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PREFACE

The soul coach

What would happen if you began to examine your whole life, as if re-evaluating a business plan, and started to live life another way, where there are not as many certainties, not as many expectations and you aren’t able to predict all the outcomes? One thing you would be doing as an absolute — you’d be living in truth every day.

Tell me, are you living your life in truth or fear?

The entrepreneur

Now don’t get me wrong; not for one moment do I feel like I’ve heard a higher calling, nor do I feel ‘reborn’. In fact, to the contrary, I feel like a part of me has just died. Upon reflection, I realise that I did not start shaving my head seven years ago with the psychic vision that I would become a monk in the new millennium. The fact is, I’m just bald! And there’s no way I’m about to ring my Porsche dealer and tell him to put my car on the market as I no longer need material possessions. And if you think I’m going to go sit on a hill with my legs crossed in the lotus position, holding my fingers together, humming with my eyes shut or taking long treks and talking to yaks, then you’re sadly mistaken.

But there is something different about today . . .





PART I

THE SOUL COACH, THE ENTREPRENEUR, THE SYNCHRONISTIC MEETING





The entrepreneur

28 December

I am sitting at home alone out the back of my house on the Brisbane River, pondering life. I’ve been here since the sun came up, sitting in silence, listening to the waves lapping, the birds chirping and my own thoughts buzzing in my head. I have no words left to describe the year behind me. It’s as if time is in slow motion and I am taking hours to process thoughts that ordinarily I would process in a millisecond.

My mobile phone goes off. It seems to ring and ring and ring. I glance at it, wondering if I should answer. I see it’s one of my best mates, so I pick it up. Jason is on the Gold Coast and he proceeds to tell me to get my backside there to his beautiful holiday apartment for a drink with some friends that are coming down for the night.

I decline. I’m shattered — physically, mentally and emotionally. There’s nothing left in the tank! Picking up the phone was an effort in itself.

This last year was long and tough and I’m glad it’s over. As I reflect, I realise this was the toughest year of my life. It even eclipsed the year that I got divorced after 12 years of marriage and the year I lost $500 000 in bad debts. In fact, this last year hurt more than both of them combined.

I am quite comfortable at that moment sitting out the back staring blankly into the water, reflecting on the year that was, on my own, in silence. The year behind me presented so many challenges.

Professionally, I had one of the busiest times in my career and on top of that, received a six-figure tax bill I could not avoid. I spent 246 nights away from home, took 102 flights (23 of those international), worked countless weekends as a conference speaker, co-hosted a national business television show and worked back-to-back 16-hour days for months on end. On top of that already hectic life, I also became global president of The Entrepreneurs’ Organisation, one of the world’s premier entrepreneurial communities.

Financially, it was my best year in the last 15 in business, with sales up a further 40 per cent, and profit up 36 per cent. And for the first year in 15, I actually rewarded myself for some of my hard work instead of tipping it all back into the business or other investments. This year I was a little indulgent and took up my passion for motor sports, elected to stay in great hotels, flew first class, and enjoyed some of my hard-earned cash. But none of it helped. I totally ran out of steam.

In the middle of the year I had an emotional brain snap and ended a long-term relationship with the woman I was convinced would be the mother of my children. And some months after that, I experienced yet another relationship breakdown. Put that all into one body and one year and it was total overload!

As I sit out in my backyard recalling the last 12 months, my mind wanders and I dig deeper into my memories of the last 15 years. Wow, what a ride. And a long, hard one at that.

With all these memories rushing back into my head on a collision course with each other, I can feel my shoulders start to slump under the weight of so much hard work and struggle. For so long I have been going at it, day in and day out, convincing myself this is what it’s all about. That you’ve got to do the hard yards to get in front — life wasn’t meant to be easy. That you need to create opportunity — it doesn’t just come to you. How often have I heard these things? And how often have they made me tired?


I . . . visualised more things than Nostradamus on steroids.



Yep, I’ve read all the books, done all the study, learned all the lessons. First, as I was starting out, it was the business books I sucked into my head, then the motivational books, then the self-help books and then the DVDs. Along the way I found my internal power, learned the laws of attraction, understood my strength, and visualised more things than Nostradamus on steroids.

Even simple thoughts of the journey so far are exhausting. Over the last 15 years I have started, or bought and sold, 10 companies. Some of them were stellar successes, others made me feel like I’d just gone nine rounds with Mike Tyson, blindfolded, with my hands tied behind my back.

As I recall the long list of enterprises I shake my head and ask myself out loud, ‘What the hell were you thinking?’ Among my various conquests, I’ve owned a recording studio, a pizza shop, a property development company, an ISP and technology company, an advertising agency, a business consultancy and launched a career as a speaker and author.

Over the years I have passed all the national averages of a business in growth mode and managed to continue its development and avoid the bankruptcy courts. Cheers to me, as I raise my glass in celebration. If I believe what everyone tells me, I’ve done very well over the years. I’m a true entrepreneur, a business leader and a success. But at what cost?

Today, life has just collapsed around me. I’m thinking to myself, ‘I’m so done with everything. I’m over it! Make it go away! I don’t want to talk to anyone, be anywhere, go anywhere, or interact with the world’. I’m happy to just sit here under an umbrella, watching the boats float up and down the river. But again, the silence is broken by the ringing of my mobile phone.

‘Go away! Just leave me alone!’ I scream inside my head. But my mate can’t hear my silent plea. He keeps calling and texting me until finally, I give in. I pick up my phone.

Using every last bit of energy in my body, I ask him, ‘You’re not going to stop calling me until I come, are you?’ ‘No’, Jason replies. ‘I’m not. See you here in an hour.’ Adding a few expletives for emphasis, he then hangs up.

I throw my things together, put on some sunscreen and a hat, get in the car and wait for a moment as the soft-top roof folds back and disappears into its hiding place. I figure if I do have to go somewhere, I may as well enjoy the ride.

As I pull onto the freeway, the road is clear in front of me so I open up the flat six-cylinder Boxster engine and listen to it scream, just to remind myself that this thing really can do zero to 100 kilometres per hour. It’s just as fast as the propaganda promotes, and I love it!

A smile appears on my face for the first time all day thanks to the rush of speed, the selector snapping into the next gear, the exhaust barking like a junkyard dog and the feel of the g-force against my body in the seat.

I re-engage with the world and stop trying to figure things out or think about the future. I begin to feel things and live in the moment, the ‘now’. And in this now, I’m living life in response to the wheel in my hand. My only focus is the right moment to change gears, relative to the sound of the engine. I’m completely absorbed in my immediate environment. I’m forced to take my mind off the last year and think of only one thing — the drive. If I don’t, then this car will punish me! But my feeling of release is short-lived.


. . . I’m living life in response to the wheel in my hand.



A little over an hour later, I pull into my mate’s car park and head up to the apartment. I’m unshaven and look like I haven’t slept for a week, carrying a bag of mismatched clothes and an armful of New Zealand sauvignon blanc.

I throw my bags into a bedroom and head straight for the fridge to put the wine in ice, grumbling to Jason about how he disturbed my self-pity session and silence. He just laughs and hands me a glass. Jason’s girlfriend wanders into the kitchen with a grin and after giving me a peck on the cheek, grabs her glass and walks past us onto the balcony.

We sit for a while and then he confesses, ‘Mate, I was holding out on you. I’ve actually invited Maria to join us tonight for a drink and a chat’. I look at him and cringe. ‘Oh, man! Not the freakin’ psychic chick! Geez! I thought we were just going to have a drink.’ My response only generates a naughty schoolboy laugh as he tops up our drinks.

An hour later, Maria strides through the door like a whirlwind of energy and the world follows her in. As she walks across the room, I extend a hand to introduce myself. Instead, I am embraced with an enormous hug and kiss on the cheek, as if we’ve known each other for years and only just remembered.

I say, ‘Hi, I’m Troy’. ‘Yes, I know’, she replies. I can’t help myself and exclaim, ‘Shit, you’re good!’ We all laugh, sit down, and have another glass of wine. About 15 minutes later, Maria leans over and says softly, ‘Just go and ring her’. I look at her sideways with what must have been a squinty stare and ask, ‘Ring who?’ ‘You know who’, she says. ‘Just go ring her. What’s the worst that can happen? At least you’ll have clarity.’ I don’t move. She stares me out until I slowly reach over and grab my mobile phone and glass of wine. I head to the back room of the apartment and make the call.

Many unforgettable moments later, I return. I throw the phone on the table and slump in a chair. Maria leans over and with her hand on my shoulder, asks, ‘So how do you feel? Do you have clarity?’ In a low and slightly shaken voice, I mumble, ‘Yes’. The call put an end to my anguish over whether or not the girl I had just broken up was ever coming back. The answer was no.

Maria says slowly, ‘Oh my god. You were prepared to give up your move to America for her, weren’t you?’ There is a pause as I wonder how she even knew I was contemplating the move, or that I was in the middle of negotiations to do just that. I look across the table at Jason who simply shrugs his shoulders and says, ‘Don’t look at me. I didn’t say a word’.

Again I reply with a quiet and slow, ‘Yes, I was’. With energy in her voice and a smile, Maria sits up straight and chirps, ‘Well, that makes it easy then! Now you can get back to your dreams and continue on your journey to do what you were meant to. It’s going to be great — you’ll love it!’

By now, of course, the diehard skeptic in me is feeling a little wounded and confused about everything. I sit with it for a moment, trying to understand what’s just happened. Had I just seen the work of a psychic? Or had I just been told to get my shit together, stop feeling self-pity, work it out for myself, face my fear and the truth, and, I suppose, own it?

I reflect for a moment on the feelings and thoughts that raced through me in the last few minutes. The phone call gave me one of the strangest feelings I’ve ever had. One of piercing pain in my chest, a cold shiver, hurt, abandonment and total childlike vulnerability. Following this is the immediate release of all of those thoughts and the removal of doubt as I realise the truth of what just happened and how I have been living my life for the last six months. I think to myself, ‘Well, this is interesting! What you’ve been doing ain’t working, Troy, so it’s time to shut up and listen! You’ve said that to yourself and felt these feelings in business before. Now it’s time to do the same thing in your personal life’.


Had I just seen the work of a psychic?



As I sit there, conversation flows freely between Jason and Maria, but to me, it’s become a mere hum in the background. I stare out to sea and feel my brain buzz back into overload. I can feel the pressure of random thoughts and memories spinning in my head like the propeller of a helicopter as it winds up in preparation for take-off. I find myself digging deep into my memories of the last few years — looking for a clue, an answer, a purpose, a reason, something to help me understand. I feel myself rewind my life and then pause on random moments as if to try and recapture a scene from a movie so that I can see what really happened to the hero. I freeze-frame events from the last two years and interestingly, the movie seems a little different this time around. But this time, it’s not fiction.

Eighteen months earlier, my partner at the time, Eve, had been asking me to go and see someone about sorting out some things in my head. I did not listen and shrugged it off, saying, ‘I’m just busy and a little stressed right now’.

Memories of so many of those conversations come rushing back to me. I can see her face with her sad, concerned eyes and I can hear the soft tone of her voice as she makes her plea. She was right.

As I look back, I can now understand that Eve was my voice of reason, my rock and the one true stabilising force in my life at that time. She entered my world at a time when I found myself searching for more and she challenged me to stop looking externally and to search within myself. This was a concept I didn’t understand. I figured that surely, my joy was derived from money, or others, or ‘stuff’.


. . . Eve was my voice of reason, my rock . . .



During our time together, she managed to bring feelings and thoughts to the surface that I’d buried so deeply, I forgot I had them at all. The tough, analytical and somewhat selfish nature of business had, over time, morphed into my private life and consumed me emotionally. I had become what I created. Eve made it okay for me to be just Troy.

She reminded me that what I do is just a job and that what is important is to be true to myself and to remember who I am. Only then can I find purpose and joy. She guided me back to the simple things in life that reminded me of that internal joy: walking in the park, swimming in the ocean, riding a pushbike, being silly. Her simple excitement and joy was infectious.

My mind flashes back to the countless hours we spent sitting on the couch in the dark, drinking wine and talking about, well, anything. I can see the silhouette of her curly hair, her big, warm eyes glistening when they catch the moonlight and the glimmer of her cheeky smile.

Eve packed so much vitality into her life that it showed me how much I had lost in mine. She challenged me and tried to make me think outside of my own closed, crazy world. And for a while, she almost succeeded in guiding me back to my true self. But in a moment of fear and weakness, I got sucked back into the business tornado and shut her out. My heart slipped again.

It dawns on me that my ignorance cost me that relationship — one of the most important relationships I have had in my life. It is time to change.

Then, only a moment later, comes the feeling that something new is about to happen. Something is about to open up. With a rush, I snap back to the moment, as if from a deep sleep.

With a curious look on my face, I lean in to talk to Maria. ‘So why is it going to be so good?’ I ask quietly. Her response disappoints me. ‘I’m not going to tell you. I want you to work it out, sit with it, feel it and live it. It will make you a much better person and you’ll grow from the experience. But tonight, let’s just have a drink and a laugh. We’ll talk more in the morning.’

I spend the night asking questions, most of which deliver me few answers. My head buzzes from too much wine, but also from a desire to change the way I look at things and discover a better way to work, live, play and love. Maybe this is it. At least right now, for some strange reason, it seems to feel that way.

Time to sleep. Something tells me tomorrow is going to totally do my head in.

The soul coach

The thought of a few days off in a holiday apartment on the sunny Gold Coast, with my good friend Jason, is more than welcoming.

Over the past year I have accomplished so much, including being recognised nationally and awarded for my intuitive talents. I became a cover girl for an internationally distributed spiritual magazine and, at the same time, I was offered a publishing deal to write a book on my life. I was touring and speaking here, there and everywhere, including America and New Zealand, as well as coaching people from all walks of life. However, I had recently noticed a surge of entrepreneurs among my clientele. They, too, were now recognising the value of a soul coach, not just a business or life coach.

To sum it up, by the end of these productive 12 months of synchronistic opportunity and intuitive success, I am truly tired. One thing I know for certain is that it doesn’t matter how philosophically aware you are, when your body and mind need a rest, it’s time to just stop.

As I arrive on the coast, Jason instructs me over the phone on where to park my car, and I do so alongside a blue Porsche. As I pull into the park I have a feeling it will be an interesting couple of days. I stand looking at the Porsche, knowing it is somehow related to what’s going on upstairs.

Jason meets me downstairs and says, ‘Hey, I’m glad you’re here! Oh, and by the way, Troy’s here, too’. Troy! My mind does a couple of silent flips because I know this trip will be more than interesting — it will be absolutely brilliant. See, you have to understand something. Although I know Troy is best friends with our mutual friend, Jason, I know very little about him personally, as I have refused to listen to any information about him.

For me, it’s best to know nothing about a person I may potentially coach, as it can interfere with the truth of what is really going on. As a life coach who works intuitively and specialises in tapping into the soul, I rather enjoy the ‘virgin approach’. It makes the experience far more satisfying.

Jason had asked if I could see Troy earlier that year in more of a ‘life coach’ role given his skepticism for psychics, but I brushed him off for a few months. I had my personal assistant tell him I was booked out — which wasn’t a lie, because my schedule was filling quickly between private sessions and touring. However, I also knew it wasn’t the right time to see him, so I didn’t even consider squeezing him in. I just intuitively knew the moment I heard Jason mention Troy’s name that he was in no way ready for me professionally and that he would need to go through one major life lesson (and a crippling one at that) before seeing me. I shared this with Jason and it was our little secret that Troy would need to be put off until that time. Now I know that the life lesson he needed to learn must have arrived, otherwise I would not have arrived synchronistically on this Gold Coast doorstep.


. . . I see right through him as if I’m a superhero with X-ray eyes . . .



I walk into the apartment and see Troy with Jason’s girlfriend, Leeza. He smiles and I see right through him as if I’m a superhero with X-ray eyes and assess that nearly every ‘feeling’ bone in his body is fractured, battered or bruised.

Troy is a mess, but a wonderful one at that! I know he is on the brink of a breakdown, and that it will be the biggest breakthrough of his life. That’s when most people are ready for what it is I have to offer. At the point of an inner tsunami awash with feeling upon feeling, I can get them to see their lives in truth and tap into their souls.

A part of me doesn’t want to go into ‘Maria Elita, soul coach’ mode, as I’m at this apartment to rest, unwind and enjoy the company of great people. Yet I know that today, Troy has been presented to me to be shown two clear paths. One is truth and the other is fear. The man on the balcony, smiling and pretending that life is fine is on the fearful path — he just doesn’t know it. Deep down he is probably thinking to himself, ‘Is this woman a psychic or a psycho?’


I see myself as more of a spiritual dominatrix . . .



I embrace him like this moment was preordained and I am just remembering what to say and when to say it. I know deep down that he is afraid of what I represent and I see it in his eyes. However, I do not care. The real Troy standing in his truth is far more powerful than my worry over what his fearful belief systems make of me.

I decide to just let him have it. No psychic filtering or pretending I don’t know what’s going on in his shipwrecked life. I pass on information here and there and he takes to it like a fish nibbling the end of a baited line. He’s still unsure, but I know I’ve freed his inquisitive mind of doubt.

Troy leaves the balcony to call his ‘maybe’ girlfriend after I tell him to do so. I know what clarity this will bring, but I don’t tell him prior to his making the call. He needs to find out for himself. I’m neither a clairvoyant hippie, nor a fortune-telling gypsy, nor a purple-velvet-draped psychic who reads crystal balls, swings pendulums over auras and uses tarot cards to see the future. I see myself as more of a spiritual dominatrix, empathetically whipping people with my intuitive sense, so they too can see and courageously action their truth, rather than rely solely on me to reveal a psychic forecast. I know I’m here to coach people to become more intuitive, as it’s far better to discover some things on your own.

Troy comes back out after a while and I notice instantly that he’s a changed man. His eyes reflect peace and chaos colliding simultaneously and his energy resembles the eye of a hurricane — a serenely destructive void forcing change. I know that with that one phone call, he has the clarity he needs to move on, however, with it comes an overwhelming sense of loss.

At that moment I know he is ready to truly begin his real life adventure and that two paths have been illuminated before him, one being truth and the other fear. He just needs to rest now and tomorrow will not only be the dawning of a new day, but the dawning of a new Troy. The one I see clearly, who has the most wonderful, purposeful future ahead of him.

Let the soul coaching begin . . .





The entrepreneur

I wake up early the next day and head out to the balcony. For what seems like hours, I just stare out at the beach. It’s one of those amazing, picture-perfect days you see on TV advertisements. The air is fresh, the wind is warm and I’m feeling surprisingly good given the amount of wine I drank the night before.

I’m not sure why, but I know today is going to be a big day. It’s like something is tapping me on the back of the head saying, ‘Remember what you need to do today. Be aware of everything around you and listen’.

The apartment starts to awaken and immediately, I spot tension between Jason and his girlfriend. I can feel a collision coming so I prepare for the impact, as I know that at some point I am going to hear the story. They are both wonderful friends to me. I have known them for years and I can feel that the hurt is on its way. Oh dear!

Leeza leaves in a rush. Jason comes back into the apartment with a heavy sigh but no words. Nobody speaks. Nobody asks. He says simply, ‘She’s gone. It’s been coming for a while’.

We decide to walk up the street for breakfast. As we walk, I start asking Maria questions like, ‘So, what do you do? How do you do it? How do you help people?’ She fires back answers as if it’s a job interview and I’m the one being interviewed for the position of messed-up business guy.

Jason is pretty quiet as we walk. He is letting me get into Maria’s head and she into mine. Every now and then, he chips in with a one-line personal experience.

Maria asks how I’m feeling today and I respond with, ‘Pretty good, really. I’m still a bit wounded from yesterday but at least I know where I stand. It was kind of lucky, I guess, that I came to the coast and we had that chat last night. I could have gone on for days wondering, so it was a pretty lucky coincidence’.

As quick as a whip rebounds from the flick of a stockman’s wrist, she snaps back, ‘There’s no such thing as coincidence! It’s called synchronicity’. ‘Huh? Synchro-what?’ I ask, with a slight shriek to my voice. ‘Everything happens for a reason’, she calmly replies. ‘The key is to understand what that reason is and question why it’s happening. You weren’t ready for me to talk to you until yesterday, that’s why I didn’t make time to see you before then. You were only ready yesterday, hence the synchronicity of us meeting each other now.’


There’s no such thing as coincidence!



Okay, so now I’m starting to realise that everything I am about to hear is going to totally mess with me. I can tell because my brain already hurts. I know that to even try and get my head around it is going to be tough. I hang on tight because this might be just what I need. This is lesson number one.

We sit at breakfast and I challenge Maria’s ‘everything happens for a reason’ philosophy. After all, I have to. I’m a businessman and if you want to sell me something, you’d better have your pitch right. ‘So if everything happens for some sort of synchronistic reason’, I ask her, ‘then what good can come from yesterday or from the huge, mother-of-all tax bills I got last year? Why did that happen?’

Maria’s response is sharp and in my face. ‘These things were sent to teach you a lesson. Your tax bill is about teaching you humility. It forced you to engage in the business and with your staff, and to bring you all together. And yesterday was all about understanding what you really want in a relationship, because you keep looking for Miss Right without really knowing what she means to you. How can you expect to have a wonderful, loving relationship if you don’t even know what you want that relationship to represent?’

As I hear her words I am trying to think of all of the things that have happened to me in the last 12 months. I ask myself each and every time, ‘Okay, so why did that happen?’

It still does not make a lot of sense to me, so I pause my thoughts to absorb more and to listen to the philosophy behind synchronicity.

The soul coach

With a blaze of morning light entering through the floor-to-ceiling bedroom windows, I’m up like a bird at dawn, chirping away. I don’t even bother to get properly dressed as I’m in relax mode, and I stroll out of the room in my red silk geisha robe.

Already the energy in the apartment is stirring and not with the vibes I was dreaming of for a well-earned break. Jason and his girlfriend are parting ways. It’s only the break of dawn and clarity is flowing through this apartment of truth, bringing with it life-changing possibilities.

I stroll through the apartment and notice everyone is dressed properly and ready to start the day — even at this hour of the morning! I think to myself, ‘Hmm . . . I’m in a robe relaxing, with nothing planned and surrendering to the day. Don’t these people know how to shut off from schedules and “doing” for five minutes?’

I walk out onto the balcony and sit while the hive inside is busy preparing for movement. Leeza exits in a puff of smoke. I immediately know I’ll see her again. Without a doubt we’ll be friends so I don’t feel sad at all.

Jason doesn’t say too much and Troy and I sit looking at each other, wondering what the day will present. All I know is that today will be absolutely clear and perfect just like the magnificent weather with which we’ve been blessed. I suspect Troy is ready to ask me a million and one questions about everything I do and I’m ready to answer him without delay.

Within a short while, the three of us decide to go for a walk along the beach and find a café to have breakfast. Troy does not disappoint me and bombards me with question after question. I flood him with philosophical answers, then intelligent (yet irritating) questions, questioning his questions back in return. He seems puzzled by a lot of what I’m saying and I know that’s a brilliant place for him to be: the corporate man without the perfect map in front of him, with no perfect directions, and clearly, no perfect life.


I interrogate [him] like a cop hassling a suspect.



From the first moment Jason mentioned Troy’s name to me several months ago, I intuitively knew he was having relationship issues and I also knew he was in no space to talk to me about them. There was something about him, however, that made me feel very strongly that if I put him off long enough he would eventually be in the perfect space to listen. He would be worth waiting for, because his life’s purpose was far greater than just speaking to people about how to make more money. I’m so glad my intuition was right!

Troy sits listening and absorbing everything I say without the immediate hesitation that would have been there months earlier. I question his relationships. I challenge his career. I interrogate his testing mind like a cop hassling a suspect.

He takes to this impromptu coaching session like a crazy kid on a BMX bike, carving up a dirt track. While this is happening, Jason glances out over the priceless scenery, sips his coffee, throws in a few words of experience here and there and knows that he has played an important part in this synchronistic connection.

I repeat the words ‘truth or fear’ as many times as seagulls squawk at us for scraps of food. Although I feel he is beginning to understand, I suspect Troy’s mind is in for a real awakening as I tell him there is no such thing as coincidence.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
1h,

NAKED

ENTEPRENEUR

A JOURNEY FROM
FEAR o TRUE WEALTH

TROY HAZARD
MARIA ELITA

nnnnnn





OEBPS/images/f096-01.jpg
S
&/.\%

&
&

eamiyand\ %,
e .

s

Be uthand Wtegrity





OEBPS/images/9781118319536.jpg
MARIA ELITA






