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		PREFACE

		

		Ihad no intention of writing this book. It was taken from a speech I had no desire to read. I made both out of remorse, and I'm still shivering as a result of it. Please allow me to clarify. Holy Cross School in Worcester, Massachusetts, requested me to speak at their award ceremony two years ago. I despise delivering presentations and I despise being afraid. It doesn't get any easier no matter how many speeches you read. What should I write in this box? Months ago, I was nervous. Who would want to listen to what I have to say? What should I say at this point? I imagined a variety of tragedies that may occur. What if a ghost approached and raised the hairs on the back of my neck, obliterating my words? Nonetheless, miss

		What if I come out as a complete moron? What if I say no? (Yes, How would I have the courage to stand in front of a TV camera and brag in front of millions of people if I was so terrified? That's because none of them are visible to me.)

		Before I had to speak, these thoughts and concerns plagued me for weeks. My nerves are jangling. I felt nervous, restless, angry, and afraid. "If you despise it so much, why are you still accepting statements in the first place?" everyone wondered. In this situation, as usual, I politely declined. When Holy Cross contacted, I wanted to express my gratitude and gently decline. However, there is a minor issue. One of my four brothers went to Holy Cross, as you may know. He and his wife both attended Holy Cross. My father and mother were both awarded honorary degrees from Holy Cross. And, if that wasn't enough, my uncle was also the President of the United States at the time.

		In his letter to me, the school principal cited all of the above concerns. He enumerated them the way an experienced Christian priest would to obtain what he wanted, as if he were playing a flute with my guilt. Option A is his letter. Option B is also available: have family members stress to me how important it is for me to read this speech. My brother dialed my number and threatened me. Dad, you're amazing! My mum then joined in. I stutter and hum. For months, I avoided it like all skilled cowards.

		As a result, Holy Cross implemented Plan C. They wrote me a message explaining that because I had not responded, they had to proceed with the job. The board of directors is quite dissatisfied. Disappointed, the entire staff was dissatisfied, and the students, of course, were dissatisfied as well. But, since I couldn't make a commitment, they needed to see whether anyone else thought it was a wonderful honor. I dialed my mother's number. I dialed my brother's number. Everyone thinks it's fine if I'm afraid to talk, but oh my goodness, they're also dissatisfied.

		That's quite efficient. All of the possibilities are viable. When the possibilities didn't materialize, remorse rose inside me, and the pressure mounted - until my willpower crumbled. Everyone of you is correct! When I refuse to communicate, I become an unpleasant, worthless, and shy person! So, before I knew it, I was pleading with the Holy Cross to allow me to speak at the event.

		I felt ill to my stomach as soon as they agreed, and I returned to being exceedingly apprehensive before speaking. Maybe there's still a chance for me to go away. I could have requested that NBC send me to Yugoslavia on the same day. I have a feeling one of my kids is unwell. "I'm very sorry," you may say. I have an interview with the Pope to do." For that reason, I'm sure a Catholic school would grant me an exemption. Sadly, none of the situations I imagined could make up for the shame I knew I'd feel if I hadn't come out. I fractured my neck because I kept going back and forth in my head. Finally, I gave up my resistance and began to act. After many years of confronting my fear, I've discovered that the best way to cope with it is to construct a direct path through it. I began to ponder. What can I say to youngsters who are about to graduate from high school and enter the real world?

		When I graduated at the age of twenty-one, I remember feeling as if I had so many options and so little knowledge of what would actually happen to me. I began to ponder how different my life would have been if I had known THIS or THAT when I graduated from college. I quickly produced a list of THIS, THAT, and a speech topic. Come on, give it a go! Maybe I've piqued their curiosity enough for them to put down the beer and champagne and pay attention.

		My notes are full of things I wish I had known before starting out in the real world. It's pleasant for me to write, write, write. And I knew it was a good speech when I read it at a beauty salon and people sobbed and begged for copies after I delivered it. I'm honored to deliver the keynote address at the Holly Cross diploma ceremony. I'm glad that they invited me and that I accepted, and I'm proud that I was able to come up with a speech that genuinely affected people. Above all, I'm proud of myself for not giving up.

		To be honest, everyone jumped up and cheered when I finished. Of course, standing and clapping is customary at diploma ceremonies. People typically jump up and cheer when the speaker is finished because they feel emancipated. But what occurred after that astounded me. Students aren't the only ones that come to me for photocopies. Parents who approached me with tears in their eyes expressed their want to know the same things when their children graduated from high school. I received a deluge of requests for the speech when it was carried on the C-Bridge show and numerous other newsletters. Men and women stopped me in the middle of the street everywhere I went to chat about it, citing a sentence or two that moved them. Do not deceive yourself. (I was surprised.) People frequently stopped me in the middle of the street to inquire about my husband's biceps or to imitate an Austrian accent while saying "I'll be back").

		So, in answer to all of the demands for a speech I never gave but would like to read, I've written a book I never planned to write. Every issue is the same. I'm just getting older. Getting something in between two covers is a difficult task. I instantly hurried home and puked when someone offered to pay to turn the speech into a book. So, on a gorgeous day in Massachusetts, sit down with me. The following is a sample of a speech given at a graduation ceremony:

		Karma to all instructors, parents, relatives, friends, and excellent students. I can honestly tell that I haven't been this moved since I discovered Schwarzenergger's pronunciation. [This statement elicited a hearty chuckle.] Father Reedy contacted me two months ago and said, "Maria, do you believe in free speech?" "Ah, sure, Father, I believe," I answered. "That's fantastic," Father remarked, "since you'll be speaking at the Holy Cross in May." I thought it was brilliant. "Tell me about this Bishop," I said to my brother and his famous pals who graduated from Holy Cross. "Wow, you are a noble man," they exclaimed. Father is inventive, witty, and quick-witted. Dad is an incredibly effective fundraiser." After all, I couldn't decide whether to shake his hand or kiss his ring when I saw him today.

		I'd want to express my gratitude for your invitation, Father Reedy. I am really grateful. Before I continue, I'd want to take a moment to thank all of the parents who have come to see us today. I know you're proud, but I'm sure you're also pleased that you won't have to deal with those dreadful tuition payments any more. My assessment of you is based on my experience as a mother of children. Bringing your children to school here requires a great deal of love, a great deal of sorrow, a great deal of understanding, and a great deal of effort. As a result, I have a lot of respect for all of the parents here. Congratulations to all of you.

		I'd want to express my gratitude to my parents for travelling in from the United States. At midnight, the special Olympic committee meeting in Europe comes here. Nothing makes me more proud than to stand here in front of my parents, get an honorary degree from a Catholic school, and deliver the keynote address. My parents are the most wonderful people in the world to me.

		On the twenty-fifth anniversary of the finest policy move Holy Cross has ever made, I am honored to be here today. I'm referring to the remarkable step taken a quarter-century ago to improve the school's quality and reputation by allowing women to enroll. [There is a wave of applause for this statement.] Wherever they go, women have a lot of power.

		Believe me when I say that I know what I'm talking about. I am the only female in a family of four males, and I am well aware of how much I have contributed to and improved their quality of life - regardless of what they say. I was also fed at Georgetown University, a traditionally boys-only Jesuit school. The true point is, gentlemen, bear with me while I torment you. Close your eyes and visualize the Holy Cross without the presence of women. Isn't it awful?

		Very chaaan! For a moment, picture yourself in the shoes of a young woman. I'm sure you can't! You wouldn't know what to do with yourself if there were no ladies around. Worst of all, you have no idea you have no idea since no one is here to inform you!

		So, please give us credit. We ladies have a tendency to complain and act extremely insecure, always terrified and anxious. But, in reality, we understood exactly what we were putting on the table: our wits and brains, abilities and inventiveness, and amazing intuition. Not to add the virtues of beauty, sensitivity, and taste — as well as the ability to forgive. Parents, sexually creative is horrifying to me. [When they heard this phrase, they all got up and clapped.] In conclusion, Holy Cross, by allowing women to attend school, you performed a terrific thing.

		However, I'm not here to discuss ladies. My objective for today is to bring something to everyone of you that you can take with you. That is an excellent question. An concept that can aid you when you graduate from Holy Cross. I spent a long time trying to find out how to convey that idea. Some classmates penned notes to each other. Inquire about their aspirations and worries about living in the twenty-first century.

		Father Reedy invited me to speak about the ins and outs of parenthood and marriage. I get nervous just thinking about one of those issues. My parents recommended we discuss about volunteering in the community. My brother, Mark, a Holy Cross graduate, said that just talking about him would enough. After much agony, I've chosen to share with you my top 10 things I wish someone had informed me when I was in your shoes, sitting at your graduation, unsure when the lecture will begin. For the time being, the text has come to an end. So, here are ten things I wish someone had told me before my graduation—or even before I was born. It was a speech, after all.

		

	

		FIRST THING: IDENTIFY YOUR PASSION

		

		This is something you should be honest with yourself about. Consider what you're passionate about. What do you enjoy doing, what always catches your imagination and makes you think? What you want to do, not what you think your parents, instructors, society, or your four elder brothers want you to do. When I graduated in 1977, all I wanted to do was host a television show. Everyone thinks I'm insane. According to my parents' friends, I need to be my own boss, therefore I should go law school until I figure out what I actually want to do. Others proposed, using the Wall Street job search as an example. My girlfriends have all shown an interest in moving to the big city, sharing an apartment, and "popping up." Some argue that you should quit denying it, stop going against family traditions, and become involved in politics. All of that advice is great, but it isn't my goal.

		I want to do something that makes a difference in people's lives that isn't related to law, business, politics, or community service. I'd want to present historical stories via the medium of the time - television. Present to the world concepts that are brought to life via the use of words and images.

		So, why do I want to be a TV reporter so badly? I've been addicted to it since I was in high school in 1972. My father was nominated for Vice President by the Democratic Party that year. I went to assist him with his campaign and was lucky enough to ride aboard a campaign jet. (Note: If you have a passion or a chance to work on a campaign, take advantage of it.) Take action right away. You will undoubtedly learn a great deal more about our people and politics here than you would anywhere else.) In the back of the plane, my father's employees held me close to "them" - "candidate's child." It's the most amazing place I've ever been. Because "they" are the press, you people, there is a space for fun behind the plane, as you all know. Skilled, hardworking men (and a few women) from the main national media, radio, and television, the most of whom have been covering politics for years. More caricature of applicants with an eye for experience (some could argue jealousy) — has given me a whole new perspective on the presidential campaign Really.

		I've spent my entire life immersed in politics, with political arguments and disputes as common as eating mashed potatoes every night since I was a child. Politics and history-making are intertwined in numerous ways. During that year's campaign, though, I witnessed something shocking: reporters leaving their fingerprints on history before it became a reality into history. They filmed and contextualized what had just transpired in front of my eyes. The public does not perceive the "clean" realities that I encountered throughout the election campaign. Reporters have pre-screened, analyzed, and moulded it.

		This incredibly colorful bunch of knowledgeable and engaging interpreters and shapers is continuously changing as we go around the country. People with regional interests, such as agriculture in Wichita or unions in Detrott, hopped on planes for a while and then left—reporters and local media groups hopped on planes for a while and then left—reporters and local media groups hopped on planes for a while and then left—people with regional interests, such as agriculture in Wichita or unions in Detrott, hopped on planes for a while and I also made friends with and got to know some of the genuine political journalists. They followed the campaign in stages, and I ripped up their reports from the New York Times, Washington Post, and CBS Evening News.

		But it wasn't just the distinctions between local and national reporters that I saw. Ordinary reporters simply report what they hear, sifting and selecting details for their reports from what is true, but only presenting and describing them, leaving the reader or listener to draw their own conclusions. In contrast, well-known commentators will analyse and analyze the events of Campaign 72, providing personal insights.

		In any case, I've discovered that it was the reporters who determined whether parts of my father's speech should be published or televised. Reporters have a lot of power when it comes to debating an issue, setting up a candidate's controversial issues, or focusing on a race. In my opinion, television is the most popular medium. It was immediate, capable of capturing and transmitting the flurry (or dullness) of the campaign – as well as the candidates' sincerity (or unethicalness).

		And it was while snacking on peanuts on the rear of this airliner when the notion occurred to me that television will undoubtedly become the political life of the future. Television will undoubtedly be the most effective means of reaching out to people, touching, igniting, upsetting, and showing them how politicians connect with voters on the street. city. It's instinctive for me, and I want it.

		It was the 1972 presidential election, just before the Watergate scandal broke. Before Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein (let alone Robert Redford and Dustin Hoffman) exult in the new generation of idealistic journalists who want to battle to expose the wicked ones to the light of truth, there were Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein. In 1972, the media profession was not a very attractive career option, particularly for a young woman.

		So I sat in the plane's cargo hold, ate a lot of peanuts (more on that later), and thought to myself, "OK, this is the job for me." I, too, plan to travel around the country, if not the globe, meeting individuals from all walks of life. Will listen to their tales, then stand as a witness and tell the rest of the country about it. I'll be a member of this dynamic group of experts that are fiercely competitive. It is unlikely that the job will ever become monotonous. Laughter has a crucial role in this. And haven't I always stated that I don't want to work at a desk? On the plane, these men don't even have writing desks.

		I asked my companions every question I could think of day after day. What school do you two attend? What are your academic interests? What path did you take to get to where you are now? What are your strategies for dealing with competition? Complete you feel drained by the amount of work you have to do on a daily basis? Every day, how many newspapers do you read? Year? How do you obtain the inside scoop? When your goal is to knock them out every night, how can you guys talk freely with other reporters? When do you get to see your kids? Every response was "absorbed," and my own fantasies began to take shape. I knew what I wanted to do with my life when campaign 72 finished, but I didn't tell anyone.

		I didn't tell anyone because I was afraid they'd think it was ridiculous, and I didn't want to battle with her to persuade them otherwise. That's enough for me to know it isn't. Part of that work also has nothing to do with my family, who perceive the press as a rival across a vast difference, always prying into our life and chronicling our every move. we. Like many young people who choose to keep their goals hidden, I believe my family would be devastated by my decision.

		However, just because you believe you must match other people's expectations does not imply you must. And here's something that will wow you: It's possible that you're mistaken. I was mistaken. When it came time for me to inform my parents what I wanted to do, they never stopped me. My parents never told me that I couldn't, shouldn't, or wouldn't be able to make it in the media sector. They simply nodded and wished me luck, saying they were sorry they couldn't assist me in that field. They may think I'm insane or ridiculous, but they never tell me. They let me mature, and their doubt gave way to pride. After all, that's all there is to it.

		My father, of course, did not win the 1972 election, but I did. I won - a desire I'll be able to follow in the future, a passion I'll be able to see through to the conclusion. It influenced every decision I made after that, including where I wanted to live, work, and who I wanted to date. I'm committed to learning everything I can about television and becoming an expert in the field.

		

	

		SECOND THING: THERE IS NOTHING UNWORTHY OF TA

		

		Parents, friends, and acquaintances may frequently tell you that you are smarter than Bill Gates and that you can accomplish everything you set your mind to. But it all began with your desire to be self-sufficient from everyday work. Bill Gates, too, began his career as a coder.

		Self-sufficiency develops a character that is ambitious and driven. It's also the greatest method to realize something that may surprise you: you're not as smart as you think you are. And that is the most effective method of LEARNING. Because there is so much to learn in the actual world. You can only learn by acknowledging you don't know what you're talking about, which means you'll have to start at the beginning. Many times, that's how I began.

		After graduating from college, I concentrated on realizing my ambitions. I enrolled for the Westinghouse communications training program, which is a form of internship meant to help the corporation improve its local stations around the country. Accepted into the program, please depart. I went directly from high school to KYW – TV in Philadelphia, where I received my first job in the television sector. In the glitzy world of television news, the starting wage is $12,000. With sparkling eyes, a thick hair, a brand-new honors graduation, and naïve, I walked into the newsroom. It's ridiculous!

		I introduced myself to the station's news executive manager, who is also the head of the news department. He's been in the news for a long time. He was severe and adamant about informing me right away that his newsroom was not the place for amateurs and children of wealthy families like myself to pass the time before getting married. He doesn't know how many umbrellas I used to obtain a job that fifty other worthy teens couldn't, but I did, so don't expect him to be pleased. that. He stated to me that he didn't want or could tolerate anyone in this newsroom who wasn't serious about working 24 hours a day, seven days a week, including holidays and shifts. Do you work nights, mornings, or even overtime? He doesn't need some twenty-one-year-old from an exclusive school - a wealthy student - to come here and exclaim, "Wow!" Is it okay if I experiment with this camera? "Hey, I'd want to be on the screen!"

		He addressed me as if no one had ever told me before, and no one had ever told me that. He didn't give a damn about it either since he knew I wouldn't be around for long. I'll have to go before anybody notices I've arrived, since I'm a stranger, an infringer on others' rights, and I don't belong in this cold, honest, calloused world. television news's frenzy and heaviness And he didn't want me to forget that I was still a child.

		Rumble- What's up!?

		I walked out of the room and down the hall to the bathroom, where I shut myself in and cried. It was the first and last time I sobbed at work (but not because of work.) Just the other day, I sobbed at work.) Then I realized the news director had stated to my cheerful face what many others were thinking: "Work?" It isn't required to work! In fact, it's already doing so! "What the hell is this?" says the narrator. His remarks have stayed with me for more than two decades, and I'm still in the same realm of television news, through all the ups and downs, partially soothing me. Isn't it amazing how the quoted voice is resonating in my head?

		Okay, I'm sure the news director is attempting to discourage me. Instead, he assisted me because, after wiping my nose, wiping my tears, exiting the restroom - and, admittedly, phoning my parents about what that horrible person said - I went out to prove him wrong. In that newsroom, there's nothing I don't do. I labor as if I were a buffalo. The morning tour is followed by the night duty. Isn't it a little late? Okay. Day after day, I work weekdays, holidays, and weekends. Because there is no desk, I sit and work wherever I can in the room. For someone else to do, I looked up events on service lines phones. At 4 a.m., recreate the situation. Hours were spent listening to the police switchboard for indications as to where the mess occurred. Check the facts and prepare the film with your phone; log the reporters' real tapes so they don't have to; and pick up the phone when it rings first. Making coffee for that dreadful boss! Even a grin. It was my journalism school, and I created my own curriculum by determining what no one else wanted to do and executing it myself.

		What the manager didn't grasp, as you can see, was that the news was my passion. I'm not here at KYW to flirt, get married, or become a famous child. I was only there for one reason: to begin chasing my dream. And by challenging it, he inadvertently fueled it. On the first day, I had to question myself if I could handle the pressure. Is it possible for me to see the prize at the end of the road?

		Do I have a blaze of zeal in my heart? Because if you're going to overlook the bad criticism directed at people like him, you need deep belief. I'm sure he's not the last. So what if he has harmed my self-esteem? I'll make use of him. He'll be taught. Will demonstrate to him That is exactly what I did. You never know, he could be correct. Perhaps I'm simply a misbehaving brat. When I can't obtain what I want, I'll keep pushing until I do. Since I was a child, I've had that type of tenacity. And since getting ahead necessitates effort, it makes perfect sense when we do. I stayed in Philadelphia until my training was completed. (By the way, I ran into him again years later when working as a reporter for a now-defunct news network in New York.) that manager once more. He was the same program's host. When I first met him, I was afraid. We exchanged greetings and then I didn't see him again).

		I acquired a new job in production at WJZ, a Westinghouse station in Baltimore, after Philadelphia. I packed my belongings and went south, still bright-eyed and bushy-haired, but this time a bit less innocent. Working at local stations - locations without unions where individuals are permitted to do whatever in order to learn - is one of the advantages of starting out on your own in the news industry. a wide range of experiences I was employed as a sound technician, a light technician, an assistant, and a director... When I informed WJZ that I might be in charge of the sound for the camera team and complement my duties with production, I shivered. I overstated when I said I had no idea about sound engineering. But which one is the most difficult to do?

		It was a lot of work! My study experience in Baltimore got off to a frantic start. I have no recollection of the first several months other than working around the clock, everywhere, and everything is a fog and a buzzing in my mind. There's a section that appears to be a flash of forgetfulness or one of those suppressed memories — since recalling it would be too painful. Maybe I'm overstating things, but I don't believe so. (I was so busy working in Baltimore that I didn't have time to open the cardboard boxes in my apartment.) I worked a lot as a sound technician. It's horrible, and it's dangerously bad. Sure, I could multitask for hours at a time, but I had no clue how I was going to manage that thirty-pound audio gadget thrown over one shoulder.

		The sensation of weighing a ton. (Of course, it doesn't matter now that you've been a parent four times!) But it isn't just about getting around. I had to sprint like a madman to catch up with the cameraman, who was tethered to me by an audio line. I'm not a bashful girl, believe me. I'm what we refer to as "large and clumsy." There's a possibility, guy, there's no cable, no electrical outlet, no socket, no connector, no microphone, no windshield – I have no idea what's connected to what, and I can't seem to figure it out. I'm usually dragging the leads because I can't keep the audio equipment erect. This is my first time taking part in an interview about pure rock music. When I went back to the radio, there was no sound on the recording. There was no burp, hiss, or pop...nothing! That was the first and only time I returned without sound.

		I can never do well, no matter how hard I try. But I'd never give my worst sound technician experience in history for anything; it taught me a lot about humility and acknowledging my own flaws.

		It's worth noting that things aren't always easy. Regardless of what your parents tell you, no matter how motivated you are, you will never be able to do everything. I work with individuals who are capable of doing things that I am not, and I accept my shortcomings. To broadcast, journalism need the collaboration of colleagues. I have the highest regard for the technicians, videographers, and sound professionals in particular. Their work needs a tremendous deal of both creativity and ability, as well as a thorough grasp of noises, microphones, electronics, interference, and a variety of other things - all of which I am physically incapable of doing or learning.

		I apologize profusely to the cinematographers who had to endure my sound engineering in Baltimore. I knew they were shivering with me until the executive director snatched me out of my audio position in an act of self-preservation - a dose of grace, in fact.

		So I was free to concentrate on production - identifying the facts, finding out how to tell the story, going out with the reporter and crew to gather all the information, returning to write, and submitting everything to the editing office. practice. I labor like a bull and improve my productivity every day. I was in charge of sound for two years in Baltimore, and I enjoyed every minute of it. I like the people I meet, the job I perform, and the opportunity I am given. It was in Baltimore that I realized that if I could write and produce export events for others to read, I could certainly read them myself. I'm still not ready to go on camera until I've mastered the fundamentals behind the scenes and am confident in my ability to perform well in front of the camera. I don't want to be a passive observer, putting on a lovely face and pretending to read other people's work or telling events that others have imagined. I'd like to be able to picture events, narrate them, write them down, gather them, and read them out with my name on them.

		I made a promise to myself that the next time I was at work, I would try to get in front of the camera. I'm not sure whether I'm truly ready, but I'll give it a shot. Uncle Teddy campaigned for president for the Democratic Party in 1980, so I left Baltimore to campaign. I went to meet some TV reps searching for a position in front of the camera when the campaign ended (earlier than we would have wanted, but that's another story) The sessions were notable for the fact that none of the officials urged me to say anything. That reassurance? Try it out by listening to it. One of the industry's most powerful salespeople told me to my face, "Forget it."

		He couldn't find me a job unless I dropped twenty-five pounds and improved my nasal voice (remember, I said we'd go back to those peanuts.) I was never able to quit eating peanuts).

		That encounter will be with me for the rest of my life. I walked out of the office holding my head high, sobbing in the vehicle. I'm ashamed of myself. I'm completely lost. I was furious with the agent because of his callous nastiness. My mom and grandparents were stunned when I contacted them: "Of course you aren't overweight! You don't have a high-pitched voice! That's the first time I've ever heard someone say that about your voice! You're not like that at all! obese and remain silent" People that care about you, of course, want to make you happy; they don't want you to be miserable. But I knew in my heart that someone brutally honest had once again given me what I needed to hear. When you pursue your passion, you must sometimes confront and modify the negative aspects of yourself. I have the option of continuing to eat as I have in the past or making a change. I had to blow my nose forward once again to extract humility from my embarrassing statements. "Well, if it's required by the work, I'll do it." I've always fought with my weight, going up and down, but now I view it as my main work, a campaign. I eat a very restricted diet. I practiced like crazy, keeping a ten-foot-long journal of what I ate. Six or seven times a week, I meet with a vocal teacher. I reformed like a madman, my gaze fixated on the target. I went to the representative office present a few months later, seeking for assistance because I had followed his instructions. He tried to locate work for me as well, but the positions he discovered for me really needed more photography abilities and expertise than I had. I'll have to start from scratch if I want to. Just once more.

		I took advantage of a modest chance a few months later. Someone was needed to come to the scene and interview music superstars such as Aretha Franklin and Alice Cooper for a newly founded music organization union. I don't even appear on the screen, despite the fact that I'm the one doing the interviews. However, I had a video of myself recording on the scene that I used to audition. Television is no different than any other job. Anything that can help us progress must be grabbed.

		Westinghouse had just established its own television magazine show, which was a tremendous smash at the local station at the time. PM Magazine is the national name for "afternoon magazine." Fortunately, I worked for them in Baltimore as a local show presenter. The hosts accepted my new audition tape as a member of the Westinghouse family. They were gracious enough to let me practice in front of the camera. After all, they knew I was a good performer, had recruited me on the cheap, and that if things didn't work out, I could always return to production. (Note: When quitting your work, be careful not to cross the bridge.) You never know when you'll need to enlist the assistance of those same folks again.)

		So I was trembling a lot when I eventually went on TV. I worked in Los Angeles for two years as a national correspondent for the program "PM Magazine," and I showed up. What else was there at the time, other from the 60-minute show? Some individuals have begun with 60 minutes – and few people can get it to turn on. So what if I simply follow the highlights of the war and politics? There are so many things to do, excursions to take, and chances to take. I snapped the photo and continued on my way. Enjoy it, continue to study, learn more, and study indefinitely - I am more mature, and I am more at ease with how I express myself.

		When young people approach me and say, "I want to do precisely what you're doing," I always grin. They indicated that they were well aware that it would take a long time. They were positive that when they were in their thirties, they could be Tom Brokaw or Barbara Walters. Listen up: we can't avoid the need to learn. It takes time to climb to the top, which is a good thing since you'll learn the things you'll need to stay there as you go.

		Then take a rest, relax, and don't rush things. Also, keep in mind that there's nothing wrong with you. But be aware that on the path up, you may encounter critical and judgemental individuals, as well as jealous individuals, who may claim that you have achieved your goals because of who you are, or what you are, or because of your father, or because you know someone. It makes no difference. Do not pay attention to it. It is their issue, not yours, if they have a problem with you. Set aside your pride, lower your head, and courageously move ahead, leveling all impediments in your way. Working hard is the most effective approach to achieve respect and self-esteem.

		That is correct. It's better for your job and your spirit to do substandard work for a huge employer than to be the head of - oh, like the highly rated program Jerry Spiner. That was something I had to learn the hard way. I jumped at a major chance after hanging out in Philadelphia and then working my tail off in Baltimore and Los Angeles. I was employed as a junior correspondent for the CBS Morning News in the Los Angeles bureau. That's the news channel I've always wanted to work for! I got my foot in the door! Set foot in with a mountain of work and a sense of dread.

		I have to admit that I stayed there - even grew up - not because of my brilliance, but because of the tough, silly, sly, clever boss who was in a good mood when I begged for her assistance. It's an experienced, informed individual from Brooklyn, and I'm not from Brooklyn, to put it that way. We couldn't be any more dissimilar. Anyone who knows either of us can't envision us getting along and being friends for a long time.

		I was overjoyed when the head of the CBS office in Los Angeles informed me that this strange hostess had been assigned to work with me. They said she began working for CBS as a radio network and that she was an excellent writer and editor. Walter Cronkite and Hughes Rudd were among her colleagues. Gosh! She is familiar with all of the performers as well as all of the working methods. She is quite good at meeting deadlines, and she is highly knowledgeable about shortwaves and satellite vehicles. You'll always allow me to demonstrate. The most essential thing is that she will teach me all I need to know about writing and structuring reports.

		I was giddy with anticipation. CBS thinks I'm cool! They look after me, nurture me, support me, and teach me! They are putting their time and effort into my professional development!

		When will I be able to meet this great woman? They said, "Oh, just a few more weeks." When her homeroom instructor returns from her drug rehab in the desert, you two can go right to work. Parents!. What they didn't tell me about my host was that she looked like Tin Phat Radio's famed presenter was sleepwalking. Her life had spun out of control to the point where CBS had to take her to "clean up." Oh, my goodness! Nonetheless, I promised you that I would never boring you.

		And one thing I didn't know till later was what happened in the desert at the same time that she found out she'd be working with me. She sat with the treatment center's therapy team, listening to her lawyer read a letter from CBS saying that she would no longer have to work as a news editor when she returned to work. "We've hired Maria Shriver; you'll turn her into a superstar." She sprang to her feet and screamed. "Who are the Kennedys? Is it true that they employed a Kennedy kid? Did they despise me so much that they forced me to work with a Kennedy kid? "They chastised me!" She was mortified, taken aback, and enraged. That isn't proper for the media industry for you, and I'm sure it isn't for most others. Not only because I come from a well-known family, but also because I didn't attend journalism school, didn't work in the business for a long time before joining this network, and, worst of all, I'm young and don't look well. So awful, she's dating an Austrian bodybuilder who thinks he'll make it big in Hollywood. It's no surprise that the homeroom sister assumed CBS had gone insane and that her career was ruined. I'm sure the CBS executives believed we'd either destroy each other or depart the studio together, looking back. Both of the issues are insignificant to them.

		I'll never forget my first meeting with you. I shivered slightly. Hold out your hand and say, "Hello, my name is Maria," as you wait for her to emerge from the director's office on the first day of therapy. "It's great to meet you." She gave me a sidelong glance, rolled her eyes, and moved on. I'm following you like a puppy. Maybe you didn't hear what I said. I reintroduced myself and gushed about how much fun it was to work with her and how we were a lethal combo. When I finished, she said that she couldn't hear a word I said since she was severely ill and her hearing aids were turned off, and she looked at me with icy eyes. She went on to say—I just translated since it was usually incomprehensible—that she would work with me just because she had to. That she sees it as a demotion, but that she believes it is the price she must pay for her erratic conduct over the years. That being clean, learning how to live without drugs, and paying off drug debt are your top priorities in life, not making me a celebrity. At the bottom of the list is Teach Me. Suddenly, I saw that the head of the Philadelphia newsroom is a really kind guy.

		I recall some of the first news stories we covered properly. The housewife has no regard for me, doesn't care whether I know about it, and appears to want everyone else to know about it as well. "Why don't we photograph this scene?" I offered every time we went out to make a reportage. "Why don't we do an interview here?" or "Why don't we do an interview here?" After all, I did work as a homeroom teacher for a while. In response, she demonstrated shutting off her hearing aids so she could "pretend" not to hear anything, implying that I was at a loss for words.

		I wrote the script at the office and gave it to her to edit. "This script is....," she grumbled as she began to switch on the machine and spew out instructions. In the third paragraph, you mentioned the important role. Bring it up right now. The attribute should always appear at the start of a sentence. Don't bait us by revealing what someone is thinking before they say it. And don't try to convince me that I'm seeing an apple. I can see the apple via my eyes since this is the TV station. Please tell me something new. Don't try to convince me that the father is sobbing as you show him crying. Because you were there, tell me all you know about him." "This is so brazen!" she said as she crossed out sections of the script with large red ink strokes. She put arrows all over the place to shift phrases around. She yelled loudly enough for everyone in the office to hear. She then instructed me to return to her room to revise, which I did after she'd rewritten, rewritten, and rewritten until she said, "OK, no more bragging, it's tight." "I can turn this into a piece of art."

		"Your voice sounds like the parody Saturday Night Life!" she exclaims at my voiceover. "You let my career go down the gutter!" she cried when we were assigned to the entertainment news. "Exactly!" she said as she chased me through the newsroom. We don't have "Leave me alone," she said as she escorted me out of the editing room. I'm attempting to improve your appearance!" She did, though. I also pay attention and take notes.

		We spent a lot of time together, and I'm sure you'll tell me at some point. As a result, I'm still waiting. When she told the team she was always thinking about drugs and couldn't sleep at night, I strained my ears in the car. It immediately seemed to me that what she was doing—struggling to live a clean life on a daily basis—was far more important than what I was trying to do, which was learning how to produce television news. I simply lowered my head to listen, watch, and go to her for assistance.

		Everything changed not long after that. "I can't be more like this," she shouted as she stormed into my room, slammed the door, and screamed. I suppose I'll have to go out and purchase some medication." "Don't be so foolish!" I cried back. Do you realize how courageous you are? Accomplish you realize how courageous it is for you to do what you're doing?" I'm not brave at all. I'm just too tense right now. I'm nearly finished with it. "Come on, you'll be over it in no time. She got up and went to one of the anonymous therapy venues she frequented. I believe we both realized at that point that we each had something to prove to ourselves and the firm—but we didn't have to prove it to one other. We also have a lot to learn from one another. From then on, none of us would let go. Because he is allowing the other person to languish as a result of his fear, trust continues to build.

		We established a fantastic team. 'Bao! Three flowers are too many!' she still squeals over my writing, but we laughed again—as did everyone else in the workplace. And when we work together and laugh, I perform better and she lives a happier life.

		We covered assassinations, political conventions, the Olympics, and the Cannes Film Festival all over the world. We are on the scene, no matter where we are. Take, for example, boxing. "Do you know anything about boxing?" the leadership asked when we were deployed to a world championship middleweight boxing contest in Las Vegas between Marvelous Marvin Hagler and Roberto Duran.

		What about you, sir? No Let's get started!"

		In Las Vegas, the homeroom sister requested a boxing specialist editor. She had to bring in a photographer and organize shooting right away because she wasn't allowed to record the game, so she could capture the last minute of the morning program on the East Coast, as well as my commentary. What are your thoughts on the game?

		How do I leave a comment?

		On most days, you learn on the job, but in the media sector, you must learn quickly and become an expert almost immediately. You were swept into the event in the blink of an eye, and the world began to swirl around you. You must first ask the appropriate questions of the appropriate individuals, then listen and learn. When I got to Caesar Palace (alone because we only had one press pass), I thought to myself, "the appropriate people" here are reporters who view boxing as a life goal. I approached a few folks near the ring, including ABC's Dick Schapp and the Sports Illustrated crew. I seek their assistance. "Here's a piece of paper; could you kindly take down a few short notes- who struck whom in the round with a rapid left hit or a right hook?" Thank you very much for writing as much as you can; I'll return for the paper once the game is done "(You know, individuals who are very talented at what they do frequently freely exhibit their abilities rather than being stingy with them.) That contest is known as "match of the year," and it is for me as well. That's exactly what occurs in the editing room: fifteen insane rounds. We and the editor combed through the notes to find the highlights—for example, Hagler beat Duran with a solid right hook in the first half, while Duran struck Hagler in the twelfth round with a strong mid-face. The editor put the photographs together, we put the facts together with what I've seen, and it all came together to make a match. It left a big financial effect.

		By the way, our editor was in the restroom of a Las Vegas radio station that night. The TV news was so engrossing that I had to record my narrative in between flushes. Marvelous Marvin retained her championship in the end, and my lovely hostess and I formed a team that covered more boxing news on our broadcasts. We stayed close friends all these years later, and I still think that she taught me pretty much all I know about breaking news: Despite the fact that I was employed by CBS, I truly work for you. You push me, support me, and advise me—and when I couldn't handle challenging difficulties, she yelled at me, frequently in four-letter terms. You forewarned me about traps, temptations, and ethical norms. She did, however, add gasoline to the fire that was blazing inside of me: dig into the facts, locate the truth, then produce a film and present it to the world in a precise, crisp, perceptive, and correct manner. moral ethics is the study of morality. That's what she teaches, and these are the ideals I've always tried to adhere to. I would have never made it through my initial years working in the media network if I hadn't been modest enough to seek for help time and time again, and if I hadn't listened when she talked. Even now, I frequently call her for advice. She is still one of my closest friends, and I am very proud of her for remaining sober.

		Oh! Welcome to the world of maturity. No one except you is responsible for your actions: your parents, friends, society, and the corporate world. God, you are not a scapegoat. You are the only one who can make a difference in your life. It's also never too early to start teaching ethical behavior.

		Stand solid in your convictions. Stand solid in who you are - all the benefits and drawbacks. To go ahead, know what you will and will not do. Know what you're willing to tolerate and what you're not. This is a huge problem, believe me. Work will put your ethics to the test, therefore put them to the test every day.

		Let's face it, life after graduation is an entirely other animal, with a DIFFERENT capitalization of the term. You are always in real life, and others want you to act accordingly. Despite the sensation, you are not a cork that sails out into a vast, rough, bouncing ocean, whirling by forces beyond your control. Others' morals aren't always the same as yours. You are solely accountable for your own actions. Yes, you must study the binding principles in your chosen area, but you will pay dearly if you neglect the distinction between good and evil that you already understand. It's not just about sleep deprivation.

		Assume that if you do an excellent job, others will notice. What will you do in order to maintain that terrifying job? How far will you be able to go? Not long after appearing on CBS news, I was asked that question. When I started to improve on screen, there was another well-known female moderator who happened to be a friend of mine. As usual, the studio made a great commotion when she was hired, but she didn't go down well with the public. This isn't rare on the morning news; it's like a meat grinder crushing individuals and spitting them out, implying that the agency wants her out. Please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please, please When one is alone However, I was allocated to activities that were meant to be her responsibility. It was obvious that he was attempting to make her feel untrustworthy. They forced me to sit next to her in order to record. Whatever I do is directly behind her, instilling fear in her. Remember, many who have grown up with this lady in such a powerful position are hoping she would crumble under the pressure and quit on her own. As for me, I'm sure the ready-to-go coordinator will arrive and plop into my elder sister's chair. I've known for a long time that many trustees use this type of deception.

		They devise a "rapid focus" technique, possibly forgetting about their own later years.

		However, because this game is so fresh to me, it has left a lasting effect on me. "You know what, this is not my style," I muttered as I approached one of them. I'd want to work, but not in this manner." I'm not Mother Teresa, don't get me wrong. I'll confess that I like having more screen time and attention. And it's simple to justify with an explanation: the people in charge of the company are older and wiser than I am, and that's how it's intended to be. However, this is not the case.

		If my feet cross the border of morality, I can't blame the employer or the work. If my gut tells me something isn't right, that's a warning I shouldn't do it. I can't know what's wrong and yet do it, then blame the company's culture for allowing it to happen. I am fully accountable for my conduct.

		The most important element is that I refused to put any pressure on my friend. In any case, she came forward, and I never had to look her in the eyes, nor did I ever feel like I had hurt her. What about the folks who entrusted me with the task? They are no longer in positions of power.

		Another tale exemplifies what I'm trying to say. Years later, a director contacted me and asked me to continue the reporting we had started together. I phoned the individuals in the report after a month of preparation to confirm the scenario settings. They unintentionally divulged that the creator had purchased the rights to their narrative with the intention of turning it into a TV show and then selling it. Oh, my goodness! I knew he was using me and the program to promote his own scheme at that point. I'm aware that this is incorrect. We aren't allowed to use news events for personal gain, and his instincts must have told him that was wrong, because he kept it hidden. I was both insulted and perplexed. I'm mad because if I put my name and face on the event, people will assume I'm aware of it. That business transaction should be overlooked. I immediately resigned from my assigned position.

		The result is that a major event is ruined, a business relationship is ruined, and the owner's reputation is tarnished. Responsibilities contribute to a positive reputation, and in the media industry, as in many others, our reputation is everything. We're all revealing our own moral standards more and more, and we're all aware of the boundaries we won't cross. More often than not, instinct tells me what is more dangerous than right or wrong. Maybe it was because of my black Irish heritage, but I believed in the superstition of sowing the wind and reaping the storm. So be cautious.

		As the competition in the media industry is getting stronger and stronger, the pressure is gradually increasing unbelievably intense. There are more programs, more topics More responsibilities, many people like me vying for the big “jobs” (interview with key audience of the day) (interview with key audience of the day). Everyone has a temptation to want to knock someone down in order to lift themselves up. I was referring to the slurs that a competitor used to win over my interviewee: “Oh, you don't need to be on her show. Doesn't bring any prestige! My audience is much larger! anyway, she wouldn't mind interviewing you after me." Believe it or not, things like that sometimes happen between famous, well-paid reporters jostling for important interviews.

		No, I don't want to look clean. Honestly, I won that audience by saying, "If you don't put on my show first, forget it, I can't do it later". That kind of movement came from my mouth more times than I'd like to admit. In fact, I didn't admit it until a well-known woman in the industry told me, she heard another famous reporter say, 'I've really started to be wary of words when speaking. about sister." Winning by smearing my opponent is not the kind of person I want to be.

		How do you get your instincts to tell you about morality? You already know. The spiritual and moral lessons learned from parents, teachers, and religion that have been absorbed by your instincts will speak back to you, guiding you throughout your life. The point is to listen. When you're under pressure, you have to take time to stop and talk to yourself, reflect on what your own morals are, what you've been taught.

		And that process never stops, that's why we need wise teachers. They not only teach us how to work, but also teach us special ethical principles of the profession. The first day they came to work at CBS, they made me read over and over again the CBS regulations and handbook. And the boss sister There's a better way to do my crazy duties: you pound them on my head, so I can learn what's right and wrong as a reporter. “Don't stage any scenes about an event. We just record what happens. We do not do let them happen”.

		“Don't say you're covering one issue when it's really about another. "

		“Do not let the subject buy or give you anything what."

		"don't,,, don't,,, don't". that's my background.

		When you're born, identify someone whose professional life and ethical choices you admire. Until you're asked to do something dangerous or questionable and find your conscience a bit tormented – then ASK THEM!. They will have the extra moral and spiritual guidance you need in your pursuit of success.

		Our professors occasionally emerge out of nowhere, with no need for assistance. Following my time at CBS, I wrote some news items for a now-defunct television magazine (another one). That day, we drove to Orange Area, California, where the trailer park had been established as the majority of the county was covered in orange groves. Companies, on the other hand, are increasingly seizing land and evicting residents. "We have a very important visitor - Maria Shriver of CBS," one of the organizers remarked during a nightly gathering of the people there " People clapped and cheered, and I took that as a sign that I needed to get up in front of everyone and say something. I experienced a sudden rush of exhilaration, behaving in accordance with the Democratic Party's "stand up with the people" campaign. I told them that I was delighted to be able to bring up their story, that they were being persecuted by large corporations, and that they were ordinary people who deserved to be heard. A standing ovation was given to me. I returned to the squad in the rear of the room, ecstatic with the triumph.

		The cameraman, a senior news reporter and one of my country's first electronic videographers, then yanked me out. "You should never do something like that again." She's a journalist, not a politician. You didn't come here to lend your support to someone else's cause. She's here to acquire information from the general population, then from the corporations, report the story honestly and objectively, and then depart. That is all there is to it. They were ecstatic not because she was a well-known journalist. Surname applauds since she is a well-known figure. What she did was unethical in the extreme. Stop behaving in this manner." I knew he could record that little fiasco and fire me if he didn't care about me. He didn't, and a cherished instructor taught me yet another lesson.

		The life lessons that my parents instilled in me are probably the ones that I use the most. I would have paid more attention to them if I had realized how important they were to my practice. My father is a gentleman with good manners, intellect, wit, decency, and dignity. He showed me that stabbing somebody in the back to get an advantage is never worth it. He stated, "Talent and intellect always triumph; if we are good, we will always get a nice career." Never, he said. Allow our arrogant ego to dictate decisions for ourselves. It's a difficult task! If you're a powerful person like myself, you're likely to have a large ego as well. To be sure, he taught me to surround myself with individuals who were honest enough to tell me when my ego was ready to triumph.

		Mother instilled in me the ability to be resilient and to find my own solutions to issues and hurdles. She, like her father, was a firm believer in honesty and accountability. She told me—and demonstrated to me—that in order to deal with a negative circumstance, I had to confess it, accept responsibility for it, not blame anybody else, and then go on.

		My parents also instilled in me the value of hard work. They taught me to appreciate and admire those who had to work every day to support their families, and they taught me to respect and admire people who work two or even three jobs at the same time to support their families. "You are lucky to have a career and lucky to do what you love," Mom would often say. My parents also instilled in their children the importance of community service and giving what we have. In the 1960s, my father established the Peace Foundation, Jobs Foundation, and Head Start, among other projects. My mother is founded on the assumption that everyone is aware of the mentally disabled's capacity to complete specific activities in order to create a special Olympic Games. All of my parents' initiatives encourage everyone to volunteer and donate generously. It's a family tradition that fills our spirits, and my wife and I are attempting to pass that gift on to our children, so that they grow up with the chivalrous hearts of their grandparents, instead of being self-centered.

		"Don't rely on your attractiveness," my mum also told me. My mother would be right behind them, reminding me that the world is full with lovely women, that beauty comes and goes, and that if I want to achieve something in life, I had to do it with my head. In reality, there's no denying that beauty has aided me. Good looks are usually beneficial in the television profession. But, in my opinion, it is also a career in which we can only survive and prosper if we are resilient, persistent, smart, and understand how to maintain our reputation. We won't be able to live if we keep going back and forth, lying, or breaking curved failing.

		I'm sorry to say this, but I believe many of you will fail in your pursuit of his dream. Many of you will fail, either in achieving certain goals or in realizing some of your current desires. However, there is one thing you must understand: failure is the mother of success. You can rest confident, but you'll also stay in the same location, if you don't risk being ludicrous, foolish, or occasionally silly. If you avoid failure, you will also avoid the joys of life. What if it doesn't work out? It has the potential to be freeing. In reality, I've discovered that the majority of outstanding performers have had numerous severe setbacks. On graduation day, I wish someone had told me that. Instead, everyone replied, I may move on, do whatever I want, and be whatever I want to be without any detours or U-turns. The suggestion is that you should be ashamed if you fail. The truth, on the other hand, is not that simple.

		Remember, when I graduated, my first big aim was to manage a news show. That ambition came true eight years later, in 1985, when I became the CBS morning news co-coordinator. Every minute of it is etched in my mind. It's as though you're living with it.

		You can't understand how emotional coordinating that concert was for me. I also have no idea what it's like to promote and compete on an equal footing with my co-moderator, Forrest Sawyer. I'm guessing I'm on my way. Nothing has or will be able to stop me now that I've started. After all, I was a part of an exclusive group of female national morning presenters, which was a dream come true for me.

		In fact, I was so high in the sky that I had forgotten about the airline executives' ruthless behind-the-scenes maneuverings on the ground. No, I'm not a total moron. I recall that when Forrest and I took over the CBS Morning News, it was third in the ratings after Good Morning America and Today. I realize we're newbies who can't keep up with the bigger names - the bigger names have never been able to propel this program to the top - but I felt we were playing a level playing field, so I acted openly and honestly. I'm still a naïve young man. I made an effort not to read the reviews too closely. Okay, go ahead and lie. When I read sentences like these in the Washington Post, how could I not notice? Forrest Sawyer... was paired with Maria Shriver's hair in the episode.

		Shriver did not seem interested in the answers to many of the questions, with the exception of “Comb of where am i?" and “What time will Arnold be home?” When she curls her hair into her cheeks and flattens her face due to an overdose of alum, she resembles one of the following cartoon characters.

		Okaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa It's about to become personal. Review of the hair. That's something we have to deal with on a regular basis. The narrative of excavating leaves was hard at times, but I made it through—sort of like crossing a spinning waterfall on a little raft. I can completely image having to paddle if one falls into this specific creek.

		Rowing, to be precise. During the year I worked as a morning news coordinator, there were three chairpersons—two men and one woman—all vying for attention with three distinct schedules, three different programming viewpoints, and three different ways of presenting information. Various approaches are designed to make us organizers appear more appealing. They believed Forrest was stiff in general and encouraged him to relax. They want a whole makeover, in my opinion. Let's get going. My hair, of course, put me on the first page of the Washington Post.

		"Her tresses. It's been much too long. Take a step back. It diverts far too much of one's attention."

		"Her tresses. The hue is far too dark. A lighter shade of dye. It's preferable to see blonde hair first thing in the morning."

		"You have too much hair here." In one morning, her looks and voice were too much to handle."

		"Don't grin in front of the camera." Unprofessional".

		"Don't use any more vivid colors," she says. She appears to be far too dangerous for a woman."

		As you might expect, having so many things in my body that need to be mended makes me feel a little vulnerable. However, since the chairpersons are in charge of directing the groups and observing the audience, I believe they must be knowledgeable about what they're talking about. I strive to have a really upbeat mindset. Despite the zigzag in management, we managed to boost the ranking score to an unprecedented level at the end of the year. I'm proud of what we've accomplished, and I've learnt and developed.

		The business sent all of its morning program workers to London to announce Prince Andrew and Sarah Ferguson's wedding after sitting dormant for over a year. Not because we were on live broadcast hour after hour, not because we had huge guests, and not because the show was colorful, thrilling, and entertaining, but because it was the summer of '86. Because of what occurred after that, I remember.

		The program's team met at the London office to congratulate one another and speculate on how long the royal marriage might survive. What we don't realize is that the marriage has lasted longer than we have.

		The firm's director came to the London office and complemented us, saying that we were a terrific team, and then leaving. Then, later that day, we received word — via fax! – that the Morning News would be discontinued. Not only Forrest and I, but the entire show. That's all there is to it; it's over. "Hasta la vista, darling," as someone I know once remarked. (Baby, I'll see you soon.)

		Keep in mind that corporate insiders will deceive you. Some individuals even lie to you in front of your face, which was astonishing to me at the time. Call me an idiot—or, better still, an idiot—but when this news came in the press months ago, I must have noticed a warning sign: According to a source close to the company's leadership, Maria Shriver, co-coordinator of the CBS morning news, will be leaving her post in the coming months "for personal reasons." She makes a threat. He quit his demanding career at CBS to move back to the West Coast and spend more time with his hubby. According to an insider, CBS News management did not try to persuade him not to quit.

		Star? I have a fever. Never have I had a talk like that, never have I said anything like that, never have I ever considered it. What source did they use for that?

		That's nonsense. When I queried the director of the agency, they appeared surprised – yeah, "play" is the term in the most literal sense here. They can't comprehend where the press gets its information. Okay, I reasoned, that can't be true, so don't pay attention to it any longer. Yes, it is correct. I was too stupid to realize that "knowledge leak" was a thing. For the press, reporting the bosses means saying things like: "We are quite hopeful about the morning news with Maria Shriver and Forest Sawyer, and I see no need to modify that lineup," one of them remarked.

		"See?" I said to myself. "They are devoted to us." However, it was one of the persons that dismissed us a few months later. I was taken aback, ashamed, and irritated. I've never had a serious failure in my life. Sure, there were a few minor setbacks—remember how I failed miserably at Sound Wizard engineering? This time, though, it was a public failure. The tale of chopping The show is distributed throughout the United States. Unfortunately, although my family taught me that politicians who lose elections return home, unsuccessful television news appears to be a lifelong failure. How could anything like this happen to me? People seem to avert my gaze wherever I go. I have a fatal disease: I am obliterated! People regard me as though I have a contagious illness. They feel sorry for me! What am I supposed to do now? My ideal job has vanished. My career, if not my life, is undoubtedly ended.

		I realize those sentiments seem very awful today, but I felt them at the time. That, I believe, is it, and I'm sure everyone else agrees. But it wasn't long before I realized I was mistaken. As a result of the failure, I began to hear from individuals who had been in similar situations and who were willing to share their experiences. Walter Cronkite once told me that he felt his career was ended when he was "retired" from CBS Afternoon News. Imagine that now. Barbara Walter told me about what occurred when she was the co-coordinator of ABC World News Tonight and was subsequently fired - but how it led to her current successful job. Many successful individuals tell me that failing has helped them develop spiritually and that they have gotten frustrated and confused along the road. It takes time, but it occurs frequently.

		For my part, getting fired does not make me fear for my job; rather, it gives me the courage to stick to my guns and be myself at work. To be honest, I think I performed my best on the CBS Morning News after hearing it was about to be canceled. The entertainment department has given CBS News the show, a time constraint, and enough ingredients to create cornbread. There's barely a month left to air. During that month, I didn't give a damn what my bosses had to say about my work or what we were doing. I no longer respect them, their beliefs, or the way they operate. I'm finally able to be myself on film, and it feels fantastic. We would do it jointly if Forrest and I were both interested in the same subject—a TV taboo, but we didn't have to. We spend more time on a good interview if it's a good one. We became more spontaneous and natural. Many individuals said they didn't understand why the show was so tense. Neither of us has any idea what's going on.

		For those of us who have gone through the news battle together, the final day of the Morning News was incredibly emotional. Forrest handed me an engraved bracelet with the words "Giving My Battle Friend" etched on it. The CBS board of directors offered me another job, but I declined. I finished watching the CBS show on 57th Street and never went back.

		I arrived in Los Angeles disheartened, disillusioned, and despondent, wallowing in self-pity. But, as I previously stated, I've learned that when individuals fail, it's critical to learn from their mistakes. Please make advantage of it. Allowing it to lead or destroy you is not a good idea. Above all, don't let it hold you back. Keep your head up, dust off your ego, and do what you've always feared: get back on that horse and ride it.

		I obtained a position with NBC News a month later, earning 70% of my previous income. As a reporter, I'm starting all over again. In some ways, I'm back in first grade - but this time without the safety net of my homeroom teacher. I was dead set on regaining my prior status and money, and I almost succeeded. I may never be as well-known or earn as much air time as I did on the Morning News, but I did reclaim my previous pay and self-respect.

		But, most importantly, it is because of that failure that I am who I am today. With frustration and rejection, I've learnt to keep my head high. I've learnt to keep my head up and persevere patiently. Now, if someone asks me to change my hairdo, my voice, or worse, cross the line of morality to make up stories, I'll say NO to someone with inner power, and of course, because what can they do to me? Is it better to fire or terminate my plan? It's all happened to me.

		I frequently question interviewers about their biggest achievements and setbacks these days. Failure reveals considerably more about a person's character than achievement. On the journey to stardom, people frequently disclose that their biggest failing is allowing their personal life to suffer or break down. Their candor and transparency aided me in focusing on my goals and objectives in life. Lesson: Work was my life's ambition until I failed. I poured my heart, soul, intelligence, and effort into it. That is a mistake I will never make again. The realization that you might lose your job at any time, that you can become famous rapidly, and that work can carry on without you made me motivated. Stop exerting yourself in your profession. Work is still a huge part of my life now, but it isn't who I am. I am not the same person I was before my defeat, and I would never swap that experience for anything. That doesn't mean I'm not in pain.

		So, whatever the Washington Post has to say about my hair, ignore it. Supergirl is no longer alive... And it's possible that Superman is on Viagra. Of course, this isn't the case for everyone. My spouse forced me to tell you he's a superhero, but there's no Viagra within 50 miles of my home. But when I say Supergirl is dead, I mean it. To put it another way, you can't do everything. And, more importantly.

		YOU DO NOT HAVE TO DO EVERYTHING YOU DO NOT NEED TO DO EVERYTHING

		You CANNOT have a thriving, successful, and strong profession, win Mother of the Year, and be a fantastic wife and lover all at the same time. No one is capable. If you see gorgeous, successful women on magazine covers professing to be able to do it all, believe me, you have no idea what's going on.

		For for than two decades, women have been hurting themselves with the idea of SUPERMAN, which I believe to be extremely harmful to my health. People told me when I graduated from university that everything is within everyone's reach. I am convinced that if I work hard enough, I will be like Barbara Walters at work (which is my desire) and Mother Earth at home (always ready, patient, and caring, but yet self-sufficient). Make the bed, as well as look like a model (not sweaty) and rock'n'roll in bed with her spouse. If Martha Stewart can do it, I'm confident in my cooking abilities as well.

		Life, however, is a marathon, as my mother taught me. It had been a long process. Every time I get angry, I moan to my mother about how I can't seem to succeed in any element of my life. "Mary, you can and should be all you want to be," she added. Something to work on over the course of your life. Don't attempt to do everything at once; you won't be able to. If you keep trying, everyone around you, including yourself, will suffer." It took a long time for me to start absorbing those clear statements.

		"What the hell is Maria talking about?" you might ask. She had it all, and she took care of it all." That isn't correct. I am not in charge of everything. My resume does not compare to that of Barbara Walters or Oprah Winfrey. I see ladies at my children's school who, let alone me, would put June Cleaver and Martha Stewart to shame. My children informed me that their mother made their children's Halloween outfits. Those are ladies I admire.

		I'm not even sure how to thread the needle. Every night, the other's mother rapidly prepares exquisite dinners. Microwave popcorn is my favorite snack. Get engaged in the parent-teacher union instead of assisting the kids with academics. Give it a go. My spouse says this because he doesn't completely comprehend all that goes on at home.

		There are just too many things I'm not capable of, much less mastering. But I've learned to perform a few things well when they're needed and delegate the rest to others. The most essential thing is to keep yourself from torturing yourself. If, no matter how accomplished I am, I still feel lacking, I am in a condition of discontent. It was time for me to quit making myself feel powerless.

		The first step is to stop comparing myself – and you – to others. Comparing your inner (poor) feelings to the (wonderful) exterior of someone else is admitting defeat. That is a standard that cannot be met. We'll constantly come up short. Women, in particular, are aware of what I'm implying: We frequently compare ourselves to others in an attempt to make ourselves feel inferior.

		Maria's method for thinking oneself as inferior is as follows: As a reference point, I deliberately selected an extremely high-status individual. Then forget about all of her hardships and the sacrifices she had to make. Then you'll undervalue all of your own possessions, such as your abilities, gifts, and God-given talents. Finally, I put my wishes into the unidirectional gears and set out on a route that was beyond my resources. And there you have it! I consider myself to be ineffective. That is the formula for self-deprecation. Comparing oneself to others is rarely beneficial to your own development. It frequently causes us to feel hopeless. Overcoming this propensity is proving to be a significant challenge for me. I know I've spoken about humility a lot, but let's go over it again.

		Humility implies accepting oneself exactly as you are, with all your assets and disadvantages. It's all about taking a step back and looking at the big picture: where you are now, what you've accomplished, and what you want to do. Humility does not imply a condescending low self, nor does it cover up mediocrity. The contemporary work is not made of stone. It will shift. That is self-awareness. "You are the child, and you are the only one," my father would always emphasize. "Anyone who lives near me, works with me, or spends their life with me is really fortunate," he remarked. When I'm travelling down the road of life, I try to keep those concepts in mind. You will have to remind yourself that you are a valued human on a regular basis, since there will be individuals in your life who will want to pull you down for their own gain (and especially if you are a woman, may want to do it themselves). Every morning and night, I write a maxim on the mirror to remind myself to read. "I am a creator, I have abilities, and I can control those powers," in other words. However, there are instances when I am perplexed or have low self-esteem. I still have a yellow piece of paper in my wallet that my father wrote to me many years ago. I am a rare child, a clever one, and he loves me, my father wrote. No matter how badly I fail one day, no matter who makes me doubt myself, every time I read that piece of paper, I feel better. I'm in a fantastic mood. Feel the strength

		Because life and your reactions to it might knock you off balance, your own life is exactly what you need. Find a maxim, a concept, or a prayer that will help you get out of the circumstance, then utilize it to rebuild strength and reclaim your identity.

		So, instead of attempting to win in every aspect of your life, don't set yourself up for failure. But hold yourself to a high level. Determine what "excellence" means in each area for yourself and strive for it. I'm not implying that it has to be planned. Set attainable goals that will help you climb and improve, in my opinion.

		When I catch myself sliding into a cliche or becoming bored, I attempt to shake myself up and rethink. For example, I've been unable to use a computer for the past three years. My five-year-ideas old's that I am allergic to CD-ROMs (which I am). I lose confidence every time I see a CD). I'm not familiar with the internet. Despite this, I felt entirely at ease during my years of being "blind" to computers (which is exactly what I am). It's normal for me to feel like I don't comprehend anything since I'm self-critical.

		Accept it and move forward. However, over a period of self-examination, I suddenly realized that I had the ability to change totally. A true genius. I participated in the New Year's revolution, learning more about computers than just word processing on the NBC-provided laptop. And I made the decision to go online, which made me feel like I was being forced to perform a nude circus on a unicycle. If it had been back then, I would have spent eighteen hours a day on the computer, till I was as excellent as I could be in the shortest amount of time. Now I consider myself and my time in a more realistic light. I'm not willing to give up time with my kids or job for that computer project, but I'm also not willing to accept my mediocrity as a result of those duties. So I set really high goals for myself and strive to achieve them gradually but steadily. Where can I get spare time to learn more about cybernetics? I don't waste time ruminating on how horrible I feel about myself any longer. You'll be surprised at how much spare time you'll have as a result of it.

		The key is to shift your emphasis away from the unpleasant and toward the good. I try not to put too much pressure on myself to reach a goal that I know I won't be able to achieve. I advanced beyond myself to become who I am now. My spouse has taught me a few things, one of which is to never freeze. When you are unable to do a task on your own, you become perplexed. He persisted in his efforts. And he never stops learning. There he found joy and fulfillment. He seeks out things that he is unable to participate in and works to make them feasible, gently and steadily, and without humiliation. To learn how to play, he was willing to make himself appear like a fool on tennis courts and golf courses. He enjoys making fun of himself. He just recognized that he would never be as good as Peter Sampras or Tiger Woods when they were twelve – and that he would have to accept his current level, no matter how low it was. That's pure humility; I'd never use that term to describe "he" in a million years.

		I will, however, use that term to refer to my mum. I sincerely hope that by the time I reach the age of my mother, I will be able to sample whatever I desire. Will have a successful media career and be proud of it. God has given you four dogs, whom I shall rear (without being sent to an insane asylum). My husband would consider it a blessing to live his life with me, since I would be the wife of horror in every meaning of the word. (At least for now, I have the same feelings for him.) I'll be a nice sister, and I'll respect, adore, and admire my parents for who they are as individuals, as husband and wife, and most importantly, as my parents. I'll embrace the reality that I'll never be as successful as Oprah Winfrey, write like Emily Dickinson, act like Meryl Streep, or be as attractive as Martha Stewart (help me! she's everywhere!)

		Our lives are like a jigsaw puzzle or a mosaic. We must locate the flavor, position the parts, and assemble them for ourselves. When I was younger, I had a buddy who found she could write books, but she couldn't do the writing. She chastised herself for not being able to pursue a career as a writer. However, while she was in her thirties, she met an instructor who advised her to stay with a job that paid well and write books after work if writing couldn't pay the bills. And that's precisely what she does now: she follows her heart and lives her life to the fullest. We Supergirls may all pretend to be famous and stick to it, but we can all live in peace with the outcomes we obtain.

		The moral of the story is that perfectionism does not make you perfect. It causes you to sense any force. You aren't ineffective just because you can't accomplish everything. People, you are a child. You can't ignore it any more than you can escape the truth. Self-acceptance is the objective. "To be or not to be - it takes time and wisdom," Shakespeare could remark if he were a Supergirl. Your career will be altered by your children (not your whole life). You are not required to complete all tasks. Again, this is a continuation of Chapter 6: You won't be able to do everything. When you have a baby, you can't do things the way you used to because you can't do things the way you used to. In other words, don't expect to be as busy working, doing anything, or traveling anywhere once you've married. Because if you do, your children will suffer – and believe me, shame will damage your job as well if you perceive your children are at a disadvantage.

		I waited a long time to marry and gave birth to my first daughter when I was thirty-four years old. To tell you the truth, I'm just as ignorant when it comes to parenting as I was when it came to making headlines in Philadelphia. Raising children, in fact, proves to be significantly more difficult than any other aspect of journalism.

		I was loving my career and giving birth at the same time. I'm happy that three years after being fired/cancelled/removed from the CBS Morning News, I've reinvented myself on another network. It took a lot of effort for me to keep up with the two weekly NBC news programs that I coordinated.

		Everyone thinks my schedule is insane, but it isn't. I'm overjoyed. Both the end-of-day news program in New York and today's Sunday news broadcast in Washington DC are coordinated by me. You claim it's not too bad? That's correct, I'll fly from LA to NY on Friday, then to DC late Saturday before returning to the west coast on Sunday. I enjoy being able to move quickly. I enjoy visiting to the show's set and interviewing celebrities such as Cori Aquino, Fidel Castro, and King Hussein. I enjoy moving about and coordinating the program. I enjoy the people I work with, the work's challenge, and the level of success I've achieved. It's the culmination of years of effort.

		So, if I become pregnant, I hope to continue to appear on both of the programs that I coordinate, since I can't image myself doing differently. Yes, I'll have to slow down a little, but didn't I say I could/must be able to accomplish everything? I don't think I'll give up anything in order to save money. (That's why, in the event of morning sickness, I think it's quite normal to have a bucket at the dispatch desk.) Or dash into the bathroom during a commercial to puke, then dash back to the dispatcher in time to announce, "Welcome back to the Sunday show now" with a grin). I previously gave an interview to a newspaper on the conflict between family and job responsibilities like this, and I am a staunch believer... I think God is in charge of everything, and I am confident in my ability to accomplish both." Now that I'm writing it back, I can't believe how foolish I was. Perhaps the word 'arrogance' is more apt - absolutely certain that what I desire is what God wants for me.

		When remaining at home with children for the first time, reality sets in. I adored her and couldn't fathom being separated from her for even a second. But, at first, I held to my false expectations, spending the most of my maternity leave attempting to balance daycare with commuting and work. I'm sure I can figure it out, but I can't seem to come up with any examples to follow. Although he couldn't take the position of morning news coordinator since it required a lot of travel, there were a few corporate news roles that he thought would be suitable for a parent. Where have all the role models gone? Many successful women before me had to work really hard to get into a male-dominated sector. Some people are still looking for love. Numbers aren't married. There are no children in the number. Years later, a prominent female news reporter informed me that she still feels bad for putting her job before of her family.

		There's also a different kind of pressure. My spouse made it obvious that he did not want to live in New York, which is where NBC's headquarters are located. His is a far greater career than mine, and it's based in Los Angeles. So I stay here with my lovely kid, while my beloved resides in California, my favorite jobs are in New York and Washington, and the events I want to attend are scattered over the country. So I went back to work, pretended nothing had changed, and continued to run about like a maniac. My children amass a large number of boarding passes. But it didn't take long for me to understand I'd been duped. There's nothing better than being a mother and working at the same time. I feel uncomfortable and bad about the other whenever I do this. You must make one sacrifice. I attempted to persuade the upper management to let me coordinate at least one program in Los Angeles. They responded, "No way." Disillusionment drove me home, and I cried.

		Furthermore, the advice of individuals around me perplexed me even further. People recommended me to quit my career and raise my children at home. Fortunately, it's merely a financial decision for me, not an emotional one. Others tell me to stay and work; everything will take care of itself since I am a gifted individual who is deserving of everything I desire. But things don't always go as planned.

		Finally, I approached the company's upper management to explain my situation. I informed him that I couldn't coordinate two programs at the same time, raise a family, and keep my marriage together like I used to. But I don't want to throw away what I've accomplished. He acknowledged my feelings, but made it plain that I had to make a decision. If I decide to stop organizing, he says, other possibilities will undoubtedly arise. Despite his honesty, such a pledge would be meaningless in the television news industry. However, I'm at a crossroads. Both the East Coast show and I said our goodbyes with grief. Consequently,

		The coordinator slot, though, was filled in under five minutes. I was at home in Los Angeles, and the television news machine was still going. I wish I could say I'm relieved right now. In fact, I feel like I've failed once more—this time, sadly, since I can't seem to find out how to have it all. Actually, the agency continues to book me for specials, but I've lost my weekly private show power base. I've returned to my original employment as a reporter. I realize I'm being theatrical when I say "position zero." I understand that hitting rock bottom is being put out on the street, without a job or a family to support. I'm aware that there are millions of women in desperate situations who are unable to rely on anybody except themselves. In fact, I've been seeking for examples of mothers whose children have been pushed to the outside of society and have risen to the top. I adored them and took bravery and strength from them.

		Looking back, I regret wasting so much guilt and tears because the decision was truly mine. I choose to spend the majority of my time with my children and work part-time for NBC. That's something I continue to do to this day. For the yearly Dateline program, I plan and write various newsletters. Leaders in New York worked with me to pick subjects that didn't involve a lot of travel so that I could justify the time away from my children. At least twice a year, I plan and produce my own specials, such as the one-hour documentary about four Wisconsin women who are attempting to get off assistance and find job. I am really privileged to be a part of unique coverage for events such as conferences, elections, Olympic games, inaugurations, and, yes, crucial court hearings. I felt free and comfortable doing all of this, only coming to the studio when it was absolutely required.

		I don't know of anyone else who has worked part-time through a home computer network, as I recall when I settled with NBC more than a decade ago. And firm executives are concerned that if they open the door for me, others would follow suit. However, I worked on television news for thirteen years, sometimes seven days a week, twenty-four hours a day. There isn't a location I won't go for an interview, and there isn't a job I won't accept. They understood I wasn't intending on slipping out onto Malibu Beach to sunbathe when I stated I wanted to host events and work from home as much as possible. Obviously, I want to keep working, although part-time, while raising my children and caring for my family. They also reasoned that if the job didn't turn out, they could terminate me.

		I'm very fortunate. Best wishes to you. I have the financial means to go. With less work, I'm able to work with supervisors who understand my objectives and are prepared to collaborate with me in order to preserve the healthy, stable home life that I desire. Nonetheless, I felt uneasy and guilty after making such a decision. I would have cried less and felt less lonely if I had realized that a decade later, there would be so many people working from home. There's no guarantee that the guilt will go away. I still feel guilty because, given the chance, I still attempt to look after my children. do this work using a high octane rating. I'm aware that I have some clout and clout that can assist me in moving forward, if I put in the effort. Never mind if I had four children when I initially began in Philadelphia or Baltimore.

		Having said that, I owe a debt of gratitude to the women who came before me and helped to break down barriers. If the women who came before me hadn't gone out to work to prove that they could compete, that they were worth the company's investment, I'm sure I wouldn't be able to work part-time while raising children. We are entitled to have our requirements met. Each person makes their own decisions. You must see what you require in order to feel at peace in front of the mirror. You must also be truthful about what you are ready to sacrifice. I have the option of sticking to my guns and spending more time at home. I'm well aware that I'm exceptional. I'd find a way to work full-time if my intuition urged me to. Today, I know women who are not only mothers but also work more than forty hours each week. Their marriage is strong, and their children and jobs are flourishing. They're quite welcome. Something about me doesn't feel right.

		Good moms come in a variety of forms. Consider the type of parent you want to be, rather than comparing yourself to others. My children replied, "Mommy never helps me with my schoolwork!" which made me feel even worse. "Mom never came close to me!" "Diane Sawyer wins interview with Boris Yeltsin?" or "Diane Sawyer wins interview with Boris Yeltsin?" The first is more difficult for me since I cannot bear the guilt if my child says so. (I've been with my kids all day and they've continued to utilize that statement to get my attention.) But I let them turn around since I know that's not the case. I can't bear the guilt if this is true. Oh, and regardless of how much time I spent with my kids, I still won the Yeltsin interview.)

		Anyway, the guilt was still there, so I attempted to organize my life to avoid it. I feel obligated to provide my children with a particular level of attention and care, and I feel bad if I don't. My life now revolves around the curriculum, the children's suffering, and their grief. I needed to learn about what was going on at school, what homework was assigned, how to be a good friend, and how the students frequently competed with one another. My wife and I drop the kids off at school, pick them up, and commute between soccer, dance, contests, and medical visits. But I'm relieved to know that if we can't handle everything, child care will step in as required.

		Overall, now that I think about it, I spend more time attempting to plan an interview with the First Lady than I do trying to schedule an interview with her. After school, around 3:30 p.m., is the most crucial hour on my watch. Between the hours of four and eight, I try to switch off my phone so that I can spend more time with my children and check on their schoolwork. As a result, I occasionally fail to return calls for interviews (goodbye, Yeltsin). On the other side, I had to rush to fetch my kid to daycare with my hair and face smeared in makeup so that I could appear on TV, and then change my clothes in the NBC car on the way to hear the OJSimpson judgment. So I'm still not your average mother.

		Living with my decisions causes me a headache, of course, as an over-achievers. I was still given critical jobs even after having four children. But the truth is that I don't have my own show, and I don't have that right anymore. That shrill noise isn't whining. Let's indulge in a little whining, shall we? It still hurts my feelings that I didn't get the big-name interview because of female moderators, who receive more screen time, have their own shows, and hence have more clout.

		That position has now been vacated by me. And it irritates me when people inquire if I'm still working since they see me hanging out with my kids all day. But, once the wrath and pride had faded, I reminded myself that it was I who had removed myself from that position. It was my decision, and it was the correct decision for me. Now it's the same.

		To be honest, it isn't always simple. I was apprehensive about declining a report that needed extensive travel. I'm not sure whether that was the last drop of water that spilled over into my boss's glasses. I hold my breath every time I deny an assignment because it conflicts with one of my children's special performances or ball games. Surname Will you immediately fire me? Because I wanted to be at home with my kids, I made some risky decisions.

		Consider President Phidel Castro's interview for a two-hour show on the "Cuban Missile Crisis." Because it was a major production, NBC dispatched a vast army of directors and technicians. We wait, and we wait, and we wait, and we wait, and we wait,

		Castro hasn't been seen in a long time. Wait a couple days longer. Castro is still missing. It's getting close to the weekend. Because Monday was my daughter's first day of school, I began to perspire. In the distance, his father was photographing the scenario, and I told him that nothing would stop me from carrying it to class. The first day of school for my child is as significant to me as any international event. (For the first time mother) However, as the next day in Havana dawned, we were informed that Castro was unwell and could not be interviewed due to the weather. My employer informed me that we would be the next ones to wait.

		Castro then summoned me to his office on Saturday. He knew I'd interviewed him before, so he wanted to tell me in person that he's still exhausted and won't be able to do an interview until Monday. "I can't wait!" I said, my stomach cramped. I'm going to take their daughter to school."

		The entire room appeared to come to a halt. My supervisor pushed me beneath the table and demanded that I come out. "Do you think you're crazy?" "Are you completely exhausted?" he inquired. Do you have any idea how long this interview took us to get? Are you aware that if you leave, it's possible that we won't be able to return? Castro was a volatile guy, and she needed to seize him as quickly as possible. I assured my supervisor that I understood everything, but I couldn't help but go home. In retrospect, my young child probably didn't know the difference between the first day of school and the first day of school, but I did. I walked inside and told Castro that I had to go since it was my first kid, but I'd be returning if you could kindly wait for me. My employer, I reasoned, must have stepped in to help. "Just send my kid to school," Castro stated flatly, "and I'll be ready next Saturday." He then exited.

		I travelled back to the United States, dropped off my daughter at school (she didn't cry, but I did), and then flew back to Cuba for one of the most fascinating interviews of my career. By the way, Castro's first words were, "How was the first day of school?" That line has been saved in my bookmarks. So, if at all feasible, try to persuade the owner. Let us strive to persuade them to work in ways that benefit their families, such as flexible working hours, part-time jobs, and job sharing. You may have to resign if you want but they don't. Today, far too many firms place a premium on your family life. And remember, even if you consider work to be your life's purpose, it isn't, and it shouldn't be. It's possible that you'll be replaced at work. Believe me when I say that I know what I'm talking about. However, as a parent, you are indispensable. I'm referring to the father and mother. Fathers must also plan their life in order to provide for their children. Is it necessary for me to tell you that having a kid needs the cooperation of two people? My husband's employment hasn't changed as much as mine since we had our children, but he has, and he makes it plain to his coworkers that his priorities are clear. He brings his children to work whenever he can, participates in sports with them, and supports them with strong, loving hands.

		But let me be clear about something. Neither of us believed we were capable of raising our own children. If it hadn't been for the advise of my pals, I would have died. When we are in trouble, friends will assist us, signal, and lead us, and they will mourn with us. They extend their love cocoon to encompass our family with their children. Parenting is similar to what I stated about finding an instructor at work. Never stop paying attention to sound advise. Never be too smart to ask for assistance, or arrogant enough to believe you can do it on your own. One of the joys that comes to me once my work has gone bad is expanding my circle of acquaintances to include other moms. I've always wanted to work in this virtually exclusively male-dominated area. But now I'm a full member of a women's charity for moms, which is a gift that has really enriched my life.

		The moral of the story is that children may alter your job path. They are, nevertheless, still open Roads you could never have imagined. Children teach you things about yourself that you wouldn't have learned otherwise. Lessons about how to count endurance, forgiveness, love, and how to let go. I learnt how to be in charge of everything in my life. My children, on the other hand, have taught me to put everything behind my back, to be more adaptable, and to embrace them even when they don't think, behave, or feel the same way I do. I can't command them, but I can demonstrate and guide them, as well as appreciate and acknowledge their existence. And, believe me, they're far more fascinating than Boris Yeltsin.

		Is it true that marriage is a lot of work? bearable. Oh, my goodness! That is correct. I was completely unaware of it when I graduated from high school. I wouldn't have squandered my twenties worried about not being able to marry if it hadn't been for that. Actually, if any of you believe it's conceivable, please let me know. Don't worry if you don't find someone suited for you, whether it's a man or a woman. Relax and appreciate your independence since after you're married, you'll no longer have it. After searching for a life mate, a large number of people are dissatisfied with the person they married. Crazy, to say the least.

		Don't get me wrong: I think it's great. I am content with my marriage, which has lasted more than two decades. I married a man who recognized that I was an individual first and foremost, and that my life outside of him was just as essential to me as our life together. Now I know I'd have to inform you if I married someone who didn't want me to have a job, wouldn't tolerate huge Irish Catholic families, and didn't love kids like crazy. Divorce is about enduring excruciating toil, not marriage. But it doesn't imply my marriage was without its difficulties.

		I dreamt not just about a brilliant profession when I graduated from college, but also about a novel-like marriage. It's been dubbed the "nuptial illusion." I really assumed, like so many other young ladies, that if I could find the proper man, dress well, have a great ring, and have a spectacular wedding celebration, well, amazing! It's a one-way ticket to happiness for the rest of your life. To put it another way, just because you know how to get a husband doesn't imply you know how to keep him. Whoever believes his marriage is hard work is almost likely not having a pleasant home life, as comedian Jay Leno famously quipped. Really, the word 'work' conjures up images of errands and housework, as if we won't do it unless we're paid, but we also need a pension. But that's not the type of "job" I'm talking about in this chapter. No, I don't mean that marriage is only a condition of being. It takes time, thinking, and consideration.

		It is the sum total of millions of individual acts taken to live, share life, cooperate, appreciate, rejoice, and develop love with a person, activities carried out through time. lengthy. The mirage of a lovely Prince might ruin a life marriage straight after the honeymoon (princess). (Do I have to include a soundtrack with this?). It is waiting for our spouse to make us happy, organize everything for us, satisfy our wants, be complete with us, know us well, live for us, and make life easy for us. For us, life has a lot of significance. What a blunder. I was fortunate enough to discover this before to my marriage. My future husband told me not long after we started dating, "Don't expect or depend on me to make you happy." Well, I believe it's because you don't have a strong command of the ancient English language. He was having trouble understanding what he was saying. If not you, who else is expected to make me happy? But he was adamant: You must first be pleased with yourself. Separate yourself from what other people provide you and be content with your existence. This is a severe situation. He suggested he may be the icing on the cake, but I shouldn't count on him to be the entire meal. Well, it's not exactly a romantic love song lyric, but I'm sure you're correct.

		The gory lessons of love are as follows: WOMEN, don't expect a guy to construct and proclaim your life. It is up to us to design our own lives and identities. If you don't, you'll have a chilly, worshipful guy in your arms, full of rage and fury, and you'll be unhappy that he didn't live up to your expectations. The issue, though, is not with your husband. The issue is that you have unreasonable expectations. Men (remember, I had four brothers) should not expect a woman to handle and organize all aspects of life other than her work. Maintain your family life as though work is your primary responsibility. You can't choose not to engage in every aspect of your life. Believe again if you think it's too much and that you can't assist with anything but work. Because if you don't, you'll have a stressed-out, chilly, and resentful lady in your arms, and you'll be happy with being upset because she didn't live up to your expectations. However, the issue isn't with the wife; it's with your high expectations.

		Men and women, blaming your mate for not doing what you need to do for yourself is the fastest way to end love. You can be happy with someone, but you can't hold them accountable for making and maintaining your happiness. That isn't right, and it can't be done. If you want your spouse to be a miracle worker, you'll be disappointed and blame them if they can't. Nevermind.

		Directly to eternal pleasure. What's more, guess what? No. It's just another deception that leads to irrational thinking. My marriage is quite strong, yet I'm still not a contented little wife 24 hours a day. Everything is possible. My spouse does things that irritate me, and God forbid, I do the same. Outside tensions and pressures push us away or bring us together on a minute-by-minute basis. There are conflicts, arguments, and moments when you just want to get away with it even when nothing major happens. Life is full of ups and downs, and partnerships are no exception. You aren't required to be cuddly all day.

		What if we don't have to deal with these unpleasant feelings and situations? We may, of course, trap ourselves in the illusion of endless happiness: "Everything is wonderful!" The kids are fantastic! He's fantastic!

		"I'm fantastic!" as well as burying any negative emotions. The issue is that it has no impact. After all, if we accept it's not all sunshine and roses, we'll believe our marriage has irreversible defects. And the truly tragic part is that I might have faced every terrible sensation and event that has passed, and not let the small things that have bothered you for a long time to become a major issue. Perhaps you don't have any romantic notions about marriage. Perhaps your parents separated when you were a child, and you already know that eternal bliss exists only in movies and fairy tales. However, many of my friends who have divorced parents claim they still want to act differently from their parents. They continue to yearn for a wonderful fairy tale.

		My parents just attempted to make things appear simple in my household. You'll fight behind my back if you fight with each other, which I know you do. If you have a disagreement over parenting, you may have it quietly and we won't know. Grandparents seamlessly intertwined with private matters and a couple's obligations, and we are all accountable to each other as a family. But, because my grandparents never discussed what a marriage entailed, I anticipated my own family life to thrive in the same way, spontaneously and economically. second, cheerful, calm

		So here's my recommendation: If you live with your parents and respect their opinions, inquire about the positive and negative aspects of their marriage. Ask What impact do children have on grandparents' relationships? How do you manage your money in general? Does it have an impact on the power dynamic between the two of you? Inquire about your grandparents' beliefs in general. Allow grandparents to remember and absorb their memories. If your parents are anything like mine, they will avoid discussing life's difficulties. Would try to hide any hardships he has had, maybe out of fear that you will forget about your grandparents. Please inform your parents that you require your grandparents to be upfront and honest, and that you will not condemn them. You want to discover things that they wish they had known ahead of time, things that they might have done better, and lessons that Grandpa pulled out. If the parents' marriage is in trouble, If you don't exist, you should inquire as to why. You can learn from your grandparents' errors if they make them.

		Nowadays, if I meet a couple that has been married for a long period, I frequently inquire as to how they do it. (My spouse advised me to do interviews on a regular basis.) Regardless of who they are, they all have something to teach me. What I've heard time and time again from happy relationships is that forgiving is an art that must be respected. My best friend's family is quite happy. I inquired as to how she did it. She and her spouse engage in what she refers to as "auto-forgiveness." "Just go insane if either of us damages the other's feelings or does anything that gets the other furious, which happens a lot since we're both really sensitive people." up, let the other person notice, screw about for a little while, then let it go so you may live happily ever after." That is the meaning of forgiveness. Do not hold on to the emotion of being treated unfairly and then paraded around like a tormented martyr for the rest of your life.

		Forgiveness does not imply that you will always be right. You can truly live correctly if you simply be yourself. It should go without saying, but don't make your partner follow you. Let it go and get on with your life. My acquaintance explained, "I constantly try to tell myself that I love this man, and that I should let go of the anger and return to that love as quickly as possible." Live your life with love.

		She claims it's a means of keeping the joy alive rather than continuing the suffering. It's a sound piece of advise that can be put into practice. So, before you respond, "I agree," practice forgiveness. You must also ensure that you have a good time prior to being married. After marriage, you'll have a terrific time, but it'll be a different type of great, if you know what I mean. Take advantage of your independence. Make the most of your time to get to know yourself and figure out what you want and need. Then, with your eyes wide open, wait for wonderful love to emerge, someone who will adore you for who you are.

		Also, be certain you adore that individual for who he or she is. It's quite unlikely that your life partner will change (meaning one in a billion billion). They are not going to change. Surely, the things that irritate and anger you the most will never change. Your readiness to tolerate such things will shift over time. Tell your spouse about your hopes and aspirations for yourself and your marriage. Ascertain that you have the same number of children, money, beliefs, and lifestyle as you desire.

		But don't expect your prospective partner to be the most important person in your life or to have all the alternatives. She aspires to be like you, and she wants to talk about everything with you. No one is capable of doing so. Have you ever wondered why you have so many different types of friends? Friends are persons who mirror various facets of your life and hobbies. Other moms, lovers, diet companions, chatters, and sworn sisters exist for me. It's a completely unique support system that I created myself, which is especially crucial given that I don't have a biological sibling. They assisted me in caring for the children, told me I didn't have to be Supergirl, and shouted at me that dropping five pounds was pointless. A girlfriend is someone who compensates for your flaws by providing you with an intimate relationship. It's something that friends are born to do.

		My own experience has taught me that, even if I do everything before getting married, it still requires a little luck and the willingness to make complete sacrifices. Even so, your marriage could not work out. If that's the case, please don't torment yourself for the rest of your life over it. Please get assistance as soon as possible to get back to normal. My coworker and I both did the same thing. Her and her spouse truly put the children's best interests first. They assist one another and have grown to be wonderful friends, sharing parenting, pleasures, and sorrows. They just do not share a bed.

		Looking back on my life, I am thankful that God did not allow me to marry until I was thirty years old. I met my future spouse when I was twenty-one years old, around two months after graduation. I fell in love with you right away. (I'll go into more detail about this later.)

		But I'm still unsure of what I'm doing or what I'll do. I was still terrified, insecure, and unable to handle what this man was about to do to me. As my profession evolved, I gained a better understanding of myself and increased my self-assurance. In the meanwhile, you're doing OK. He has actually valued what I believe vital for the last six or seven years. He discovered that, like him, I had a lot of ambition, that family is very important to me, and that religion is a huge part of my life. You know how much I enjoy chatting, how interested I am, how healthy I am, how hot-tempered I am, and how used to going my own way I am. To put it another way, he knew I'd be a naughty wife (and I'd have to be deaf and dumb to assume I can't see that you're more than bothersome.) And then he made the decision to marry me for good. He didn't compel me to change, which was fortunate for me. Di He did, however, suggest that I calm down, that I talk too much, ask too many questions, and enjoy being in charge. You, on the other hand, never urged me to stop being myself. And I did so in a sincere manner.

		I, like you, practice the art of forgiving. We'll have to work out together. There's one major issue with which we disagree, but don't make me talk about it. Things would be a lot simpler if I married the guy next door or a guy from the United States. However, I do not accept. I fell in love with this Austrian guy who was completely unlike anything I could have imagined, but I did.

		I'm in love with my instincts, and everything is wonderful so far. How many colleagues have you worked with in newsrooms throughout the years? Mine is divorced, which, to be honest, makes me nervous. A career takes up a lot of time. Due to a lack of time, there is often no room for a pair. I'm now spending the most of my time with my family. I look after it, I look after it. Communication with her spouse is a vital priority for her, and it helps to maintain their connection. Please put your family first. Take nothing for granted. Let's spend time together whenever you have the opportunity, even if you don't want to. We can't afford to let too many possibilities pass us by since our lives are so hectic. Because it is part of the "task," we should include it in the chapter submission. Do not rely on others to help you financially.

		Perhaps you are fortunate to have wealthy parents. Perhaps you marry for financial gain. But don't put your faith in it. Earn money by working for yourself. Make it your own. Spend only what you have. There is no greater approach to increase one's self-esteem and human dignity. You could be asking what impact it has on me or on you. Perhaps you're getting a large sum of money as a loan. Maybe you're doing your best work, going to a normal school, or multitasking to achieve your goals. If that's the case, I admire you, and you may skip this chapter. However, because it is not too long, it is not dangerous to read.

		I am one of the fortunate children whose parents provided financial assistance to enable me to attend school. After graduating from high school, I knew I wanted to work, knew I had to work, but I also understood, at least in my head, that if I couldn't find employment, I wouldn't starve to death.

		But it turns out that my love pays well, and since I've been doing it for so long, I was able to get one of the high-paying positions. I was quite fortunate. Knowing my parents, I knew that if my passion didn't generate enough income to pay the bills, they would gladly assist me. However, looking back, I'm pleased I never sought assistance from my grandparents. Instead, I discovered something crucial: I am capable of taking care of myself.

		People used to think I didn't need to work to make money when I first started working. They believe the work is only for pleasure because I come from a wealthy background. (Remember the Philadelphia news director?) When I got married, I lost track of how many people believed I was going to stop or even advised me to do so since I had found a man who could look after me. It's tough to put into words how aggravating it was. After getting dismissed from the CBS Morning News, I took a new position at NBC and talked with a renowned representative around 6 months after I got married. "I don't see why you persist with this stuff," he said, kissing me hello and inquiring about the new firm. She married a wealthy man. Why not remain at home and relax, have some children, and live happily ever after?" I'd want to present him with one. I'm glad I didn't because he wasn't the only one who said it, and you can't strike everyone.

		I don't marry to be apart from my hubby. I don't do TV news for a living. To be honest, my wage when I first started working was little compared to what it is now. I work because I enjoy it and because I want to make my own money. I feel strong and self-sufficient knowing that I can make money on my own terms. If you want to be self-sufficient, you must be able to earn your own money.

		In this aspect, I regret not having spent more time thinking about money intelligently. Don't make the same mistakes as me. I never paid attention to what I did with the money I made. When I graduated, the majority of the girls in my class avoided discussing money. We either have money or don't. Money is unimportant to both sorts. I've never been good at arithmetic, so I assumed someone would handle it for me, or that it would take care of itself. That was a huge blunder. This is absolutely something I should make a difference in my life. I assume I'll have to start from the beginning and devote a significant amount of time to learning how to handle funds until I get promoted to a new position.

		It's no longer wise to be ignorant when it comes to money. It's pointless to make money if you don't know what to do with it other than spend it. When she was just starting out, a wealthy girlfriend told me what she learnt from a famous elderly actress. He claimed that no matter how wealthy you are, you must scrutinize each check like a hawk. He claims that it teaches us about money and makes us conscious of where our money is going and what we want it to accomplish for us.

		Money management has become a significant struggle for me now that I am generating a lot of money. I'm attempting to be more knowledgeable about money management, real estate planning, and anything else. I'm catching up in a world that's changing and moving so quickly that it's difficult not to feel left behind. I'm not sure I'll ever be competent in this profession. And it irritates me much. So please, especially women, be wiser than I am. You shouldn't expect a man to do this for you. Please don't give up on this stage if you spend less time on your work or give up only to care for the kids, the hardest unpaid job, gosh, don't make me mention it. You never know when you'll be thrust into a circumstance when you'll need to know how to care for yourself. Believe me when I say that learning this method takes time, and those who have the ability to teach us aren't always patient with people who have dark thoughts.

		The moral of the story is to learn how to manage money and to discuss it honestly with your partner. That's all there is to it; I'm a decent earner, but as you know, my spouse is a lot better. That's why, he claims, he doesn't have much authority in his family life, but I believe he does. I don't want to, and I won't, beg you for money. It may appear irrational, but it is only because I am honorable. He's generous, often mentioning "our money," but I like knowing that I can make some money as well. I just wish I was as capable at work as you. Another issue with producing your own money is that it may, in the not-too-distant future, become obsolete. There will come a moment when you want or need to provide financial assistance to your parents. You will be able to support your grandparents if you are savvy with money today, work to gain money, and have luck.

		Last but not least, You may not realize it right now, but I'm guessing you won't need all of the money you earn. I'm sure you'll be able to donate part of your money to charity at some point. I applaud the well-known sports club that refuses to accept new members unless they promise to contribute 10% of their profits to charity. I admire the young woman who assists me in caring for my children.

		Her name is Mormon, and she has a habit of paying ten percent of her money to the church without even thinking about it. I have a lot of admiration for her, as well as many other young kids I've met who began off with a good heart on the verge of life. I think you will receive tenfold more spiritual rewards, such as appreciation, respect, and mental tranquility.

		Lesson: Money provides alternatives, but only if you don't overspend. Pay attention to how you spend your money; it will help you recognize where you're headed. And keep in mind that while you may never have enough money, contributing a small portion of what you do have is beneficial for your spirit. Laughter.

		There must be some laughs. This is the final item on the list, yet it is what allows the other nine to exist. Life isn't always easy, but you can get through it by laughing at yourself and at the things that happen to you.

		My spouse is frequently asked what he finds beautiful. His sense of comedy was like that. Pay attention to what I say. Choose a life mate who will make you laugh as well as lust. Have faith in me. More than money, a decent career, a large wardrobe, or even a lean figure, you'll need a sense of humor.

		When I first met my now-husband, he said something to my mother that was both insulting and amusing. My mum is feared by the majority of people. "Your kid has a tremendous ass," he commented when he was introduced to her. My mother laughs, and I'm not sure how he generally gets out of similar situations.

		That happened more than two decades ago during a celebrity tennis event. He isn't yet a celebrity, but he is quickly establishing himself.

		It takes a courageous man, my brother observed, to let this crazy professional bodybuilder to compete against the pros down the field. As a result, he busted out laughing. He made fun of himself, criticizing his thick accent, his Central European clothes, and his tennis ineptitude. I fell in love with him because he made me laugh so much.

		People who know me claim I'm a headstrong person who is smitten with him despite their numerous disagreements. And all I know is that we are incredibly happy when we are together. He is intelligent, motivated, and willing to learn, and he assists me with accepting myself, my character, and my destiny in a non-burdensome manner. We've been living together for the past twenty years. Of course, life isn't all fun and games, but I can honestly say that no one can make me laugh as hard as you can. None of the individuals I know have the same outlook on life as he has. Now, anytime our lives are strained, if he becomes enraged at work because his job is screwed up or down, as he frequently does, I ask, "Where is your sense of humour?" I'm surprised you haven't made me laugh about it." He typically takes my advice and recovers. My spouse is the only person I know who has a greater sense of humor than me. He works like a buffalo, yet he also knows how to let things alone. People all around him make him laugh (mainly boys making foolish jokes that I don't understand), and he pursues his own interests. In fact, I used to love taunting his interests, such as riding motorbikes with the guys, playing billiards with the boys, smoking cigars with the boys, skiing, hiking with the boys, and, most recently, golf is horrible for boys. I informed him that all of these things separated him from me and that he was a very self-centered individual. (As though looking forward to boringly living together.) I scoffed at the idea that the only reason he could have so much fun by himself was because I was holding down the fort with the kids.

		Actually, I irritate my spouse by being envious of his ability to enjoy a life full of laughing. He can only do things that he has time for, and he can say no to things he doesn't want to do. (This is a significant issue for most females.) In fact, I know more guys than women who can find time for themselves.

		That is, after all, propaganda for the weaker sex. The following is the reality about women: We all have our own hidden tastes, but have a look at this (Dictionary: Careful, not wasteful: eat slowly. We never decline it since it is one of our greatest joys. Girlfriends have a way of making each other laugh. We make light of our own misfortunes and failings. For the sake of our children, we laugh. We usually laugh at our guys as they walk across a grassy field, making crude comments while chasing a little white ball.

		Laughter is a wonderful thing to have in your life. Believe me when I tell that I know a lot of individuals my age, not seniors, who have lost their zest for life. I'm not referring about the tragedies and pains that we all experience. Life's dreadful obligations drag you down, tire you out, make you dignified, and deprive you of your joy and fun. This is something I hear all the time from folks my age. "I don't have any more joy," they remark. I can't recall the last time I laughed before breaking down in tears. "I can't recall the last time I felt at ease." They relinquished their bliss. Remember how I said at the start that you should "find your passion"? Let me tell you, one of the things that sparked my interest in the journalism sector was seeing people in the rear of airplanes during political campaigns. I hope you have individuals in your life that help you laugh. I hope you can see how the comedy in certain scenarios changes as you progress up the celebrity ladder.

		Do you recall my first CBS Morning News host, my teacher? I told you how crazy she is, but I didn't tell you about her sense of humour. Or her giggling. Your laugh is one of the loudest and crispest I've ever heard. She made it more amusing the more awful the situation was.

		We used to have so much fun working together that the old cameraman, the man who spanked me for saying a few words in that trailer, used to refer to us as Fluffy and Flako. We never figured out who was who, and we had a good laugh about it.

		There's a lot to laugh about. For example, at the Cannes Film Festival, I found myself in the middle of a crowd of reporters, videographers, and people in the profession we call "line up to sleep with jokes." Robert DeNiro was pursued by the European press despite his refusal to give an interview. "For the love of God, for the love of God, for the love of God, for the love of God, for the love of God, for the love of God, for the love of God, for the love of God, for the love of God, Plus, she was grooming me to be a good news Hannah years before OJ, Di, and Monica came along. But we were swept up in the throng of reporters, who were pushing and jostling, and I suddenly realized I was crawling on all fours under the table, and DeNiro poked his head right next to him. The hostess pushed the cinematographer in front of DeNiro from across the table and asked him the stupidest question I've ever heard her ask: "So, do you like your movies?" We both broke up. (DeNiro expresses his displeasure with the film.) We're feeling bad about ourselves, so we laugh it off. If you do something stupid or silly, you have to laugh at yourself, especially if it's the only way you can laugh throughout the day.

		On the news, I laughed my way around the world. I did, in fact, laugh during the broadcast, despite the fact that I shouldn't have. I was so nervous the first time I coordinated the CBS Morning News, which was an experiment, that I had to crawl into the bathroom and puke a few minutes before the show. (Can you tell me what's wrong with my stomach?) I have no idea how to coordinate; this is useful information for a large report, but no one told me how to put it together. The program was initiated by me.

		Highlights are taped together on a video tape, and I have to read the main news summary while watching the broadcast. But I was so nervous that I raced through the summary like a madman, oblivious to the image that was playing. I finished too quickly, and I burst out laughing when I saw the silent image continue to run across the screen. Right in the middle of the game. (It didn't seem to bother anyone, because I got the job.) Is there anything you can glean from it?

		I was scheduled to interview one of our top Middle East journalists about some pressing concerns there one morning. While we waited for the commercial, I informed him that once it was through, he needed to go quickly since we had another section to complete straight away. He did what he was told. As I went to the second camera to present the following show after the interview, I noticed our respected senior news anchor crawling on his hands and knees under the cameras to exit. I couldn't stop laughing once I busted out laughing. A number of things that made me chuckle come to me. We're back on the subject of Cuba. Because last week's NBC Evening News reported on a stretch of land in Cuba used as a storehouse of illegal goods and drugs, I recall standing next to Castro as he yelled at me in rapid-fire Spanish. All I could do was hold back my laughter. Laugh at a fatigued head of state standing in a Havana camp, wearing high-top military boots, ranting to me in a language I don't understand about propaganda that isn't mine. suggested, but hundreds of miles away in Rockefeller Center. I'm not sure if I'm amusing for the purpose of amusement or to relieve stress. I genuinely laughed out loud. If at all possible, I don't advocate it if you find yourself in a similar scenario. I'm extremely fortunate to work with so many amusing people. People in my field have a terrific sense of comedy, even if they don't always realize it. You'll need people around you when you're racing against the devil's deadlines, reporting live crime scenes or conferences, confronting humiliating competition, and always attempting to perform the impossible inside an impossible schedule. It's possible to get a good chuckle just by looking around. Because if you don't, things will spiral out of control, maybe getting you sick.

		I'm curious as to where I learnt to be ambitious and powerful on the one hand, while still being prepared to laugh at myself on the other. I figured it out. My mother, to be precise. Mom made it obvious to me that this was a man's world and that I should not complain. come from My mother always encouraged me to do anything my brothers did when I was a kid. "Come on in, Maria. "Join me, son," my mother would always say if it was a guys' football game, no matter how bored the lads were at the idea of having to play with me. But it's entirely up to me whether or not to engage. "Join it, Maria. "Come play with us." I jostled for my seat as Mother pressed me. You people didn't toss the ball to me for a long time.

		They just informed me that whenever I was the pitcher, I would start the game by passing the ball between my knees to an older sibling. They enjoyed it because they laughed when they saw my ass flying in the air. The game continues to spin around me, but it makes no difference: mum Regardless, I was in the game, and that's all that mattered. They didn't throw the ball at me and seize me until six or seven years later, according to reports. Finally, everything is in order!

		It didn't matter that they surrounded me, since I could play rugby! I performed poorly in comparison to my brothers, and I couldn't stop laughing at myself. Of course, my brothers are as well. And I've had that voice in my brain since I was a child. "Come on in, Maria," says the narrator. "Come on in and play!" The lesson I've learnt is to be serious about what I do, but not too serious about myself.

		Write down what offers you joy in life whenever you have free time. What makes you the happiest? What makes you happy? What makes you laugh out loud? Keep the piece of paper and read it at least once a year. You'll be shocked at how fast you forget to do such things, as you fall into the habit of racing forward and overthinking things. Look back at your list and do one of the items on it when you experience a shortage of laughter in your life. Let's reclaim the fun.

		I did the same thing last year. I saw I wasn't as happy as I had been in my twenties, and I realized I needed to change my mindset. I take a seat by myself. Inquire, and do what makes me happy. What is it that makes me laugh? To be honest, there are a lot of things I won't be able to do again, and I won't be able to return to that scenario.

		But I recall that I used to participate in sports. As a result, I began playing tennis and riding bicycles with my children. And I recall being overjoyed to be among my brothers and cousins. As a result, I intended to spend every summer with my family on the West Coast, where I grew up. For the last year, that week of laughing has fed my spirit. Instead of skipping class, I came in, joked with the girls, and reminisced about the past. I made a mental note to be more modest. I've discovered that when I evaluate myself, accept and respect where I am and where I am heading in life, I can envision the future view and behavior that will make me happy. Have a good chuckle at yourself.

		Lesson: If you told me I was going to marry an Austrian guy when I was a girl, I would have laughed at you. Fortunately, Republican bodybuilder portrays terrifying Connan of Barbarians. I must have exploded with laughter. But that's precisely what occurred, and I'm still laughing about it. The most important things in life are love and laughter. They will fill every void in life's route.

		And those are the top 10 things I wish I knew, according to my report from school on what a graduate student would do on a daily basis in the actual world. I wish I could assure everyone of you that you would be successful in all you do. Let me be the first to advise you that you might not make it. However, you may be happy and live a full life by making the most of your time, allowing it to be pure and lovely, and occasionally asking for faith, love, direction, and character. We all need humility to go through life.

		I'm sure you'll question if that jittery sensation inside of you is exhilaration or just dread for the future as you transition out of school and into the rest of your life. It's fear, believe me. In love and in life, fear of the unknown and fear of failure. It's normal to be concerned about what will happen following the bend in front of you. But don't let that stop you from stopping at that fork in the road and seeing what's ahead.

		Each of you is a formidable, powerful, resilient, and competent human being capable of living the life you want. You are the one who shapes the future and determines your fate. You're in the midst of a lovely, hopeful period. Keep this sensation of limitless possibilities alive as long as you can.

		Bring back and rekindle the emotion whenever it fades. It's a present that you may offer to yourself. You have the right to be happy with your life. Courage, as an experienced person once taught me, is facing your worries with trust. I wish that you all have the faith and bravery to pursue your dreams. Now go out into the world, relax, and make your dreams come true. Congratulations!

		

	

		AFTERWORD’S

		

		Iread the speech above and created this book for you to read. Not to form conclusions based on what I've learnt. Nobody can provide it to you since learning is an experiment that you must do on your own. "If I can share, I don't do the suffering you're going through, either, because I don't want to rob you of the strength and understanding you'll receive by going through it," an experienced person once told me, the same person I just mentioned above.

		So I'd like to share my loneliness and shame with you. I used to believe I was the only one who was becoming self-sufficient. I used to believe I was the only one who was terrified. I used to believe I was the only one who had failed. I used to believe I was the only one incapable of becoming Supergirl. Now, I hope you understand that this is normal. It's perfectly natural. "I didn't hit a wall," you might tell yourself when you experience failure, rejection, or disappointment. I just slammed into a speed limiter on the highway." You have the option to pass and go on. I agree, and here is the message I want to convey to you: If I can do it, so can you. Each person's tragedy is unique to them. If insight opens your eyes and ears, you will hear numerous accounts of individuals who have withstood the unthinkable, despite the death of loved ones, sickness, divorce, poverty, addiction, or anything else. "If they can, so can I," they say. After making the speech, I realized there were a slew of other things I wished I had known:

		1- I'd want to know that huge, extravagant weddings these days are a waste of time and money, as well as a source of guilt.

		2- I'd want to be aware that it's all too simple to lose touch with peers. Twenty years had passed before I realized it, and I had lost touch with my pals. Make an effort not to allow this happen to you.

		3- I'd want to know if computers will become the world's yardstick. I must have attempted to master it before.

		4- I'd like to learn that sex needs to be inventive, persistent, and determined. Of course, I had no idea I'd be so thrilled about it.

		5- I'm curious as to why a person's work takes over their life so soon. I became completely absorbed in it soon after graduating. I wish I could have spent a year doing nothing but hanging around, with no obligations, deadlines, or ambitions. We won't be able to be as carefree once we start working.

		6- I'd want to understand the significance of health. I would have taken care of myself a lot sooner if I had known. It is a crime to allow one's body to degrade via neglect or abuse today when we know it is still possible to learn, develop, and change at the age of forty, fifty, and beyond.

		7- I wish I had heard about "behaving simply" earlier; really intelligent individuals frequently simplify their life by finding peaceful locations, sitting down to decide out what is truly essential, and then letting go of the rest. (Perhaps I couldn't do it until I'd messed up my entire life to the point that I had to care about cleaning it up.)

		8- I wish I had learned to say no sooner. What I've discovered is that genuinely wise individuals don't carry shame around with them. They're at ease stating, "No, I'm sorry, but I'm not able to do any more work." They make excellent use of their time. They don't do everything, but they do it well when they do. That is my current objective.

		9- I'm curious about how parents' love for their children evolves. To my parents, I would have been a different child, more caring, more open, and more willing to share with them. I turned my back on my parents far too soon and readily because I was just concerned with myself. Now I understand how devastating children can be for parents. (My kid recently told me, "Mom, you should go out with someone since we play with you too much.") We wish to play with our buddies more!" I exclaim passionately.)

		10- I wish I could understand how terrible it was for my parents to watch their children marry and live three thousand miles away. When one of my four children did anything like that, I mentally prepared myself for tolerance, kindness, and love.

		11- I learned about my parents when I was a child. I met two folks in the middle of their lives. I wish I could have attempted to be a parent before the rest of us were saddled with duty.

		12- I found out that my four brothers would no longer be my closest companions. When we were youngsters, I would make fun of them less, shoo them out of my room, chase them away, and humiliate them less. They are now an indispensible part of my existence, constantly there. I'm not naive enough to take their affection for granted. Outside of our parents, we formed our own relationships, which became increasingly important as we grew older. Indeed, we think it's important to get together a couple of times a year, just the five of us in a room, to figure out where we are today. Considering how each individual lives, letting go of all resentments, misunderstandings, and simply being there for one another. The skeletons on which the rest of us rely are the familial ties that fed my maturity, the foundations of my existence, and the skeletons on which the rest of us rely.

		13- I was previously informed about the necessity of expressing loving words. You'd be amazed to learn how many individuals don't realize they are loved. I've learnt to speak it anytime I feel it in my heart, to my children, my spouse, my parents, and my brothers. I also tell my friends that I adore them, that they are valuable to me, and that I appreciate being their friend. I learnt a dreadful reality from visiting so many funerals: individuals are lauded endlessly after they die. Should We need to inform them sooner rather than later. I am a firm believer in praising people on their virtues, friendships, wisdom, and unusualness on their birthdays, anniversaries, and family reunions. Nothing beats hearing ourselves being liked, respected, needed, cherished, and adored out loud and in front of others.

		14- I discovered that God would provide me with all of the power and faith I required. Maybe if I didn't have to worry so much when my spouse had a heart attack, my relatives died, and my children were ill, I wouldn't have to worry so much.

		15- I'm aware of how frequently I change. Putting all of my energy and enthusiasm towards becoming the best female reporter I can, bang! My interests shifted considerably at the age of forty-three. I sat down to compose a children's book one day after waking up. Suddenly, I was an author, a whole different person, and I had to start again. It restores my energy, vitality, and enthusiasm. And now I'm sitting here, working on a new book. Not only do I want to know, but I also need to know. The question "What do you want to be when you grow up?" has an answer. Because, as it turns out, I became a professional woman at the age of twenty, a wife and mother at the age of thirty, and an author at the age of forty. I'm delighted I addressed the aspect of myself that can be learnt, regenerated, healthy, and expanded. We have the ability to modify ourselves, allowing us to discover a new world outside of ourselves or a new world within ourselves. From this point in time to that point in time.

		16- I had a better understanding of how to be at peace with myself earlier. I had never been proud of myself until one day in April 1999, when I earned the Peabody Award for Television Correspondent and my children's book hit the New York Times bestseller list at the same time. I sobbed alone in my hotel room. I feel like I've accomplished something after forty-three years on this world. Not due of my family, marriage, or attractiveness, but rather because of me and my hard work. It teaches me that I am entitled to be proud of myself. After all, that's all there is to it. That is all there is to it. I'm getting tired of constantly talking about myself. Take what I've learnt and put it to good use. I'll be back in a decade to give you an update. Best of luck!
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