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      by Marianne Williamson


      I can think of no other time in history when it has been more important to consider the needs of the soul. The twentieth century

         has been dominated by a worldview that glorifies a mechanistic, rationalistic focus at the expense of the inner life, and

         the ravages that have been wreaked on the planet as a result of this dissociation from the essential self have reached crisis

         proportions. Yet, just as the individual unconscious knows when a person’s survival is threatened, I believe the collective

         unconscious knows when group survival is in danger. Beyond the level of the rational mind is an awareness that without our

         souls, we are without our power, and without our power, we will die.

      


      Carl Jung said that the psyche is inexorably driven to seek balance. I believe that modern consciousness is now seeking its

         soul—not because it’s a new trend, but because it’s literally our only survivable alternative. This book speaks to a yearning

         for balance, a mass willingness to rekindle our souls. This may 

         represent a more important historical unfoldment than we as a culture have known for centuries.

      


      All the great religious and philosophical systems are paths to this understanding—different, yet equally valid, paths. And

         spiritual ideas, like any ideas, are strengthened as they’re shared. For those to whom many of these ideas are new, our hope

         is that they will fill you with wonder and delight, as they surely inspired those who wrote these pages. And people who are

         already quite familiar, at least intellectually, with this ageless wisdom can join other pilgrims in sharing it, embracing

         the ideas even more deeply, making them part of our daily spiritual practice, and trying to apply them to all we say and do.

      


      Our soul is our life. Everything else is a fiction—a mind game, inauthenticity. Without nourishing our own souls, we can’t

         nourish the world, for we cannot give what we do not have. As we attend to our souls, we emanate invisibly and involuntarily

         the light we have received. The book is dedicated to increasing the spiritual potency in each of our lives, so that what begins

         as individual nourishment might become nourishment for our communities and for our countries and for our world. As the ancient

         mystical doctrine, the Cabala, says, we receive the light and then we impart it… and thus we repair the world.
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      If the impossible became possible and we could use a single word to summarize our feelings about the creation of this book,

         it would be gratitude. Gratitude for the loving support, intelligence, and talent of the following individuals:

      


      Jennifer Josephy, our editor, whose vision of the highest possible quality for this book reflected our own devotion. And to

         her assistant, Abigail Wilentz, for her skill and kindness.

      


      Mark Lipsman, our copyeditor, whose vision far exceeded the words on the page.


      Barry Fox, Janet Bailey, Gay Edelman, Judy Carroll, Dr. Pamela DuMond Shield, Penny Popken, Steve Hasenberg, and Bernie Asbell,

         who put words to that which defies definition and helped us share our vision.

      


      Sheree Bykofsky, our literary agent, who showed us 

         through her friendship and professionalism that one never has to veer from the path of soul.

      


      Linda Michaels, our foreign rights agent, who enabled people around the world to share this book.


      Janet Rosen, for her assistance and skill in the initial presentation of this book.


      We especially wish to offer our appreciation and respect to all the participants who shared their souls and so freely gave

         of their time. They reminded us that the best way to teach is by example. Our heartfelt thanks to all who were involved with

         this project.
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      “When you are old and gray and full of sleep,


      And nodding by the fire, take down this book,


      And slowly read, and dream of the soft look


      Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep… ”


      —WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS


      This book is the collective effort of some of the most accomplished minds of our age. It was born of their quest to explore

         and understand the world of Soul and how each of us connects with it. Together, their contributions weave a tapestry of warmth,

         wisdom, and insight about the most important relationship in our lives.

      


      Since the publication of our first two anthologies, Healers on Healing and For the Love of God, we have received countless letters from readers all over the world. These letters have con

         vinced us that a desire to pursue and understand Soul in the life of individuals is woven into the fabric of our world. The

         primary purpose of this anthology is to create an environment of understanding and possibility as we explore together this

         mysterious and powerful universe.

      


      “Soul” has different meanings to different people. Many would accept that Soul suggests an invisible dimension of experience.

         It has a lot to do with love, depth, and reflection. To feel nurtured on a deep and sustained basis, we must attend, beyond

         our physical needs and worldly aspirations, the life-enhancing nature of the Soul. In doing so, we bring a sacredness to every

         moment of our day.

      


      We all seek Soul. While Soul is always present, it doesn’t appear in our lives automatically. Soul requires our attention

         and reflection. Offering our respectful regard to the Soul is a way of loving it, caring for it, nurturing it.

      


      With this in mind, each contributor to this collection has created a personal vision of nourishment for and from the Soul.

         The various visions and the tones they adopt cover a great range. That is because, in a real sense, each had to invent the

         subject.

      


      Perhaps the most definitive framework for writing about the soul was expressed by Phil Cousineau in his book Soul: An Archaeology, when he paraphrased British author W. Somerset Maugham: “There are three rules for writing about the soul. Unfortunately,

         nobody knows what they are.”

      


      Yet this is a book that we could not not do. In traveling our own journeys, we have found others, like us, like you, searching their own depths for understanding

         not only of who they are but for the fulfillment of all they can be. We hope this book helps them in tending this need.

      


      Our gratitude goes to the contributors of this work. As we contacted them, we were greeted, almost universally, with 

         great enthusiasm for the invitation to address this subject. Repeatedly, they told us that this book was addressing one of

         the most important issues of the day. In all cases, they demonstrated humility and love. Now and then one of the authors would

         call us, sometimes from the other side of the globe, to share an expanded insight. We hope that these considered reflections

         of people who have dedicated their lives to the study of the Soul may change the way you think about your life.

      


      We approach this subject as students, not experts. We come with “our cup empty.” We created this book not in an effort to

         put forth any particular point of view but to cultivate a greater understanding of, and appreciation for, the possibilities

         open to all of us, and to offer a gift to humanity.

      


      This project unfolded as a gift. The cultivation of this project provided us with the opportunity to share, reflect, and grow

         on a daily basis. We wish it to be a gift to others as well. Profits from this book will be donated to an international humanitarian

         organization. We hope it will affect many lives in a meaningful way.

      


      Treasure yourself.


      BENJAMIN SHIELD, PH.D.

      


      RICHARD CARLSON, PH.D.
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      “For a long time it had seemed to me that life was about to begin—real life. But there was always some obstacle in the way, something to be got through first, some unfinished business, time

            still to be served, a debt to be paid. Then life would begin. At last it dawned on me that these obstacles were my life.”


      —FR. ALFRED D’SOUZA


   

      


            WINDOWS of the SOUL
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      by Jean Shinoda Bolen, M.D.


      “While everyone has a different experience of what


      is soulful;, these experiences do share similar beginnings.


      We start by giving ourselves permission to be soulful,


      to take seriously this aspect of ourselves, our soul


      and our soul needs.”


      WHENEVER I EXPERIENCE something beautiful, I am with Soul. That moment of inward breath, that pause and awareness of “how beautiful this is” is

         a prayer of appreciation, a moment of gratitude in which I behold beauty and am one with it. I have come to appreciate that

         having an aesthetic eye takes me effortlessly into soul.

      


      The beauty of where I live is the emotional equivalent of being in a cathedral with light streaming in through stained-glass

         windows. My first impression on awakening is usually “How beautiful it is.” Living as I do on the side of a mountain, I have

         a panoramic view over the San Francisco Bay and often see the sun rising over the East Bay hills. Sometimes the fog 

         obscures the view and lends a mysterious, private quality to where I am. It’s always different, always special, and always

         beautiful.

      


      To look out my windows and feel as I do in response to what I see is an effortless spiritual practice. There is a timelessness

         and serenity to my unhurried mornings. Just about every morning, I sit with a cup of coffee, gaze outward, and am in a receptive

         space in myself. Ideas, thoughts, and feelings come to mind. They rise to the surface, where I can think about them or make

         further intuitive connections. The experience is like being a still pool in the forest and simultaneously being at the edge

         of the pool, observing what arises from its depths. It is the same when I am doing my best writing (which I also do in the

         mornings), or, more accurately, when writing has to do with being totally absorbed in the shaping of what comes effortlessly

         to mind from my depths. In the timelessness of these moments of creativity, there is always a fullness of soul as well.

      


      Another place where I find soul, one of the strongest places, is in the presence of other people whom I meet at soul level.

         It happens whenever a dialogue takes place in which both people are truly present, tuning in to really hearing each other

         and reflecting back. A sense of discovery occurs, as when musicians get together and improvise a musical dialogue, a dialogue

         that depends on letting go of ego and defenses. To voice something you’re feeling and put observations into words with another

         person who is totally present is a creative act embodying soul and love.

      


      When people come for therapy, soul is present. When they speak to me of the experiences that have affected them deeply, trusting

         me with their vulnerability, or tell me dreams rich with symbolic meaning, or reveal what they have never shown another person,

         I know that we are meeting at soul level, that we 

         are not just in an office but in sanctuary, and that an invisible, transpersonal healing energy enters our space. They speak

         with a natural eloquence and, emotionally, an expressiveness and trust that touch my heart. If I’m also listening with an

         ear for prose poetry, very often a beauty of form comes through in their phrases.

      


      I think that whenever soul is present, it’s because what you’re doing, whom you’re with, where you are, evokes love without

         your thinking about it. You are totally absorbed in the place or person or event, without ego and without judgment. You are

         in what the Greeks call kairos. When you are in kairos time, you are totally absorbed in what you are doing; you lose track of time. Whether you are in love

         with a person or in love with a project, it’s the same quality. Time may expand—you feel that the experience has been happening

         for hours and it’s really been forty-five minutes. Or maybe you’ve spent hours, and it seems that only forty-five minutes

         have gone by. Time is not measured. You are participating in time as you make a connection through the deeper, creative parts

         of yourself. And that connection nourishes the soul, always.

      


      What particular experiences will nourish your soul? No one can prescribe that for you; it is something only you can know and

         experience. What is satisfying for one person may be just the opposite for someone else. Being out in nature, by the seashore,

         or on a mountaintop works for me. Communing with nature brings me into soul time. But for others, being out in nature is something

         to be tolerated, or even an ordeal, or just what you do if you’re a member of a family that goes camping. For some people,

         listening to or playing music is a soulful experience, while for others, music is a way to mark time until they can get on

         to something productive.

      


      While everyone has a different experience of what is soulful, these experiences do share similar beginnings. We start by 

         giving ourselves permission to be soulful, to take seriously this aspect of ourselves, our soul and our soul needs. You have

         the need and the right to spend part of your life caring for your soul. It is not easy. There are many obstacles. You have

         to resist the demands of the work-oriented, often defensive, element in your psyche that measures your life only in terms

         of output—how much you produce—not in terms of the quality of your life experiences. We live in a materialistic culture that

         emphasizes being productive. We get messages that something is wrong with spending time attending to the soul. To be a soulful

         person means to go against all the pervasive, prove-yourself values of our culture and instead treasure what is unique and

         internal and valuable in yourself and your own personal evolution.

      


      Sadly, some people wait until they have a heart attack or ulcers, or have a teenage child who gets into trouble, or until

         their spouse leaves them, or the like, to attend to their soul needs. The disastrous experience pushes them to it. But you

         don’t have to wait for disaster. You can open yourself to the possibility of nourishing your soul, and you can make it a priority.

         Take careful stock of the ways you spend your life energies doing things that are not so nourishing. Often, in the middle

         adult years especially, people find that they have been busy being productive in some task-oriented way, some way in which

         their souls were excluded. The responsibilities of everyday life—taking the kids to school, paying the bills, doing the grocery

         shopping, all the stuff that life requires of mature adults—expand to fill the entire life. When you’re so consumed, you don’t

         have very many moments in which to experience the soul.

      


      There is a little myth about how if you were on the road to Athens, you had to pass Procrustes and his bed. He would place

         you on his bed, and if you were too tall, he cut off your 

         feet. If you were too short for the bed, he stretched you as if you were on a medieval rack until you filled it. The myth

         is a metaphor for how we are shaped to fit expectations of our cultures and families. The qualities that lead to success are

         stretched—we concentrate on developing them. To fit in, we cut ourselves off from what is unvalued by others and lose part

         of our souls in the process. What we reject of ourselves, we bury alive in the unconscious.

      


      Loss of soul creates a void, an emptiness, that people fill with addictive activities—because it is the path of least resistance

         to sit in front of the television, or work a couple of hours more, or complete something from the “to do” list. Yet it is

         very possible to make changes that will lead back to the lost parts of yourself, back to those lost parts of your soul. The

         decision to reconnect with your soul is similar to any choice to change things for the better, whether it’s to stop smoking

         or to lose 20 pounds.

      


      Become aware of how deprived your life is of sources of joy, sources of beauty, and sources of creativity, which are all soul

         sources. Find the silent parts of yourself, the parts of you that have atrophied from disuse: ask yourself, What gave me pleasure

         as a child? Maybe it was fishing or gardening or working with your hands or sculpting things or whittling or painting. Go

         down into your unconscious and reconnect with dismembered parts of yourself that were important. Remember and reconnect with

         what really gave you pleasure when you were younger and had more time, for going back to it may lead you to soul. When you

         recover or discover something that nourishes your soul and brings joy, care enough about yourself to make room for it in your

         life. A woman I know loved dancing but hadn’t danced for decades because she lacked a partner. She recently began ballroom

         dancing. All it took was the realization that she could take a class to bring dancing back into her 

         life. The decision to do so followed, which reanimated a wonderfully soul-filled source of pleasure for her.

      


      When you attend to the needs of the soul, you experience a sense of freedom. In the midst of absorption in a soul-nourishing

         activity, we are liberated, creative, unaware of time, and in harmony with ourselves. When we attend only to work and neglect

         the soul, we may dream of being imprisoned and we are often tense, because we carry the weight of our joyless world on our

         shoulders. Soul-satisfying experiences open us to respond to the beauty around us, in others and in the world. As I experience

         it, appreciation of beauty is access to the soul. With beauty in our lives, we walk and carry ourselves more lightly and with

         a different look in our eyes. To look into the eyes of someone beholding beauty is to look through the windows of the soul.

         Anytime we catch a glimpse of soul, beauty is there; anytime we catch our breath and feel “How beautiful!,” the soul is present.

      


   

      


            PAY ATTENTION
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      by Robert Fulghum


      “For all my good intentions, there are days when things go


      wrong or I fall into old habits. When things are not going


      well, when I’m grumpy or mad, I’ll realize that I’ve not


      been paying attention to my soul and I’ve not been following


      my best routine.”


      ALTHOUGH THE PURPOSE of this anthology is to explore the notion of nourishing the soul, I must begin by confessing that “soul” is a word I rarely

         use. I understand that within the context of Christian theology, the soul is the immaterial essence of a person that precedes

         one’s earthly existence and continues after that existence has concluded. But this is not the meaning of “soul” as I would

         use it. I don’t want to lead anyone to think that I believe in a separate entity, called the “soul,” that needs care and feeding,

         as does the family dog. Although I would never quarrel with anyone who uses the word “soul” in the classic manner, I’d like

         to find 

         a different way in which to talk about what the word “soul” means to me.

      


      If someone were to ask me whether I believed in God, or saw God, or had a particular relationship with God, I would reply

         that I don’t separate God from my world in my thinking. I feel that God is everywhere. That’s why I never feel separated from

         God or feel I must seek God, any more than a fish in the ocean feels it must seek water. In a sense, God is the “ocean” in

         which we live.

      


      The same attitude applies when it comes to discussing matters like the soul, spirit, heart, and mind. I don’t divide myself

         from these things; they are not separate from me. But in the same sense that we use the word “mind” to talk about a particular

         function of the brain, I can use the words “soul” or “spirit” or “heart” to talk about a particular function of my life. I

         use these words to describe a particular set of activities in my life.

      


      “Soul” is found in the quality of what I am doing. If my activities have a sense of truth and integrity, if they are deep

         in meaning, then they are rich in soul, and so am I. Thus, for me, “nourishing the soul” means making sure I attend to those

         things that give my life richness and depth of meaning.

      


      Rather than launch into an abstract discussion of the philosophy and theology of enriching one’s existence, I’ll tell you

         about a day in my life. Certain activities, structures, and ritual patterns have become woven into the fabric of my daily

         life because they have been so consistently useful to me—because they nourish my soul.

      


      I arise about six o’clock every morning. Instead of turning on the light or the radio, my wife and I light candles or oil

         lamps. We like to begin our day with this softer, gender light. We listen to music as we build a fire in the fireplace, especially

         in winter. After the fire has been built, the next hour of the new 

         day is spent in talking to each other. These morning rituals bring us into the day in a gentle, nourishing manner, so unlike

         the hurried and panic-stricken way we began our days when we were much younger. Now we open our day with a consciousness of

         attitude. We’re together, and we pay a lot of attention to each other.

      


      After breakfast I go to my office, where I have what an anthropologist might describe as an altar. I don’t call it that, but

         it’s a place on top of a cabinet where I put things of importance. Right now, there’s a brick on my “altar.” As I look at

         it, I remember walking along the seashore in Seattle. Right along the edge, where the water and shore meet, I found this brick.

         And this brick had a history. It was once earth. At some point, fire and water were added to the earth, and it became a brick

         that was used in a building—perhaps someone’s home. Eventually, the building was torn down and the brick was cast aside, becoming

         a bit of rubble on the beach. As I was walking along the water’s edge that day, I saw in this ordinary object the eternal

         pattern of our lives, the coming and going of use, the coming and going of energy.

      


      A Buddhist would say that I saw the Buddha nature in the little brick. I don’t think of it that way, but I understand what

         it means—that this brick is a physical metaphor for the processes of life. And so, as people often do, I picked up an interesting

         object and brought it home, putting it in this place where I look at things that have meaning to me. It’s been there a while

         now. In time, I suppose, it will be pushed aside by something else. I think that we have all, consciously or unconsciously,

         placed items like this in our houses—something we have picked up while walking along the beach, or a leaf we have found during

         the change of seasons, or a flower, or a fruit.

      


      I enjoy lighting incense every day, as much as for the sensory smells as for the gesture of fire. Rather than using Ori

         ental incense, I’ve found wonderful incense smells from my own culture—mesquite, cedar, and piñon pine. The smells remind

         me of quiet evenings by the campfire, sitting outdoors in nature in a thoughtful state of mind. The incense I light is not

         a symbol of prayer to the gods, as in Eastern religions. Instead, it is a way for me to recollect fine times in my life through

         the smells that bring to mind pleasant memories.

      


      Sometimes during the day, I consciously focus on some ordinary object and allow myself a momentary “paying-attention.” This

         paying-attention gives meaning to my life. I don’t know who it was, but someone said that careful attention paid to anything

         is a window into the universe. Pausing to think this way, even for a brief moment, is very important. It gives quality to

         my day.

      


      Through many years of trial and error, I have learned that my conscious brain is efficient for only about an hour. No matter

         what intellectual task I’m performing, my performance begins to deteriorate after about sixty minutes. Forcing myself to continue

         does not improve my performance or add to the pleasure of the task. So, every hour or so, I get up and do something else,

         especially something physical. I’ll go out and pick up firewood, or carry out the trash, or go for a walk. I’ll do almost

         anything that gives my brain a break and employs my physical sensations, my eyes and ears and nose. By the time I come back

         to work, I’m cooking again.

      


      I have also learned that my intellectual activity is strong in the morning, so that’s when I turn my attention to the day’s

         thinking tasks. I never force my brain to do what I know it does not do well in the afternoon. Instead, I focus on physical

         activity, task activity, and mindless things. And then I do something that you would not be surprised to hear I learned in

         kindergarten—I take a nap. I lie down in the afternoon and quiet myself for half an hour. Napping improves all the other 

         aspects of my life (and my wife says the world is better for it, as well). I don’t always sleep, but I have learned that if

         I’ll just be still for half an hour, I may enjoy the feeling of meditation, or prayer, or simply restfulness. Perhaps sleeping

         isn’t as important a goal as stopping—stopping the thoughts and the pressures.

      


      After my nap, I usually walk for an hour. The walk is exercise for my body, but also a time to consciously forgo trying to

         do anything with my brain. I leave my thinking mechanisms alone; I let my mind wander. I talk to myself as I walk, and sometimes

         I talk out loud. I’m always surprised at the thoughts that pop into my head at inopportune times. I’ve learned to carry a

         very small tape recorder and a pencil and paper with me as I walk. I pay attention to ideas that appear in my mind during

         these walks. I’ll sit down and take notes, or I’ll talk into the recorder, or talk out loud to myself.

      


      Sometimes I have an unexpected feeling of connection with the universe, with the seasons of the year, with what’s going on

         in the world, and with what’s right in front of me. All of a sudden I’ll have a deep emotional experience, because I gave

         myself an opportunity to have feelings, to let things happen in my mind as they will. Letting go of life’s deliberate activities

         allows me to see what my subconscious wants to do. And so I nourish my soul by paying it careful attention.

      


      Later in the day, as we sit down to dinner, my wife and I hold hands before we eat. As we look in each other’s eyes, we tell

         each other without words that we love each other very much. That moment of stopping and holding hands is a powerful statement

         of affection and well-being. If we have company, we tell them that the finest blessing of any meal is to share it with friends,

         and invite them to join us in our ritual.

      


      After dinner, my wife and I do the dishes together, often singing as we do. We’ll begin singing as we wash the dishes, 

         and then we sit down (not for too long) to play my guitar and her autoharp as we continue harmonizing (but not too well, unfortunately).

         This is one of the loveliest times of the day. Singers are those who love to sing.

      


      Before I go to bed, I always go through the house, closing the doors and turning out the lights. Then I sit down in the rocking

         chair in the living room for a few moments. I sit there, in the dark, collecting my thoughts and trying to focus. I have no

         purpose in this. I couldn’t describe to you, or even to myself, exactly what I’m doing, other than to say it is a deliberate

         effort to allow the pace of my life to slow down and to let things happen in my mind.

      


      To end the day, I do a funny thing before I go to sleep. I read something humorous in bed. Joke books, cartoon books—I’ll

         read anything to help me go to bed with a laugh in my mind. This annoys my wife, because I get to laughing and shaking the

         bed, and then I have to read her the story or the joke.

      


      So there’s what I do every day that I can. I must confess, however, that I don’t always manage to do all of these things,

         or even any of these things. For all my good intentions, there are days when things go wrong or I fall into old habits. When

         things are not going well, when I’m grumpy or mad, I’ll realize that I’ve not been paying attention to my soul and I’ve not

         been following my best routine. But if I stick to my routine regularly, even four days out of seven, my life goes well.

      


      I have a weekly ritual to complement my daily rituals of paying attention to my soul. For fifty years, first as a child and

         later as a minister, I went to church almost every Sunday. For about the last ten years, I have not been active as a minister.

         Still, I try to observe the Sabbath in two ways. First, I visit churches. Some Sunday mornings you’ll find me at the Greek

         Orthodox church, even though I am neither Greek nor Ortho

         dox, because I love the chants, the aesthetics, the whole richness. Or I might go to the very last compline service at the

         Episcopal cathedral, which is a thirty-minute sung liturgy, with no sermon. In going to these churches, I am consciously putting

         myself into a place where richness comes to me in a way that’s beyond words.

      


      My wife and I also try to live Sundays as if they were a different kind of day. I take this concept more from the Jewish tradition

         than from the Christian. We don’t go anywhere; we don’t have any obligations; we don’t do any work. Instead, we listen to

         music, we read, we go for walks. We try to set ourselves aside from our busy lives on this day, allowing ourselves to simply

         enjoy being alive. We’ve noticed that having one sane day a week really makes a difference. We don’t always manage to observe

         the Sabbath in this way, but when we do, it is indeed a special day.

      


      And so, every day, I make a conscious effort to wake gendy, relive pleasant episodes in my life, participate in physical activity,

         do meaningful work, let my unconscious mind speak to me, and focus. One day a week I set aside as a Sabbath. All of these

         simple-yet-rich rituals nourish my soul. If I fail to do these things, I don’t sleep well, and my days do not go well.

      


      The older I get, the more I realize the importance of exercising the various dimensions of my body, soul, mind, and heart.

         Taken together, these aspects give me a sense of wholeness. I want to be a whole human being rather than one who limps on

         one leg because I don’t know how to use all of my parts. Intellectual, emotional, and physical activity are not separate entities.

         Rather, they are dimensions of the same human being.
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