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Advance Praise for Betsy Chasse’s


TIPPING SACRED COWS





“Betsy’s writing makes you feel like you’re chatting over a glass of wine in your living room with your girlfriends. She is raw, open, honest, and hilarious as she tries to figure out what the hell to make of this life. Tipping Sacred Cows is an emotional journey of self-destruction and discovery, and you’re rooting for her through the laughter and tears like you would a best friend.”


—Jenny McCarthy, cohost of The View and bestselling author


“This is the true story of a witty, wonderful, and wise woman who had it all, lost most of it, and then discovered how to have an amazing life.”


—Arielle Ford, author of Wabi Sabi Love


“Tipping Sacred Cows is a pure delight. It will make you laugh and give you courage to face anything . . . it will keep you on your path to your conscious evolution. A light and enlightening read.”


—Barbara Marx Hubbard, Foundation for Conscious Evolution


“Raw, authentic, humorous, and vulnerable, Tipping Sacred Cows offers readers everything that makes for a very worthy (and life changing) literary endeavor. Thank you Betsy for having the ‘balls’ to say what so many of us have already been thinking!”


—Chris Grosso, author of Indie Spiritualist: A No Bullshit Exploration Of Spirituality


“Betsy Chasse exemplifies the true strength of a woman. Along her beautiful journey of vulnerability and reflection, Tipping Sacred Cows teaches us the importance of taking a step back, realigning our intentions, and never giving up on what we want out of life.”


—Mallika Chopra, founder of Intent.com


“Who let the dog(ma)s out? Betsy Chasse’s no-nonsense humor and candor in Tipping Sacred Cows make me tipsy with joy. Finally a book on spirituality that shines a klieg light on the B.S. so that the true needle in the haystack can emerge.”


—Kelly Sullivan Walden, bestselling author of I Had the Strangest Dream and It’s All In Your Dreams


“Who better to tip sacred cows than the woman who transformed Hollywood and filmmaking in her release of What The Bleep, a groundbreaking and award-winning documentary that has touched millions of lives. In so doing, she unleashed a torrent of new filmmaking in the spirituality and self-help genre, inspiring multitudes of new filmmakers, including me . . . that are now having a dramatic and transforming effect on people all over the world.”


—Austin Vickers, writer and producer of People v. The State of Illusion


“What Betsy Chasse has evolved to say since What The Bleep is a huge contribution from a woman who never thinks she knows it all. She is Socratic like that. She is wondering and musing with a huge intellect that embraces our cultural norms and also the sky and stars here on planet earth. I am so grateful she didn’t bore me with a bunch of answers, but opened me with a bunch of inquiries.”


—Vanda Mikoloski, comedian


“Betsy is a master of enrealment. In this brilliantly authentic book, she invites us to reveal ourselves and join her in the everything. Detachment is a tool—it’s not a life! As our masks and disguises fall away, we realize that spirituality and reality are indistinguishable threads of the same God weave. It’s all spirit, even the dust that falls off our awakening hearts. I loved this wondrous book. Tipping sacred cows, indeed!”


—Jeff Brown, author of Soulshaping
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What do sad people have in common?


It seems they have all built a shrine to the past


and often go there and do a strange wail and worship.


What is the beginning of happiness?


It is to stop being so religious


like that.


—The Gift: Poems by Hafiz, The Great Sufi Master, translated by Daniel Ladinsky
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I first met Betsy Chasse at a dinner party. As we caught a glance of each other that night, she immediately approached me with a strikingly bold and confident demeanor. The next thing I knew, we were engaged in a very robust and direct conversation about life. I was struck by the type of unique questions she asked me. The energy of our exchange and the velocity of our dialogue took us deep into a volley about the nature of reality. In a matter of moments, I found that we shared something in common. We are both pragmatists.


One of the founding fathers of pragmatism is a hero of mine, the great author, physician, and psychologist William James. James created a doctrine in which the meaning of an idea, a concept, or a proposition lies in its observable practical consequences. In other words, when you learn something new, how are you going to “practically” apply that philosophical information to create a favorable experience in your life?


Well, that’s kind of how our conversation unfolded that night.


We discussed the latest research about the brain and body, the mind, and consciousness as well as the exciting theoretical discoveries in quantum physics. Betsy cross-examined me about the quantum model of reality. I remember her asking, “Do you believe that your subjective mind has an effect on the objective world?”


I knew I was in for a long night.


We talked about the most up-to-date research in brain imaging, neuroplasticity, epigenetics, and psychoneuroimmunology. It was a great conversation. We agreed that all of these new sciences are suggesting expanded possibilities on how to move toward implementing what we innately know about our real potential. I told her that science has become the contemporary language of spirituality. And when we combine all of the new understandings in science, we can begin to demystify the mystical.


This is by far one of my passions—I have a sincere interest in demystifying the mystical so that every person understands that we have, within our reach, all we need to make significant changes in our lives. The truth be told, we come preloaded with all of the neurological and biological machinery to make this possible.


But how do we personalize these philosophical idealisms when we are a single parent with three children, struggling financially, and are suffering from a chronic pain disorder? This book will give you real guidance into knowing how to demonstrate these concepts by seeing the process through the eyes of someone like Betsy. She gives you real life experiences to relate to and certainly dispels the much-needed dogmas of spirituality. Someone has to do it and I can’t think of a better person.


I believe that this is a time in history when not only do people want to “know,” they want to “know how.” How do we apply both emerging scientific concepts and age-old wisdom to succeed at living a more enriched life? When you and I can connect the dots of what science is discovering about the nature of reality, and when we give ourselves permission to apply those principles to the simplest measures in our day-to-day existence, we then become both a mystic and a scientist in our own reality.


But we should never wait for science to give us permission to do the uncommon; if we do, then we are turning science into another religion. We should be brave enough to contemplate our lives, do what we feared was “outside the box,” and do it repeatedly. When we do that, we are on our way to a greater level of personal empowerment.


We are in the age of information because of advancements in technology. But all of this information that is available to us is to do something with—otherwise it’s just good dinner conversation, isn’t it? Betsy Chasse is not a dinner conversationalist and neither am I.


If all of us can open our minds to the way things really are, and let go of our conditioned beliefs about life and ourselves, shouldn’t we see the fruits of our efforts? In the process of that discovery, however, we might have to tip a few sacred cows along the way. This book is about changing your mindset and embracing what’s real and what’s not.


If you take intellectual information that you learn as a philosophy, and then initiate that knowledge into your life by applying it enough times until you master it, you will ultimately move from being a philosopher to an initiate to a master. There is sound scientific evidence that this is possible; however, you will most certainly be challenged along the way.


In the pages that follow, you will learn that personal transformation is a process. It is a daily step-by-step, conscious effort. To break free from the hardwired programs, social conditioning, and emotional memories that keep us anchored to the past will require that you stop yourself from going unconscious. That’s how true change happens. Nevertheless, we should never lie to ourselves and think it’s a linear process. We have to be realistic about the journey and never excuse ourselves with self-imposed beliefs about spirituality.


When you look into the mirror, you see your reflection, and you know who you are seeing is the physical you. But how does the true self, the ego and the soul, see itself? Your life is a mirror image of your mind, your consciousness, and who you really are. There are no schools of ancient spiritual wisdom sitting high on mountaintops in the Himalayas waiting to initiate us into becoming mystics and saints. Our life is our initiation into greatness. You and I should see life as an opportunity to reach greater and greater levels of self so that we can overcome our own limitations with more expanded levels of mind. That’s how the pragmatist, instead of the victim, sees it.


To abandon the familiar ways that we think about life, and have grown accustomed to in order to embrace new paradigms, will feel so unnatural. Frankly, it takes effort—and it’s uncomfortable. Why? Because we will no longer feel like ourselves.


How many times in history have admirable individuals who struggled against outdated beliefs been considered heretics and fools, yet after having endured the abuse of average minds emerged as geniuses, saints, or masters? In time, they became supernatural.


But how do we become supernatural? We have to begin to do what is unnatural: It is to give in the midst of crisis when everyone is feeling lack and poverty; to love when everyone is angry and judging others; to demonstrate courage and peace when everyone else is in fear; to show kindness when there is hostility and aggression; to surrender to possibility when the rest of the world is aggressively pushing to be first and competing on the way to the endless top; and to knowingly smile in the face of adversity. It seems so unnatural to make these types of choices in the midst of such experiences, but if we repeatedly succeed, in time we will transcend the norm.


So I invite you to experiment with everything that you learn in this book, and to objectively observe the outcomes. If you make the effort to change your inner world of thoughts and feelings, your external environment should begin to give you feedback to show you that your mind has had an effect on your “outer” world. Why else would you do it?


As an educator in the fields of neuroscience, brain function, biology, and brain chemistry, I have been privileged to be at the forefront of some of this research—not just by studying these fields but also by observing the effects of this new science once applied by common people like you and me. That’s the moment when the possibilities of this new science become reality.


Betsy Chasse’s work is an invitation to “practice life” with honest spirituality. I hope you enjoy this book as much as I did.


Dr. Joe Dispenza, author of You Are the Placebo, Breaking the Habit of Being Yourself, and Evolve Your Brain
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How to Get Coldcocked by an Epiphany


(or Waking Up Can Suck or Not Suck Depending on How You Handle Your Shit)


Think left and think right and think low and think high. Oh, the thinks you can think up if only you try!


—Dr. Seuss, Oh The Things You Can Think!


There was a time when my life was easy, or so I thought. I was happily living in my shoe-consciousness—where I was all about the shoes I was wearing, the car I was driving, and the boyfriend I was dating (and his car and his shoes)—and avoiding like the plague any existential quest that might lead me into the deep, dark bowels of my soul. Such a quest would involve passing through some shit and, well, hanging out in my soul-bowels seemed less than appealing.


And I suppose that’s the story of most twentysomethings, but as my thirties approached, the clock started ticking, and the search for the meaning of anything and everything kicked into gear. Miraculously, I was handed the golden egg, the holy grail of spiritual understanding on a silver platter, or rather on the silver screen, in the form of What the Bleep Do We Know!?, the movie I co-created with Will Arntz and Mark Vicente. Chock-full of spiritual know-how gathered from magical movie making, I knew it all and owned some great shoes. Enlightenment? Check!


I quickly followed up on my spiritual mastery and manifested the perfect husband, beautiful children, and a gorgeous home. Finally, everything clicked. My inner and outer selves were accessorized, matched, and decked out in deep-ish thoughts and somewhat-understandings. It was a perfect balance of beliefs that allowed me to coast along, riding high on my newfound enlightenment.


So there I was. I had my “spirituality” all laid out for me, picked up from the latest and greatest minds I’d conned my way into meeting. My beliefs lazed like cows standing in a pasture of protection, all blinged out, while I worked really hard to keep them all sparkly, running from cow to cow in my awesome new boots.


And let me tell you, I frolicked the hell out of that pasture, leaping through the air, twirling, and all the other stuff you do when you frolic. I frolicked right up until I slipped on something smelly and fell, and really, what was I expecting? I was in a freaking cow pasture, for God’s sake.


Splat, squish, my boots! I actually heard cartoon sounds when I landed. Okay, I didn’t, but I should have, it was that kind of absurd. I lay there, all sprawled out, seeing my pasture and my cows from a hoof-level perspective. I saw the ground on which was built my understanding of the world and who I was in my little part of time and space. In that moment, I came to one profound realization: my pasture of perfection was full of shit, and it reeked. It was a wake-you-up kind of smell. My life imploded, and it stank. Cue life-altering epiphany, ready or not (most likely not, because who’s really ready to completely throw out everything you thought you knew and start from scratch?).


I’d heard about such things—great epiphanies that illuminate some kind of knowledge and understanding into a higher state of being, an evolution of the spirit and/or mind. My friends would often sit around the fire, spinning their tales about how, after fasting or meditating or pilgrimaging or a combo of the three (or helping at a homeless shelter or doing work with the sick or some other selfless activity or maybe even seeing someone else perform an act of kindness, shit, even reading about it in the paper), a person felt compelled to evaluate their life. Then, in the story, the person comes to some kind of spiritual jackpot and goes about the business of saving the world, or at least a section of it, while brimming with joy and spreading compassion like creamy peanut butter on a perfect PB&J.


My cow pie epiphany was so far removed from the miraculous one of landing smack-dab in the middle of a New Age phenomenon of quantum mysticism, complete with a walk on the red carpet, princess dress, and handsome prince (I mean, how does a girl who has never even spelled the words quantum physics end up making a movie about how it’s the end all, be all of the meaning of life?) that the mind boggles. When you soar that high, your epiphany is bound to be messy.


Probably because I was no June Cleaver and never mastered the art of the perfect PB&J; mine always have jelly dripping out the bottom, staining my kids’ shirts and making their hands all sticky, with my own shirt being quickly used as a napkin by my little problem solvers, because of course I forgot to give them one of those. In my life, I never seemed to have a napkin when I needed one, even though looking at me, you would probably think to yourself, how does she do it?


I was an excellent faker.


I produced illusionary napkins at will, all smoke and mirrors. People will see what they want to see, especially if the magician is really good, and I was. Unfortunately, my superpower of producing an endless supply of immaterial napkins was less than awesome. At this moment, with this epiphany, catastrophic as it was going to be when the full implications spilled out into my life, I needed the real deal because it would take every napkin on the planet to clean up the mess.


My awesome epiphany was like this: imagine yourself waking up next to your sleeping husband and feeling this overwhelming urge to scream BURGLAR! Only, I was the burglar in this scenario, and I had stolen someone’s entire life—the house, the bed, the husband—everything. Then, ironically, I realized that I had stolen fake goods.


My epiphany came on like hives—a slow burn of discomfort between the carpool and cleaning up cat vomit. It culminated one morning when all of my beliefs, my understanding of my carefully built system of daily agreements about the way life is, tipped and fell domino-like, leaving me with the task of trying to stand them all up again.


I did not know how I ended up in that situation that morning, not then. It just happened like life does. Whammo—mornings and existential angst, slipping into my bedroom window, poking at me.


I did not receive this wake-up call well; I am not a morning person. I need time before I move, time to lie there and bemoan the fact that I have to do things, like open my eyes and clean the litter box.


On that morning, I lay in the wandering-void-of-not-willing-to-be-awake, that gray space between silent room and loud thoughts, and found the first cow to which the title of this book refers, and it was definitely tipped. The cow called I am. I know this because in that in-between moment, I realized I wasn’t who I thought I was. I was a fraud, an alien. Illegal, a stranger in a strange land, with a husband lying next to me and kids down the hall.


I watched the pieces of my life come together like a mosaic above me, little shards of colored glass, each representing a belief I held sacred, an idea about what was real and what was true about myself and everything I thought made sense, everything I thought about what it meant to live a spiritual life. I watched my understanding of what the word spiritual meant, what anything meant, the minutia of the moments that brought me here, to this suddenly unfamiliar life, and I was filled with an unwelcome sense of hurt and sadness.


I felt as if I had been abandoned by my cows, left to survive in this house filled with children, a spouse, a dog, and a couple of cats. All of them felt alien to me. How was it possible, with all I had in my life, that I could feel so profoundly unhappy and unfulfilled? And it went beyond a feeling. I became it in every fiber of myself—my skin and hair, my muscle and bone—they all became this unbearable feeling until it felt as if it was in my cells, changing me, making me heavy in a way I had never thought I could be. And worse, I did not understand it; I did not know how I had gotten to this moment. I had no sense of where it would go. I had no sense of any other way to be. All of this washed over me, the weight of it. How much my heart hurt took my breath away.


We’ve all had those moments in our lives when we feel stripped naked and empty, when a sudden realization about our life has pulverized us. Not knowing what else to do that morning, I first checked in on the usual suspect when we women sink into a pit of utter despair: could it be PMS? Bleeding for several days without dying can cause anyone to want to check out to another dimension. Nope, no such luck. Perhaps a cup of coffee and a smoke would snap me out of my soul-destroying moodiness. There is nothing like a morning visit from Juan Valdez and the Marlboro Man to bring a girl back from the brink.


I envisioned these boys gallantly bursting into my room and whisking me off to better pastures, a place where coffee and cigarettes solved all of life’s problems. In my daydream, we sat together, discussing the big questions like Why am I here? and Why am I living this life? with some Is this it? added in. Talking Heads’ “Once in a Lifetime” played in the background, and my trusty copy of Ekhart Tolle’s The Power of Now sat close by for easy reference.


I played out that scenario in my head and realized that my boys Juan and the Marlboro Man did not have the answers I sought, and neither did I. I froze, because I had never before been without an answer. My sacred cows had always been able to muster a fresh-milked glass of magic—instant pasteurized 2-percent to quench my existential thirst. In retrospect (and to really push this metaphor home), I realize I had been drinking powdered milk that was not quite mixed in all the way, still grainy and like sandpaper in my mouth. I always just thought that was the way it was supposed to be.


Instead of answers, my Juan and the Man fantasy gave me a WTF enema: you know, that hollow empty feeling you get when your shit has been sucked out and it’s sitting next to you in a bag, and you can actually see all the crap you’ve stuffed into yourself. There they were, all the moments in my life leading up to this one, all the platitudes and pithy one-liners meant to ease a person into that false sense of thinking they know when really they don’t, in a bag smelling strongly of self-delusion.


Crazily enough, the thought of drinking liquid black asphalt and puffing on a nicotine bomb suddenly didn’t seem so appealing on this particular morning.


I’ve never been good at depriving myself, especially when it comes to caffeine and nicotine. Those have always been my usual go-to problem solvers—I mean, if Eckhart and Deepak couldn’t help, usually a smoke and a mocha could, and without them, I was cranky and pissed off and suffered a robust bout of self-accountability dehydration. It seems to be a thing that when adults feel deprived, we generally either feel victimized or bitter. Out of the two, I’m better at bitter, which means blaming everyone I know.


The morning of The Epiphany (yes, it is now capitalized because it was an Event), I hopped right to it and blamed my parents, my husband, my kids, and even the damn cats—fur balls, always tortured, never happy with anything, always “me me me.” They were all sucking the life out of me because they all obviously hated me and wanted to stifle me. The horrific conspiracy to keep me down was real, and the cats were in on it. Of course, the whole it-is-everyone’s-fault-but-mine argument didn’t hold water for long. It takes a lot of energy to blame the world, and there I was without even the help of a cup of coffee or a cigarette.


This is how it is when you have a crisis of self in the early morning, before the first nervanic drink of coffee, before the first puff of nicotine, before those things that pull you right back into shoe-consciousness. This is how it is, so you doubt the realness of everything. Nothing feels true.


And when nothing feels true, every bit of you freezes in place. You feel the inner you tremble. You feel it in your intellect and your heart, and most pointedly in your spirit. And you are filled with a horrible sense that you have caused yourself true harm. That’s what it was for me, that moment in my bed, with my spirit trembling in actual, real fear.


As I lay in my bed, suspended in time, not able to move forward and unwilling to go back to pre-Epiphany ignorance (because once the shit’s out, there’s no putting it back), I realized the truth was I didn’t know anything. Anything about happiness, love, spirituality, or myself . . . nothing, nada, zilch. Now that’s a real what-the-fuck moment.


I will say, I was righteously indignant. My inner monologue was all: How is this even possible? I am an expert, dammit. I made a movie about creating reality and finding spiritual bliss, for the love of God! I’ve spent years reading the books, listening to the gurus, the speakers—I’ve collected some kick-ass wisdom. Look at my beautiful, gorgeous, painted cows, decorated and accessorized with everything I have learned.


Meanwhile, from a very cinematic-esque distance, I heard another voice challenging my convictions. The voice was very practical and even-toned—the voice of someone telling it like it is and speaking the truth. It said, “Betsy, if you are real with yourself, you will admit that you have no idea what happiness and bliss look like or what something like spirituality even means. Your herd of sacred cows, no matter how you fancy them up, are hanging out in a closed-off pasture full of crap. They are glass cows. Easily breakable glass cows, and it only took one small, real moment to break them. It’s time to really wake the fuck up to reality—Love you!” I paraphrase, but that was the gist.


“So now what are we going to do?” my freaked-out, inner monologue squeaked. And I said, “Fuck if I know!”


What the bleep did I know?


Up until this moment, I had believed the story I was living; I had based myself, my identity, on being the expert, the mom, the wife, and the cat and dog owner. I had based myself on a story I told myself. I built my life around a belief that I had to be perfect, that no one could ever know the doubt and pain I felt inside me. My career was built upon being in the know—if anyone saw that I didn’t know, I would be left with nothing, sort of like how I felt at that very moment. I had told myself that I should be happy at all costs, that I was seeking enlightenment, that screaming positive affirmations at the top of my lungs would eventually drown out the negative ones I whispered. I told myself that eventually that thing called the Law of Attraction would kick in, that I could indeed manifest all the gold I could imagine if only I meditated long enough, even if I never actually believed I deserved it. That didn’t matter. Just be it, and it will be—right?


I would fake it until I made it.


It was all a lie; I was the fool, fooling me. At that moment I could not identify the person at the core of all of those labels. My story was myth, something to give me cognitive comfort in the dark night of my soul, or rather, in my case, in the cold light of day.


I have to say, even in retrospect I have no idea how long this little life disemboweling took. I did at some point realize that I needed to start fresh, from the ground up.


Yeah, that’s easy to say, but after you’ve read all the perky platitudes on Facebook, how do you actually create a new life when you don’t know who you’re creating it for? And how do you create this “new” life if you don’t know how you created the life you’re already living?


Still lying in my bed, staring up at the ceiling, I started playing through, like a montage cliché, the movie of my life: every piece, every story, every truth, every belief from my faith to my lack thereof, everything I thought I knew. And one by one I dismantled all of it, leaving no room to justify my story, to placate it, or to appease it with the logic and illusion my sacred cows had previously so easily provided for me. One by one I ticked the pieces off: marriage—lie; wealth—lie; spiritual know-it-all—big, fat lie.


I checked them off until I could no longer hide behind the false reality I knew I had tried my hardest to make real. I confirmed that none of it was real, none of it was true, and that I was, in fact, an imposter in my own life. It was somewhat nauseating, this self-evisceration.


The mosaic of images that swirl before you during this self-examination, the moments from your past that flash before your eyes when you are peeling yourself back, are not the ones you want to remember. They’re not the birthdays that made you laugh until you cried and the first kisses that made you touch your lips with your fingertips after they were done. No, instead they are the moments like when you lied to your best friend about kissing her boyfriend and when you first realized you could only fly in your dreams. You see the moment when your favorite stuffed animal remains silent instead of speaking to you when you cry into it at night. You see the moments filling you up with your life’s heartbreak.


You see the things that made you lose your belief in magic and wild possibility and the things that made you exchange wonder and awe for fear of failure and the loss of your own love of self.


I saw all of this, all right there in front of me, in wonderful Technicolor on my ceiling. Plus a single statement in easy-to-understand words, flashing bright and glittery: YOU DID THIS TO YOURSELF.


That was a truth I wasn’t sure I wanted to face. And let’s be honest—who would? I was scared shitless.


In my Technicolor autobiography on the ceiling, I found that I had chosen the easiest path in my life. It wasn’t a path that was filled with truth, and deep inside, I knew it. I had taken the story that was offered by the world at large, the one that took the least effort on my part, and ran with it, even when it hurt.


I have to say, I was an excellent runner. I even had a baton to pass along—my story of least resistance and even less internal work—and somewhere along the way, I decided I should collect lots of even less-stellar batons. Here, quick, take it: “You’re too damaged to be worth anything to anyone.” Here, quick, take it: “You’re short and will never be pretty.” Here, quick, take it: “You aren’t smart enough for college, and you don’t have the money.” Here, quick, take it: “Just think happy thoughts and everything will be okay.” Quick, run: “Make a movie about quantum physics and finally you will have the answers you seek.”


All the while, I was grabbing a baton and running, grabbing and running, grabbing and running, until I couldn’t hold any more batons and my legs burned and my feet had blisters and I couldn’t breathe. I was desperate to grab on to that one baton that would deliver me to some kind of bliss, to enlightenment, to ubiquitous, amorphous happiness.


And while I was grabbing all of those batons, I was also busy passing out the ones I had constructed out of all the rest. All of my friends, my family, my kids, my dog, and even the damn cats, they took those DIY batons because that was all I handed them.


As I lay there buried under the batons I had grabbed, I began to realize that this life wasn’t creating itself. There was an artist, a painter, a hand of God, if you will, up there somewhere, putting the pieces together. I saw my own hand reaching toward my pieces of glass, and I understood. There was a bit of wisdom to be found among my cows: it was up to me to create myself.


The clichés are true. With every yin there is a yang, with every down an up, and the upside to this ah-ha! moment—this Epiphany—was that I had a choice whether to believe the story or create a new one.


So often, we glom onto that new thing, that new book, that new technique, only to have our shelves become so cluttered with pretty glass cows that we lose sight of the blueprints, the unadorned cows underneath. We lose the ability to see their true beauty, their true meaning, and most important, their meaning to us. It was time to drop some batons. It was time to tip some sacred cows and chip off the bling.


I started with my own beliefs about myself, about what I thought I knew about what it meant to live a meaningful, spiritual life. It was time to figure out what being spiritual even meant, what any of it meant, and how I could finally find peace with it within myself.


I may have spent as many years on this journey as you have, or perhaps fewer. I had a lot of data, yet I hadn’t really done the work to actually incorporate my knowledge about the stuff that fills us up and gives meaning to our lives, all of the things that I had researched and explored. I started to, but then got caught up in the pageantry, the illusion that a little bit of knowledge can cause you to build, and I left those cows on my shelf of intellectual pursuit. Yet I truly thought I had integrated everything. I guess that is part of the journey. I had peeled away layers of the onion of how we find meaning. But the work and application—that’s the trick, isn’t it?


Back in the day, in the early stages of my “awakening” when I first began to dig, little bits of myself were being revealed that I didn’t like. Instead of digging further, I stopped because I was truly afraid of what I might find down there and afraid of what others might think of me if I wasn’t perfect, if I didn’t already know it all.


The morning of The Epiphany was the beginning of the next part of my journey. It began as I picked up one sacred cow of my past and really examined it from every angle, not just what was on top, but in those dips and curves that are usually hidden and always filled with hard-to-shake-up dust. I couldn’t start the journey forward until I had cleaned up the mess I’d left behind, at least for myself. There is no going back and undoing, and I realized I didn’t want to. I just wanted the freedom to leave it behind if I needed to, or take it with me, cleaned up and ready for use. It didn’t have to be perfect, just workable. When you decide to hit the reset button in life, you can’t always just hop on a plane and disappear off into the sunset. There is a reality you have created, and for me it was filled with a husband, children, cats, a dog, a career, a house, and shoes.


The greatest gift I have been given during this process is the freedom to break free of the old paradigm, the old patterns of myself, and to gleefully romp through my fields of cows and tip them at will. I know that when I do, I am experiencing a whole new reality (the one where I keep the kids, the cats, and the dog, but not the husband).
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Spirituality Is Just a Word, until It’s Not,


and Other Revelations (or Tipping Sacred Cows)


What is a sacred cow? It is defined as an idea, custom, or institution considered to be exempt from criticism or questioning. Our world has a lot of sacred cows. In the United States, our biggie is the Constitution. No one had better mess with that foudning document. It is the glue that holds our pieces together. That document is treated as sacrosanct, as if the words printed there are directly from God. Speaking of God, we don’t want to mess with that sacred cow either, especially the one found in those other famous sets of prose—the Tanakh, the Bible, and the Koran. Question any of these documents and you’re liable to be labeled either unpatriotic, a heathen, or a pagan, and no one wants to be considered one of those ungodly, idol-worshiping, ritual-blood-sacrificing, self-indulgent social nihilists!


I realized my calling as an ungodly, idol-worshipping, ritual-blood-sacrificing, self-indulgent social nihilist or, as I like to call me, a spiritual seeker, when I was eight years old on a Sunday outing with my father, a choir director at multiple churches in our community. I had spent a not-delightful couple of hours of shaking in my fancy dress shoes after hearing that I was probably going to rot eternally in hell for secretly wishing my sister would run away so I could have her bedroom. I mean, I didn’t really want my sister to run away; I just wanted her room and that seemed like the only way I was going to get it. I was confused by the contradiction of an all-loving God who would banish an eight-year-old to eternal damnation just over thinking about wanting her sister’s bedroom. Was coveting my sister’s room in my daydreams really that serious? Apparently, yes.


I spent the day watching and judging any possible negative thought that might cross me off God’s waiting list into heaven for good girls, waiting for the skies to open and a big burly guy with a beard to glower down at me and, with a flick of his finger, zap me instantly into hell.1


My father, the man I believed knew everything, the one person in my life who would surely save me from eternal damnation, the man with the answers, could not explain this to me. And if he couldn’t, then it was complete madness and I should steer clear of anything spiritual, lest I get lost forever in the burning fires of hell. Those people take their cows very seriously, and I wasn’t about to mess with them. So from that moment on, I left the spiritual world behind and planted my fancy dress-up shoes firmly in material reality—safe, where what you see is what you get, where you could touch it, smell it, and taste it—and I liked it that way.


It isn’t just forms of government and organized religions that have sacred cows. They’re everywhere: in sports, in art, in movies, in pop culture, and in books. Most people take their sports cows very seriously. The same goes for their art cows, political cows, ethical and moral cows, and any and all of the cultural cows you can think of. But most especially, people take seriously the cows they hold on to about themselves and their individual beliefs.


One of the biggest sacred cows I have come across is the idea of what is spiritual. What does it mean to live a spiritual life? In my line of work, I spend a lot of time meeting people and talking with them about spirituality and all the sacred cows that go along with it. These cows include everything from making the quantum idea be the answer to all our questions to living the Law of Attraction, from whether emotions are bad or good or to be judged at all to whether to kill the ego or let it live. They even include the definition of enlightenment. I would often spend hours in conversations with people where I felt like we were all speaking different languages because everybody had their own ideas about what these things meant. No one wanted to give up their personal definition for a more global one we could all circle around, lest they be deemed less spiritual by the people they had deemed to be the mostest in the spiritual category. It was their sacred cow.


I once asked someone what she actually meant when she used words like spirituality and bliss. She gave me kind of a dumbfounded look and asked or, more like, exclaimed, “You don’t know?!” And then she happily launched into a dissertation on her interpretation of what such words mean, all very matter-of-factly, as if the words’ truths were in a bag that she had a firm grip on. What she handed me was the well-rehearsed spin, the dogmas of New Age spirituality. Whether it’s organized religion or New Age spiritualism, dogma often reigns supreme, even if the dogma is anti-dogma. As I listened, I wondered if she really, truly believed it or just thought that was what she was supposed to say.
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