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We are grateful to the greatest teachers in our lives—family, parents, bosses, co-workers, spouses, ex-spouses, children, friends, clients, teachers, and students. These are the relationships that “pushed our buttons”, challenged us, and spurred our growth. They helped us, in various ways, to see where we needed to change our thinking so we could become better versions of ourselves.

This book is dedicated to all those contemplating a more compassionate and profound understanding of their higher purpose. May it serve as gentle encouragement to take a step forward and commit to being kinder, gentler, and more authentically loving individuals.

Linda & Bill
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Preface
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It is written in the stars that our lives have a purpose. A purpose hidden from our view at the time of unfolding, only to later reveal the rich wisdom of the ages, teaching us and, by example, teaching others that we are loved despite our circumstances. 

Life is a pathway for healing and ascension. A pathway written in the stars for our soul’s greatest good and highest growth. 

You do not have to be of any certain religious conviction or even a believer in a higher power to learn. All that is necessary is an open mind and open heart to observe and listen to life’s path with the inner knowing that you are loved and you are deserving of unconditional love. 

Linda and Bill’s life lessons were written in the stars. Their stories unfolding through the moments, hours, days, months, years, and decades of their journey on this planet. The lessons they teach through the sharing of their experiences offer a wisdom for all. A treasured wisdom of love, connection, truth, trust and more. 

Lori Deichstetetter  M.S. Ed. Educational Leadership

A note to the reader:  

Dear Reader,

Think back to the lessons that shaped you the most. Did they come from textbooks—or from the stories that life itself told you?

That’s what this book is all about. We’re taking a step back to a time when storytelling was the heart of learning. We will be sharing some of the life lessons that helped us, and hopefully, do it in a way that’s both personal and relatable.

In each chapter, we will talk about the Spiritual Truths or Principles that helped us grow to understand ourselves better. We will also delve into how our experiences with the same lesson were shaped in distinct and creative ways by a loving Higher Guidance. Exploring the comparison of our different perspectives allowed us to appreciate the uniqueness of each individual’s life journey.

Through our shared stories, you will see how we’ve grown—sometimes in varied ways, yet always finding common ground within each chapter’s theme. Relationships aren’t always fool proof or easy, even with the most supportive and understanding partner. We both felt it was important for us to be completely honest with each other and you, the reader. We’ll reflect on our challenges as well as the moments of joy, peace, and love that have enriched our lives.

This book isn’t a full-on memoir, but it’s a collection of life’s moments on our spiritual journey. We hope you’ll find something that resonates with you and helps you on your own path.

And here’s a little tip: at the start of each chapter, you’ll see this simple statement: “Take what you can use, and leave the rest.” This has been a guiding principle for both of us, and it’s something we’ve tried to live by in all situations of our lives and in writing this book together.

Enjoy!

Bill and Linda

Or Linda and Bill, depending on your perspective.
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Chapter 1 - Who Are We?
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Linda’s introduction:

How did a somewhat spiritually Jewish woman from Kentucky meet up with a Catholic choir boy turned rebel adult man who calls himself Wee Willy from the South Side? 

Destiny? Fate? A cosmic collision of accidental proportions? Was it just beshert? “Beshert” is a Yiddish word that translates to something that was preordained or “meant to be”. I suppose we could fit into that category, but even that is a conundrum because normal labels just don’t seem to fit for us, whatever normal labels might mean. And besides, labels are for pickle jars.

Despite my years of metaphysical training—energy work, dream interpretation, intuitive journaling, and transpersonal psychology—nothing prepared me for what unfolded in the last half of my life with this white-haired American shaman. Disclaimer: Though Bill isn’t a shaman in the traditional sense, he has proven to be a profoundly healing and magical presence in my life—and in the lives of so many others.

We couldn’t be more opposite. 

I am who I am, a fiery Aries who has by nature always been a pioneering leader but would prefer to be the caboose encouraging others from behind rather than being the driving engine up front. I love silence as much as creating and being with an active community of loving people. I tend to be a loyal optimist with a pretty consistent personality of one who listens well and anchors love whenever and wherever possible. I think of myself as a calming presence, a peacemaker, a gentle soul.

Bill is who he is. He’s the kind of man who can fit into any conversation with anyone, being the shapeshifter that he is. He is a complex man who juggles many personalities, but keeps life simple with few and uncomplicated needs for himself. A successful veterinary surgeon, an empathic counselor, and a true romanticist, he’s a person who still on occasion will grumble and curse at inconsiderate drivers under his breath. One of his most humble traits is his dedication to being in service to others, no matter what time of day or night, but he often jokes about the fact that he doesn’t play well with others. He’s my joyful conundrum.

​

And somewhere in between an independent solid me and an independent solid him, there exists a third entity that we like to call “us”, which you’ll read about later. 

I lead with my compassionate heart. He leads with his brilliant mind. That’s not to say that my mind isn’t brilliant or that his heart isn’t compassionate. We each have our strengths and like to focus on that.

We laugh a lot and finally realized that we both have the same sort of sick sense of humor, which makes us laugh even more. We are a perfect yin-yang symbol. A touch of ornery black within the pristine divine white space, and a dot of sarcastic white within the depth of the spiritually mysterious black void. This seems to be where we fit together the best.

We’ve shared over 20 years living and working together under the same roof, 24/7/365 with barely a handful of disagreements. In the morning, he walks to his office which is only 20 feet away from my office in our small home. We live in closer quarters than most couples we know and somehow we make it work.

How do we do it? Even with those few scrappy tiffs that come with friends, co-workers, or spouses, we’ve quickly learned how to use our personal and spiritual energy to turn any inevitable discord into a more positive harmony. We simply call our opposing opinions ‘spirited discussions’. We make a point every day to make our home a sacred sanctuary where we find great joy at collaborating together, often saying that we, more realistically, CLOBBERate together. You’ll read more about how we avoid clobbering each other later in our chapter on “Just Ignore Me”.

We’ve both learned from past challenging relationships and split marriages. When Wee Willy and I made the decision to join forces, we knew we both had to step into our spiritual maturity if we truly wanted a peaceful, harmonious, and joyful life together. 

This book is about that journey. Bill writes with his own down-to-earth style in his own voice. My words are a little more, well, wordy. That’s what makes this book unique. Neither one of us wants to change or ‘fix’ the other in how we express ourselves or what we want to say.  We can just be our authentic selves as you will see in the stories that follow. Writing this together has been both revealing and healing for both of us.

—
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Bill’s Introduction:

Well, that’s my Linda. She’s a brilliant writer and—more often than not—she’s right. Me? Well, you’ll see. Let me tell you a little about me. 

So, who is this Bill she talks about anyway? What makes him think he has anything to contribute to the world of healing? Truthfully, I’ve often thought of myself as a nobody. Just an old man with a lot of baggage. A man with four failed marriages, eight children—seven still alive—and six of those seven who want nothing to do with me, and only one who loves me dearly. 

I’m a man who walked away from a 40-year career as a successful veterinarian as if it had never happened. A man who survived two suicide attempts and spent time in a mental health facility. A man who struggled with addiction and alcoholism that nearly destroyed him. What qualifies someone like me to say anything to anyone about anything?

The answer is quite simple: everything I went through, I survived.

This isn’t a “how-to” book. It’s a “how-did” book—a collection of our stories about how we found healing and forgiveness. All of the failures, losses, and struggles in my life are exactly why I have the credentials to speak on this topic. My spiritual journey has bestowed upon me something extraordinary: redemption, self-worth, and self-love. These are the formidable challenges that neither religion nor any institution has ever been able to assist me in finding.

For the past 39 years, I’ve been searching for a meaningful connection to something greater than myself. I wanted to find purpose, happiness, and joy. And I finally did. Now, I simply want to share my story with a few close friends—or anyone who might care to listen.

Our hope is that some small part of what we have experienced might resonate with you and help you along your own path.

We trust that these stories will inspire you to heed the wisdom within yourself when navigating relationships, prioritizing self-care, and connecting with others. 

There are various words throughout our stories that refer to God. We understand that different people resonate with different terms, such as Creator, Source, Spirit, Higher Self, Higher Power, Consciousness, The Universe, or Intuition. Choose the one that feels right to you. It doesn’t matter what you call it. It really doesn’t care. 

In this book, we primarily use the terms God, Creator, Spirit, and Higher Self. These all refer to the same mysterious concept, so feel free to substitute the term that speaks to you and disregard the rest.

We encourage you to embrace the Higher Guidance and unconditional love that permeates all existence. In that place, we have found no conditions, no opinions, nor any judgments toward us. We have approached the writing of our true stories with that same intensity of spiritual love.

Every choice and action you have taken since your birth has led you to this precise moment. Every decision, relationship, job, and all other factors have contributed to your current state of being, as you are reading this book at this very time. There are no coincidences; you have chosen this book for a specific reason. Does it hold any value for you? All I can offer is my personal experience, strength, and hope. We are not providing advice; we are simply sharing our journey.

So, come and join us for an adventurous ride. Hop aboard with just a friendly reminder—buckle up.
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Chapter 2 - How We Became an Us
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Linda’s Experience:

How did Bill and Linda become an “us”? Actually, it took a few decades, but we are a Team-in-the-Making every day, promising to take one day at a time and deciding each day if we still want to stay together to grow or not.

The beauty of becoming US has given us a chance to make each day a new adventure, a new opportunity to discover more about ourselves, and to learn how we respect the concept of being in a right relationship with each other.

We started as clients, turned students, turned teachers, turned friends, then eventually co-workers, delighting in our mutual love of helping and counseling others on their journey to Wholeness. Bill is a wise, empathic, scientific, tough-love kind of guy, which complemented my intuitive, compassionate, soft-love kind of approach with people. We consider ourselves a sweet and savory blend of personalities. A paradox. Or a pair o’ docs.

When I finally made the bold decision to end my first marriage, I also chose not to renew the lease on my storefront and closed the store. I sold my house, downsized, put my healing practice on hold, and stared into an unknown future life. All of these events occurred simultaneously. It felt terrifying.

One year after my divorce, I was finally getting used to Rob being my ex-husband. It was a tumultuous time, but in spite of all the turmoil which swirled around me for so many years, I finally felt free. I was sad but happy at the same time, feeling both calm and uncertain about everything. I was more than a little afraid of starting over.

And through it all, Bill was there, like a quiet, steady anchor. 

Wee Willy and I had a mutual working relationship at first, seeing Reiki clients together and consulting with each other about our perspectives on spiritual matters. I felt blessed to have a friend who believed in the work I was doing that brought hope and healing to people. Bill never held me in judgment. I could speak my mind freely, whether he agreed or not, and that was okay. How refreshing!

Whenever I felt lost or uncertain about my next steps, Bill was always there—steady, unshakable, a quiet force of support in the background.  I remember the trepidation of selling my house, the knot of worry tightening in my chest. Every time I voiced my concerns, Bill’s response was the same: “What does your heart say?” Or “I trust that your intuition will guide you.” He proved to be a loyal and gracious ally, honoring my choices without questioning them.

It was a snowy December evening, a few weeks before Christmas. We sat on his couch, forgetting that the hot chocolate had cooled hours earlier. We watched the snow adding inches to the balcony railing. Surprisingly, we found ourselves talking until the sun started to rise. How could it be so easy to have such interesting conversations without feeling bored or overwhelmed? As different as we were, it appeared we had so much in common.

During that winter, I was teaching a class on Spirituality and Mysticism at Columbia, a local college in Chicago. I decided to go to our staff holiday party before the Christmas break. Feeling emboldened by my new freedom, I was delighted to know that I was still able to attract new people, both men and women, into my sphere. When one of the gay Expressive Arts professors humored the crowd by doing a very suggestive dance over a piece of cheesecake (seriously, a big slice of cheesecake on a dinner plate) to one of Josh Groban’s most romantic songs, I was inwardly surprised at my own bodily response. This gay man had some damn sexy moves. I remembered how good it felt to laugh until tears rolled down my cheeks. 

Driving home from the party that night, the joy I was feeling translated into a simple prayer. God, it would be fun to share this kind of joy with someone. Someone who understood me and just accepted me for who I am. Someone who would want to explore more of this spiritual life with me. I might be ready to open my heart again...

That was it. My heartfelt intention was stated aloud, and the Universe was listening. Little did I know that Bill, at the same time, was also talking to his Creator, asking for the same thing. Neither one of us specifically mentioned the other’s name, Bill or Linda. I honestly wasn’t thinking of that. I was simply holding the vibrations of joy and love in my heart.

I had no expectations when New Year’s Eve arrived. But I was pleasantly surprised when a dozen red roses showed up at my door! I danced to Josh Groban’s music like nobody was watching. When Bill called, I heard him also playing Josh’s love songs in the background. Coincidence? Or was the Universe conspiring...?

––––––––
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Bill’s Experience:

––––––––
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You know how they say there are two sides to every story? Well, I’m about to tell you the real deal. No, seriously, I didn’t say that. Just ignore it. It never happened. You never heard that. Let me take you back to 2001, though.

It was a Thursday afternoon—I remember because it was my day off. I was with my five-year-old daughter, Gabby, and we decided to explore a new store in town. I’d heard it offered spiritually uplifting gifts, so curiosity got the better of me. As soon as we walked in, I was overwhelmed by an incredible sense of calm and peace. The music playing in the background added to the ambiance. I ended up buying the CD that was playing—Liquid Mind. I couldn’t get enough of it.

While I browsed, my daughter wandered through the store, smiling and enjoying herself. The owner of the store introduced herself as Linda Rosenthal. She was warm and welcoming. After rounding up Gabby and purchasing the CD, I left, thinking to myself what a beautiful experience it had been. I knew I’d be back.

Over the next year, I found myself returning periodically to pick up items like fountains, music, books, and incense—the kinds of things someone on a spiritual journey tends to gravitate toward. Each time I visited, Linda would talk about something called Reiki. She’d often ask if I’d like to try it, but I told her, quite honestly, I needed to think about it.

In 2002, I finally decided to see what Reiki was all about. That session changed everything. By the time it was over, I knew this was something I needed to learn. I wanted to do what Linda did. And so began my journey into Reiki. Over the next two years, I worked my way through the program and achieved the level of Master Teacher. Since then, I’ve had an active Reiki practice.

That same year, 2002, I was also navigating a divorce. My life had become a balancing act—my career as a veterinarian, my role as a father, and my deep pursuit of spiritual growth. Linda, as my Reiki Master Teacher, became a source of wisdom and comfort. We would talk for hours about spiritual concepts and Reiki. Our friendship deepened into something truly beautiful, though it was purely platonic at the time. Linda had her own challenges. She had gone through a divorce and eventually closed her store. Despite the upheavals in both our lives, we remained close friends, often practicing Reiki together at healing sanctuaries or consulting on clients.

At that point in my life, I wasn’t looking for a relationship. I didn’t feel the need to be with anyone. I had my career, my daughter, and my spiritual practice. I felt complete. Still, I would occasionally pray, saying something like, “If it’s in my highest good to be with someone—to share my spiritual path, to grow and learn with—please make it so.” Sometimes, I’d add, “You know, someone like Linda.” Of course, I thought she was way out of my league and besides, she was way taller than me and so incredibly gifted. Who was I to be with someone like her?

Fast forward to Christmas Eve, 2004. Gabby and I were in my apartment, putting the final touches on the decorations when there was a knock at the door. I wasn’t expecting anyone. To my surprise, it was Linda and a friend of hers. They invited us to dinner. Gabby was thrilled—she adored Linda—and I thought, well why not.  At dinner, the conversation was mostly between Linda and me, while Gabby played with Linda’s friend. When we got home and Gabby went to bed, I sat in the living room, trying to make sense of the evening. Oh my God, am I having feelings for Linda? I told myself it couldn’t be possible. My daughter came first, and I didn’t have time for this. But I couldn’t get Linda out of my mind.

On December 28, I invited Linda to lunch. We met at a local restaurant and talked about life, what we wanted, and our dreams. Linda made it clear she wasn’t looking for a relationship. She said it would take a very special man for her to even consider one. My heart sank. I thought, “I told you you wouldn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell.” That’s kind of how my mind worked back then. Well, at least now you know. 

But that wasn’t the end. A few days later, Linda and I planned to watch a documentary about Mary Magdalene. She had invited her friend to join us, but her friend couldn’t make it. It was just the two of us. Feeling a little awkward, we sat on her couch and watched the film. When it was over, we found ourselves talking until the wee hours of the morning. I didn’t get home until 3 a.m. The next day, I called Linda and asked if I could come over again. Once more, we stayed up late, talking until almost 2 a.m. By this point, I knew I was falling in love with her, but I couldn’t tell what she was feeling. Guys, you know what I am talking about, that feeling deep in the pit of your stomach that screams, “I need to know and yet I’m afraid to ask.”

Right after New Year’s, I invited Linda to dinner at my place. Once again, we talked late into the night. By this time, I felt that maybe—just maybe—my prayer had been answered. The following week, I went to Linda’s house for another documentary night. When it was time for me to leave, my heart pounded as I hesitated, and then —somehow— I found the courage to kiss her. That kiss marked the beginning of our journey together. Over 20 years later, now in our seventies, we’re happily living together, watching more documentaries and occasionally still stealing a kiss on the couch.
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