant this was no longer a casual exchange. 

“I’m aware you plan to retire in six months,” she 

continued. “I also know you haven’t formalized a 

transition plan.” 

“That’s correct.” 

She met his gaze. “I would like to be considered.” 

Silence followed. 

Not the awkward kind. The measured kind. The kind 

that waits to see if you will fill it with nervous words. 

Christy didn’t. 

Robert stood and walked toward the window, hands 

clasped behind his back. Outside, the city moved on, 

indifferent to the weight of what had just been spoken. 

“You understand,” he said slowly, “that this isn’t a 

promotion.” 

“I do.” 

“It’s not even an ambition,” he added. “It’s an 

exposure.” 

Christy nodded. “I’m aware.” 

He turned to face her. “Once this path begins, 

there’s no invisible work anymore. Every misstep is 
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amplified. Every success questioned. Especially for 

someone who didn’t arrive the expected way.” 

The word lingered—expected. 

“I’ve spent my career doing visible work quietly,” she 

said. “I’m ready for the opposite.” 

Robert watched her carefully. “What changed?” 

The answer came to her instantly. 

Emily. 

But she didn’t say that. 

“What changed,” Christy said instead, “is that I 

realized waiting was also a decision.” 

That earned her a pause—something close to 

approval, though she didn’t mistake it for endorsement. 

Robert returned to his desk and opened a drawer. 

He pulled out a thick file and placed it in front of her. 

“Then let’s begin,” he said. 

Christy glanced down. 

APAC – Immediate Intervention 

Her stomach tightened. 

“You’re aware that portfolio has broken two leaders 

in three years,” she said. 

“Yes.” 
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“And that the board is watching it closely.” 

“Yes.” 

“And if I fail?” 

Robert met her gaze. “Then this conversation never 

happened.” 

There it was. 

Not a threat. A fact. 

Christy closed the file gently. “When do I start?” 

“Yesterday,” he replied. 

By the end of the day, the air around her had 

changed. 

It wasn’t obvious at first. No announcements were 

made. No emails sent. But organizations had a way of 

sensing disturbance, the way water rippled before a 

storm. 

In the cafeteria, conversations paused when she 

approached. 

In meetings, questions sharpened. 

She caught fragments as she passed a conference 

room. 

“She’s taking on APAC?” 

“That’s bold.” 

“That’s reckless.” 
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In her office, Christy shut the door and sat down 

heavily. 

The file lay open on her desk now—numbers, 

projections, red flags layered over one another like scars. 

The region wasn’t just underperforming; it was 

unraveling. 

She skimmed names. Faces she had met. Voices she 

had heard disagree with her in rooms where she had 

once been one among many. 

Now, she would be accountable. 

Her phone buzzed. 

A message from Emily. 

Hope your day is going well. We’ll talk tonight. 

Christy stared at the screen longer than necessary. 

Do not make her proud, she told herself. 

Make yourself honest. 

That evening, her first call with the regional 

leadership team began badly. 

“We’ve tried versions of this before,” one executive 

said flatly. 

“With respect,” another added, “this strategy feels 

theoretical.” 

The silence that followed felt heavy, evaluative. 
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Christy could feel the moment narrowing. This was 

where authority was either asserted—or lost. 

She closed her notebook. 

“Then tell me where it breaks,” she said calmly. 

They blinked. 

“I’m not here to defend a document,” she 

continued. “I’m here to understand what I’m missing.” 

The resistance didn’t disappear. But something 

shifted. 

That night, long after the office lights dimmed, 

Christy remained at her desk. 

The city glowed outside her window, indifferent 

again. 

For the first time since the morning, doubt crept in—

not loud, not dramatic, but precise. 

What if I mistook readiness for courage? 

She stood, walked to the window, and rested her 

palm against the glass. 

She thought of the years she had led teams without 

claiming authority. The times she had softened her voice 

so others could hear it. The moments she had stepped 

back so someone else could step forward. 

This is the cost, she realized. 

Visibility. 
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When she finally turned off the lights and left her 

office, the building was quiet. 

The decision had been made. 

The consequences were just beginning. 

And somewhere else in the city, another quiet 

preparation was underway—one that, like hers, had not 

yet revealed its name. 

Leadership begins when you voice the conversation 

everyone else is avoiding. 
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When discipline replaces excitement and purpose replaces 

noise. 

The applause at the graduation ceremony felt 

distant to Emily, as though it were meant for someone 

standing a few rows ahead of her. 

She clapped when others clapped. She smiled when 

the camera turned her way. She accepted congratulations 

with practiced grace. From the outside, she looked like 

every other student crossing a threshold—educated, 

hopeful, relieved. 

Inside, she felt none of those things. 

The future everyone kept asking her about had 

already been interrupted. 

That was the only way she could describe it—not 

changed, not redirected, but interrupted, like a sentence 

cut short by an unexpected truth. 

When she returned home that evening, Emily 

placed her graduation folder carefully on her desk and 

slid it aside. She didn’t open it. The document inside 

mattered less than the decision she had already made—

and not yet spoken aloud. 

Her phone buzzed with messages. 

What’s next? 

MBA plans? 

We should celebrate! 
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Emily turned the phone face down. 

For the first time in her life, clarity did not come 

with excitement. It came with restraint. 

The mornings began earlier. 

Not because anyone told her to wake up—but 

because her body demanded it. She rose before dawn, 

moving quietly through the house, lacing her shoes in 

the dark. Outside, the city was hushed, unaware of her 

ritual. 

She ran until her breath burned. 

Then she ran farther. 

Discipline, she was learning, was not about 

punishment. It was about preparation for something that 

had not yet arrived. 

When she returned, sweat-soaked and exhausted, 

she showered quickly and dressed with intention. There 

was no excess in her movements now. No wasted time. 

Christy noticed—but said nothing. 

Mothers, Emily had learned, often knew when 

silence was necessary. 

The forms arrived in pieces. 

Not all at once. That would have been too obvious. 

A request for documentation. 

A medical questionnaire. 
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A notice of background verification. 

Each envelope was official. Minimal. Unemotional. 

Emily stacked them neatly inside a folder—

unlabeled, unshared. 

At night, she sat at her desk and read questions that 

did not resemble anything she had answered before. 

Have you ever hesitated under pressure? 

Describe a moment when failure followed effort. 

How do you respond to authority when you disagree with 

it? 

She did not rush her answers. 

She did not try to sound impressive. 

She wrote the truth. 

That frightened her more than any rejection would 

have. 

One afternoon, Professor Adler stopped her after 

class. 

“You’re leaving,” he said—not as a question. 

Emily paused. “Eventually.” 

“You’re not applying where everyone expects you 

to.” 

“No.” 
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He studied her for a long moment. “Whatever 

you’re choosing,” he said carefully, “it will test you 

differently than success usually does.” 

Emily met his eyes. “That’s why I chose it.” 

He nodded once. No approval. No warning. Just 

acknowledgment. 

Leadership, she was learning, was often recognized 

silently. 

The interview came without ceremony. 

A neutral room. Plain table. No distractions. 

The person across from her did not smile. 

“Why this path?” the voice asked. 

Emily hesitated—not because she lacked an answer, 

but because she knew the wrong one would end 

everything. 

“Because comfort has never asked anything of me,” 

she said finally. “And I want to be asked.” 

The interviewer watched her closely. 

“What will you do when you are unseen?” 

Emily thought of early mornings. Of unanswered 

messages. Of the sealed envelope still tucked away in her 

drawer. 

“I will keep going,” she said. “Because stopping 

would mean I chose wrong.” 



S HE  WI L L  I F  S H E WI LLS  -  N EW  ED I TI O N  

100 

The interview ended without feedback. 

No reassurance. No closure. 

Emily walked out into the daylight feeling exposed—

not rejected, not accepted, but measured. 

The letter arrived on a Tuesday. 

It was unremarkable. White envelope. Official 

return address. 

Emily stood in the doorway for a long moment, 

holding it between her fingers. 

Then she placed it carefully in the bottom drawer of 

her desk. 

Unopened. 

Fear, she realized, was not about failure. 

It was about confirmation. 

At dinner that evening, Christy spoke casually about 

work—nothing detailed, nothing revealing. Emily 

listened, nodding at the right moments. 

“You seem quieter lately,” Christy said gently. 

“I’m focused,” Emily replied. 

Christy smiled. “Those are often confused.” 

They exchanged a look—brief, knowing. 

Neither asked the question forming beneath the 

surface. 
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That night, Emily lay awake staring at the ceiling. 

Her body was tired. Her mind was not. 

She thought of the people she had met over the past 

year—women who had chosen boldly, quietly, without 

applause. She thought of her grandmother’s words. Of 

Helga’s resilience. Of her mother’s courage unfolding in 

real time. 

She rose from bed and opened the drawer. 

The letter waited. 

Still sealed. 

Emily rested her palm on it. 

“Not yet,” she whispered. 

Because some truths, she understood now, 

demanded readiness—not curiosity. 

And readiness was still being built. 

High-performing leaders prepare long before performance 

is visible. 
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Visibility tests leaders before it rewards them. 

The first thing Christy noticed was that no one 

asked how she was. 

They asked for numbers. Timelines. Justifications. 

Risk mitigation plans. 

But not once did anyone ask how she was holding the 

weight they had quietly placed on her shoulders. 

The regional review was scheduled for ninety 

minutes. It ran for nearly three hours. 

By the time it ended, Christy felt as though she had 

been standing under a harsh light—unmoving—while 

others circled her, inspecting, evaluating, waiting for 

something to crack. 

“Let’s revisit the cost assumptions,” said Martin 

Keane, APAC Operations Head, his voice smooth in the 

way people learn to make it when they don’t intend to 

yield. 

Christy adjusted the slide deck, her fingers steady 

despite the tightening in her chest. 

“These assumptions were validated locally,” she 

said. “They reflect current supplier realities.” 

Martin smiled faintly. “With respect, those realities 

change quickly in volatile markets.” 

“So does leadership,” someone else added. 
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The comment was light. Almost casual. 

It landed heavily. 

Christy let the silence stretch longer than was 

comfortable. She could feel it now—the difference 

between discussion and testing. This wasn’t about the 

data. It was about permission. 

Permission to stay. 

Permission to lead. 

Permission to fail and recover. 

“Then let’s talk about what’s changed,” she said 

evenly. “Not in theory—in practice.” 

A few faces shifted. Some leaned forward. Others 

leaned back. 

The call ended without resolution, which was its 

own verdict. 

When Christy closed her laptop, she remained 

seated for a long moment, hands folded neatly on the 

desk. She had learned years ago that the body often 

absorbed what the mind refused to acknowledge. 

And right now, her body was tired in a way that sleep 

would not fix. 

By afternoon, the ripple had become visible. 

Her calendar began to thin—not officially, not 

dramatically, but subtly. Meetings moved without her. 
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Informal discussions happened behind closed doors. 

Conversations she once joined effortlessly now ended 

just before she arrived. 

Isolation, she realized, did not announce itself. 

It simply removed access. 

She passed two colleagues near the elevator. 

“…ambitious,” one whispered. 

“…too soon,” the other replied. 

Christy did not turn around. 

She returned to her office and shut the door, 

pressing her palm briefly against the wood. The silence 

inside was immediate and total. 

This was the part no one warned you about. 

Not the resistance. 

But the loneliness. 

That evening, the market reacted. 

The stock dipped—slightly, but noticeably. 

Not enough to trigger panic. Enough to create 

narrative. 

The headline appeared online before she left the 

office: 

Leadership Questions Surface Amid SnackNest 

Regional Struggles 
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Her name was not mentioned. 

She stared at the screen longer than necessary. 

Anonymous scrutiny was worse than direct 

accusation. It allowed imagination to do the damage. 

At home, Christy barely tasted dinner. Emily spoke 

about mundane things—weather, errands, a professor she 

liked. Christy nodded, smiled, asked questions. 

She did not mention the call. 

She did not mention the headline. 

Leadership, she had learned, often required you to 

protect others from the storm you had chosen to enter. 

That night, long after Emily went to bed, Christy 

returned to her laptop. 

She reopened the APAC file. 

Not to defend it. 

To dismantle it. 

She stripped away assumptions she had inherited. 

She reread notes from regional managers she had 

previously skimmed. She noticed patterns—small 

inefficiencies that compounded into failure. 

She made calls. 

Some went unanswered. 

Some were answered cautiously. 
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One voice—soft, hesitant—said, “No one has ever 

asked us this before.” 

Christy closed her eyes briefly. 

“Then I should have asked sooner,” she replied. 

The next review was smaller. Quieter. 

No grand presentation. No polished narrative. 

Just questions. 

“What’s breaking?” 

“What would you fix if you weren’t afraid?” 

“What are we pretending not to see?” 

Resistance softened—not into trust, but into 

curiosity. 

And curiosity, she knew, was the first crack in 

certainty. 

Still, the damage wasn’t undone. 

In the executive washroom the next morning, 

Christy stared at her reflection. The woman looking back 

at her looked composed. Capable. 

But beneath that surface lived a question she had 

never asked herself before: 

What if I don’t survive this visibility? 

The thought did not terrify her. 

What terrified her was the alternative. 
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Late that night, alone again in her office, Christy 

stood by the window, watching the city pulse below. 

Lights flickered on and off in buildings like distant 

signals. 

She thought of Emily—quiet lately, disciplined in a 

way that felt deliberate. Preparing for something 

unnamed. 

We’re both doing it, Christy realized. 

Walking forward without guarantees. 

Her phone buzzed. 

A short message from Robert Harlan. 

Visibility is heavier than it looks. Stay steady. 

She exhaled slowly. 

This was not encouragement. 

It was acknowledgment. 

And for now, that was enough. 

Christy turned back to her desk. 

The storm had not passed. 

But she was still standing inside it. 

Leaders are not defined by failure, but by how publicly they 

take responsibility for it. 
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Judgment matters most when guidance disappears 

The body learns before the mind consents. 

Emily discovered this on a morning that began like 

any other and ended with her sitting on the edge of her 

bed, pulse racing, lungs burning, staring at her hands as 

if they belonged to someone else. 

She had pushed too far. 

Not dramatically. Not recklessly. 

Just far enough to feel the line. 

The city outside her window was still waking—

delivery trucks idling, distant sirens fading into routine—

but inside her room, everything was quiet. The kind of 

quiet that demanded attention. 

She had been awake since before dawn. 

Not because of an alarm. Because her body no 

longer waited to be told what was required of it. 

She showered quickly, methodically, the way one 

does when time has become a resource rather than a 

comfort. There was no music playing now. No 

distraction. She dressed in layers chosen for movement, 

not appearance. 

When she stepped outside, the air was sharp. 

Honest. 

She began to run. 
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The first mile passed easily. 

The second demanded focus. 

By the third, her breath had turned deliberate—

measured inhales, controlled exhales. She counted 

silently, not to distract herself, but to anchor herself. 

Discipline, she was learning, was not punishment. 

It was preparation for something that did not yet 

have a name. 

By the time she stopped, her legs trembled. Sweat 

soaked through her clothes. She bent forward, hands 

braced on her knees, breath ragged. 

This was new territory. 

Not exhaustion. 

Readiness. 

When she straightened, her reflection stared back at 

her from a darkened storefront window. She barely 

recognized the woman standing there—leaner, sharper, 

quieter. 

She did not smile. 

She did not need to. 

At home, Christy was already awake, coffee mug in 

hand, scanning emails. 

“You’re up early,” she said casually. 
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Emily nodded. “I like the quiet.” 

Christy studied her for a moment longer than 

necessary. 

“You’re changing,” she said—not as a concern, not 

as praise. 

Emily met her gaze. “So are you.” 

They shared a look—brief, understanding, 

unfinished. 

Neither asked the question forming beneath the 

surface. 

The paperwork came in fragments. 

Never all at once. 

As if whoever had designed the process understood 

that pressure worked best when applied gradually. 

A request for medical history. 

A demand for background verification. 

A follow-up asking for clarification on something 

Emily barely remembered writing years ago. 

Each document was precise. Impersonal. 

Unapologetic. 

Emily assembled them in a folder—plain, unmarked, 

tucked into the bottom drawer of her desk. 

She did not leave it open. 
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She did not speak of it. 

She learned quickly that secrecy was not deceit. 

It was protection. 

The interview notification arrived late one evening. 

No greeting. No congratulations. 

Just instructions. 

Time. 

Location. 

Expectation. 

Emily read the message twice, then once more 

slowly. 

Her stomach tightened—not from fear, but from 

recognition. 

This was not an interview meant to impress. 

It was meant to strip away. 

The room was smaller than she expected. 

Neutral walls. No windows. A table too clean to be 

comforting. 

The person across from her did not offer a name. 

“Sit,” the voice said. 

Emily obeyed. 

The questions came without preamble. 



S HE  WI L L  I F  S H E WI LLS  -  N EW  ED I TI O N  

116 

“Why this path?” 

Emily hesitated. 

Not because she lacked an answer—but because the 

wrong one would end everything. 

“Because comfort has never asked anything of me,” 

she said carefully. “And I want to be asked.” 

The silence that followed was deliberate. 

“What will you do when no one is watching?” 

Emily thought of early mornings. Of unanswered 

messages. Of the sealed envelope waiting in her drawer. 

“I will keep going,” she said. “Because stopping 

would mean I chose wrong.” 

“Do you understand what you’re giving up?” 

Emily inhaled slowly. 

“I understand what I’m choosing.” 

The interview ended without feedback. 

No nod. No dismissal. 

Just a door opening. 

Emily stepped into daylight feeling exposed—not 

rejected, not accepted, but measured. 

As if someone had taken note of her exact weight. 

Days passed. 
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Her routine intensified. 

She trained harder. Slept lighter. Thought deeper. 

Friends noticed. 

“You’re intense lately,” Maya said one afternoon, 

half-joking. 

Emily smiled faintly. “I’m focused.” 

“On what?” 

Emily paused. “On becoming someone I won’t have 

to explain.” 

Maya laughed, uncertain. 

Emily didn’t. 

The letter arrived on a Tuesday. 

It looked like nothing. 

White envelope. Official return address. 

Emily held it in her hands for a long moment before 

placing it carefully in the drawer beneath her desk. 

Unopened. 

Fear, she realized, was not about rejection. 

It was about confirmation. 

Acceptance would mean there was no rehearsal left. 

Only commitment. 
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That night, she lay awake staring at the ceiling, 

listening to the quiet rhythm of the house. 

She thought of her grandmother’s voice. 

Of Helga’s quiet strength. 

Of her mother standing in rooms where doubt had 

teeth. 

This is the moment, she thought. 

Not the opening. 

Readiness, she understood now, was not about 

certainty. 

It was about staying when leaving was easier. 

At dinner, Christy spoke lightly about work. 

Nothing revealing. Nothing dramatic. 

Emily listened, nodding at the right moments. 

“You seem… steady,” Christy said finally. 

Emily smiled. “I’m trying to be.” 

Christy reached across the table, squeezing her hand 

once—firm, brief. 

That night, after the house had fallen silent, Emily 

rose from bed and opened the drawer. 

The envelope waited. 

Still sealed. 
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She rested her palm on it. 

“Not yet,” she whispered. 

Some truths demanded strength—not curiosity. 

She closed the drawer. 

Outside, the city slept. 

Inside, two journeys continued to unfold—parallel, 

deliberate, unseen. 

One shaped by visibility. 

One shaped by silence. 

Both already irreversible. 

Leadership maturity is measured when guidance 

disappears, but judgment remains. 
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Resistance often follows conviction. 

The resistance did not arrive all at once. 

It came in pieces—small enough to be dismissed 

individually but together forming a pattern Christy 

could no longer ignore. 

It began with access. 

The weekly leadership huddle was moved—no 

explanation, no formal communication. When Christy 

noticed the change on her calendar, the meeting had 

already ended. She stood for a moment in the hallway 

outside the conference room, listening to the low 

murmur of voices behind the closed door. 

No one came out to explain. 

No one apologized. 

This was not oversight. 

This was recalibration. 

She returned to her office and shut the door, resting 

her forehead briefly against the cool glass. The realization 

settled slowly but firmly: support, she was learning, was 

conditional. 

The next test came disguised as concern. 

Martin Keane requested a one-on-one. He arrived 

precisely on time, carrying a thin folder and a practiced 

expression. 
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“I thought it might help to align,” he said, settling 

into the chair across from her. 

Christy nodded. “Alignment usually does.” 

He smiled thinly. “The board is…watching closely.” 

“So am I.” 

Martin paused, as though recalculating. “There’s a 

perception forming.” 

Christy waited. 

“That APAC is consuming disproportionate 

attention.” 

“It’s consuming disproportionate resources,” she 

replied calmly. “Ignoring it would be negligent.” 

Martin leaned back. “Some might argue that the 

scale of intervention suggests—how should I put this—

overcompensation.” 

There it was. 

Not incompetence. 

Overreach. 

Christy folded her hands neatly on the desk. “Some 

might,” she said. “Others might call it accountability.” 

Martin studied her for a long moment. “You’re 

asking people to trust you.” 

“No,” Christy replied. “I’m asking them to work.” 
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The conversation ended politely. 

It did not end cleanly. 

By the following week, the rumors had sharpened. 

“She’s intense.” 

“She doesn’t delegate.” 

“She’s trying too hard.” 

Each phrase carried the same unspoken subtext: She 

does not know her place. 

Christy heard them not directly, but through 

echoes—changes in tone, shortened emails, invitations 

that stopped arriving. 

Isolation, she realized, was a strategy. 

And it was effective. 

Late one evening, she sat alone in her office, city 

lights flickering beyond the window. The APAC 

dashboard glowed on her screen—green in some areas 

now, stubbornly red in others. 

Progress without applause. 

She remembered something her mentor had once 

told her, years ago, when she had been quieter, less 

visible. 

They don’t resist you when you’re useful. They resist you 

when you become inevitable. 
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The thought both steadied and unsettled her. 

The board check-in was scheduled abruptly. 

No agenda. No pre-read. 

Christy entered the room to find five directors 

already seated. Robert Harlan sat at the far end, 

expression unreadable. 

“Let’s talk candidly,” one of the directors said. “Are 

you confident this approach is sustainable?” 

Christy did not rush to answer. 

Confidence, she had learned, was not volume. 

“It depends on what you mean by sustainable,” she 

said. “Short-term comfort or long-term correction?” 

Another director interjected. “We’re concerned 

about leadership bandwidth.” 

Christy nodded. “So am I.” 

Silence followed. 

She continued, “That’s why I’m building 

redundancy in the system—not dependence on me.” 

Robert leaned forward slightly. 

“That’s not what the narrative suggests,” a director 

said. 

Christy met his gaze. “Then the narrative is 

incomplete.” 
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The meeting ended without conclusion. 

As she left the room, Christy felt the familiar 

tightening in her chest—not panic, but awareness. 

This was no longer about performance. 

This was about belonging. 

At home that night, Christy found herself staring at 

a framed photograph she had not noticed in years—Emily 

at twelve, standing awkwardly on a stage, clutching a 

certificate she hadn’t expected to win. 

Surprised but composed, Christy remembered. 

She felt something shift. 

She wasn’t here to be accepted. 

She was here to lead. 

And leadership, she was beginning to understand, 

did not negotiate with comfort. 

The next morning, Christy made a decision she did 

not announce. 

She stopped trying to correct perception. 

Instead, she focused on execution—clean, 

documented, undeniable. 

She empowered regional leaders publicly. She took 

responsibility privately. She removed obstacles without 

fanfare. 
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Quiet effectiveness. 

Slow momentum. 

But with each step forward, the pressure increased. 

A senior executive openly questioned her authority 

in a cross-functional meeting. 

Christy did not respond immediately. 

She waited until the room was silent. 

“If you have concerns,” she said evenly, “raise them 

here. Not later.” 

The executive flushed. 

No one spoke. 

That night, Christy drove home later than usual. 

The city felt heavier, less forgiving. 

At a red light, she rested her hands on the steering 

wheel and closed her eyes briefly. 

For the first time since beginning this path, she 

allowed herself the question she had avoided: 

What if this costs more than I expected? 

The light turned green. 

Christy opened her eyes and drove forward. 

Because turning back was no longer an option. 

Influence often isolates before it aligns. 
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The Shape of Commitment 

Knowing when not to act is a leadership skill 

Emily learned that discipline changes the way time 

behaves. 

Days no longer moved in predictable blocks. They 

stretched, compressed, dissolved. Morning bled into 

preparation. Preparation into waiting. Waiting into 

restraint. The calendar filled with obligations she did not 

discuss and could not explain. 

She woke before dawn now without resistance. 

Not because it had become easy—but because 

hesitation had begun to feel wasteful. 

Outside, the city was still undecided about the day. 

Inside, Emily was not. 

She moved through her routine with precision. 

Shoes by the door. Water measured. Notes reviewed—not 

to memorize, but to internalize. There was a difference. 

She was no longer preparing to perform. She was 

preparing to be evaluated without instruction. 

That distinction mattered. 

The second assessment came disguised as a 

conversation. 

A neutral location. A public space. No formalities. 
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“You seem young,” the woman across from her said 

casually, stirring her coffee. 

Emily waited. 

“Why choose something that won’t protect you?” 

The question landed gently. That was what made it 

dangerous. 

Emily considered the steam rising from her cup. 

“Protection,” she said slowly, “assumes fragility.” 

The woman smiled—not warmly. “And are you not 

fragile?” 

Emily looked up. “Only if I pretend to be.” 

Silence followed. 

The woman changed the subject. Asked about 

Emily’s childhood. Her mother’s work. Her 

grandmother’s stories. 

Each question felt unrelated. 

Each answer felt recorded. 

When they parted, there was no handshake. 

Just a nod. 

Emily walked away knowing she had been measured 

again—not for strength, but for clarity. 

At home, the unopened envelope remained in its 

drawer. 
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It had become heavier—not physically, but 

symbolically. 

Emily no longer thought of it as a letter. 

It was a boundary. 

Opening it would collapse uncertainty into 

consequence. 

And she was not finished becoming ready. 

Her friends noticed the absence before they noticed 

the change. 

“You don’t hang out anymore,” Maya said one 

evening, half teasing, half accusing. 

Emily shrugged. “I’m around.” 

“Physically,” Maya said. “But you’re somewhere 

else.” 

Emily didn’t deny it. 

“You’re not scared, are you?” Maya pressed. 

Emily paused. “No. I’m choosing.” 

Maya frowned. “That doesn’t sound easier.” 

“It isn’t supposed to.” 

That night, Emily sat alone on the floor of her room, 

stretching muscles that now resisted rest. Her phone 

buzzed—messages she didn’t open, invitations she didn’t 

accept. 



D R .  D I NES H KU MAR  MU RU G ES AN  

131 

Leadership, she thought, often begins with 

misunderstanding. 

The physical strain increased. 

Not dramatically. 

Incrementally. 

Her body learned limits the way a map learns 

terrain—through contact. Through resistance. Through 

correction. 

One morning, halfway through a run, her vision 

blurred briefly. She slowed, focused on breath, on 

posture. 

Not yet, she told herself. Not here. 

Pain, she was learning, was not an enemy. 

It was a signal. 

And signals were meant to be interpreted—not 

ignored. 

She returned home shaken, not by weakness, but by 

awareness. 

There were costs here that would not announce 

themselves with failure. 

They would accumulate quietly. 

Later that day, Christy found Emily at the kitchen 

table, reviewing documents she quickly slid aside. 
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“You don’t have to hide,” Christy said gently. 

Emily met her eyes. “I’m not hiding. I’m 

containing.” 

Christy nodded slowly. 

“Whatever this is,” she said, “make sure it doesn’t 

make you smaller.” 

Emily considered this. “It doesn’t,” she said. “It 

makes me sharper.” 

Christy reached out, brushing Emily’s hand once—a 

silent offering, not a question. 

Emily accepted it. 

That was enough. 

The third evaluation arrived without notice. 

A scenario. No right answer. 

You are given responsibility without authority. Failure will 

be visible. Success will not be attributed to you. What do you 

do? 

Emily stared at the screen for a long time. 

Then she typed: 

I proceed anyway. 

She paused. Deleted the sentence. 

Rewrote it. 
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I build trust quietly. I document truthfully. I accept that 

recognition is irrelevant if the outcome matters. 

She submitted the response without rereading it. 

Some answers were not meant to be refined. 

That evening, Emily sat on her bed, drawer open 

beside her. 

The envelope waited. 

Her fingers hovered over it. 

For the first time, she felt something close to fear—

not of rejection, not of failure, but of finality. 

This choice, whatever it was, would narrow her life 

before it expanded it. 

She whispered into the quiet room, “If I open you, 

I don’t get to pretend anymore.” 

The envelope remained sealed. 

Emily closed the drawer. 

Readiness, she realized, was not about courage 

alone. 

It was about consent. 

Outside, the city carried on—unaware, indifferent. 

Inside the house, two women occupied separate 

rooms, bound by parallel resolve. 

Christy was navigating visibility. 
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Emily was navigating restraint. 

Both were learning the same truth from opposite 

ends: 

Commitment does not announce itself. 

It shapes you slowly—until turning back feels like 

betrayal. 

The strongest leaders know when not to act. 
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Growth begins when pride steps aside. 

The confrontation did not happen in the 

boardroom. 

That, Christy would later realize, was intentional. 

It happened in a corridor—bright, open, populated, 

just enough to ensure witnesses but not enough to invite 

intervention. A space where power could be exercised 

informally, plausibly denied afterward. 

She was reviewing notes on her tablet when Martin 

Keane stepped into her path. 

“Got a minute?” he asked, though his tone made it 

clear the answer was irrelevant. 

Christy looked up. “Of course.” 

He gestured toward an empty conference room 

nearby. She followed, closing the door behind them. 

Martin didn’t sit. 

“I’m going to be direct,” he said. “Your approach is 

destabilizing the leadership fabric.” 

Christy set the tablet down carefully. “That’s a 

strong accusation.” 

“It’s an accurate one,” he replied. “You’re bypassing 

established hierarchies. Creating parallel lines of 

communication. People don’t know who they report to 

anymore.” 
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“They know,” Christy said evenly. “They’re just not 

used to being asked for input.” 

Martin scoffed. “This isn’t a classroom.” 

“No,” Christy agreed. “It’s a business. And 

businesses fail when truth gets filtered.” 

The silence that followed was sharp. 

“You’re confusing disruption with leadership,” 

Martin said finally. “And the board is starting to notice.” 

Christy met his gaze. “So am I.” 

By afternoon, the pushback became visible. 

A procurement decision she had cleared was paused 

without explanation. A regional initiative was rerouted 

through an alternative approval chain. Her authority was 

not revoked—it was rerouted. 

Power, she was learning, rarely attacked directly. 

It eroded. 

She requested clarification. The responses were 

polite. Vague. Procedural. 

By evening, she had been copied on an email she 

should have authored. 

That was new. 

That was deliberate. 
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She closed her laptop and leaned back in her chair, 

staring at the ceiling. 

This was not resistance anymore. 

This was strategy. 

The next morning, the mistake happened. 

It was small. Contained. Technically defensible. 

And devastating. 

Christy approved a revised vendor agreement—

accelerated, urgent, necessary to stabilize a slipping 

market. The data supported it. The timeline demanded 

it. 

What she hadn’t accounted for was the quiet 

intervention that followed. 

The contract stalled. 

A clause was flagged late. Legal escalated. Delivery 

slipped. 

By the time the issue surfaced publicly, the damage 

was already narratable. 

Leadership rushed decision leads to operational delay. 

The words didn’t appear in print. 

They circulated in conversations. 

At lunch tables. In executive lounges. In tones of 

faux concern. 
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“She moved too fast.” 

“She should have waited.” 

“This is what happens when ambition outruns 

caution.” 

Christy learned about it from a junior manager who 

knocked on her door hesitantly. 

“I thought you should know,” he said. “People are 

talking.” 

She thanked him. 

After he left, she sat alone for a long time. 

This was it. 

The moment she had not prepared for. 

Not failure—but attribution. 

That evening, Robert Harlan requested a private 

meeting. 

His office was dimmer than usual, the city outside 

bathed in rain. 

“Sit,” he said. 

Christy did. 

“They’re calling this your first real misstep,” Robert 

said without preamble. 

Christy nodded. “It won’t be the last.” 



S HE  WI L L  I F  S H E WI LLS  -  N EW  ED I TI O N  

140 

He studied her carefully. “Do you understand why 

this one matters?” 

“Because it confirms a story.” 

“Because it gives people permission,” he corrected. 

“To doubt?” 

“To resist.” 

Christy inhaled slowly. “Then I need to respond.” 

Robert held up a hand. “Carefully.” 

“What are you suggesting?” 

“I’m suggesting,” he said, “that you step back 

publicly. Let this pass through another channel.” 

Christy felt something tighten in her chest. 

“You’re asking me to disappear.” 

“I’m asking you to survive,” Robert replied. 

The words hung between them—practical, heavy, 

undeniable. 

Christy looked down at her hands. 

For the first time since beginning this path, the 

temptation surfaced fully formed. 

You could step back. 

Not resign. Not retreat. 

Just soften. Delay. Let time absorb the impact. 
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It would be easier. 

And no one would ever say she failed. 

She looked up. 

“If I do that,” she said quietly, “I confirm every 

doubt they have.” 

Robert didn’t argue. 

“That’s the cost,” he said. “Of standing ground.” 

That night, Christy drove without music. 

Rain streaked across the windshield, distorting the 

city lights into blurred patterns. 

She thought of every woman she had ever watched 

soften her edges to survive a room. Every time 

competence had been asked to apologize for itself. 

She pulled over and sat there, hands resting on the 

wheel. 

This is the moment, she realized. 

Not the promotion. 

Not the announcement. 

This. 

She took out her phone and typed a single message 

to her team. 

I own the decision. I’ll address it tomorrow. Transparently. 
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She sent it before she could reconsider. 

The next day, she did not deflect. 

She stood in front of the leadership group and 

explained the choice. The risk. The lesson. 

“I moved quickly because the alternative was 

stagnation,” she said. “The delay exposed gaps we need 

to fix—not hide.” 

Some faces softened. 

Others hardened. 

No one applauded. 

But no one interrupted. 

When she finished, Christy felt lighter—not 

relieved, but aligned. 

That evening, at home, she stood alone in the 

kitchen, staring at the darkened window. 

Emily’s room light was on. 

Christy wondered—not for the first time—what her 

daughter was preparing for so quietly. What costs she 

was calculating in her own way. 

She whispered into the empty room, “We’re both 

doing it, aren’t we?” 

Choosing the harder truth. 

The path forward remained uncertain. 
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But one thing was now clear: 

Christy had crossed a line. 

And the world would not forget it. 

Credibility grows fastest when leaders correct themselves 

without being asked. 
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The strongest decisions are made in silence. 

The first thing Emily noticed was that her hands 

were shaking. 

Not visibly. Not enough for anyone else to see. 

But she could feel it—the faint tremor beneath the 

skin, the subtle loss of stillness that had become 

unfamiliar. Her body had learned discipline quickly. 

What unsettled her now was that it had also learned 

anticipation. 

Something was coming. 

She just didn’t know when—or what it would ask of 

her. 

The morning began like the others. Early. Quiet. 

Controlled. She completed her routine with precision, 

every movement economical, every breath deliberate. Yet 

beneath the structure, tension hummed, low and 

constant, like a wire pulled too tight. 

Outside, the air was heavy. Overcast. The kind of 

sky that suggested restraint rather than threat. 

Emily ran anyway. 

By the fourth mile, her legs began to protest. By the 

fifth, the protest sharpened into warning. She slowed, 

adjusted her pace, focused on breath. Pain flared briefly 

behind her eyes. 
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Listen, she reminded herself. Don’t challenge what you 

don’t understand. 

She stopped before collapse—not because she 

couldn’t go farther, but because she knew what going 

farther would cost. 

That decision stayed with her long after the run 

ended. 

Later that afternoon, the message arrived. 

No subject line. No greeting. 

Just instructions. 

Be available tonight. Further assessment required. 

Emily read it twice. 

Then once more, slowly. 

There was no location. No format. No expectation 

spelled out. 

Only requirement. 

She closed her laptop and sat still for several 

minutes, hands resting flat on the table. 

This was different. 

Not evaluative. 

Consequential. 

At dinner, Christy spoke less than usual. The fatigue 

in her posture was subtle but unmistakable—shoulders 
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held a fraction tighter, gaze lingering longer than 

necessary. 

“You okay?” Emily asked. 

Christy smiled faintly. “Defining ‘okay’ feels 

complicated lately.” 

Emily nodded. “It usually is when something 

matters.” 

Their eyes met across the table. 

Neither spoke further. 

The assessment began after nightfall. 

A call. No video. 

The voice on the other end was calm, neutral, 

unhurried. 

“You understand that readiness isn’t about 

capability,” the voice said. “It’s about endurance.” 

“Yes,” Emily replied. 

“What happens when endurance conflicts with 

identity?” 

Emily hesitated. 

She thought of the unopened letter. Of the person 

she had been months ago. Of the person she was 

becoming—quietly, without witness. 
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“I decide which identity I can live with,” she said 

finally. 

Silence followed. 

“Describe a moment when you chose wrongly.” 

Emily closed her eyes. 

“I stayed silent once,” she said. “When speaking 

would have been inconvenient.” 

“And what did that cost you?” 

“Respect,” Emily replied. “Mine.” 

The line remained quiet for several seconds longer 

than necessary. 

Then the voice said, “Thank you.” 

The call ended. 

No affirmation. No dismissal. 

Just absence. 

Emily remained seated, phone still pressed to her 

ear, long after the connection dropped. 

This, she realized, was how doors closed or opened 

now. 

Without ceremony. 

The days that followed were heavier. 

Her routine remained intact, but the margins 

narrowed. Sleep grew lighter. Food tasted distant. Her 
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body responded slower—not from weakness, but from 

accumulation. 

She noticed it first in her grip—objects slipping 

slightly before she corrected. Then in her focus—

moments of static where clarity usually lived. 

She adjusted. 

Reduced strain. Increased recovery. Refined 

control. 

But something deeper had shifted. 

The waiting had begun to feel like erosion. 

One afternoon, Maya confronted her. 

“You’re disappearing,” she said bluntly. “And I 

don’t know where you’re going.” 

Emily didn’t deflect this time. 

“I’m becoming someone I don’t get to explain,” she 

said quietly. 

Maya stared at her. “That sounds lonely.” 

Emily considered the word. 

“Yes,” she said. “But not empty.” 

That night, alone in her room, Emily opened the 

drawer again. 

The envelope waited. 

Unopened. 
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Unforgiving. 

She took it out and placed it on the desk. 

Did not open it. 

Instead, she sat across from it, studying its edges, its 

weight. 

This letter was no longer about acceptance or 

rejection. 

It was about permission. 

Once opened, she would no longer be preparing. 

She would be committed. 

Across the house, Christy stood in her own quiet—

emails unanswered, strategy documents half-read, the 

consequences of her recent decision rippling outward in 

ways she could not yet measure. 

Two rooms. 

Two silences. 

One shared understanding. 

The next assessment came without warning. 

Not a message. 

Not a call. 

A scenario delivered through a secure channel. 
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You are given responsibility without authority. Your 

actions will expose others to risk. Withdrawal will protect you. 

Proceed or step back. 

Emily stared at the words until they blurred. 

This was no longer hypothetical. 

This was alignment. 

She typed slowly. 

I proceed—but I accept full accountability. 

She paused. 

Then added one more line. 

I do not ask for protection. 

She sent it. 

And felt something settle. 

Not relief. 

Not fear. 

Finality. 

That night, Emily slept for the first time in weeks 

without dreams. 

When she woke, the house was quiet. 

She sat up slowly, feeling the stillness in her body, 

the strange calm in her chest. 

She reached for the drawer. 
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Opened it. 

The envelope lay inside. 

For a long moment, she simply looked at it. 

Then she slid it back. 

Closed the drawer. 

Not yet. 

But soon. 

Some thresholds, she understood now, did not 

announce themselves with triumph. 

They waited. 

Patient. 

And once crossed, they erased the person you had 

been pretending to be. 

Emily stood, dressed, and stepped into the morning. 

The waiting was almost over. 

Leadership decisions do not require consensus—they require 

conviction. 
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Leadership is measured when certainty is absent. 

The invitation arrived without warning and without 

agenda. 

A calendar block. Ninety minutes. Mandatory 

attendance. 

Christy stared at it longer than she should have. In 

organizations like hers, the absence of explanation was 

rarely accidental. It was a signal—come prepared to defend 

yourself, but do not prepare a defense. 

She accepted the meeting and closed her laptop. 

Outside her office, the floor hummed with the low 

murmur of productivity. People moved with purpose, 

conversations overlapping, phones ringing. Business as 

usual. 

Inside her chest, everything tightened. 

The boardroom felt colder than usual. 

The long table gleamed under recessed lights, 

polished to the point of sterility. The directors were 

already seated when Christy entered—some looking at 

their tablets, others studying her with expressions 

carefully curated to reveal nothing. 

Robert Harlan sat at the far end, hands folded, gaze 

neutral. 

No one stood. 
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No one offered a greeting. 

Christy took her seat. 

“Let’s begin,” the chair said. 

The screen behind him lit up. 

A timeline appeared. 

Dates. Decisions. Outcomes. 

Her decisions. 

The vendor delay. The cost variance. The market 

reaction. 

The story was clean. Linear. Convenient. 

“Walk us through your rationale,” one director said. 

Christy inhaled slowly. 

She spoke calmly, deliberately—explaining context, 

urgency, risk mitigation. She acknowledged the delay 

without deflection. She named the lesson without 

apology. 

When she finished, silence followed. 

Then another voice. 

“Would you have made the same decision knowing 

what you know now?” 

Christy did not answer immediately. 

This was the trap—not the question, but the 

framing. Retrospective certainty dressed as wisdom. 
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“Yes,” she said finally. “With one adjustment.” 

“And that is?” 

“I would have surfaced the resistance sooner,” she 

replied. “Not the risk.” 

A few brows furrowed. 

“You’re suggesting the issue wasn’t the decision,” 

another director said, “but the environment?” 

“I’m suggesting,” Christy replied evenly, “that speed 

exposes friction. It doesn’t create it.” 

The silence that followed was heavier. 

Robert shifted slightly in his chair. 

The next slide appeared. 

A summary of internal feedback. 

Anonymous. Aggregated. Sanitized. 

Concerns about leadership style. 

Perceived lack of alignment. 

Questions around readiness for broader responsibility. 

Christy felt the room tilt—not physically, but 

perceptually. 

This was no longer about APAC. 

This was about her. 
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“Do you believe,” the chair asked carefully, “that 

your approach has unified the leadership team?” 

Christy considered the question. 

Unity was a seductive word. It often meant 

compliance. 

“I believe,” she said, “that clarity precedes unity. 

And clarity is rarely comfortable.” 

“That’s a philosophical answer,” someone said. 

“No,” Christy replied. “It’s an operational one.” 

She could feel it now—the shift from evaluation to 

judgment. 

The meeting ended without a vote. 

Without a conclusion. 

Without reassurance. 

As Christy stood to leave, the chair added casually, 

“We’ll need time to assess next steps.” 

Next steps. 

Not your next steps. 

She nodded once and exited the room. 

The corridor outside felt narrower than before. 

Christy walked back to her office slowly, aware of 

every footstep, every glance. The building seemed to 
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breathe differently now—as if aware that something had 

been set in motion. 

Inside her office, she shut the door and leaned 

against it briefly, eyes closed. 

This was the moment. 

Not the mistake. 

Not the resistance. 

This—the realization that her story was being told 

without her. 

She crossed the room and sat at her desk, hands 

resting flat on the surface. 

For the first time since beginning this journey, she 

allowed herself to imagine the outcome she had avoided 

picturing. 

What if this ends here? 

Not publicly. Not dramatically. 

Just quietly. Respectfully. Neatly. 

She could return to a senior role. Retain influence. 

Avoid damage. 

No one would call it failure. 

But she would know. 

Her phone buzzed. 

A message from Robert. 
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Come see me. 

His office was dim when she entered. Rain streaked 

the windows again, the city blurred beyond. 

“You walked into a narrowing corridor,” he said 

without preamble. 

Christy nodded. “I felt it.” 

“They’re not questioning your capability,” Robert 

continued. “They’re questioning your disruptiveness.” 

Christy met his gaze. “Those are often confused.” 

Robert sighed. “This is where people usually adapt.” 

“Adapt,” Christy repeated. “Or retreat?” 

Robert didn’t answer immediately. 

“You still have a choice,” he said finally. “You can 

slow down. Let others lead visibly. Become… less 

polarizing.” 

Christy absorbed the words. 

This was the offer. 

Not a threat. 

A lifeline. 

“What happens if I don’t?” she asked. 

Robert looked away. 

“You become a risk.” 
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Christy stood silently, hands clasped in front of her. 

She thought of the months behind her. Of visibility 

embraced. Of mistakes owned. Of silence refused. 

She thought of Emily—quietly preparing, 

withholding explanations, choosing discomfort without 

guarantee. 

We didn’t come this far to disappear, she thought. 

“I won’t soften,” Christy said finally. 

Robert closed his eyes briefly. 

“Then you should be prepared,” he said, “for what 

comes next.” 

That night, Christy returned home later than usual. 

The house was quiet. Emily’s door was closed, light 

seeping faintly beneath it. 

Christy paused outside the door, listening—not for 

sound, but for presence. 

Two journeys. 

Two silences. 

Both approaching something irreversible. 

Christy walked to her room and sat on the edge of 

the bed, staring at the wall. 

She no longer wondered whether she belonged in 

the room where decisions were made. 
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Now she wondered whether the room would survive 

her insistence on truth. 

And that, she realized, was the most dangerous 

position of all. 

Staying committed when outcomes are uncertain is 

executive courage. 
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Every meaningful journey requires leaving comfort behind. 

The envelope had waited long enough. 

Emily knew this the moment she woke—before 

thought, before doubt, before the careful discipline that 

usually ordered her mornings. There was a heaviness in 

the air that did not belong to weather or fatigue. It 

belonged to certainty. 

Some days did not begin. 

They arrived. 

She sat on the edge of the bed, feet pressed flat 

against the floor, hands resting loosely in her lap. Her 

breathing was steady. That, at least, she could still 

control. 

Across the room, the drawer waited. 

Not accusing. 

Not demanding. 

Just present. 

She moved through her routine slowly that 

morning, deliberately disrupting the efficiency she had 

built so carefully. Coffee brewed untouched. Shoes 

remained unlaced. The mirror reflected a version of 

herself that looked familiar and unfamiliar at once—eyes 

clearer, posture firmer, expression stripped of excess. 
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Readiness, she had learned, did not announce itself 

with confidence. 

It announced itself with stillness. 

Emily crossed the room and opened the drawer. 

The envelope lay exactly where she had left it, edges 

crisp, surface unmarked. She lifted it with both hands, 

surprised again by its weight—not physical, but symbolic. 

This was not a letter anymore. 

It was a threshold. 

She sat at the desk and placed it in front of her, 

aligning it carefully with the edge, as though precision 

might steady what followed. 

For several minutes, she did nothing. 

Then she broke the seal. 

She did not read immediately. 

That, too, was intentional. 

She unfolded the paper slowly, smoothing it once, 

then again, allowing the sound of it to fill the room. Her 

eyes traced the margins before they allowed meaning to 

enter. 

When she finally read, she did so without haste. 

Once. 

Then again. 
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Her expression did not change. 

Not because nothing had changed—but because 

everything had. 

Emily folded the letter carefully and placed it back 

into the envelope. 

Closed it. 

Set it aside. 

The waiting was over. 

What followed was commitment. 

Later that morning, she left the house without 

explanation. 

Christy was already gone—work pulling her deeper 

into its own narrowing corridor. Emily paused briefly at 

the front door, glancing back at the quiet rooms, the 

familiar edges of a life she had already begun to outgrow. 

She did not take much with her. 

Some clothes. Documents. A notebook. 

The envelope went into her bag—not hidden, not 

displayed. 

Acknowledged. 

The place she arrived at was unfamiliar. 

Neutral. Functional. Unadorned. 
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She waited in a small room with no windows, hands 

folded, posture straight. Time passed strangely here—

elastic, unmeasured. 

When the door opened, the person who entered did 

not greet her. 

“Sit,” they said. 

Emily complied. 

“You’ve reached a point where preparation is no 

longer sufficient,” the voice said. “Do you understand 

that?” 

“Yes.” 

“From here on, the cost becomes cumulative.” 

Emily nodded. “I expected that.” 

The person studied her for a long moment. 

“Many people mistake acceptance for arrival,” they 

said. “It isn’t. It’s exposure.” 

Emily did not respond. 

“What you are choosing,” the voice continued, “will 

ask more of you than competence.” 

Emily met their gaze. “I’m not offering 

competence.” 

“What are you offering?” 

Emily answered without hesitation. “Consent.” 



S HE  WI L L  I F  S H E WI LLS  -  N EW  ED I TI O N  

170 

Silence followed. 

Then: “You will not be able to explain this choice to 

most people.” 

“I know.” 

“You will be misunderstood.” 

“Yes.” 

“And once you begin,” the voice said quietly, “there 

is no clean exit.” 

Emily felt something settle deep in her chest—not 

fear, not excitement. 

Alignment. 

“I’m ready,” she said. 

The person stood. 

“Then you should say goodbye to what you’re 

leaving,” they said. “Properly.” 

Emily returned home in the late afternoon. 

Christy was there, seated at the kitchen table, papers 

spread out before her, expression drawn but composed. 

They looked at each other. 

Something passed between them—unspoken, 

unmistakable. 

“You look… decided,” Christy said. 

Emily nodded. “I am.” 
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Christy closed the folder in front of her. “Does this 

decision come with danger?” 

Emily considered the question. 

“Yes,” she said. “But not recklessness.” 

Christy exhaled slowly. 

They sat together in silence for a moment, the 

weight of parallel choices filling the room. 

“When do you leave?” Christy asked. 

Emily didn’t answer directly. 

“Soon,” she said. 

Christy nodded. She did not ask where. 

She did not need to. 

That evening, Emily packed deliberately. 

She removed objects that no longer mattered. She 

kept only what served purpose or memory. Each item 

placed in her bag felt like an agreement. 

She paused over a photograph—herself and Christy 

years earlier, both laughing at something forgotten. 

Emily placed it carefully between the pages of her 

notebook. 

Some things went forward with you. 

Others stayed behind by choice. 

At night, she lay awake listening to the house settle. 
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Every sound felt amplified. Every creak carried 

memory. 

She was not sad. 

She was not afraid. 

She was complete. 

When sleep came, it was deep and dreamless. 

Before dawn, Emily stood fully dressed in the 

hallway. 

The envelope rested in her bag. 

She looked once more at her mother’s closed door. 

Did not wake her. 

Some departures required quiet. 

She stepped outside, the early light barely touching 

the horizon. 

The world was still undecided. 

Emily was not. 

She walked forward—into preparation’s aftermath, 

into a future that would not accommodate hesitation. 

Behind her, the door closed softly. 

Ahead of her, the path narrowed. 

And for the first time, Emily did not wonder what 

waited at the end. 
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She had already chosen to meet it. 

Every leadership journey begins by letting go of what feels 

safe. 
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Confidence is forged before validation arrives. 

The morning began with unusual quiet. 

Christy noticed it the moment she stepped into the 

building. The usual hum—the low current of 

conversations, footsteps, ringing phones—felt subdued, 

as though the organization itself were holding its breath. 

She checked her calendar. 

The meeting was there. 

Board. Closed session. Ninety minutes. 

No agenda. 

Again. 

She did not allow herself to linger on the 

implication. Instead, she walked to her office, placed her 

bag down neatly, and stood by the window for a moment 

longer than necessary. The city below moved with 

indifferent urgency. People crossing streets, cars inching 

forward, signals changing. Motion without consequence. 

Inside the building, consequences were 

accumulating quietly. 

The boardroom door closed behind her with a soft, 

definitive click. 

Everyone was present. 

That alone was unusual. 
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Robert Harlan sat at the far end, his expression 

carefully neutral. He did not look at her as she entered. 

That, too, was new. 

Christy took her seat without hesitation. 

“Thank you for coming,” the chair began. “We’ll get 

straight to it.” 

The screen lit up. 

A summary. Concise. Controlled. 

Market stabilization in APAC—partial success. 

Internal leadership strain—ongoing. 

Reputational considerations—unresolved. 

Christy watched without comment. This was not a 

presentation. It was a construction—facts arranged to 

suggest inevitability. 

“We’re at an inflection point,” the chair continued. 

“And we need to discuss leadership posture going 

forward.” 

There it was. 

Posture. 

Not strategy. 

Not results. 

Posture was code. 
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One director leaned forward. “Your approach has 

undeniably surfaced issues. But surfacing issues and 

resolving them are not the same thing.” 

Christy nodded. “Agreed.” 

Another added, “There is concern that your 

visibility is… polarizing.” 

Christy smiled faintly. “Visibility usually is.” 

A few brows tightened. 

“Do you believe,” the chair asked, “that your style is 

adaptable?” 

The room stilled. 

This was the real question. 

Christy answered carefully. “I believe clarity is 

adaptable. Conviction is not.” 

Silence followed. 

Then Robert spoke for the first time. 

“You’re asking the organization to evolve faster than 

it’s comfortable with,” he said. “That creates friction.” 

Christy met his gaze. “Evolution always does.” 

“Yes,” he said. “But friction can become fracture.” 

The chair interjected. “Which is why we’re 

exploring alternatives.” 

Alternatives. 
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Christy felt the word land—not like a blow, but like 

a narrowing corridor. 

The proposal came quietly. 

A recalibration of roles. 

A redistribution of authority. 

A pause on succession visibility. 

“Think of it as stewardship,” the chair said. 

“Allowing continuity without disruption.” 

Christy understood immediately. 

This was the offer she had been warned about. 

Not removal. 

Containment. 

Remain influential. Respected. Secure. 

But unseen. 

“Is this a request?” Christy asked calmly. 

The chair hesitated. “It’s a recommendation.” 

Christy folded her hands in front of her. 

This was the moment where most people nodded. 

Where ambition learned to soften itself into 

survival. 
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She thought of the months behind her—of public 

mistakes owned, of silence refused, of walking forward 

when retreat would have been applauded. 

She thought of Emily—quietly preparing, 

withholding explanation, choosing commitment over 

comfort. 

“We’ve mistaken disruption for instability,” Christy 

said slowly. “And silence for alignment.” 

She looked around the table. 

“I won’t agree to be invisible.” 

The air shifted. 

“Then you must accept the consequences,” the chair 

said. 

Christy nodded. “I already have.” 

The meeting ended without decision. 

Without clarity. 

Without reassurance. 

That, she knew, was the decision. 

Robert caught up with her outside the boardroom. 

“This isn’t over,” he said quietly. 

“No,” Christy agreed. “It isn’t.” 

“They’re divided,” he added. “But division has a 

cost.” 
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“So does consensus,” Christy replied. 

Robert studied her. “You know what happens if this 

breaks against you.” 

“Yes,” she said. 

“And you’re still standing?” 

Christy met his gaze. “Because stepping back would 

mean I never belonged here.” 

Robert exhaled slowly. 

“Then prepare yourself,” he said. “Whatever 

happens next will not be gentle.” 

That evening, Christy returned home earlier than 

expected. 

The house was quieter than usual. 

Emily’s shoes were gone. 

Her room—tidy, stripped of excess, deliberate. 

Christy stood in the doorway for a long moment, 

noticing what remained and what didn’t. 

A folded sweater. 

A notebook missing. 

A sense of departure without explanation. 

Christy sat on the edge of Emily’s bed, the weight of 

the day settling heavily in her shoulders. 

They were both nearing something. 
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She just didn’t know yet how closely their moments 

would align. 

Later that night, Christy stood by the window 

again—this time at home. 

Her phone buzzed once. 

A message from the board chair. 

We will conclude discussions tomorrow. 

No punctuation. No warmth. 

Christy set the phone down. 

Tomorrow. 

She felt no panic. 

Only clarity. 

Whatever was decided, it would not define her. 

She had already crossed the line where permission 

mattered. 

Outside, the city lights flickered. 

Inside, Christy stood completely still—balanced 

between consequence and conviction. 

The narrowing was complete. 

Leaders win internally before success is validated 

externally. 
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Two paths. One will. No retreat. 

The morning arrived heavy with consequence. 

Christy woke before the alarm, long before the city 

stirred, the weight of months pressing gently but 

insistently against her chest. This was not anxiety. 

Anxiety thrived on uncertainty. What she felt now was 

something else—clarity sharpened by endurance. 

She moved through the house quietly, every step 

measured. The kitchen light flicked on, illuminating a 

space that had witnessed countless ordinary moments—

coffee brewed between calls, late dinners after exhausting 

days, quiet conversations with Emily that carried more 

meaning than either of them had ever voiced aloud. 

Today, none of it felt ordinary. 

She stood by the window, watching the sky shift 

from darkness to a muted blue. Months ago, she had 

stood in similar silence, wondering whether she had 

waited too long, whether ambition carried an expiration 

date. Since then, she had stood through scrutiny that felt 

personal, resistance that felt political, and failures that 

felt unforgiving. 

She had learned something essential along the way: 

leadership was not proven by perfection, but by 

endurance under pressure. 

Christy dressed with intention—not for appearance, 

but for alignment. She chose familiarity over flair, 
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substance over symbolism. This was not a day for 

performance. It was a day for truth. 

As she stepped out, her phone buzzed. A single 

message. No pleasantries. 

Board meeting confirmed. All members present. 

She slipped the phone back into her bag and walked 

forward. 

The boardroom was silent when she entered. 

Every seat was occupied. No laptops open. No 

whispered conversations. The stillness itself felt like 

judgment suspended in air. 

Christy took her place at the table without 

hesitation. She did not clasp her hands. She did not 

fidget. She met the room as it was. 

The Chair began without delay. 

“We have spent months reviewing performance, 

leadership approach, and organizational impact,” he 

said. “This was not a decision made lightly.” 

Christy listened, her expression composed. 

The screen behind him lit up—numbers, charts, 

timelines. Evidence of struggle. Evidence of recovery. 

Evidence of persistence. 

“You took over a failing portfolio,” another board 

member added. “The market was volatile. Internal 
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confidence was low. Your early decisions were… 

questioned.” 

Christy did not look away. 

“Yes,” she said. “They were.” 

A pause. 

“What matters,” the Chair continued, “is not that 

mistakes were made. It is that responsibility was taken.” 

Christy felt the shift then. Subtle, but unmistakable. 

“You did not deflect,” he said. “You did not 

disappear. You did not soften your stance to gain 

comfort.” 

Another voice joined. “In moments where most 

leaders seek protection, you chose accountability.” 

The room held its breath. 

“This organization,” the Chair said finally, “does 

not need leadership that avoids friction. It needs 

leadership that can absorb it—so others can move 

forward.” 

He looked directly at Christy. 

“By unanimous decision, we are appointing you 

Chief Executive Officer.” 

For a fraction of a second, the room was perfectly 

still. 

Then came applause—measured, respectful, real. 
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Christy rose slowly. She did not smile immediately. 

She allowed the moment to settle—not as validation, but 

as responsibility. 

“I did not come this far to be comfortable,” she said. 

“I came this far to be honest—with the business, with the 

people, and with myself.” 

She paused. 

“I will lead visibly. I will lead decisively. And I will 

lead with humility.” 

There was no more applause after that. 

There was recognition. 

Thousands of miles away, the morning was sharper. 

Emily stood under an open sky, the air crisp with 

discipline and expectation. The vastness around her was 

deliberate—no walls to hide behind, no distractions to 

soften resolve. 

She stood in uniform now. 

The fabric felt heavier than clothing ever should. 

Not because of weight—but because of meaning. 

She remembered the first morning she had woken 

before dawn, unsure of where her preparation would 

lead. She remembered the unopened envelope, the 

discipline without applause, the silence she had chosen 

over explanation. 
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This was where it had all been leading. 

Emily had chosen the United States Navy. 

Not impulsively. Not rebelliously. 

Deliberately. 

She had not turned away from ambition. She had 

refined it. 

Where others sought leadership through titles, she 

sought it through service. Where others chased 

influence, she chose responsibility. Her desire to lead 

had not diminished—it had deepened, anchored in 

something larger than self. 

Patriotism was not rhetoric to her. It was duty. 

She wanted to lead teams where decisions carried 

consequence. To protect what could not protect itself. 

To stand between uncertainty and safety. 

This path would test her body, her mind, and her 

resolve. 

She welcomed it. 

As her name was called, Emily stepped forward 

without hesitation. Her spine straightened. Her gaze 

fixed ahead. 

This was not the beginning of comfort. 

It was the beginning of purpose. 

Back home, the house received Christy in silence. 
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The day had been long, but her mind was clear. She 

set her bag down slowly, noticing the absence before she 

registered it fully. Emily’s room was orderly—but stripped 

down. Intentional. 

On the dining table lay a single notebook. 

Emily’s handwriting greeted her on the first page: 

I chose a path that will demand everything from me. I 

chose it because leadership matters most when it serves 

something greater than self. Thank you for showing me that 

courage is not loud—but it is firm. 

Christy sat down, the words settling into her slowly. 

Everything aligned in that moment. 

Her years of persistence. Emily’s quiet resolve. Two 

journeys that had unfolded independently—but in 

rhythm. 

Mother and daughter. 

One leading a global organization through 

complexity. One preparing to lead men and women 

entrusted with the nation’s safety. 

Different arenas. Same fire. 

Neither had waited for permission. Neither had 

surrendered ambition. 

They had chosen their paths with clarity—and 

walked them with courage. 
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Outside, the city lights came alive. 

Somewhere under a vast sky, Emily stood ready. 

And somewhere in a glass-walled office, Christy 

prepared to lead. 

Both women walked into their zone of success one 

into the boardroom and the other into boot camp 

Not because the world had finally allowed it. 

But because they had willed it. 

She will only—if she wills. 

Leadership is not granted by position—it is claimed through 

responsibility. 
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A Closing Note: The Choice That Remains 

If you have reached this page, the story is no longer 

only about Christy and Emily. 

It is also about you. 

Their journeys were never meant to offer templates 

or guarantees. They were meant to hold up a mirror—to 

the moments you hesitated, the questions you 

postponed, the courage you assumed you would find 

later. 

Because leadership does not announce itself 

dramatically. 

It appears quietly—often when life is ordinary, when 

responsibilities are heavy, when the cost of change feels 

personal. It arrives not with certainty, but with a choice: 

to stay where it is familiar, or to step forward before you 

feel fully ready. 

Christy did not rise because the path was smooth. 

She rose because she stayed visible when it was 

uncomfortable, accountable when it was inconvenient, 

and resilient when it would have been easier to retreat. 

Her story reminds us that hard work matters—but 

tenacity matters more. That ambition does not expire. 

And that leadership is not about how loudly you are 

noticed, but how firmly you stand. 
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Emily’s journey reminds us of something equally 

powerful: that clarity does not always come from 

certainty, and courage does not always wait for 

validation. Sometimes leadership begins with discipline. 

With restraint. With choosing purpose over popularity 

and responsibility over comfort—early, deliberately, and 

without applause. 

Different paths. 

Same will. 

What binds these stories together is not success, 

position, or recognition. It is the quiet refusal to shrink. 

At some point in every life, there is a moment that 

asks more of us than preparation. A moment that 

demands belief—not from others, but from within. And 

often, we underestimate how ready we already are. 

If this book has stirred something unsettled inside 

you, let it. 

Growth is rarely polite. Confidence is rarely gifted. 

And waiting for permission is the most common way 

ambition learns to fade. 

You do not need to have everything figured out. 

You do not need unanimous approval. 

You do not need the absence of fear. 

You need clarity of intent—and the courage to act 

before certainty arrives. 



D R .  D I NES H KU MAR  MU RU G ES AN  

193 

Whether you choose to lead a team, an 

organization, a family, a community, or simply your own 

life with greater conviction, remember this: leadership is 

not defined by scale. It is defined by responsibility 

willingly carried. 

The world will continue to question you. 

Circumstances will continue to test you. Doubt will 

appear again and again, wearing the face of practicality. 

When it does, return to this truth: 

You are not late. 

You are not unprepared. 

And you are not required to wait. 

The most meaningful journeys begin the moment 

we decide that hesitation no longer serves us. 

So take the step. 

Have the conversation. 

Choose the path that aligns with who you are 

becoming, not who you have been. 

Because in the end, leadership is not about what 

happens next. 

It is about what you choose now. 

And the world changes—not when we are chosen—

but when we choose ourselves, with responsibility, 

courage, and will. 

She will—if she wills. 
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Ready Reckoner for Success 

Frequent Introspection 

Perception Management 

Courage and Determination 

Decision Making is important 

Understand the importance of Purpose 

Challenges will keep coming 

Know your Strength 

More important to know your limitations 

Learning is Growth 

Hard Work 

Resilience 

Find your calling 

Your Life is your choice 

Take charge of your career 

Accountability is key 

Seek Support 

Face failure to learn 

It is never too late 

Success is not easy but always possible 






