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To Will for asking twice.




Epigraph
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What we hunger for perhaps more than anything else is to be known in our full humanness, and yet that is often just what we also fear more than anything else.


—Frederick Buechner, Telling Secrets




Foreword
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Dear Divine,


I tuck my chin, bow my head, and surrender all that I am to all You will have me be. I bow my head, my heart, my desires, and my agendas to Your will. I trust that You know me and love me as I continue to make my way home to peace. I trust that Your agents of love go with me. I trust that I will see miracles where I once saw lack and limitations, and that I will be assisted in solutions where I once saw dead ends. I commit to remembering that I am immersed in Your holy ecstasy and audaciousness where all things are possible, plentiful, and perfect.


I thank you for this day of miraculous encounters. May I always remember that this Grace is offered to me not just for my own good, but so that I may be a fearless extension of Your Love.


Amen!


—Maureen Muldoon




Preface
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My first memory fades in like morning sun through a sheer curtain, and I can’t see the importance at first. I am three or four, standing on tippy toes on a church kneeler. My little hands holding tight to the pew in front of me I strain to peek and capture a glance. My senses are flooded with stained glass and women’s perfume.


I pull my nose over the pew; it holds a mystical, old scent, of wood, wax polish and incense of crushed cloves and rosary beads. I open my mouth to taste it then draw back disappointed, scraping my tongue of the pungent taste. My tired arms release my grip as I slip down to sit on the kneeler. I wipe my mouth of the wretched taste that holds the odd combination of the bitterness of soap and the earthiness of fingernail dirt.


Still, I love church. It’s a place of color and beauty. The men all smile and the ladies wear lipstick and everyone sings together and wears hats. You have to be quiet and sit still in church, but I don’t mind. There is so much to take in that I am struck still anyway.


I am five when I begin to feel like something is missing. Something is tremendously off balance. My sisters sit silently as the priest drones on and I wonder where their voices have gone. At home they hum and bubble and prattle. They spill over with sounds and songs, sentences and sermons. But here in the church they are silenced. I see my younger brothers up on the altar, carrying the gifts and ringing the bell, I see the old men passing baskets for the collection. I search the pews and the rafters. I find not even an echo of the feminine Divine.


In second grade, I learn the prayers Glory be to the Father and to the Son. Where are the mother and the daughter? Where are the priests that look like me, and why have they been exiled?


Although I knew that my sisters’ voices could never truly be silenced. I witnessed them systematically turned down and buried. As a child, I was helpless. As a woman, I am responsible and that is why I have written this book.


I can no longer tolerate the second-hand roles and the bitter injustice pressed upon us under what should have been a holy sanctuary. I stand in my commitment to unearth the voice of female spiritual authority. I will ruffle the feathers and shake the roots ’till a healing is heard and heralded. For until the desecration of the Divine feminine is put to rest, the world will go on warring and weeping.


Today I am called not just to wipe the bad taste from my lips, but to spit truth. To free my mother tongue and speak of, as, and for the feminine Divine.


Until we heal the illusion of a widowed father God, we will not have peace. It is time to lift the veil and break the gag order, banish the self-doubt and reclaim our spiritual authority. We can’t start with men. We need to empower women from inside the sacred tribe, through recognition and celebration.


Our bodies, which have been used to condemn, are innocent. Now is the time to strip down to our most holy self and come naked and empowered to the temples. Freed of all the blame and shame that is not ours to carry, and was never authored by God.




Chaper 1


Dear Divine
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It offers you its flowers and its snow,
in thankfulness for your benevolence.
—A Course in Miracles


The end is an odd way to start a story, but it was actually the end where it all began. It’s funny now, because I didn’t know it was the beginning. I would have bet all I had that it was the end.


It had all the markings of the end: the silence, the pain, the separation, the secrets, the terrible tumble down feeling of it all. I stood with my young son in the midst of a New York winter storm, snowflakes melting on our upturned faces as we gazed toward the moon over Central Park. The year was closing out with the patchwork of other people’s conversations as they passed by with boxes and bags and bottles. The urban orchestra of cabs and car horns and the trotting of horses, the jiggle of car keys, the rattle of tin can change, and the enthusiastic bells of the Army of Salvation Santas collecting coins for the less fortunate. All of this music playing against the crackle of snow falling. It wrapped its way around me but did little to eliminate the deep dread I felt as I contemplated the New Year on the horizon.
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Owen was three. His eyes were filled with wonderment; his cheeks had ripened to the sweetest shade of pink. I watched him take in the magic of his first time seeing snow. He lifted his little hands, palms up and open to the stars, celebrating the beauty of something falling down.


“Falling, falling, falling down,” he whispered like a prayer. His words formed soft clouds that drifted from his lips and swirled around me. I looked for something to hold on to. I felt sick, like crazy-carnie-carnival-ride sick. The world was spinning and smiling back at me in a twisted toothless smirk. I wanted to get off this ride and was searching for the escape route. My marriage was falling, fading, failing, and I had no idea why.


New York held all our memories, was our home base, our springboard, where my husband Reed and I had first met, in a little theater on 57th street, where we had taken the stage playing Catherine and Rodolpho in Arthur Miller’s A View From The Bridge.


This was the park where I shared with him that I was pregnant with another man’s child. This was the place where Reed declared his devotion to me even against this unlikely backdrop.


This is where our friendship transformed into romance as we shared our dreams under the city skyscrapers on a picnic blanket while watching the world go by and feeling fortunate for our good luck of finding each other.


He wooed and won me over a plate of spaghetti in Little Italy with my baby bump tucked beneath the red and white checkered tablecloth. It should have been a terrible time to start a romance. It should not have worked out so well. And yet it did.


Until it didn’t.
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Being back in New York was reminding me of who we had been, and how far we now were from those star-crossed lovers.


We had come back only for a holiday visit. Two years earlier, we had moved from New York to Los Angeles to try our luck in La La Land as actors. I was not all that excited by the move. I was a Jersey girl with a huge crush on New York, and I had managed to book acting work in the leaner market. But Reed was adamant. He had heard about the abundance of shows and productions and was convinced that we needed to move to Hollywood.


Back In New York, the air felt lighter, the horizons familiar, and the sounds comforting. It was hard to think about returning to LA, to our small apartment and crumbling marriage. I wanted to hold onto this snow globe scene with Owen. I held my breath in hopes that it would last forever. I lifted my face to the skies and sent out a silent plea as a soft river of tears trickled into my ears. I could not stay frozen. I would have to move. I was fumbling in the dark, feeling for a non-existent light switch. I felt unanchored, unprepared, and slightly unwilling to admit that my marriage was ending.


I fought to bring myself back to the moment, the sweet whispers of my son’s reverence for snow, and I tried not to think of the innocent casualties. I wish I could say that I prayed, but the truth is that God was a concept as far away as the stars. I had left that fairytale years before back in New Jersey. Prodded into cynicism with Bruce Springsteen’s warnings: Praying in vain for a savior to rise from these streets. I spent my high school days bobbing my head to the lyrics as I sat in the bucket seat of my boyfriend’s Camaro, hiking up my Catholic school skirt, and defiantly singing along to forbidden lyrics.


I blame Sea-Monkeys for the chip on my shoulder. There was a time before Sea-Monkeys that I had believed in a savior, sent out prayers and orchestrated holy processions to intervene for my mother and her battle with cancer. Around the same time, I had saved my money for Sea-Monkeys. The advertisement showed a cool underwater family with pot-bellies and little crowns on their heads. They were magnificent, magical, and I wanted them to be mine. But when they arrived they looked more like floating fish parts. It was a terrible moment. I remember lying in bed and realizing that I had been duped. In that moment, I had a revelation that God was most likely a shiny fable too. No wonder my prayers were not working.


So, I became a card carrying prodigal daughter with a self-will the size of Kansas. Who needed a broken-down God? I would fix this or figure it out on my own. God was the emperor’s new clothes, the wizard of Oz, the world’s greatest scam artist. I was done with praying. I had tossed my last tearful pleas to the heavens. God was the phony king of the Sea-Monkeys, and that’s all there was to it.


The next morning we left the beauty of the snow and flew back to LA. Reed had flown home earlier for work and would be picking us up at the airport. It was a long flight. Owen was tired. When we arrived, my cell phone let me know that Reed was on his way. An hour passed and then another. When he finally arrived, it was with an exaggerated hug for Owen and an icy shoulder for me. I tried to find his eyes, search for clues, to figure out what I had done or forgotten to do, what I had missed. The more I searched, the less I found. It was a painful experiment in seeing how many times I was willing to touch the hot oven. Turns out, many.


Reed rushed us to his illegal parking space, tossed the bags into the car, and we took a silent drive back to our apartment. With my stomach aching and my eyes stinging, I felt confused, frightened, and ready to fold. My breath was shallow, my mind vacant and I sat, a shadow of myself, trying to hold on with all I had.


We pulled in, and Reed carried Owen upstairs to our apartment. I lingered in the parking garage. It was cold, damp, and quiet.


I couldn’t help feeling like I was being buried alive. I took my time bringing in the luggage from the car. It was a way to avoid being in the apartment with Reed. I tried making conversation, to break the ice and warm up the room, but his replies were staccato and stoic and seemed to suck the air from everything. I was suffocating and yet at the same time struggling to stay. Like treading water with a foot on my head.


None of it made any sense. This mean and distant behavior was not my husband. This was not the man who had once gazed at me like I was made of stardust. This was not the guy who built me flower boxes and took me on a helicopter ride over New York for my twenty-fourth birthday. This was not the starry-eyed lover who had sworn his devotion and whispered with conviction that nothing would ever change that.


But something had changed. Something had been said or done to flip all that on its head. The rug had been pulled and the silence of the canary was deafening. Our apartment felt like everything had already been rolled up and tagged to sell. It was getting harder and harder to breathe.


I needed air and was grateful to have the excuse to leave and get the bags. I made a few trips with baby bags, umbrella stroller, and gifts we had received from the holiday visit. Before taking in the last bags, I decided to just sit in the car for a while. I needed a little solitude to figure things out. I had never sat in the driver’s seat or driven his—our car because I couldn’t drive stick. This should have been a big clue for me as to why my life was so off track. I was figuratively, emotionally, and literally not in the driver’s seat.


But for some reason, when I went to sit in the car this time, I opened the driver’s side and crawled into the bucket seat. Leaning my head back to rest for a moment, I felt small and strange. The pain I felt was debilitating enough to pull from me, not so much a prayer, but a plea. A sincere surrender. “If there is someone, anyone, some God, some force or source, some angel, saint or sage, I’ll take it. I’ll take anything. Please help me figure out this riddle.” I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and suddenly I heard a voice. It was not outside myself, but kind of in my head.


“Look in the side compartment of the car door.” It was faint but clear, and it made me open my eyes and sit up. I looked around to try and make sense of it. The parking garage was quiet, not a soul in sight, so I tried to shake off the odd instructions and settle back down to rest. I was not a snooper. I had no secrets, nothing to hide, and no reason to suspect Reed of hiding anything.


But as I sat there staring at the windshield, I heard it again.


“Look in the side compartment of the car door.” At first, I thought what does that even mean? What’s the side compartment of the car door? Cars have lots of doors. The glove compartment? The middle console? My hand moved instinctively to the armrest on the driver’s door and flipped up the fake top. I heard myself gasp in surprise. I was honestly unaware that there was a side compartment in the driver’s door.


I took a moment then reached inside. My hand connected with some paper or note and something else. I pulled out a letter and a set of keys with a silver charm in the shape of a heart. The notepaper held a sweet fragrance and the handwriting was distinctly feminine. It began as a thank you note. The mysterious author was thanking Reed for watching her home while she was in Thailand. Her letter included the necessary codes to get into her home, the numbers to reach her in Thailand, and “all of her love.” It was the final offering that set off my inner alarms.


My thinking began to warp as I tried to make sense of it. I watched my mind protect itself with irrational rationalizations. This note was not his. It’s something he’d been holding for a friend so that his friend’s wife wouldn’t find it. Or maybe this lady, who is off visiting Thailand, maybe she is really just a friend, maybe a friendly friend who is very generous with her love, or maybe, maybe, maybe . . . the more I scrambled to turn this tragedy into tolerable truth, the more I began slipping, sliding, and falling down. Though I thought I had hit bottom, I was suddenly free falling like Alice down the rabbit hole, tumbling down with nothing to hold onto and no bottom in sight. Blindsided and sideswiped, my thoughts plummeted into an abyss. And yet somehow, I watched myself, or at least my body, get up. I don’t remember tears, just slow methodical movement. I am sure I was in shock.


I walked, wounded, from the garage in a zombie-like autopilot. Thoughts running through me like water through a sieve.


With the note in hand, I made my way down my block, keenly aware of the effort it took to keep moving. I had no real conscious idea of where I was going. The odd little voice pulled me on with gentle instructions, and so I followed. I walked to the corner and into the copier place and watched myself make twenty copies of the letter then stuff them into a rented mailbox, along with the key and heart-shaped charm.


This was not my plan, this was some divinely orchestrated thought process. If things were done in my style, I would have run raging to the apartment, flung open the door, and confronted him with this evidence. I would have cried and screamed and accused. It would have been loud and ugly. Not like this. Although it felt jagged, there was also some precision to it all. And oddly some relief, some answers to all the riddles, some reason for all the frigidness. It began making sense. My husband was having an affair.


Back in the apartment, I handed him the original letter and watched him rip it into a million little scraps and then set them on fire in the kitchen sink, the ashes floating in slow motion and falling to rest on the Formica countertops. I stayed calm.


He asked me for the key, and I bargained for the truth. “The key is safely stashed away with twenty other copies of the letter,” I told him. And for some reason it was this news that caused him to confess.


“We’re just friends, and she’s just Miss Universe. Well, she was Miss Thailand first, then she became Miss Universe. And her breasts are so perfect, they have to be fake.”


The final line of his eloquent speech reverberated back at me in a thousand voices.


“Her breasts are so perfect, they have to be fake.”


Like a plummeting elevator, my world soared down and then came to a sudden stop and tilted sideways. What? What was he saying? What was I hearing? Who brags to his wife about the beauty of his lover’s breasts? I briefly tried to imagine and then did my best not to imagine the beauty of the breasts that turn a man into a total dipshit, so drunk on lust that he would gloat to his wife about his sexual conquest.


“Miss Universe,” he whispered as if he had won the prized pig at a state fair. Crossing his arms over his chest he tucked his hands into his armpits, rocked back on his heels, and shook his head at the floor. Then with a slight blush and a sacred tone he repeated once more, “Can you believe it? Miss Universe.”


I placed my hand over my mouth to hold back my confusion and shock. I had never before watched anyone go mad. Was this really my life? Was I seriously being dumped for Miss Universe? Miss flippin’ Universe? How did this even happen? How many Miss Universes were there? There can’t be that many and how many are even datable, still alive, not married, and not currently undergoing some form of plastic surgery? As my mind fluttered in the unlikely mathematics of it all, he kept talking. But I stopped listening. I began a new calculation of how I was going to move on from this moment with the least amount of scar tissue.


And then things got weirder. First, due to wild winds and rain, not normal weather in sunny LA, all the electricity in our building went out. In my youth, blackouts were filled with searches for candles and batteries and the phone number for the pizza guy. But on this day, we were barely fazed. Yes, of course the electricity would go out.


Then in the middle of this very dark hour, my former boyfriend from New Jersey, Phil, called. I picked up. After a brief, “Hey, how ya doin’?” he asked if we could help him out. He was on his way back home from a trip to Thailand and got stuck at LAX. Newark airport had lost all power due to some work that was being done, so all flights to Newark were canceled. He needed a place to stay the night.


“What? Wait. Seriously?” I looked around the room for a hidden camera. Was this some odd new reality show? A horrible joke? A nightmare? “You’re coming from Thailand? Are you kidding me?” I asked with pointed accusation as if he were somehow in on this warped script. Phil’s voice came back, tired but totally sincere.


“No, I’m not kidding. I don’t know anyone else in LA, and I kinda need you to help me out.” Honestly, it was good to hear his voice. He was from my native Jersey tribe and could provide me with a dose of clarity in the midst of this chaos.


It baffled me even more that the universe sent me this old sweetheart on such a heartless day. Phil and I had found each other after his dad died of a heart attack and my mother had passed from breast cancer. We were both teenagers at the time, and our similar life lessons catapulted us into a premature adulthood that most kids our age didn’t understand. Of course, I would help him out. We had walked each other through a nightmare, and bonds like that can never be broken.


I sent Reed to pick Phil up at the airport and sat down on our sad futon couch, attempting to will all the puzzle pieces back together. All the nights Reed had come home late, the fighting, the constant cold shoulder, and unkindness all seemed so obvious now. Of course, he was having an affair. I was shocked at how shocked I was.


When they arrived at our apartment, Phil entered first, coming through the doorway with a huge Buddha statue strapped to his back. It was carved from beautiful dark wood that looked like walnut.


He had checked all his bags except the Buddha statue. He sat down on our couch beaming at his Buddha as he rambled on in a kind and comical way about the remarkable beauty of the girls from Thailand. My husband shot me a knowing look as if to say, “See? It’s hard to deny.” I waited patiently for an alarm to go off, some warped buzzer to wake me up. This could not be my life.


The synchronicities of the day, and now this large wooden Buddha placed auspiciously in the middle of my living room, brought me no comfort. The wooden expression contently stared back at me with the smile of Mona Lisa. What did it mean? It unnerved and intrigued me . . . like a sticky, spiritual Rubik’s Cube. What was the Universe trying to tell me? I knew there was a message mingled with this madness, but my mind was too twisted to figure it out.


Reed suggested that Phil and I go grab some dinner while he watched Owen. Phil was confused to have my husband pushing us out the door together.


“I am not sure I would be so cool with my wife having dinner with an ex-boyfriend,” he confessed over a glass of wine. I nodded because it sounded so normal and refreshing. Before I could stop myself, a wave of warm thick tears rolled forward. “Oh shit, Maureen. What happened?” I shared the series of events that took us to that moment, but it felt like I had only a few pieces of a huge jigsaw puzzle and was being asked to explain what it should look like. The truth was, I had no idea what had happened or how we had gotten to this place.


“Are you kidding me? Miss Thailand, and now I am coming back from Thailand? This is crazy. What does it mean?” he asked.


I stared at him in silence.


And then with a little more compassion he asked, “So what are you going to do? Will you be moving back to New Jersey?”


I had no answer for that one either. We both studied the air between us, lost in the question. And then, because I knew that he would completely understand, I confessed.


“I’m devastated.” He nodded, and I saw a flash of that brave boy who had found his father on his beauty salon floor dead from a heart attack.


“You may be devastated,” he finally replied, “but you are also devastatingly strong, and you have a kid and you are going to get through this. If anyone can, Maureen, you can. You know how to land on your feet.”


I nodded not because I believed him, but because I wanted to believe him. His words of encouragement were just what I needed to hear. No matter if they were true of not, I was so glad that the Universe had stranded him in LA for the night.


After dinner, Phil and I went back to my apartment, met up with Reed, and closed out the day with a short and awkward conversation, all pretending everything was fine. Then we went to sleep exhausted by the roller coaster of emotions, the comings and goings of Thailand, the finding and burning of letters, the discovery of the silver heart and the unplanned visit from Buddha. We each slid off to our own hibernations—Phil and his Buddha statue on the futon in the living room, Owen in his bed, and Reed and me in ours. None of us really wanted to be there, but we had no place else to go. In the morning, we got up. That was it. We had made it through that first night, and there was no going back. Which only left forward. From this morning moment, we were all on our own, and it was every man and woman for themselves.


Phil lifted his Buddha statue and left for the airport. Reed gathered his workout equipment into a stranded shopping cart and moved in with a neighbor. I packed up Owen and all our belongings and began to make my way to a new life. I found a back-house bungalow in Santa Monica where I would test the waters of being a single mom, take up an affair with yoga, work as an actress, and drive a new-to-me 1964 Ford Falcon convertible around town with its sparkly blue, Earl Scheib paint job. I entered what was, and remains, one of the most magical chapters of my life.


It turns out, magical chapters can start with really sucky endings that aren’t actually endings at all.


I am not sure what I had been expecting to find during this particular portion of my journey, but I know I was not expecting to find my own strength. The excavation was slow, but constant. Every day I met with a million reasons to duck and cover; and every day, I got up if only for lack of a better option and stepped into a life that I had no map for. I had never lived alone. I had never had someone else’s life completely and solely dependent on mine. I had never imagined myself to be that capable. Reed’s parting words rang in my ears:


“You are in for a shock. You’re not going to be able to make it on your own out there. No one’s going to want you. Who wants damaged goods?” I was so turned around that I had no way of knowing if he said these things to harm me or warn me. All I knew was that I needed to prove them wrong.


I could accept that I had been tossed into the deep end of the ocean, but I was not willing to accept that I would drown. I would tread water for the rest of my fucking life if I had to, but this shipwreck was not going to take me under. This was not just for myself, this was for Owen. I could not, would not, fail.


I surprised myself in a thousand ways that first year. The girl who had been married was so different from the girl who was abandoned. I liked the new version better. Her gumption was boundless, her flare authentic, her resourcefulness admirable.


I had become a girl on fire and was on course to rise as a Spiritual Vixen. It wasn’t overnight. It was a consistent slog as I approached day after day learning to put one foot in front of the other, walking my way back out of hell and beginning to trust that still, small voice within me. Along the way, I was getting to know a version of myself, the one I had lost touch with over the years. The kid who believed in miracles and Sea-Monkeys and God.


I let myself be opened, and opened again, and again, and again. Like a never-ending nesting doll. Drilling down deeper to myself, my core, my truth. Questioning everything, leaving nothing unexamined. Shedding and surrendering over and over with each new wave of pain and paradox.


In that willingness, something happened. Something holy bloomed from the wasteland. I developed an appreciation for things falling down. Snowflakes will fall, and teardrops will fall, and eventually even the most beautiful breasts will fall. Marriages, like buildings, will topple and fall, just like torn scraps of love letters tumble and fall. And ashes, yes ashes, the ashes will fall, and we, we will all fall down.


I came to learn that “down” was simply a resting place, not a destination. This ground zero of my life was not a bottom, it was a beginning. On shaky knees and weary haunches, I would enter a year filled with gifts, guidance, and golden wisdom. A year of dismantling demons and ravishing resurrections and it all started with this strange connection to this inner teacher.


This is my story, a sharing of the wisdom I learned on the way back up. The spiritual insights that I gleaned in my darkest hour. I offer them to you with complete faith that they will work to awaken you to a more empowered state. But please know that an authentic artisan life does not come by way of recipes and formulas. You need to trust your own poetry and become a “bin diver.”


What’s a bin diver? When I was a kid, my sisters and I would head off like pirates to the local secondhand shop in our town. For me, this place held big magic. It was like no other place I had ever been. There were serious hidden treasures to be found—beaded belts, strands of pearls, hats, boots, buttons, and ball gowns—all with such great potential and possibility. All of them screaming to have a second life. I fell in love a hundred times before even getting to the dressing room. I noticed that my approach to the thrift shop made my sisters blush and giggle. They started to affectionately refer to me as “a bin diver.”


My elegant sisters would look over the shelves and racks with dignity, while I would dive to the bottom of every bin and bucket with the zeal of a dog on the scent of chicken livers. There were gems to be found, and I wanted to discover them. I did not play it safe. I wore my hunger on my sleeve. I was not always sure what I was looking for, but I was sure that I would find it. And I did. I always came up with something magnificent.


Now you can’t really make someone a bin diver. But you can encourage even the safest of creatives to try on a bit of reckless abandon to inspire them to get to the bottom of their being and bring up the good stuff. I am asking you to let the invitations and suggestions at the end of each chapter take you deep into your own stories. May you bring up some valuable pearls of your own.


No matter where you are in your journey, we can all benefit from honoring our journeys in the hopes of reclaiming our most unapologetic lives. The caterpillar grows up to be a beautiful butterfly. Sand is the seed of pearls. Coal is only the first stage of brilliant diamonds. And you, my dear, are the raw ingredient of a powerful Spiritual Vixen. May you rise.
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Dear Divine
There is an internal intelligence that knows your optimal potential. Whether you call it God, Goddess, or Guru does not matter. What matters is that you connect with it. There is only one way to reap the benefits of this wisdom: Be still and know. Stillness is not just for the body. Stillness is a surrendering of all the thinking This tool will help clear the space for grace.
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Every morning, take out a pen and journal. Take a breath and surrender your will to God’s will. Then write, “Dear Divine, What would you have me do today?” Listen for the Voice and just take dictation. Try to stay away from a “to do” list or pushing through your own agenda. Your higher power’s direction is not going to sound like what you would expect. Its direction is simple and clear, and it never asks you to do anything that you are not fully capable of. If you are not comfortable writing “Dear Divine,” then go ahead and write whatever name you give to your internal Guidance. It does not matter what you call it, just that you call it, early and often.


This practice is first for a reason. On this practice, all the other tools and inspirations will rest. Seek first God, and all else is given. The key word is “first.” It’s time to get your spiritual priorities in order.


This is no small thing. You’re an important and integral piece of the great mosaic of God, and without you God is incomplete.


Devoting yourself to this spiritual practice is the cornerstone of creating a life that is good, beautiful, and holy. It is from this daily holy communion that you will receive your most authentic blessings, generous inspirations, and immaculate conceptions—concepts that have not been tainted by the weary regulations and regurgitations of the world. This is fresh baked bread that was created just for you. Get on it!


The practice is simple. You can’t mess it up, unless you don’t do it. It will take less than five minutes a day, and it is the first thing that you get to do. No exceptions. No excuses. Put some skin in the game, be a bin diver. Don’t just go to God when your ass is on fire. Make this a daily spiritual vitamin, a habit like brushing your teeth.
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And when you fall away, as you will, just notice and begin again. You will find many reasons not to practice. Many opportunities to busy yourselves with alternative altars and unholy distractions. Do your best to stay consistent with this sacred conversation.


So there you have it, the first and most important tool is connection. As you go within, you will never go without. You have a benevolent internal compass who knows everything about you, is madly in love with you, and is ready to reveal all the shortcuts to your most purposeful outcome, why wouldn’t you check in with Her first?




Chapter 2


Signs and Symbols
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In quietness are all things answered.
—A Course in Miracles


The New Year was ringing in all around me, and there I was freshly dumped for Miss Universe, doing my best not to absorb the sad script casting me in the role of loser. In the sea of New Year’s celebrations, resolutions, and songs of new beginnings, it was hard to find a silver lining in my reality. I felt painfully pixelated, shrouded in darkness and frozen in time. Plus my creative and morbid mind had a way of driving me into the abyss. My marriage had failed; I was getting divorced. I would never make anything of myself and would surely spend the rest of my life scraping by on borrowed bread crumbs. This was not just a voice in my head, or the perverse proclamation from my “wasband,” this was the subtle expression that seemed to sit sideways on the faces of my sisters, poking its head from the pews at church, branding me with its sorrowful gaze. “Oh, poor Maureen, what is she going to do?” I did my best to fan my inner flame in hopes of holding back all of the communal doubts. I felt heavy with the weight of grief and further burdened with the pity piled on me by every well-meaning encounter.
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