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            A ministering angel shall my sister be…
 
             

            —William Shakespeare, 
 Hamlet, Act 5, Scene 1

            

         
 
         
         
            
            She was.
               
            
 
            
            She is.
               
            
 
            
            For my cherished Sister,
               
            
 
            
            Maureen Rose Crean,
               
            
 
            
            With dearest love and deepest gratitude.
               
            

            
         

         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            Helping one another is part of the 
religion of sisterhood.
           
            

           

            —Louisa May Alcott
               
            

            
            
                      

            
            In a time lacking in truth and certainty and filled with anguish and despair, no woman should be shamefaced in attempting
               to give back to the world, through her work, a portion of its lost heart.
            

            
                      

            
            —Louise Bogan

            
   
            
         

         
      

   
      
       
         
         
            
            Upon Reading This Book

            
         
 
         
         
            
            When money is plenty this is a man’s world. When money is scarce it is a woman’s world. When all else seems to have failed
               the woman’s instinct comes in. She gets the job. That is the reason why in spite of all that happens, we continue to have
               a world.
            
 
            
            Once more the job of managing the households is up to the women. To many the job seems utterly impossible. They find themselves
               working against strange, unseen forces that relentlessly destroy.
            
 
            
            The old rules—the rules that were set to jazz by the stock sellers and the politicians—simply do not fit…Everyone has lost
               something in terms of money, and a few have lost everything. It makes no difference if the income came from investments or
               from a job. For those who have lost everything, there is nothing but a fresh start needed.
            
 
            
            —Ladies’ Home Journal, October 1932
               
            

            
         
 
         
         Welcome to Peace and Plenty: Finding Your Path to Financial Serenity. A fresh start for all of us: living well, spending less, and appreciating more. In between the lines of this book, you’ll
            find sublime moments of unexpected serenity, cozy contentment, a shared smile of recognition, and, if you need it, a friend
            to pass the vintage hankie. In 1995 I wrote Simple Abundance, a book based on the transformative practice of Gratitude, Simplicity, Order, Harmony, Beauty, and Joy to change your life.
            It worked for me and millions of others around the world. We found the sacred in the ordinary and felt better able to cope
            with the changes in our world. We’re going to rediscover the Simple Abundance promise and  payoff in Peace and Plenty: affirming the luxury of enough by counting our blessings as well  as our cents and celebrating the feminine art form that
            I call “the  thrill of thrift.”
            
         
 
         
         Unless, of course, you’d like to continue flailing in the relentless downward economic spiral we’ve all found ourselves trapped
            in—gnashing our teeth, wringing our hands, and frantically tossing and turning all night—worrying ourselves sick over too
            little, too late, spilled milk, wide-open barn doors, and foxes smacking their chops in the henhouse. Who’s afraid of the
            Big Bad Wolf? We all are, and boy, he can smell our fear. Why else do you think he’s huffing and puffing, ready to blow our
            house down?
         
 
         
         We’ve worked ourselves into quite a frenzy. It’s been hard to avoid, with economic doom and gloom around every corner. With
            every “breaking news” alert on television, we’re joining a bread line, pushing a shopping cart on the street, or packing our
            imaginations in a rickety old jalopy crammed full with threadbare blankets, grimy mattresses, battered tin pots, plates, and
            every ratty dish towel we’ve ever owned. Next, we’re pitching a tent on the outskirts of every town from Oklahoma to California,
            forever on the lam and blowing out the kerosene lantern when the sheriff’s pack of dogs starts yapping.
         
 
         
         But we don’t solve this or any problems by running scared. No, we’re going to have to solve this as only women can—we’re going
            to sit down and have a frank feminine heart-to-heart. Now—take a deep breath—we’re going to talk about money. Not yours—at least, not at first. We’ll start with mine or the lack thereof.
            In an ironic way, many people thought Simple Abundance was about money. But Simple Abundance was about finding out what’s important to you, cherishing it, and giving thanks for it every day. It struck a chord in millions
            of women and earned me quite a lot of money quickly. I just wish I’d known then what I’ve learned the hard way now.
            
         
 
         
         Yes, I’ll come clean: All the money’s gone. But when it’s back—and it will be—I’ll know better, and so will you. That’s why
            you’re going to love this book as much as I do.
         
 
         
         Peace and Plenty is about women and money. It’s an emotionally volatile relationship for most of us. It’s also the most complicated relationship
            we have—and the one that most controls our lives, because we let it. Acknowledging that money is important to you, cherishing
            and respecting your ability to create and maintain a sustainable flow in your life, handling it wisely so that it can serve
            you and yours well, and giving thanks for this gift every day during these perilous economic times may seem impossible. I
            agree with John D. Rockefeller, however, who believed that “the ability to make money is a gift from God.” Even more important,
            the ability to keep the money and learn to be a good steward of your resources is a Providential promise if we seek wisdom and ask for discernment.
            But did you realize that these blessings are Divine Gifts you need to ask Heaven for directly in prayer? Don’t worry; you will by the time we’re finished.
            
         
 
         
         In between these covers, I’m going to share my own harrowing money stories, providing you with a feminine canon of cautionary
            tales, or at least as many of them as I can muster up the courage to reveal. (My cheeks are already burning as I recall buying
            the duet with Sting of “Every Breath You Take” with money that could have paid off my mortgage, so we’ll see how it goes.) The point is, every
            woman has a vast collection of blushing, tawdry money secrets churning inside her, waiting to be acknowledged, lest they scream
            their way out of hiding in order to be exorcized.
            
         
 
         
         Money—how we love it. Fear it. Earn it. Spend it. Save it. Stash it. Lose it. Lend it. Lust for it. Hide it. Pray for it.
            Marry it. Divorce it. Sleep with it. Tell and eat whoppers for it. Cry rivers and drown out sorrows over it. Throw it away
            or send it packing with an eBay click. Worry about it. Worship it. Work like a slave for it, then squander it. Make deals
            with devils. Go on fateful dates with con men and undertake vows before God so that we’ll never be hungry again. Most of all,
            how women like us convince ourselves that money will change or fix everything in our lives that’s ever been broken or has
            gone south once upon a time.
         
 
         
         One of the things we probably don’t realize is how hypocritical we are about money. We crave it but we don’t want to appear
            as if we do. We’re much more comfortable if money just magically appears in our checking account. That’s how I got a sudden
            windfall in my life, by writing a best seller, although my overnight success was, in fact, based on twenty years of hard work
            living and writing my book.
         
 
         
         Don’t get me wrong (because that’s what we do all the time about money): There is never a day that isn’t made brighter when
            a check with your name on it actually arrives in the mail. But the great troubling of most of our lives right now isn’t too
            much of this good thing, but a pandemic of dread over not enough, the lack of money. Remember, abundance and lack cannot exist in the same space, so if your imagination is blocked by images of yourself
            pushing a shopping cart in your slippers, then you can’t be sighing with pleasure over repurposing your never-used dining
            room into a cozy library, happily imagining what that dark bookcase would look like if you painted it a sunny yellow and backed
            the shelves with vintage wallpaper. (I’ve done it and it looks amazing, but that’s another chapter in another book.)
            
         
 
         
         In Peace and Plenty, I want to remind and reassure you and myself that fear is always a future-based phantom and a conscious choice. Will there be enough? What will I do? How will we manage? Where will it come from? How long will it last? There are so many “wills” in our financial calculations; surely there must be a way to fix our financial problems. But while
            we figure that out, we have to live today. That’s why I’m here to share with you essential morsels of domestic bliss, some
            new takes on old ways, the rediscovery of the true meaning of thrift (hint: It comes from the verb to thrive), fabulous footnotes to famous women’s private money woes, and hints from Yankee and English housekeepers to mull over in
            your heart while you bless each day’s portion of your daily grace. Like the golden threads you’ve spun out of a bale of straw,
            there’s a promise of peace and plenty in between the lines of this book, a private message that’s waiting just for you to
            find, cherish, and use to turn your life around. This message of hope, encouragement, and comfort will sustain you, awaken
            your courage, heal your wounds, and rouse your passion to begin again. This message has been handed down from the past, passed
            through me as I write today for your tomorrow, so that you may take that leap of faith and grasp your fresh start with both
            hands and all your heart.
            
         
 
         
         In this, our private respite from the stresses of the world, I want to help you think, meditate, and ruminate on the wondrous.
            I want you to ponder all the possibility hidden now in your difficult financial circumstances. I believe with all my soul
            that there’s a private code, a deeply personal, magical, mysterious, and mystical prompt embedded in what passes for ordinary.
            It’s my great joy to be able to help you dig these rough diamonds out from the mountains of coal that life throws at us. We’ll
            find a secret cipher ready to be revealed in Margaret Mitchell’s Gone with the Wind, and Emma Bovary’s spendthrift ways. We’ll discover why Daphne du Maurier’s haunting Rebecca is a fable for how women handle power and money, and how Amelia Earhart never went anywhere without her “little housewife.”
            As far as I’m concerned, Miss Piggy is a financial prophetess, Pollyanna is profound, and Mae West’s investment strategy is
            all any woman needs to be rich. We need to find inspiration whenever we can, because when we’re spiritually tuned in, everything
            is a clue pointing us in the right direction. Think of me as your personal guide.
            
         
 
         
         Looking up to the Light and much farther than the landscape of your life might seem way beyond your abilities at this moment.
            Maybe, but not for long. My prayer for this book is that it will be the best kind of page-turner: a collaborative art between
            the two of us. For as the poet Robert Frost so brilliantly observed, “No tears in the writer, no tears in the reader. No surprise
            in the writer, no surprise in the reader.”
         
 
         
         Which personal surprise should I start with? Which private snapshot can I share to illustrate my deep understanding of the
            enormous range of unruly emotions—guilt, shame, foreboding, anger, remorse—that the lack of money and sense of financial insecurity
            can instantly trigger? Although our circumstances may differ, our emotional truths and often contradictory feelings over money
            are very similar and, I believe, uniquely feminine. So while I pray you haven’t experienced all the lows I have, read on and
            see if portions don’t strike a chord with you. I’ve a whole photo album full of sense memory snapshots, so I’ve got a pretty
            good idea what you’ve been going through lately, dear Reader, and I know it’s been rough.
         
 
         
         On to the sharing. I’ll go first. Will it be the memory of leaving a famous Los Angeles hospital after seeing the best cardiologist
            in the country on an emergency basis through the intervention of friends? After a day of diagnostic tests, he’s just told
            me not to worry, that my heart is strong and that, basically, I’m a healthy woman. The problem seems to be that I’m so stressed,
            my body has begun mimicking heart attacks due to the onslaught of repetitive panic episodes. As the picture comes into focus
            in my memory, I can see my shoulders rising by inches and feel my chest constricting, even as the doctor is reassuring me.
            It’s nothing to worry about this time, but I’m told I need to get my anxiety under control. Oh yes, I will. Yes. You bet.
            My sister is with me and now she’s driving the car out of the hospital parking lot, and our mutual sighs of relief and gratitude
            are buoyant.
         
 
         
         Suddenly my cell phone voice mail beeps. I think it’s from my husband. No, it’s a nasty debt threat from a celebrity limousine
            company I owe money to. I should have paid the bill by now and God knows I want to, but at the time it was a choice between
            them and health insurance. Now they are threatening to call Oprah and somehow make my private debt a public matter. Of course,
            this tactic is illegal; by law they can’t shame, intimidate, or bully me. Still, they do—and my body reacts with the pounding
            heart, sweats and shivers, dizziness, shallow breaths, nausea, and the same sharp pain in my chest that drove me to the doctor
            in the first place. As the maelstrom of emotion grips me like a vise, a cosmic finger snaps before my eyes, jarring me out
            of some hypnotic terror. A wise woman, her voice very strong and soothing, speaks to my heart: “Choose, Sarah. Which thought
            will it be? To be grateful that you’re healthy or frightened over money? He’s a bill collector bully. Of course you’re going
            to pay your bills. But right now, health is the first wealth. Choose health. Choose wealth. Choose now.”
         
 
         
         Or how about a gorgeous Indian summer afternoon two years ago. I’ve just arrived at a lovely Long Beach hotel where I’ll be
            staying for the next two days. I’ve been invited to speak at the California Women’s Conference, and I’m thrilled to be here.
            After I check in, I telephone my husband back in England, who tells me that I’ve got to—right this instant—send a fax to the
            clerk of the court, proving that the reason I can’t attend the debt hearing scheduled in a few days is because I’m out of
            the country. Although I had written a letter explaining the situation in good time, suddenly the court wants proof. Now I’m
            trembling and teary behind big sunglasses as I stand in line waiting for the hotel to send my fax and its attachment—the conference
            program page featuring my photograph and biography in between Bono and Cherie Blair. The court concludes that I must be where
            I say I am, and the hearing is set for another date. But I’m shaken to the core, ashamed and humiliated. And the timing couldn’t
            have been worse. What right do I have to be giving other women advice on how to live their lives when I’ve messed up mine
            so completely? I feel myself shrinking inside, becoming very shy and small. The incredible withering woman. How did I get
            here? How will I ever get back to financial sanity and serenity?
         
 
         
         The same way you will. One day at a time, through difficult decisions and tough choices, sharp shards of blinding insight
            and dazzling moments of truth, but most of all with spoon-fed optimism to accompany those hard-digested life lessons. By preserving our pennies, exulting in our elegant economies, saving our senses, and keeping our wits about
            us when all the world is losing their minds. We’re going to learn life’s most valuable lesson together: how to keep calm and
            carry on.
            
         
 
         
         Oh, my darling Reader, the only way we can move on is to start over from scratch. Who could have imagined it? But blessed
            are we among women with the opportunity, desire, and sublime common sense to finally strip away the pretense; now real, wise,
            and savvy enough to count all the good remaining. Women have always known how to tame the fears of our loved ones. Now we
            need to do it for ourselves. Join me on an enlightening as well as enchanting, reassuring journey to emotional solvency and
            financial serenity, as you become secure in the knowledge and spiritual truth that peace and plenty shall always be your portion.
         
 
         
         
            
             

            
            Blessings on your courage.
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            Part One
 
            
            The Measure  of Our Days
                  

            
         
 
         
         
            
            And what does January hold? Clean account books. Bare diaries. Three hundred and sixty-five new days, neatly parceled into
               weeks, months, seasons. A chunk of time, of life, waiting to be filled. One thing is certain. There will be more newness than ever before. All the world over men and women are facing changed values, an altered lay-out
               of life.
               
            
 
            
            —Phyllis Nicholson (1947)

            
         
 
         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            First You Cry

            
         
 
         
         
            
            Even when the gates of Heaven are closed to prayers,
               
            
 
            
            they are open to tears.
 
            
            —The Talmud

            
         
 
         
         I used to be a woman who cried at Hallmark commercials. Maybe you are as well. But for the last couple of years, as the economic
            ground beneath all I’ve accomplished and cherished has shifted so profoundly in a life-shattering reversal of fortune, I’ve
            trained myself to stay alert when the roar and the rumbling of what could be catastrophic change begins. As anyone who lives
            on a geographic fault line where earthquakes are frequent will tell you, it’s the aftershocks you need to worry about. Just
            when you think you’re safe again, you can get buried alive. Tears are too much of a distraction at times like this, so I’ve
            learned to adapt to a behavior that is completely contrary to my natural inclinations: no crying. I simply cannot allow myself
            the luxury of falling apart if the world does.
            
         
 
         
         Not just yet.
 
         
         Other times, the shock of whatever heartbreak has just befallen you is so great, and so unexpected, your visceral reaction
            is a hand to cover a stifled scream as your knees buckle. This is what happens to other people, but not you. You pay your
            bills on time, have a deeply personal relationship with God, do good works, are the best mother in the world, the most devoted
            wife, loyal friend. A moment ago you had dreams, vacation plans, routines, the car pool run, vet appointments, budget meetings,
            retirement pension, conference calls, soccer games, health insurance, dinner reservations, a home. Then the doctor calls.
            The Dow plunges. A drunk runs a red light. The bank forecloses. There’s a menacing knock on the door. The court summons arrives,
            or a police car slows down then turns into your driveway. Photographs slipped through the mail slot reveal that your husband has not been working late at the office. In an instant you lose your job, your home, your health, your marriage, or the unthinkable,
            your child. We vanish in plain sight along with our good name, our identity, our honor, our sense of right and wrong. Our
            security. Our future. The day after tomorrow.
            
         
 
         
         All the money’s gone? How can that be? No, you don’t understand. I didn’t do anything wrong. There must be some mistake.
            
         
 
         
         But no, there is no mistake. Only beautiful lives gone awry, promises that can no longer be kept, and hearts rent asunder.
            In this “ordinary instant,” as Joan Didion so exquisitely calls the moment when each of our lives changes utterly and forever,
            we are catapulted into the realm of the unspeakable.
         
 
         
         There are simply no words to express or console. No explanation, no reasoning, no self-help mantra, no belief big enough to
            surmount this anguish at this moment. No secret on earth to help you come to grips with the unfathomable. All we know is that
            we are stunned, shocked, hurt, grieving, and groping with too many unknowns to consider and too many contingencies to handle
            as we attempt, in wrenching pain and agonizing vain, the harrowing undoing of what cannot be undone.
         
 
         
         And now, sweetheart, now you cry.
            
         
 
         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            Misery Has  Her Moments
                  

            
         
 
         
         
            
            Sorrow fully accepted brings its own gifts. For there is an alchemy in sorrow. It can be transmuted into wisdom, which, if it does not bring joy, can yet bring happiness.
               
            
 
            
            —Pearl S. Buck

            
         
 
         
         Misery is, by her own nature, a passing phase of sorrow, one that does not linger uninvited. Her sojourns seem to be part of
            life’s required curriculum, perhaps because Misery endows us with compassion and empathy. A time will come when—because we
            know how much it hurts—we will be able to help another.
            
         
 
         
         Artists will confess, after a few drinks, that the pain of Misery can sometimes be bittersweet. Down through the ages she’s
            been the most inspiring of muses. Poets write tributes to her, musicians sing her song, playwrights dramatize, and filmmakers
            embody her cinema verité with every take. What they all are trying to do is work with Misery’s mystical power to transform,
            because after she’s come to call, we are never quite the same. There is a composite echo, a deeper vibration to the adagio
            of our days and our response to life. I remember having a conversation with Rabbi Harold Kushner about life’s tragedies; he
            told me something that I’ve never forgotten and so pass on to you. Be very sorry and pray for the “lucky” people, the people
            you might envy, those who have not known the vestige of sorrow, or grief, or misery before they are forty, because their ledgers
            of loss will be incalculable. Life is the ultimate forensic accountant.
         
 
         
         So how do you deal with Misery? Some of us dance around her, playing out her many moods and wearing the mask of ennui as if
            nothing matters, when the truth is that everything matters. Others of us ignore her in a pointless pretense of dissociation and denial. Yet there is really only one way to
            deal with Misery. Accept her presence. Like most experiences in life, we must acknowledge the passage gracefully and let her
            move through our lives because she brings with her a hidden gift. But we must be patient enough for her to reveal it. And
            so we find ourselves reciting the narrative of our grief again to family, then friends who will listen, and then, when they
            won’t, strangers on a train, our pets, or the peeling wallpaper in the kitchen, as Misery’s morning cups of tea become tumblers
            of wine or whiskey mixed with our tears at twilight. Finally, miraculously, one night we stumble into bed and for the first
            time in a while don’t toss and turn but sleep deep and morning comes. Oh yes, my darling Reader, Miss Misery does have her
            moments of healing.
            
         
 
         
         “It is in the middle of misery that so much becomes clear,” the poet and Jungian analyst Clarissa Pinkola Estés reassures
            us. “The one who says nothing good comes of this is not yet listening.”
         
 
         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            More Than  Words Can Say
                  

            
         
 
         
         
            
            Let your tears come, let them water your soul.
 
            
            —Eileen Mayhew

            
         
 
         
         Perhaps your situation is the exact opposite—you wish you could cry, but the tears won’t come. When we find ourselves in the realm of the unspeakable, we are in shock. Think of shock as
            Divine, impenetrable (for now) bubble wrap between you and the world. The angels have wrapped your frail body, fraught heart,
            and fragile soul in a protective, mystical membrane so that you won’t break from the pressure and pain you find yourself in
            at this moment.
            
         
 
         
         When we can’t cry, we’ve shut down in order to shut ourselves off from whatever we can’t face just yet. But the Compassionate
            One has already intervened on our behalf. The Bible tells us that when we can’t pray, the Holy Spirit prays for us, and entreats
            God for what we cannot ask for ourselves. We have been taught to think of tears as signs of weakness instead of liquid triggers
            for a body’s reserve of strength and endurance to kick in. Our first instinct as a mother is to hold our little ones close
            to us when they cry and coo, “Hush now, darling, don’t you cry,” when what we should be whispering as we comfort them is, “There, pet, there’s the sweet babe. Have a blessed cry now; it’s so good for you and soon you’ll feel a lot better and grow up to be brave and strong.”
            
         
 
         
         “Rich tears! What power lies in those falling drops,” the seventeenth-century English playwright, romantic novelist, and political
            satirist Delia Riviere Manley reassures us. Far from being self-indulgent, crying is an ancient form of articulated prayer.
            In Catholic and Eastern Orthodox religions, tears have always been considered one of the special gifts of the Holy Spirit;
            in the Hebrew Old Testament, an entire book of the Bible is devoted to crying—the Book of Lamentations.
         
 
         
         Being Irish, I learned at Nana’s knee about the Banshee, a Celtic mythological female spirit whose ghostly mournful summons
            heard in the night foretold a death, especially if it occurred at a distance. For centuries in the west of Gaelic-speaking
            Ireland, particularly in Connemara, certain women, wise in the ways of the supernatural or “other realms,” were taught the
            proper way to grieve with sound, or keen, which is a long, high-pitched wail of abandonment and grief strong enough to shatter glass. The language of keening is the
            passionate calling forth of exactly what it is that you dread and fear, to rise up and meet you face-to-face on the scorched
            battlefield of your devastated heart. The sob is the soul’s sacred battle cry for the Beloved.
            
         
 
         
         To keen is to embrace those emotions too deep and too dark for words, struggling now for some, any form of expression. To let the sound of sorrow and waves of grief pass through you, picking up tempo and timbre as you go,
            is like breath on the reed of a woodwind or strings of a violin. To truly cry takes tremendous courage. The fiery anger wrestles
            in the pit of your gut; the despair catches in your throat; the fierce loneliness of the iron band of sorrow tightens across
            your chest.
            
         
 
         
         Many of us resist the sacred relief of crying because the truth is, the act of crying physically hurts. Heartache is real.
            But we must trust that it hurts for a reason. For the love of all that is holy, do you really believe that God would leave
            us alone at such a moment? I don’t. I won’t and you can’t, either, because how could we go on? And go on we must.
         
 
         
         I’ll never hush you, sweetheart. I’d rather you howl at the moon.
 
         
         Heaven knows that I have.
 
         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            You’re My Thrill
 
            
            The Peace and Plenty Path of Thrift
               
            

            
         
  
         
         
            
                 There is satisfaction in
 seeing one’s household prosper, in 
     being both 
bountiful and provident.
               
            
 
            
            —Phyllis McGinley

            
         
 
         
         I don’t know a woman alive who doesn’t get a thrill out of thrifting—the finding of the perfect item at the perfect low price
            and not at the mall. But thrifting is so much more than a bargain bagged at a resale shop. For centuries, thrifting has been
            the heart of the homemaker’s honorable estate and a sacred trust that included the right apportionment of her personal and
            domestic resources: time, creative energy, emotion, industry, strength, skill, craft, and labor; the management of property
            of all kinds, including money; the exercise of prudence and temperance; and the distribution of charity to those less fortunate.
            In other words, all those homespun virtues necessary to keep a family healthy, wealthy, wise, and secure were contained in
            the boon of this one expansive word. In the marvelous book Thrift: A Cyclopedia, edited by David Blankenhorn and written “for those who are not ashamed to think anew about happiness, extravagance, and
            thriving,” we trace the origins of thrift as the path for achieving peace and plenty.
            
         
 
         
         What thrift isn’t: parsimonious, frugal, mean, scrimping, paltry, shoddy, stingy, sharp, or cheap.
 
         
         What thrift is: bountiful, generous, compassionate, vigorous, growing, abundant, blooming, copious, healthful, efficient;
            filled with elegant economies, gratitude, simplicity, order, harmony, beauty, and joy (interestingly, all the six principles
            of Simple Abundance!); thriving, increasing, expanding, and plentiful.
            
         
 
         
         We can trace the role thrift has played in the English household back to the thirteenth-century bard Geoffrey Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales, as well as William Shakespeare’s The Merchant of Venice. Probably the earliest meaning of the word thrift was “the condition of one who thrives,” or being endowed with good luck, good fortune, wealth, and health. But what made
            thrift such an honorable aspiration was that its bounty was not conveyed by celestial benediction or favor of the Crown—but
            rather through the everyday choices made by prudent housewives who were neat, clean, industrious, imaginative, honest, clever,
            enterprising, and generous.
            
         
 
         
         The invocation of thrift was considered as crucial to a bride’s happy marriage as tossing rice, releasing doves, or wearing
            something old, something new, something borrowed, and something blue. Beginning in the sixteenth century, English nuptials
            introduced the custom of the bride’s father or guardian slipping a silver sixpence coin into her left shoe as a harbinger
            of wealth and protection against want. The symbol of the sixpence represented the “reward” due to those drawn to the honorable
            estate of matrimony.
         
 
         
         Intriguingly, thrift is also the name of a charming English flower, a sea pink perennial that blooms through April and September
            and flourishes in rocky crevices, requiring little soil for its sustenance. Usually the thrift flower acts as a barrier protecting
            the marshes from the ebb-and-flow erosion of the sea. As a metaphor for our own reconsidered economic lives, the metaphysical
            boundary of thrift protects us from the ebb and flow of the cost of living. It enables us to create our own protective barrier
            to cushion us from want and distress through our savings, the provision we’ve stockpiled through our persistent thrift.
         
 
         
         Without thrift “there can be little solid domestic happiness,” the Pulitzer Prize–winning poet and essayist Phyllis McGinley
            tells us in her Sixpence in Her Shoe (1964), written as an answer to Betty Friedan’s groundbreaking The Feminine Mystique published the year before. “For thrift is neither selfishness nor cheese-paring, but a large, compassionate attribute, a
            just regard for God’s material gifts. It has nothing in common with meanness and is different even from economy, which may
            assist thrift.”
            
         
 
         
         Phyllis McGinley is a woman after my own heart. She loved being a wife, a mother, a homemaker, an author, and a poet. She
            reveled in combining all the facets of her daily round in her writing, working on her poems, essays, or books while the stew
            or soup pot simmered. And she saw no contradictions in combining all aspects of her life into a tapestry of contentment—from
            meeting her husband’s train to celebrating being a suburban artist of the everyday at the White House. In her inspirational
            essay “The Pleasure of Thrift,” she describes how passionate thrift is the guardian of domestic bliss: “Meanness inherits
            a set of silverware and keeps it in the bank. Economy uses it only on important occasions for fear of loss. Thrift sets the
            table with it every night for pure pleasure, but counts the butter spreaders before they are put away.”
         
 
         
         For many women, pulled up short by our own economic crises, becoming a novice in Mother Plenty’s Order of the Hearth enables
            us to create a framework for luxuriating in a sustainable lifestyle protected from life’s storms. “Thrift saves for the future
            because the children must be educated and because one must not be a burden in old age,” McGinley tells us. “Thrift keeps the
            house painted and the roof in repair, puts shoe trees in shoes, but bakes a jar of cookies for neighborhood children. It is
            never stingy…”
         
 
         
         What I adore about McGinley’s view of thrift is that “it has to be a personal joy which every housewife must work out for
            herself” by first examining what are her authentic extravagances. Do you love to cook? Then quality knives, organic chickens,
            and virgin olive oil will be your affordable luxuries—but through your prudent meal planning, the chicken will stretch to
            three delicious suppers, and the homemade sourdough bread accompanying your fresh chicken noodle soup will elevate leftovers
            to a family feast. For the woman who tallies contentment with thread counts and yearns to be tucked in under a silk duvet,
            then taking public transportation to work instead of parking a car can prove a fair trade-off. For the last year, my budget
            has included a category for shipping my cherished collection of still-life paintings from an English country manse where they
            once adorned a posh dining room’s walls to a modest California apartment that doesn’t even have a true dining room. But gazing
            at these beloved paintings will nourish my soul more than supping at a polished mahogany table, so my trade-off is incomparable.
         
 
         
         “Every woman has to learn to be thrifty in her own idiom. Her economies must be like her luxuries—cut to the shape of the
            family budget or the family dream and they must never descend to indignities. Thrift implies dignity, the importance of human
            worth as well as of inanimate things,” Phyllis McGinley reminds us. “It might lie for one person in a thing so small as properly
            balancing her check book or for another in something so large as learning to make all the draperies for her windows…And, like
            laughter or sachets in bureau drawers, it is a pleasant thing to have around the house.”
         
 
         
         In our journey to peace and plenty, we’re going to be looking at thrift with fresh eyes—not as an exercise in curbing shopping
            but as a home-grown remedy for contentment and creativity that begins with being grateful for what we have and learning to
            embrace the honorable art of “making do” to stretch for what we might not have at the moment, whether it’s money or gratitude
            or enthusiasm. As you pull back from spending and learn to distinguish between your needs and your wants, you’ll find regular
            “Thrill of Thrift” features throughout this book intended to boost your morale and stoke your creative fires.
         
 
         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            The Thrill of Thrift
 
            
            Sweet Mercy Medicinal

            
         
 
         
         
            
            Frequent tears have run
 
            
            The colors from my life.
 
            
            —Elizabeth Barrett  Browning
               
            

            
         
 
         
         Women had a lot to cry about during the Depression and the Home Front years. Keeping bodies and souls together with a continuous
            feed of courageous optimism and cheerful vivacity was considered vital. Women’s magazines of this era acknowledged and provided
            regular remedies to soothe red faces and swollen eyes after having “a good cry.”
            
         
 
         
         Here’s my favorite homemade après-crisis restorative. It calls for items you probably have in your refrigerator and cupboard—a
            cucumber-and-chamomile-tea rinse for the face that I call:
         
 
         
         
            
            Sweet Mercy Medicinal
 
            
            
               	½ cucumber, peeled and seeded

               	¼ cup hot, prepared green tea

               	¼ cup hot, prepared chamomile tea

            

            
         
 
         
         Puree the cucumber in a blender and strain the juice. Mix the teas together and add the cucumber juice. Stir well and refrigerate
            for at least half an hour. This mixture will keep for a day or two in the fridge. If you’ve been crying on and off, dab your
            face with some, rinse with cool water, and then pat your face dry with your softest towel.
         
 
         
         Also have on hand a pitcher of water with cucumber slices and drink from it frequently. Often when we’re emotionally distressed,
            we forget to do things as simple as sipping water while we slosh back the wine and whiskey. Reach for the water first, because
            dehydration can make you swoon.
         
 
         
         Crying jags also leave us headachy. You can ease the throbbing with a little aromatherapy by inhaling the scent of an essential
            oil combination of violet, peppermint, and orange peel. I’ve made a Sweet Mercy kit that contains the homeopathic Bach Flower
            Essence Rescue Remedy, a lavender-scented eye mask, my headache oil, and some beautiful vintage handkerchiefs, luxuriously
            lace-trimmed or monogrammed, which I’m always on the lookout for at flea markets and estate sales (they make thoughtful, affordable
            birthday and holiday gifts, too), tucked into a pretty fabric jewelry roll or pouch. What you are doing by preparing this
            reviving self-nurturing kit for yourself or a friend going through a hard stage is granting permission to grieve gracefully
            and gratefully.
         
 
         
         “Heaven knows we need never be ashamed of our tears,” Charles Dickens wrote in Great Expectations in 1860, “for they are rain upon the blinding dust of earth, overlying our hard hearts.”
            
         
 
         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            Paradise Lost

            
         
 
         
         
            
            That day I oft remember, when from sleep
               
            
 
            
            I first awaked and found myself reposed
 
            
            Under a shade on flowers, much wondering where
               
            
 
            
            And what I was, whence thither brought, and how?
 
            
            —John Milton, Paradise Lost, 
 “Eve,” Book IV, Line 20
               
            

            
         
 
         
         So how did we get here? Like most women, I’ve had the jarring experience of waking up the morning after the night before wondering
            where in the world I was and how I got there. Sometimes I imagine what it might have been like for Eve—the Mother of Us All—to
            awaken for the first time, finding herself naked, lying next to a strange creature—a man—and in Paradise.
            
         
 
         
         I’ve not been alone in my Eden reveries. Down through the ages, the story of Adam and Eve has served as inspiration for artists,
            theologians, philosophers, statesmen, saints, sinners, and sages. Probably the greatest fleshing-out of the Book of Genesis is the seventeenth-century English poet John Milton’s (1608–1674) epic saga Paradise Lost. Published in 1669 and never out of print since, this international best seller is arguably the most influential poem ever
            written in the English language, a feat made all the more astonishing by the fact that Milton wrote it after becoming blind.
            He would conceive (or channel) the verse in the night, memorize it, and then dictate it the following morning to his daughters
            or scribes. It took him twenty-nine years to write what eventually became a colossal twelve-book canon. Scholars spend their
            entire lives reading Paradise Lost, many devoting their careers to understanding and interpreting Milton’s enormous biblical vision, the first ever written
            in blank verse (unrhymed poetry). When you think of the great poets in history, the headliners all owe a huge debt to John
            Milton.
            
         
 
         
         And once you start reading it for yourself, it’s actually a page-turner. So many of the Western world’s concepts originated
            in Milton’s imagination, including our ideas on the war between the sexes, original sin, good and evil, love, lust, loss,
            disobedience, betrayal, revenge, retribution, and redemption, not to mention archetypes, metaphors, literary allusions, even
            vocabulary; it’s virtually impossible to completely unravel his impact on contemporary everyday life. The Oxford English Dictionary attributes 630 words to Milton (as compared with 229 from Shakespeare), including earthshaking, self-delusion, and pandemonium. Milton’s Pandemonium is Satan’s palace in hell, where noise, confusion, and pain reign.
            
         
 
         
         Sound familiar?
 
         
         Lately many of us feel as if we’ve been thrown out of Paradise without so much as a fig leaf…and we never even got a chance
            to take a bite of the apple. Maybe you’ve lost your way, your bearings, your home, your job, or your pension through debt,
            divorce, disaster, or death. Maybe your security and serenity have been wiped out because of someone else’s misdeeds or malfeasance.
            Maybe your life is hell on earth at this moment. What you had before is gone and what’s taken its place is sheer pandemonium.
         
 
         
         But you are not alone. It was never part of my grand life plan to end up lost, alone, and out of necessity living with my
            sister and her family in her small apartment in California until the dust settled, sharing the bathroom with my aged cat,
            Mikey, especially when I have a gorgeous home and writing sanctuary in England (once the private chapel of Sir Isaac Newton),
            bought with the sweat equity of my life’s work—but now part of a distressing divorce after a short and disastrous marriage.
            Just a few months ago, Mikey and I roamed the gardens of our Eden to sit and lie under the shade of an ancient apple tree.
            Echoing Eve, I wonder, Whence thither brought, and how?
            
         
 
         
         When cataclysmic change arrives, why does there always seem to be such rapid and ruthless reckoning required, especially before
            we can even process what has happened? I can’t be alone in thinking that events always move more quickly than we can deal
            with them; life’s “preliminary hearings” are often scheduled before we can even blink.
         
 
         
         The litany of loss seems enormous, the chasm between past and future made all the more fathomless by the detailed accounting
            to strangers of assets, now ashes, to be bartered, sold, or divided. What is even more wounding is the intersection of randomness
            and exactitude as we are called to account for someone else’s debts, deceit, or reckless behavior. This is not right. This
            is not fair.
         
 
         
         The shattered soul sits outside the Gates of Paradise in dust and disbelief. So many of us must start over from scratch. So
            few of us can afford to replace our past. How long have we been here? Are you all right? I don’t know yet. Give me time to figure it out.
            
         
 
         
         But there is no time.
 
         
         You can’t go back. You can’t go forward. You can’t stay here or stay put. When fire and brimstone are falling down upon your
            head, you can’t take the time to figure out anything, especially where it all went wrong.
         
 
         
         As Milton foretold, what happened is “all hell broke loose.” But Reader, trust me: This experience is essential. It will make
            our new life all the more sweet when we find our way back. And we will find our way back.
         
 
         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            Reversal of Fortune

            
         

         
         
            
            Disaster is private, in its way, as love is.

            
            —Nadine Gordimer

            
         

         
         Although the cartography of personal disaster and its passages are familiar—shock, denial, anger, bargaining, depression, acceptance—our
            emotional response to financial calamity is private and particular. A fashionista is going to have a different reaction to
            a money setback than a frugalista—which set of coping skills would you prefer at the moment?
            
         

         
         It has been said that in a crisis, people fall back on what they know best: thieves to scams, gamblers to the turf and table,
            bigamists to one more golden ring. When my life derailed, what I knew best was self-help and gratitude. Or to be more precise,
            self-help through gratitude.
         

         
         I remember after Simple Abundance had been on all the best-seller lists for more than a year, a hedge fund ran a full-page color ad in a glossy luxury magazine
            aimed at the very rich. After announcing “Abundance Is Not Simple,” it wrote in rather dismissive copy that perhaps the author
            of this book was learning that handling windfalls was a difficult discipline, and there comes a time in one’s life when we
            all need wealth management advisers.
            
         

         
         Well, they had a point. One minute I was a freelance writer without a comma in my checking account and the next I was a millionaire
            entrepreneur with a staff of ten on both sides of the Atlantic. But no matter what personal situation I’ve encountered in
            my life, I’ve come to rely on shelf help. Actually, the only reason I ever ended up an inspirational writer was because nobody
            else had written what I desperately needed to read. Believe me, I tried to find it. The editor of a motivational book club
            once told me that I was their best customer; I had bought just about every self-help book published in the past decade. Yet few self-help books have offered
            me more than strident exhortations to pull myself together, when what I needed was gentle encouragement and coaxed truth,
            a tiny mustard-seed-size insight that slowly takes hold in the barren soil of the soul and grows strong roots, so that by
            the time the truth blossoms out of nowhere, it can’t be pulled away.
            
         

         
         When I realized to my horror that all the money’s gone, I began to search out vintage memoirs, biographies, letters, and diaries, especially those by famous women writers and artists
            who seemed to play out charmed lives in the pages and canvases of their art and under the public gaze. Women who experienced
            enormous reversals of fortune in between the lines of real life; the perfectly poised, coutured, and coiffed who had money,
            fairy-tale marriages, beautiful homes, gorgeous children, successful careers, and enviable fashion spreads in magazines but
            knew private pain in the public fall from grace (usually because of their wretched husbands), yet handled themselves with
            dignity, aplomb, and courage. Writers like Rumer Godden, whose stockbroker husband ran off with all the money she’d given
            him to invest for the family, leaving her destitute with two children, at the height of her brilliant success with the novel
            and film Black Narcissus. Or the Anglo-Irish writer Elizabeth Bowen, who lectured and taught literature in America during the 1950s to save her family’s
            beautiful home, Bowen’s Court, only to be forced to sell it and then learn of its being demolished. Or Vivien Leigh’s “fatefully
            irresistible” decision to follow Larry Olivier to Hollywood to make more money to pay for both their (costly) divorces back
            in England. The more real women’s stories I could collect, the more sense I could make out of my own situation, especially
            the husbands who managed their wives’ careers and spent all the money until there was nothing left on the gray ledger sheets
            but humiliation.
            
         

         
         “There was a time when my life seemed so painful to me that reading about the lives of other women writers was one of the
            few things that could help. I was unhappy, and ashamed of it; I was baffled by my life,” the writer Kennedy Fraser poignantly
            confesses in her luminous collection of women’s lives, Ornament and Silence.
            
         

         
         
            
            I would sit in my armchair reading books about these other lives. Sometimes when I came to the end, I would sit down and read
               the book through from the beginning again. I remember an incredible intensity about all this, and also a kind of furtiveness—as
               if I were afraid that someone might look through the window and find me out. Even now, I feel that I should pretend that I
               was reading only these women’s fiction or their poetry—their lives as they chose to present them, alchemized as art. But that
               would be a lie. It was the private messages I really liked—the journals and letters, and autobiographies, whenever they seemed
               to be telling the truth. I felt very lonely then, self-absorbed, shut off. I needed all this murmured chorus, this continuum
               of true-life stories, to pull me through. They were like mothers and sisters to me, these literary women, many of them already
               dead; more than my own family, they seemed to stretch out a hand.
            

            
         

         
         Kennedy Fraser believes that “honest personal writing is a great service rendered the living from the dead.” And I agree.
            But the lifesaving nuggets I cherish most are those heartfelt revelations from the living. Emotional sustenance that is enriching
            enough to give you the inner strength you need to throw the covers off at three in the afternoon, turn on the shower, wash
            your hair. Next, shuffle toward the kitchen and put on the teakettle and while the tea is brewing make yourself some scrambled
            eggs and hot buttered toast. Now sit, sip, and savor. Let out a big sigh—the first signal, as far as I’m concerned, alerting
            the Cosmos that a significant life-altering awakening is about to begin. Because it is. In fact, you’re about to trigger a
            seismic shift in your thinking and awareness, coming face-to-face with your own money memoir.
         

         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            After the Fall

            
         
 
         
         
            
            Long is the way
 
            
            And hard, that out of hell leads up to the Light.
               
            
 
            
            —John Milton, Paradise Lost,
 Book II, Line 432
               
            

            
         
 
         
         When life changes abruptly with a financial reversal of fortune, we immediately become so caught up in stalling our own house
            of cards from collapsing that we don’t realize that, by this point, we’ve already crashed and burned; at the very least, we’re
            the walking wounded. Because of this, I experienced long stretches of emotional amnesia and economic dementia when it came
            to recalling my first few heady years of wealth in the late 1990s. For a long time while I was attempting to deconstruct my
            own personal financial disaster, I just blanked on details, episodes, events, and even the identity of the mystery woman I
            was trying to become through spending as if there were no tomorrow.
            
         
 
         
         Everything happened so fast. The last time I looked, I’d been driving the car pool, changing the kitty litter, and waiting
            for the chopped meat to defrost in the microwave so I could make meat loaf. Within a short time, Simple Abundance had sold millions of copies, been translated into dozens of languages, and I had all the world’s golden gifts lying at my
            Manolo Blahnik–clad feet. I was sought after and fussed over, made to feel important and grand, which, admittedly, is quite
            fabulous. I had enough money to establish the Simple Abundance Charitable Fund (which supports nonprofit causes through my
            royalties and has to date given out more than $1 million in grants), pay for my daughter’s college education, fly the Concorde,
            and purchase the former chapel of Sir Isaac Newton in England to use as my writing sanctuary.
            
         
 
         
         However, as I went back to unravel the truth about my financial situation, clarity became impossible; there were so many layers
            for me to sift through from the ashes of the mess I’d gotten myself into through a combination of good intentions and naïveté.
         
 
         
         For instance, once I appeared on The Oprah Winfrey Show in March 1996 and Simple Abundance hit the best-seller lists, we could barely keep track of all the “business opportunities” presented to me—but it was clear
            that everyone was working their own angle. I became very protective of the trust readers had endowed me with and wanted to
            guard the integrity of the Simple Abundance philosophy. The best way to do that, I reasoned, was to use my new wealth to support my burgeoning business (instead of the
            business supporting me). So I hired a brilliant creative team to give me advice on designing a website and print magazine.
            No one on the team suggested that I protect myself. The lack of that lesson became very apparent when we scheduled our presentation
            to potential Silicon Valley investors the very week the dot-com bubble burst and I was left to honor my obligations with nothing
            to show except a huge loss.
            
         
 
         
         Inevitably, the larger my public persona grew, the smaller my circle of intimates became. Isolation is one of celebrity’s
            more uncomfortable footnotes. And while acclaim, awards, and applause are often very agreeable fellows to have a drink with,
            their conversation rarely moves past small talk. As Coco Chanel so succinctly warned: “That’s what fame is: solitude.”
            
         
 
         
         Initially I was flattered by all the attention. After a few frenzied years, however, I grew overwhelmed and, frankly, exhausted
            by the sheer volume of requests: to speak, give money, franchise my name, extend the Simple Abundance brand, sit on boards of directors, and most of all write more books—as fast as possible. Now there were so many people depending
            on the success of my next project. I remember taking offense during a newsmagazine interview when I was asked what was so
            simple about having nine assistants. Fair enough, but I was sensitive to the criticism. There’s a Life 101 red flag for you:
            If you don’t like the question or scrutiny, ask yourself why. The reporter was right. My life had spun out of control; I had
            so many personal assistants because I didn’t have time to grocery shop, cook, clean, answer the mail, or even pack for a trip.
            On weekends when I was alone, damned if I could find anything. When I wasn’t with my teenage daughter, I’d catch up on badly needed sleep.
            
         
 
         
         My staff were amazing, talented women with zest and flair; I loved each one dearly, and I wanted them to be happy in their
            work. But I didn’t keep my staff on a budget because I couldn’t keep myself on one, whether it was decorating, revamping my
            wardrobe, funding nonprofits, restoring a historic English home, or creating a stunning prototype for a Simple Abundance magazine. I discovered that women just love to spend money, and if it’s not for themselves, for someone else they know is
            just fine. If I found a perfect pair of black trousers, one of my assistants would suggest I order three so there would be
            one in each closet at my three different homes. It seemed at the time that I was being practical, not extravagant. Isn’t this
            what rich women do? The French designer Hubert de Givenchy once said that all a woman needed to be well dressed was the perfect
            black trousers, a black cashmere sweater, good shoes, and a well-cut trench coat. That’s all I was going for, but in multiples.
            
         
 
         
         For the truth was, I didn’t have time to think: I was always working, always writing, always on to the next project, always
            on call. As my work began to spread and touch women around the world, I was invited everywhere, usually in conjunction with
            fund-raising for charities. I felt so blessed by my success, I was sure it was a fluke and that I had to “earn” it every day
            with more and more responsibilities. I felt obliged to share it in every way possible; I didn’t want to disappoint anyone.
            Does any of this sound familiar? This is how women self-sabotage and self-destruct. Unless we have constant witnesses to our
            hard work, we are convinced we pull off every day of our lives through smoke and mirrors.
         
 
         
         Yet I was so painfully shy and self-conscious at personal appearances that the only way I could do any of them was to travel
            with someone. I chose to be accompanied by a man who did my hair and makeup. This went on for a couple of years, and while
            it managed to keep me feeling confident enough to keep on showing up, you can imagine the expense. Equally, I was so uncomfortable
            with being photographed that I hired one of the world’s most famous celebrity photographers “to get it right” and paid a fortune
            for a few head shots, which are gorgeous, but really not appropriate for most of my work, unless I’m going to be in a Busby
            Berkeley Broadway extravaganza. (However, I shall leave instructions that only these Brigitte Lacombe photographs are to be
            used for my obituary. I wouldn’t want them to go to waste—and besides, this is how I want to remember me.)
            
         
 
         
         Although my confessions are extreme, they are variations on the theme of a woman’s secret wounds of the soul: low self-esteem
            or, as I called it more accurately in my book Something More: “self-loathing.” What we lack in self-esteem we more than make up for at our favorite boutique or department store. Women spend to plug the leak, until life’s levees
            break; before you know there’s a flood tide and you’re drowning in debt and haven’t a clue what you bought for $25,000.
            
         
 
         
         I believe the mustard-seed insight for us both might be the phrase I didn’t want to think, which is how we all become oblivious to our own demise. I swear to Heaven if I were in charge, I would have every Saturday
            purchase over $250 called in upstairs so that a Divine Credit Mistress could have a brief word: “Madam, are you sure you want
            to spend this money in this way, or are we just feeling fat today? In that case, might I suggest our hot water and lemon ‘time-out’
            at no extra charge.”
            
         
 
         
         “Spiritual empowerment is evidenced in our lives by our willingness to tell ourselves the truth, to listen to the truth when
            it’s told to us, and to dispense truth as lovingly as possible, when we feel compelled to talk from the heart,” Christina
            Baldwin reassures us in her stunning book Life’s Companion. I certainly hope she’s right. It has occurred to me as I’ve been detailing this litany of personal financial loss that in
            my first few years of overnight wealth, I made just about every money mistake possible, and yet I’ve just gotten started.
            There are some doozies down the road.
            
         
 
         
         Maybe this is making you feel better, because your money mistakes must pale in comparison. And that’s so important. Good.
            I’m grateful you can see that right now. I’m looking hard for the silver lining, and if you can learn a lesson on my dime,
            then it won’t have all been for nothing. But this much is certain: It’s taken me time to face my financial fears; time to
            muster the courage to begin to correct them; time to recover from the shock of all the collateral emotional damage that comes
            with how we handle our money. It will take you some time as well.
         
 
         
         Time: the real currency for the past decade. But who has time to do anything but react? Especially when financial calamity
            arrives?
         
 
         
         When there is a death in the family, we understand that there is an entire grief cycle that can’t be avoided (although certainly
            many of us try our hardest to do just that), and family, friends, and professionals are there to help. After a devastating
            death, the world expects us to stay in bed, to cry, fail to eat, get drunk, not show up for work, and not wash our hair for
            a week. We are given psychological permission to drop out for a prescribed period of mourning. It is the necessary response
            to the precious loss of life.
         
 
         
         Death is inarguably the biggest calamity humans must cope with. However, I think we also need compassion to understand that
            when people abruptly lose financial resources such as savings or pension, or the ability to earn a living, or the security
            of their home, there is also going to be a grief process. This, too, needs time to unfold as we come to grips with new and
            confusing circumstances.
         
 
         
         Having to abandon places, houses, jobs, or our cherished possessions can be soul shattering. The enormity of the human drama
            and sorrow being replayed on the nightly news as homes are demolished and lives torn apart by earthquakes, tornadoes, hurricanes,
            wildfires, and floods grabs our collective heart because it’s something that could happen to any of us. Acts of God may not
            be insurable by humans any longer, but there’s no shame attached to losing your house by a freak mudslide, only best wishes,
            help, and community support.
         
 
         
         But losing your house to foreclosure? Hmmm. The arched eyebrow wants to know: What were you up to? Do you gamble? Take drugs?
            Drink? Are you a spendthrift? Bank foreclosures don’t happen to good people.
         
 
         
         Well, they do now.
 
         
         Even with the daily dropping of the Dow a public reality, few of us can bring ourselves to admit financial difficulty to even
            our closest friends until it’s too late. This shame is so deep, we bury ourselves alive with imagined condemnation as well
            as our own self-punishment. It’s sad but true: No one can shun you as deeply as you shun yourself.
         
 
         
         When you lose money, shock ripples through every moment of every day. Suddenly finding yourself drinking your morning tea
            in a chunky ceramic mug after you moved back in with your mother, daughter, or sister instead of greeting the day in your
            own beautiful kitchen with your special rose-patterned porcelain tea set can clobber you senseless. The reassuring rituals
            and comforting routines now missing only seem to compound the ache when you must acclimate to a life you have not chosen and
            toward which you only feel fear and loathing.
         
 
         
         You want your teapot, damn it, and I wish I could give it back to you, sweetie. But what’s more important is that you’re hurting
            and need some comfort. You need something to keep you calm, so that you can carry on. Something to nudge your attention away
            for a moment from all that’s lost and toward the good waiting to be found and appreciated from this day forward.
         
 
         
         Stay with me. I’ve got a few lovely diversions that work wonders.
 
         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            The Grace of Gratitude

            
         
 
         
         
            
            Grace fills empty spaces, but it can only enter where there is a void to receive it, and it is grace itself which makes this
               void.
            
 
            
            —Simone Weil

            
         
 
         
         I’ve been writing about Gratitude for nearly twenty years, professionally and publicly (in my books) and privately (in my own
            Gratitude Journals). But back in 1991 when I first started experimenting with Gratitude as a spiritual catalyst for changing
            my life (in case you’re wondering, skeptics make the best seekers), I recall being disappointed at how little I could find
            written on the subject, with the exception of a slender meditation by the Benedictine brother David Steindl-Rast titled Gratefulness, the Heart of Prayer. Certainly there was no such thing as my Gratitude Journal, which was born because gratitude was such a new and wondrous
            step toward changing how I perceived my life.
            
         
 
         
         And why did my life need to change? Like fifty million other working mothers, my daily round had become a tug-of-war between
            other people’s demands and expectations and my own genuinely conflicted desires and unrequited needs. I multitasked from one
            obligation to the next so fast that my spirit felt as if it were constantly sprinting to catch up with me, which it finally
            did when I collapsed into bed. Mornings were a major source of dread: My first conscious breath was a sigh; my awakening thought
            was how to make it through the day.
         
 
         
         Of course, like most women I rarely complained to anyone else, but I whined to myself and God, until, literally, the sound
            of my own complaining nearly drove me mad.
         
 
         
         One morning I woke up physically exhausted and spiritually bankrupt; money was tight, too. The freelance market was shrinking
            fast because the only story in town was downsizing. I was so sick and tired of concentrating on what was missing in my life,
            Heaven knows I didn’t want to write about it. I felt drained, depleted, discouraged. Worrying about money had squandered my
            most precious natural resources—time, creative energy, and emotional resilience.
         
 
         
         That morning, I’d had it with the sound of my own inner complaining and I think God had as well because I heard the marching
            order to sit down at the kitchen table and start writing an inventory of what was good in my life, right at that moment.
            
         
 
         
         Think Pollyanna on Prozac. When I stopped some six hours and several pots of tea later, to my great astonishment I’d created
            a master list of my life’s many overlooked blessings. I had more than 150 and none of them had anything to do with money!
            And then I had an everyday epiphany: I realized I didn’t need a single thing, except the awareness of how blessed I was. That
            was the very first time Gratitude beckoned and invited me to use its transformative power not to revamp my life, but to rejoice
            in it.
         
 
         
         When I type the word gratitude into search engines today—years later—the books, websites, articles, newsletters, and research projects the computer directs
            me to number more than two hundred thousand, and are increasing daily. My favorite is the weighty tome The Psychology of Gratitude, edited by Robert A. Emmons and Michael E. McCullough, which is the first compilation of the empirical, scientific research
            on gratitude conducted by prominent scientists. When explaining how they chose their topic, they stated in the article “Counting
            Blessings Versus Burdens: An Experimental Investigation of Gratitude and Subjective Well-Being in Daily Life”:
            
         
 
         
         
            
            The construct of gratitude has inspired considerable interest in the general public…Although intuitively compelling, many
               of the general claims in popular books concerning the power of a grateful lifestyle are speculative and as yet scientifically
               untested. In one popular book on gratitude, for instance, the author asserts that “Whatever we are waiting for—peace of mind,
               contentment, grace…it will surely come to us, but only when we are ready to receive it with an open and grateful heart” (Breathnach,
               1996).
            

            
         
 
         
         Isn’t this amazing? Although scientists are usually latecomers to the party, once they’re with you, they’re true believers.
            Through conducting highly focused and controlled studies on the nature of gratitude, its causes and consequences, Emmons and
            McCullough have concluded that people who keep Gratitude Journals are more optimistic than people who don’t, take better care
            of themselves, exercise more regularly, report fewer physical ailments, and experience more alertness, enthusiasm, determination,
            and confidence to meet life’s challenges; they also reported more moments of contentment than distress.
         
 
         
         We know all this. But have we remembered it? Not unless we’re actively keeping a Gratitude Journal. For new readers, keeping
            a Gratitude Journal is the soul of the Simple Abundance philosophy, not an optional insight tool. The Gratitude Journal is a polite daily thank-you note to the Universe. You know
            how insulted you are after you’ve knocked yourself out for one of your kids and all you get in return is surly silence. How
            many women have asked, “Did you like it?” frustrated out of their minds as they recall the long hours cooking or sewing or
            shopping that brought their offspring such bounty. Well, an ancient spiritual axiom teaches, “As below, so above.”
            
         
 
         
         Because you are not spoiled rotten, at the end of every day you write down the five things that got you through it and brought
            moments of peace or a feeling of plenty. The Peace and Plenty Journal of Well-Spent Moments is specific to these two themes, which will begin to shift your focus from worrying about “financial security” (which is
            unattainable) to an appreciation of today’s “financial serenity.” To activate that switch, look for little ways to thank the
            Great Giver for your ever-increasing sense of well-being, which is what wealth feels like: A friend treats you to lunch; the repair bill is less than you imagined; you find $20 in
            the pocket of a coat you haven’t worn in a while; you’re thrilled with a DKNY skirt for $5 at the new thrift shop; there’s
            a rebate check you’d forgotten about in the mail; you bring your coins to the coin machine and it’s double your guesstimate;
            your coupons at the supermarket end up saving more than you spent; you get the family an H1N1 flu shot at the free clinic
            and, while waiting in line, accept a stranger’s offer of the new novel she’s just finished: It’s Dan Brown’s The Lost Symbol, which you’d been dying to read but were waiting until it came out in paperback.
            
         
 
         
         Some days filling your Peace and Plenty Journal of Well-Spent Moments  will be easy, but other days—and we all have them—the only thing that we feel grateful for is that the day is over. On those
            nights, I’ve started writing one of the many biblical promises for prosperity at the top of my page and dating it. My favorite
            one for dispelling gloom is “‘For I know the plans I have for you,’ declares the LORD, ‘plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future’” (Jeremiah 29:11). Like asking for only one
            day’s Grace, I have never experienced the feeling of Heaven not hearing my prayers when I accept the wonder of the Prosperity
            Promise as my own. And who, upon receiving this promise from God, wouldn’t settle down for sleep peacefully and be tucked
            in by Mother Plenty?
            
         
 
         
      

   
      
      
         
         
            
            Living Beyond  Your Means
                  

            
         
 
         
         
            
            Follow me—and you will have fun. Follow me—and I will lead you off the beaten track where two and two make five or even ten
               or twelve—who cares? At any rate, we’ll burst the bonds of reason and the fetters of care— double-cross the statisticians and the bookkeepers while we get what we want out of life…I want more, don’t you?
               
            
 
            
            —Margery Wilson, 
 How to Live  Beyond Your Means (1945)
               
            

            
         
 
         
         When you’re worried about money, the contented hours seem few and far between. You are living beyond your means, and it’s anything but fun or comfortable. If only, we say to ourselves over and over again, gnawing a deep ravine of regret from morning until night into the cavity of our
            soul: “If only I had $50, $100, $500, $1,000, $5,000, $50,000, I could pay all these bills, solve all my problems, or get this new business
            started.” “If only I hadn’t spent it on…” “If only I’d been more vigilant instead of trusting…” If only. But like everything else, it seems, the number of people offering practical, compassionate advice dwindles as personal emotional worries become global economic woes, sweeping the
            world in a pandemic of fear. Being in the red, we’re told, “is the new black” as heaping portions of parsimony and panic are
            served up around the world.
            
         
 
         
         Making it even more difficult to rein in our terror, the personal magic number that will “fix” all our financial problems
            seems to rapidly increase. Have you ever noticed this? If it’s $5,000 you need, by the time you scrape it together, suddenly
            there’s another $3,000 needed to cover an equally pressing need. No matter whether you’re rich or skint, the secret of financial
            serenity seems to be balancing your personal perceptions to life’s daily portion. It’s never the amount of money that will
            save the day; it’s the amount of fear that needs to be calmed to get through the day, especially as you learn to put your
            financial house in order.
         
 
         
         It’s no wonder that we’re as confused and conflicted over money as we are. As someone who has literally gone from being overdrawn
            in my checking account one day to depositing a royalty check for $250,000 the next, this I know for sure: Money changes everything.
            Or seems to. But one thing it doesn’t really change is your authentic emotions or openness about money. That’s because from sudden windfalls to staggering debts, we can’t talk to anyone
            about money unless they have as much as we do, or as little. I’m sure I’m not the first to tell you this, but money is a taboo
            subject with family or friends. If it’s a windfall—whether from royalties, stock options, an inheritance, or the lottery—and
            you suddenly have more than anyone else in your circle of intimates, you will be expected to pick up every check for the rest
            of your life, not to mention pay for everything from emergencies to indulgences. If it’s the reverse, such as foreclosure
            or bankruptcy, no one will want to talk to you; like a disease, people are afraid poverty is catching. It seems that the only
            people who want to talk to you about money are those who want to take it off you. Which, of course, is why the very word makes
            us nervous.
            
         
 
         
         So why don’t we start here, with the word money. We barely even know what the word means anymore. Still, it provokes an emotional reaction triggering the fight-or-flight
            mechanism or a fifth of scotch. How does saying or even thinking about the word money make you feel?
            
         
 
         
         Serene? Probably only if you have a comma in your checking account and no bills past due. Uneasy, nauseous, headachy, unable
            to breathe, panicky? That sounds more like it, especially if your checking account is anything like mine right now. I’ve got
            some big payouts due soon. Payouts long ago spoken for even before the next check is earned and deposited as I pay down a
            mountain of debt, including two mortgages on houses I can neither live in right now nor sell, because of a complicated divorce.
            It used to be that a friendly bank manager contacted you if you missed a mortgage payment; now they send you a frosty e-mail
            informing you that next week a mortgage payment is due—you’d better get ready for it and not spend it on anything else. So
            today, as I write, when I think about the word money I feel antsy, edgy, and needy.
            
         
 
         
         But what do I need? My first response before writing this book would have been “more money,” but after a year’s pondering
            on the page about money and its meaning in our lives, and without my own home to live in while I write, I know that my soul
            is thrilled with just the thought of a space of my own. I believe that each new year comes with a gift—but we need to ask
            for it. I’m praying for wisdom to achieve financial serenity.
         
 
         
         However, I also know that the beginning of wisdom is practicality. Women need something soothing, practical, and palpable
            to focus on, especially when the panic attacks start, which is why I created a few new home-grown feminine remedies intended
            to break the relentless cycle of remorse or the frantic waves of money fears. Learning to consciously shift our own destructive
            energies to emotionally positive ones is how we learn self-preservation in the best sense.
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