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One

Conversation

can change

a life



As you read through this

Remember.....

This book belongs to two people.

I wrote the firsc half

The second half belongs to you.

Write in it.
Question it.
Challenge i.
Disagree with it.
Make notes in the margins.
Cross things out.

Add vour own observations.

Because if these pages even slightly change your
thinking...

I've done my job.

If they become part of your life...

We've written this book together.



Before We Be gin

A Dwaritation te walk with we f@—"b a while

One thing ['ve noticed...

Life has a ﬁum}_-‘ way of zlsking us the same questions...
Unril we're fiml]l)’ honest unnugh to answer them.
Every mcaningﬁll journey hcgins with a conversation.
Remember the pcopfc who believed in VOLUL
Those that immediate |)-' changcd the tone of your thought:s.
Remember who thcy were,

Remember what matters.

Remember che liccle things,

This isn't a book you need to rush.

Take your time.



We're not trying to install a new philosophy.

Rather help you remember
the conversations that shaped you.
We're helping you reconnect with truths
you already knew
but perhaps
hadn't paused long enough

Lo notice

Read a few pages.
Put it down.

Think.

Come back when vou're ready.
' o

Underline the sentences that make you stop.
Write in the margins.

Question me.

Disagree with me.

Add your own observations.
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Because this book isn't meant to stay exactly as [ wrote

it.

It's meant to 1)CC01'I'1L’ 'l.'):ll‘t]\_,-’ YOUrs.

Some of the most important words you'll read won't be
the ones I've written.

They'll be the ones you write yourself.

There are no exams at the end of these chapters.
No right answers.
No perfect pace.
Just an invitation.
To nortice.
To question.
To remember.

And perhaps...

To come home to yourself.

FC



CHOCOLATE ON THE PILLOW

The smallert; gentuney ane often wmembened, the
longert.

I've I'I()Eill_‘l_‘(_'l somcthing OvVer t}'l(_' YCArs.

When peop|c look back on the moments chat ::h:ipcd their lives,

El'li'_‘_\_’ l'lll'l_‘l_)" }Jl.fgi‘ﬂ \\-’itl‘l T.']'li'_‘ lﬁiggcst le._‘l'lii_’\-’(_'n'li_‘l'lifi,

Thc_\_' don't usua“_\-' remember the promotion. The award. The

expensive giﬂ. Or the perﬂ'ctl_\-’ pl:mncd event.
Instead...

Thc_y remember the liccle things,

A handwritten note.

Someone who listened wichout interrupting.
A phunc call at ulecti)-‘ the 1'ight moment.

A door hcing held open.

A smile that arrived when t|1u‘_\' needed it most.

A pi(_‘(_‘(? ()FCI‘IOC()I:I[’C ICI("E L]Uii_‘l.'iv\" On a pi“t)\h".

It seems élll"l']i).‘it oo Sl'l'lll“ LO matter.

i’\l’lf_{ pL‘l’l‘]{lpS ti'lﬂtr:i W"h}" it (_il.)l’._‘S.

I)uring my years mn ho:spit:llit)-‘, I learned sumething that has

stzl)!cci with me ever since.
Guests r:u'::l)-‘ talked about thread counts or marble bathrooms.

The_y talked about how t|1c_v felt.



That taught me something I've never forgotten.
People may not remember every word you said.

But they almost always remember how you made them

feel.

I've seen the same thing in business.
In leadership.
In friendships.

In families.
Trust is rarely built through one extraordinary act.
It's built through hundreds of ordinary ones.

Quietly.
Patiently.

Almost unnoticed.

Until one day, people simply know they can rely on

you.

I've often wondered why we spend so much of our lives

chasing the extraordinary...

When so much of what changes us is beautifully

ordinary.

Perhaps we've been looking in the wrong places.



Perhaps the life we're searching for isn't hidden inside

one defining moment.

Perhaps it's already waiting for us inside the little

things we too often overlook.

That simple piece of chocolate wasn't really about

chocolate.
[t was a message.

Someone thought about another person.
Someone chose care over convenience.
Someone decided that a small acc of kindness was

worth the effort, even if no one ever mentioned it.
['ve come to believe that's how trust is built.

One thoughtful decision at a time.

One quiet gesture.

One promise kept.

One conversation where another person leaves feeling
just a little more understood than when they arrived.
Because in the end...

The little things were never really lictle things at all.

They were the things that mattered most.

PAUSE



Think about someone who made

a lasting impression on your life.
Was it because of one extraordinary moment...

Or because of countless little ones?

Taurts it builty ion the big
MEMLny.
Ot built in the little thingy.



