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I salute the supreme teacher, the Truth, whose nature is bliss,

who is the giver of the highest happiness, who is pure wisdom,

who is beyond all qualities and infinite like the sky, who is

beyond words, who is one and eternal, pure and still, who is

beyond all change and phenomena and who is the silent witness

to all our thoughts and emotions—I salute Truth, the supreme teacher.

ANCIENT VEDIC HYMN
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TO THE READER

THE PEOPLE AND EVENTS in this book are real, but in most cases specific names and details have been changed. Since the subject matter is so personal and intimate, I have chosen to disclose my own life and wounds as freely as those of my clients, students, and friends. I have found this practice of self-disclosure both frightening and healing. I offer it to my readers that we may all learn to discard our masks and tell our truth.

The spiritually wounded people I describe in this book were reared in society and were wounded by its citizens and institutions. This work, however, which is about healing and wholeness, is not intended as an indictment of those individuals or institutions. Although it is difficult to identify problems without offending those who initiated them, the intention here is to stop the wounding and begin the healing. Therefore, if the words and stories in this book have cut or wounded anyone in a non-helpful manner, I deeply regret it and apologize.

I have attempted to honor the wounds of inequality that women have long suffered with the English language by using the pronouns he and she randomly and interchangeably in this book. I also debated with myself about using the name God as the symbol word for the Great Mystery we are redefining in this epoch, since most people associate the word with maleness. The acting industry influenced me to use the word God when I realized that they currently use the word actor to describe one of their members, female or male. I use God in this book in that same spirit of equality and simplicity with the intention of healing old rifts and pain. Language is a difficult taskmaster. May we all someday learn how to write, speak, and interact without causing unnecessary pain to one another.



INTRODUCTION

Discovering the Rift and the Inner Spring

DURING THE DOG DAYS OF AUGUST on our farm in Ohio, in particularly dry years when all other sources of water for our cows had dried up, my brothers and I would be called upon to “dig out the spring,” which was located roughly in the center of the farm. This was not a task we relished. The temperature was invariably scorching, and none of us enjoyed this backbreaking work, swinging instruments of hard labor while wading around bare to the knees in mud and cow manure, with thousands of flies clinging first to the cows, then to the cow manure, and then to our bare skin. We went and we worked, but we held the cows personally accountable for the entire affair, because we knew it was their callous indolence that set this sad state of affairs into motion.

After all, hadn’t we just the year before dug out this same spring, wrangling out rocks and shoveling mud from the spring’s mouth so that clear waters sprang forth again, forming a cool and inviting, rock-fringed pool from which they could drink their fill? But the cows, careless and ignorant as far as we were concerned, would invariably destroy their paradise. Engrossed in their daily industry of grazing, they would trudge through instead of around the spring toward that greener grass, occasionally dropping their ample piles of manure in the midst of it. They would run through the spring while at play or in fear, wallow in it if they were hot, and generally trample everything in and around it when drinking.

To us boys, the cows were incorrigible louts, and we were sure they worked their evil on purpose to cause work and misery for us. We credited them with extreme malice when it came to these matters that caused us misery, particularly this fouling of the spring. After all, these waters were necessary for life. What creature would randomly destroy a pure, cool spring, rendering it a mud- and shit-infested hole in the ground from which no walking creature could draw nourishment? They had to know, we concluded, that we poor boys—at great cost to health and comfort—would be forced out in the scorching heat to fix it up for them.

We hated them for it. And our drama of persecution was worsened by the fact that the cows found our work very interesting. From the start, they gathered around the spring in rows—over a hundred cows—watching us intently and occasionally mooing their impatience. “Hurry it up, suckers,” we heard them say. “We want to drink our fill and then tear it all up again for you.” Such cheek. Such gall. We were humiliated and couldn’t wait to depart and leave these creatures to their vicious work.

This ancient scene is all a memory now. I had long forgotten it until, in the midst of my work, I stopped to ask for an image of what this book is all about for me. An image of the spring immediately came to mind. Of course, I realized, how perfect. We humans also have a clear, pure spring in the center of our beings, a spring of spirit that is our reason for being here. And we somehow lose it and befoul it just as those cows did, mindlessly in pursuit of our daily commerce, play, or some perceived crisis from without. Indeed, we are expected to do so. It is the way of life as we were trained to live it. Taught from infancy that we must accomplish, earn, and “become somebody,” we are essentially herded away from our inner spirit, which seems to have no place in life. We become “somebody” and lose our souls.

The same happened to me in youth, and I have learned the lesson repeatedly through the years. Little did I suspect as a boy that I would be cleaning out that spring for the rest of my life, eternally helping myself and others to roll away the stones from this pure fount of life so we might drink again the waters of our soul and be restored.

I’ve pondered for decades the problem of the blockage to our inner spring of the soul. I’ve also heard many of this century’s saints and sages talk about it. Mother Teresa, for example, commented more than once that the spiritual poverty in modern culture caused by our separation and isolation from God and one another is much worse than mere physical hunger and illness. This spiritual poverty makes beggars of us all, scrambling to find in the outer world the love and peace of mind that we were robbed of in the process of growing up. Mother Teresa was describing what I have grown to call a rift with God.

Bill, one of my students, upon returning from a visit to India, shared Mother’s feelings: “I felt a great sadness in my heart,” he said, “when I saw homeless families in Calcutta who had lived in the streets for generations. But the sadness was not for them. It was for me. I was reared in a wealthy but loveless household, and I still feel isolated and alone. Those street people, by contrast, were loving to one another and seemed to have a deep peace that I have never experienced. They felt truly loved and connected to one another in a way I never have. In seeing them, I recognized my own inner poverty. I felt that I was the true homeless beggar, not them. And my homelessness seemed much more destructive than simply being without a house.”

The great psychologist Carl Jung, author of Modern Man in Search of a Soul and many other volumes, felt the same about modern culture in general, which he believed cut people off from their instincts and intuition. This was demonstrated most poignantly for him in his discussions with the indigenous peoples of Africa and America, as recalled in his book Memories, Dreams, Reflections. His discussions with Ochwiay Biano, a New Mexican Pueblo Indian chief, were most enlightening:

“See,” Ochwiay Biano said, “how cruel the whites look. Their lips are thin, their noses sharp, their eyes have a staring expression; they are always seeking something. What are they seeking? The whites always want something; they are always uneasy and restless. We do not know what they want. We do not understand them. We think they must be mad.”

I asked him why he thought the whites were all mad.

“They think with their heads” he replied.

Why of course, what do you think with? I asked.

“We think here,” he said, indicating his heart.

Jung, struck by the dignity and composure of the Hopi, concluded that it came in part from their strong spiritual beliefs and a daily ritual of communion with their mystical source:

If we set against this our own self justifications, the meaning of our own lives as it’s formulated by our reason, we cannot help but see our poverty. Out of sheer envy we are obliged to smile at the Indians’ naivete and to plume ourselves on our cleverness; for otherwise we would discover how impoverished and down at the heels we are. Knowledge does not enrich us; it removes us more and more from the mythic world in which we were once at home by right of birth.

As I feel again the power of those words, I reflect on you and me and our modern culture. I recall my own drive to accomplish things in life, and I remember the hundreds of clients and students I have spoken with who have come to a place in their own lives where the quest for prestige and status, fancy cars, and financial security has left them empty and lonely. We were trained to seek answers to our inner poverty in the outer world, in status and external success. But it is an inner achievement we require, not an outer one. We need to heal that deep loneliness of spirit we inherit from a culture that is too clever and not enough wise. We need to heal our rifts with God.

As a poor child, I did not know I was poor until I got older and visited my wealthier friends. It’s an old story: We can’t see ourselves clearly until we get the perspective of others’ lives. Similarly, I wasn’t able to see my spiritual poverty until my early thirties, when I was thrown into a sink-or-swim breakdown of the world as I knew it. I wasn’t able to see it before that time because everyone I knew or saw had a rift as deep or deeper than my own.

When I began to recover from my own spiritual poverty, it became easily visible everywhere in our society. We are starving. We are suffering, and most of us can’t see the terrible shape we’re in because everyone around us is suffering from the same malady. Like the cows that unknowingly trampled their life-giving spring, we blindly despoil our spiritual heritage. But there is no wise farmer around to remedy the situation. Instead, our leaders in government, education, entertainment, religion, and the media, who are entrusted with the farmer’s job, are even more spiritually wounded and blind than the rest of us. No wonder Mother Teresa was aghast at our unrecognized plague.

My Own Spiritual Recovery

The first step in recovery from anything is awareness, and that awareness often comes during a journey. As we learn from mythology, the hero’s journey is about this kind of awakening, of seeing oneself in perspective. I was thirty-two when I embarked on my own mythical journey into the mountains of Utah from my adopted home in Southern California.

Frankly, it was a journey within a journey. That’s what made it feel so hopeless for me in the beginning. I had thought that leaving my childhood home in Ohio for California only thirty months before was the journey of my life. It had changed me so profoundly that I knew I could never go home again. Yet here I was on the road once more, trying to find I knew not what by leaving my adopted home in Los Angeles. I have heard it said that creatures in pain keep moving from one locale to another in a subconscious maneuver to escape that pain. The Twelve Step groups call it “doing a geographical.” I was discovering a real talent for it.

I was a creature in pain who kept moving. I left the Los Angeles area in much pain and confusion, hoping to find my way in life, the reason I had moved to L.A. two and one-half years earlier. Two long-term dreams had failed during my stay there, and I felt the weight of those failures. First, my seven-year marriage, long on the rocks, had finally turned belly-up and refused to revive. It was a merciful death for both of us, I knew, but something that wasn’t supposed to happen to Ohio farm boys. And second, I had finally been forced to admit I was not cut out to be a college writing and literature teacher or a publications writer. From the time I left factory work and started college on the GI Bill at age twenty-five, I had loved writing poetry, which offered as much hope of providing a living as a special talent at tiddlywinks. So my farmer’s practicality told me that if I got a college teaching credential, I could write while I taught. Somehow, I had never considered that something as noble-sounding as college teaching could feel as meaningless to me as working in a factory had felt years earlier. Not all change gives us what we want.

It was not as if I had chosen my career blindly. Like most people, I chose carefully from among all options, following my practical reasoning, which was all I knew at the time. I loved literature, just as I loved my wife. I chose both because I had been looking for something—an answer to my pain, I suppose. I know now that I had always carried a great deal of pain. I had gone from the farm to the army during the Vietnam War years, and later I worked in an appliance factory. I was always looking for that elusive sense of happiness, and nothing seemed to help. When I met the woman who became my wife, I hoped that marriage would fill the void I couldn’t fill on my own. At twenty-two, I felt that love and lots of sex, food, and alcohol could cure anything. But after three years I had to admit that I had to have more. A creature in pain keeps moving.

College was my next plan for redemption, of which my wife did not approve, even less when I discovered a love for literature. How did that make sense as a profitable career field? She was a practical woman, and despite my propensity to hard work born of farm upbringing, I was proving to be a very impractical man who would never be satisfied with only the “normal” things in life—the house, kids, and a station wagon. By the time we divorced six years later, she saw me as a failure at the important things in life, and a large part of me agreed as I drove into Ogden, Utah, my home base for my Utah sojourn. The old dreams were gone, and the farm boy within was still damned if he could figure out how poetry writing—my alleged reason for moving to Utah—would parlay into a crop worth counting on. But I felt I had no option but to try.

Illness and Unhappiness: Metaphors for the Rift

I didn’t know it at the time, but I was spiritually sick when I arrived in Ogden, and I had been for a long time. Like most everyone in America, I was raised a materialist. If things didn’t work out with one place or in one job or relationship, I didn’t look within to find the problem: I naturally assumed it lay with the place, the job, or the other person. Therefore, I had kept moving. I had been unhappy with farm work, so I tried painting houses, then auto maintenance, then the army, then the factory and marriage, then college, and so on. I became a heavy drinker, a sex addict, an academic—but the pain continued. As the years went by, I developed a bad back, arthritis, a stomach problem, headaches from allergic reactions, and severe anxiety.

Only after my time in Ogden did I realize that all my illnesses and unhappinesses were but metaphors for my spiritual dis-ease. What was real was that I was cut off from my Self—and the stress of that most unnatural of separations manifested physically and emotionally. I now know that this process generated by loss of Self cannot help but happen. It is hard-wired into the system. “As above so below,” said the ancient sages. “As within so without.” Whatever is true in consciousness manifests in physical reality.

I had spent years running from my own inner demons, thinking they were external to myself. But now, as I drove into Ogden in my broken yellow Ford Pinto, I entered a sort of Twilight Zone of the soul, a setup by the universe. I was at the end of my rope, I had hit bottom. Battered senseless by my strivings, I gave up the ego ghost and let life unfold on its own. It has been said that salvation can be found in great danger. I was in the most profound danger a human can encounter. And as I was soon to discover, this very danger was also my salvation. I was engaged in a battle for my soul.

My first few weeks in Ogden were filled with utter and profound misery. I had let go into the void, and the void was dark and painful. Without a woman for the first time in a decade, I was thrown into a feeling of deep abandonment, which I now know to be my chief malady, from which I had always run like the wind. Now that the wind had stopped, all of my symptoms got substantially worse as the abandonment increased. The greater the pain, the more I drank to relieve it. I began to understand that even my love of women was on one level another attempt to shut off the pain of my own soul. But I did not understand for some time that only when I healed the source of this abandonment would the symptoms diminish or even disappear.

Recovering the Early Wounds

Despite my prodigious drinking to escape it, my soul began to stir and awaken. Having no woman at hand on whom to project my powerful emotions, I began to feel them deeply. I would meditate first thing in the morning after taking a short drive up into the mountains. Sitting by a rushing stream or the large reservoir in the upper valley, I would open myself to the water and to nature, surrendering to their force as I surrendered to my surging emotions. Poetry would spew from me in gushes, leaving me scrambling for pen and paper to record it. Great emotions would pour forth as I scribbled and sobbed, wracked by feelings long buried and still not understood. Although the process of writing it was morbid and full of pain, the poetry allowed me to tap the deep springs of my soul in a way I had never before experienced. I would not have called it spiritual at the time. I called it passionate verse. Only time would allow me to understand that such passionate verse is by its very nature spiritual,

I would often continue writing poetry after I began drinking in the afternoon and evenings. (I was never a morning drinker and had no desire even then to drink before late afternoon.) With alcohol to lubricate my emotional and symbolic joints, the poetry and tears would flow even stronger, often taking me into a painful ecstasy I had never before experienced. As one with a lifelong habit of avoiding and denying my painful emotions, I was beginning to appreciate their transmuting and transcendental power. I also began to appreciate the healthful relief that feeling and expressing emotions and other shadow material bring to the body/mind.

Another tool I developed at that time was “daily scripting,” a way of stabilizing identity. I say developed with a smile, because nothing I did for myself then was thought out and logically discovered. I was a desperate and anguished man, fighting for survival. My ego identity—my worldview, my roles, everything I knew to be true—was dissolving, and nothing had arisen to replace it. Often, when out walking or driving, I would experience panic attacks and would have to stop for a while to regain my composure. For sheer survival, I developed a centering technique I call “waiting out the devil,” which I teach even now to anxious people: it entails simply allowing the emotions to be, without resistance. I developed daily scripting to help me deal with that same feeling of disintegration and panic.

I got in the habit of writing down, scripting, what I knew to be true first thing in the morning, right after my dream work: “Who am I? Where am I? What am I doing and where am, I going?” That is the sort of thing I would ask myself. Then, with my thoughts turned off as much as possible, I would rapidly and continuously answer myself for pages. Many mornings I could not start the day without this scripting, for it gave me a sense of my existence, a sense that I at least knew something about myself and what was happening to me. It relieved the fear, and since I did not yet know how to use fear for transformation, I was grateful for that relief.

My dreams finally helped me understand what I was trying to say with my poetry and scripting. The symbolic language of dreams is not different from that of poetry, drama, or myth. All arise from the depths of human consciousness and have meaning for those with what Christ termed “eyes to see and ears to hear.” And almost all my early dreams were set on the farm where I was born and reared. I recall dream after dream of cleaning excrement out from under the floorboards of the old farmhouse. Gradually, I began to understand that it was simply my unconscious agenda for the moment: uncovering what had been so long repressed and digging it out. I was doing that with my poetry, my uncontrolled emotions, and my dreams.

These experiences were simply cleaning out the stream—shoveling out the cow dung and debris that blocked the Source of Life from flowing. After a time, I began to understand that fully. I remembered my last few months of the L.A. days, when I would get drunk and curse the sky for my misery, begging for something to live for, something to pull me from my bed in the morning with a passion for life. I wanted that more than anything, an all-consuming passion that would make me whole. Here in Utah, my dreams began to make sense to me. I felt they were telling me that the passion for life would flow when my inner spring was cleared of its ancient debris.

I found that a huge rock blocked the stream. Its name was “Suicide,” When I was six years old, my father committed suicide, leaving my mother and five children, of which I was the youngest. It was a terrible time for all of us, financially and emotionally. Since his insurance was invalidated by the suicide and there was no will, the farm went into probate and we had to sell most of our valuable assets to retain the property. We were instantly thrown into poverty. By far the most damaging effect of all, however, was emotional.

My family rolled a stone into the spring of emotions when Dad died. No one spoke of it. Mother chose not to cry, “to protect the children,’ she said. And the children followed suit, pretending everything was all right to protect Mom. We all did the best we could at the time. I, at six years of age, did not understand death, but I felt the sudden shutdown of emotions, which I experienced as personal rejection. In my primitive child’s reasoning, I could not imagine why else people would withdraw from me, pull away and avoid intimacy, unless I were personally repugnant.

I felt abandoned and rejected by my father, of course, and I felt guilty and ashamed. If he left, it must be because I was a bad boy, because I was not good enough. The family’s sudden withdrawal confirmed my feelings. Something was wrong with me. I was not worthwhile. I felt unloved and unlovable and very nervous and anxious. After all, being the miserable wretch I was, what would prevent the rest of them from leaving?

I developed a new strategy for survival at that time which would cut me off from my spiritual source for over twenty-five years. Based on this new belief that I was an unworthy and unlovable wretch, I adapted a pattern of taking responsibility for others’ emotional needs, particularly my mother’s, by becoming the strong “little man” upon whom she could always lean. Note the importance of this new stance: unconsciously, I had drawn the conclusion that since I was unworthy and unlovable, I must earn the love that I now know God offers freely. I had unwittingly created a rift with God that would keep me scrambling for survival in an unfriendly universe for decades to come.

Suicide had always been a distinct possibility for me, once I was old enough to understand and defend it. Father had done it, I reasoned. Father was a good man. If he did it, he must have had a good reason. If his suicide was justifiable, then so was my own. At times, I was obsessed with taking my own life. Suicide was my way out if all else failed, and I would not let go of its possibility. I thought of it as a way out during my three army years, when the factory and marriage scheme didn’t work, during my college years, and especially when my first marriage fell apart in Southern California. During these first months in Ogden, when I faced my pain as never before, death was my constant companion, the subject of my dreams, and the central character of my poetry. As time wore on, I became more and more aware that this was a struggle for life or death. Life had so far proved a dead end for me. I could be successful in it, in worldly terms, but not happy. I could not go back to that wasteland of a life without meaning and passion. Unless I could come to terms with my demons and find a meaning in the madness of life, I had no reason to go on with it. I was enjoined in a true life-or-death struggle, with only my poetry, booze, dreams, nature, and a realization that I had no choice but to wrestle with my demons to sustain me.

As the Christmas season approached, my dreams and writings showed no sign of resolution. The theme of crap under the floorboards continued; anxieties and conflicts remained. The deep psychological conflicts didn’t seem to be responding to the attention I was giving them. I still felt alone and alienated. Divorced without possibility of reconciliation from the rational-material view of life—with its high promises of material achievement, degrees, status, and competition—I had found nothing to replace it. I had no mythos, no reason for being to organize my life and give it direction and structure.

Saved by the Light on Christmas Day

I must confess that I have hesitated to write about this next episode, in spite of it being the turning point of my life. Part of my hesitation is an egocentric fear of ridicule, a fear that people will see me as foolish. But the other part of this hesitation is genuine concern that others in crisis not be led to believe that they must have such a dramatic divine intervention to heal their own rifts with God. It’s simply not true, and it would be harmful to believe so. I must emphasize that I had no spiritual or even psychological assistance in Ogden except a half-dozen books written more for therapists than for neurotics fighting for their lives. I rather wish for simplicity’s sake that I had worked out my problems entirely on my own without cosmic assistance, but I didn’t. I believe the following episode came because there was no other help available to me.

At noon on Christmas Day, while I was playing at the frozen edge of my favorite lake with two children, I was struck by a ball of light. I was nearest to the boy, who felt its force and ducked with me. His mother observed it from the car, parked nearby, and ran to my aid. I was stunned. I had not seen it coming, and I could only imagine that I saw it streak back into the sky afterward.

We didn’t know what had happened. We did not think of the biblical account of Paul’s being struck by the light, nor did we know that such events—when men and women were hit or somehow influenced by a powerful light that changed their lives—have happened periodically throughout recorded history. We were simply frightened and left for home immediately. The woman and I noted the oddity that this strange event had occurred on Christmas Day while I was by the lake with two children, whom I consider my adopted kids. And then we forgot about the experience as soon as possible and went on with the holiday festivities. Its implications were too unsettling to people as skeptical as we about the mystical aspects of life.

I was well schooled in repression and denial. As soon as the incident was over, I dismissed it. Only years later, when I read studies and personal accounts of others who shared this experience of light, did I begin to understand its significance. The change in my Ogden life after that was remarkable, however. My “clearing out the spring” suddenly took on a mystical dimension. Certainly the pain and torment continued: the conflictual dreams, the occasional cleaning out of manure, the poetry and crying. But now they had a spiritual aura about them.

I began to have what I called “cosmic dreams”: Riding whales over first the ocean and then the land, all the while singing—I still recall the melody—“Life is but a shadow: it Just keeps on going.” Visiting a saint in a temple, where I was told the Truth about existence. Each night brought new dreams of transcendence, and each day brought transcendental experiences in nature and in my poetry.

I began to hear a long chanting hum by the lake in the mountains and to experience spontaneous past-life episodes, which I still do not understand and hesitate to discuss. Once, while driving back down through the pass, I became an Indian warrior on a pinto horse and almost wrecked before I could curb the car and regain my ordinary awareness. Life was suddenly very different from ever before. Thank God I had the books by Carl Jung—whose works validated my experiences as mystical and transformational rather than psychotic—to read during this period, or I might have had myself committed.

One particular dream gave my life new direction and meaning and prepared the way for my own personal myth. I was by now a follower of Jung’s “synchronicity,” which validated the mystical experiences I was having daily as “meaningful coincidence.” This dream bridged the gap between the suddenly mystical world I was now experiencing and the practical world to which I would soon return.

I awoke in the middle of the night with a picture of a Joshua tree (that distorted bush found in the Southern California desert) in my mind. It was accompanied by the word Joshua and a wide-awake compulsion to find out what it all meant. Without hesitation, I arose from my bed, searched out my dog-eared college edition of the Bible, and found the book of Joshua. Every word I read was illuminating. I understood it not only in the literal sense but also symbolically. And every word applied directly to my life. It became at that moment a plan for my life, a blueprint, an answer to modern man’s soullessness. I read for the remainder of the night, and every word became a part of my waking dream.

The Hebrews, you recall, were stranded on the banks of the river Jordan. Moses, their leader from the days of bondage in Egypt through forty years of wandering in the desert, had proved unworthy to cross because he had struck his staff on a rock in anger. His was the “old consciousness,” which was unworthy to cross into the Hebrew Promised Land. His people had to wait till his death—which I knew to be the old way of unsurrendered thinking—before they could cross to the “promised land” of God-surrendered consciousness. Joshua, whose spoken name awoke me that night, was the “new man,” reared from youth in the new awareness of God’s magnanimity to those who surrendered to Him.

Joshua led his people into the Promised Land, where they fought the enemy and met with much success until they reached Jericho, where they experienced defeat. The “new man,” Joshua, asked God why His promise of victory had been broken and was told that one among Joshua’s men had held back some gold, all of which had been promised to God. Once the gold was surrendered to God, Joshua had only to lift his arm (thus, the Joshua tree), the walls of Jericho fell, and the city was theirs.

From that moment forth, I have had my own personal myth, and my life has had a deep and profound meaning that it never had before. Moses, to me, was that old state of mind, which certainly had freed me from slavery to my childhood myths and brought me to California and then Utah, but which was still mired in an unsurrendered state of consciousness that continued to be run by the ego and its neurotic view of the world. Life was still an angry and difficult place for a Moses man who would petulantly strike his sacred staff on a rock if he didn’t get his way.
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“In our quest for spiritual connection, many of us feel blocked by

spiritual wounds, some inflicted by abusive home environments, others

by religious authorities. Whatever the source, we cannot experience the

satisfactions of spiritual life until we heal these past abuses. Sibcy
addresses these controversial issues frankly and constructively,

lighting a path all readers will welcome.”

HAL ZINA BENNETT, Ph.D., author of Spirit Circle






