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    Praise for

    OUTRAGEOUS OPENNESS

    “This book offers readers a highly unusual gift—a way to release the exhausting pursuit of the ego’s wishes and dreams, a path to living with joy, peace and contentment. Start down that path and miracles begin to happen beyond anything you could have predicted!”

    —Marci Shimoff, New York Times bestselling author of Happy for No Reason, Love for No Reason

“The holy grail is right here in this gem of a book. Look no further for an easeful path to enlightenment infused with rapture and hope, which comes as much-needed medicine for the soul.”

    —Lissa Rankin, M.D., New York Times bestselling author of Mind Over Medicine

    “One of the best books we’ve ever read! My wife, Hollie, and I are huge fans of Tosha Silver. She delivers inspiration on every page!”

    —Robert Holden, editor of Holy Shift!

    “If Amy Sedaris wrote obsessively about the Divine, this is what she might sound like. What a treat.”

    —Darren Main, author of Inner Tranquility

    “A fun, fresh spiritual tune-up. Reading it is like taking a bi- cycle ride or sitting by the stream and suddenly feeling like everything is just deliciously okay.”

    —Tama Kieves, bestselling author of Inspired & Unstoppable: Wildly Succeeding in Your Life’s Work!

    “Tosha Silver’s benevolent, heart-expanding book will transform you mightily with the greatest of ease.”

    —SARK, artist, author of Succulent Wild Woman

“Tosha Silver reminds us that the only way to truly live is hand in hand, heart to heart, and hip bump to hip bump with the Divine.”

    —Sera Beak, author of Red Hot and Holy: A Heretic’s Love Story

“Tosha Silver is an empathetic guide along the ever-present seam between the everyday and the sacred, letting us know that we can pull a thread of aliveness for ourselves at any time.”

    —Mark Nepo, author of The Endless Practice
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Dedicated to Mom and Dad



Introduction

The stories in this book are adapted from two years of writing as the SF Spiritual Examiner at examiner.com. Because of my long history as an astrologer, I initially assumed the columns might be about how to best navigate current and upcoming planetary cycles. But over time I realized I mostly adored discussing how to align with the Divine, independent of life’s endless fluctuations.

I know without doubt that a Force of Love exists that can guide, help, and interact with each of us in the most intimate and practical way no matter what the conditions.

If only we know how to invite It in.

My overriding passion for inviting and dancing with this Force eventually gave birth to this book.
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By the time I began the Examiner column in 2009, I had spent twenty-five years giving nearly thirty thousand readings to people from all over the world. Though each situation was unique, the questions in most hearts were similar. “How do I stop worrying? How can I know that things will work out? How can I feel safe?” And often, “Why do I feel so alone?” or “Who am I really?” Though there are ways to look at an astrology chart or tarot cards to foretell cycles of relative ease or challenge, I felt that particular information itself could never begin to address people’s deepest needs and truest longings.

So I began to weave into sessions what had transformed my own life, the principles of Divine Order and Source gleaned from reading Florence Scovel Shinn, a writer from the 1940s. Divine Order says that the perfect solution to any problem is already selected if you allow yourself to be guided; Divine Source says there is a natural Universal Abundance that knows how to meet every need. Harmonizing with this Force of Love—call it the Shakti, God, Goddess, One Mind, whatever you will—is the golden key to everything.

If a state of radical openness, acceptance, and attention is held.

Some of my longtime callers were actually people with years of spiritual practice of one kind or another; yet they often felt besieged by confusion, fear, or worry. Even if they meditated, chanted, or practiced yoga, they didn’t always have practical tools for aligning with the Divine every day.

Others had either grown up in doctrinaire religions that left them spiritually alienated or were just confirmed cynics on the whole darn topic. But I found that sometimes even the most ironic or skeptical people could use the techniques in this book and witness surprising miracles in the most seemingly mundane areas of life.

Anyone can learn how to move with these Divine principles. Eventually the individual ego’s drive to “make things happen” falls away, replaced with a relaxed, trusting openness to answers as they spontaneously arise. These tools are truly accessible to anyone and grow markedly stronger with practice. Synchronicities and magic unfold with more and more frequency, strengthening one’s innate trust in the process.

One only needs to be willing to be

Outrageously

Open.



Chapter One [image: images]


SEEING THE WORLD AS YOU

R U My Mother?

Don’t drink at the water’s edge, throw yourself in. Become the water. Only then will your thirst be quenched.

—Jeanette Berson

Years ago I became fascinated by an adorable book called Are You My Mother?, the tale of a baby bird searching the world for its home. I wasn’t exactly part of its target audience of teething toddlers.

But because I live at the mercy of an endlessly metaphorical mind, the book held an unexpected appeal. As a lover of the Divine Feminine, I read it as a story of the Goddess glimmering in everything. Whether it’s Guadalupe, Durga, Lakshmi, Quan Yin, or what in India would be known reverently as the Shakti, I can’t help but love the Mother.

I thought how most of us run from spot to spot perhaps unconsciously seeking Her everywhere. We restlessly scan the world saying, “Is this my destination? Can I lay my burden down now? Am I safe? Can I finally let go?”

Yet some part of us knows that no person or place in this galaxy of impermanence can ever fully give that refuge. Everything comes and goes, even that which feels the most familiar. All eventually melts back into the ocean of existence like the iridescent multicolored sands of mandalas.

Amidst this endless phantasmagoria of change, it’s possible to learn to rest upon the Divine like a life raft in deep water. From the One all things emanate; to the One all things return. Rather than cling to each individual illusion of safety, the mind can learn to find the Divine and Her protection in every situation.

It’s tempting to try to make a particular job, livelihood, or relationship our salvation. Then we quickly become the slave of whatever we grip the most.

But when you make the Divine your Source, you move through life with an ease and lightness, with an open hand. You allow whatever wishes to come, come. And whatever wishes to go, go.

Every gain, and loss, has an odd kind of Providence.

So everything and everyone can indeed become . . . your Mother.



What if God Were All of Us?

What if God were one of us, just a stranger on the bus?

—Joan Osborne

    The sidewalks are littered with postcards from God.

—Walt Whitman

I once was approached by one of those online companies that send out daily spiritual messages. You know the kind. Each day you’d get a pithy paragraph about peace or contentment or meditation. They were hunting for new writers and had somehow found me.

So their editor asked for some sample postings, and I obliged. Soon I got back a rather agitated call.

“Excuse me, but what’s with all the stories?” she asked in a tense voice. “We wanted snappy universal Truths that people can relate to. Our organization is about God, not all these extraneous details. If you want to write for us, keep the personalities out.”

But I couldn’t. I had loved tales of the Divine in “regular” life since I was a child. I obsessively collected them the way some people do rare wines or Barbies. Any story of a miracle or strange synchronicity held me captive. Over time, the Divine and the mundane had become completely intertwined in my mind. One and the same.

So I answered, “Well, what if God is the story? What if the Divine is constantly igniting roadside flares to get our attention? What if there actually is a Supreme Organizing Principle with a ribald and unbridled sense of humor? And what if we each have this ardent inner suitor who’s writing us love letters every day that often go unopened?”

She said she had to go.

Maybe just as well. Some spiritual groups believe that as we evolve, all the details of our individuality are buffed away into sanitized white-light sameness. Any uniqueness is derided as ego. You see this where members mimic an idea of how to be spiritual; personal style, language, and mannerisms are erased or punished. An eerie, jargon-slinging, one-size-fits-all Stepford-seeker emerges.

And the other route? Well, maybe it’s the raucous celebration of God’s diversity, just like in nature. The way a lush field of wildflowers bursts open every spring, each type different, colorful, and bedazzled.

Just take a look at saints and mystics throughout history—eccentric and unique as hell, the whole lot. Uninterested in following spiritual rulebooks, they were on fire to know the undiluted truth of their own souls.

Many lovers of Jesus admit he was a straight-talkin’ rabble-rouser who might not have been let into most modern churches. The Indian saint Zipruanna lived on a pile of garbage, while the mystic Lalleshwari wandered through the Calcutta streets half naked and mad with Divine love. The Buddhist goddess Tara was born when a feisty princess was told by monks that she couldn’t become enlightened as a woman. She proved them dead wrong and became a Bodhisattva for all time.

So, what if the highest expression of the personal Divine is You, precisely as You are in this very moment, in all your full, authentic, and wounded glory?

Just wonderin’.



Seeing the World as You

All separation, every kind of estrangement and alienation is false. All is One—this is the ultimate solution for every conflict.

—Nisargadatta Maharaj

Seeing the world as You is a way out of inflated self-importance, or what Buddhists would call “self-cherishing.” I’ve learned about this the strangest way, through my lifelong arachnophobia, or fear of spiders. I should call it my slowly-but-steadily-waning terror of spiders.

For as long as I can remember, spiders always paralyzed me. If they were bigger than a quarter, forget it: I’d run screaming from the room like a six-year-old. I can’t say the number of times I’ve frantically begged a friend or partner to come airlift one outside. At least I knew enough to not kill them.

A psychic once suggested that in a prior life I died in a whole vat of them like something out of Indiana Jones. Charming image. And really, who knows?

Some years ago in India I was at a special fire ceremony for Lakshmi, the revered Goddess of beauty and wealth. At one point, a spider the size of a kumquat scurried over my hand. I gasped and swatted it away.

One of the Hindu priests nearly boxed my ears off. “What are you doing?” he yelled. “Mahalakshmi Herself was giving you Her darshan, Her private blessing. Are you insane?” Then he turned to another monk and muttered, “I told you we should never let the idiot Americans come to this stuff.”

Well, this got me thinking.

Here I am projecting all my fear on this poor creature, and here She is, the Goddess herself, coming to bless.

What if She is a disowned part of Me?

I prayed intensely to be healed of my fear.

I was in bed one night ready to turn out the light when suddenly I saw a golf-ball-sized spider on the wall.

Terror, sweat, pounding pulse.

Then I thought, “Hey, why not just talk to her?”

“Look,” I started, haltingly. “I’m delighted to have you visit, and even come so auspiciously into my bedroom.” I took a long deep breath, trying to calm down. “So just let me promise from the get-go, in case you’re worried about this all yourself, I won’t hurt you. I finally know who You are.” I gazed at her with as much affection as I could muster for something that had filled my nightmares forever.

Then I continued, “But let me be honest. You really, really scare me. And you know, I actually wonder right now if you might be a bit scared, too?” This idea actually calmed me down considerably.

I took another breath. “So I’ll tell you what, my adorable Goddess. It’s a big room. How about if you take the ceiling, I’ll take the bed. You just stay up there, my darling multilegged Love, and we’ll share a beautiful night.”

Perhaps it was chance, perhaps not. But at the exact moment I finished, she began to race up the wall and slip into a dark corner of the ceiling. She tucked in her legs and became a nebulous shadow I could barely see.

I bid her a good night and peacefully fell asleep.

In the morning she was gone.

Later that day I received an email from my friend Erin. On a whim, she had sent me a column she had just written . . . on arachnophobia.

She said it came from fear of one’s own power.

I mean, really.

Is anyone ever out there but our Self?



Reincarnation, Love, and Jesus

There is some kiss we want with our whole lives, the touch of Spirit upon the body.

—Rumi

The idea of past lives has always just made practical sense to me. How else can we explain why a person or place feels overwhelmingly familiar from the start? Or how phenomenal talents emerge with no training? How could Mozart compose sonatas at age seven? Or a little girl in London sing arias almost without training? And how could a New Yorker I know “feel” her way around Paris from day one without a map?

I gave a reading once to a Japanese woman who grew up consumed by the tango. As a child outside Kyoto, she found a sultry album that saved her sanity. Moving to Argentina in her twenties to study, she then traveled the world as a dancer and teacher. I remember her saying, “My torrid, passionate Latin soul was birthed in wet, cold Japan.”

All of which explains my love affair with Jesus.

Here I am, from a fine, upstanding Jewish family replete with three uncles and three cousins who are rabbis, but I’ve always had an abiding, fiery love for Him. Mind you, I never wanted to convert to Christianity—or any other religion for that matter.

I just loved Him.

I watched Agnes of God in a Greenwich Village movie house many years ago. In an extraordinary scene still seared in my psyche, Meg Tilly took her novice vows, lying on the wooden convent floor to ecstatically intone, “I am the bride of Christ, I am the bride of Christ.” I can still see her round shaved head, her glistening gold wedding band, her dark robes. The next thing I knew I was uncontrollably shaking, sobbing, flooded with memory. How else to explain but past lives as a nun?

Hell, I grew up with Hebrew school three times a week and was even bat mitzvahed, yet there I was, the love of Jesus ripping through me in that theater like a cyclone. I was crying so hard the woman in the next seat shot me a dirty look and moved her row.

So every Christmas I decorate a small silver tree in my living room with tinsel, popcorn, and twinkling lights. That alone would have been quite the shandah, or scandal, in my childhood. And every Good Friday, I sit for hours in Grace Cathedral in San Francisco. When this holy day coincides with the sacred week of Passover, I walk afterward to David’s Deli down the street for chicken matzoh ball soup.

But my heart is on that cross.

However, it’s also with the Buddha, Lord Shiva, Ganesh, Kali, the Shekhinah, and every other resplendent, scintillating, riveting, mesmerizing, intoxicating form of Divine Love I am drawn to each day like a flame.

So I kiss the statues on my altar and bathe their little feet in rosewater. I make them tiny necklaces of amethyst and pearl. I feed them almonds, oranges, and sometimes even Schezwan Chinese food.

You see, when it comes to God I am utterly, completely, and madly polyamorous.

And to tell you the truth, I just don’t think Jesus would mind.

Not at all.
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SHOPPING WITH GOD

Trying to Function (without God)

Learning to surrender to a very sophisticated Deity has been the single most important lesson of my life.

—Shirley MacLaine

Lose your inhibition, follow your intuition, free your inner soul, and break away from tradition.

—Black Eyed Peas, “Let’s Get It Started”

When I was in ninth grade my friends and I played a certain game for months on end. No matter what someone said we just added the words “during sex.” Such as, “She loves to eat anchovy pizza (during sex).” Or, “He always forgets to do his math homework (during sex).” For whatever reason, this never failed to send us into gales of hysteria.

But then, we were fourteen.

Now I find myself in a new version. Have you noticed how some people will rush to discourage a certain goal? Or at least let you know how futile, exhausting, or expensive your attempt will be before you even start?

So in my revised game I always take their words and add “without God.”

As in, “It’s impossible to find the right job in this economy (without God).” Or, “You’ll never be able to find parking there (without God).”

I can’t tell you how well this works.

[image: images]

I happened to turn on NPR one day during a mind-boggling interview with an “efficiency expert.” He had written a book on procrastination with forty-four “critical steps” to be followed in his Act for Success plan. I was soon giggling so hard I had to pull the car over at the corner of Clay and Divisadero just to be safe. Even the poor interviewer sounded flummoxed.

He asked, “So you’re telling our listeners they must follow all forty-four steps?”

“Absolutely. Every single one,” the expert intoned, “in the proper order. Otherwise it will not work.” And he began to fire off the list again.

My head was spinning like a bad carnival ride.

“Well,” said the interviewer. “To be honest, that’s all a bit daunting. Isn’t there a simpler way for people to begin?”

“No.” said the expert gravely. “As a master, I devised this plan scientifically. And of course, if people are confused, they should take my seminar.”

Of course.

Wiping away tears of laughter, all I could think was “Yep. He’s a master of how to overcome procrastination (without God).”
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