







The Wonder of Children offers Michael Gurian’s brain-based and scientifically argued steps toward better care of the child’s soul. You’ll learn how and why to:

• Increase bonding and attachment in the family and bring the extended family back into the raising of children

• Insist on revision of day care and school culture to fit the requirements of child bonding and attachment

• Control a child’s media use and increase time spent in the natural world

• Increase the time children spend in spiritual process (understanding the mysteries of life, and experiencing joy and a sense of belonging)

• Examine the potential toxicity of a child’s daily schedule

• Act against negative aspects of contemporary diet and nutrition

• Work toward families that are not mainly economy-driven but are driven by a holistic approach to child development: care for the whole soul

___________________

MICHAEL GURIAN has published twenty books in seven disciplines, including five national bestsellers, translated into fourteen languages. In The Wonder of Boys and The Wonder of Girls he has pioneered efforts to bring neurobiology into homes, schools, and communities. He is cofounder of the Gurian Institute, which conducts research and provides training in applied neural science. His work has been featured in The New York Times, USA Today, Newsweek, and on the Today show, Good Morning America, and NPR. Michael lives in Spokane, Washington, with his wife, Gail, and their two daughters.
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“Whatever their religious and spiritual beliefs, parents will appreciate this thoughtful book.”

—Booklist

“This is a tremendous work! A unique bridge between science and religion, it is both visionary and good common sense. Its inspiring stories, beautiful prose, and touch of genius will change the way we look at children, and ourselves, forever. Gurian’s talents as a child advocate, parenting expert, and social philosopher have all combined here into what I feel is one of the most important books of the new millennium.”

—Rev. William Harper Houff, Ph.D., Author of Infinity in Your Hands

“An absolutely brilliant and lovely book. Practical and scientific. A must read for every parent who wants to raise a spiritual child.”
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The highest measure of a civilization lies in how it cares for its children.

—MARGARET MEAD


INTRODUCTION

The greatest tragedy in human life is to live unaware of one’s divine identity.

—REVEREND WILLIAM HARPER HOUFF

Blair is a small town about an hour from Omaha, set into the green fields, low hills, and open plains of eastern Nebraska. Most of the people who live in Blair also work there, as farmers, schoolteachers, or shopkeepers. A few commute to a larger city or neighboring town for employment or travel to visit family.

My children’s great-grandmother, Laura, a woman of ninety-five, lives in Blair at a nursing home. She has accomplished much in her long life, including raising three children with her husband and then without him, helping to run a chicken farm, and teaching elementary school. She is my children’s oldest living relative.

She is also very frail, thinks of herself not only as living but also as dying. “It is time for my soul to leave my body,” she said once. Neither her vision nor her balance is good. She can no longer live independently and now exists in that time of life between life and death, and has the wisdom to know it.

Once while visiting her, my daughters and I took a walk on the park-like grounds of the nursing home, which sat near the edge of town. We had just come downstairs—the children and I needed a little time walking outdoors after spending an hour in Laura’s small room. The three of us were saddened, as we walked, by how quickly Great-grandma’s soul did seem to be leaving her body—almost like air gradually leaking out of a balloon. Her body’s skin was shriveling and pale, her presence in the teaming, vital world contracting before our eyes—and yet we also simultaneously experienced a different emotion that was difficult to describe, almost a mysterious sense of anticipation. We knew something incredible awaited Great-grandma, though we didn’t know what it was.

Davita, who was eight, asked me, “Where will Great-grandma’s body go when she dies?”

“Probably into the ground,” I replied.

“What about her soul?”

Though tempted, as most parents are, to say “heaven” when a small child inquires about death, I said instead, “We don’t know for sure. We could say she’s going to heaven. We could say she’s returning to nature itself, to the trees and the wheat fields out there.” I pointed to the green plain at the horizon that surrounds Blair, Nebraska.

“Her soul will be out there, all around?” Davita asked.

“Maybe.” I smiled. “We don’t exactly know what happens to the soul after death.”

Gabrielle, almost twelve, had been chewing on the moist end of a long blade of grass. Now she entered the conversation.

“Dad,” she said, “what is the soul made of?” She had been to Christian and Jewish Sunday schools over the years. My wife, Gail, is of Nebraskan Protestant stock; I am of New York Jewish origin; our daughters have thus heard both Christian and Jewish answers to questions about the soul. Because we have lived overseas and are interested in world religions,, they’ve heard Hindu, Buddhist, Muslim, and other responses as well. Yet I don’t think she had ever heard an answer to this specific question. It was a somewhat unusual one: what material is the human soul composed of?

My instantaneous answer was to stall. “What do you mean?” I asked.

She thought for a moment. “What’s a soul made of?” She did her best to ask again a question that I had no answer to at that moment.

I responded honestly, “I don’t really know. I’m not sure anybody does.”

“Well, but I know,” she said.

I raised my eyebrows, amused. “Really?”

“Yes. It’s made of God.”

“The soul is made of God,” I repeated back to her. “Okay. And what is God made of?”

She frowned. Behind her eyes her mind whirred, trying to figure out the logical quandary she’d walked right into.

“I guess I can’t say ‘God is made of the soul,’ can I?” she thought aloud, applying simple logic.

“You could actually,” I said, “and you’re most certainly right. But it wouldn’t answer your question the way you want it answered, would it?”

“No,” she agreed.

“When Great-grandma dies,” Davita said, interrupting our intellectual discourse, “will all the lights go out in her soul?”

“I don’t know for sure,” I responded. “But every wise teacher from all over the world seems to agree that her body will become dark when her soul leaves.”

“That’s what her soul is made of, then,” Gabrielle said triumphantly. “It’s made of light.”

“Light?”

“Yes. Light.” Gabrielle, still a little girl at eleven, yet beginning to develop the mind of an adult, looked at me with certainty. And now, I must admit, behind my own eyes, my mind began to whirr at a fast rate. Thoughts from the Bhagavad Gita, the Sutras, the Old Testament, the New Testament, the Koran, flew into my mind. “Be ye lamps upon the world.” “You are light for all the world.” “Light particles are energy—they cannot be destroyed.” “The brain on a PET scan shows life because it lights up.” Pieces of Newtonian and quantum physics, like children’s rhymes, replayed themselves in my mind. Einstein’s physics and principles of neuroscience tugged at me. Was this an epiphany? What if Gabrielle had stumbled onto a linking point between the human and the divine conversation, there in Blair, Nebraska, on an afternoon filled with feelings both of life and of death?

“You know,” I said, grinning at the children, “there’s actually something pretty profound in what you’re saying, if we follow it all the way through. Though that follow-through might take some time, and a lot more research. But there’s something very complex in the simplicity of what you’ve said.”

They looked at me quizzically, which they often do when my words meander. Then we stood silently for a moment, taking in the view from the edge of the nursing home grounds in Blair, the sun beaming down on the green fields of Nebraska.

I thought, Okay, it’s a given that we still can’t really know what the soul becomes after death, but hadn’t things changed since the times religious sacred texts were written, even in the past hundred years? Wasn’t there a way to know what the soul is composed of and how it works while the body is alive? Because both science and religion have changed in the last decades, could it be that we are at a moment of truth as a civilization that we hadn’t yet quite seized?

What was I thinking? I backtracked. Wait a minute. Was I, in an instant, conceiving of a way to provide a philosophical, religious, and scientific proof of the soul? Had I arrived at this idea by having a conversation with my children? If I had, how might this proof apply to children? It had grown, after all, from the wisdom of children.

It was very hot and very humid. Davita had had enough and asked to go back inside so we could return to their mother, Gail; Grandma Peggy; and the other family members still chatting with one another and Great-grandma Laura.

I led the girls back into the nursing home and up to room 214.

“Where did you go?” Grandma Peggy asked. She sat on the edge of her mother’s bed, holding the aging matriarch’s tiny hand.

“Just walking and talking outside,” Gabrielle reported.

“We talked about you,” Davita said, coming up to Great-grandma and giving her a kiss.

Instinctively wary that Davita might say something awkward like “we were talking about your dying,” I said aloud, “We were actually being kind of philosophical—we were talking about the human soul and children.”

Grandma Peggy ruffled Davita’s hair. “You’re a good soul, aren’t you?”

Davita nodded, giving her grandma a hug.

Great-grandma Laura, looking first at my two daughters with her light blue, watery eyes, then looking to Gail and me, commanded, “You take good care of these two sweet souls, okay?”

“They are beautiful young lights, aren’t they?” I said, my mind still on my thoughts of moments ago.

“Yes,” she murmured. “They are. God lives in your children.”

“We’ll take good care of them,” Gail assured her grandmother. I nodded my agreement, looking from my position at the foot of the bed into my two daughters’ eyes, so beautifully lit from within—lit by the light of their own natures, by their sympathy for their elderly and dying progenitor, and by the light of God.

Everywhere around me hovered not only the souls of the dying but also those of young children. In my mind came a kind of verbal replay of the words “you’re a good soul,” “these two sweet souls,” “God lives in your children.” In these later moments of their long lives, Grandma and Great-grandma saw so clearly that near them stood not just “kids” but living, breathing souls—discernible aspects of God. Did this really mean anything? Or was all this just about words?

No, I didn’t think so. There was something more here. In response to the comments from the girls’ grandma and great-grandma, my epiphany increased to include a sense of the obvious light in my children’s eyes—the same light in every child’s eyes, and even beyond that light, the very essence of God.

The afternoon in Blair was a private epiphany, one I didn’t share for quite some time even with my wife. But in it, this book began.

A VISION

We think of our children as “kids.” What if we thought of them as souls? This was the challenge, inadvertently presented, by a ninety-five-year-old woman. Her words were not just a metaphor but, I think, a real description. As she moved toward death, Laura saw the soul of the child quite clearly.

Most of us are too busy to think of our children as being anything other than “boys” or “girls.” This, like thinking of them as “kids,” is worthy and important, but how little we think of them as soul, as God, as infinite nature. Laura seemed to see the infinite material. And even Gabrielle’s and Davita’s thoughts and words, which were touched by the circumstances around them that afternoon, seemed to have a consciousness of soul itself.

We think of our children as “offspring.” How would it affect not only our methods of nurturing children but also the growth of our civilization if we spent much more of our time seeing our children as infinite design? How would this awareness change what a child means—not only to a parent, but also to human civilization? We think of our children as “young people”—what if we understood how richly and fully they were God?

These questions arose in me.

We are aware of how a child’s body develops. What if we could also know how the actual divinity—the soul—of the child develops? If we had in our hands a blueprint of the invisible “spiritual” growth of divine identity, how would families and indeed our human cultures plot their courses for the lives of children and adults? Would it be different from the course we plot now? Would both wartime and peacetime be different? Would our hopes and dreams be, if not different, at least more achievable?

These questions occupied my mind over the next few days as I came to acknowledge—in the wake of our visit to Great-grandma Laura and my epiphany with my daughters outside the nursing home—the uniqueness of our place in human history. Both our scientific and religious knowledge have developed to a point of creating an astounding new vision, a vision that is right before our eyes but that has not yet been recognized. I came to realize that a number of incidents in my personal and professional life had built to this recognition and led to an unfolding of ideas and human stories that needed further scrutiny.

As the weeks and months progressed, this book, The Wonder of Children, emerged. Initially, it came as an epiphany only, for I needed to spend a great deal of time checking neurobiological as well as religious sources to make sure my vision did, indeed, make sense. I am grateful to all these sources for the book you are reading now, grateful especially that an in-depth study of both sets of sources reveals what my epiphany had hoped it would reveal: a distinctly new point in human possibility. And a new way of understanding our children.

THE BOOK

As a child development specialist, I have written this book so that any parent or caregiver of a child can find inspiration and practical wisdom in its insights. Simultaneously, as a student of both religion and science, I have written it in order to take our human understanding of the soul and God beyond where it has been before, to that place where science and religion can meet. Because the new neurosciences have reached a point of sophistication now, and because the world’s religious literature is so readily available, via books, Internet, and teachers, we have come to a time in human history when the sciences of human nature and the metaphysics of divine nature can be seen running intertwined in the human project.

The Wonder of Children hopes to let you stand at the point of interconnection that human progress has created for us. At this point of connection, I hope you’ll join me in noticing that a new human is emerging all around us. Our children are surely representative of that new human possibility.

As this book begins, we will discover the development of the human soul through a child’s life. Gradually, we will come to see something startling, invigorating—that God is the child, and in being the child, God needs us far more than we’ve realized. The universe is, in fact, not merely a spiritual one-way street, wherein we need an omnipotent God and receive his aid, but a two-way street (at least) on which God, a beautiful child, needs us in beautiful and mysterious ways.

As the book progresses, I will present a new approach to the new sciences of neurochemistry, neurobiology, genetics, neurophysics, neuropsychology, and sociobiology (“the new sciences” will be our short name for these). I will also explore with you the millennia-old metaphysics of human religion (including references to nearly all world religions). In this unifying approach, I hope you’ll discover how the human body, mind, and heart actually participate in the process religious metaphors have, for some time, named as soul. Once that discovery becomes second nature, everything changes, even our concept of God.

In Part I, I will offer a proof of the existence of soul, then reveal how the human soul develops and matures in children. From this point, I will offer a glimpse into the divine blueprint every child is born with. Even further in Part I, I hope to show you that the idea of a soul/body split, with which we’ve all grown up, is an erroneous idea promulgated by an earlier era—with the best of intentions, but one that is no longer necessary or even plausible. We are now able to observe—utilizing new PET (positron-emission tomography) technologies (as well as SPECT scans, MRIs, skin conductance tests, and more)—how completely, in the human lifetime, soul and body are one. The consequences of this new human ability are staggering; specifically, one outcome is that it brings us far closer to God—the divine activity of the universe—than we could imagine being before.

In this closeness you will find that many of the other dualities you and I have lived with throughout our childhood socialization and adult education will dissolve—mind versus brain, science versus religion, nature versus nurture. Given the new sciences available to us, it is possible now to see that we’ve been raising our children and living our lives with a script in mind, one written by a young civilization, in which history—both personal and cultural—is built upon a stage of oppositions. We will discover how different—how unified—the world looks when we penetrate beyond the veneer of these old, barely useful oppositions.

In Part II of this book, the new understanding we’ve gained of what soul is and how it operates in children will lead to a deeper understanding of the soul of the adult. Who are we really as adults? How do we lose soul and how can we regain it? There are clues all around us, clues we can understand better when we understand the soul of the child. There are spiritual messages religions have been sending us for thousands of years—concerning our lifelong divinity in human form—which now we can fully hear. As the book builds to its final chapter, we will come to realize one of the most inspiring revelations: Having understood the soul of both child and adult, we can now recognize the actual face of God. The two parts and six chapters within this book constitute a step-by-step proof of this ultimate idea: God is the Child.

The new sciences are changing our human script. I hope that this book will inspire you not only by showing how that script is changing, but also by showing how your life—especially as you care for children—can be one of leadership as humanity poises itself to navigate this sea change.

It is a sea change at the heart of the very definition of human nature.

THE NEW HUMAN

By the time you finish this book, you may recognize a new human among us. As we explore the soul of the child and the soul of the adult we will be compelled to notice, with great joy, evidence of our present human evolution from the genus and species we call Homo sapiens—an intelligent but xenophobic, brilliant but also warlike, human—to an even more sophisticated human being. In Part II of this book, we will name and fully explore this new human, providing the same genus name, Homo, but a new species name, infiniens, a new possibility.

We are in a sea change, if we will but recognize it—one that has been evolving for quite some time but most clearly during this last century. The technological and societal challenges of the last century have presented our lives with new challenges that our existing intelligence alone cannot face. We are evolving, as we always do, because of necessity. We are poised to learn of a new kind of intelligence by which to live life.

In exploring in this book the new human we are evolving into, our new intelligence, and our ability to know God, we will also discover the future of the family. What can we expect of the human family? What is the soul of the child asking of the human family? What can each of us do to protect the soul of the child? The answers to these questions lead to new expectations for children and for ourselves.

Arguably, the emergence of a new human—with a new way of looking at children, family, self, and life—is perhaps the single most important event in our current culture. It is also an event too little focused on by the human community. From the media, literature, and personal intuition we gain a fragmented sense that something new is going on, but we rarely integrate the fragments. The Wonder of Children offers an integration and focus grounded in our sense of the present and future of human childhood. As this book ends, we will circle back to where we will soon begin, at the point where human vision and intelligence, bound up in the mysterious and the holy, can provide our own hungry, truth-seeking souls with more than tradition and more than science fiction: a proof of the soul of the child that might, hopefully, impress an old woman who has seen it all.

Great-grandma Laura, who had lived a fruitful century, was experiencing the end of her life while her young progeny—myself and my daughters—were enlivened by a conversation and a vision of a new century. As Laura drifted off to sleep that afternoon, she closed her thin, almost transparent eyelids and inhaled and exhaled in that shallow way old people do. Outside the window lay the plains of Nebraska with milo, corn, and wheat, windless and moist under an ember-colored sunset. In the halls of the nursing home were now mainly muted sounds—of human voices, of televisions, of footsteps. It became time for all of us to leave. We said good-bye to an old woman sleeping; we drove away, west, into an evening of yellow, red, and pink.

We did not know if Laura Whitcher, ninety-five, would live to see another afternoon gathering of her family. Driving from Blair to Lincoln, Nebraska, a trip that takes an hour and a half, we were subdued at moments, and happy at moments, the challenges and delights of family life weaving through our conversations and our silences.

Grandma, Grandpa, myself, Gail, and our two children had often made this car trip, and we enjoyed singing when we did so. Grandma Peggy requested that we sing the gospel song “Amazing Grace.” And so that is what we did as we passed the town of Gretna, Nebraska, six souls singing together in a 1996 Oldsmobile 88. We sang for the living, and we sang for the dying.

I remember Laura Whitcher in every page of this book. I remember her and all the old people who have made possible the century of new discovery whose rewards we now reap. May this book do some justice to the nearly hundred years of life that not only one woman but also countless other men and women have given the world. Let us begin this book with the truth in mind that their lives speak loudly, if we will but listen, a message about the souls of the children they leave behind.

May Laura Whitcher continue her journey in peace, and may the message of her lifetime inspire us all.


PART I
The Soul of the Child


At the core of every human is an imperishable flame, the same energy that permeates all things—the tire of the comet, the twinkle of the stars.

—JAMES A. CONNOR


1
THE SCIENCE OF THE SOUL:
PROOF OF THE SOUL’S
EXISTENCE


The human has no body distinct from the soul.

—WILLIAM BLAKE

Heavy snow fell that morning in 1990 outside Sacred Heart Hospital in Spokane, Washington. From our ninth-story room, my wife, Gail, and I could see the buildings of downtown Spokane, and the houses, pine trees, streets, and then hills north of the city.

We had been placed in a corner room of the maternity wing. Just outside our door were nurses going about their business; other families gathering; children running, walking, and squealing, and parents reining them in. “Come on, son! This way! Your mom’s over in this room.” Doctors’ calls came over the ceiling speakers; a phone rang; a child of six or seven, a brown-haired girl wearing her winter coat, peeked into our room. Amid the din of children, adult voices, and hospital sounds, Gail and I could also hear silence, the hidden source of all sound. The wet flakes of snow outside the window seemed to bring the silence into our room and hold it there; for a few moments at a time, we would listen to the hush, holding hands, not talking, just waiting for a moment of truth, our first child’s birth, on a February day. Despite our love for each other, our contemplation of silence would keep as Gail felt another painful contraction.

Gail was thirty-two, I two months from that mark. We had met at twenty-six, married at twenty-eight, moved to Ankara, Turkey, for two years, then returned to Spokane because, as Gail put it to me in our apartment in Ankara, “It’s time to have children.” We had been teaching in Turkey for just over a year and a half by the time she felt the call of the unborn child. The high window and the snow of the hospital in Spokane reminded me of the Ankara winter in which we often sat in our fourth-story apartment, overlooking other buildings and the snow-packed streets, anticipating parenthood.

“I want to carry a soul inside me,” Gail had said. “I want to experience this back home, where I know the health care system better. I want to do it soon. I want to get started as soon as we get back to the States.”

We talked over logistics, made plans, spoke our hopes aloud and thought them silently, and made our way back to the United States.

Gail got pregnant in the spring, a year and a half after the Ankara winter. Over the months, she wrestled with a complex pregnancy that included bed rest in the last weeks, but now here we were at Sacred Heart. Her water had broken the night before and contractions had begun. By phone, our doctor advised us to wait till morning to check into the hospital. We had waited, sleeping a little, then woke, prepared what we needed, got in the car, and arrived at 9:00 A.M. A nurse checked us in then guided us to our room. Gail changed into a hospital gown, then submitted to a number of fittings with hospital equipment: Different parts of her body were hooked up by an electrical cable to different monitors, some monitors revealing her and the baby’s heart rate, some their temperature, others their blood pressure. Each monitor emitted, by means of green or white light, myriad revelations about the child ready to be born.

Gail was ending her time of carrying a soul inside her, and now that soul, connected to our outside world by scientific measurements of electrical impulse, spoke to her, the nurses, and all of us who gathered in support. It would be forty hours before our first child, Gabrielle, emerged from the womb, but emerge she did, healthy, and bringing Gail and me to tears.

THE MONITORS

For countless billions of years, organisms of many kinds—we humans being a recent addition to the long list—have remade themselves, conceiving offspring in whatever way nature made possible. We humans have painstakingly raised our offspring so that they could continue our immortality by becoming adults who, in turn, remade themselves.

Until very recently, we did not connect a mother and a fetus to electrical monitors. Birth occurred in the tundra, the savanna, the farmhouse, the family home, the car, or anywhere, for nature sometimes just won’t wait.

When birth occurred elsewhere but a hospital, a pregnant mother’s grandmas and aunties and midwives and doctors could read the signs of life inside the mother, and the mother herself could feel them internally, but we could not measure or see by ultrasound or read by electric waves the life hidden in the womb. We intuited an essential life in there, and religions and human socialization guided us to protect it at all costs, but we did not yet touch that life with a science capable of displaying, for medical use, the soul of the child within.

A few decades ago, that changed. Machines that read electrical signals were attached to pregnant mothers. Nearly everything about a child in utero can now be read. This change has given us the ability to read signals of life out of the hidden hush and silence from whence life comes. As I look back on those first moments of Gail’s birthing process, when she was being hooked up to monitors, and as I think of myself, her, and others watching the green lines tweaking up and down, the silver lines cresting and troughing, the digital numbers reading out blood pressure, the sounds of beeps and drones, I see something I missed back then: Right before my eyes was a brilliant example of the new science of the soul that humanity is now learning.

Those monitors were reading not just my daughter’s physical signals; they were also reading her soul, the electrical energy that makes her physicality possible. They read what we would later call “the light in her eyes”; they read her ability to move her limbs; they read fetal precursors to her quick intelligence, her moods, her hopes, and her dreams. All these things are electricity, and the monitors read that electricity quite well.

It was right in front of me when my own children were being born, but I missed it. It’s right before all of us. To see it, we need not get more monitors hooked up. We need only do two things: look more closely, and give ourselves the permission to think differently than we did before it became possible to touch, with signs, the actual light that the soul is.

THINKING DIFFERENTLY ABOUT
THE SCIENCE OF THE SOUL

By the end of this book—I hope, by the end of this chapter—you will say to yourself, I had thought I was a free thinker, but now I know better what freedom is. I hope you will say, I understand better what it means to find peace, within myself and in my world.

A great deal of our thinking, and thus our human energy, is caged in old ideas. Many of the problems we get into—within ourselves, in our communities, and on a larger scale, between nations and peoples—are the result of these ideas. I hope to introduce you to some new thinking and new ideas (some of which are, in fact, quite old but haven’t been fully understood till now; and some of which are distinctly new).

Thinking differently takes us to a number of doorways, and behind each is a proof of the soul of the child that I hope will intrigue and touch you. Should you be a person who needs no proof of the existence of the soul, nor of its composition, you may be tempted to skip these next few pages. I hope you won’t, for in them we will find beautiful and common ground.

Here are some new ideas this chapter will present:

The soul and the body are not split but are one.

Religion and science, which have historically been seen as oppositional to each other, actually teach us the same things about the soul.

Though we think of ourselves as separate from God—God above and we below—in fact, we and God occupy the same space; knowing this cannot help but change our attitudes toward life, death, and nearly everything in between.

At some level, each of us has already noticed evidence of the workings of the soul every day, even though we may lack the language and understanding to articulate what we’ve seen; once we do recognize our inherent, and relatively new, human ability to synthesize this information, we become a new human.

We have been afraid to notice, with certainty, the physical composition of the soul, for we have thought that to equate soul and body might downgrade the mysterious workings of God; new discoveries help us see that God is not diminished but pleased by our progress in thinking and understanding.

We may have been equally afraid to experience certainty because to fully know the soul of the child, and thus the intimacy of God, is to be required to reshape our human lives; this reshaping, the subject of the second half of this book, is a joyful but also a challenging task, one we’ve been putting off for many generations, for it will require changes in the way we live, and the way we act.

As this chapter proceeds, I hope you will come to see, as I have, that soul and body are not split; God is more than we thought; religion and science offer parallel proofs of the soul; the soul is a very physical phenomenon; and we, as a growing civilization, will make major leaps in human consciousness, and in the care of our children, when we fully understand who we are caring for, and thus, who we are.

Let us start this pattern of discovery with what religions have told us the soul is; then we will compare what religions have said to what science can now show us.

SEEING THE LIGHT

What have religions told us, since the beginning of oral and written language, about the soul, truth, and God? How have they spoken of soul, truth, and God in ways that we find echoed in neurobiological, scientific terms?

Both established religions and small, tribal spiritualities have always and in no uncertain terms called the soul, God, and truth “the light.” What might they have meant? And could this light be what the monitors in the hospital during my children’s births—and, indeed, during any medical procedure—have recognized, watched, and displayed?

Join me for a moment in noticing how clues to the human soul are locked in the human mind and thus are evident in humanity’s historical teachings, songs, and ideas. The human mind creates itself everywhere in words, and words cannot create anything but the mind, for the mind (in the most expansive sense) is what the mind knows. It cannot know anything else. The mind makes what it knows. And it knows a secret: The soul is a measurable, yet still mysterious, light.

We find examples of this hidden in all religions.

Hinduism

Hinduism, the parent of so many other religions in Asia, makes no mistake about calling the soul “the light.” A popular phrase when I lived in India—one that was brought over to the West in the later part of the last century—went like this: “May the light in me see the light in you.” This phrase integrates the Hindu sense that we are “beings of light.”

In the Hindu philosophy, our body cannot exist separate from our soul. The Hindu concept goes something like this: “Your body is an illusion, it is maya. Everything is actually soul. Without soul, you would be nothingness, darkness, unseen—the light is who you really are.”

The Bhagavad Gita, the foundational text of Hinduism, refers to three modes of material nature. One of these, the mode of goodness, “being purer than the others, is illuminating.” We will discuss later how “goodness” or moral action may well be a “whole brain activity” that “lights up the mind.” The Gita, a teaching manual between the divine form, Krishna, and a young warrior, Arjuna, presents divinity as “seated in the hearts of all created, the light of the radiant sun.”

Thus, in this ancient religion, not only is the individual person composed of light, but all of existence is also light itself.

Buddhism

In the Mahaparinibbana Suttanta, which recounts the end of the Buddha’s life, we find the Buddha speaking: “Therefore, O Ananda, be ye lamps unto yourselves. Hold fast to yourselves as lamps.”

In the Dharmapada, Buddha says, “The seeker who sets out upon the Way shines bright over the world.” The Way is the meditative development of a sense of one’s own soul, which leads to the display of oneself as a radiant being, en-lightened within, and illuminating, by serving, the world.
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