
        
            [image: cover]
        


Mondays with Mary

[image: tmp_65aee1e61652c3a01fc36565e4e01a17_hQEIWZ_html_6823fdbe.jpg]

Sam Oliver

Smashwords ebook edition published by Fidlei
Publishing Inc.


Copyright 2012, Sam Oliver

No part of this eBook may be reproduced or
shared by any electronic or mechanical means, including but not
limited to printing, file sharing, and email, without prior written
permission from Fideli Publishing.

Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

ISBN: 978-1-60414-563-2


Other Books by Sam Oliver

A Fish Named Ed

The Path into Healing

Another Path into Healing

God a Logs on Living and Dying

What the Dying Teach Us: Lessons on
Living

Social Beat Soundings

Angel of Promise

Angel Marie: The Making of an Angel


Dedicated to: Mary Putt


Acknowledgments

Much of this work of art is true. I have
changed the names and some of the events in this Novel to engage
the reader into a spiritual journey. Many of the Hospice patients I
see on a daily basis for the past 22 years do go through what you
will read on these pages.

I want to take this time to thank
all of the Hospice Volunteers across the country who care for the
dying. You have inspired me to take this book into a direction I
would not have entered without you. Your selfless giving from your
heart motivates me to do the work I do as a Hospice
Chaplain.

Hospice has given me a particular
view on life that has allowed me to view the lives of those I serve
in ways that informs and nourishes my soul. Dying people have
taught me a great deal about living. They have taught me to live in
soul through bonding with them in eternal relationships embraced in
the heart and known as love to the soul. Each day I am challenged
by my patients to close my eyes to what is around me and open them
into what lies within every living thing on earth.

If I were to put into words what I
have learned in my care with Hospice patients over the years, it
would be the following words:


Hospice is more than holding hands with
dying patients. It is the desire to hold another's heart in a
gentle awareness hands can no longer touch.

— Sam Oliver
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INTRODUCTION

​ The Awakening
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It was just another day in Jim’s counseling
office overlooking The Boston Garden from his window near the
Atlantic Ocean. As the day wore on, it would become a place of
quiet contemplation, filled with people hurting emotionally and
mentally. Each would come to his office sharing problems they had
in life. Each counseling patient filled Jim’s creative imagination
with images that the heart believed to be true. From one worldview
to another Jim would travel into people’s hearts through the words
spoken to him session after session.

The lights of Boston were burning into the
night sky creating a glow in the clouds above. A calm heart settled
into the night as a long day gave way to a night of reflection and
stillness. If I could just bottle this and give it to my
patients, Jim said to himself. Jim was constantly listening to
people share experiences of their lives as they expressed their
feelings about these worlds they believed to be true.

The interesting thing to Jim was that he
knew how people could convince themselves that the world held
closest to their hearts was as real to them as they believed them
to be. His work was to help others shift their attention from what
one believes to be true to what can be a reality for them if chosen
within themselves to take a different path. Much of Jim’s work with
others was to help them create intentions that enable people to
find their most authentic self and live these qualities of
attention from the purity of their hearts.

Jim was a quiet and intellectual man by
nature who helped others analyze their thoughts and feel their
emotions from a place inside themselves where the experiences of
their lives could be evaluated. This skill allowed a person to not
get too involved with the daily events in their life that seemed to
trip them up emotionally.

“There is a rhythm, a heartbeat, an inspired
thought filled with images that move in and through us constantly.
It is one experience of many flowing in and through us like the
waves of an ocean. Inside these creations are worlds, eternal
worlds, and endless journeys on the landscapes of our souls waiting
to be known.” These words sang its own melody in Jim’s heart. He
knew them to be true for Jim knew this was a gift he had known
since birth, and he had shared this gift with many people in his
life.

Jim lived in a luxurious apartment in
downtown Boston. He enjoyed many nights walking out on his ledge to
gaze at the city lights and the oceanfront beach in front of him.
The waves of the ocean were constant, hypnotic, and calming. Jim
often left his sliding door open facing the ocean, so he could fall
asleep listening to the water sweep into the sand below him. As he
would drift off, Jim could feel his heart release the emotions
shared with him during the day by his clients. It felt like they
were lifting from his chest and floating away into the ocean and
sinking into the ocean floor. This was such a peaceful experience
for Jim every night. Falling asleep was always a restful
adventure.

It didn’t take long for Jim to fall into a
deep and restful sleep with an environment like this in his life.
Every night Jim would close his eyes and begin to slow his
breathing into long deep breaths. On one particular night, Jim
dreamed about a huge hand reaching through the Heavens above and
down below where he lay asleep in what he knew to be home. His body
was lifeless as this strong yet gentle hand lifted him from his bed
and into the skies above.

His body seemed light as a feather as his
heart seemed to trust what was happening to him with each breath he
took. Each movement into the sky took Jim into a place within his
heart where he felt weightless and full of peace. It was a place
his soul knew very well. A place he referred to as his center. It
was an awareness deep within him that had the clarity and infinite
capacity to connect with his environment in assurance and
grace.

Just above the clouds a bright light shone
in the distance. It didn’t take Jim long to reach the destination
above the clouds. He was moving at the speed of light. Everything
within him seemed incredibly connected to this place. Once above
this bright, clear, and shining mist, the hand holding him moved
through the fog and into a Garden below him. It was a gentle
release much like taking off a very tight shoe. The ground was firm
below his feet and the plant life all around him was a dark green
in most places. Ahead of Jim was a mountain with a stream of water
falling into the lake below it. It appeared to be at least a mile
long. The lake was so clear you could see the boulders that lay
within it. The fish were large with a few small ones trailing
behind the larger ones. The splashing water created ripples across
most of the lake smoothing out the further they moved away from the
stream of water that fell from the mountain above. All around Jim
was a silence that filled the air with an incredible sense of
peace. The air was still and clear. It felt as though the air was
breathing Jim, so effortless it seemed in this Garden.

In the distant horizon, Jim saw a figure
moving toward him. He was startled at first until the form began to
take the shape of a man. He was relieved to know he wasn’t alone up
here in this wonderful place, but where was he thought Jim. Soon
the man became more and more visible. At first, this man appeared
to be moving in and out of visible form. Jim thought something went
wrong in his trip to this place wondering if he was either seeing a
hallucination or losing his sight. “Greetings,” Jim said to the man
in front of him. He was quiet for what seemed like ten minutes. Jim
thought this was odd and unfriendly. Yet, the man in front of him
was talking the whole time. They were simply not in tune with each
other yet. They were vibrating at different frequencies much like a
radio not on the right station to be heard clearly.

This silence began to annoy and frighten Jim
at the same time. As Jim turned to walk away, he heard a faint
sound much like a newborn baby cooing for the first time. “Who are
you?” the man said to Jim.

“My name is Jim. I am a counselor on earth.
Where am I?” said Jim.

“You are in the Garden of the Gods.
People don’t travel to this part of the garden much.”

“Why?” Jim wanted to know.

“This part of the garden is for people who
are experiencing a lack of wholeness in their lives. They are
people who have forgotten to dream dreams and follow them into a
new life,” the man conveyed with sorrow. “I have been drawn here by
a sense of unrest inside your soul,” he went on to say to Jim.

“Me?” Jim was surprised. Being a man in
control of his emotions and helping others through theirs, he
didn’t like what he was hearing.

“Jim,” Angel of Promise said as he looked
deep into his eyes. It was as if Promise was penetrating his body
and communicating with a presence of awareness inside him. “There
is a secret garden inside of us all. It is a place where your heart
opens into an awareness of joy through your creative
imagination.”
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