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For the Lord of Love, 

who gave me life.

And for my children,

Joey, Paul and Katie,

who saved it.

––––––––
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Quoted from The Great Being of Love:

“It is never too late to care.”

Ω

TO THE READER:

The writing and stories included in this 

book are the author's personal experiences. 

She addresses life, spirituality & religion, as

best as she can, from the inclusive, holistic, 

love-filled inspiration of God/Christ/Love/ 

Goddess/Great Spirit/Universe. She hopes 

only that you might benefit in some way 

from reading the following words. The

author is not a professional counselor, 

so if you are suffering in an emo-

tional or spiritual manner, 

please seek expert advice. 

That is what she did. 
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Chapter One: So Long, Guilt!
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Introduction

I woke up at 3:46 this morning and I was relieved. "Why?" you might ask. When I started my blog in June, 2009, I woke up between three a.m. and five a.m. nearly every day for 365 days. I had made a promise to the Lord of Love (or to God Within Us, however you think of God) that I would write daily, from my heart, for one year. I sat in the quiet of those early mornings with my heart and mind open and something—an idea, a beginning sentence, a prayer or poem—invariably came, though on some days writing was a great effort as I struggled with my health or other personal problems. Regardless, waking up early, feeling an urge to write, blessed me and the opening-to-writing experience healed some of my soul-wounds. 

I had felt especially heavy with guilt for many years and, after I wrote about this online, an inspiring woman named Sharie who writes at the blog, Sending Joy, reached out to me and helped me to understand that guilt and shame are lies and a waste of the energy needed to live in the present, not in the past. Her intervention caused a change in me; once I considered letting go of the past, I realized this healing is available to everyone. What a well of wisdom Sharie is! I hope you will visit her peace-generating blog, Sending Joy, where Higher Love lives.

Because the words that came and my new friendships healed my heart, I wondered if sharing my growing-experiences beyond my blog, in a book, would help others like me. As I wrote about the damage to my health due to my, 'You're a dirty, low-down snake' convictions, I saw the absurdity of hanging my head and turning my face from God, Christ, Spirit, Goddess, Universe, when what I wanted most was a living relationship with the Great Body of Love. The intentions of my heart were real, but I also wanted my health back. The Body of Love knew this, as did I, though I did not know in June, 2009, how profoundly I would be changed by this writing, even if my body remains weak.

It seems appropriate to me to begin this human story with some posts about guilt, shame (public guilt) and growing beyond this destructive state of mind.

Trust Your Journey

We see a book cover that says,' Trust Your Journey,' or maybe it is on a poster in a store. In my twenties and thirties, I'd see it and think, 'Riiight.' I did not begin to understand what it meant applied to myself until I had passed the big 5-oh. After fifty years of life, we are in the beginning stages of seeing the broader picture, and have acquired more understanding of ourselves, of human nature and the world.

Though we haven't seen-it-all at fifty, we are more

aware of how much we humans are alike. We tend to make the same or similar judgments and mistakes, and we have to deal with the same or similar temptations that, if succumbed to, may destroy us or our families' lives. We've seen how polarized people can be, how easily frightened we are, and how that beautiful things like love and family, and meaningful work, are not experienced by everyone.

Though I had questions about the cause and purpose of everything all my life, around fifty, I began to truly need to find the answers to life's deepest questions. I wanted to understand more than I wanted to defend my own convictions, and I was willing to see my beliefs and actions stripped of all my 'fluff and puff.' What a surprise I found!

I was human. I made mistakes. I learned from them—sometimes very, very slowly—but I learned from them. And it was okay. I was okay. I was God's daughter. God loved me anyway. From there, like when my young daughter found me filling Easter baskets and asked me a couple days later if I was Santa, too, I realized that if God loved me wholly, He/She must love us all wholly, no matter what. God understands us and our human natures.

Holy moly. What did this mean? I didn't have to feel guilty? Guilt kept me trapped in the past, away from God, for no reason? I hate confessing this, but I think guilt was also a part of my pretend-humility. It is more complicated than that, but I am peeking under the layers of the onion that is me to see what might be there, and drumming up the courage to see the truth. I have learned that mistakes and bad decisions are a part of the human journey, and we are loved by our Maker.

Of the Same Essence

My Akita-mix, Max, and I were out for a walk yesterday when I was overcome by a feeling of how similar we humans are and how much our hearts are the same. Maybe it is because spring is making intermittent appearances and several neighborhood trees are celebrating with spectacular blossoms, or maybe it is the sky so blue and the air so fresh (or full of pollen, as the case may be).

In the apartments where I live, I see many different people, different colors, different traditions and levels of education. Some were not 'brought up well' and throw trash wherever they stand and let their dogs poop on the sidewalks. Some are young adults who don't care who their loud music wakes up. Some are older and bitter, weighed down by the course of their lives. Some hurt their children. People with educations and wealth surely see themselves as the opposite of my neighbors, yet in that flash of insight, I saw us all made of the same essence. 

All our hopes for true love, to follow our dreams, to make a difference in the world are shared, as though a giant beam of Lovelight shines upon us all, and no matter how far from our essence we stray, the beam shines on us anyway, lighting the way home. It seems to our little minds that this isn't true, that some of us are better than others, but this is only one way to see the world. It is an illusion, an actor whose job it is to lay a blanket of darkness over us. As my friend Sharie, at Sending Joy, says every time she posts, throw off the blanket, see only love and know that you have as many chances as you need to 'start over.' It is not about perfection; it is about the journey of becoming the butterfly.

So Long, Guilt

You know how your conscience is your guide? It is a quiet presence that whispers to us, or gives little nudges, but it is not snide remarks or guilt trips and definitely does not shout. No infringement whatsoever on the free-will process. The way to hear this gentle voice is to get quiet for a time but this can be one scary process. Lord only knows what will come up, and the nudges may be nudging in a direction we do not want to go. When this type of resistance comes up, pay attention, because you are approaching your life-lessons zone. (Drum roll, please.)

In my case, it became clear over the years that I was desperately seeking a husband and children. I am blessed with three wonderful children in spite of all the confusion created by the blinders I put up, but they had only me, which, of course, means they did not have a father present. I know that lots of kids don't have a father-figure, but I think it is a pretty big loss for them, causing empty spaces they may seek to fill their entire lives—a part of their life-lessons, I suppose. We all come to Earth to grow, even our beloved children, who we would give our lives for if it would spare them pain. But it doesn't work that way; they are made of best and the worst of their parents, just as we are, and they will experience love and loss the same as we have.

When we acknowledge that we veered away from the direction pointed out to us by our Higher Selves, we may feel a tremendous sense of guilt. A little time to understand what drives us is good, but let the guilt go right away. Guilt is not from God and only serves to make us feel even more separate from God. If we really do 'guilt' well, we attract things to ourselves we don't really want. A man once beat me up near the reference desk at the library; a homeless man kicked open the door to a small diner, pointed to me and shouted that he was the bishop and I was going to hell. At Mass one Sunday, a black cat strolled down the aisle toward the altar (causing quite a stir) and when men tried to corral him, he ran and stopped on my lap. I felt like everyone was staring at me. "What!" I thought. "I like animals!"

Then, of course, came the breaking of my body. I went from 45 to 65 in one day. Overnight aging is not pretty. I didn't realize back then the extent to which our dark thoughts affect our bodies; well, they affect everything, our mental health, our souls, our relationships with others, everything. But I do know now and I strive to see my 'downer' thoughts as soon as I have them. I say different things to them like, "Back off, buster," "Cancel that," or "Erase, erase, erase." Then I affirm the opposite, changing the thought, "I screwed up so badly," to "I did the best I could and I am doing well now." I run toward Love now, not away. Why not join me? You are loved and an important part of the Cosmic Puzzle.

Dreamland

I think our sleep time is supposed to mean more to us than it does. Not just because it is how we spend one-third of our lives, which is important in itself, but also because of what happens while we are sleeping. It is a whole different world in dreamland, where we are fluid beings made of energy, who can fly, and disappear from one place and reappear in another. I would've loved to have studied dreams at some point in my life, to see how much we all share the same experiences, and to learn about the archetypes Carl Jung described.

I feel bad about this subject because I use medications to sleep now and know I miss out on a lot, because of what occurred in my dream-life before the torment of my non-sleeping days dug in so deeply. The dreams I remember now are often about what's happening around me. Recently, I heard the garage door go up and my daughter pull the car in. This was as she was pulling into the apartments we now live in and walking down the hallway. (Obviously some part of me is still at our old home.) Or I dream of people and then they call, or I run into them somewhere. There are other kinds, too, but I mostly remember the ones about people I am connected to.

On August 18th, I had a dream I had long been awaiting, though I didn't know it. In a June, 2009 post, I wrote about guilt I carried from another lifetime in an introduction to a guest post by Sharie (of Sending Joy) about releasing guilt. Sharie is a master at gently guiding us confused humans to release guilt, and her kindness and gentle soul helped me to continue healing. I believe this is why I was finally able to have this dream, which took place in another setting, maybe in the 1500s:


"I was to be married to a powerful, older man who was unkind. I talked back to him many times, and he refused to marry me, which was a bad position for me to be in. I had nowhere to go; a kind priest came and took me to join a religious order. He was the overseer of the order and rose to become a higher-up, but over the years, we fell deeply in love and left the Church together, in disgrace. I realize now how much I loved him and how much he loved me, and the guilt is gone."



Dreams serve so many purposes. For me, this one helped me to let go of this past-guilt. 

When I finally figured out that the dream world is much more emotional than the physical world, I didn't feel like I was so crazy. When I first started logging my dreams, I didn't understand them much, and I was embarrassed or disappointed by some. But, I wrote them down and over time, got better at understanding them. I learned that we might use other people in dreamland as symbols for ourselves. I learned to ask, 'What does this symbol, person or event mean to me?' I drummed up enough courage to turn around and look at the dark figure chasing me. It was me—my shadow self! I was running from myself. 

All dreams happen to help us know ourselves better and we should not be afraid of them. Dreams are the language of our souls, a call to pay attention, because they reflect both who we are and what we believe ourselves to be, which might be two different things.

There is No Place Like Home

It is kind of confusing, the idea of God. There is the Old Testament God who teaches us to fear Him, who tests us and makes sure we get our comeuppance when we mess up. He loves us humans, but the earth has probably been cleared of us more than once. In a way, I don't blame Him. We really have acted like animals throughout history, or we came to believe we had enough knowledge and power to challenge God. That is my personal jokes-on-us favorite. One of the tests of free will is pride and we can really get that train going, especially if we are gifted in some way. We are cells on God's body and realizing our divinity and related powers may be our final temptation before choosing to go back into the light. In many stories, the dark forces are those people who grow their knowledge and power and choose not to return to the light.

In some religions from the East, God is not a person, so to speak, but an impersonal, non-judgmental force of Love. This world is an illusion, a stage or school where we learn Right Living. Wrong Living makes us miserable, and Right Living fills us with joy. Using meditation and specific teachings, we practice 'tuning our receivers' to the Love channel over our lifetimes.

When I think of the teachings of the New Testament, especially the unconditional love Jesus Christ showed to everyone, tax collectors, prostitutes, the wealthy, possessed and diseased people, non-Jewish people, I feel understood and loved. I don't think we've been given the whole story in our sacred writings, because my heart says that we are each loved beyond measure. Limitless love for you and me: no height, no depth, no length, no breadth. I think our souls are beacons to God, signaling like the black boxes in airplanes. Not only does He/She know our souls and personalities, our potentials and our weaknesses, but the number of hairs on our heads (or formerly on our heads as the case may be). 

In a story from the Bible, the master goes after one lost sheep when it is recommended that he not bother; he has plenty others. But, somehow, the lost sheep becomes the most important sheep of all and the master does not return home until he finds it. I know we've been taught we are sinners and yes, we do excel at Wrong Living, but I think bringing us all home is the important part for God, not our human weaknesses. Love lives in us and no matter our misdeeds or successes while on Earth, there simply is no place like Home.

Mistakes and Unconditional Love

There are so many mistakes to be made as a human, from little ones to the big life-errors that make us cringe and doubt that God loves us when we think of them. I carried tremendous guilt for my pile of mistakes for many years, only to realize that our Creator knows what weaknesses are in us, and our possible errors, before we are born. We come into this physical world to live, to make choices, to experience and, finally, to grow. We are not born to separate even further from our Creator at the very times we most need Him/Her.

When I think of God now, I think of unconditional love, compassion and forgiveness. Wherever there is one aspect of God, there also are the others, for they are inseparable, as we are inseparable from God. No matter how far we sink into the muck, we cannot be separated from God, for we can't live without our souls. Our souls, God's essence, are eternal but, for whatever the reasons, we are tested in this material world. The hard part for us humans is to believe that God knows us, cares deeply and understands not only us, but everything that happens in our world due to our actions. We are asked, when we are ready, to become God's hands, God's feet and God's heart, to help heal this world. 

We've been taught so many untruths about life, the mistakes we make and their dire consequences. Try on the idea that God is Love, that God is forever an invitation, the invitation, to love and be loved. Someday, the gift of God's love will be apparent to us and our tears of sorrow and regret will be transformed into tears of joy.

Be Yourself

We had a poster up when my kids were little that said, "Do your best and leave the rest to God." I loved that little poster because it condensed how-to-live into one significant idea. It is the answer to every problem, whether we believe God is everywhere at once, lives above us in the sky, lives in one particular man or woman, or is alive and well within all of us humans.

The problem with this adage is us: our egos and personalities. We often see ourselves alone in the world, no god walking hand-in-hand with us or carrying us when we need a lift, or when we want what we want, right now. There have been many times in my life when I wanted something or someone more than I wanted to leave it all in God's hands; this was the source of my life's speed bumps and valleys. I always knew when I was not handing my desires over to my Higher Self because of the specific inner resistance I felt. It is a sneaky, slimy feeling and I refused to consciously acknowledge it. But I always knew it was there.

Now, nearing 58 years, I know that we must be ourselves in order to know who we are. It seems a complicated formula because so many of us carry so much guilt over our mistakes, but it isn't complicated. To see who we really are is why we are born here in the first place. We choose our journeys before setting off, knowing exactly what it will take for us to arrive at this understanding: There is nothing we can do to separate ourselves from God. Well, maybe there is one thing—gaining personal power and choosing to use it for dark purposes, separating from the whole, knowing the consequences.

God/Love knows us before we are born, and knows what our trials will be. He/She knows how far we will likely advance toward knowing ourselves and not only gives us free reign, He/She sends us into this life with Guardian Angels.  It's not that there are no consequences for our actions; it's that in reflecting back on what we thought and did, we realize that we are beloved soul-cells of God's body. This is our awakening and no matter what, we are meant to shine the light of Love everywhere.

Letting Go of Guilt

One thing churches have consistently impressed upon us is what sins are, and what our after-life punishments will be. Sometimes the rules are spoken by candidates for public office or from pulpits by men who are committing the very same sins. It would be one thing if they spoke honestly about their own tests and struggles, but most don't. It is hard to expose our dark selves to others. Or, maybe we don't want to acknowledge that darkness lives in us, too, and we must 'fall' ourselves to face our personal demons and let them go. This behavior is hypocritical, but it is something we all understand.

Now to the heart of the matter: exposing guilt. We are born on Earth specifically to grow closer to our Maker, to experience love, peace, compassion, generosity, openness and cooperation, among other qualities of a well-balanced human nature. The problem is, we all make mistakes. Instead of viewing our mistakes as learning experiences, we dwell on them and begin to see ourselves in a dark way. Many faiths teach afterlife punishment—but why?

If you were a church and you wanted souls to go to heaven, would you try to scare them there? Can anyone be frightened into heaven? I doubt it, because there is no fear in a heavenly experience. So, why the focus on fear and punishment? Some historians have hypothesized that humans can be controlled by fear, while the controllers live however they want, often abusing others as they gain their titles and power and wealth.

If Love made our universe, then experiencing Love means washing guilt away by sincerely apologizing to those we have wronged and making amends where we can. It means firming up our relationship with the Love that made us and guides us, if we will allow it. Experiencing heaven truly is not about guilt; it is about letting go of our guilt and discovering our own core-nature: unceasing Love, the kind with a capital L.

Mistakes Are Just Mistakes

I was thinking last night about Love (the soul kind) and that, if we accept the assertion that Love is everywhere, in all of nature, in every human, it kind of takes your breath away. We likely have a list of people who we believe have no love inside, and that they cannot possibly be Loved by our Creator, but that feeling is from our 'lower selves,' the inner judge. All opinions about other people and ourselves are just that, opinions. When we get past our opinions, we find only Love. Why is that?

We live in a Great Cosmic Story, a 'movie' so to speak, where all the characters are running around trying to figure out how to survive, how to live (the high road or the low road), and, ultimately, how to learn what Love really is, how to make a real connection to the Love-Source. If we get too caught up in material things, or pride (putting ourselves above others in our minds), or self-pity (poor me), we might believe we missed the Love road altogether. But, is this true?

We could judge human weakness as bad, but in this Great Cosmic School, mistakes in judgment and 'I want' thoughts and actions are learning tools. There is no other way but trial and error to understand who we are and what free will is. Yes, we can do whatever we want, but as we age we come to know ourselves better. "Ohhhhhh, so that is why I did that," or "Wow, B happened because I did A." And as we understand ourselves, we understand others just as well, because we are all pretty much the same. We like to separate and label others, but we are all children of God, Love, Christ, Great Mystery. We live in an equal-opportunity universe, but we have to be willing to see it.

Understanding we are Loved doesn't mean it's good to trample over others. It's not; it hurts them and us. It means we do what we do because we are learning. It means if we could have done better, we would have. It means we might as well forgive ourselves and others, because we are all already understood and forgiven by Love. No one is not-good-enough. No one is rejected. All are welcomed home by Love.

You Must Set Upon A Journey

Welcome to Earth. To decipher the code of your mission, you must set upon a journey. Should you accept the challenge, you will find meaning and purpose for your existence. Your life will unfold through a series of adventures, and you will learn that some mysteries will not be solved. You will affect others' lives; some will love you and others will despise you, but it matters not what others think of you. You have a job to do.

You will be tested. Though you know this and you are confident before taking on a body, the Siren will sing your name to lure you away and you may altogether give up what you were sworn to do. Should you ever find the call of the Siren irresistible, know that her allure is a part of the journey. You must choose again and again which road you will walk. Through trial and error you will conquer your desires and step back onto the pathway of your calling. Are you ready to begin, brave soul?

God in Every Breath

When I let myself or my loved ones down, I'd turn my face from God. I felt I couldn't say, "Look me in the eye, Lord, for my conscience is clear." Though I never turned my back to God, for a while, I had nearly inched myself all the way around. It's weird how that works—how we say God has abandoned us, yet we are the ones who turn away.

Guilt and shame are tricks of the mind, the ego, the shadow-self, whose job, it appears, is to keep us down and in the dark. God is always with us, as Love and light in our hearts, but our shadow-selves are pedaling hard, because they're afraid if we knew how much God loved us, they'd lose their jobs!

If there is one thing in this world we can trust, it is that God is in every breath we draw, in every beat of our human hearts, in the wind and rain and the sun, in all of nature, in the entire universe! Our souls are God-Light in this world. We can live with confidence that it is impossible to separate from God (unless we choose to) and that no matter what we've done that caused us to "inch around," He/She loves us and wants us all to live happy and fulfilled lives.

Some people believe that God made us to be His companions, to enjoy the many creative expressions of Him/Herself, but something went wrong—the rebellion in Heaven? Then great spiritual beings like Jesus Christ in the West, and the Buddha in the East, were sent to Earth on rescue missions. That seems like a Love-Policy to me.

I don't remember what happens when we cross over, but I figure there is time for reflection on what our life-purpose was and how we did. And if we lived a negative life, we must see it and acknowledge the damage we did. Even so, we are never without God. I suppose we need Him/Her even more if this is the case. If we can't say, "Here I am, Lord. Look me in the eye," we can say instead, "I am inching back around, Lord," fully expecting God's jubilant blessing upon our return.

Exposing Guilt and Shame

Last night I was thinking about what a toll guilt and shame have taken on my life-force and I wondered if these two emotions are not the foundation of problems in many peoples' lives, especially those who break down in some way, such as people like me who get sick, or who are homeless for many years of their lives. How can anyone have confidence or imagine success when wracked with guilt, or if we have separated from family or friends due to the shame we feel? It is much harder to go through life separated from loved ones because they are embarrassed or ashamed of us; I guess that is the point, though.

Then I woke up this morning with this thought in my mind: We enter into our lives to be who we really are. This means we are born and we have chosen the circumstances of our lives specifically to 'know ourselves,' and grow from the understanding we gain through living our lives. We might try to suppress things, but we can't, because that which we hide (even if from ourselves) raises its ugly head in surprising ways, usually at the worst possible moment, for maximum humiliation. At least, that's the way it worked for me. :)

Our conscience was meant to be our guide, not to trigger years of wallowing in guilt and hiding in shame. Not only does wallowing separate us from others, it separates us from God, because we put up a wall there. "Don't try to talk to me, God. At all!" we think. "I know what I've done and that I am one of your black-sheep rejects. I get it, okay?"

That voice is not Love talking. It is the darker part of our human nature that, at least until we are willing to stand toe-to-toe with it, manipulates us away from the light. I see this like we are all in a movie with a great battle between Love and fear and fear wants to control us, while Love desires only to heal us. What a wonderful world it would be if we could bag up our guilt and shame and take it all to the dump; next, those who harshly denounce others could go and trade in their condemnation for some compassion. We would be people at peace with each other and yes, that would be a wonderful world.

Two Windows and a Choice

Would you consider something with me? If your time on Earth came to an end and two windows opened before you, one filled with Light, an ethereal sky and people who almost floated in their other-worldly surroundings; and the second window showed dark skies and people rushing everywhere in a rocky city carved into the side of a craggy mountain, and this was all the information you had, which would you choose? If you knew your decision would affect you for a very long period of time, would that make a difference?

Which window popped into your mind? Do you know why? I'd like to think I'd pick the world filled with light, but it is very hard to change, isn't it? As souls who have peopled this world for tens of thousands of years, we are used to dark conditions, evil kings and dictators, corrupt governments, slavery, savagery, and wars over land and other valuables. We are accustomed to feeling guilt and shame and being told that we are certain for hell. The dark, rocky city seems a safe, comfortable fit.

What would it be like in the world of light? Are we beaten down enough that we'd be willing to take a chance on something different, something beautiful and peaceful? Or, certain of our own unworthiness, would we stand too long and watch the first window finally close? "Wait!" we'd shout, but the time for choosing has come and gone. Our souls would be sucked into the dungeon of the stone castle, where we'd await our fate, settled on by a savage, corrupt, and evil ruler.

Almost all of us have committed so many errors against ourselves and others by the end of our lives that it would seem we'd be given no choice. But what if all of us are Loved so much that it is understood we'd only been human. Perhaps we even tried to be better people. What if we were given the choice? If we were offered the world of light, would that mean we were wrong about our self-judgments? Would it mean we were ready to live in the light? I'd say that's a resounding, "Whoopee!"

Just in case this is possible, shall we affirm now that if given the choice, we are ready to make the leap from darkness into the light? Hearts filled with gratitude, and after only a few seconds of surprise, we'd cross into the world of light and love, ready to make a blessed leap in consciousness.

Weaving the Tapestry of Life

Last night, my daughter and I were talking about a Catholic nun, Sister Carmen, who works with the local Catholic schools tirelessly gathering food for the homeless and hungry people who come to area Catholic churches for help. My daughter called her a saint and though she is not a saint as measured by the church, she is a living saint to my daughter and me because she lives for the poor.

Another local woman, Evelyn, has dedicated her life, also, to raising food for the poor in her 'neighborhood,' which has grown quite large these past couple of years. I saw her on the news last week and she said something like, "Times are hard right now and I know many people are hurting, but I also know that even those who are hurting will give what they can for those who have nothing. Our need is great and I know we will raise more food this year than we ever have." And she will, no doubt about it.

Stories like these are so moving. Our hearts are touched by this capacity for love that is far beyond what most of us experience because we are not living for others—we are living mostly for ourselves. Sometimes I think back to being in church in my mid-twenties, dedicating my life to God's work. Part of me meant it, the part that has always had an awareness of love and miracles. The other part of me, a natural part of being human, had my own hopes, wanted my own dreams fulfilled. I rebuked myself for not 'living for God' to the extent that I eventually became ill and incapacitated.

Those with a known-calling grow up and get right to it, but many of us, like me, can feel connected to God yet have hopes and dreams for our own lives, having what is called a dual-nature. I wish I would've known it was okay to be myself before I got sick. (Maybe my experience will help someone else who's feeling this kind of guilt.) Ultimately we all come to Earth seeking the highest expression of ourselves: to be at-one with God. But in the meantime, we must be who we are now—how can we be anyone else?—and live our dreams. The truth is, we grow closer to God by growing closer to the dreams of our hearts, because God put them there. All of our living, even the stumbling, even the falling down, weaves together into a beautiful tapestry to which God adds the light.

No Matter the Times We Fall, We're 
Meant to Get Up Again

When I was 23, I met the woman who would become my spiritual guide. At the core of all of her beliefs and feelings was this simple prayer: "Your will be done, Lord." At the time, not understanding what this prayer requires, I thought, 'Well, okay. I am going to trust her on this.' Life marched on and I was 30, divorced and childless; my inner clock, it turned out, was ticking quite persistently and I could not abandon myself to God's will. 'What if God doesn't want me to have children?' I thought. I began my search for a husband who wanted children and tried really, really hard not to think about God's will on the subject. 

It is not that I believed God was certain to say no; it was that I did not want to take the chance. If I asked, and God said, 'Not this lifetime,' I would have been consciously going against God's will, which would have been very hard. Not asking was me playing a trick on myself; God knew all along what I was thinking, feeling, planning and doing and gave me full reign. My children and I escaped the most severe of the self-generated repercussions of my juggling only by the hair on my chinny-chin-chin.

I wish I knew back then what I know now: We are born to fulfill our hopes and dreams, the ones that sparkle in our eyes on our first birthdays—before we are knocked around and bruised by life. We all make stupid decisions, experience bumps, falls, accidents, and if we don't try to understand who we are and where we come from, and why we are here, we can grow old and bitter pretty early on. That is definitely not why we are here. 

We are meant to get up, no matter how many times we fall, and try again. We are meant to learn from our mistakes and grow into more conscious human beings, until we are operating from the place within that sees the best for us and for everyone else, too. We are meant to love and give and serve, whether that begins with our spouse and children, or we end up making the world a better place in some amazing way. God, by whatever name we call Him or Her, is happiest when we are God-like: loving, creative, compassionate and forgiving. God wants the very best for us and knows the promises we make, and that we choose the circumstances we do to become the best humans we can be. We know it, too, even if we don't remember.

It is never too late to stop being afraid there is a giant man in the sky with a hatchet who intends to inflict vengeance upon us. God is Love and we are seeds of Love. If we are feeling separate from God, know we are given the free will to believe we are separate—but it is we who turn away, not our Creator. I suppose it is possible to separate from God—but the only way I can think of is the fallen angels who consciously chose the path of competing with God.

Is There a Heaven? Or Hell?

Is there a place called hell, or heaven? Some branches of Christianity use fear of the devil and going to hell as a recruitment tool. The Catholic Church has a procedure for exorcism of evil spirits, which can only be spoken by priests pure of heart. Buddhists don't think of heaven and hell as places to end up; they practice a middle-road spiritual path, with meditation that transforms the human experience of darkness and misery into a life of awareness, light and compassion. An old saying goes something like, "When the devil is on your mind, you're on his mind; or, when you see him, he sees you." I like that many of the Eastern spiritual paths focus on love and compassion, which are manifestations of God, and skip the whole 'devil' matter altogether.

Yet darkness does tap our minds and hearts. Evil is easy enough to see in mass killers or the maniacal power-hungry who have no concern for other humans or our home planet. Any time you and I purposefully hurt other people or seek revenge, we are circling evil. If we are living without our 'consciences as our guides,' it is easy enough to get sucked into selfish, dark thinking and it's downhill from there. I once spoke with a man in prison who had raped a young woman in the laundry room of their apartment building. At first the sexy billboards got his attention, then he bought sex-magazines, until at last, he began to see scantily clad women as taunting him. He could clearly see his road to prison and he knew that he did not check himself.

It feels like the darkness is a heavy blanket thrown on top of us, but that heavy blanket exists only in one state of mind, or one state of being. In the loving world, the world of light and compassion, there is no heavy blanket. We each have to toss the dark blanket and choose the world of love to live there. In the 1970s movie, Clash of the Titans, the gods of mythology live on Mt. Olympus, from where they observe human interactions and, though they're not supposed to interfere in human affairs, they do, from little nudges of inspiration, to fathering half-human children, to sending monsters after the good guys. Maybe we created those Greek gods in trying to understand all the different parts of ourselves.

The biggest lie I ever believed is that I did not deserve goodness and love and light. I deserved misery, darkness, torment—my list went on and on. I have observed that this belief system is far more prevalent than we might think. A good number of us experience guilt, for everything from a small slip to serious, long-term misuse and abuse of others, to the most heinous of crimes. And yet, all guilt is a lie (not remorse—guilt). If there are 'tools of darkness,' guilt must be near the top of the list.

All humans slip up. It is a part of who we are; it is how we are made. What could be a more perfect tool than to use guilt about our errors to keep us out of the world of light? Guilt is like worry—they are a waste of energy, energy that we surely need to live and grow, to understand ourselves, to know who we are, where we come from, and our purpose in life.

I think of the guilt-ridden state of mind as the fake world, a place where we must draw back the curtain, no matter how scary it is, to see the true world where we are beloved children. Behind that curtain is Love in every form, from our Creator to those who helped us draw back the curtain. In that instant, we are healed of our guilt, our worries, our troubled minds and hearts. Being loved and loving is our destiny.

***
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Chapter Two: Finding Forgiveness
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Introduction

My fingers once typed that the willingness to forgive is second only to Love in moving forward on a spiritual path, in our search for meaning and for answers to our soul-deep questions. I have wondered about this many times since then. 'Why is forgiveness second?' 

Higher Love is the answer to every question, but we can't sense higher Love until we forgive ourselves and others' for our/their mistakes/sins. I see now that if we humans could do better—if we were lit up with compassion—we would do better. We have all hurt other beings so many times, we truly are in no position to judge anyone else. Forgiving is hard, but if we do not forgive, we carry heavy chains wrapped around our necks that not only stoop us as we age, the dark thoughts lead to overall dark-seeing. We are not here on Earth to live in the darkness; we are here to find the light. Lead on, fellow sojourner. 

What I Have Learned After Almost a Year

I am closing in on the end of my one-year commitment to, hopefully, post something daily that is meaningful to fellow seekers who stop by Notes Along the Path. I realized this morning that I have done my very best, and also that many of the posts have been for me, to see myself more clearly. In other words, I have been writing about what I need to do myself: transform fear, judging and criticizing into Love.

I have also learned that, yes, I am pretty aware of my own negative thoughts, but some dark parts of me are deeply buried and I am still uneasy about looking at them. I need to meditate more to identify and follow those threads to their source; and observe them, without fear, and let them go, as Sharie at the blog, Sending Joy, teaches. Truly, Sharie's spirit-name must be Blessing Woman. One of the very best things about becoming a member of the blogging community is meeting remarkable, capable and caring people online.

When I was younger I wanted to 'revisit' my previous lives to better understand myself. I ordered astrology and numerology charts for that same reason, yet they contained very little that surprised me. Well, reading about the depth of my 'psychic' abilities did surprise me, because I have suppressed that aspect of my nature. (I don't want to know my future or anyone else's future, period. I have gone for a couple of tarot card readings and the news was bad, at least in the way I measure things: illness, death of loved ones, confusion around men in my life, both a desire and an unwillingness to be open and serve a higher purpose.) Some things do manage to sneak into my dreams and they are always really helpful, so it doesn't make sense to suppress that part of myself, does it? 

I once dreamed that I was a member of an Intergalactic Space Council (too much Star Trek?) and they finally decided they had to go on without me. I think I may have arrived at the last second; I can't remember. Definitely not jumping in with both feet, though.

I recently read somewhere that not only do we each choose our parents before being born, we choose the circumstances of our lives specifically to stimulate our need to 'know ourselves.' I have believed this for many years, but it is empowering to realize that none of us are victims; we are souls planning before our physical births for the type of growth that brings us closer to the truth: We are not evil, or criminal or self-centered, even if we act in those ways. We are children of God and as such, we are Love and joy and understanding. We are all on the same journey of self-discovery. Let us be kinder to one another, respect the souls God has given each of us, and forgive ourselves and others, for mistakes made out of ignorance. Forgiveness is a gift and it is high on the list of what we are meant to do.

Zoom Zoom Zoom

Looking back at my life from the 57-year vantage point, some things have become clear. One is that time goes really, really fast—like a bullet. Our human lives have always seemed short, especially when the call to cross over suddenly shows up. No matter how we have lived, what we have given or what we have taken, there simply are not enough days.

Life really is school, yet regardless of our educations, toward the end, we are not asking ourselves questions about degrees and doctorates. We are asking about how we lived: Did I make any difference? Will I be remembered? Did I keep my promises to my loved ones? Did I treat others with the respect they are due? Did I tell those I hurt how deeply sorry I am? Have I forgiven those who hurt me? What impressions will I take with me?

Something else is clear: Being caught up in the whirlwind of production, activity, accumulation, all that stuff, isn't what's important. What's important is getting to an inner place that is like a mountaintop and peering down at the broad expanse of the valley below and seeing what's really going on. Do I know who I am, where I came from, why I am here? Do those people down there know who they are, where they came from and why they're there? Can I help? What makes time valuable? Is it financial expertise or is it the art of living meaningfully?

Maybe someday, together, we will solve our dilemmas; we will figure out how to live more purposefully, with an eye for compassion, a touch for healing, and voices raised in blessing-words of kindness. We have so much power within us to do so much good; this is what unites us as human beings. Of course, none of us can be shoved or dragged into a higher expression of life on Mother Earth. We must choose to ask those important questions, to seek the answers, and to live as though our real lives depended on it.

The Carnival Ride from Hell

I am often reminded of abuse, drugs and addiction living in an apartment complex. It is very easy to judge others who are having problems, but two things have changed for me:

1) I became less judgmental as I got to know myself better and realized the seeds of the dark stuff are in me, too. The potential for destruction is in all of us.

2) I realized every single one of us would do better if we could. No one says, "Yay! The darkness is destroying me," and, "Wow! It's using me to destroy others, too. Cool!" We are whipped by the darkness; it is not something we celebrate.

Forgiveness is second, behind only Love, in 'how to live a life of meaning,' because all judgments of ourselves separate us from Love, and all judgments of others separate us from them. To degrade ourselves and each other comes easily to us. The more things we do that hurt ourselves or others, the more likely we are to repeat those behaviors, thus, the more we deserve to live in the darkness and the more likely we are to spread the darkness—and so on. It is the carnival ride from hell, and we can't get off until we realize how much we are loved, in spite of everything we've done.

Once I accepted my own weaknesses and began to love myself anyway (when I realized God loved me) it wasn't long before I saw how much potential for healing is available to all of us. As naturally as destruction comes to us, Love is irresistible.

"You love me anyway? No matter what?" I asked God many times. "Are you sure?"

"If only you knew how much I love you," God within answered. "I created you; you are my beloved child. In this world, darkness appears to rule, but this is not true. Do you remember when you were young and were taught to throw a blanket over a fire to put it out? That is how the darkness is, like a heavy blanket that falls over your world to put out the light. But it is just a blanket. Throw it off and there is light and love and beauty all around, so much so, everything will appear to be glowing. When you look down at yourself, you will see that you are glowing, too! I love you because I see you as you really are."

Love is the Key

Love is always the answer, isn't it? Whatever the grievance, the error, the problem—love heals. Love has many names and faces, but given freely and sincerely, it melts the hurts away and lights the way to solutions we might otherwise miss.

Love lives in us, in spite of us and the things we do to ourselves and each other. It emanates from a field of energy around our hearts, if we will let it. The truth is, it is way easier to shut down than open up, especially if we have good reasons for closing down. Abuses, mental, emotional and physical, squish the love in our hearts and then we have to figure out what to do about the dark, lumpy mess that is left. Forgiveness is the answer, and it is a process, one I began with teeny-weeny little steps. 

“Was that a step forward?” my Higher Self would ask. 

“Did I ask you?” I'd say back. “It’s a step, all right?”

Love is worth working for, because it transforms our lives. It is possible, if I hadn't had my children, that I would have thrown love or myself away, or tried to anyway. What in your life keeps love alive? If you can't think of anything, you've got some work to do because life without love is only a shadow-life. Life with love is celebratory, no matter our circumstances. Without love, it is a dark hole. 

Living a Life of Meaning

What makes life worth living? On the surface it appears to be financial savvy and success, gaining and wielding power, owning exclusive homes and cars and shoes 'to die for,' living, in essence, above the masses. We might now suspect that what looked so good before is actually diseased. Nobody with a heart could do to the American people what these money-people have done.

What goes on inside those walls of 'success’? Are values such as honesty and compassion practiced? Is there a loving, happy marriage? Are the parents connected through their hearts to their children? Have the children been raised to serve others, to make a positive difference in the world? Are company employees valued, encouraged to be creative, and respected? In many cases, the answer is no.

It is all about the foundation. We are not born to cheat people, to ruin lives, to claw and shred others' souls on our way to the top; we are born to live with 'heart,' with love and forgiveness, courage and empathy. We are born to find the high road, the way to that which is beyond our little selves. We are born to expand our consciousness in such a way that we become beings of light, illuminating the path so that others may see.

A Humbling Experience

What goes around, comes around. What we sow, we reap. "Well, you did it to him—now it is coming back to you. Can't you see that?"

We've all heard this universal law and may even  believe it is true, but quite often we don't see that what happens to us is a direct result of what's on our minds and what we do. In my family this has been especially true with our fears. We tend to focus on the things we most fear, causing those very things to happen. I once read somewhere, "The universe is an obliging system. Whatever we believe with emotion, it brings to us."

Not seeing my own role in a deteriorating relationship was pointedly brought to my attention the first time I completed the 40-Day Forgiveness Prayer. I had considered myself a victim and I realized that not only did I allow myself to be the victim, my hostility was feeding his hostility. It was so loud and clear, I began to see the part I had played in many of the troubled areas and break-ups in my life. It was a humbling period of time. This allowed a healing of sorts, a letting go of heartbreak and anger—and of the past. Later that year, I began writing this blog and even more healing happened as the often-loving words of Notes Along the Path came to me and 'washed me,' so to speak.

Anyway, I hope my realizations help you in some way, too. Have a great day and a wonderful weekend. And thanks for stopping by.
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