
 



A Maura4u series 
helping you master happiness in life. 

 
 

 
 
 

A light-hearted book challenging you to avoid today’s  
competitive rat race, so you can better enjoy tomorrow’s happiness.  

 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
As far back as I can remember I’ve been heading toward Happiness. 
 
While others might have been seeking money, power, fame or 
position, I’ve had the simple goal of being happy.  
 
You may be young or old, rich or poor, male or female. You may be 
experiencing gain or loss, fame or obscurity, power or vulnerability, 
health or illness. Despite changes the world can bring, we have the 
ability to choose how we process each life experience by determining 
how we view things from within.  
 
If you’re looking for a list of do’s and don’ts in The Art of Happiness, 
you won’t find one. Instead, each book in the series takes on a 
different subject (Comfort Zones, Judgment, Influence, Marriage, etc.) 
and opens it up for exploration. 
 
I generally start by asking a question. Next, I share a narrative or 
anecdote on the subject and allow you to start thinking about the 
book’s topic on your own. I close with a few thoughts for you to reflect 
upon, knowing you will draw from yourself new light on the subject.   
 
No matter where we’ve been, life can be seen through a more positive 
lens. When we believe that happiness is found within, we allow 



ourselves to see gifts, growth, and personal rewards even during life’s 
most stressful and challenging times. 
 
I hope the words in this Art of Happiness series echo something 
you’ve thought about, pondered or even wished for yourself. My words 
speak to the mind and heart that truly wants to be happy like me in 
the photo below. 
 
 

 
 

Under the Happy sign in Bulgaria. 
 
As you read this series, expect to learn something exciting and new 
about yourself.  
 
If you desire to be happier, you will always find this book series to be 
a pleasant and open door. 
 
Welcome to The Art of Happiness!   
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Happiness is a choice.  It’s arrived upon by personal decision. 
 
As an inspirer, my desire is to help readers of The Art of Happiness 
series find their very own happiness in life. 
 
I’m not a motivator who titillates by an external feeling of excitement 
which quickly vanishes once the moment has passed.  
 
As an inspirer, my aim is quite different. I introduce you to your own 
private thoughts and to the core of your understanding.  When my 
words, stories and questions resonate with you, they become a candle 
of illumination within, lighting your way to happiness.   
 
My inspiring words and questions challenge you to choose a brighter 
path. So, when no one is present to offer further motivating thoughts, 
you’ll be able to live according to your own light rather than having to 
rely on the light of others. 
 
Be happy and enjoy The Art of Happiness. 
 
 

 



 
 
 

  Who started the Rat Race?   
 
I’m not sure of its genesis, but I’m certain the Rat Race is not all it’s 
cracked up to be. For example, how many times have you ever 
stopped to realize you were working hard for a goal you really didn’t 
want?  
 
Maybe I’m too old or too cynical, but I’ve watched people run after all 
kinds of nonsense. Remember when drinking water became a fad and 
we were told a healthy body required at least 8 quarts of H2O a day to 
stay healthy? Women carried giant plastic jugs of water everywhere, 
some even strapping them over their shoulder or around the waist. I 
wondered how many ended up with back and neck problems. How 
many wild dashes they made to the ladies room? All of this was for a 
passing fad. 
 
Water fad aside, I’ve seen the Rat Race show up in far more pernicious 
ways. How many people have taken jobs they hated – and kept them 
– all because the position sounded impressive or they believed that the 
money was good?  



 
The earliest example I recall of someone getting caught up in the Rat 
Race was a friend of mine from college.  Convinced that a career in law 
and the money it could garner would bring him a certain amount of 
social status, he was miserable before his 30th birthday. He was driving 
a Mercedes, wearing designer clothes and living in the most exclusive 
part of Boston, but hated having to represent the same dead-beat 
clients who lied to collect workers’ compensation.  
 
“Why don’t you quit? Do something else?” I asked him, innocently. 
 
“Maura, you don’t understand. I’m earning a huge income.” 
 
I asked him again why he wouldn’t change his area of practice or 
move to another firm. Apparently, I still didn’t get it. The retort was 
the same. “You don’t understand. I’m making a lot of money.”  
 
I didn’t understand. The guy was totally unhappy. He was disgusted 
with his clients and his line of work, but wouldn’t leave it because the 
Rat Race of social importance figured too prominently in his mind. He 
got what he thought would make him feel important, but sacrificed 
greatly on something else – Happiness. 
 
Races are great when we enjoy the prize at the end or when the 
pursuit of a goal brings us personal satisfaction and joy. But when 
choosing to run a race to gain acceptance or approval of others and 
nothing more, we can potentially lose big. We can lose our sense of 
identity and lose our Happiness.  
 
Is it possible to pursue what we want for the right reasons?  
 
As I share some personal experiences involving life’s Rat Race, I 
encourage you to come up with some thoughts of your own on the 
subject. 
 
  

 



 

 
 
 

Rat Race? Where’s everybody going? 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 

 I awakened this morning with the word competition 
rolling about my head. It was an odd term for somebody like me, 
whose background and orientation was anathema to the notion. 

 

I looked up the word and learned it involved striving or vying with 
another or others for profit, prize, position or the necessities of life. 
Competition is regarded as a rivalry, contest, match or other trial of 
skill or ability. Finally, it’s described as the rival of two or more 
businesses striving for the same customer or market. 

 

When people think of competition, they often imagine the sphere of 
sports, the idea of playing against rivals for a specific title or prize. Yet 
most childhood friends would recall me as the uncoordinated and 
myopic Miss Irrelevant during recess games on our school playground. 
I was nearly always the last player picked by captains of opposing 
teams. And if I had to name my best sport during junior high and high 
school, I'd need to default to square dancing in Phys Ed. No 
competition there. 

 



Years later, when coaxed by an employee to form a company softball 
team and asked to participate, I conveniently slotted myself in the 
number 9 spot. This way, I was last batter up and in deep, deep, deep 
right field where the ball and I were least likely to meet. 

 

Recently, I was caught cheering for both the USA basketball team and 
their opponents from the Dominican Republic during an international 
masters basketball tournament in Prague, Czech Republic. 

 

“Nice,” joked one of the players to my husband, who was also on the 
court. “We work our butts off to compete at this level and Pollyanna's 
out there clapping for the other players.” 

 

My husband could only laugh at the familiar but oddball behavior he’d 
come to expect from a wife who advocates for everyone’s success – 
each in their own place and time – both on and off the field or court. 
Even when a loved one is involved in a sports competition, I still want 
everyone to win. 

 

   

 

 

 

I admit it. I just wasn't designed to compete in sports. Maybe I wasn’t 
designed to compete at all. So why did this crazy notion of competition 
pop into my head, the person least qualified to write?  

 

A bit of soul-searching provided the answer to my question. I wasn't to 
write about competition the way the world viewed it. I was to write 



about competition the way I did. I was to write about the only type of 
competition that mattered to me: The Competition of Life. Further, I 
would tackle the subject (no pun intended) with a long-term eye 
toward life's encore performance. This long term view was perhaps an 
angle that was often overlooked but could offer some merit. 

 

You see, I’ve only had only one rival in life. That single rival was me. I 
could only compete with that of my lower and more common self. And, 
as if engaged in some private game of talent, I've spent a lifetime 
finding new ways to exercise and grow against a previous version of 
myself.  

 

 

 

 

 

In one of my earliest quests to self-improve, I practiced staying under 
water in our backyard pool. Holding on to the ladder in our deep end, 
I’d silently count how long I could remain submerged without 
breathing. I vividly recall my Nana banging furiously at the backyard 
kitchen window and yelling as only she could, "What the hell are you 
doing down there so long? You're going to drown, and I don't know 
how to swim!" 

 

Okay, so you’re not impressed with my attempts at personal lung 
expansion. At least it makes my point. I was a little girl looking for 
ways to grow.  

  

On a more moderate note, I decided to teach myself how to type 
during the summer of 6th grade. I picked up a correspondence course 
textbook and applied myself before a sturdy Royal typewriter. For the 



young and uninitiated, typewriters came way before computer 
keyboards. Further, this particular typewriter’s design was standard 
rather than electric, and it responded not to touch but to attack. Every 
finger had to be dutifully and firmly exercised - right down to those 
previously weak and flimsy pinky fingers - if a typist wanted his or her 
letters to appear on paper.  

 

Each evening after dinner, I'd take on a few pages of the typing book. 
Clocking myself in both speed and efficiency, I always tried to better 
my stats. I loved learning a new skill and enjoyed marking progress 
along the way.  

 

 

 

 

 

In college, I took advantage of a five day trip to New Hampshire 
during winter break. I knew no one on the trip except my friend Patty 
from across the hall. While Patty (who eventually became captain of 
the Boston College ski club) and other ski club members took to the 
mountains each day, I rendezvoused with fellow beginners.  

 

Sporting rented skis and hand-me-down outerwear, I braved the 
bunny slopes of Mount Snow with my newly assigned 8-year old 
friends – many of whom were zipping along with far more skill and a 
lot less stress. The experience proved frightening, freezing, and 
ultimately rewarding.  

 

Did it matter that evening hours at the lodge were spent hearing of 
everyone else’s daring feats on expert diamond runs? Absolutely not! I 
totally respected these people. Yet for me, I felt personally empowered 



with my bunny slopes. I was overcoming fears of jumping off the chair 
lift, learning how to scale a mountain side-ways and maintaining my 
skis sufficiently pigeon-toed to keep from moving too quickly down 10-
degree slopes.  

  

Further, I was having a blast sharing with the group how my frantic 
911 alerts to those on the slopes ahead of me were working: “Get out 
of the way! I don’t know how to stop!”  

 

For this non-athletic girl who never left her front porch as a child, 
taking advantage of skiing in a state she’d never otherwise visit added 
to a sense of personal accomplishment. I’d never seek to be an 
Olympic competitor or even a great snow skier, but I was truly happy 
knowing I could successfully learn the basics. 

 

    

 

 

 

Later on, I took up jogging. I'd begun with a half mile jog on campus, 
then a mile, two miles and finally three. A few years later, I completed 
Tampa’s annual 9-mile Gasparilla Race and, on another occasion, I 
finished a half marathon. I didn’t care where I began in the race or 
where I finished. All I knew was that I was happy marking my 
advancement from former inanimate amoeba to a more mobile Maura. 
For me, these events struck major mental – as well as physical – 
victories.  

 

I even responded to a biking opportunity once. While still living in the 
northeast, I cycled the 70+ mile trip from Philadelphia to Atlantic City 
(or was it the other way around?). It wasn’t necessary for me to 



repeat the journey but only to know I had personally pedaled it. I 
could look back and say, “I did that.”  

 

I was always seeking to improve upon weakness. I can't recall who 
else was participating in any of these treks, nor did I care to repeat 
them. I was merely intent on achieving the personal satisfaction of 
rising to something previously – personally – unknown and unattained. 
I was looking to step up to my better self. 

 

 

 

 

 

A few years ago, I leapt at the chance to take a 9-day trip to Africa. 
During the course of the trip, I stayed on islands so remote the natives 
were unaware of any society other than their own. It was here that I 
slept on the floor in a self-pitched tent, used open fields as my 
outhouse and didn't get to bathe for a week. The experience helped 
strengthen me and show me I could brave more primitive elements 
apart from the ease and comforts of my American lifestyle. 

  

One might debate how not showering for a week or how using an open 
field as an outhouse actually constitutes life "improvements." Of 
course, personal development varies by individual, and not everyone 
will jump at a trip to a remote destination in Africa. This particular trip 
was quite sufficient to convince me I was capable of hacking a crude 
environment. Also, as a matter of note, photos capturing the bad hair 
week remain safely under lock and key to avoid any potential threats 
of blackmail!  

 

 



 

 

 

Now that I've offered some rare and varied glimpses into my 
experiences aimed at improving upon one’s lesser self, let's get back 
to the more common notion of competition.  

  

I'm reminded of three specific instances involving competition and 
they will most likely ring familiar. On the other hand, the outcomes to 
these episodes may surprise you as to how I responded to the rather 
short-sighted version of this practice known as competition. Perhaps 
you’ll revisit some experiences in your own life and see new 
possibilities in the process.  

 

 

 

 

 

I must have been a slow learner, like the child who believes in the 
Tooth Fairy long after her last baby teeth have fallen out. Somehow, I 
remained unfamiliar with the rules of competition until I started high 
school. Even more surprising, I might have been unaware that 
competition existed at all. At the time, I was a lowly freshman 
attending a small girls’ prep school in northern New Jersey. 

 

My class schedule included first period algebra and second period 
study hall. Daily, I'd sit beside a fellow classmate who shared the 
same morning math class followed by study hall in the school library. 



  

As a matter of course, the pretty, petite, well-manicured and highly 
purposed young girl would regularly seek my help in figuring out 
problems to the day's Algebra homework. And being proficient in the 
subject, I was more than happy to oblige…until one day when the 
tables became reversed. 

 

"Kitty,” I quietly interrupted, “I don't understand what we were taught 
today. Would you mind helping me out with some of these problems?" 

 

“I can’t help you,” she responded flatly, then returned, pencil in hand, 
to her work. 

 

“You didn’t get it either, huh?” I’d asked rather innocently, expecting 
agreement concerning the obscurity of the lesson. 

 

“No,” she responded, “I’m not going to help you.” 

 

“What do you mean?” I asked, still not understanding. 

 

As if to explain the obvious, Kitty huffed just slightly. "I’m not helping 
you because I’m in competition with you.” 

 

"Competition for what?" I asked, still not comprehending. 

 

In response, this fellow classmate explained that she couldn't help me 
because her assistance might give me an advantage over her in a 
future college application process. 



 

College? We'd never even discussed college, I thought. Who said we 
were even going to apply to the same college? Even if we did, I 
reasoned, were colleges now accepting only one student per freshman 
class?  

 

Still dazed, I began to consider her argument. In all my previous 
months of service to this pint-sized pup of pre-pubescence, I hadn’t 
realized she'd been regarding me as a commodity. She hadn’t viewed 
me as a fellow student, but as someone to be used. 

 

 

 

 

 

I must admit how truly shocked I was at this young girl’s disclosure. I 
wondered how a bright, well-groomed and well-spoken young girl 
could behave in such a low-minded fashion.  

 

More than that, I was saddened. Kitty had learned this twisted life 
lesson on competition from her own mother. I was startled, saddened 
and disappointed. Rather than encouraging her daughter to do her 
best and exercise leadership by assisting others, this emotionally 
insecure woman was teaching an otherwise capable child to play dirty. 

 

Unfortunately for this schoolmate, my free font of mathematical 
tutorship dried up that day. From now on, Kitty would have to figure 
out Algebra problems on her own. What a shame she never 
understood the most basic premises of the subject: reciprocity and 
equality. 



 

 

 

 

 

The next instance involving competition arrived around a dozen years 
later. I was living in Florida and working as a District Manager for a 
national telecom company. One of my sales reps had just been 
promoted to the National Accounts division at the company’s Chicago 
headquarters. 

 

A few months after Rick’s departure, I received a manager's override 
check. It contained an additional payment of $3300. Knowing the 
check was in error, I quickly identified the source of the discrepancy. 
The additional override emanated from this former Florida sales rep.  

 

Since Rick had transferred during the middle of a calendar month, the 
commissions department tallied every one of his orders back to me. 
Sales this rep made while part of my district were fine, but sales from 
national accounts were not fine. 

 

To remedy the error, I immediately placed a call to the corporate 
office. "Yvette, I'm calling regarding a manager's override error on my 
commission statement." 

 

"Oh. Sorry, Maura. Can you give me list of the accounts we missed?" 

 

"It doesn’t involve any accounts you missed. You paid me too much." 



 

"Excuse me? You're kidding, right?" 

 

"No," I explained. "A few months ago, one of my reps was promoted to 
National Accounts. I'm still getting paid on sales he made while here in 
my district, but there's an extra $3300 that's attributable to his new 
manager at corporate." 

 

"Maura, I've worked in this department for four years. You know how 
many calls we get here every month with people arguing they've been 
underpaid? Cheated? Nobody’s ever called here to tell me they were 
overpaid. Why would you ever do such a thing?" 

 

"Because the money's not mine. It belongs to someone else." 

 

"Technically, you could argue this payment in your favor, you know. 
All sales made that final month could be attributable to you." 

 

"Maybe so, but the guy transferred north in the middle of the sales 
month and I had nothing to do with that last order. It belongs to 
National Accounts and the National Accounts Manager should be 
compensated, not me." 

 

"Maura, this is one for the books. Rip up your check. I'll send you a 
smaller one in the overnight mail. This is gonna be the talk of the 
week around here. Maybe the month. Nobody's going to believe it.” 

 

 



 

 

 

It's time for my third and final recollection involving competition. Move 
the calendar up a few years later and I'm still in the telecom industry, 
but working for a different corporation.  

  

An event arose between two sales associates in my office. Both of 
these associates were wonderful women who inadvertently worked on 
the same account, each within their respective sales territory. When 
the contract came in, it arrived as an individual order from the client 
and could only be processed as a single account. 

  

My call to the corporate office revealed that, though both reps could 
get paid their fair share for the business, the actual order could be 
credited to just one rep. A decision would need to be made on that 
score. 

 

At first, the news was a mere blip. These professionals, like everyone 
else in our office, were amicable team players. But somehow things 
turned to ugly. Amicable team spirit yielded to tension and tension 
yielded to conflict as each raised their case as to why they should 
receive credit for this order.  

 

I invited both women back to my office. I heard each of them out and 
provided a few suggestions of my own – the last of which was that the 
two agree to resolve their issue or I'd resolve it for them. 

 

Unfortunately, the tension did not abate. To the contrary, it escalated 
– and fast. Passionate discussion about the infamous order quickly 



made its way around the sales staff. It was creating discontent toward 
the company and fomenting a rising tide of sales reps choosing sides 
with each of the offended.  

 

As if by stealth, this simple and seemingly innocuous order was 
morphing into a fast-acting cancer, a fatal bio-hazard with a mission to 
destroy our previously peaceful work environment. 

 

Two and a half days of this growing insanity was sufficient. I called 
both women back to my office and asked them to sit before me again. 
This time, I picked up the phone and called my contemporary in 
Atlanta. 

 

"Susan, this is Maura. I'm calling with a gift." 

 

"A gift?" she asked, pleased and surprised at an unexpected gesture. 
"What kind?" 

 

"It's an order." 

 

"An order? Was it from an account up here?" 

 

"No. It's an order that we can't agree upon down here. It's not huge, 
but it's a decent sized new account and I'd like you to have it." 

 

Suddenly, the two women sitting before me in my office turned white 
with shock. Then, as if the unseen cancer miraculously lifted, the two 
rivals turned instant compatriots. They quickly engaged in rapid-fire, 
whispered discussion to remedy their previous dispute. But it was too 



late. They lost not only the coveted order, but also the commissions 
they were both entitled to receive. 

 

Conversation with the Atlanta manager continued. "Maura, why would 
you want to give this thing away? Don't you realize you'll be shorting 
yourself, too?" 

 

"I don't care. If that order stays in Tampa, it'll kill us all. It's not worth 
the price. The only thing I ask is this: give it to one of your reps who's 
doing his or her best and be sure to award it during one of your sales 
meetings. Tell the rep 'Congratulations and Best Wishes from the 
Tampa Team'." 

 

And so it was. The case was closed. The two women slipped quietly out 
of my office and the cancer lifted – immediately.  

 

Word of the disposal of the bio-hazardous order quickly made its way 
to the rest of the previously offended. Quiet gasps of shock and awe 
followed. 

 

By the following morning, peace was restored to Telecom-land. Ahhhh. 
We never had another dispute. 

 

 

 

 

 



Here are some final thoughts on my encounters with competition. 

 

Do I know what ever happened to Kitty, the petite young girl who 
needed to compete with me in algebra? No. For one, I didn't stick 
around long enough to find out. By the next year, I'd transferred to 
public school so I never learned what college we both couldn’t attend.  

 

Did Kitty learn reciprocity – and respect – for others? Is she merely 
the next generation of her own mother's insecurity, modeling small 
behavior to her offspring and teaching them to compete also? A good 
ending to Kitty’s story would be hearing she's learned that the only 
one worth competing against was her old self – and winning! 

 

How about the overpayment of a $3300 check that was never really 
mine? It was never really mine. Period. I’d never have to wonder or 
worry if a quasi-gained override would be questioned in my future. 
Guilt attached to gain could never bring me gladness.  

    

Finally, what about the infamous bio-hazard order? It provoked 
unnecessary egos, undermined working relationships, and threatened 
the health of an otherwise thriving group of professionals. Promoting 
egos at the expense of peace was entirely too high a price for me to 
pay for any order – big, small or otherwise. 

 

As a happy side note, someone in Atlanta was unexpectedly rewarded 
for doing his or her best. Turning a Tampa bio-hazard into a bonus for 
Atlanta improved our relationships and respectability within the region.  

 

Oddly, my unwillingness to tolerate in-fighting over a single order 
whose proceeds would be quickly spent but whose bitterness would be 
long remembered went a long way toward defining the kinds of 



professionals we were in that office. Unorthodox and seemingly 
disadvantageous, the move ultimately made us all a lot happier. 

 

 

 

 

 

So what's competition the way the world measures it got to do with 
the encore or long term performance in life? Just about everything. 

 

To demonstrate, I'd like to recall the closing of a letter I'd penned to 
my then-boyfriend Jimmy way back in May of 1978: 

 

"I think most people live their lives on the outside only to find that 
when they grow old, they're unhappy. I'd rather live from the inside 
out, so that when I'm old, I can be happy. I might be wrong, but I 
don't think so." 

 

I closed my hypothesis with a smiley face. It was a hopeful 
expectation that my desire for internal happiness over external rat 
races and competitions would result in something enduring, lasting 
and worthy of attainment. 

 

 

 



 

 

What's my reward for a lifetime of competing only with myself? What’s 
been my payoff in aspiring to become the higher or improved version 
of who I am?  

 

A single word comes to mind: Happiness. 

 

My encore performance is all about Life Happiness. 

 

Wherever you are, wherever you’ve been, whatever you’re engaged in 
and however you find your circumstances evolving, I wish the same 
encore performance to you: A Life Full of Happiness! 

 
 

 



 
 
 

 In the span of a lifetime, countless opportunities are 
presented to us to define who we are and how we see ourselves within 
the world. 
 
Each day, we find ourselves answering to patterned messages that tell 
us we must buy it all, have it all, own it all and win it all.  
 
Sometimes, the pursuits arise from within and cause us to lift 
ourselves up to new levels of greatness.  At other times, we may 
realize that buying it, having it, owning it or winning it at all – 
especially at the expense of others – proves a heavy price when it 
obscures our peace, joy and personal freedom. 
 
A wise woman once remarked, “When in a quandary about what to do 
or how to respond to a situation, I always ask myself, ‘what’s my 
motive?” If our motives include growing and extending ourselves into 
more excellent versions of who we’ve been, I’d say that’s a pretty 
positive motive.  
 
May your every competitive encounter and the ways in which you 
choose to respond in life help you to ultimately gain the biggest prize 
of all. 
 
Last I heard, no one’s officially rationed Happiness. 
 
May your life increase its circulation. 
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Waiting 50 years to debut in a profession that cannot be acquired 
through university degrees, corporate promotions or public accolades, 
author Maura Sweeney introduces The Art of Happiness.  
 
With wit, wisdom and self-deprecating humor, she unwraps a half 
century of life experience in this reflective self-empowerment series. 
She hopes it will serve as inspiring a read as the trip she’s taken to 
author its stories.  
 
Her stories resonate because of their intent: “I trade in imagination, 
ideas and possibilities. In The Art of Happiness, I focus on the art of 
personal thought and interpretation. My focus is not the hand we are 
dealt in life, but what we choose to do with what we’ve been given.” 
 
A 1980 Boston College graduate, the author is also an avowed law 
school escapee.  The legal occupation, she claims, was a familial 
expectation she dreaded, one that failed to define her personality, 
passions or aspirations.  
 
Although not the genesis of her pursuit, the author’s departure from 
law school during the early 80s proved a powerful life catalyst. It 
forced her to break old thought patterns while discovering ways that 
would bring her into a genuine state of happiness.  
 



Maura Sweeney’s The Art of Happiness series reflects a lifetime of 
personal development and eclectic self-expression. Her experiences 
range from playing conservative housewife and home schooling mom 
to traveling the globe and intersecting with people of diverse cultures 
and backgrounds.  
  
Recognized for her leadership and mentoring abilities, Maura holds 
national honors from her former corporate career. An effective and 
engaging public speaker, she’s also the recipient of the National Award 
for Media Effectiveness from one of the country’s largest women’s 
organizations. 
 
A life long learner, Maura employs an arsenal of these acquired 
experiences, reflections and anecdotal life stories in The Art of 
Happiness series. She addresses issues ranging from Failure to 
Lessons Learned, Judgment to Marriage, and Influence to Insanity.  
 
In addition, The Art of Happiness does contain art. Maura’s personal 
drawings display throughout the series, capturing a whimsical and 
multi-dimensional interplay between her interests in both the modern 
and vintage. 
 
Maura and her husband Jim have been married for over 30 years and 
work together in their New Vision Entertainment, LLC. Maura is 
publisher of MIKE Sports Books and the best-selling Inky Winky Spider 
series.  
 
An avid video blogger under the Maura4u brand, she also co-hosted 
The State of Happiness talk radio program in St. Petersburg, FL. Maura 
and her husband Jim live on Florida’s west coast. They have one 
daughter, a journalist and graduate student at Harvard University.    
 
  

 
 
 

 
 



 

 
 

Meet Editor Kaley Sweeney (left) 
My special reason to be happy 

 
I may not have given birth to the brood of offspring I expected, but 
I’m exceedingly happy about the single one I introduced to the world.  
 
The tiny baby I left my career for, Kaley was the little girl I home 
schooled, toted to community-minded outreaches and shuttled around 
to dance classes. By 13, Kaley already started community college, 
then grew into a 16-year-old who traveled 1500 miles from home to 
complete a Journalism degree at Boston University. The purposed 
young woman began seeking her Master’s at Harvard University at age 
19 with a desire to influence the world. 
 
Now 20-years-old, Kaley is the fun, off-beat, ever-inquiring, and self-
avowed foodie who has circled the globe twice, once as a Semester at 
Sea student and then again with friends. She’s a journalist and co-
founder of a non-profit that empowers women in rural Uganda.  
 
In one of life’s ironic reasons to be happy, the former little girl I taught 
how to write is now correcting me. The nerve!  
 
Happiness comes in so many unexpected ways. Having my daughter 
and dear friend serve as Editor of The Art of Happiness is a special 
one of mine. 
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