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To change
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wi th another  dragon ,

the l i fe -energy

of  the sou l .

~ Je la ludd in Rumi
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INTRODUCTION

WELCOME!
I am delighted that you’ve chosen to experience Food: A Love 

Story—the journey to rediscover Soul via the love of food.
You are about to begin an amazing transformational 

adventure. Here’s what to expect:
In the foreword, you’ll meet the two main characters—Kate 

and her mentor—whom you’ll be journeying with this next 
month. You’ll also find a short questionnaire that I’d like you 
to complete.

On Day One of the program you’ll begin your first lesson. 
Each lesson is an engaging dialog between Kate and her mentor, 
followed by “Something to Chew On,” which is often a quote or 
story to ponder. Then, you’ll have an interactive exercise that 
will help you to personally incorporate the message of the day 
into your life.

This is also the day you will receive a link to a meditation 
recording and I encourage you to listen to this recording right 
away, as well as each and every morning during the program, 
either directly before or right after you read your daily lesson. 
Listening to this meditation is an important and integral part of 
the next 30 days. It will not only help you still your thoughts, 
but also make room for the new concepts and experiences that 
you will be encountering each and every day.

I wrote this book based on my work guiding thousands of 
people from all walks of life through this same transformational 
journey. What you will be experiencing is a powerful and 
viable path to freedom and Self-discovery that affects your life 



on every level. As you progress during the next month, you’ll 
discover that you are cultivating not only a different relationship 
with food and your body, but with all of your life. You will 
see immediate results through your shifts in perception, but 
the real success of this program depends on the degree of your 
commitment to making profound lifestyle changes.

I urge you to read Food: A Love Story once all the way 
through, one lesson each day, not focusing on mastering any 
one lesson, but just allowing yourself to appreciate and absorb 
the revelation of every day’s message. Later on, after you’ve 
completed the program, if you feel you want to make a more 
concerted effort at mastering it, go back and reread the lessons, 
now from the even broader perspective that you’ll have gained 
after finishing the entire story. Focus on experiencing all you 
can from each and every exercise.

I would like to note that the journey within—which you’re 
about to embark on—is the adventure of a lifetime, but it’s not 
all smooth sailing. There are choppy, yet miraculous waters 
ahead, so proceed with dedication and utmost trust in your 
ability to know and love yourself. Go easy on yourself and 
enjoy this journey (a sense of humor helps a lot!).

You may want to talk with your loved ones, or anyone you 
live or typically eat with, to be sure they are clued in on the 
process you are going through. They can offer their support 
at critical times and even when you are simply enjoying the 
process.

Reading Food: A Love Story is meant to be a unique and 
interactive experience. As you read the book I invite you to send 
your questions and thoughts to me. Questions and answers are 
posted on the Soul-Full Community Online Forum, visit www.
soul-fulleating.com to sign up today.

To make this easier for you, all links and resources referred 
to in this book can be found at www.eatwithsoul.com/links

That’s all you need to know. The rest is self explanatory. 
Now open your mind and heart and get ready to experience 
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an exciting and life-enhancing month, unlike any other you’ve 
ever had before. 

Thank you for being courageous and dedicated to yourself. 
The most important thing we can do for the world is to learn 
to love ourselves.

Blessed journeying…

Only love,

Maureen
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FOREWORD

KATE CAME TO ME EXHAUSTED. “Tired of myself,” she said, 
dropping into a chair and slouching into her bulky sweater as if 
she wanted to disappear. 

“I’ve been struggling with self-image for as long as I can 
remember, trying to lose these extra 10 to 15 pounds that I’ve 
been carrying around,” she pinched her waist, then threw up her 
hands in disgust. “I’ve tried probably 20 or 30 different diets. 
I’ve worked out, pumped up, fueled up and now I’m feeling 
entirely fed up,” she said dramatically, “I’m constantly thinking 
about my weight. I’m sick of it. Even when I almost reach my 
goal of 125 pounds—say one or two pounds away—it’s not long 
before I’m back up to 140 again.

“I’m done!” She said emphatically, “I feel fat, sad and 
defeated.” Tears began to well up in her eyes. As she sat across 
from me, my office desk between us, I could see that she was at 
the end of her rope, and would probably want to hang herself 
with it if she’d found herself in front of one more diet guru 
promoting yet another miracle plan.

Happily, I knew I couldn’t offer her such false promises.
Instead, I handed her a box of tissues and smiled, feeling 

immensely grateful for the opportunity to work with someone 
willing to be so vulnerable and honest—knowing that when 
harnessed and moved in the right direction, these qualities 
breed tremendous strength.

“So, are you ready to begin?” I asked.
She looked at me skeptically, raising an eyebrow, “I don’t know.”
“Good!” I said, “For the next few moments, allow yourself to 



stay in that frame of mind—not knowing—and for once in your 
life, allow yourself to feel happy about it. Can you do that?”

“I don’t know,” she replied, still teary.
“Perfect!” I said, enthusiastically.
She looked confused, but as the irony of the situation 

dawned on her, a slight smile came to her lips and she let out a 
long sigh, as her mood visibly lightened.

“You’re doing it already!” I said.
“Doing what?” she asked, shaking her head as if to say, no, I 

don’t like this one bit. But her widening smile betrayed her.
“You’re surrendering.” I said.
“To what?” she asked.
“To the moment,” I replied. “Doesn’t it feel great?!”
“I don’t kno—” she began to say, but then caught herself 

mid-sentence and burst out laughing.
To which I replied, “Isn’t it a relief? And,” I continued, “not 

knowing—if you can surrender to it—is the key to happiness.”
“Well, it’s definitely not your typical diet plan,” she 

laughed.
I could see that she was entirely engaged now.
“It’s clear that you’re catching on quick,” I remarked. “So 

I’m going to let you in on a little secret of mine—something 
you can always fall back on when you’re struggling or confused. 
I have a personal mantra that I say to myself whenever I’m 
about to begin a new endeavor, or find myself in the midst of 
transition, challenge or change. And really, if we’re fully living 
life and not shrinking from it, these moments of uncertainty 
happen to us hundreds of times each and every day. Whenever 
I’m in the middle of one, I say:

I don’t know what it is, but I love it!

“You see,” I went on, “It’s a happy little secret of life—the 
secret of not knowing. It doesn’t have to be scary not to know. 
It can actually be invigorating, exhilarating and thoroughly 
enjoyable to not understand exactly what’s going on in your 
life. But the trick is that you have to love that you don’t know 
what’s going on.”
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Kate’s eyes were wide, as if she didn’t quite believe what she 
was hearing, “My whole life, I always thought that I had to have 
a plan, that I needed to know where I was going.”

“Most people do,” I said, “thanks to the ego—that’s the 
voice of survival, of control, of dreaded anticipation that keeps 
us feeling imprisoned in a hopeless endeavor, because we can’t 
possibly control our lives to a ‘T’. The ego can never really 
make us feel safe, or secure, or happy, or comfortable, because 
it’s too obsessed with controlling everything. And following the 
ego will never make us feel loved, which is really what all of 
those other feelings are about.”

“So what does all of this have to do with dieting?”
“Good question,” I laughed, “I’ll cut to the chase and go 

right to the end of this non-dieting journey that you and I will 
be taking together these next 30 days. And I’ll let you know 
right now, that at the end of these 30 days I don’t want you to 
be anything but you. Free, happy and joyously you!”

I took out a piece of paper and wrote down what Kate could 
expect to experience.

1. I don’t want you to change at all. I want you to find what’s 
unchangeable in you and begin to live from there.

2. I don’t want you to be in control of yourself or your life. 
I want you to embrace life’s unpredictability. And realize 
that its uncontrollability is actually a blessing.

3. I don’t want you to win any “diet battles.” I want you to 
surrender to the grace that’s all around you.

4. I don’t want you to achieve some dieting goal and “get 
there” by giving up all of your “bad habits.” I want your 
bad habits to give up you.

Kate looked at me, completely confused, but for once, not 
seeming to mind that one bit. Her whole body was less tense 
and she began to sit up straighter as I spoke, leaning in with 
interest. The tears of sadness and frustration that she’d come in 
with had turned into tears of relief.

“Good, that’s what I want,” I said, “your eyes to see more 
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clearly. So keep on crying. Cry for hours and hours if you 
like. I’ve got plenty of time. Those tears are going to help you 
immensely, they mean that you’re letting go, and ultimately 
they’ll turn into what I call ‘golden tears’—tears of joy.”

Kate’s expression began to relax. I could tell that she was 
basking in this acceptance of her emotional roller coaster. For 
once, no one was telling her that what she was feeling was 
wrong or that she had to be a certain way.

When I could see that she’d had the chance to soak in what 
she’d heard so far, I said, “Now, it’s the beginning.”

“The beginning of what?” she asked tentatively.
“Just you wait and see. Over these next 30 days, we’re going 

to lift the veil between you and your life, so that you can finally 
see the beauty that’s all around you and realize the brilliance of 
who you are.”

Kate was speechless, her eyes wide, but no longer 
skeptical.

“Go home. Rest up. Let our conversation sink in and notice 
how you feel about it. I’ll see you tomorrow morning…”

FOOD FOR THOUGHT…

Prior to beginning Food: A Love Story, I’d like you to 
tangibly mark the commencement of this endeavor by setting 
aside some time today, approximately 15-20 minutes, when you 
can be quiet and introspective. Then fill out the questionnaire: 
Are You Soul-Full? While doing so, pay close attention to the 
feelings that arise. Be honest and self-reverent, while remaining 
as objective as possible. You’ll be happy to have this record of 
your authentic feelings when you complete the program, as a 
tangible way to realize how far you’ve come.

After honestly answering each question, put the 
questionnaire away in a safe place. You’ll be reading it again 
when you finish the program to evaluate your progress.

A printable version of this questionnaire is available at:
www.eatwithsoul.com/links

xxvi | FOOD: A LOVE STORY



ARE YOU SOUL-FULL? 

While completing the following questionnaire it’s of key 
importance to remember that this self-survey is for your eyes only—it 
is between you and you. Answer each question as accurately and 
objectively as you can. There is no “right” or “wrong” answer.

If you feel guilt or judgment arise in you while you are answering 
any specific question, pause for a moment, breathe deeply, and just 
observe yourself. To the best of your ability, let any unsettlement go. Be 
inviting and curious with yourself; enjoy this process of self-inquiry. 
When you have completed the survey, put it aside in a safe place so 
you can read it again in 30 days, when you’ll ask yourself these same 
questions once again. 

Take my word for it, it’s quite an enlightening process.

Answer these questions by rating your level of satisfaction in each area 
from 1-10. (1 is the least satisfying—10 is extremely satisfying.)

I have a fulfilling home life.

I have satisfying, whole relationships.

I have a fulfilling career.

I regularly pursue hobbies and interests that I enjoy.

I engage in regular physical activity that I love.

I am committed to a daily spiritual practice that I feel connects me on 
a deep level.

I am fully present in my life—meaning, I hold no anger, resentment 

or judgment towards others.

I am sensitive to my own needs, as well as the needs of others.

I view sensitivity as strength.

I embrace change.

I welcome intimacy, love and touch.

I feel connected to life and to others.

I find reasons to belly laugh, out loud and often.

I feel I have an important purpose to fulfill in life.

I am living my purpose.

I know how to create the life I’d love.

I am ready to unlock my unlimited potential, balance my emotions, 
master my diet, and liberate my spirit.
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D A Y  O N E

Lighten Up!
There i s  noth ing more surpr i s ing than r ight  now.

R ight  now i s  where you a lways  are anyway .

~ James Broughton

“SO YOU WANT TO LOSE WEIGHT,” I said to Kate as she 
settled in across from me on the couch.

“Well, I’m not sure anymore,” she said tentatively. “That’s 
what I’d thought before we spoke yesterday. But now it feels 
like… something lifted. I don’t know what it is, but I feel better… 
about myself… about the prospect of finding a ‘better me.’”

“Good,” I said. “That’s easy. The road may appear to be long, 
but it’s actually very short.” I continued, “It’s the journey from, 
‘I’m not.’ to ‘I am!’ This journey all happens inside of you—the 
truth is, it can’t happen anywhere else.”

“I feel like I’ve already been on a never-ending journey to 
find happiness,” Kate said wearily.

“It’s only seemed like a long and arduous journey to you 
because you’ve been on the endless diet-syndrome route. 
That’s a journey that just keeps you going ‘round and ‘round 
in circles, hoping you’ll get to some destination of perfection 
and happiness someday that’s way outside of yourself. Am 
I right? The only road signs along the way have been other 



people’s ‘expert opinions’ and your own skewed view of 
yourself based on your willingness to sacrifice, suffer, endure 
and deny.”

“Ugh. That sounds about right.”
“Yet despite everything you do, no matter how hard you 

try, that ‘someday I’ll be happy with the way I look’ destination 
always remains elusive.”

Kate laughed uneasily, “It sounds nuts when you describe it 
that way. But you’re right.”

“That’s the fast route to hell if I’ve ever heard of one!” We 
both began to laugh, at how absurd the situation had been, and 
with optimism for the future.

Kate seemed relieved that I understood and could relate to 
her so well. With a sudden gleam of newfound hope in her 
eye, she came to the edge of her seat and asked, “So, how do I 
begin?”

I reached into my desk drawer, took out an audio CD and 
handed it to her saying, “Today, and for the next 30 days, you 
are going to awaken each and every morning to yourself.”

“I don’t get it. What do you mean, ‘awaken to myself?’”
“You’ve obviously gotten out of bed today, since you’re here, 

but are you really awake? Or, are you sleepwalking?”
“I’m not sure what you mean,” she said slowly, the familiar 

look of confusion returning.
“Do you feel blissfully happy to be alive right now?”
She sat back in her chair and her eyes lowered a bit. After a 

moment she looked back up and said, “No. I feel hopeful. But I 
can’t say I feel blissful.”

“Then,” I said, “you’re still sleeping.”
She looked at me searchingly and despite herself she laughed 

out loud and said, “Okay.”
I didn’t say anything. She thought for a moment and a hint 

of sadness returned to her voice as she spoke again, unsure of 
what my reply to her next question would be.

“Can you help me wake up?” she sincerely and humbly asked.

2 | FOOD: A LOVE STORY



To which I answered, “Sure.”
She exhaled deeply and then replied, in an almost inaudible 

whisper, the tears welling up again in her eyes, “Oh, thank God. 
It’s been such a nightmare.”

“First, sit back and get comfortable,” I said. “Then you can 
listen to the audio CD that I’ll be giving you to take home. I’d 
like you to listen to it every morning for the next 30 days, while 
you are still in bed, or sitting up in a comfortable position with 
your back supported, so you can relax.”

I put the CD on, so that we could “wake up” listening to 
it together. For a full five minutes we heard a gentle mantra 
repeated:

I relax and cast aside all mental burdens and allow Soul to 
express through me Divine Peace, Love and Wisdom.

As we listened I could feel a palpable shift in the room. 
Everything seemed more spacious and relaxed. Kate was 
willingly surrendering to the words.

When the meditation was over, she took her time to slowly 
open her eyes. I noticed they were teary once again. I smiled 
but kept silent.

She smiled back at me and said, “I don’t know what it is, 
but I love it.’

I laughed, “See you tomorrow, bright and early, wide 
awake!” As she got up to leave, I added, “And maybe you’ll 
want to forgo the coffee…”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

I am not a body. I am free. For I am still as God created me.
  ~ A Course In Miracles

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #1

Begin today and everyday for the next 30 Days, listening 
to the Food: A Love Story meditation recording.
Go to the following link to listen to and download the recording. 
www. eatwithsoul.com/links

OPTIONAL ASSIGNMENT:

We’ll be moving into a more expansive, expressive way of 
life over the next 30 days. Artificial stimulants, such as strong 
coffee, may mask your progress from you. My hope is that at 
the end of these 30 days you’ll find yourself having no need for 
artificial anything.

To find out more about coffee, tea and caffeine—especially if 
you feel that caffeinated products are necessary, or a problem for 
you in your life—read Chapter 23: “Kicking Caffeine—Grounds 
for Change” in Soul-Full Eating: A (Delicious!) Path to Higher 
Consciousness. But remember, there’s no need to force yourself 
to give up your “bad habits” now. They’ll soon be naturally 
giving up you.
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D A Y  T W O

A Belly Full of Soul
You, my own deep soul ,  t rust me, I  wi l l  not betray you.

My blood is al ive with many voices tel l ing me I am made 

of longing.

~ Ra iner Mar ia  R i lke

KATE’S STEP WAS NOTICEABLY LIGHTER when she arrived 
the next day.

As she sat down on the couch she smiled, “I had a great sleep 
last night. Just knowing that I’d wake up to the meditation CD 
helped me sleep more soundly. I didn’t feel that dreaded sense 
of foreboding I typically wake up with each day.”

I found myself buoyed by her cheerfulness. But then she 
instantly sobered.

“That’s when it dawned on me how difficult it’s been to be 
me!” She looked at me squarely and went on. “I’ve had that 
thought before, about how hard it is to be in my own skin. 
That idea typically sends me reeling into despair, and I’ll admit 
it, running to the fridge, to put something, anything, in my 
mouth—swallowing in seconds—barely even tasting it.”

I nodded and she continued, “But this time, I didn’t take 
that route. I didn’t fall into the downward spiral I usually 



find myself in when facing such an awful realization. Instead 
of falling into the black hole of self pity, I felt fortunate this 
morning, very fortunate, to finally be finding my way out.”

I smiled as she exhaled deeply and changed the subject, 
“The meditation CD was perfect for me today. But you know 
what? Once I got dressed and went downstairs and into the 
kitchen for breakfast, I realized, ‘Wait a minute, I don’t know 
what to eat!’ And it dawned on me, we haven’t even touched on 
the actual act of eating yet.”

Before I could open my mouth to respond she added, 
tongue in cheek, “But by the way, I had herbal tea this morning 
instead of my usual, zero calorie coffee black. And I have to say, 
I feel okay. No tangible withdrawal symptoms.” She held out 
her hand to show me that it was steady, and laughed. “So I ate 
what I felt like eating, which ended up being a bowl of sliced 
bananas, strawberries and mango.”

I nodded, waiting to hear what she’d say next. She took a 
sip of water and continued, “I hate to say this, for fear I’ll jinx 
it, but I think I felt lighter and happier today and so I naturally 
felt like eating something lighter. Could that be true?”

“Alright,” I said, “it looks like we’re going to dive 
right in today.”

I sat down next to her on the couch and began, “There’s a 
very good reason why I haven’t said anything to you yet about 
the foods you’re eating. It’s because I want you to feel how, and 
why, you choose to eat the foods that you do, on your own. 
How could you possibly feel that if I make all of your meal 
selections for you?”

“And,” I continued, “I see, from what you’ve told me, that 
you’re already beginning to notice that what you choose to eat 
has an awful lot to do with how you feel. Good for you.”

Kate pondered this as she sipped her water.
I went on. “Kate, how many diets have you actually been on 

over the course of your life?”
She looked up towards the ceiling, wrinkled her nose and 
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pursed her lips, calculating in her head and then burst out, 
“Yikes. I’d say about 47.”

“And how many health and wellness, diet and nutrition and 
cooking books have you read?”

Again, she searched her mind for an answer. “Well, I have 
at least 20 in my bookshelf and that doesn’t include the ones 
I’ve thrown away or given to friends. So I’d say, all in all about 
35 or so.”

“And how about the magazine and online articles you’ve 
read, the expert interviews you’ve seen on TV, the lectures, 
workshops and seminars about diet, health and wellness that 
you’ve attended over the years—how many?”

This time it didn’t take long at all for Kate to answer my 
question.

“Countless,” is all she said, as she shook her head in disbelief 
and threw her hands up in surrender.

“And you need me to tell you what to eat!?”
Sobered by realization, Kate looked at me, stupefied.
And then, as she suddenly shrunk into the couch cushions, 

visibly transforming before me into a meek and frightened little 
girl, she said, “Yes, I’d still like that.”

After a poignant moment of silence, she stammered, “I’m… 
I… I guess I’m… afraid.”

Again the tears. This time, rivers of them.
I placed the tissue box in front of her and leaned over to 

give her a big hug, at which she broke down completely. I just 
let her cry.

“I’m a mess, aren’t I?” she sniffled, pulling a tissue from the 
box on the coffee table and blowing her nose.

I could tell that she was hoping I’d say no. But instead I said 
nothing for a few more moments. It wasn’t until she looked up, 
into my eyes, that I smiled a very appreciative smile and said 
honestly, “No Kate, you’re not a mess at all. You’ve got that all 
wrong. You’re a brilliant, beautiful Soul.”

“Well how come I can’t see that!” she screamed, frustrated. 
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“I try and I try and I try and I don’t see that. No matter what I 
do!”

“That’s exactly why, Kate. You’re trying too hard. Soul is 
your being—not your doings.”

She sniffed but didn’t say anything.
“When you got quiet and still listening to the CD this 

morning, what did you feel?” I asked.
A small smile played at the corners of her mouth. The tears 

continued to run down her cheeks, but had now slowed to a 
trickle.

“Peaceful,” she said, remembering.
“And what were you doing?” I asked.
“Nothing. Just listening.”
“That’s right,” I said.
“So… so, let me get this straight,” she stammered, “you 

mean to say I need to do nothing and I’ll lose weight?”
“Yes and No,” I said.
“How yes?” she asked.
“Well,” I began, “as you align with Soul, via the work we 

do together, you’ll naturally only do what feels peaceful to you. 
Peace-full means you won’t crave empty activities or relationships 
that feel meaningless to you anymore. Eating empty calories 
has just been one of your empty occupations—agreed?”

“Yes, I agree,” she admitted, “And what about, ‘No?’ How 
does doing nothing not help me succeed?” she inquired, with 
even more interest now.

“Well, if you aren’t aligned with Soul, you might mistake, 
‘I need do nothing’ as license to literally do nothing. To slough 
off, procrastinate, and otherwise avoid your growth. That is 
absolutely not what I am saying.”

“How can I tell the difference between the two?” she 
asked.

“Well now you’re asking me the most important question—
feel that answer for yourself right now. There’s a vast difference 
between the Soul’s relaxed and peaceful knowing, ‘I need do 
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nothing,’ which appreciates and allows space for situations to 
evolve and unfold, and the ego’s controlling and battling with 
life, victim-victor stance of, ‘I can’t, or won’t, do anything.’ See 
what a chasm there is between living those two polar existences? 
One breeds joy, the other despair. One feels relaxed and secure, 
the other feels numb and stagnant.”

“So you’re saying it’s the stance we take that determines our 
experience of life, and that we actually have a choice of what 
we experience?”

“Exactly. You’re quite a student, you know that?”
“All I know right now is that I’m a mess.”
“That would be the ego’s voice,” I said, matter of factly.
“The ego—I’ve heard of that before, in psychology and in 

some spiritual books that I’ve read,” she said. “And you also 
mentioned it yesterday, didn’t you? So you mean my insane 
voice that is always self-sabotaging me and making my life 
crazy is my ego?”

I laughed, “You could say that, but let’s not give the ego any 
more power than it deserves. Your ego, just like everyone else’s 
is—simply put—your voice of separation. So anything you 
regard as separate, or apart from the whole of life, you’re seeing 
this way as a result of an ego orientation. You’re looking at it 
from the perspective of your ego instead of from the perspective 
of the Soul.”

“I’m not certain I get that,” she said.
“Okay, let’s begin at square one, since this is such an 

important piece of the puzzle to understand.”
Kate nodded, still holding her water glass, and I began.
“Actually, there are not many, but only two ways of looking 

at anything. One is with what I call the Soul’s ‘I Am’ Presence, 
which sees everything as part of a greater whole. The other 
is with the ego’s ‘body eyes’ which perceive the many, many 
things ‘out there’ as ‘I’m not.’ Because the ego is constantly 
encountering things that are separate and foreign, it experiences 
life as an endless power struggle. The Soul’s stance, however, is 
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the polar opposite of this. The Soul’s stance is all encompassing 
and all embracing—feelings which automatically allow you to 
relax and experience life with ease and grace. Joined with Soul 
you easily feel united to “the essence” of life.

“Like how I suddenly felt relaxed when I said, ‘I don’t 
know what it is, but I love it.’ Nothing really changed, but I 
instantly felt a whole lot better. Like I stopped fighting and 
surrendered.”

“Exactly. The Soul doesn’t fight with or resist life. It knows 
that, even though it is the deepest part of you, it is always 
connected to its Source. It’s like a beam of sunlight or a wave in 
the ocean. It’s an inseparable part of the whole. The Soul is eternal, 
so it is uninterested in transient, superficial, unfulfilling things. 
The Soul is also focused, with a capacity for laser-like precision 
and attention on all that is peaceful in life. It is unwavering in 
this—no matter how much your ego’s surface mind wanders off 
idle and confused. And the Soul is, above all, peaceful. It always 
feels at home. This is the part of you, and of all things, that the 
saints, sages, geniuses and awe-inspiring creatives have tapped, 
which allowed them to forgo a small, unfulfilling, ego mentality 
to instead be objective, wise and grand.

“Once you align with this part of yourself, you’ll finally be 
able to give up the perpetual ‘too fat’ or ‘too skinny’ identity that 
leaves you feeling unsatisfied and trapped. This self perception 
is, after all, nothing more than a symptom of mistakenly 
believing that you could ever feel happy or fulfilled while 
believing you are confined to a body’s ego/mind limitations.”

Kate’s eyes were wide.
“You see, when we find ourselves trapped in the good day/

bad day syndrome, it seems to us as though we yo-yo back and 
forth between two conflicting aspects of ourselves, the ego and 
the Soul—an expansive sense of self and a restricted one. No 
wonder so many people feel divided and confused so much of 
the time. Can you guess which part of us primarily focuses on 
our body and mind, and other people’s bodies and minds?”
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“The ego?” Kate offered tentatively.
“Right. The ego is the part of you that notices how much 

you weigh, and compares that to how much others weigh, while 
always feeling small, separate, and confused. No matter what 
you look like, it constantly has to prove itself to ultimately ‘fit 
in.’ It lives like an outcast. If you’ve ever felt alone, scared, cut-
off, misunderstood, lacking, or defeated and confused, you’ve 
experienced seeing your life through your ego’s eyes.

“Are you still with me Kate?” I asked to be certain I hadn’t 
gone into territory that was too deep or too confusing.

“Go on,” she nodded, “I think I get what you’re saying. 
I mean, I feel like it must be true even though I don’t quite 
understand it. But… I’m having a hard time relating all this to 
my everyday experience.”

“Good, I’m glad you’re speaking up when you’re confused. 
I know this can all sound a bit ‘out there’ when you hear it for 
the first time. Let’s try and make all this ego-Soul talk practical 
and pertinent to your everyday life.

“First, I’d like to point out that, yes, I am saying the body 
is limited as opposed to the Soul. But, no, I am not saying that 
the body is bad, or inferior or evil. I’m just saying that the 
experience of living with your ego, in your particular body, is 
a temporary situation. So it’s impossible to find any ultimate 
or long lasting satisfaction by catering to your ego’s incessant 
and insatiable needs because they are impermanent. In a sense, 
they’re just temporary distractions, even when they seem very 
real. That’s why so many people are in perpetual seeking mode. 
They’re never able to attain the fulfillment they crave, and even 
if they do seem to reach it, they know they can never hold onto 
it for very long.”

“That stinks.”
“Yes,” I laughed, “most people feel that way about it. But, if 

we love and take care of our body, it naturally does its part and 
rewards us with feelings of satisfaction, ease and good health. 
We feel full of grace. Then it’s a help and not a hindrance to 
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us while we journey through life. On the other hand, if we 
are constantly preoccupied with appeasing our body by seeking 
pleasure or avoiding pain, life feels anything but graceful! The 
body is meant to serve the Soul, not the other way around.”

“So I get it—the food we eat is meant to serve the Soul too!” 
said Kate, a new gleam of recognition in her eye.

“Exactly,” I said. “Bravo, Kate! You catch on quick. You 
don’t learn to love yourself by neglecting, starving or otherwise 
torturing your body. Instead, what you’re going to learn is how 
to best love and nurture it—and one wonderful way is by eating 
and living well—as a way to connect with Soul.

“So as you’ve probably surmised, I don’t purport escapism 
via the denial and neglect of the body’s needs. Quite the 
opposite. In fact, I believe that approach only promotes further 
separation, anxiety and fear. I do believe that accepting your 
body, as though it is a blessing, is one of the most important 
lessons of anyone’s lifetime.”

Once again, Kate looked a bit bemused. “So you’re saying 
the body is just as important as the Soul, and as long as I deny 
my body I cannot know the Soul?”

“What I’m saying is you need not be limited by the 
experience of having a body, as long as satisfying its needs is 
not your primary occupation.”

“I’m not sure I follow that.”
“Okay, let me put it this way. Most people who strongly 

identify with their bodies spend their lives focusing primarily 
on one of two things: lack or excess. There is never just enough, 
and they hardly ever feel the sense of peace that arises from 
having a soulful connection to life, accepting things just as they 
are. Whether their experience is lack or excess, they live in 
“get” mode—constantly feeling an insatiable need to acquire. 
Be it a roof over their head, just a scrap of bread or conversely 
an over abundance of material things—such as excessive wealth 
or a super-fit physique. Instead of fulfillment and peace they 
feel something akin to being homesick. They feel misplaced, 
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like there must be more to life than this, no matter what they 
have, do or achieve.”

“I know that one,” Kate said, sitting forward on the couch 
and raising her hand.

“So I think you’ll be pleased to know that there are fun ways 
to get home.”

“Such as?”
“Well, one way is to fully participate in and love your life. 

To be engaged in living with all of yourself—body, mind and 
Soul.

She nodded. “Hmm. Interesting.”
“The other way is to observe, to be the witness of your life, 

even while you’re apparently being active. And during the next 
30 days, you’re going to be doing both.”

When I stopped speaking, I saw that Kate seemed full, so I 
decided to end our conversation there.

“How are you doing Kate?” I asked.
“Great,” she responded. “A bit overwhelmed, but truly 

great.”
She slowly stretched out her legs, pushed herself up from 

the couch, picked up her sweater and walked towards the door. 
She turned to me before leaving and said, “This all feels familiar. 
I’ve never heard it before, but I feel like instead of learning it, 
I’m remembering it. I’m remembering something valuable and 
vitally important. I just wish I’d never forgotten.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

He said, ‘In alchemy it’s called the Soul of the World. When 
you want something with all your heart, that’s when you are closest 
to the Soul of the World. It’s always a positive force. He also said 
that this was not just a human gift, that everything on the face of 
the earth had a soul, whether mineral, vegetable or animal—or 
even just a simple thought.

Everything on earth is being continuously transformed, because 
the earth is alive… and has a soul.’ We are part of that soul, so we 
rarely recognize that it is working for us...

Listen to your heart. It knows all things, because it came from 
the Soul of the World, and it will one day return there.

   ~ Paulo Coelho, The Alchemist

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #2

Unfortunately, most of us are very familiar with the ego 
and all of the angst it provokes in our lives. So instead of letting 
it grandstand as usual, today let’s allow ourselves to experience 
our Soul-Full “I” right now.

Close your eyes for a moment.
Get still and take a few nice deep breaths. Breathe all the 

way down into your belly, and feel the muscles in your body 
relax as you let go of all the thoughts and tension in your head. 
When you feel you are relaxed, begin to objectively observe 
your life.

Think first of the ordinary person you are in your day-to-
day life.

See yourself doing mundane things, such as shopping, 
preparing food and eating.

Now think of the Soul.
Can you picture this one? Still, alone, yet at one with all of 

life.
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Can you imagine how the Soul experiences the very same 
activities you find yourself living day to day? Peeling veggies 
in the kitchen, or at the supermarket selecting the ingredients 
you’ll use to prepare the evening meal, or pouring cereal into a 
bowl at breakfast time?

Can you see how you would look, feel and be without any 
fear, anxiety or limitation?

Now go a bit deeper, and look back at every day and every 
moment that you can recall having lived up until now, beginning 
with today and working your way backwards, all the way to 
childhood if you can. And while you do this, notice something. 
Notice that every time you have ever felt sad, lonely, dejected, 
sick, tired, defeated or ready to give up on yourself you were 
somehow identifying with the ego trying to hang onto the 
“safety and security” of your body. 

Interesting isn’t it? Unless your body is serving the Soul, 
it will revert to serving the mind that sees itself as small, 
vulnerable and separate. This “small you” has no choice but to 
seek to control life, merely as a way to survive, which is a very 
sad and exhausting proposition at best.

Today, why not make an intention to live with ‘The Soul 
of the World,’ in harmony with your life as it unfolds, without 
resistance, without judgments to cloud your perceptions. Just 
enjoy your Being with all of your heart.

If you are having a difficult time imagining yourself living 
in continual harmony with Soul now, no problem.

I guarantee that after we spend these next 29 Days together 
(and perhaps even after just one or two more days) your 
recognition and embrace of this joy-filled, boundless and free 
expression of the Divine (you!)—will feel as natural to you as 
breathing.
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D A Y  T H R E E

When You Hunger 
and Thirst
Drink your  tea s lowly  and reverent l y ,  as  i f  i t  i s  the 

ax i s  on wh ich the wor ld  ear th revo lves—slowly ,  even ly , 

w i thout  rush ing toward the future .

~ Thich Nhat Hanh

Harry  found the [ tea] . . .  seemed to burn away a l i t t l e 

o f  the fear  f lu t ter ing in  h i s  chest .

 ~ J .K .  Rowl ing

THE NEXT MORNING, KATE ARRIVED RIGHT ON TIME. 
When I opened the door, I saw a gleam in her eye and she said 
playfully, “Knock, Knock.”
I happily took the bait, “Who’s there?”

“I don’t know!” she said shrugging her shoulders and 
flinging up her hands in surrender, her smile the widest I’d 
seen yet.



I chuckled at the punch line and added, “But you apparently 
love it!”

She entered my home laughing. Then turned to look at 
me and said, “No. I wouldn’t say that. I don’t entirely love not 
knowing, it’s still more of a love-hate thing. I could pretend 
it isn’t, but I get the feeling you’d find me out pretty quickly 
anyway. I hate to admit it, but my ego still rules.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, smiling at her candor.
She began to elaborate on her comment as she sat down 

on the couch and pulled off her sweater. “Well, last night, I 
decided to stay in and ‘just be’ instead of doing anything. At first 
I enjoyed it, but then, after about a half hour of excruciatingly 
being with just myself, and ‘not knowing,’ I really did not love 
it. I snapped. So instead of doing something hurtful to myself, 
I turned on the TV. Harmless enough, I thought. I put it on 
more for the company than anything else. I didn’t really feel 
like watching anything, there were only some mindless reruns 
on. But then an hour later, I found myself still sitting in front of 
it almost in a trance, now eating chocolate pudding ‘sprinkled’ 
with big chunks of a dark chocolate bar that I’d stashed away in 
anticipation of a future ‘rough day!’ I had saved that chocolate 
just in case I needed a little treat to lift my spirits. I figured 
I’d indulge in a piece here and there from time to time. So 
after one ‘little piece’ of chocolate I woke up from what felt 
like a total stupor, having eaten two bowls of pudding and that 
entire chocolate bar—all because of that damn creamy non-fat 
chocolate yogurt commercial. I didn’t have any yogurt in the 
fridge!”

Hearing Kate recount the previous night’s events so 
dramatically, I couldn’t help but laugh. I was happy Kate didn’t 
take any offense. Instead, she actually caught herself mid-rant 
and at the precipice of tail-spinning into a rage, and began to 
laugh with me, shaking her head. But when she stopped, she 
looked at me with eyes that revealed she was really crestfallen.
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“Okay then,” I said, “I can see that you’re ready to take 
a look at this. But first, would you like a cup of tea? I have 
peppermint, chamomile, and lemon zinger.”

“Mmmmm, lemon sounds nice,” she replied, perking up.
“Alright,” I said, “why don’t you help me bring it out here 

from the kitchen.”
I’d already boiled the water, in anticipation of our meeting, 

so I carefully poured it into a simple yet striking ceramic tea 
pot I’d had sitting on the counter.

“The cups are in that cabinet,” I said, pointing to the one 
Kate was standing in front of. “Why don’t you set two of them 
on the tray along with the spoons that you’ll find in that drawer 
to your left.” She got out the cups and spoons and put them 
beside the teapot on the tray, saying, “Wow—the cups, the tray, 
and that teapot—this is all so lovely.”

Silently, I gave her two hand-woven napkins, a charming 
little pot of honey and a small vase filled with periwinkle forget-
me-nots, picked from my garden that morning, still fresh with 
sunlight and fully fragrant. Then I said, “Here, find some room 
for these on the tray, will you?”

As I got out the box of tea, I saw her from out the corner of 
my eye, carefully and artfully rearranging each item on the tray, 
thoughtfully adding her own innate elements of style to the 
mix along with the honey, napkins and flowers. She stood back, 
surveying the tray appreciatively. Then she turned to me, just 
as I was carefully taking two teabags from the box. I stopped 
for a moment to observe them in my hand and then lifted them 
to my nose, eyes closed to drink in the aroma. When I opened 
my eyes, I saw Kate looking at me, with a hint of longing. So I 
offered, “Here, smell.” To which she eagerly put her nose to my 
outstretched hand and sniffed—deeply dragging in the zesty, 
enlivening scent.

“Mmmmm,” was all she could say.
“Why don’t you put the teabags in the pot of water to steep,” 

I suggested, “and then bring the tray into the living room. 
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I have something I’d like to read to you. I’ll go get the book it’s 
in.”

A few moments later I joined her on the couch in front of 
our tea tray. I opened the book I was holding to a page that I’d 
bookmarked long ago and began reading:

Just a cup of tea. Just another opportunity for healing. Just the 
hand reaching out to receive the handle of the cup. Just noticing 
hot. Noticing texture and fragrance. Just a cup of tea. Just this 
moment in newness. Just the hand touching the cup. Just the arm 
retracting. The fragrance increasing as the cup nears the lips. So 
present. Noticing the bottom lip receiving heat from the cup, the 
top lip arched to receive the fluid within. Noticing the first taste 
of tea before the tea even touches the lips. The fragrance and heat 
rising into the mouth. The first noticing of flavor. The touch of 
warm tea on willing tongue. The tongue moving the tea about in 
the mouth. The intention to swallow. The warmth that extends 
down into the stomach. What a wonderful cup of tea. The tea of 
peace, of satisfaction. Drinking a cup of tea, I stop the war.

I closed the book and looked up, to see Kate’s eyes poignantly 
staring at me. Once again tears began to well in them. She was 
speechless. But her eyes, swimming in insight, spoke volumes.

“I see you liked that,” I said. “It’s from a book called, 
Healing into Life and Death by one of my favorite meditation 
teachers, Stephen Levine.”

Then we drank our tea in Silence. Words would not suffice. 
Nor, I knew, could I teach Kate anything more profound than 
the moment itself would reveal.
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Tenderness contains an element of sadness. It is not the 
sadness of feeling sorry for yourself or feeling deprived but it is a 
natural situation of fullness. You feel so full and rich, as if you were 
about to shed tears. Your eyes are full of tears, and the moment 
you blink, the tears will spill out of your eyes and roll down your 
cheeks, in order to be a good warrior, one has to feel this sad and 
tender heart.

  ~ Chogyam Trungpa

If the place I want to arrive at could only be reached by a ladder, I 
would give up trying to arrive at it. For the place I really have to 
reach is where I must already be.

  ~ Ludwig Wittgenstein

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #3

Today, make yourself a nice cup of tea. A very nice cup 
of tea. Or, an exquisite meal—exquisite because you have put 
your entire being into it. When you are washing the vegetables, 
wash the vegetables. When you are boiling the water—watch 
the water boil. (Perhaps you’ll discover for yourself, whether or 
not “a watched pot never boils!” Why take anyone else’s word 
for it? Live it!) 

It’s miraculous to be present. It forces us to enter the picture, 
to occupy that part of us that exists unknown to ourselves. And 
really, what could be more miraculous than what you can gain 
today, sipping a simple cup of tea?

If you believe you don’t have time for such things, ponder 
this…

Einstein realized that time and space are relative to the 
motion of an observer and they are not independent of one 
another. Perhaps if you choose to stand still, to sit back and 
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relax for just a brief moment in time, you’ll find yourself with 
more hours in the day to enjoy, rather than less.
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D A Y  F O U R

Just as You Are
Who has not  sat  before h i s  own hear t ’ s  cur ta in? 

I t  l i f t s :  and the scenery  i s  fa l l ing  apar t .

           ~ Ra iner  Mar ia  R i lke

KATE WAS A LITTLE BIT SLUGGISH when she arrived the 
next morning. It was raining, and as she sat down she said, “I 
think I feel a headache coming on.”

“Really?” I asked. “Do you get those often?”
“No, not that often, typically only when I’m feeling 

extremely stressed.”
“Are you feeling stressed, Kate?” I ventured.
“I think so.”
“Why?” I asked.
“I don’t know for sure, but I think it’s because, like I told 

you yesterday, I not only don’t love observing myself, I really 
hate it. And I think my hate level is escalating.”

She paused to put her head in her hands to rub her temples 
for a moment. Then she went on with brave openness. “That 
was really difficult for me yesterday—observing the huge 
chasm between my typical self and the one who sat with you 
so peacefully and silently drinking tea. The beauty of that 
experience with you was so profound it almost hurt. No I take 



that back, it did hurt—but not until after I left you. When I 
was here in your home, drinking tea, it all felt so charming, so 
simple and I felt deeply happy. For me right now in my life, that 
isn’t the norm. So after I left you, that whole experience felt 
more like a tease to me—like I had been in an oasis—knowing 
that as I walked out the door, it was back into the desert for me. 
It’s very difficult to realize that your life is a desert!”

“Kate,” I said gently, “the oasis is not here in my home, the 
oasis is in you. That’s what I was showing you. I wanted you 
to experience drinking tea with me yesterday so that you could 
see the vivid contrast between that sense of peace and your 
pudding experience the previous night.”

I still couldn’t help but smile at the thought of her relating 
that episode to me.

I went on. “But Kate, I didn’t do that to tease you. There’s 
only one way to escape prison, you have to want to escape, and 
you can’t want to escape a prison if you don’t even know you’re 
in one. It’s so much easier for us to choose Heaven once we can 
see the vivid contrast between Heaven and hell. I can only walk 
you up to the door of Heaven, Kate, I cannot choose to go in for 
you. And it is not my job to push you, or cajole you into Heaven 
either. You have to want it with all of your heart—with more 
fervor and commitment and one-pointed intention than you’ve 
ever wanted anything. It is my job however to give you so many 
tastes of Heaven, while you seem to be here with me learning 
about yourself, that you will never, ever hunger again for what 
in no way can satisfy you.”

She gave me a long look, brows furrowed, and then asked 
a little panicky, “What do you mean by saying ‘while I seem to 
be here.’ We’re here aren’t we? You are here. I am here. Aren’t 
we here?”

“Kate, you’re only here when you’re here—when you’re being 
present. That’s the only time you are aligned with Soul. That’s 
why the Soul’s always peaceful. It’s living in the only reality 
there is. All those other times you’ve experienced yourself living 
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in states of confusion, you were essentially nowhere. Remember, 
hell or separation is the nightmare that appears to be so real, 
but it’s nothing—like dust, ready to be blown away.”

She nodded, so I continued, “I’ll show you what I mean by 
using the example of your ‘pudding party’ once again if you 
don’t mind.”

“Oh no… not the pudding,” she groaned, “I’m sick of 
thinking about it.”

“There is a good reason why I seem to be making fun of 
your challenge the other night and why you might think I’m 
beating that scenario like a dead horse. I’d like you to feel free 
when thinking of that experience. So free that it becomes for 
you the symbol of your release to sanity—and not the symbol 
of your being lost and lonely and wandering all alone in the 
desert as you believe it to be now.

“I don’t normally dwell in the past—but there are two 
situations when doing so can be useful; to either enjoy and 
appreciate fond memories of it, or to help facilitate forgiveness. 
Otherwise Kate, realize something; if you live in the past, you’ll 
never be able to just be for any length of time without the past 
hunting you down and throwing you back into prison once 
again.”

She gave me one of her rueful looks, “Yeah, I know what 
that feels like.”

I continued, “No matter how masterful you are, unless your 
past is entirely forgiven you’ll play out that unforgiven past on 
the current stage of life, over and over again. Had your past 
been entirely forgiven, Kate, you would have just happily and 
gratefully left me after our tea together was over, feeling quite 
free to move into the next moment and the next and the next. 
You would know that all of your experiences, no matter where 
you find yourself or whoever you’re with, can be a little piece 
of Heaven.”

She let out a small sigh and I went on, “It’s our past that 
holds us in chains—never the present. So are you ready to 
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forgive the chocolate pudding scenario now?”
“Yes,” she replied, propping herself up on the couch pillows, 

“Yes, I think I am.”
“Remember the day we first met, I told you that this is the 

journey from I’m not to I am?”
She nodded and laughed. I went on, “Well, it’s not the 

journey to, ‘I think I am.’ Before we’re through I want you to be 
emphatically certain about your life and all of the choices you 
make. I don’t want you to just think about what you want to 
experience—I want you to know!”

“Okay,” she said smiling. “I am ready.”
“Great,” I filled Kate’s water glass from the pitcher on the 

coffee table as I began, “It’s called self inquiry, this process we’re 
about to embark upon. It’s a way to differentiate between what 
the Soul experiences and what the ego experiences at any given 
moment.

“The Soul experience is that we never have to forgive 
anything, because it never judges anything in the first place. It 
basically loves everything. Because the Soul is always peaceful, 
it never feels attacked and never will attack. The way the Soul 
views everything is, ‘We’re all one, so why would I attack 
myself?’

“The ego, on the other hand, always acts in irrational and 
hurtful ways. It’s always on the defense, since it believes in 
separation and attack. So we’re going to look closely at those 
painful scenarios, not to get stuck in them, but in order to learn 
from them and forgive them, and ultimately loosen the ego’s 
hold on our experience. This is the only way to completely 
let go of them. In other words, we see what our hurtful and 
irrational actions reveal, in order to heal.”

“Reveal to heal!” Kate laughed, “What a bumper sticker that 
would make. But like most slogans, it seems easier said than 
done.”

I nodded, “Eventually you’ll be able to just forgive, without 
even knowing why. You’ll see that all judgments, whether about 

26 | FOOD: A LOVE STORY



ourselves or about another, are just ego ploys to distract us, 
keep us preoccupied, and stop us from letting go so we will stay 
in hell all of our lives. Judgments keep us far away from fully 
realizing that the light of the Soul is our light and that the love 
of the Soul is our love. But right now, you’re still finding it a bit 
difficult to experience that as true.”

She shrugged and smiled, “I can’t keep secrets from you, so 
why try?”

I laughed, “So let’s get started. We’re going to objectively and 
compassionately unearth the inner wisdom of your chocolate 
binge. I’ll play the role of the ‘good cop’ here, and ask you some 
questions.”

“Okay. I’m ready.”
“You were home alone. Correct?” I asked Kate.
“Yes.” She replied.
“And what were you doing?”
“At first? Nothing actually, just being.”
“Really?” I asked. “How do you know you were being?”
“Well, I don’t know for sure, but I was trying to be still.”
“Were you feeling peaceful?”
“Hmm. For a few minutes maybe. But then, for some reason 

that initial peacefulness vanished and I began to feel irritated 
with myself for not being able to feel centered anymore.”

“So, what did you do then?” I asked her.
“Well, I forced myself to stay still, hoping that maybe peace 

would just somehow come over me. But it didn’t”
“Then what happened?”
“Well,” she replied, “I began to feel agitated and angry with 

myself for being such a failure at something as simple as doing 
nothing. That made me feel really stupid and then I started to 
feel depressed. That’s when I said to myself, ‘enough of this! I’m 
going to watch TV.’”

“Great self observation, Kate,” I remarked, truly impressed, 
“You were able to recount a very clear scenario of what you 
experienced as happening both in and outside of yourself at 
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that time. And from what I can see Kate, you did find a sense 
of being at peace in the first few moments of your attempt at 
being still. But after that, what you experienced was the ego’s 
version of being—which is not being at all but actually a ploy 
to coax you into a perpetual state of becoming, into a terminal 
condition of never arriving, but always striving.”

“Ugh. That sounds exactly like the agitation and 
dissatisfaction I felt that night, like I couldn’t stop thinking 
about how I should be feeling, and there was no way I could 
measure up to it.”

“You got it. You can’t try to be still. You allow yourself to be 
still, by accepting yourself entirely—just as you are, even when 
you are not feeling very still or peaceful.”

“So what do I do when I get all antsy?”
“Just sit there with it, let yourself feel it. At first, it’s not 

comfortable, but as you relax and stop telling yourself that 
you should be feeling any other way, you’ll start to feel some 
peace. And the more you do that, the easier it will be to sit with 
yourself, with whatever you’re feeling.”

“I see.”
“You can’t try to fill a moment, it fills you. The moment’s 

already full, already complete and perfect. The only way 
to discover and appreciate that—to really get that—is to do 
nothing but... observe. Which adds to the beauty that is already 
inherent in every single moment.”

“You know, I usually wake up in the morning with my head 
already full of all of the things I need to get done, the errands 
that I need to run, the people I need to call, bills to pay, the 
goals I want to accomplish. I feel like it never stops. But since 
I’ve been listening to the Meditation CD, I’ve noticed that it 
feels so amazing just to relax before I plunge into my day. I 
don’t feel as stressed or agitated. I used to feel like I had to work 
nonstop to make myself and my life feel worthwhile. But… 
well… when my head isn’t crowded with all of those things… 
I am just myself as I am. And whatever happens to be going on 
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around me… that’s enough.”
“Kate, I want to make this clear. Being is not doing nothing. 

It is allowing each moment to unfold in full recognition that 
if we are still, and observe long enough, a miracle arises from 
within the moment. This can happen in a few seconds or 
perhaps after hours—but arise it will.”

“Where?” Asked Kate.
“Not in the circumstances,” I replied, “but in you! You 

arrive! And that is when you see and feel the fullness inherent 
in each and every moment.”

“Right. I think I know what you mean. When I’m really 
there, like when I first step out of my apartment in the 
morning after listening to the CD, everything seems so much 
more bright, so much more full. Everyday things like the guys 
playing basketball at the end of the street, or the leaves on my 
neighbor’s azalea bushes. I wouldn’t miss noticing those things 
for anything in the world. And you’re saying that every single 
moment can be like that, if I just stop and pay attention.”

I was delighted with her observations. “As you’ve seen 
with our tea time, beauty and fullness exist even in the most 
simple and apparently mundane things, like you stepping out 
of your apartment. Every Master knows that we don’t create the 
masterpiece. It’s already there. The best we can do is frame it.”

“Right! We just need to have the right frame of mind!” 
Kate was clutching a pillow, obviously delighted that she was 
catching on. But then she sobered up, “Okay, I get that. It’s 
actually really simple. So why is it so easy to forget it and so 
hard to actually do that most of the time?”

“Well, one reason is that it’s impossible to be deliberately 
still and attentive to our lives with a television or radio blaring 
at us, telling us what we need to have or get next in order to ‘be 
happy.’

“And as you’ve seen, we don’t feel closer to attaining it 
when we are filled to the brim with sensory overloads, such as 
mounds of chocolate-chocolate pudding, dulling our receptors,” 
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I said teasingly.
“Yeah, I certainly learned that the hard way the other night. 

All television gave me was a stomach full of pudding and a ton 
of guilt for eating in the first place… not exactly my idea of 
happiness.”

“Well, at least now you know. And as long as you pay 
attention to your thoughts and feelings and opt for self-embrace, 
chances are good you won’t fall into the same trap next time,” 
I laughed.

After pausing for a moment I went on, “Being still is a 
symptom of presence, of appreciation. The idea isn’t to put 
yourself into a non-feeling, comatose state. That’s the ego’s 
way of being still—to get numb. Hence the prevalence of drug, 
alcohol and food addiction in the world.”

“Yeah, everyone thinks they have to get drunk or high or 
stuff themselves with chocolate pudding to feel relaxed,” she 
smiled wanly.

“Do you understand now why you overindulged on the 
pudding, Kate? It had nothing to do with your being hungry or 
with a runaway uncontrollable appetite; it had everything to do 
with an uncontrolled, runaway mind. As you’ve experienced, 
the ego hates doing nothing. It hates letting go. So the only time 
we feel a sense of completion or elation when doing nothing is 
when we are already aligned with the Soul.”

“Like those mornings when I walk out of my apartment and 
feel fresh and relaxed and alive.”

“Exactly!” I nodded, “The reason your ego resisted your 
being still the other night is that you were doing it in a rather 
militant way. You tried forcing yourself to do something that 
felt entirely adverse to your mood at the time.”

“I was preoccupied with what I ‘should’ have been doing. 
And the fact that I didn’t feel like doing it made me feel even 
more depressed.”

“It would be much easier to just do what you normally do at 
night, but while objectively observing yourself. That way you 
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can discover when and where the judgments arise, the narrow 
thinking that keeps you from experiencing the beauty of your 
life.”

“Yeah, it was a vicious cycle of trying to be something that 
I wasn’t.”

“Remember how I described the ego’s identity as being 
defined by I’m not? This feeling of basic lack and the need to 
become means the ego is always in a state of fear, control and 
guilt. You know all too well now, that the consequence of such 
disempowering thoughts and emotions is that they typically 
blindside us into an insatiable desire to judge, attack or get. 
Again, can you see why you were compelled to overindulge in 
chocolate while under the ego’s influence?”

“Wow,” Kate replied, “This is fascinating, but at the same 
time, a bit daunting. How on earth do I overcome this? All I 
was trying to do was be, and then this crazy volcano erupted! 
But if I had just let myself be when watching TV, noticing how 
each advertisement and show made me feel, without judging 
myself…”

“…you would have seen that you were just fine all along 
and most likely you would have relaxed, maybe eventually 
turned the tv off, and found an activity that felt more peaceful, 
more ‘right’ for you in that moment. 

“Go back to the tea you were sipping yesterday Kate,” I 
said. “Think past the roadblock that your ego strategically 
placed before you, making you feel ultimately saddened by the 
experience, instead of enlivened by it. Were you trying to be 
anything at all while we were enjoying our tea?”

Her brow unfurrowed and her eyes softened as she 
remembered the experience. “No. I wasn’t trying to be anything 
at all. I somehow just knew that wanting anything else would 
have kept me from enjoying the moment. And it wasn’t an 
intellectual understanding, it was a deep, deep understanding… 
that wanting anything at the time would have just gotten in the 
way, and would have negated the experience. It would have been 
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crazy to want anything but exactly what was happening—the 
teapot, the smell of the lemon. It would have been almost as 
if I was denying something sweet and beautiful, just to think 
about nothing.” She had been looking past me, into the distance 
while pondering this, but suddenly snapped her head back in 
my direction, as though a dart had gone through her.

“Holy crap… I think I get it!” She said, eyes wide. “I’m 
realizing how much I’ve been in my own way! I wasn’t at all 
being the other night. Not even before the chocolate blitz—I 
was only trying to convince myself that I was happy to be 
me. But once I started really being, and I could feel myself not 
thinking about the thousands of  things that are typically on 
my mind, it became too painful, too overwhelming to see it 
all and to imagine what I might uncover. I didn’t want to even 
think about what other thoughts might come up—so I ran 
for cover—in the pudding and chocolate bar. Man, my ego is 
crafty. It knows exactly how to hit me where it hurts and keep 
me either obsessing about my past, or in fear of what might 
confront me in the future—including myself!”

I sat back in my chair, exhaled deeply and smiled, saying, 
“Welcome to sanity Kate.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

If it is the quality of your consciousness at this moment that 
determines your future, then what is it that determines the quality 
of your consciousness? 
Your degree of presence. So, the only place where true change can 
occur and where the past can be dissolved is Now.

~ Eckhart Tolle, The Power of Now

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #4

Today, you will practice what is called in the Zen Buddhist 
tradition, “cultivating the witness.” You will carry on with 
your every day life, just as usual—with absolutely no change 
of plans, all the while, watching yourself as though you are 
watching the lead actor in a play. You are slightly familiar with 
the story, and now you are given “front row seats” to your own 
life. How thrilling! Or is it? There’s only one way to find out. 
Try it today and see. Keep a short log throughout the day of any 
particularly revelatory observations. For instance, at mealtime 
do you gobble down your food? Do you rush to and from work 
or your appointments? Notice that there’s nowhere to go when 
you’re being present. Why rush? Is the next moment so sure to 
be better than the one you’re currently living? Only if you’re 
“missing in action” and don’t even realize that you are living it.

Remember, objectivity is key; you cannot observe yourself 
and judge yourself simultaneously. Any kind of judgment about 
whether your actions are “good” or “bad” or “right” or “wrong” 
will only get in the way and keep you from honestly and genuinely 
noticing the way you live. At the end of the day, pause to feel 
gratitude for your bravery and write down a synopsis of all that you 
observed—the good, the bad and the ugly. Finally, bless yourself and 
enjoy a sound sleep, knowing you are surrounded in the fullness of 
grace—knowing that you are supported in every moment.
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D A Y  F I V E

True Forgiveness
The pract i ce  o f  peace and reconc i l ia t ion i s  one of  the 

most  v i ta l  and ar t i s t i c  o f  human act ions .

~ Thich Nhat Hanh

“SO NOW YOU’RE ON YOUR WAY to mastering the very 
first step to freedom, Kate,” I said.

“Which is?” Kate asked.
“Willingly watching yourself—all day long,” I replied.
I saw her wince.
“And I know by now you realize that when I tell you to 

watch yourself, I don’t mean looking at yourself in the mirror 
whenever you can.”

Kate caught my little joke and smiled, shaking her head and 
rolling her eyes.

“No,” I continued. “Now you’re going to watch yourself to see 
just where that runaway mind of yours thinks it’s running to!”

She smiled again, but I could tell she knew this wouldn’t 
be all fun.

“I’ll forewarn you, though. As you’ve probably 
intuited, this part isn’t easy, Kate. But you’re strong, 
determined and most importantly I can see that you have 
an eye for beauty; it won’t be long before you’ve cultivated 



a love for being the witness. So for now, whenever you can, 
anytime you do anything, and even if you’re just being,” 
I smiled, “simply witness and observe life—just for a time. And 
let me know how that feels to you.

“Until you are 100% present, just pay attention to all that 
you are doing. Watch how your ego—your negative, limiting 
thoughts—rushes in to save you or keep you safe, when actually 
those judgments only limit your experience.”

“You know what,” Kate said, “I just realized something.”
“What’s that?” I asked.
“I hate this just as much as being still!” she exclaimed.
“Don’t worry,” I said, laughing. “I have total confidence in 

you. You’ll do just fine.”
But I could tell from the way that she hunched over the 

pillow in her lap, eyebrows furrowed, that Kate still wasn’t 
convinced. So I decided to show her a shortcut.

“Would you like to learn the easy way to find yourself 
entirely present without even trying?” I asked.

She took the bait. “You’re kidding!” she exclaimed, sitting 
up straight. “Why didn’t you tell me about that right from the 
start? Then maybe I wouldn’t be making such a mess of things. 
What is it? I’ll do anything to stop having to watch myself 
miserably fail at being.”

“You will?” I asked her. “You’ll do anything?”
“ANYTHING!” she said, drawing out the syllables, “Just tell 

me what it is and I’ll start doing it right away.”
“Alright,” I said. “You’ve got to forgive.”
She visibly wilted, a disappointed grimace spreading across 

her face. She stared off into the distance searchingly for a few 
long moments. Then suddenly rebounding as always, she perked 
up and stared me square in the face with a hopeful challenge, 
“What if you don’t have anything to forgive?”

“Really?” I smiled. “You have absolutely nothing to 
forgive? No one in your life that you feel any animosity 
towards, no grievances, ever? No ended relationships due to 
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misunderstanding or miscommunication? None of that?”
She looked away again and replied after a pause, “I’ll have 

to think about that a bit more.”
She continued, “I mean, what exactly is your definition of 

forgiveness? Knowing you, it’s probably something I’ve never 
thought of before. If you tell me, maybe then I can get clearer 
with my answer.”

“Well,” I began, “first of all, no one is born without their 
share of life lessons to learn. Some have more to learn than 
others, but every single living, breathing person who you see 
here on earth has come to gain knowledge about themselves. 
They’re here to grow and to expand their identity until they 
realize themselves to be perfect, what you might call “divine.” 
And the most joyful and expedient way to learn those life lessons 
is, as I’ve said, to be present—present with whatever it is that 
comes along. But you cannot be present if you are dragging the 
past around with you. Whether it’s yesterday’s still-throbbing 
pain or a dull ache from 10 years ago, all grievances must be 
forgiven.”

“But what exactly do you mean by forgiven?”
“I mean, seeing all things, events, people and circumstances 

as either love, or a call for love. Whichever way you view it, 
there is still only one sane answer—love! Any other feeling or 
observation about anything or anyone must be forgiven.

“You can be free of the past or a slave to it. You can walk 
through fear, or justify it forever. One experience feels like 
living, the other like dying. The sooner you forgive, the happier 
you’ll be and the easier it is to be present.”

“Whew. I’m almost sorry I asked. Your version of forgiveness 
sounds a bit intimidating—like you have to be a super-human 
to do it.”

“I won’t lie to you, it does require commitment and 
resolve.”

“I can only imagine...” Kate said with a wince—looking as though 
she’d rather bypass attempting this sort of forgiveness altogether.
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By now I could tell when Kate, despite her sarcastic 
demeanor, was ready to jump in with both feet. I knew she was 
still interested, so I just smiled at her feigned reluctance and 
continued on, “To help you with this, Kate, I’m going to share 
with you what I call the Rules of Forgiveness:

1. If you ever discover that you’ve made a mistake, forgive 
yourself as quickly as possible (having a sense of humor 
and a willingness to laugh at yourself helps).

2. If you experience anyone else acting in any way that 
unsettles you, forgive them and realize they are doing 
the best they can. Then forgive the circumstance as 
expediently as possible. This doesn’t mean that you have 
to quietly accept or endure it when people act harmfully 
towards you or others. It means that if you choose to 
address such a lack of presence, you do so with self 
respect and without any emotional charge, anger or 
rage. You give up the egotistical (and disempowering) 
tendency to blame them or see them as a bad person, 
or take their actions personally. Just be willing to see 
them as a human being who is very demonstratively 
and forcefully calling to be loved. Whenever such an 
unsettling circumstance arises ask yourself, “Would I 
accuse myself of doing this?”

3. If you find yourself having difficulty with this, don’t try 
too hard to do anything—just be present, and notice 
your difficulty without beating yourself up about it. Life 
will offer you another chance to experience anything 
that’s unforgiven again and again, even if only in your 
mind. Be aware that when your life brings you to your 
knees for what feels like the 100th time, you’re actually 
in the midst of very important growth. And when this 
happens always defer to the Soul. Remember the mantra, 
“I don’t know what it is, but I love it!”
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4. Don’t go in search of past memories to dredge up in order 
to forgive them. If they arise, simply acknowledge them. 
Be aware of them and authentically integrate them into 
your current experience. You’re not going through this 
process of forgiveness to sanction the past, but to allow 
yourself to be present now.

5. Anything that takes away from your communion with 
life is not helpful to you. But do not resist what naturally 
arises in the moment—that would be denial, which is 
not being authentically present. Even if you’re feeling 
angry, just let it happen. Don’t judge yourself or try to 
change your mood. Just stay present and you’ll relax 
little by little and learn a great deal in the process. This 
is self-inquiry at its best.

6. The idea of “past” is only that—an idea. It doesn’t exist now, 
so if you are keeping it alive for any reason other than to 
facilitate joy, then by all means let it go. Once something 
is released it no longer lives in our consciousness, taking 
up space in our lives. That is the entire reason why true 
forgiveness works. If a person can truly forgive, they 
cease to relive the experience and that experience ceases 
to exist. That is the only way to effortlessly return to the 
present to live spontaneously, innocently and freely.”

Kate sat quietly, but I could see by the look in her eyes that 
the wheels in her head were beginning to spin.

I ended our conversation by saying, “A true Master forgives 
everything, Kate. Not because they are so uber-extraordinary or 
unattainably benevolent, but because otherwise, it is impossible 
to be present. They know there is no such thing as being a little 
bit in Heaven. You are either in Heaven or you’re not.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

What could you want that forgiveness cannot give? Do you 
want peace? Forgiveness offers it. Do you want happiness, a quiet 
mind, a certainty of purpose, and a sense of beauty that transcends 
the world? Do you want care and safety, and the warmth of sure 
protection always? Do you want a quietness that cannot be disturbed, 
a gentleness that can never be hurt, a deep, abiding comfort, and a 
rest so perfect it can never be upset? All this forgiveness offers you.

~ A Course In Miracles

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #5

Do you constantly live with a dull ache, an ever-present 
feeling that something is wrong and needs to be fixed—it, you, 
them? What if this wasn’t true? What if you and everything in 
your life is just fine?

A Course In Miracles tells us, “You are never angry for the 
reason you think.” It goes on to deliver the poignant message 
that no matter what the problem may appear to be, the real 
reason that so many people feel disheartened is that they are 
angry with themselves for forgetting their brilliance. But at any 
time, anyone can change their mind about who they are, and 
with that, “all thoughts and perceptions change.” It’s as simple 
as that. You can just change your mind about your past, redefine 
yourself and change your life.

Today, take 15-30 minutes to write down on a piece of paper 
all of the grievances you carry around with you from day to day. 
Unburden yourself. You’ll feel an immense weight lift from you.  
Vow today to give all that up.

A Course In Miracles also states that appreciation is the only 
appropriate sentiment to feel about anyone or anything. Think about 
it! How would it feel to live like that? Heavenly? Is there really any 
grievance so valuable that it’s worth giving up Heaven to keep?
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D A Y  S I X

Renewal
Letting it Go

He st i l l  had some doubts  about  the dec i s ion he had 

made .  But  he was ab le  to  unders tand one th ing :  Making 

a dec i s ion was on ly  the beg inn ing o f  th ings .  When 

someone makes a dec i s ion ,  he i s  rea l l y  d i v ing in to  a 

s t rong current  that  w i l l  car ry  h im to p laces  he had 

never  dreamed of  when he f i r s t  made the dec i s ion .

 ~ Pau lo Coelho ,  The A lchemis t

AS SOON AS SHE ARRIVED, Kate went directly to the couch 
in my living room.

Looking determined, she immediately sat down and, her 
purse open on her lap, began fishing around for something in 
the seemingly bottomless bag.

A moment later, when her hand emerged, it was holding 
what appeared to be a paper napkin carefully folded around 
a small object. She held it in her hand and unwrapped it, 
looking up at me, obviously wanting me to watch her unveil 
the little package’s contents. Sitting in the palm of her hand, 
now exposed, was a small, unimpressive chunk of rock.



I didn’t say anything, so she began, “This is something I’ve 
had for a very long time. I’ve moved to sixteen different homes, 
lived with four different partners, three dogs, one cat, and a 
turtle. None of those loves are in my life any more, but this… 
this one is.”

When I still didn’t say anything, she took a deep breath and 
continued, “I know it looks like an ordinary piece of rock to 
you, but to me it means the world… you know why?” I knew 
it was more of a rhetorical question than an actual one, so I 
smiled and waited for the story that I knew would come.

“When I was a little girl I was more like my dad’s shadow 
than his daughter. I went with him everywhere, even to 
work from time to time. He was an auto mechanic, so I 
prided myself on being the only seven-year-old in town who 
knew how to fix a flat tire and change the oil in a car all by 
myself. By the time I was ten I could tell you the year, make 
and model of any car that drove by. When I was a teenager I 
could mount an engine and rebuild a carburetor better than 
my dad’s right hand man at the shop.” She paused a moment, 
I could see that she was feeling nostalgic.

“My mother left us when I was four years old,” she continued. 
“Since my dad didn’t keep any pictures of her, I lost memory 
of her pretty quickly. She was never around much before that 
anyway. But I did have one small photo of her holding me when 
I was a baby. I don’t know how I got it. In that picture she 
looked young, pretty, and tired. So tired.

“When she left, my father sort of became both parents to 
me, and I think he did a good job of it. Every single night when 
I was little—come ‘hell or high water’, as he used to say—he 
read me stories before bed. Usually long adventure stories like 
Huckleberry Finn and Tom Sawyer or anything having to do with 
the outdoors, probably the same things he read as a boy. He 
would sometimes stop and comment about the story we were 
reading, so I got to learn a lot about wildlife; how to scare off a 
bear, how to bait a fishing pole, that kind of stuff.
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“But other than our story time, I never heard my father talk 
all that much. He was a man of few words. He did have some 
very strong beliefs, though, and one that he made sure he passed 
on to me was to be strong. ‘Never be a sissy Kate,’ he’d say. Or 
he’d proudly ruffle my hair adding, ‘You’re a tough one.’ And I 
was. I tried very hard to be just as strong and silent as my dad. 
On my report cards, I remember my teachers writing things 
like, ‘Kate’s very self-contained,’ and ‘Kate’s a hard worker, but 
she could socialize more.’ Our pets were my closest friends. 
They didn’t talk much either,” she said, smiling.

“My father got throat cancer when I was 17 years old. 
When they discovered it, they said he’d had it for a long time. I 
knew there was a reason why he was always clearing his throat, 
but I’d always wished it was because he was just about to say 
something deep and penetrating. You know, the way you always 
see presidents clearing their throat before the State of the Union 
Address or something. I always thought of my father as being 
that profound.

“When he was in the hospital, he wouldn’t let me come visit 
him. He said, ‘I don’t want any blubbering sympathy around 
here. This is no big deal. We all have to go sometime. You just 
go on with your life, Kate. You’re getting ready to go to college 
now, so just stay strong as you’ve always been and move on 
with your life.’

“That devastated me, but I never let him know. Not long 
after that, on the day that he would die, the nurses told me that 
my dad was no longer cognizant of his surroundings. So, for the 
first time in my life I disobeyed him and went to the hospital. 
When I walked in I was shocked at how frail he looked. He had 
always been such a robust guy, larger than life almost.

“As I leaned over and kissed him goodbye I thought I felt 
tears rising in my eyes, but I was wrong. I didn’t cry that day 
when he died, or at his funeral. I just couldn’t. In fact, I never 
cried.” Even as she said this, I noticed a tear was beginning to 
stream down her cheek.
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“That is, until I came here to speak with you,” she said. She 
opened her mouth as if she was about to say something else, 
but then changed her mind. “I thought that I was about to cry 
nearly a thousand different times after my father died. God, I 
missed him so much that it actually hurt, actual physical pain, 
like I’d been shot in the chest or something. But I couldn’t do it. 
It almost haunted me, but the tears still never came.”

The tears were coming quickly now and she gave a short laugh. 
“It was like I was plugged up or something. I used to wonder at 
all of those ‘sissies’ who cried at sappy movies, and I even rented 
a few to watch at home by myself, hoping I’d shed at least one 
tear, but instead I sat through ‘em all, dry-eyed. Even when we 
buried my father, as you’ve probably already guessed—no tears. 
But it wasn’t because I wasn’t feeling sentimental. I was. I know 
I was, because I took this rock from the fresh dirt near his grave 
to remind me every single day since then about what my father 
taught me—‘to be a rock.’”

Kate looked down at the little lump of stone and felt its 
familiar edges as if for the millionth time. “I used to think of 
this rock as my good luck charm, I knew I could always count 
on it to remind me of my strength.”

Then she looked up at me and said quietly what I knew 
she’d stopped herself from saying before, “But now, you’ve 
ruined all that for me.”

“How so?” I asked gently.
“I think I’ve cried every single day since I first walked in 

your door. I bet you had no idea that I could never cry before 
that. Now, every day, I’m bawling like a baby at everything I 
find sad, happy, it doesn’t matter—it’s always tears.

“Part of me is really angry about that, because almost 
everything you’re telling me about opening up and being 
vulnerable and seeing that as strength, flies in the face of 
everything my father taught me. I mean, you even call tears, 
‘golden’ for God’s sake!” Now Kate was on her feet, looking 
visibly upset.
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“And I trusted him, God dammit! I believed what he taught 
me was true, and that makes me feel really angry at him. I 
thought my father loved me so much and, instead, now I see 
that he’s the one who’s thrown me in prison and brought the 
key to my life’s happiness with him to the grave!” She sunk 
back down into the couch with her face in her hands, and cried, 
her shoulders heaving up and down with each sob.

I got up and sat next to her and after a while, when I heard her 
breathing become still, I gently pulled her face up to look into my 
eyes.

“Kate, your chance for a happy life didn’t die with your 
father. And he’s not responsible for any of the pain you’re feeling 
right now. You’re the one who picked up that rock at his grave 
and vowed to live that ‘strong, tough’ Kate legacy—not him. It’s 
very important, Kate, that you realize something now—every 
single one of us is always doing the very best we can. Even if 
it seems like a person is making a total mess of their life and 
failing miserably while deeply hurting you in the process, you 
can be certain that they are doing their very best.”

She sniffled loudly and took a sip of water from the glass on 
the table. I continued, “You understand now how difficult it is 
to be human and to believe that you must be so strong in order 
to face the day. Each and every day, Kate, the majority of people 
do that—try to be so strong—without having any inkling of the 
peace that could be found within them—within the Soul. It’s 
hell out there!” I said, knowing that would make her smile.

She did, and then slowly, almost tentatively, as the little girl 
in her rose to the surface once again, she asked, “So what do I 
do now?”

But before I could answer, she wiped her eyes and then 
blew her nose in the napkin that had been so carefully wrapped 
around the treasured rock. Suddenly realizing what she’d just 
done, Kate looked at me stunned and then burst out laughing. 
I joined her, relieved to see that the rock, and hopefully what 
it had symbolized was no longer as precious and sacred to her 
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as it had been. She confirmed my intuition when she picked 
up the rock and said, “I feel like throwing this thing through a 
window.”

“I have a better idea,” I said.

A few moments later we were outside. I had led her out 
behind my house to a path that ran past my garden, down 
through the woods a few hundred feet to the bank of a river. 
Because it was springtime the water was high and moving 
swiftly—full to the brim with newly melted snow.

I pointed to one of the larger rocks that was directly visible 
in front of us in the river and said, “That rock over there, see 
how strong and still it is? So formidable that the water parts 
to rush around it. Yet even so, little by little the water’s flow 
will ultimately wear that rock away. If you throw yours into the 
water here, it will either be carried downstream or otherwise 
have to give into the flow, perhaps just staying put wherever it 
lands but still wearing away.”

She nodded and I continued, “It’s your choice Kate, you can 
stay strong, strong, strong and hard as a rock, using all of your 
strength to control your life, or you can let go now and go with 
the flow.”

She looked at me and then at her beloved rock. She closed 
her hand around it as she simultaneously closed her eyes, 
remaining that way, still and strong, for a moment. Then she 
brought it to her lips, kissed it, and while opening her eyes to 
look straight ahead, with all of her might she threw the rock 
directly into the strongest current of the river, saying, “I love 
you dad. It’s time for me to forgive you.”

Only the twilight now, and the soft “Sh!” of the river.
That will last forever.
   ~ D.H. Lawrence
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Forgive the world, and you will understand that everything 
that God created cannot have an end, and nothing God did not 
create is real. In this one sentence is our course explained.
   ~ A Course In Miracles

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #6

You, my friend and fellow Soul-Full journeyer, are enough. 
You are fully complete. All of the advice and golden nuggets of 
knowledge you seek can be found in that place within you that 
connects you with Soul. All the joys of spirit can be found in 
your heart.

Today let’s have you see that for yourself.
Take an inner inventory of your life to see what is truly 

valuable to you, as an evolving Soul, and what you can now see 
is important to let go of.

Step 1

Take a long, embracing and objective look at:
· People—perhaps you have inauthentic relationships or 

have issues with yourself, such as unwanted pounds.
· Places—are there cluttered, worn down, unattended 

areas of your life that need clearing or repair?
· Things—consider objects that take up not only physical 

space, but mental space, and that are inconsistent with 
your intention to be whole, present and free.

Step 2

Now take out a blank sheet of paper, and on it list your 
discoveries.
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Step 3

When you are finished writing, intentionally stop. Take three 
deep breaths. Clear out all previous thoughts, and then read 
your list quietly to yourself.

As you read, do so with the intention to open your heart 
wider. There is no need to do anything at all, about the items 
you’ve listed. This exercise requires no fixing, no changing, no 
trying to make them, (or you) any “better.” Just be with all of 
your observations for now. If you begin to feel overwhelmed as 
you consider your life this deeply, that’s fine. Again just notice 
any feelings that arise. There is no need to fix or change those 
either. Just be present—with all of it.

If you find yourself having a strong inclination to feel 
anything other than love for what is being revealed to you, 
exactly as it is, then take the reins of this runaway emotion by 
doing the following:

Hold that feeling of unsettlement in your awareness. While 
deliberately opening your heart wider, say to the thought about 
whatever person, place or thing it is:

I’m sorry I’ve felt this way towards you.

Please forgive me for having seen you this way.

Thank you. (You can forgive this grievance entirely—since 
all of your life is really only between you and you.)

I love you! (Love is all there is. Soul knows this. Because 
there really is no separation between you and the rest of the 
universe, to freely give love to others is to remove any blockages 
that keep you from giving love to yourself. You become One—as 
you’ve always wanted to be. Accept your own love and all others 
will in turn feel the renewal of your Unification. Then just sit 
back and wait in joyful anticipation of miracles.)
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Realize that our perception begets our experiences and colors 
how we see our world. We are creators all. So now it has come time 
to deliberately create the life you love, by first loving what you’ve 
already created.

*The above exercise is an adaptation of H’oponopono—a 
technique for self-liberation used for centuries by the Hawaiian 
Wise Ones, or Kohonas. It is way to access greater embrace, 
clarity and wisdom than you’d previously thought possible. In 
my experience, it holds tangible, miraculous power.





D A Y  S E V E N

Trust
I f  I ’m t rus t ing and be ing myse l f… every th ing in  my 

l i fe  ref lects th is  by fa l l ing into p lace eas i ly ,  of ten 

miraculous ly .

~ Shakt i  Gawain

“IT TAKES A LOT OF TRUST to do what you did yesterday, 
Kate,” I said as Kate settled into the familiar couch and I sat 
across from her in my chair.

“I know,” she nodded. “When I threw my rock into the river 
I felt like a toddler giving up her security blanket. I didn’t know 
for sure if I’d be able to sleep last night without it on my night 
table. But I actually slept like a baby all the same—a baby who 
still had her security blanket. For some strange reason, I felt 
supported and loved, even though I was all alone.”

“That’s the beauty of true forgiveness. When we stop giving 
other people the job of saving us and being our authority, we 
truly feel safe, secure and fully supported all by ourselves! And 
we can love them much more authentically, since we’re not 
expecting the impossible from them. We can live our own lives 
just for us. It’s only then we can be comfortable in our own skin 
every day and rest well when we put our heads down to sleep 



every night. That’s what being present really is.”
“That’s interesting,” Kate mused, propping her chin on her 

hand and leaning forward. “The way I see it now, it’s almost 
like I thought that I wasn’t being loving to my father if I didn’t 
‘stay strong,’ just because that was his way of expressing love to 
me. But in order for me to maintain that strong persona I had 
to really shut down.”

I nodded. “Isn’t it interesting to look at things objectively, 
as you’re doing now? So often in the name of love, we act 
inauthentically and give away our power, imagining that 
obtaining the love of others is more valuable than loving 
ourselves. With that go our feelings of safety and security, 
because deep inside we know we are not being real or true. So 
we lose trust in ourselves.”

“Wow. So when I listened to my father telling me to ‘Be 
strong, Kate’ and then did my best not to disappoint him, I was 
actually acting against my truest nature?”

“You didn’t know any better, Kate, and your father didn’t 
know how to parent any differently at the time, either. 
Remember, everyone is always doing the best they can. And 
many parents believe it’s loving to tell their children how to act, 
not realizing that their lives will become just that, an act. No 
one can author us, or tell us who to be. Not even our parents. 
It’s true, they bring us to life, but then it’s their job to encourage 
our autonomy and empower us to be individuals fully trusting 
in ourselves. We can only do that when we feel safe to venture 
out into life, make our own decisions and our own mistakes.”

“Oof,” she smiled, “I’ve made plenty of those.”
“Haven’t we all… but it’s often by overcoming those very 

mistakes, and all of the many challenges that life presents, that 
we discover our inner well of strength.”

“I guess I had to learn the hard way that strength doesn’t 
mean running away from my feelings or walling myself off from 
life. Looking back on it, doing that made me feel so weak and 
scared all of the time. Like my heart was so fragile that I had to 
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constantly protect it.”
I nodded, “It takes tremendous strength, real strength, to 

embrace life just as it is, and love it.”
Kate sighed, so I paused for a moment to let her feel the 

impact of all we were discussing. When she looked back up at 
me, I could see she was ready for me to continue.

“You know your father was well intentioned and he certainly 
loved you—”

“I know that,” she said, her eyes moistening.
“—and although that past may have felt very painful, look 

at all the good that’s come from it. You now understand, from 
first hand experience, that no matter how much someone loves 
you, they can never know what’s best for you, and vice versa. 
You can only know what’s best for yourself.”

“Whew! What a way to learn. But I do understand that 
now, on a very deep, personal level. No one else can determine 
anyone else’s life.”

“What other person could really ever truly know what’s best 
for you? The truth is, most people do for us what they feel is 
best for them! Especially the ones who ‘love us most.’ That’s the 
sticky mess that so many people out there are in, making them 
feel as though they’re in hell. Instead of living their own lives 
fully, with authenticity and appreciation, they think that loving 
means living everyone else’s lives for them.”

I could see Kate mulling over what I said, slowly letting it 
sink into her heart. After a few moments, she looked up at me 
and began to speak.

“When my father died, I felt like it was more important than 
ever to be strong. I was left completely on my own and I didn’t 
feel as though I could trust anyone. Looking at it now, I think 
that’s the legacy my mother left both of us with. ‘Be strong and 
self-reliant.’ Translation: ‘Don’t trust a soul.’”

She hesitated and added, “Honestly, I’m really not trusting 
of life right now and I’m not sure if I ever will be again.”

“Kate,” I said, “do you know what I see when I look at you?”

| 53 TRUST



“No,” she said, shaking her head, seeming apprehensive but 
curious, “What do you see?”

“I see someone who’s very trusting and open. Someone who 
is having an amazingly candid and honest conversation with me 
right now. You’re doing it, Kate. Right in this present moment, 
which is the only moment that there is, you are trusting!”

“But that’s different,” she said. “I trust you, but I don’t trust 
the world.”

“Kate, it’s important for you to realize that whether you 
trust me or not is neither here nor there. Because someday I 
may not ‘be there’ for you, just like your mother and father 
aren’t here today. My aim, in case you haven’t discovered it 
already, is that you trust yourself! You can only feel deep-rooted 
trust for others, and the sense of empowerment and freedom 
that begets, when you finally trust yourself. Then you’ll always 
have a reference point, you’ll be able to know what feels loving 
and what does not.”

I paused to clarify an important point, “That doesn’t mean 
you’ll stop loving people when they give a ‘call for love’ by doing 
something that is unconsciously harmful to themselves, or to 
you or others. Instead, you’ll learn to step back and observe 
without getting into their business or telling them what to do. 
You’ll let them play out their own dramas on life’s stage the 
way they need to, in order to learn whatever lesson they need 
to learn.”

“Sounds like having a front row seat to some kind of a horror 
show.” Kate said, grimacing while letting out a small chuckle.

I laughed, “It might not be easy, taking a front row seat 
to a particularly convincing drama or ‘horror show,’ as you 
put it, especially if you believe that the actors aren’t acting at 
all. But when you begin to honor who you really are and who 
everyone else is—remembering that we are all one Soul, and 
not the superficialities of this existence—that’s when you’ll see 
the world as a stage, or a series of stages, since you can turn any 
corner and find another one. Then, it’s as if all the drama, the 
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pain, the confusion, the suffering are just costumes, or props 
in the play. You know that’s not what life really is—no matter 
how convincing or believable it may seem. That drama pales 
in comparison to the peace and the profundity of being in the 
present moment. Then you see that you, and everyone else, is 
united in a place well above and beyond all such drama—you 
trust that you and they are Soul.”

Kate settled back into the couch cushions. “That sounds 
really nice,” she said sounding wistful, as though hoping it could 
be true for her but not quite yet believing in that possibility. 
Then her expression suddenly changed and she looked up at 
me. “Do you ever get impatient with people? I mean, wishing 
everyone would just snap out of it and start trusting themselves 
and stay out of everyone else’s business?” She let out a short, 
tight laugh. “I feel pretty impatient with myself right now.”

I smiled, “Having a deep sense of trust in yourself makes it 
easier to have patience with yourself and everyone else.”

We both sat still for a while and Kate’s brow furrowed as she 
considered our conversation.

Then she looked at me and said, “But how do I get there? It 
sounds wonderful… it’s just that sometimes I don’t feel that I 
can relate to the Soul that you talk about.”

“You are there Kate. Remember our tea last week? Just take 
a deep breath and sink into this present moment. And know 
that you can trust yourself.”

Kate exhaled deeply, the way she did when she was 
exasperated but letting go.

I nodded. “That’s it, just sit there and realize how powerful 
it feels to know ‘you need do nothing.’ You don’t need to fix or 
change anyone or anything. Just be. The Soul can’t be in charge 
as long as you think you’re the boss. It’s through forgiveness, 
letting go of the anger and hurt that makes us want to control 
everything, that we learn how to really be in the present moment. 
It’s from this awareness and stillness that we can cultivate a 
direct relationship with Soul.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Now. When I have overcome my fears—of others, of myself, 
of the underlying darkness: 
At the frontier of the unheard-of.
Here ends the known. But, from a source beyond it,
something fills my being with its possibilities.

 ~ Dag Hammarskjöld

Do you trust yourself? Do you trust others? Can you trust 
that as you objectively view all of your life as though it is 
a play—full of wonderful actors, each playing an important 
role to help you wake up to your life’s brilliance—that you 
will overcome your fears? 

As you practice this you’ll find yourself standing at the 
door of a new world, facing a life rich with possibility. No 
matter what “they” say, no matter what “they” do, they do it 
for you—to call you to love everything. If you find you can’t, 
that only means you have more to forgive…

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #7

If you’ve been like Kate, and have unearthed some deep 
past hurts and have chosen to forgive them, during these first 
few days of lessons you’ll find yourself experiencing a certain 
lightness of being as a result. You also may have discovered that 
once one grievance is forgiven, there’s yet another, and quite 
possibly another and another that pops up. Most especially once 
you’ve cleared away the most evident of unsettling experiences 
in your life. That’s natural. As many wise sages have said, this 
“enlightening work” is just that: lightening up as we peel away 
layer after layer, just like peeling an onion—complete with the 
tears!

There’s no stopping us now… until you find yourself so 
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light that you’re floating on air. So here’s another forgiveness 
exercise for you to try today.

Find a comfortable place to sit quietly with yourself.
As you feel yourself relaxing and coming into the present, 

begin to scan your mind, deliberately looking for any grievances 
in your life that still linger in your thoughts.

When you find one—however small and insignificant it may 
seem, or conversely, however big and looming it may appear to 
be—allow yourself to see this grievance and every subsequent 
grievance you unearth as one in the same—as an obstacle to 
your peace.

Then, breathing deeply, on the in-breath identify each 
grievance as simply, “judgment.”

And on the out-breath let it go as you say, “forgiven.”
Inbreath—judgment.
Outbreath—forgiven.
Do this with each unsettling or maddening thought that 

arises for about 10 minutes.
At the end of this time you’ve spent with yourself, notice 

how much deeper your sense of self-appreciation is. Notice that 
now you’ve “miraculously” cultivated more trust in life.





D A Y  E I G H T

Sorting it Out
To d i scard the unnecessary  requ i res  courage 

and a l so  ext ra hard work…

       ~ Barbara Tuchman

“YOU KNOW WHAT?” Kate began as soon as she sat down and 
pulled her bulky sweater over her head. “Last night I couldn’t 
sleep. I was thinking about so many things, mostly what we’ve 
been talking about. So I ended up lying in bed for a long time 
and I started thinking about all of the places I might need 
forgiveness or love in my life. And then suddenly it dawned on 
me: If I was so wrong about my dad and how I interpreted what 
I learned from him, what if I’ve been wrong about everything 
in my life? I mean, I’ve made so many of my decisions based on 
keeping that one false identity alive, thinking that I had to be 
strong or die.”

“Great observation, Kate. How does it make you feel?”
“It was terrifying at first, the idea that maybe everything 

I’ve thought my whole life has been wrong.”
“That idea is tough to swallow,” I interjected, “so to keep 

fear and judgment out of the picture, let’s just think of your past 
as having been a misinterpretation of the truth—an illusion.”

She nodded, “Exactly. An illusion. But realizing that, and 



seeing how silly it was to base my whole life around a single 
thought, I feel like it really does make sense to let the past 
go—to forgive it as you say. It’s not that I’m feeling all holier 
than thou or anything. I want to forgive it because it simply 
Does. Not. Make. Sense,” she said, emphasizing each word, “to 
hold on to such a tainted picture of things.” She sat back and 
exhaled deeply. “Gosh, I feel so much freer.”

“That’s amazing Kate,” I said, taking delight in her surrender. 
“I especially like that you’re thinking of it all as being ‘silly.’ 
It’s much easier to see how unreal our perceptions of the past 
have been when we have a sense of humor about it, isn’t it?” 
Kate nodded vigorously. I smiled and continued, “Along with 
practicing true forgiveness, the easiest route to freedom is to 
defer to the Soul. That way you can just relax, be present and 
enjoy the ride. There’s no need to second guess yourself when 
you let the Soul make all of your decisions for you. Let it take 
all of the responsibility as you allow it to express effortlessly 
through you.”

“You mean I can really do that?”
“Sure. Why wouldn’t you, now that you know that the Soul 

does exist? Why wouldn’t you defer to that sense of almighty 
wisdom, peace, genius and love? Actually, the way I see it, it’s 
insane not to. And that’s why, when people don’t defer to the Soul, 
they typically feel lost and confused in their day-to-day lives.”

“I know that one—feeling lost and confused.”
“Right. So now if you’ve sincerely had enough of that 

experience, perhaps it’s time to venture into a whole new world 
and try the opposite approach.”

“Which is?”
“Follow the Soul.”
“How?”
“Like the affirmation on your Mediation CD suggests to you 

each morning, ‘Relax and cast aside all mental burdens.’ That 
includes the burden of having to figure out your life! Then just 
let Soul express through you.”
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“Honestly, I don’t know if I can do that yet. I mean I don’t 
know if I trust the Soul all that much.” She was stumbling over 
her words, trying to figure out exactly what she wanted to say, 
“I mean, I’m—I’m still just getting acquainted with it. Until my 
work with you began, I didn’t have a clue that a thing called 
the Soul even existed. At least not in the way you talk about it. 
Now that I’m looking back at my life objectively, I see I’d never 
really felt peace, so I guess I never felt Soul. But little by little I 
am feeling it, like when I practice being present, or when I am 
being ‘the witness’ as you call it, or when I’m meditating and 
going deeper inside myself, since I can do that better now after 
having forgiven some of my past. But I still can’t say I trust the 
Soul, or understand it enough to entirely let go to it.”

Kate paused for a moment, mulling things over. “Can you 
tell me something? What is the Soul’s purpose? I mean, what’s 
its agenda? Does it have any?”

I smiled at her question. “The Soul is the experience of 
peace. As the voice of supreme reason—love—it’s the liaison 
between Heaven and earth, allowing us to feel Heaven here and 
now. It’s something everyone can access. You can think of It as 
the ‘beingness’ found in everything, rather than some sort of 
external figure. So if the Soul has any motive, Kate, it’s only 
this: to have you experience genuine healing, and the fullness of 
reconciliation, so that you can joyfully self-express, create and 
deeply commune with life, while you transform all obstacles 
into miracles.”

“Wow,” she said. “Why does it care so much about me?”
Her genuine innocence made me laugh, and I replied, 

“Kate, the Soul cares about you just the same way it cares about 
everyone, and it cares only because of one thing—its essence is 
love. Pure and simple. It can’t do anything else but love. It’s the 
love that you are.”

I saw her thinking this over and looking as though she felt 
a bit unsure of herself.

“Don’t worry Kate,” I said. “As we move on, over the next few 
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weeks, you’ll naturally get all of this. Just be patient, continue 
to pay attention to all of your thoughts, and deliberately let go 
of anything that feels unsettling to you. That will leave room 
for a new experience to present itself. But above all, relax. And 
remember that in the realm of the Soul, all that happens to us 
in life happens for an important purpose—a higher purpose, 
if you will. So high, in fact, that we cannot understand it, and 
may not even notice it, when we are living in fear or in any 
way identifying with the ego. In the realm of the Soul, every 
experience teaches us a lesson, or reminds us of something 
that we weren’t paying attention to. Everything that happens 
to us is perfect for where we are at that moment. It’s hard to 
recognize that perfection when we are identifying with the ego, 
but it’s there. It’s also important to remember that all change, 
no matter what it is, is helpful.”

“Well then, bring on the change!” Kate laughed and then 
took a deep breath as if getting herself ready for what was to 
come. I could see she was internalizing these concepts, and 
that, although they were new to her, she was intent on making 
them her own, so I went on.

“Okay, Kate. I’m going to add another dimension to this 
process. I’m going to ask you to do something else besides 
being present, cultivating a witness perspective, forgiving your 
past and looking within.”

“Which is?” She seemed a bit overwhelmed, but genuinely 
curious.

“You’re getting much better at observing your life, so let’s 
make all of this introspection even more valuable. Over the 
next few weeks, you’re going to naturally find yourself wanting 
to be rid of anything associated with the imprisoning thoughts 
and actions of your past. Being aware of what you choose to 
keep and not keep in your life will make this sorting out and 
clearing phase easier. All of the things that do not belong in 
your life will go. You’ll be clearing out all that doesn’t serve you 
in your quest to be present and unite with the Soul.

62 | FOOD: A LOVE STORY



“But before we begin,” I added, “there’s something I’d like 
you to know about clearing.”

“Yes, I’m listening.”
“Clearing is not only a means of letting go of what we don’t 

want in our lives. It’s also a way to make room for the new. 
You’ll never feel entirely ready for new experiences while you 
still feel cluttered, weighed down, entrapped and enslaved by 
old ones.”

She pounced on my words, “Weighted down. That’s the 
first time I’ve heard you mention weight in days.” She smiled 
teasingly.

I returned her smile and continued, “So you see, the real, 
whole-minded or Soul-Full objective of wanting to lose weight 
is not just to be thinner, but to let go of the past and to clear out 
the old stagnant energy in our lives, in order to be present with 
what is now and make room for what’s to come.”

“And all this time I thought I just wanted to fit into a little 
black cocktail dress.” She was joking again, but I could detect 
some wistfulness in her comment, as she realized this “diet” 
would entail more than just counting carbs or power-walking.

“Kate,” I said, looking her squarely in the eyes, “I’ll let you 
know right now, that if you go on a diet because of any external 
motivation, such as to please an unloving partner, to gain 
acceptance, or to otherwise prove you are worthy of love in any 
way, you will not be free of such weighty issues for long. They 
will resurface. Usually in the form of extra pounds—hence the 
yo-yo experience of losing weight only to gain weight, to once 
again lose weight, only to gain it back, ad infinitum.

“This happens because both you and Soul know that you are 
more than just a body-mind concept whose primary purpose is 
to please other people. Loving other people and seeking to please 
other people is not the same thing at all. A Soul loves, because it 
is love, whereas an ego pleases, as a way of “getting” love.

“Deep down inside, the Soul just wants you to be perfectly 
free to express love. So the Soul urges you, whispering to 
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your heart all day long, ‘Let go of this limiting identity. You 
are unlimited, expand, grow, love, extend.’ If you listen to this 
small, still voice, and allow yourself to be present, you’ll find 
a way to let that grandness of being extend through you. For 
example, you may create beautiful music, or a delicious meal, 
or you may express your love by cultivating a garden, or just by 
simply smiling at the people that you come into contact with 
each day.

“On the other hand, if you interpret this urge to expand 
through your ego, rather than through the Soul, you’ll 
experience only a deep yearning that you feel helpless to 
satisfy. That’s because the Soul’s call to love, to know your 
greatness, cannot be answered by an ego. Remember, the Soul 
and the ego abide in two opposing worlds—love and fear. So 
the ego’s—fear driven—answer to this inner urge to expand 
is to get more, do more, eat more or buy more. The ego is 
insatiable. The Soul, on the other hand, thrives on spaciousness 
and stillness. It only urges you to love more and to be more. 
It experiences the greatest peace in letting go and surrendering 
to the moment. It can just be, while letting go of the need to 
have and do, in order to feel validated.”

Kate’s brow was furrowed in concentration, but she nodded, 
as if to let me know that she was catching on. “Is that why so 
many people who have become rich, famous or successful seem 
to do self-sabotaging things? I always wonder why they can’t 
just be happy with everything they have.”

“Exactly. Their well-meaning but erroneous egos have the 
steering wheel, driving them towards its brand of ‘expansion’ 
that could never hold a candle to what the Soul is urging us 
towards.”

“Which is?”
“Knowing you are One with God—one with everything.”
“Oh,” said Kate, gulping, “I guess you could never eat 

enough to get that big.”
I laughed.
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“So the excess weight is like a cattle prod, pushing me to 
get back to Soul?”

“You could say that. Whatever best gets your attention and 
causes you to focus on how you’re living your life is a valuable 
tool for the Soul. Focusing on a diet plan, will never give you 
the ultimate ‘lightness of being’ and freedom that you desire 
because it addresses the body only, and there’s more to you 
than that. You’re not an empty shell, so you must also focus on 
loving, and expanding and extending yourself. And most diets 
certainly do not stress the experience of fulfillment or fullness, 
especially by way of loving yourself. Having excess weight that 
you want to lose just means that somewhere in you, you know 
there’s more love that you want to share—to know.”

“Hmm.” was all Kate could say at first, but then she 
became serious. “I understand. That yo-yo weight thing you 
just described is something I’ve experienced too many times. It 
feels like one of those silly, tragic dramas we were talking about 
yesterday.”

“It is. But look at that ‘tragic drama’ in the light of what 
I’ve just said about the ego and Soul living in two opposing 
worlds. Can you now see that the yo-yo has more to do with 
the Soul’s call for you to be more, and the ego’s call to get more? 
Be more—get more. Be more—get more. The yo-yo of sanity vs. 
insanity.”

“So let me get this straight. If I ever get sucked into 
another one of those dramas—a la pudding night—I’m just 
supposed to watch it?”

“Yes, exactly. And forgive it. The sooner you forgive, the less 
guilt you feel, the more self-love you have, and the less the yo-yo 
swings out of control. And what’s even more powerfully freeing 
to notice, is that if you choose to watch yourself lovingly during 
any such conflict, you’ll see that conflict is never caused by 
external conditions. We only feel conflict or confusion because 
of the inner decision to answer the ego’s call to contract, rather 
than the Soul’s call to expand.”
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I continued, “Soon you’ll see that all along you’ve had such 
a choice, the power to choose peace and love over fear and pain. 
And now you can contrast that yo-yo drama with the feeling of 
being present, of really trusting yourself.”

I paused for a moment, but Kate remained silent, sensing 
that I had something else to add, “But I’ll warn you,” I said, 
“if you consistently choose the Soul’s urgings instead of the 
ego’s from now on, you’ll have to expand your perceptions of 
life, because you will find yourself enjoying beauty, love and an 
abundance of all good things that before this have been beyond 
your capacity to imagine. It’s Miraculous, really.”

Kate could only let out a deep sigh.
I smiled. “So clear we must! Until you see yourself and your 

life with the unveiled perception of the Soul. For the next few 
days we’ll be entering into what I will call the period of sorting 
out, which begins with learning how to ‘trust your gut.’ You’ve 
learned that anything that feels deeply peaceful is Soul-Full, 
and anything that feels fearful, unloving or disquieting to you 
is your ego. Now that you’ve experienced these contrasts, you 
will find it easer to discern between the two.”

I poured two glasses of water from the pitcher I had placed 
on the coffee table when we sat down and offered one to Kate. 
She took it gratefully. As she drank, I continued, “All you have to 
do is pay attention to which things increase your peace of mind, 
and which things detract from it. Now that you’re getting better 
at embracing change as the gift that it is instead of resisting it, 
you’ll find that in order to stay in the flow you’ll have to decide 
which things to keep in your life and which things to let go of. 
As I said, you’ll be doing this based on whether or not you feel 
they increase your peace of mind, or detract from it. As you 
proceed, stay determined to make changes in your life and go 
with the flow, even when the changes seem scary. This phase 
can seem difficult, just like watching yourself and being present 
seemed difficult to you at first. The time has come for you to be 
completely real with yourself, as well as gentle and kind.”
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I smiled and went on, “You will be realizing that much of 
what you’ve placed great value on before this, was not only 
essentially valueless to the Soul, but will actually hinder your 
ability to grow and move effortlessly into new situations.”

Kate tilted her head to the side, “Like what?”
“Oh, like owning things you don’t really love just because 

they’re trendy, or hanging onto relationships that are not 
satisfying to you for fear of being alone.”

She nodded and I continued, “At this time, it’s important 
to see through the Soul’s ‘I’ and not through the body’s eyes, or 
else you may overlook the universality of this phase. You might 
end up choosing to hang onto some ‘not so bad’ or ‘once in a 
while’ indulgences that actually promote guilt in the long run. 
Remember Kate, guilt is the ego’s greatest weapon. In order to 
avoid change and stay in control, it attempts to bring you to 
your knees whenever the opportunity arises. I can assure you 
that although it may at first seem difficult not to have ‘fall back’ 
contingency plans—such as a dark chocolate stash—it’s much 
easier to make a clean sweep of it here and now.”

I paused to see how Kate was doing at the mention of her 
chocolate stash. And I realized that she was literally on the 
edge of her seat. Over the past few days something had visibly 
changed in Kate. The horrified look in her eyes had vanished 
and I was met by a new intensity as I looked at her face.

Noticing the transformation, I couldn’t help but smile once 
again. “The key to all of this is embrace, Kate. Let’s just take it 
one day at a time.”

She nodded.
“Tomorrow, I’ll meet you at your house. We’re going to begin 

the sorting out right there. And in the meantime, do nothing 
and love it! Don’t try to prepare for my arrival. No cleaning, 
clearing or fixing anything so that it will be more presentable 
for me. We’re taking it all just as it is, and loving it to wholeness 
and perfection!”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

The universe is transformation, life is opinion… take away 
the opinion, and then there is taken away the complaint, “I have 
been harmed.” Take away the complaint, “I have been harmed,” 
and the harm is taken away.
 ~ Marcus Aurelius

What if all that we perceive as harm is just a call to expand, 
and any kind of pain that you have felt is in fact caused by your 
refusing expansion? Nothing can harm you when you are fully 
aligned with Presence—with Soul.

Not any self-control or self-limitation for the sake of specific ends, 
but rather a carefree letting go of oneself; not caution, but rather 
a wise blindness; not working to acquire silent slowly increasing 
possessions, but rather a continuous squandering of all perishable 
values.
 ~ Rainer Maria Rilke

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #8

When you have a walled-off heart your perception is 
skewed. If you’ve discovered that your heart has been closed, then 
you’re also most likely beginning to see that perhaps life wasn’t 
exactly happening the way you dreamed it to be happening. 
Now that you’re realizing this, you could say that you’ve begun 
the un-doing and are now transitioning into a whole new way 
of being. Adopting such a freeing identity becomes infinitely 
easier as you let go of old baggage. To accomplish this, you will 
next be going through the “sorting out” phase of this program.

This type of sorting out is different from your typical, 
“choosing this or that.” It’s actually choosing to have everything 
by letting go of nothing.
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By that I mean, you can now choose to discard burdensome 
thoughts and let go of beliefs, ideas and memories that no longer 
serve you (which are essentially worth nothing). Do this and 
poof! Miraculously you’re free of a sour, sordid past, leaving you 
to feel the exhilarating “emptiness” which begets remembrance 
(however faint it may be at first) of infinite possibility. The 
Universe won’t tolerate a vacuum. Whenever you unburden 
yourself of the past and open yourself up, wide, wide, wide, to 
nothing and no one in particular, the next moment will become 
rich and lush with the grace of infinite possibility.

So let’s use this concept, which might appear theoretical, to 
address your practical concerns, and explore the benefits you’ll 
gain by doing this.

Most people don’t ask too much of life, but far too little. When 
you let your mind be drawn primarily to body/ego concerns, to 
survival and social acceptance and the many superficial things 
the world values, you ask for sorrow not happiness. However 
most people don’t yet realize that, so to make it easier for you 
to see where you might be doing this in your life, I’ll list the 
criteria that A Course In Miracles very specifically lays out, by 
which to test the value of all the things you think you want. It 
says, “Unless they meet these sound requirements, they are not 
worth desiring at all.”

Using these guidelines, you can easily sort out what will 
bring happiness to you (i.e.: everything!) from what will bring 
you only sorrow (i.e.: nothing).

The Course begins this lesson, entitled “I will not value 
what is valueless,” with some very profound revelations:

First, there are only two choices to make, no matter how 
many there may appear to be. 

Second, there is absolutely no compromise in what your 
choice must bring. It cannot give you “just a little” for there is 
no in between. Each choice you make brings everything to you, 
or nothing.
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Therefore, if you learn the criteria by which you can 
distinguish everything from nothing, you can make the happier 
choice. As you choose, remember this: “All things are valuable 
or valueless, worthy or not of being sought at all, entirely 
desirable or not worth the slightest effort to obtain. Choosing 
is easy just because of this. Complexity is nothing but a screen 
of smoke, which hides the very simple fact that no decision is 
difficult.”

The Guidelines to Discern the Valuable from the Valueless
(paraphrased from A Course In Miracles)

1. If you choose a thing that will not last forever, what 
you choose is valueless. The way The Course puts it, a 
temporary value is without value at all.

2. Time can never take away a value that is real. What fades 
and dies was never real. So if you choose this, you but 
deceive yourself by accepting nothing in the form that 
you think you like.

3. If you choose to take a thing away from someone else, 
you will have nothing left. This is because if you deny 
someone else’s right to everything, you automatically 
deny your own. This blinds you to recognizing the things 
you already have, and so you deny they are there. You are 
deceived by one of the ego’s greatest illusions: loss can 
offer gain. Loss can offer loss, and nothing more.

4. When making a decision always ask yourself: “Why 
is this choice of value to me? What attracts me to it? 
Here’s where it’s easiest of all to be deceived by the ego, 
who loves to put a halo on us, so that we can remain 
“innocent” victims of other people’s choices. It’s very 
important now, when asking these questions of yourself, 
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to consider what your answers would be if you lived 
in a vacuum, and had not a care in the world for other 
people’s opinions of you, either “right” or “wrong.” Only 
consider, “Does this choice bring me peace?”

5. If you feel any guilt about your choice, you have already 
allowed the ego’s goals to come between you and your 
happiness.

The Course asks: What is the gain to you in learning this? 
It is far more than letting you make choices easily and without 
pain. “Heaven itself is reached with empty hands and open 
minds, which come with nothing to find everything and claim 
it as their own.”

Today you can attempt to “reside in Heaven” by laying self-
deception aside, and with an open willingness, honestly decide 
to value only what is truly valuable and real. Here’s how:

Two times today, for fifteen minutes, gather your senses to 
yourself. Be quiet and focus on this thought: I will not value 
what is valueless, and only what has value do I seek, for only 
that do I desire to find.

Then receive what comes. As The Course puts it, “receive 
what waits for everyone who reaches, unencumbered, to the gate 
of Heaven, which swings open as he/she comes.”

Should you begin to let yourself collect some needless 
burdens (like judgmental thoughts), or believe you see some 
difficult decisions facing you, be quick to answer with this 
simple thought: I will not value what is valueless, for what is 
valuable belongs to me.
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D A Y  N I N E

What’s in the Fridge?
Out of  c lu t ter ,  f ind s impl i c i t y .

    ~ Albert  E inste in

THE NEXT DAY, KATE MET ME AT THE DOOR of her 
apartment followed by her barreling 40 pound cat, Ralph, who 
seemed more dog than feline as he followed her around the 
house and sniffed curiously at my feet. He crouched behind 
Kate’s legs until he was certain that I was a wanted guest and 
then followed us into the kitchen, where Kate had set out two 
red ceramic mugs on the table.

“It’s not quite like the tea service you had for us the other 
day, but you did tell me not to prepare anything at all for you. 
Being an obedient student I complied with your wishes!” she 
said a bit tongue in cheek. “But I do have several flavors of 
herbal tea, now that I drink a cup each morning with breakfast. 
My favorite at the moment is peppermint.” She opened the 
cabinet above the stove and a jumble of randomly stacked boxes 
nearly tumbled out. “Would you like some? The leaves are from 
my garden.” She smiled broadly as she pulled out a storage bag 
full of dried peppermint leaves.

“That sounds wonderful,” I said. “I’d love a cup.”
As she steeped the tea, I sat on a chair at the kitchen table 



and took in my surroundings. The kitchen was bright, a window 
between the sink and the refrigerator let streams of morning 
light into the room. Ralph took up his position on the floor, 
stretching his body across the strongest rays, purring as he sank 
into a contented sleep. Through the window, I could see what 
I assumed was Kate’s garden, a disordered but charming work 
in progress. Lots of pots were stacked along the side of newly 
turned rows, ready to be filled with seedlings.

“You have a lovely home, Kate.”
“It’s good enough for me I suppose,” she said modestly. 

“It’s small and no frills, so there’s not too much to bother with. 
But you’re getting the unkempt version of my life, since you 
specifically asked me not to touch or clean anything after I left 
you yesterday. It’s a bit embarrassing, but I’ve already revealed 
so much of my life to you, it would be crazy for me to feign 
perfection now. The way I see it, it’s just one more pocket of 
privacy for me to open up.”

She poured the freshly brewed tea into each of our cups, the 
strong scent of peppermint filling the room, and then pulled up 
a chair opposite me at the table.

“So,” she said curiously, but with a tinge of wariness, “what’s 
on today’s agenda?”

“Today,” I began, “I thought we’d kick off your sorting out 
experience in a more tangible way—so now, we’ll clean out 
your fridge.”

“Oh my God.” Kate’s jaw dropped, her hand flew to her 
mouth and she gasped, “I did not see that coming! I thought 
you just wanted to get a better feel for how I live my day-to-
day life, or something.” She grimaced and gripped her mug. 
“This is more than just embarrassing. I haven’t cleaned my 
refrigerator in about six months.” She stared into her tea and 
moaned, “Oh no. It’s been much longer than six months.” Then 
she looked at me and shrugged, “It’s not exactly one of my 
favorite things to do.”

“Why?” I asked.

74 | FOOD: A LOVE STORY



“Well,” she said a bit sarcastically, “isn’t it obvious? It’s a 
refrigerator. Exactly how much fun can clearing it out be?”

I smiled, “It’s really not what you’re doing Kate, it’s how you 
do it. So I guess we’ll be seeing how fun it can be, won’t we?” 
I looked around the kitchen. “Now, where are your cleaning 
products? We’ll be needing some of whatever you’ve got, and a 
bucket of water, some sponges. Maybe some paper towels.”

Kate got up and pulled a red plastic bucket from the cabinet 
under the sink. “And just in case you don’t have any of those 
things,” I added, “I brought a bag of my own cleaning products 
with me. I’ve come prepared for anything.” I opened the canvas 
bag I had with me, wide, for her to look inside. She did, and 
was genuinely impressed.

“Wow, you certainly did come prepared. That’s quite a 
collection you’ve got there. I feel a little like Mary Poppins has 
just arrived. Do you have the umbrella that you flew in with?

She laughed and I joined her, saying, “See, this can be lots 
of fun. How you experience anything is all in how you frame 
it, remember?”

“Right,” she said, half convincing herself, “and I have to 
admit that no matter how embarrassing this is, I’m looking 
forward to whatever the next moment holds.” said Kate.

“Why?” I asked, smiling.
She began to fill the bucket with warm water, “Oh, because 

I’m being present, so I know it will be awesome—whatever 
it is!”

“Exactly!” I emptied the contents of my tote onto the table. 
“Nothing is mundane in life. To a Soul, absolutely everything 
is a way to experience the miraculous.” I walked over to the 
refrigerator door and motioned for Kate to join me. “So first, 
let’s take a look at what you’ve got inside of here.”

She sighed and opened the door. As the light flicked on, I 
saw a hodgepodge of staples mixed with indulgences. Kate’s was 
the typical, overstuffed fridge, ketchup and other condiments, 
butter and a few cans of soda in the door, not-so-frequently 
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used items like pancake mix and a jar of pickles pushed towards 
the back and very perishable goods—some already perished—
towards the front. In the fruit and vegetable drawers there were, 
of course, fruits and veggies, along with several other things, 
such as bags of raisins, a half-eaten package of Fig Newton’s 
and some cat treats.

I took stock and said, “Okay. We’ll need three large garbage 
bags, one for the compost, one for recyclables and one for trash. 
Then let’s take a look at your cleaning products.” Kate kneeled 
down and pulled the bags from under the sink, along with an 
armful of cleaners.

“Wow. Strong stuff,” I commented. Almost everything was 
marked “industrial strength” in varying shades of neon.

“Yeah, I guess that’s another legacy of my dad. Auto 
mechanics can get pretty grimy,” she said with a chuckle.

“Let me show you a few of the cleaners I brought and 
then you can decide for yourself what you like best. I’ve been 
using environmentally-friendly products for years, but recently 
they’ve become available in almost every grocery and hardware 
store, so I don’t have to search far and wide anymore to find 
them.” I handed Kate a few of the bottles from my bag. “The 
main reason that I opt to buy these brands is that they’re not 
only wonderful cleaners, but I’ve looked into the companies 
that make all of these products, and I feel good about supporting 
them. They’ve got ethics, value, honor and compassion built 
into their company DNA. They’re being responsible about how 
they’re treating the environment and their employees, which is 
important because cleaning products can be very toxic.”

Ralph woke from his nap with the new bustle of activity 
and  jumped onto the counter to watch the action. “I know 
you’re an animal lover, Kate, so you’ll probably also appreciate 
that none of these products have been tested on animals. 
And there’s no risk of Ralph being poisoned if he happens 
to lick some off the floor. Plus we’re cleaning the appliance 
that contains all of your food, and you probably don’t want 
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chemicals surrounding your carrots.”
“I guess I just hadn’t thought about any of that.”
“Lots of people don’t. Becoming aware of what products we 

choose is a seemingly small shift that has a great impact on 
our lives. For instance, I feel more globally connected when 
I support conscious companies by buying and using their 
products. I’m not only doing something very good for myself—
using non-hazardous cleaners in the space that holds the foods 
I ingest—but I’m also being aware of the earth as a whole. I 
know that what I choose to do or not do in my microcosm of life 
affects the macrocosm and the entire world. So being congruent 
on every level of my life and doing what I feel promotes greater 
harmony and peace for all, places me easily and effortlessly 
in what feels like the flow of grace. It’s very subtle—entirely 
indiscernible to some—but it’s the antithesis of feeling guilt.”

Kate frowned as she nodded towards the neon arsenal of 
cleaners lined up on the counter, “I’ve always just bought the 
same products that I grew up with.”

“No need for shame. You’re learning! And now you know, 
there are ways of being present in every moment of our lives, 
including when we’re buying dishwashing detergent or carpet 
cleaner. Being aware of the products that we’re buying, and 
knowing the effects they have on our health and the environment 
is just another way to pay attention to the present moment, and 
to make sure that we’re choosing the most peaceful path.”

She nodded, “I guess I sort of sensed that those pine-scented 
sprays couldn’t have been all that healthy, but I never really 
looked into it.”

Kate was being very receptive to all I was saying and I knew 
that her perspective was widening, so I threw in one more tidbit 
of advice. “It’s infinitely easier for our bodies to aid the Soul 
when they are not struggling to overcome chemical sensitivity 
and noxious overload.”

“That makes a lot of sense. I’ve always felt bad, even just 
spraying cleaners around Ralph, let alone myself. I must have 
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innately known that it was not healthy, but I never followed 
that thread any further.”

“Alright,” I said, satisfied, “let’s move on. We’re going to 
go item-by-item. You tell me what goes and what stays in this 
refrigerator if you are now choosing to live, breathe and eat 
only from Soul. Just like you did with the cleaning products, 
make your choices based on what feels 100 percent congruent 
with peace, not only for you but for the planet.”

For the next 25 minutes we sorted through Kate’s entire 
refrigerator, discarding all old, stagnant, soulless energy in the 
form of various kinds of food. If Kate didn’t know anything 
about the company that produced a food she loved, we wrote 
down its name so she could research it online and find out what 
its corporate philosophies and policies entailed.

Kate was knowledgeable about nutrition, having read so 
many books on the subject over the years, so it was no surprise 
to me that she knew exactly which foods were most healthy, 
light and full of love—what I call “the soul foods.” It was also 
easy for her to spot which foods her ego had obviously chosen, 
most often, as she would say, as “fall back” foods.

We cleaned the entire fridge and also rinsed it with a dilute 
solution of baking soda and water, leaving it not only looking, 
but smelling completely fresh. All the while we laughed and 
chatted, as Kate recounted funny and charming stories about 
how she came to own the items she both kept and discarded. 
Then, one-by-one we strategically placed the usable, fresh, 
healthy and delicious items back into the fridge. Before we 
knew it, the job was done.

We stood admiring our masterpiece, Kate beaming. Even 
Ralph looked high in spirits standing beside her—most likely 
because he had found himself the happy recipient of so many 
leftovers.

Kate turned to me and said, “Thank you. I mean really, 

78 | FOOD: A LOVE STORY



thank you. That was actually fun.”
“Felt like love, didn’t it, Kate?” I said smiling.
“Yes, it did. It felt very much like Soul territory.”
“Good,” I said, gathering up my cleaners and turning towards 

the door. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning.” Then looking back 
with a smile I added, ‘I can’t wait to see what you have in your 
kitchen cabinets!”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

So what’s so difficult about discarding what’s no longer 
necessary in our lives? 

Perhaps our ego is fearful of losing its job. The freer and 
less encumbered you feel, the less work it has to do to occupy 
its time. Perhaps egos don’t know how to have fun and play!

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #9

You guessed it!
Today you’ll clean out your fridge. Do this as mindfully 

and joyfully as you possibly can. You might want to put some 
classical music on in the background, enlist the kids, your 
partner, your best friend or whoever you feel can join in the 
fun. Once you spark their enthusiasm, there may be no stopping 
them. But either way, be entirely present in this process as you 
follow these steps:

1. Take stock by asking yourself whether each item is earth-
friendly and ecologically sound. Thinking of the “bigger 
picture” expands our perception way outside of ourselves 
and naturally gets us out of a small-minded I, me, my 
perspective, aligns us with Soul and brings us into the 
present moment.

2. Ask yourself why you have each and every item in your 
refrigerator. Consider its health benefits, keeping in 
mind that joy is health promoting. If eating that specific 
item truly brings you joy and creates a greater sense of 
well-being in you—keep it!

3. Question whether or not it resonates with the Soul. Keep 
it if it does, discard or compost it if it doesn’t.
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4. When you are finished, mindfully place each item that 
you choose to keep, back into the fridge with reverence, 
knowing that these foods you will soon be consuming 
are now blessed!

Note: If you don’t feel that you’re as knowledgeable as Kate 
about nutrition, perhaps now is the time for you to learn a bit 
more. The sections entitled, “Know Thy Food” and “Stepping 
Up to a New Plate” in Soul-Full Eating: A (Delicious!) Path to 
Higher Consciousness are rich with information and insight to 
help you make well-informed, conscious decisions about which 
foods are best for you to buy.

You can also go to www.eatwithsoul.com/links for more 
information on natural cleaners and a eco-friendly cleaning 
guide.
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D A Y  T E N

The Perfect Pantry
Cleaning creates an empty space where something new—

life—can happen, leaving a free area for a fresh approach. 

More than that, this is sacred work, creating hallowed 

ground—a space that is returned to its cleared wholeness.

 ~ Kather ine L Robyn ,  Sp i r i tua l  Housec lean ing

“I’M READY,” said Kate, as soon as I walked into her apartment. 
She was smiling widely, sweeping her hand across the kitchen 
counter, Vanna White style, to show me the garbage bags, 
whisk broom, newly purchased eco-friendly cleaners and paper 
towels that she had put out in anticipation of my arrival. She 
was visibly happy to be taking on this project.

“So you’re ready.” I smiled. “What makes you think you’re 
so ready?”

“Well,” she answered, “you can see that I have just about 
everything we’ll need to clean out my pantry and kitchen 
closets.”

“Hmm, I see” I said, looking at all of the items she’d laid 
out. “Looks like there’s something missing.”

She instantly turned to look at the items, a tinge of panic 
rising in her voice, “What? What’s missing?”



I turned to her and said, “Spontaneity!” She looked at 
me, saw me smiling and immediately realized what she had 
forgotten.

“Oh, no! I prepared for you didn’t I? Even after you’d told 
me not to. It’s a force of habit I guess. I’ve always been such a 
people pleaser. And I was especially excited to show you my 
new cleaning products.”

“Well, it does look as though you did a bit of preparing for 
my arrival, but that’s not what I’m referring to.”

“What are you talking about then?” She asked curiously.
“While you’re about to dive right into the rather mundane 

task of cleaning cabinets, I’m about to do something entirely 
different with you.”

“Really?” she asked, her interest piqued.
“Yes, really.” I said. “I’m about to show you a spiritual tool 

that is like a clean sweep to your consciousness whenever you 
find it needs clearing. I’m going to show you how to purify your 
perception.”

“Silly me,” she said, a bit sarcastically, “I should have known 
we wouldn’t be doing anything as normal as cabinet cleaning. 
Alright then, purify my perception. I like the sound of that, it 
has a bit of a ring to it. Although I really don’t understand what 
you mean by it, or how it will sweep my consciousness clean, 
or why I even want to do that.”

“Before I explain, first let me ask you, how is your practice 
of being present going? Are you finding that you are able to still 
your mind, observe and ‘just be’ with experiences as they arise 
in your day-to-day life?”

“I’m glad you asked me. I’ve been sort of on again, off again 
with that. One minute I’m feeling all Zen-Master-like, able to 
transcend anything that life could possibly throw at me, and the 
next minute I fall back to being my old irrational, judgmental 
and highly-opinionated self. What’s even more painful though, 
is that I’m finding the one who really ticks me off the most and 
that I have the hardest time forgiving is me! I’m now a lot more 
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gracious with everyone else, but man, I can still beat myself up 
pretty good.”

“Great observation, Kate.” I joined her at the table. “What 
do you typically do when you discover, through your self-
observation that you’re beating yourself up?”

“Well,” she said, “sometimes I get even angrier with myself, 
which is terrible. It’s like being strapped to a runaway horse 
that I have no idea how to stop, and it typically becomes a 
downward spiral. Other times I do find that I can stop myself, 
by deliberately breathing, becoming even more present, and 
then as quickly as I can, I forgive myself.”

“Excellent Kate! That’s wonderful!” I was grateful that she 
was obviously taking our work together seriously and putting 
the principles we’d discussed to practice. “I want to let you 
know,” I said, “that at times like those, when you just cannot 
seem to let go of your judgments, you don’t have to do this 
work all alone.”

“You mean you’ll help me.”
“No, Kate, that’s not what I mean. I won’t always be available 

to you. But there is one who is always available to you, day or 
night, at a moment’s notice—the Soul. Let me explain what I 
mean by that and what I mean by, ‘purify your perceptions’ in 
the context of what you just said.”

I went on, “Whenever you find yourself especially challenged 
by a judgment you are having about yourself or someone or 
something else, just turn to the Soul and simply, humbly and 
sincerely ask, ‘Purify my perception about this.’ This is a request 
that’s always answered, Kate. But you must keep your heart 
open as you remain alert and attentive to receive the answer. 
When you do stay open, you align with Soul. Remember the 
Soul knows it is at one with everything, there’s no this-or-that 
and no us-against-them mentality. When you are willing to say, 
‘purify my perception’, and give your troubles to the Soul, you 
are essentially declaring that you surrender your small-minded 
egotistical take on things.
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“This statement, ‘purify my perception,’ states your 
intention to submit to a more inclusive mindset; one that’s 
universal in scope. You can expect your answer to come to you 
in any number of ways. It may come via an inner revelation, or 
a ‘melding in’ that allows you to feel at one with the situation 
and capable of embracing it and seeing it in a whole new light. 
Or it may be more subtle than that. You may come to a shift 
in consciousness through synchronicity; maybe by overhearing 
someone’s conversation, or via something you just so happen to 
read. The Soul uses everything for its purpose once you make 
such a request. Which is in itself proof of how well supported 
you are, and that you can never, ever be alone left wandering in 
the desert as you’ve so tangibly felt in the past.

“But no matter what, you must remain open and present 
to ‘hear’ the Soul speak to you this way. As I’ve mentioned, 
over the last few days, you can always recognize this voice, no 
matter how still and small it may appear to be at first, by the 
peace you feel whenever you listen to it. Only this voice brings 
peace once you completely align with it. And when you do, 
then you become the bringer of peace—just by listening to it in 
all circumstances and always.”

Kate was visibly moved. “You know sometimes I am shocked 
by how easy you are making this for me to understand. I mean 
it’s still not super easy to do all of this, it’s really not at all, but 
at least I now have some tools, especially when the biggest part 
of me is screaming, ‘NO don’t do it. You’ll lose yourself in this 
madness!’” She laughed.

“I’m very grateful. I still don’t exactly understand what 
we’re doing, but I do know I feel much, much better than I 
have in years and…” she stopped herself midsentence and 
taking a deep breath, finished her thought by saying, “And I 
suppose that’s enough.” I smiled at her gracious receptivity and 
willingness.

“Okay,” I said, “Now let’s begin the clearing process of both 
your cabinets and yourself!”
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“Wonderful, but can I stop this conversation right here for 
a minute, before we go any further, and get us both a nice cup 
of home-grown peppermint tea?”

I smiled and nodded yes, saying, “And while you’re at it, 
bring us a few sheets of clean, white paper and a pen as well.”

A few moments later we were both seated at her kitchen 
table, sipping our mugs of tea, the paper and pen in front of us.

“Now,” I began, “I’d like you to draw two lines on one sheet 
of paper, making three equal sized columns.”

When she was finished doing that I said, “At the top of 
the column to the far left write the word, Never.” She did, and 
looked up when she’d finished.

“Then at the top of the column in the middle write the 
words, Some Day.” She did. “And on top of the last column 
write the word Now.” Which she did, instinctively putting an 
exclamation point after it.

“Done,” she said, looking at the paper in front of her.
“Alright,” I said, “now list the numbers one through five 

down the left hand side of the paper. I’m going to make five 
statements and I want you to affirm your answer to each one by 
putting a checkmark in the appropriate column.”

“I’m ready.”
“Number one,” I began, “peace and joy and perfect health 

are mine.
“Number two, I am deserving of all good things.
“Number three, I am entitled to miracles.
“Number four, I only value what is truly valuable.
“Number five, to everyone I offer quietness, peace of mind 

and gentleness.
“Okay, let’s see your list.”
“Oh my,” she said, “that was very difficult. On almost every 

question I was torn between what column I wanted to check, and the 
one I felt was the actual truth for me in my present state of mind.”

“Well, Kate,” I said, “there is only the present moment, so 
whatever you affirm now to be true is true. That is, until you 

| 87 THE PERFECT PANTRY



affirm it isn’t.”
“I see,” she said, “alright then, in the best possible world, I 

would affirm ‘Now!’ to every one of those statements.”
“Did you do that on your list?” I asked.
“No. I wish!” She said. “Instead I checked mostly ‘Some 

Day’. But I am very happy to report that I didn’t check any one 
of them, ‘Never,’ which is something I’m pretty certain I would 
have done just a few weeks ago.”

“Wonderful!” I said. “That’s a substantial realization.
“So now, let’s translate this exercise to the items in your 

kitchen cabinets that you are going to be discerning whether 
or not to keep. As we go through them Kate, I want you to ask 
yourself, ‘When will I use it?’ And then answer either, ‘Now!’, 
‘Some Day’ or ‘Never.’

“While you do this, I’d like you to keep in mind whether 
or not the item you are considering resonates with you on a 
Soul level. For instance, let’s look at your spice cabinet. I can 
see from your garden outside that you love herbs and are very 
knowledgeable about them. Does your collection of herbs and 
spices reflect that? Are your spices ‘earth and people friendly’ 
allowing you, just by opening the spice cabinet, to feel greater 
peace of mind in knowing that you support what’s peaceful 
for the planet? For instance, are your spices sustainably and 
organically grown, from an ethical fair-trade company that 
cares for its growers and those who harvest for them? There’s 
so much Soul-connection to be made right there in that little 
corner of your kitchen.”

“And what if I don’t know?”
“You can use the same processes you learned yesterday while 

clearing out the refrigerator. Go online to discover the intentions 
of the company that produces the brand you use. It might seem 
like a lot of work, Kate, and you needn’t do it all in one day, 
but when you are finished you won’t just have a neat and tidy 
kitchen area, you’ll have a food sanctuary that feels harmonious. 
One that connects you to life and feeds you on every level.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Yet the haven the soul seeks is close at hand, within the 
stove and the cupboard, on the bookshelf, and in the closet. With 
the eyes to see it, and the hands to create it, we can recover the 
home that soul desires.

~ Anthony Lawlor, A Home for the Soul

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #10

It’s probably no surprise to you that today is pantry 
cleaning day! You’ll be following the guidelines that we 
established yesterday:

1. Take stock by asking yourself whether each item is earth-
friendly and ecologically sound. Thinking of the “bigger 
picture” expands our perception way outside of ourselves 
and naturally gets us out of a small-minded I, me, my 
perspective, aligns us with Soul and brings us into the 
present moment.

2. Ask yourself why you have each and every item in your 
pantry. Consider its health benefits, keeping in mind that 
joy is health promoting. If eating that specific item truly 
brings you joy and creates a greater sense of well-being 
in you—keep it!

3. Question whether or not it resonates with the Soul. Keep 
it if it does, discard or compost it if it doesn’t.

4. When you are finished, mindfully place each item that 
you choose to keep, back into the cabinet with reverence, 
knowing that these foods you will soon be consuming 
are now blessed!
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Add one more dimension to the above list. Try the same 
method that Kate and her teacher used to evaluate what feels 
useful and appropriate for you in your current life by discerning, 
when, if ever, you’ll use each item. Ask yourself, ‘Now!’ ‘Some 
Day’ or ‘Never.’ If your answer is ‘Now’ or ‘Some Day,’ you can be 
confident that the item fits your present lifestyle. However, if your 
answer is ‘Never’ you can feel free to compost, donate or discard 
it. (Though you may want to pay attention to those ‘Some Day’ 
items—if you still haven’t touched them within another month 
or so, consider disposing of them.)

While you do this cabinet clearing, keep in mind not to 
be frivolous or wasteful. There’s no need to throw out food or 
spices just because they are not free-trade or organic, especially 
if you’ve recently purchased them. Instead, just make a mental 
note of which items you’d like to replace with an ecologically 
sound, Soul-Full equivalent in the future

‘Tis a gift to be simple,
‘Tis a gift to be free,
‘Tis a gift to come down
Where we ought to be
And when we find ourselves
In the place that’s right
‘Twill be in the valley
Of love and delight.
  ~ Nineteenth Century Shaker Hymn
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D A Y  E L E V E N

Stoking Your Inner 
Fire 

While Cleaning the Stove

How we ho ld the s imples t  o f  tasks  speaks loud ly  about 

how we ho ld l i fe  i t se l f .

 ~ Guni l l a  Norr i s

THE NEXT DAY, WHEN I ARRIVED at Kate’s home and walked 
into her kitchen, I could feel a palpable lift to the energy of 
the room. Gone was the gloom that had previously engulfed it, 
now it was full of sunny sensations, emanating not only from 
the streams of light dappling the floor where Ralph lounged, 
purring contentedly, but from the entire area. Ralph was used 
to my presence now and only lifted his head slightly when I 
entered the front door. He was enjoying his current experience 
far too much to leave its glorious warmth to make a fuss over 
me. Kate graciously welcomed me, as always, but she, too, 
appeared to be equally self-possessed. It was a wonderfully 
centered and calm space to enter into.

I noticed that Kate had done nothing to prepare for my 



arrival. And yet, she didn’t seem to be even a bit self conscious 
about it.

As we sat down at her kitchen table together, I noticed the 
centerpiece of freshly cut flowers. She saw me spot them and 
sat looking at me, smiling, waiting for me to begin speaking.

“Those are beautiful flowers, Kate. They’re arranged so 
artfully, did you do that?”

“Yes, I did. They’re from my garden. Look out the window, 
you’ll see it’s flourishing now, especially the herbs and 
flowers.”

I did sneak a peek, and what I saw was a well-kept sanctuary. 
It hadn’t looked that way at all when I first saw it just a few 
short days ago.

“Gardening and flower arranging used to be one of my 
favorite hobbies,” Kate began. “I thought I lost interest in 
it long ago. To tell you the truth, I was always surprised I 
resonated with it to begin with—it was entirely incongruent 
with my ‘strong, tough Kate’ image, you know. But with all of 
this clearing I’ve been doing, I’ve recovered so many things 
that I thought I’d lost.” She smiled and looked at me wisely, 
“And, as you probably know, it’s not just lost bags of spices 
I’m unearthing from way in the back of some cabinet.” She 
shrugged lightly, “My creativity is resurfacing.”

“Bravo Kate,” I smiled. “It didn’t take long for you to notice 
that our outer lives mirror our inner state. Remove the clutter 
and the mind clears. Everything on earth that we experience is 
a symbol of our thoughts and feelings.”

“It’s astonishing how metaphorical it is, and at the same 
time how real it feels,” she said.

“The only reality is love and peace, everything else in 
life points us back to that source—everything, from pain to 
pleasure—even dirty kitchen appliances! Speaking of which, I 
have something with me I’d like to read to you before we begin 
today’s undertaking.”

I reached into my bag and pulled out a paperback, titled, 
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Wherever You Go There You Are. I showed it to Kate, “This book 
is written by another one of my favorite authors, his name is Jon 
Kabat-Zinn. He teaches mindfulness meditation. In one of the 
chapters he describes himself mindfully cleaning the kitchen 
stove.” I flipped the book open to a page I had earmarked and 
handed it to her, pointing to the paragraph I had in mind. “Here, 
would you like to read it?”

Kate nodded, and began to read, her soft voice clear in the 
newly sparkling kitchen:

I can lose myself and find myself simultaneously while cleaning 
the kitchen stove. This is a great, if rare occasion for mindfulness 
practice. Because I don’t do it regularly, it is quite a challenge by 
the time I get around to it, and there are lots of levels of clean to 
aim for. I play with getting the stove to look as if it were brand new 
by the time I’m finished.

She looked up at me and set the book onto the table, 
“Finding yourself while cleaning the stove,” she mused. “I’ve 
never, ever thought of it that way. In fact, I don’t think I’ve 
cleaned the stove once since I moved in.”

I smiled, “For Jon Kabat-Zinn, cleaning the stove is half 
play and half science, as he discerns the perfect degree of 
scrubbing force.” I pointed to the page and read, “‘just abrasive 
enough to get the caked food off…but not so abrasive that I scratch 
the finish.’

“He describes placing the burners, the pans that sit 
underneath them, and even the knobs into the sink to soak 
while he moves on to ‘scrub every square inch’ of the stove—
intimately revealing the mindfulness to his method. And as he 
moves further into the process, this stove cleaning becomes 
not only paradigm shifting, but a work of art to be savored. 
He illustrates the motions, the movements, the feelings of his 
‘whole body, no longer trying to clean the stove so it will look nice, 
only moving, moving, watching, watching, watching as things 

| 93 STOKING YOUR INNER FIRE



change slowly before my eyes.’”
By this time, both Kate and I were intently hovering over 

the book. I continued, “He talks about the pleasure of adding 
a soundtrack to chores, and also of the blessings to be gained 
from working alone in perfect silence. And this is my favorite 
part—one day, while listening to a Bobby McFerrin song, he 
loses himself not only in the stove cleaning but simultaneously 
in the dance of life.”

I pointed to the passage I was describing and Kate began 
to read it out loud, her voice sounding both awed and pleased 
with the unusual description, “So cleaning became dancing, 
the incantations, the sounds the rhythms and movements of my 
body merging, blending together, sounds unfolding with motion, 
sensations in my arm aplenty, modulations in finger pressure on 
the scrubber as required, caked remains of former cookings slowly 
changing form and disappearing, all rising and falling in awareness 
with the music. One big dance of presence, a celebration of now. 
And at the end, a clean stove.”

She stopped and I picked up where she left off, “Jon Kabat-
Zinn tells us that although his stove is now immaculate, it 
wouldn’t be mindful for him to take all of the credit.” 

I began to read, “It’s more like the stove cleaned itself, with 
the help of Bobby McFerrin, the scrubber, the baking soda, and 
the sponge, with guest appearances by hot water and a string of 
present moments.”

When I looked up from the book, I saw that Kate was 
staring at her stove. She turned to me and smiled, as if we were 
both thinking the same thing. “So you see Kate, as you are 
discovering quickly, there really is no mundane to life. Cleaning 
kitchen cabinets, kitchen stoves, losing weight—it’s all sacred. 
Each pound lost can be a revelation gained. What a novel idea, 
‘eh? Savoring the process of losing weight! You can do it, just as 
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you can delight in the process of cleaning the stove.”
Kate’s eyes were tearing up and she cleared her throat 

before saying, “It seems hugely profound, and at the same time 
astonishingly simple. Suddenly, there’s nowhere for me to ‘get 
to,’ no ‘better me’ to be found ‘someday when I lose weight,’ or 
when I ‘do this or do that perfectly.’ It’s totally my own choice. 
I’m either going to love my life, and all of its pretty little messes 
right now, or not.”

It was my turn to feel touched, my heart bursting with 
gratitude for this amazing woman before me.

I looked at her, smiled and said, “Now, Kate, let’s clean your 
stove.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

How we care for our homes is a subtle but significant 
expression of not only our self-esteem but the contentment of our 
soul.
 ~ Sarah Ban Breathnach, Simple Abundance

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #11

Today let’s see if you can clean your kitchen stove with 
ingenuity, fervor and presence equal to Jon Kabat-Zinn’s. 
Remember about using those earth friendly cleaners. (Jon 
Kabat-Zinn uses baking soda.) So find out what works best 
for you, and if you end up going out to purchase a good, eco-
friendly oven cleaner, maybe you’ll want to pick up some new 
music to clean the stove by as well! As you clean, realize how 
this “mundane task” is transformed by your presence—just as 
anything you do can be.
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D A Y  T W E L V E

Mind-Fullness and 
the Raisin
I  th ink the reason we a l l  get  up in  the morn ing ,  whether 

we know i t  or  not ,  i s  that  br ie f  moment dur ing the day 

when we recogn ize the beauty  in  someth ing .

~ Penelope Mich ler

“HERE WE ARE AGAIN,” Kate said, smiling as she led me into 
the kitchen, sparkling with fresh flowers on the table, “my new 
favorite room in my house. After you left yesterday, I found 
that I was still in cleaning mode, so I scrubbed the floor, and 
even cleaned the walls. All very mindfully, I might add. And 
now, voila! A clean, well organized and beautiful kitchen.” She 
exhaled deeply, happily surveying her surroundings.

“Oh!” She looked back to me and her eyes widened with 
glee, “I almost forgot to tell you. I lost 3 pounds this past week. 
And get this, what’s even more amazing is that I didn’t even 
formally exercise all week because I’ve been so busy organizing, 
clearing, cleaning and gardening. I didn’t have any time to. 
But lo and behold, it turns out that the kind of work I’ve been 



doing burns calories just as well as any pushups. It’s all felt so 
good too, not routine or regimented at all. And with actual, 
tangible results from my labors! I used to resent ‘hard work,’ 
but now I am seeing that nothing is ‘hard’, except for what we 
choose to label as difficult, and that more than anything it’s our 
resistances that are so laborious to deal with.”

Again, I was impressed with Kate’s capacity to so quickly 
comprehend the liberating nuances of the work we were doing 
together.

“So what’s left to clear?” Kate asked eagerly. “Looks like 
we’re done in here.”

“Well, not quite,” I smiled. “You forget we’ve just begun in 
this room. Now the stage is set, but it’s time to raise the curtain 
and enter front and center, so that you can do what you do best 
in this room: prepare food and eat it.”

“Oh,” Kate said, looking embarrassed, “I’ve been so busy 
clearing out, that I haven’t had time to bring anything in. I’m so 
sorry. I haven’t gone food shopping in a few days, so I’m afraid 
my cupboards are nearly empty.” She thought for a moment, while 
biting the nail on her index finger. “I do have tea though, from 
the garden,” she said in a hopeful voice. But before I even had the 
chance to respond, her face fell into a grimace as she shook her 
head, “I feel like such a bad hostess.”

“No, no,” I quickly said. “No need to feel badly. We’re not 
ready yet to be eating or preparing any feasts. We’ve got a ways 
to go before we get there. I did, however, notice when we were 
clearing out your refrigerator that you had a couple bags of 
raisins. Do you still have those by any chance?”

“Raisins?” she asked. “Yes, I do still have those, surprisingly 
enough. Up until now, raisins have been one of my favorite ‘fall 
back’ foods. I used to gobble them by the handful. Since they’re 
healthy, I didn’t feel too, too guilty eating mounds of them 
whenever I had a craving for sweets. But still, I never could 
stop myself from over indulging. I would always buy a few bags 
at once, knowing that if I started to eat them I wouldn’t be 
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able to stop until I had gotten an enormous sugar high,” she 
grimaced, “which most often ended with a huge headache and, 
needless to say, a not so great self image.”

“Well, one of those bags is just what we need. Why don’t 
you take one out so I can share something else with you that 
I learned from Jon Kabat-Zinn. He does more than just clean 
stoves!” Kate went to the refrigerator where she kept the raisins 
and plopped a bag of them onto the table.

“Okay,” I said, “let’s begin. First of all, I want you to pretend 
that you’ve never ever seen a raisin before. So you don’t have any 
name or label for what’s in that bag in front of you, alright?”

Kate nodded, “That’s weird, but I think I can do it.”
“Good. Now just allow yourself to be free of concern about 

anything else, let go to this moment and follow my directions 
carefully.”

“I’m ready.”
“I’d like you to take three objects out from the bag that’s in 

front of you.” I waited for her to do that. “Now, placing them 
on the table, examine them carefully.”

Which she did.
“Now select one of the objects in front of you and—as if 

discovering it for the first time—touch it, feel it and roll it in 
the palm of your hand. How does it feel, smell, look and sound? 
Consider each aspect of this object carefully.

“After you feel that you’ve done this thoroughly, lick the 
object. How does it taste?

“When you have fully considered this, put it in your 
mouth, but don’t chew it. Let it sit there, allowing your tongue 
to explore it. Notice what your tongue does—how it interacts 
with this object. 

“Now roll it all around in your mouth with your tongue. Be aware 
of your tongue as well as the object. Notice any new observations 
or realizations that might come to you about this object. 

“Now allow your teeth to touch it and slowly begin to chew. 
Try to consciously chew it until you no longer can, until it 
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turns completely to liquid. Then, and only then, swallow it.”
I paused and let her follow my directions to completion. 

When I saw that she had, I continued, “Now take the second 
object. Explore it the same way—very deeply, slowly and 
consciously. Note how this experience differs, and how it is the 
same, as the first.”

I stopped speaking for quite some time so that Kate could 
immerse herself in the experience of eating the second raisin. When 
I saw that she was finished, I said slowly and deliberately, “Finally, 
take the third object and do the same as you have done with the 
first two objects—proceeding even more slowly and mindfully.

See if there is anything in or about this third object that you 
may have missed in the other two, remembering that no matter 
how similar these three items appear to be, they are all unique 
and have differentiating qualities about them.”

I stopped speaking and Kate kept her eyes closed; savoring 
the experience. When she slowly opened her eyes, they were 
bright and alive. She took a deep breath and then exhaled 
very slowly and deliberately.

“Wow. This might sound odd,” she ventured, “but on the 
third raisin, I started to imagine the people who had picked the 
grapes that would become my raisins. And as I started to think 
about them, I felt such immense gratitude for those workers. 
I’ve never even thought of that before.”

“See what a mind-widening experience that actually eating, 
when you are eating can be?”

She nodded and gazed wonderingly at the bag of raisins 
sitting on the table between us, “It’s as if an entire world existed 
in those three little raisins, an entire world that suddenly opened 
up to me when I began eating them. I cannot imagine how I 
could have ever just grabbed handfuls of them and shoved them 
into my mouth, without really tasting them or feeling them on 
my tongue, just to appease my sugar crazings.”

I smiled, “Imagine eating a whole meal like that.”
Both of our eyes were wide, like children on Christmas. 

Kate marveled, “Talk about Heaven on earth!”
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MIND-FULLNESS AND THE RAISIN | 101

SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

I cannot count the good people I know who to my own mind 
would be even better if they bent their spirits to the study of their 
own hungers.
      ~ M.F.K. Fisher

Just as a kitchen can be a haven, food can elevate our spirit as 
well as supply our physical needs—this is precisely where both 
worlds meet. Wherever it is that two are joined as one, we will 
always find ourselves experiencing a state of grace.

During your next three meals just watch yourself, honoring 
yourself and the food.

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #12

Do the raisin meditation as described above, and jot 
down any revelations you may have as a result. If you like, you 
can share them with us on our Soul-Full Community Forum.

You can go to www.soul-fulleating.com to sign up for the 
community today.

Also, read or reread Chapter 3, “Be Mind-Full” in Soul-
Full Eating. This chapter relates, in a more in-depth way, the 
experience of mindfulness.





D A Y  T H I R T E E N

Clearing and Sharing 
Space
When we t ru l y  care for  ourse lves ,  i t  becomes poss ib le 

to  care far  more profound ly  about  o ther  peop le .  The 

more a ler t  and sens i t i ve  we are to  our  own needs ,  the 

more lov ing and generous we can be toward others .

 ~ Eda LeShan

“I HAVE A QUESTION,” Kate said, launching right into 
conversation as soon as I walked into her apartment, even 
before I had a chance to sit down. “Something’s been on my 
mind since yesterday. I live alone right now, but there have 
been times in my life when I haven’t. What would happen if I 
lived with other people, who didn’t exactly resonate with my 
newfound orderliness? What if, for instance, I had three kids, 
like my neighbor does, or a husband who came home exhausted 
from work and who wasn’t particularly fond of cleaning up after 
himself? How could I hope then to maintain this clutter free 
existence in those kinds of situations?”

As I took my usual seat at her kitchen table, she sat down 



across from me and paused for a moment, pensively, before she 
attempted to answer her own question, “I get the idea from all 
that we’ve spoken about that the physical experience of having 
things in order is not nearly as important as having a sense of 
inner harmony, no matter what’s going on outside of us. Is that 
right?”

I smiled and nodded, “Yes, that’s true.”
“I’ve also learned from you that our outer experience is a 

reflection of our inner state of being. But,” she said, shaking 
her head, “I truly sympathize with people who cannot keep 
their space—both inner and outer—clear and free because of 
others. How can they live a clutter free existence?”

“That’s a great question, Kate,” I said. “It’s good that you’re 
not only absorbing all of this learning for yourself, but also 
understanding that if it doesn’t apply across the board, it cannot 
be a truly universal principle.”

Kate smiled and I continued, “This question of yours 
allows me to address something important. As you’ve intuited, 
it’s wonderful to have a clean and orderly kitchen, but the 
goal here is much more profound than that. It’s to become 
lovingly impersonal and less judgmental towards ourselves and 
others.”

“Impersonal? That sounds unfriendly.”
“I’m defining ‘impersonal’ as non-judgmental acceptance. In 

other words, it means that you’re not taking anyone else’s actions 
personally, which allows you to objectively view a situation and 
see it from all sides. Everything and everyone is treated the 
same. So, in this case, whether you have a clean house or a 
cluttered house, it’s all the same—something to love.”

Kate was adamant in getting her point across, “But what if 
I don’t want to love someone else’s mess? Is it so bad to want 
things to be clean?”

“Remember, Kate, I’ve said that everything we experience 
outwardly is a symbol of what’s going on internally—as 
within, so without. So if someone is confused or anxious or 
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overwhelmed, their mind moving in many directions at once, 
then the outer experiences in their life will reflect that.”

“You mean they’ll start to act messy.”
I nodded, “Exactly. Their physical surroundings will start 

to reflect their inner state. For instance, have you ever noticed 
that it’s when you’re in a rush that you most often lose your keys 
or other ‘must have’ items, which then take an extra 10 or 15 
minutes of your time to find? Or that you take a wrong turn, just 
as soon as you discover you’re almost late for an appointment? 
Or just when you realize you are behind schedule, you drop 
or break something and then must spend precious moments 
cleaning it up? Feeling overwhelmed or ‘cluttered’ inside is the 
reason for all of these ‘accidents’—from fender benders to full 
blown disasters. When instead we choose to do just one thing 
at a time—start to finish, no matter how long it takes, with 
love, care and attention—we find ourselves not only feeling 
satisfied, but having a very tangible sense of being supported, 
by everything. It literally feels as if the entire Universe is on our 
side.”

Kate jumped in, “I’ve felt both ways. Sometimes it’s as 
though I am having the worst day and everything is against me, 
and other times it’s as if I’m living on easy-breezy street. Most 
often though, I feel myself experiencing obstacles to my peace, 
rather than actually feeling at peace.”

“That’s because you’ve been trying to be in control of your 
life, Kate. Remember the lesson you learned from your ‘pudding 
party’ experience: how controlling we are, is directly related to 
the degree of unsettlement we feel inside. Experiencing either 
extreme end of the spectrum—needing everything in perfect 
order to feel comfortable, or surrounding yourself in chaos—is 
an indication that you feel out of control inside and basically 
unworthy of the peace that comes from the complete love and 
acceptance of yourself.”

Kate nodded, “I get it. The happy medium is being flexible 
and not expecting everything in life to be a certain way. Like 
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when you taught me to say, ‘I don’t know what it is, but I love 
it.’ When I first learned to say that, I remember how confident 
and secure it made me feel, in a way I had never experienced 
before. Like no matter what happened, I would be okay.”

I smiled, “Exactly. Loving a situation is the exact opposite 
of trying to control it, or change it. Love accepts what is, just as 
it is, with an unconditional embrace.”

“So wanting to have control over a situation also stops us 
from feeling the love and joy that situation has to offer us.”

“Wonderful! Yes, you get it.”
“But that doesn’t solve my hypothetical problem. I mean, 

I really can’t see myself suddenly learning to love living in a 
messy house.”

“Well, you could start by recognizing that clutter and 
messiness is caused by one of two things: creativity—in which 
case your roommate is in the middle of an inventive muddle 
and it’s best to wait until the project is complete to assess the 
situation—or, they are being messy because they are feeling 
overwhelmed, even if just a little.”

“So what do you do if messiness is not caused by creativity, 
but because of general overwhelm?”

“You realize that overwhelm is a symptom of fear.”
“Whoa. Really? Fear of what?”
“Fear of feeling ‘I’m not good enough,’ of not being able to 

perform well enough for others.”
Kate sank back into her chair, “So we’re back there again.”
“Precisely,” I nodded and continued, “A person’s mind and 

life can get very cluttered by such thoughts. It’s only when 
we love ourselves just as we are, regardless of what anyone else 
thinks of us, that life feels simpler, easier and more spacious, 
like there’s room to breathe. Then you can live a care-free, well 
ordered existence, and feel comfortable doing one thing at a 
time, with care and attention, start to finish, and therefore very, 
very well.”

We both paused for a moment and I said, “So let me ask 
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you, Kate, again hypothetically speaking, how could you ever 
‘help’ someone who is acting out their inner fear of ‘not being 
good enough’ with acute messiness, by judging them, when 
judgment of them is a sure sign that you don’t think ‘they’re 
good enough’?”

Kate burst out, “You can’t!”
“Right. Your judgment of them will only enmesh them 

further in their fears.”
“Wow. I get it. So what do you do?”
“What you do with every ‘call for love.’ You love them.”
“How?”
“You accept them just as they are.”
“Oh, yikes. Messes and all? That’s so difficult for a neat 

freak, or even a halfway clean person like me to do. I imagine it 
would be entirely impossible for some people.”

“Yes. But only if you believe that all of your problems 
originate in someone else’s behavior.”

“What do you mean?”
I smiled, “There is a Buddhist story of two monks who were 

walking barefoot down a rocky dirt road from one monastery to 
another. One monk, who was young and had just taken vows, 
said to the other, ‘It is so uncomfortable to walk on this road. 
I think we should cover it over in rubber so it will be easier 
to walk on.’ And the other monk, who was more experienced 
and wiser, said, ‘No, I think we should just cover our own 
feet in rubber. That will be the same.’ You see, Kate, rather 
than changing the whole world to fit your own expectations, 
it’s much easier—and more realistic—to change the way you 
interact with the world.”

Kate’s eyes brightened with understanding and she 
observed, “I like that the older monk didn’t see the rocky road 
as a problem, but more as an opportunity to come up with a 
creative solution. Smart guy. He invented shoes!” She laughed.

I nodded, “As I’ve said before, there are no mistakes in 
life, Kate. Everything we experience is divinely orchestrated 
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for one purpose only—to wake us up to our brilliance! And 
you cannot wake up to your brilliance when you’re oblivious 
to other people’s brilliance, or at least to their capacity to be 
happy, whole and healthy.”

“So I’m supposed to recognize the messy person’s brilliance 
instead of automatically judging them for being messy?”

“Yes. I’m saying it would most definitely behoove the person 
being irked by someone else’s messiness, if instead of obsessing 
over another person’s behavior, they would ask themselves why 
they feel such an obsessive need to control.”

“But how do you know that person is necessarily controlling? 
What if they just like things to be clean?”

“Why do you desire a clean space, Kate?”
“Because it makes me feel better.”
“More peaceful?”
She nodded, “Yes, much more peaceful.”
“But how can it really be peace you’re experiencing, if it can 

suddenly disappear the moment someone tosses a sock onto 
the floor or forgets to empty the trash? In this case the ego’s 
mantra is, ‘If only things were clean, then I would finally be 
able to live peacefully’ or ‘If I can control it, I’ll have peace.’ The 
only problem with that logic is, you can’t have peace Kate. You 
let go to peace—because at a Soul level you are peace.”

“Oh, my gosh… so you mean that I’m not really experiencing 
peace, but rather a feeling of security that comes from being 
able to control my surroundings.”

I nodded. “Of course you can live a well-ordered, clean and 
tidy existence, but expecting it to always remain so in a world 
that is constantly changing is insanity. And expecting other 
people to do anything at all is an insult to them. All expectations 
are premeditated judgments—like placing a little cage around 
someone before they even get a chance to be themselves.”

“So if criticizing or judging my imaginary messy roommates 
won’t help transform the situation, what will?”

“I believe Kate, as the book A Course In Miracles states, 
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that the only appropriate emotion to feel towards anyone is 
appreciation. And that’s easy, once you realize that all of the 
problems ‘out there’ are exactly what we need to let go of, in 
order to take one step closer to the Soul. For example, if the neat 
freak would stop judging, if only for a brief time, and be present, 
they might realize that the situation is really a gift. It’s there to 
teach them just how ‘messy’ and ‘dirty’ it feels to have such 
controlling and judgmental thoughts about others—thoughts 
they’ve felt justified having all along, just because it’s ‘right’ 
to be clean. When in fact that’s twice removed from peace—to 
form a judgment and then justify it.”

“So I wouldn’t need to do anything about it—not try to fix 
it or change it?”

“Nope, not a thing. If you see any other person’s fearful 
actions—in this case disorderliness—as a call for love, you are 
much closer to offering them an appropriate response: love. 
An ego will see only specialness and separation, wanting to 
win out and get its way, whereas the Soul sees only oneness 
and wholeness. Once we’ve let go of our attachment to any one 
result, and our need to control and manipulate the situation, 
we’re able to communicate in a way that is entirely loving and 
helpful.”

“That really sounds great, but does it actually work? Even if 
the other person is still living from their ego?”

“I have a personal story that may help you understand this 
all better.” Kate looked eager to hear it, so I began, “When my 
children were young, about seven and thirteen years old, we 
lived in a big, beautiful house—big yard, big bedrooms, big 
basement, big attic—in other words lots of big areas to keep 
clean. At the time I was just learning about mindfulness, and 
began really taking it to heart much the same way you are now. 
I noticed that my ego reared its ugly head most often in the 
form of needing control and order, especially when things felt 
out of control to me. Consequently I was what you might call 
a ‘clean freak.’”
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I smiled, “Up until this point in my life I had never cleaned 
my refrigerator, stove or cabinets with mindfulness. Quite the 
opposite! I cleaned with a vengeance. Anyone who got in my 
way had better beware. So of course, my entire family was 
intimidated by the very mention of the word ‘clean.’ But as I 
practiced mindfulness, I became increasingly aware of how 
unloving and egotistical my behavior was. And I vowed to 
change.

“We had a very large pantry in the kitchen and it was most 
often entirely full of cereals, various types of pastas and canned 
goods—enough to feed my family for months, even if I were 
to stop grocery shopping entirely. Well, one day I decided to 
make cleaning that pantry my mindfulness meditation. So 
after arranging cans and cleaning up the messes made by left-
open cereal boxes and bags of chips for what felt like the ten 
thousandth time, I watched myself closely to see what I was 
feeling about the experience. And I realized I felt okay. I won’t 
say transcendent, but okay. Then as I finished and stepped back 
to assess my work with satisfaction, it dawned on me: It was not 
only unloving, but disempowering to everyone when I cleaned 
up after them as I had been so fanatically doing for years. I 
realized that if I continued to give the message to everyone that 
I either had to do everything my way or teach them to do it my 
way, how on earth could they ever discover their way? There 
had to be a better approach. Happily, there was. I just had to 
get out of my own ego-driven, I, me, mine, victim mentality to 
find it.

“It was as though a huge storm cloud lifted in my mind. I 
stepped back from the situation, and asked humbly and sincerely, 
‘Purify my perception.’ Then, I waited in a nonjudgmental space 
for Soul to deliver a solution to me that was universally loving. 
I knew I wouldn’t be tolerating any more, ‘me against them’ 
answers from my ego, I wanted only to embrace a peaceful ‘we’ 
perspective.

The answer came to me in a simple, profound ‘aha.’ I 
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immediately went into a cabinet drawer and pulled out a 
package of medium sized post-it notes and on one of them drew 
a happy, smiley face with two Buddha-like eyes and next to the 
face wrote the words, Start to Finish. That was all, just Start 
to Finish. Then I taped it up on one of the middle shelves, eye 
level for my daughters, where everyone could easily see it.

“When my girls came home from school that day and ran 
to the pantry for their ritual snack, I watched from across the 
room as they stopped, smiled and read the little paper. When 
they asked, ‘What does that mean?’ I happily told them, saying, 
‘You know, I realized something. One of the things that makes 
me happiest in this whole world is when I feel the satisfaction 
of having completed something, and I realized that all day 
long, every day we can all feel that same happiness by finishing 
whatever it is we start. So I put that little note in the cabinet 
to remind us all how happy we’ll be whenever we put things 
back exactly how we found them. Start to finish. It’s actually 
a symptom of being present—something I’ve learned in the 
meditation class I’ve been taking. I’ll tell you more about it 
whenever you like—it’s something very good to experience.’ 
Later they did ask me to tell them more about it, so at their 
request I taught them about mindfulness and presence. It took 
a few days for the whole idea to sink in, but it did eventually 
become habit—with some gentle reminding—for everyone to 
complete whatever it was they began. Whenever I saw a mess 
after that day, all I had to say was, ‘Start to finish.’ And to my 
surprise, I was always able to say it with an effortless Buddha-
like smile.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Trust men and they will be true to you; treat them greatly, 
and they will show themselves great.
      ~ Ralph Waldo Emerson

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #13

Objectively watch yourself living the day-to-day activities 
of your life. Do this impartially, to discern where you may be 
disempowering yourself and others through your judgments. 
Realize that it is in these very circumstances where you can 
most easily discover the power of love to transform fear into 
peace (also known as “transcendence.”)

For example, as I became more and more Soul-Fully 
objective and impersonal in my life, it wasn’t difficult for 
me to discern when my children felt that their lives were a 
bit overwhelming or out of control. It was at just such times 
that they became more scattered and their rooms cluttered and 
disorderly. Previously, my reaction would have been to scold 
them for being messy—which would only end up making them 
feel more overwhelmed, plus a bit resentful towards their well-
intentioned, though impatient mother.

The Soul’s natural state of being is spacious, free and clear. 
Once you establish a center of such expansiveness for yourself 
(and others!) to abide in, it will become very obvious to you 
when someone is feeling disconnected from themselves and 
scattered, because their outer circumstances will begin to mirror 
their inner state. Then it is much easier to answer such a “call 
for love” more wisely, thoughtfully and compassionately rather 
than further enmeshing everyone in pain through judgment of 
a symptom, while never addressing the cause.

How often do we address symptoms and not the cause 
of problems, feeling hopeless when it only serves to create 
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more conflict and chaos in our lives? It’s infinitely easier to 
let go to the Soul, by asking at any given moment of doubt 
or turmoil, “Purify my perception.” Try doing this in any 
particularly unsettling area of your life and see how it becomes 
transformed.
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D A Y  F O U R T E E N

To Market, To 
Market
After  an hour  or  so in  the woods look ing for  mushrooms, 

Dad sa id ,  “Wel l ,  we can a lways  go buy some rea l 

ones .”

~ John Cage

KATE MET ME AT THE DOOR, obviously agitated, “I am 
famished!” she shouted. “I’ve got absolutely nothing to eat 
in this house.” She threw up her hands, almost in tears. “I’ve 
been clearing so much that I haven’t had the time, energy or 
inclination to restock. The other day, when I went to the store to 
buy those cleaning products, I only bought the most necessary 
staples. This morning I’m not only feeling hungry, but tired of 
all of this clearing as well as frustrated that I’d been so messy in 
so many areas of my life to begin with. I’m not feeling gracious 
with myself at all.”

She paused and got a hold of herself by taking a deep breath. 
Then she continued, in a quieter voice, now more rationally, 
“I’ve been looking at this anger that’s been welling up in me all 



morning, instead of pushing it away or shoving it down further 
with food. And believe me, it’s not because I’m so masterful 
either, I didn’t really have any choice. With no food in the house 
I couldn’t grab or binge on anything even if I’d wanted to. So 
the more I’ve been feeling my feelings, the more it dawned on 
me that I’m not just mad because I’m hungry.”

She looked down at the floor, fiddled with her fingers and 
then went on, looking sheepish, “I hate to admit this, but I 
realized that the actual reason I’m so upset is that I’m really 
feeling intimidated about food shopping. The whole process of 
discerning what’s conscious, and what’s not, has got me feeling 
paralyzed. And now look at me this morning. I’m reverting back 
to feeling like a scared little girl who needs someone to hold 
her by the hand and tell her what to do.”

She collapsed onto the couch, “I feel so stupid and pathetic.” 
Looking dejected and confused she went on, “I know it’s no 
big deal, but I’m afraid I’ll overindulge or inadvertently buy 
some hormone-laden ham, or GMO tomatoes or some other 
ecologically unsound something or other without even knowing 
it. Right now this all feels entirely overwhelming to me.”

“I understand why you could feel that way,” I said calmly, 
taking a seat next to her on the couch. “Developing self-trust 
isn’t the easiest of undertakings, but you’re doing supremely 
well.”

I paused for a moment until I could see that she’d calmed 
down a bit, then went on, “I’d like you to remember something, 
Kate. You’re not learning all of this to get perfect at it. And you’re 
not learning these concepts we speak about every day so you 
can get them all down pat and then live a nice, thin, comfortable 
and controlled life. Because Kate, if you’ll remember, you are 
now giving up trying to get anywhere at all.”

I saw Kate’s eyes brighten just a bit with recognition even if 
she was still looking rather forlorn, so I asked her, “Kate, when 
was the last time you did something perfect?”

She thought about my question for a moment and said, “You 
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know what? I can’t remember ever having done anything perfect. 
Anything worthwhile that is.” She looked agitated again.

“Why do you suppose that is?”
“I don’t know,” she said angrily.
“Are you sure you don’t know, Kate? Look deeper.”
She did, sitting still for a moment with her eyes closed. 

When she opened her eyes she looked at me and with a 
note of surrender in her voice said, “I guess I’m too hard on 
myself.” Then after another brief pause she went on, “I can be 
a perfectionist. Especially when something is really important 
to me.”

“So I imagine from your behavior today that what we’ve 
been focusing on together is very important to you.”

“Yes,” she said. “Very important.”
“Can you see a pattern here Kate? A cloud you’ve most 

likely been living under for a long time?”
“No, not really,” she said. “Tell me, what is it? What do 

you see?”
I smiled and said, “I see a remarkable young woman, 

who is entirely deserving of all good things, ready to live a 
perfectly wonderful life, who is frightened of accepting such an 
incredible, effortless and peaceful experience.”

“Really?” she said incredulously.
“Yes, Kate, that’s exactly what I see.”
“But why?” She asked.
“Look at your reaction to the immense amount of clearing 

out we’ve been doing lately, Kate,” I answered. “You’ve done 
all of that happily and willingly—that is until your ego caught 
wind that it was nearing time for you to receive, to restock 
as you put it. Then it stepped in to ‘help you,’ only to make 
a mountain out of a mole hill. Your fear of bringing food into 
your home now is just symbolic of your fear of trusting your 
own discernment when it comes to bringing only good into 
your life.”

Kate was speechless.
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“It’s a big step to discern the Soul’s voice for good and then 
trust it implicitly. Especially when prior to this you’ve let your 
ego make most of your decisions. But you can relax now. I see 
that you’re listening to the voice of sanity very consistently, no 
matter how faintly you may hear it. You are getting still to hear 
it. I’ve been watching you Kate, and you are.”

She smiled as if she wanted so badly to believe me, but 
wasn’t sure if I was just trying to boost her morale.

I went on, “Kate, it’s just food shopping that you’re 
considering, it is not the end of the world. Although, look how 
your ego has you believing it will be the end of the world if you 
make a mistake. There is no mistake possible with this. You do 
the very best you can, and if you don’t like the items you buy 
now, you simply change your mind and buy others later on. 
That’s it! No drama or trauma necessary. The ego will never 
let you see that, though. Just like you noticed the other day, 
it will never allow you to see that there is no arriving at some 
perfect place someday. That’s what everyone’s angst is really 
all about—the insanity that they live every single day trying 
to ‘arrive.’ There is no great arrival, Kate. To the Soul there is 
no grandiose ‘tada!’ that takes place at the end of the journey. 
There is only the grandeur of fully living each small, still, quiet 
and appreciative step we take, while allowing love to lead the 
way. We can only do that when we relax and love ourselves, 
precisely as we are now, even when we feel we are bumbling 
and fumbling through life.”

“Does it ever get easier?” Kate asked, still frustrated.
“Yes. It does get easier, as we realize life is lived moment by 

moment. Then we can live more fully while entirely surrendering 
to the joy each moment holds. When we let go of one moment 
we are free to welcome the next one surrendering in the very 
same way, and then the next and the next. There is no test at the 
end of this experience of shopping for food, Kate. No pass-fail 
grade that I’ll be giving you. So please stop allowing your ego 
to act as though there is.
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“In fact, in my book you’ve already passed ‘the test’, by your 
very willingness to stay with this process with such authenticity 
and commitment. What you learn along the way now will serve 
you your entire life, and in case you haven’t noticed yet, Kate, 
the apparent mistakes you make serve the process equally as 
well as your apparent successes.

“So the way I see it, now you are once again being presented 
with the perfect opportunity to experience the transcendence 
of an old ego stronghold,” I said.

“How so?” she asked.
“By allowing yourself in this circumstance to do just the 

opposite of what the ego is prompting you to do. Instead of 
trying so desperately to be in control and feel comfortable in 
this uncomfortable place, just surrender to feeling vulnerable 
and to not being in control.”

“Aha, so that’s what this is really about! There it is—that 
insatiable need to be in control again!” Kate exclaimed as 
though she had just found a buried treasure.

“That’s right, that’s the cloud that’s been following you. So 
let’s just embrace it now. Thank your ego for wanting to protect 
you and then do just the exact opposite of what it’s asking you 
to do.”

“Which is to crawl up into a little ball and cry, or go find 
some crazy food to binge on in order to appease this empty pain 
I’ve been feeling,” added Kate.

“That’s right. There’s no need to be doing any of that,” I 
said. “Instead, let’s you and I go food shopping!”

Kate smiled back broadly. “Oh hooray!” She clapped her 
hands together like a joyous little girl.

“But first let’s get you a bit of something to eat for breakfast,” 
I said. “It sounds as though you didn’t have anything yet, and it’s 
not the best idea to go food shopping on an empty stomach.”

She looked at me, brightening and then exhaled deeply, 
“Okay!”

Kate led me into the kitchen, now smiling sheepishly. “I 
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know I said I had nothing at all to eat before, but, maybe I was 
exaggerating just a bit. I do have a couple of apples. I could eat 
one of those before we go.”

“Alright,” I said, “and maybe while you’re eating we can 
make a bit of a list to go shopping with. “

“Okay,” she said, taking two apples out of the refrigerator. 
“Would you like one?”

“No thank you,” I said, “I’ve already eaten.”
She washed her apple, and then came back to the table with 

it and a small white sheet of paper and a pen.
“Great,” I said. “I’ll write while you eat. Let’s begin.”
At the top of the page I wrote,

Eat with love, what’s grown with love, prepared with love 
and served with love.

Kate read what I’d written and smiled, chewing her apple 
happily.

“So I guess we’re not going food shopping at all,” she caught 
on and joked, “I guess we’re going love shopping!”

“Exactly!” I said.
A few moments later as we were walking out the door, 

Kate grabbed a few canvas bags that she kept hanging on one 
of the hooks of her coat rack, “I just read in The Wall Street 
Journal, that the U.S. goes through 100 billion plastic shopping 
bags each year. And that an estimated 12 million barrels of oil 
are required to make that many plastic bags. So I’ve recently 
converted to reusable grocery bags. I feel happy to be doing 
my small part, no matter how insignificant it may seem,” she 
smiled.

“That’s terrific, Kate,” I said.
As we were getting into Kate’s car I inquired, “So where do 

you typically shop for food?”
“Well,” she answered, “mostly I go to the supermarket that’s 

two blocks away, on the corner of Martin and Vale, because 
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it’s so close by and convenient. But today, I feel like getting 
adventuresome and trying out the new market that opened last 
month on Sheridan. That’s only about a two and a half mile 
drive. I ran in there for the first time a few days ago when I was 
looking for those ecologically sound cleaners, though I didn’t 
browse much. I felt too intimidated at the time. But I could tell 
that store is fantastic if you know what you’re shopping for. I 
noticed a lot of interesting items, and I saw that it has organic 
and even locally grown produce.”

“Alright,” I said. “It’s settled then. Off for a shopping 
adventure we go…”

We arrived at the market at about 10:30 in the morning on a 
weekday, so the store was not overly crowded. Happy to leisurely 
peruse the aisles, we entered the first department which was 
the produce section—a colorful, alive, sensory feast!

Kate visibly relaxed saying, “Oh, I feel good here. Diet-
wise I don’t think I can be too far off the mark with any 
selection I make in the produce department. I’ll just keep love 
in mind. And as I read in Soul-Full Eating, I’ll aim at selecting 
things that are consciously grown. I’ll choose organic, local 
and sustainable wherever possible.”

“And Kate,” I said, “Remember that Soul-Full Eating also 
makes the point of how valuable it is to remain objective and 
self-embracing above all else, and not to be obsessive or militant 
about any one concept when making our choices. Just be 
mindful, keep love foremost in your mind, and use all five senses 
to discern what you’ll purchase—that’s a plus, especially in this 
department, where there’s so much rich sensory stimulus.”

We approached a bin of tomatoes on the vine, next to a 
display of garlic and avocados. “Choose the freshest foods 
possible at the peak of their flavor,” I said. “Go ahead and try it 
now. Feel the firmness of the tomato you’re buying, envisioning 
what you’ll prepare with it. Smell the fresh herbs you select, 
and notice the dirt on their stems and see if this sparks a sense 
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of connection within you to the farmer who grew them. And 
when we move into the other aisles, read the ingredients on the 
cereal boxes and see if you can taste the items listed. Listen to 
the advice of the person behind the fish counter or in the dairy 
department when they inform you about the freshest selections, 
and then trust your gut feelings as to what you sense are the 
best choices for you.”

We left the produce department, a trail of ooohs and ahhhs 
behind us, with Kate’s cart already half-full. She’d chosen lots 
of greens and salad fixings, since her garden at home hadn’t 
yet produced those. She also picked lemons and even mangoes, 
which were not locally grown, but she chose to buy them 
anyway since they were on sale and they were, as she said, “my 
absolute favorite food!”

We strolled down the aisles, Kate reading labels and asking 
my advice from time to time to discern one brand over another. 
All the while she jotted down company names and websites of 
items that interested her, to research their philosophies in order 
to be more knowledgeable for future shopping excursions.

On the way down the meat department aisle she looked at 
me and said, “I have a question for you. I’ve been meaning to 
become vegetarian for a while because ethically and emotionally 
it just feels like a healthy and better lifestyle choice. But I’ve 
been under the impression that I needed meat in my diet because 
of my body and blood type. Is that true?”

“Okay,” I said, “here’s where your own expert opinion will 
come in handy. What do you feel about that, Kate?” I asked 
her. “Let’s stop for a moment right here and ask what currently 
feels most self-loving, healthy and wise for you to eat and 
what doesn’t. Remember, this is a big, wide world with lots 
of decisions and choices for a person to make, not only in the 
grocery store, but everywhere. The point is not so much what 
you choose to buy, but how you come to choose it. Does the 
choice you make resonate with Soul or not? In other words, 
does it feel connective, fulfilling, honest, authentic and loving 
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to you? You know an awful lot now about how to discern 
whether or not something is grown and produced with such a 
Soul-Full, loving and conscious connectivity.

“So here’s where the rubber meets the road, or better said, 
here’s where you meet the Soul with an open, receptive mind 
and heart, simply asking, ‘Is this best for me now?’ Then receive 
your answer. You’ll know, Kate, there won’t be any doubt or 
expert opinion necessary. You are your own expert!”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Healthy food shopping can seem confusing, 
overwhelming, mysterious and expensive, especially if you are 
unfamiliar with the health food store environment and you 
find yourself in one as a way to become a “better shopper.” 
Whether you’re wandering into a health food market for the 
first time, or seeking out healthier alternatives in your favorite 
traditional supermarket, if you find yourself stumped as to 
what food choices will serve you best, you can easily let go of 
all angst and defer to the Soul. Here’s how. Just take a great big 
deep breath and remember the “secret” formula of success to 
Soul-Full Eating, which is:

Eat with Love, what’s grown with love, prepared with love 
and served with love.

Just like Kate, expect to be delighted by your experience.

Infinite riches are all around you if you will open your mental 
eyes and behold the treasure house of infinity within you.
      ~ Joseph Murphy

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #14

This is a big day! You may want to prepare for it by 
reading Chapter 10: “Weigh Your Thoughts,” in Soul-Full 
Eating, to remind you how fulfilling the experience of mindful 
grocery shopping can be.

You may also want to take a look at some other chapters to 
refresh your memory about key topics of importance, such as 
Chapter 25: “The Soul-less 7 (a.k.a. The 7 Energy Stealers),” 
Chapter 13: “Dead and Live Foods,” Chapter 14: “The Importance 
of Enzymes,” Chapter 16: “The Truth about Protein,” Chapter 
20: “Here’s the Skinny on Fats and Oils,” Chapter 21: “Sugar, 
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The Not-So-Sweet Truth,” Chapter 22: “Salt—Easy Does It” and 
finally, look over the “Recap” on pages 404 to 405 for a quick 
tips list as well as “The Love-scale of Foods” on page 407. You 
may even want to bring a small page of cliff notes to the store 
with you, containing the key points you’d like to remember 
while shopping, as well as those you’d like to integrate into 
your lifestyle.

If you’re not familiar with health food store shopping—ask 
at the customer service desk for help. Call ahead to schedule 
some time with a personal shopper, if they offer such a service. 
Another great way of learning about local foods and farms is 
by visiting nearby farmer’s markets. There you can buy fruits, 
veggies, herbs, spices and even meats and cheeses from a local 
farmer. Food bought directly from farms is not only fresher than 
most food you’ll find in the supermarket, but the experience 
itself can be more enlivening, as you chat with farmers and 
meet neighbors you never knew you had. You can find a market 
near you at www.localharvest.org.

Whether you find yourself at a farmer’s market or a 
supermarket, you can’t go wrong if you select your foods using 
all five of your senses. That way, even before you eat, you’ll have 
experienced a sensory feast! For example, feel the firmness of 
the tomato as you envision what you’ll prepare with it. Smell 
the fresh herbs you select, and notice the dirt on their stems and 
see if this sparks a sense of connection within you to the farmer 
who grew them. Read the ingredients on that cereal box and see 
if you can taste the items listed, as Kate did. When you go to 
the fish counter or dairy department ask the store employee for 
advice before making your own decision. Remember to “trust 
your gut.” Notice that actually tasting the food is only one of 
the many sensory components of eating Soul-Fully.

Next time you make out a shopping list, be sure to write “Be 
Present” at the top. The way I personally like to become present 
while food shopping is to feel gratitude.
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And last but not least, test the difference between going 
food shopping while hungry and while feeling full. What does 
that experience tell you?

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #141/ 2

As you unpack your shopping bags when you get home, ask 
yourself, “Was it a love-filled experience?”

How often do you go through an experience of abundance 
while feeling empty or hungry for happiness and fulfillment 
while standing aisle-deep right in the middle of it?

Why Stress? To the Soul—which always abides in peace—
here’s what’s really going on when you’re food shopping: you’re 
getting not only consumables, but experience. This is one place 
where it’s entirely evident that we live in an abundant world. 
At any given moment all we need do is notice that we have 
everything we need to make us happy. All too often, we lack the 
awareness to appreciate and realize that fact.

Choose today to satisfy your hunger for a better life by 
noticing the abundance that’s already in your life that you 
haven’t even fully tasted yet!

The first time I experienced shopping with presence, 
something inside of me stirred and tears welled in my eyes. 
It dawned on me that right there was my path of personal 
transformation. Unearthing the miraculous in the mundane is 
like divining for gold—when you open the eyes of your heart 
you notice the signals that the Soul is constantly sending to 
you, no matter how unlikely the source. Even a cereal box can 
be a symbol of self honoring and love, facilitating and closing 
the often gaping chasm between the Inner and outer you.

Note: For more on this topic, read “A Privileged Abundance,” 
on page 85 of Soul-Full Eating.
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D A Y  F I F T E E N

The Well Stocked 
Fridge
Beg in as  creat ion ,  become a creator .

Never  wa i t  a t  a  barr ie r .

In  th i s  k i tchen s tocked wi th f resh food ,

Why s i t  content  w i th  a cup of  water .

         ~ Je la ludd in Rumi

“OKAY, SO HERE WE ARE in my nice, clear, clean and well-
stocked kitchen,” said Kate, “and I have to say, I feel better than I 
did yesterday when my cupboards were bare. But, to tell you the 
truth, I’m still feeling a little unsure of myself about where to go 
from here, as far as my eating habits go.”

She took her usual seat at the kitchen table and continued, 
“I think it’s mainly because now I’m seeing things in a whole 
new light. Actually I’ve realized something: I never had habits, 
as I’d been interpreting them. I see now that they were only 
safety measures that I would typically fall back on, and put into 
play every time I intuited I was about to experience one of two 
things—either I was entering into unknown territory where I 



was afraid of failure and so I was feeling unsafe, or I was getting 
very close to the unknown territory of feeling success. Both 
things made me feel out of control.

“I see now in looking at my past objectively and without 
judgment, as you’ve taught me to do, that it was whenever I 
was facing a new situation—even something as seemingly 
unthreatening as a new day—that I’d typically do my best to 
avoid either of those experiences at all costs. Instead I’d choose 
a third option that I invented ‘to cope’ with the hidden stress 
of not growing, which was to be safe and in control, and then 
have to numb my boredom with myself and my life. And my 
anesthetizing ‘drug of choice’ was always food.

“If I felt fear, I’d eat. I also think that was because eating was 
a known, comfortable feeling that I was in charge of—that is 
until it would take charge of me! I guess you can’t fool yourself. 
If deep down inside you feel that your life is out of control, no 
matter how busy you are controlling it, then everything you do 
will illustrate that for you—including something as seemingly 
harmless as eating.”

Kate had been speaking determinedly, her hands illustrating 
her emotions in the air between us. Now she dropped them onto 
the table and gave a long exhale, “But I have to say, looking at it 
all now, the reason that it was temporarily comforting at times 
to eat, even when I wasn’t hungry and fueling my body, was 
because it made me feel that at least I could do something, even 
when I felt incapable of doing what I really wanted to do.”

She paused for a moment and looked up, as if she needed 
encouragement to continue, so I asked, “What is it that you 
really want to do?”

“That’s just it,” she said, shaking her head slightly. “From 
this side of the fence I see that I never really did want to do 
anything. I just want to live, to really live my own passion and 
to feel alive. I want to stop doing and let myself BE ME!” She 
paused for a moment, and took a deep breath.

“What’s been stopping you?”
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She gave another small shrug, but the answer was ready on 
the tip of her tongue. I could tell that she’d already thought 
through all of this the night before and only needed my 
questions to coax her revelations into the open.

“I guess I was afraid that the real me might be someone 
unremarkable, or boring or something else awful to live with, 
like maybe even too remarkable! So instead of risking tragic 
disappointment with myself, I opted to never really show up 
to life, and to pretend I was just this nobody, numb person, 
someone who didn’t feel like there was so much more inside of 
me to be expressed.”

I saw that her eyes were beginning to mist over, as she 
proclaimed, “I realize now that I have been a complete liar to 
myself and to the world!”

Kate collapsed back into the chair, looking relieved and a 
little stunned by all that had come rushing out. I poured her a 
glass of water and set it down on the table in front of her. She 
sipped it gratefully as I sat down across from her. I let a few 
minutes of silence pass before saying softly, “You’ve come face 
to face with yourself, Kate. How does it feel?”

“Like I want to cry.” She finished the water and put the 
glass down. “I don’t know why, but I do.”

She went on, “There’s something else I’ve discovered. As 
I said before, I never really wanted to do anything at all. But 
I always thought that maybe I’d find myself somewhere in all 
of the doing. I mean, all of the things I did were because I 
was trying to prove to myself, and I guess to everyone else in 
my life, that I was worthy to receive some elusive something—
maybe appreciation, or some acceptance—someday. Always 
someday, but never today! But then if I ever did get some sort of 
compliment or encouragement, it was never enough. It was just 
fuel to keep trying and doing even more, as if someday, in all of 
this doing, I might finally be able to accept myself just as I am. 
But there was always 10 more pounds to lose, or a perfect job 
to land or I had to find the perfect man and then I’d be all set.” 
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She paused and added, “I see now that was my ego talking.”
I nodded and she continued, “So I’d work and work and 

work towards so many goals, so determined—little did I know, 
to prove myself worthy of finally being loved by me!” She threw 
her hands up, “It would have been so much easier if I could 
have just decided to love myself, I would have saved myself a lot 
of grief. But I never knew how. I always sabotaged myself—two 
different sides of me always fighting—the one that just wanted 
to be loved, and the one that kept telling me that I would never 
be good enough to be loved until I accomplished something 
else, or lost more weight.”

Suddenly she stopped and looked up at me, her eyes getting 
wide. “That’s it!” She jumped up excitedly, “There it is. The 
yo-yo that kept me perpetually dieting, and then gaining back 
the weight.” She smiled, proud of her revelation, and slowly 
sank back into her chair.

I smiled and said, “Kate, I have some good news for you. As 
I said when we first began our work together, you have to know 
you’re in a prison before you can get out. And right now, you 
are handing yourself the key that unlocks that door to freedom. 
You now see you’ve been both the jailer and the one behind 
bars. Freedom lies in knowing you don’t need to do anything to 
be better. You just need to go back to that place of peace, to the 
Soul, and receive your life from there. Forget about everything 
that’s led you up to this very moment, and from now on just 
listen exclusively to the voice of fullness and peace that’s always 
been available to you. You’ve just been so busy looking outside 
for answers or listening to ego babble about imagined deficits. 
No wonder you always felt the need to counter that and try to 
somehow fill up.”

Kate looked as if she didn’t know whether to nod in 
agreement or shake her head in disbelief, “I see now how this 
idea of needing to get something, in order to get somewhere, 
in order to finally be someone, has colored every aspect of my 
life,” she said. “For years I’ve been under the impression that 
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if I worked harder at my relationships—for instance with a 
friend who was not being all that loving and present with me, 
and who’d left me feeling empty—then maybe someday I’d be 
worthy of receiving their love. I’d jump through hoops to ‘win’ 
friendships, but those I tried to win over the most were still 
uncaring or unkind to me. Now I realize that they reacted that 
way because I never felt worthy enough to receive their love and 
friendship to begin with. I’d give and give and give but in the 
end, I’d still wind up pushing people away. Why haven’t I just 
been able to relax and receive love, when it’s obviously what 
I’ve been craving for so long? Why has that been so difficult 
for me?”

“Kate,” I said, “love is the big prize. We all desire to have 
it more than anything else. But there’s a huge flaw in that 
logic—you can’t have love, you can only give love to really 
feel it. The reason that love seems so unattainable for so many 
people is that they live under the mistaken impression that we 
can receive love from outside of ourselves, when in fact we can 
only feel love when we give it.”

“But you heard me. I did give, and give and give in those 
relationships.”

“You gave what, Kate? An undeserving and unworthy, poor 
self image? That’s not love.”

Kate looked stunned for a moment, then slowly relaxed as 
she realized that what I was saying rang true.

“And so you’ve once again hit on an important key. You 
can’t give true love to anyone else, unless you first accept and 
love yourself. That’s the very reason why presence, or filling 
up on each moment, is so important. When we are present and 
nonjudgmental, we are actually showing that we love and care 
for ourselves enough to notice and receive the gifts inherent in 
the moment.

“In case you haven’t noticed, Kate, there’s been a common 
theme to each and every day’s lesson we’ve been through so far. 
It’s this: You are so much more than just an ego’s limited body 
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image of you. And as soon as you release yourself from such 
an inadequate identity, that’s when life begins anew. The cloud 
lifts, your vision clears, and you realize who it is you came 
here to be. Only this excites the Soul. Only this recognition 
ignites your true passion for life beyond any small and limited 
experience that a body can hold. Be aware of something Kate, 
if your body identity can hold or contain an experience you 
are having—no matter how amazing it may seem to be, that 
experience will ultimately fall short of your true goal of living 
in Heaven. And yes I’ve said this before, but I’ll say it again: you 
can live in Heaven even while you are here on earth, despite 
your being in a body.”

Kate and I sat quietly at the table, as the last few words of 
our discussion hung in the air. After a few moments she said, 
“I’m back to where we began this conversation. I honestly feel I 
don’t know how to proceed from here, when it comes to eating. 
After all of this unveiling, clearing and self-revelation, I feel a 
bit as though I am floating in the midst of the ocean with no 
land in sight, and at times I feel like I don’t even have a life 
preserver. What do I grab onto? 

“I feel like so much of what I used to rely on for safety and 
security is just falling through my fingers.”

She began shaking her head, as if to say, I can’t do this, I can’t 
go on any further. When she spoke again it was in the sheepish, 
little-girl voice of our first few days together, “At this point I’m 
feeling stymied, I’m afraid of those big full cabinets and fridge. 
Instead of opening them, I feel like I want to just drink water 
rather than eat anything, for fear I’ll make the wrong first step 
and have that trigger a major ‘healthy food’ binge or something. 
I know it’s so stupid of me, but I feel like I’m heading to the 
front lines of a battle every time I walk up to that fridge.”

I smiled and reached across the table to pat her hand, 
“Remember Kate, I don’t know what it is but I love it.”

The corners of her mouth turned up slightly, but she didn’t 
say anything, so I continued, “When you’ve made the brave 
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choice to truly move ahead in your life with authenticity and 
grace, with Soul leading the way, it’s okay to not know. It’s actually 
great progress not to have any ‘tried and true’ fallback measures 
or safety nets in mind every time you take a step forward. This 
is new territory Kate. Hallelujah! You can be thrilled that you 
are actually moving towards embracing the love you’ve always 
wanted to have but that had always felt was so unattainable. 
You’re learning to master the art of letting go!”

She looked puzzled and sighed deeply, feigning a smile.
“Alright, Kate, let me make this all a bit more concrete 

for you. Let’s address your concern about negotiating this 
new, unstructured world of eating without having any limits, 
boundaries, measures or demands being placed on you to give 
up old habits in order to form new ones.”

Kate interrupted with a wry smile, “Boy, you were right 
when you said this wouldn’t be a traditional diet.”

I smiled, “Am I correct in hearing that this is your biggest 
concern, what you feel confused by and most heartily want to 
address?”

She nodded.
“Alright,” I said, “but you know what? I didn’t have any 

breakfast this morning. And since I saw that you bought some 
of my favorite foods yesterday when we were at the store, do 
you mind getting me a little something to munch on now before 
we get into such an in-depth conversation?”

Kate perked up, her hostess instincts taking over, “Oh sure. 
What would you like to eat?”

“Love,” was all I said, smiling.
She looked at me for a moment, as though I had two heads, 

and then as the impact of what I’d just said dawned on her, 
she couldn’t help but laugh. She put her hands on her hips 
and shook her head saying, “Agh! Sometimes you can be so 
frustrating!”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

The conflict between what one is and who one is expected to 
be touches all of us. And sometimes, rather than reach for what one 
could be, we choose the comfort of the failed role, preferring to be 
the victim of circumstance, the person who didn’t have a chance.
   ~ Merle Shain

The following often-sited quote from Marianne Williamson 
is originally from a message given in A Course In Miracles. I feel 
it reiterates the message delivered in today’s lesson perfectly…

“Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate. Our deepest 
fear is that we are powerful beyond measure. It is our light, 
not our darkness, that most frightens us. We ask ourselves, 
‘Who am I to be brilliant, gorgeous, handsome, talented and 
fabulous?’ Actually, who are you not to be? You are a child of 
God. Your playing small does not serve the world. There is 
nothing enlightened about shrinking so that other people won’t 
feel insecure around you. We are all meant to shine, as children 
do. We were born to make manifest the glory of God within 
us. It is not just in some; it is in everyone. And, as we let our 
own light shine, we consciously give other people permission 
to do the same. As we are liberated from our fear, our presence 
automatically liberates others.”

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #15

You stand before a cleared and cleaned, well stocked 
fridge—what do you do?

LOVE IT!
And then notice that until we’ve completely released 

ourselves from self-sabotaging, limiting beliefs, even Heavenly 
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experiences can feel threatening instead of joyful. Which is 
proof positive that Heaven can only be found within.

Today, watch yourself throughout the day to see how 
comfortable you are in your own skin. While listening to the 
small, still voice of the Soul, realize that you can be perfectly 
guided to choose Heaven in each and every moment.

Are you tentative, like Kate, to trust yourself? Do you feel 
more comfortable following an authority’s advice?

Are you feeling a bit like Kate, wanting a tangible diet 
plan now?

Then here it is: Get to know the glory of God today by doing 
absolutely nothing until you tangibly feel and hear Soul speaking 
within you. Follow the unheard of diet of going to your kitchen 
cabinet or refrigerator right now and just standing there until 
you feel, hear and know exactly what it is you desire most to eat 
right now. It may be nothing, or you may just want a drink of 
water, or just to take a deep breath instead of eating anything 
at all. Or perhaps the perfect food for you right now is a piece 
of sustainable chocolate that, when eaten mindfully, will be the 
first bone-deep satisfying piece of chocolate you’ve ever eaten. 
How will you know until you give up and surrender to Soul?
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D A Y  S I X T E E N

Prepare it Mindfully:
Soul-Full Food Preparation

Soul food is  just  what the name impl ies .  I t  i s  soul fu l ly 

cooked food or r ich ly f lavored food,  good for your ever-

lov ing soul .

 ~ She i la  Ferguson

KATE LED ME INTO HER KITCHEN as soon as I arrived at 
her home and said to me, “You didn’t eat any breakfast yet this 
morning, did you?”

“No,” I answered, “just as we agreed, I came to see you today 
hungry and ready for you to prepare me a wonderful meal.”

“Okay,” she said, “I’ve decided it’s going to be a brunch-type 
meal—half breakfast, half lunch. I’m really excited about it, 
but I’ll confess, I am also feeling intimidated. I typically never 
let anyone come into the kitchen while I’m preparing food for 
them. The orchestration of a meal for me seems to only come 
together in the final moments of preparation and so it’s not 
the prettiest work-in-progress. I think that’s because I started 
cooking when I was very young, since my mom left us. So for 
me, cooking has a sense of child-like play and enthusiasm. I 
love it. But I’m not the best at cleaning up after myself as I 
go along. So normally my kitchen is quite the mess. Lots and 



lots of cluttered pots, pans and utensils clanging with frenzied 
fury, chopped veggies on cutting boards, pieces of food flying 
everywhere—I guess you could say I’m an exuberant chef! My 
father used to call me ‘the kitchen cyclone.’” As Kate spoke, she 
pulled ingredients out of the fridge, put them onto the counter 
and bent down to lift a large mixing bowl out of a cabinet. 
I could see what her father meant as I watched the “kitchen 
cyclone” gaining momentum. She continued, “I always tried 
to be neater, but I guess my biggest obstacle to that was feeling 
as though I was always working against the clock. The perfect 
timing and coordination that some recipes require always got me 
frazzled. But as a guest, you’d never know that because I always 
had everything looking picture perfect before my company ever 
arrived.”

“Well, if you like, Kate,” I said, taking a seat at her kitchen 
table, “I can be just a quiet bystander while you prepare the 
meal. After a while, you won’t even notice my presence.” 

“Good,” she said. “I’ll get you a cup of tea and then I’ll 
begin creating the meal.”

As Kate went to the stove to light the flame under the 
teakettle, I noticed Ralph stirring in his sunny spot on the floor. 
Looking as though he sensed a meal was at hand, he grew more 
attentive than the usual lazy kitty I was used to.

Kate set a steamy, aromatic mug of mint tea onto the table 
in front of me. “You know,” she said, “I’ve decided to give the 
whole vegetarian thing a whirl. After serious consideration and 
soul consultation it just feels right. There’s such an abundance 
of wonderful non-animal food available to me. And I feel like it 
might even be more healthy to eliminate that one food group. 
I figure I should at least give it a try and see how it affects my 
body and how I feel. I’m sure it will require more care and 
consideration at first, but it seems to be the most loving option. 
Plus, it’ll encourage me to learn a lot, not only about nutrition, 
but about myself too. After all I am an animal lover, right 
Ralphie?” She turned to the cat and gave him a rub with the 
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tip of her toe, even as she reached in the opposite direction to 
grab a knife out of a drawer by the sink. Ralph seemed to purr 
his concurrence, stretching out to his full length. “So now I’m 
going to put that feeling to practice and actually live it.” She 
paused for a moment to face me, setting down the knife, “But 
I promise,” she held her hand in the air as if swearing to the 
truth, “no obsession, labels, superiority or snobbery about it!”

I smiled and asked, “So what’s for brunch?”
“I was getting to that,” Kate smiled. “This is going to take a 

bit of experimentation, since it’s not just bacon and eggs, but I 
feel confident that you’ll enjoy my eclectic menu. I remembered 
reading in Soul-Full Eating, in the chapter on food combining, 
that the great rule of thumb is: always eat the foods that contain 
the most water first. So, to start, I have a delicious fresh fruit 
salad, made with those awesome mangoes I bought at the 
market. And as a special treat, I’ll be adding some star fruit. 
Star fruit is sort of auspicious for me, since I only eat them on 
special occasions, or when I want to treat myself.”

“Mmmm, how wonderful!” I was genuinely delighted to see 
her growing enthusiasm.

Kate rattled off the rest of the menu, her eyes widening 
and brightening with every dish she mentioned, “Following the 
fruit salad, a tofu scramble with spinach, carrots, peppers and 
asparagus.” As she announced each vegetable, she retrieved 
it from the fridge and added it to the growing mound on her 
counter by the sink, “Plus, home fries and a side of steamed 
greens. And muffins, which I already mixed the batter for. I just 
need to pop them in the oven.”

“That sounds delicious, Kate.” My mouth was beginning to 
water. “Would you like any help?”

“If you want to cut up the fruit, that would be wonderful,” 
she replied, bringing me a bowl of fresh fruit, a knife and a 
wooden cutting board.

As I cut up the fruit I watched Kate happily puttering 
with the ingredients she’d laid out on the counter. She was 
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clearly in her element, moving with grace and ease in her 
small space. At one point, she opened her mouth and began 
to talk to me over her shoulder as she filled a pot at the sink, 
but quickly shut off the water and put down the pot, saying, 
“Oh, that’s right. I’m trying to be present—only one thing at a 
time!” After filling the pot and setting it on the stove to boil, 
she turned fully in my direction and said, “You know I love to 
prepare food, and I haven’t made a really good meal in years. 
I suppose that’s because I’m living alone now and have been 
for a while. I just grab whatever’s fast and convenient and eat 
it, without putting much forethought or preparation into it. 
But when we were shopping the other day and you reminded 
me to choose every item by using all five of my senses, I 
suddenly felt uplifted as my favorite recipes resurfaced in my 
mind. I felt this amazing surge inside of me and remembered 
that I love to create good food! So I was very happy when you 
suggested that we share a meal together today. I’d never go 
through all of this fuss for myself alone.”

“Why not, Kate?” I asked.
“I’m not sure. I guess I don’t feel I’m worth all the effort,” 

she jokingly replied, turning to rinse a handful of spinach. But 
suddenly she stopped laughing and turned back to me with a 
serious look in her eyes. “That’s not funny, is it? I thought I was 
joking, but as soon the words left my mouth I realized that it’s 
true! I haven’t considered myself important enough to prepare 
such a nice meal just for me.”

“That’s what I love about meal preparation, Kate. You 
can lose or find yourself in it.” I said. “I’ve had many, many 
epiphanies—profound, joyful, even tearful while preparing 
meals. It’s powerful creation at its best, and can be a wonderful 
form of contemplation and active meditation—just like 
refrigerator and stove cleaning can be. The act of preparation 
itself can be as satisfying as eating the meal.”

“I wonder if that’s why I always eat so much less when I’ve 
prepared a feast for guests,” she pondered. “I wonder if… it’s 

140 | FOOD: A LOVE STORY



the love!” A wide smile spread across her face as the realization 
dawned upon her, “I thought it was because of all of the 
sampling that I do when I cook, but you know, in watching 
myself prepare this meal just now, and remembering meals past, 
I don’t sample that much at all. Yet, I feel entirely fulfilled by 
the process of exerting all of this love when I prepare a meal, 
so no wonder it takes that much less to make me feel satisfied 
when I’m eating it.”

She paused her chopping and thought about that for a 
moment before speaking again, this time with a bit more 
reverence in her voice, “I’ll be quiet now, so I can focus entirely 
on what I’m doing.” Then she went back to deftly dicing, mixing, 
and grinding the various ingredients she would combine along 
with her love to make our meal… all the while looking more 
and more child-like and free.
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

You need to put yourself into the food and then the blessedness 
comes out of it.

  ~ Edward Epse Brown

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #16

When was the last time you prepared a scrumptious 
breakfast for yourself on just an ordinary morning? Today you 
will. And you’ll do it mindfully!

Watch yourself, each and every step of the way, as you 
prepare just what you’d most love for yourself to eat. NO GUILT 
allowed.

You can experiment with these luscious recipes below, or 
create your own. And don’t worry if you have leftovers. You can 
mindfully heat them up for breakfast tomorrow or find someone 
you love who’ll appreciate your sharing with them.

If your schedule doesn’t permit you to do this today, instead, 
just sit quietly for a few moments, imagining what it will be like 
when you do have the time to savor this kind of experience. 
Read the recipes below—if you’re like me, that in itself will be 
enough to stir your senses. Your mouth may water, and perhaps 
your heart will beat a little faster, at just the thought of creating 
such an extraordinary event. As soon as you are able to make 
time in your schedule, treat yourself to a Soul-Fully prepared 
breakfast like the one Kate concocted today.

NOTE:  Now, you may also want to read the “Stove Story”—
the account of my first attempt at mindful food preparation. It’s 
found in Chapter 7, “Practice Soul-Full Food Preparation,” of 
Soul-Full Eating.
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KATE’S BRUNCH MENU RECIPES
Courtesy of Chef Peter Cervoni.

Simple but Stunning Fruit Salad
Tofu Scramble
Marinated Tempeh “Bacon”
Yukon Gold Potato and Shiitake Mushroom Home Fries
Steamed Asian-style Spring Greens
Blueberry-Pecan Muffins with Sweet Almond Spread

Simple but Stunning Fruit Salad  Serves 4

2 Large Mangos  1 pint Fresh Raspberries
1 pint Fresh Blueberries 2-3 Large Star Fruit

Cut mango into ½ inch cubes. Slice star fruit cross-wise to reveal 
the star shape of each piece. Mix with berries. Chill and serve.

Tofu Scramble  Serves 4

1 Brick Extra Firm Tofu  
½ Cup Yellow Onion, small diced
¼ Cup Carrot, small diced
¼ Cup Celery, small diced
½ Cup Asparagus, small tips and circles
¼ Cup Baby Spinach, tightly packed 
1 Tbsp. Spring Onion, thin sliced circles
¼ Cup Watercress, tightly packed 
1 Tbsp. Fresh Chives, thinly sliced
2 tsp. Fresh Tarragon, thinly sliced
 
Marinade:
1 tsp. Fresh Garlic, minced  
3 Tbsp. Extra Virgin Olive Oil
2 tsp. Raw Apple Cider Vinegar
½ tsp. Turmeric Powder
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1 Tbsp. Nutritional Yeast 
1/8 tsp. Freshly Cracked White Pepper 
1/8 tsp. Paprika
1 pinch Cayenne Powder 
½ tsp. Sea Salt or Himalayan Salt

Remove tofu from package, drain water and place between two 
plates. Place a weight on top of the upper plate in order to 
remove excess water, for about 10-15 minutes. Drain water half 
way through.
In a large mixing bowl, whisk together the marinade 
ingredients.
Grate or crumble the tofu into the marinade, gently toss and let 
sit for 10 minutes.
Place ½ cup of water in a large pan and boil/steam the onions, 
carrots and celery on medium heat for about 3-4 minutes. Add 
more water as needed in small quantities. Once the vegetables 
begin to get soft, add the asparagus and cook until soft for about 
1 minute (the color changes to bright green).
Add tofu mixture. Cook for about 3 minutes, constantly stirring 
to ensure the tofu does not stick to the pan.
Stir in the baby spinach, watercress, chives and tarragon. As 
soon as the greens begin to wilt, remove the pan from heat. Add 
salt and pepper to taste. Serve immediately.

Marinated Tempeh “Bacon”  Serves 4-6

2 (8-ounce) packages Soy Tempeh 

“Bacon” Spice
½ tsp. Mustard Powder ½ tsp. Caraway Seed
1 Tbsp. Coriander Seed ¼ tsp. Cumin Seed
1 Tbsp. Smoked Sea Salt 1 Tbsp. Dried Sage Leaves
2 Dried Bay Leaves  1 Tbsp. Dried Thyme Leaves
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Marinade  
¼ Cup Tamari 1 ½ Cups Apple Cider
¾ Cup Raw Apple Cider Vinegar 2 ounces Maple Syrup
¼ Cup Extra Virgin Olive Oil 2 ounces Molasses
1 Tbsp. Fresh Garlic, minced

Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Cut tempeh into 8 equal strips 
(about 1 inch wide). Whisk marinade ingredients together. Grind 
“bacon” spice ingredients to a fine powder. Whisk marinade 
and 3 Tbsp. of “bacon” spice together. In a large baking dish 
cover tempeh with marinade. If possible let tempeh marinate 
overnight. Cover baking dish first with parchment paper and 
then aluminum foil. Place into the pre-heated oven and “steam” 
for 20 minutes. Bake uncovered for another 10-15 minutes until 
all the marinade has been absorbed. Serve immediately.

Yukon Gold Potato and Shiitake Mushroom Home Fries
Serves 4-6

5 Cups Yukon Gold Potatoes, medium dice 
2 Cups Shiitake Mushrooms, cut into quarters
1 Cup Yellow Onion, medium dice 
½ Cup Red Bell Pepper, medium dice
½ Tbsp. Fresh Garlic, minced 
1½ tsp. Celtic Sea Salt or Himalayan Salt
3 Tbsp. Extra Virgin Olive Oil 
1 tsp. Paprika
1/8 tsp. Black pepper, freshly ground 
1 Tbsp. Fresh Rosemary, minced
½ Tbsp. Fresh Sage, minced 
½ Tbsp. Raw Apple Cider Vinegar
1 Tbsp. Maple Syrup

Preheat oven to 375 degrees. In a mixing bowl, combine all 
ingredients and toss to fully incorporate. On a sheet pan or cookie 
sheet lined with parchment paper, place tossed ingredients in 
an even layer. If the pan looks overcrowded, use two pans. Bake 
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for 10 minutes, turn and bake for an additional 10 minutes, or 
until potatoes are golden in color. Serve immediately.

Steamed Asian-style Spring Greens       Serves 4

3 Cups Kale, thinly sliced and tightly packed  
3 Cups Collard Greens, thinly sliced and tightly packed 
1 Cup Carrot, thinly sliced julienne
½ Cup Yellow Onion, thinly sliced
2 Cups Baby Spinach, tightly packed 
1 Cup Watercress, tightly packed
1 Cup Arugula, tightly packed
½ Cup Fresh Cilantro, thinly chopped and tightly packed 
¼ Cup Scallions, thinly sliced on the bias

Asian Dressing
2 Cups Mirin, sweet rice wine 
1 Cup Tamari
2 Tbsp. Fresh Ginger, minced 
½ tsp. Sesame Oil, toasted
¼ Cup Sesame Oil, cold pressed 
1 Cup Rice Vinegar 
1½ Tbsp. Fresh Garlic, minced 
2 Tbsp. Maple Syrup
2 Tbsp. Sesame Seeds, hulled 

Set up a two tier steamer over a pot of boiling water. Place 
the kale and collard greens, carrots and onions in the bottom 
steamer closest to the water. Place the baby spinach, watercress, 
and arugula in the top steamer. Steam greens for 2-3 minutes 
until their color changes to a dark green. Do not over cook. Put 
greens in a mixing bowl. 
Whisk dressing ingredients together. Add scallions and cilantro 
to the steamed and stir in Asian Dressing. Serve immediately.
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Blueberry-Pecan Muffins with Sweet Almond Spread
Makes 12-14 mini muffins or 6-8 regular sized muffins

Muffin:  
Dry Ingredients:
1 ½ Cups White Spelt Flour ½ Tbsp. Baking Powder
¾ Cups Pecans, chopped 1 tsp. Nutmeg, freshly grated
¼ tsp. Celtic Sea Salt or Himalayan Salt

Wet Ingredients:
½ Cup Apple Juice   ¼ Cup Maple Syrup
½ Tbsp. Vanilla Extract 1 ½ Cups Fresh Blueberries
¼ Cup Extra Virgin Coconut Oil, melted

Sweet Almond Spread:
1 Cup Almond Butter  ½ Cup Water
1 tsp. Cinnamon Powder 1 Cup Maple Syrup
3 Tbsp. Vanilla Flavor (not extract) 
½ tsp. Celtic Sea Salt or Himalayan Salt

Lightly toast pecans in a stainless steel sauté pan over medium 
heat until color changes. Careful not to burn. Allow to cool. 
Preheat oven to 325 degrees F. Mix dry ingredients in a large 
mixing bowl. In a separate, small bowl, mix all wet ingredients. 
Fold the wet into the dry with a rubber spatula and mix just. 
Do not over mix. Line an oiled mini-muffin pan with parchment 
paper cups and spoon muffin batter into each. Bake for 20-25 
minutes. Whisk Sweet Almond Spread ingredients together. 
You can add or subtract water to achieve desired consistency*.

*Note: this mixture will get thicker as it sits in the refrigerator. 
Allow muffins to cool slightly. Serve warm with Sweet Almond 
Spread.

| 147PREPARE IT MINDFULLY





D A Y  S E V E N T E E N

The Miraculous in 
the Mundane
Therefore ,  eat ing i t se l f  can be a form of  med i tat ion , 

as  we l l  as  a means through which one can draw c loser 

to  God .

~ Aryeh Kap lan

You do not  need to  leave your  room.  Remain s i t t ing 

at  your  tab le  and l i s ten .  Do not  even l i s ten ,  s imply 

wa i t .  Do not  even wa i t ,  be qu ie t ,  s t i l l  and so l i tary .  The 

wor ld  w i l l  f ree ly  o f fer  i t se l f  to  you to  be unmasked ,  i t 

has  no cho ice ,  i t  w i l l  ro l l  in  ecs tasy  at  your  feet .

~ Franz Kafka

SHARING A SILENT MEAL …
The meal came together like a charm. Kate was a deft chef, 

measuring, mixing, slicing and stirring with ecstatic focus and 
exquisite presence. Not at all the careless pot and pan clanker 
she’d described herself as earlier, she instead orchestrated a 



symphony of sumptuous sights, sounds and smells that was 
delightful to witness. I sat quietly observing during most of the 
meal preparation, very much enjoying the show, as Kate lost 
herself entirely in the creative process.

It seemed as though she barely noticed that Ralph and I 
were in the room, but from time to time she’d acknowledge 
my presence by showing me some “magic ingredient” she was 
using to prepare a dish.

When everything was complete, Kate sat down, exhaled 
deeply, and with a look of supreme satisfaction surveyed the 
feast she’d prepared and laid out before us.

Meticulously set, the table was an incantation to the divine, 
welcoming Soul to be present. The mid-morning sun streamed 
in from the nearby window, splashing light over the lovingly-
placed woven placemats, ceramic plates and over-sized water 
goblets—a work of art—like a friendly museum still life, 
exquisite yet welcoming in its elegant simplicity. In the center 
of the table, two lit candles framed the small yellow tea rose 
bouquet still sun-warmed and delicately fragrant, direct from 
Kate’s garden.

Encircling this centerpiece, the well-portioned serving 
dishes steamed. The food seemed to vibrate, snap, sizzle and 
hum a sense of Heavenly harmony and order. I recognized this 
seemingly small step that Kate had made towards self-honoring, 
nurturance and embrace as a gargantuan leap.

After pouring us each a goblet of water over ice and sliced 
lemon, Kate paused.

There was a palpable hush in the room, a vivid contrast to 
the previous hustle and buzz.

Kate became very still for the first time all morning and I 
took her lead as she closed her eyes to pray. To my surprise, 
she uttered only a simple Navajo Indian meal prayer, which 
happens to be my favorite meal prayer, “Spirit partake.”

150 | FOOD: A LOVE STORY



These were the last words spoken in Kate’s kitchen that 
morning. We had decided beforehand to eat our meal together 
in silence, practicing presence, the way I’d described to Kate 
I’d eaten meals while on retreat with spiritual leader Tich Nhat 
Hahn and his Buddhist monks and nuns.

As we filled our plates, we acknowledged the orchestration 
of people and events that brought this very food to us. We 
reveled in the extraordinary fact that our plates did indeed 
contain “the entire world,” as Tich Nhat Hahn would say—all 
of the earth’s elements, earth, air, water, minerals, and the fire 
of the sun. We observed ourselves and each of our five senses 
while eating: seeing, touching, smelling, listening—both inside 
and out, and finally tasting our food as we thoroughly enjoyed, 
and chewed each morsel 50 times, often with our eyes closed, 
accentuating the sensory feast.

Nothing about it was mechanical, as each bite brought us 
nearer and nearer to our own personal Heaven.

Together, we unveiled the ecstasy of the moment and the 
fullness of love found in each bite. We giggled each time an 
“Mmmmmm” escaped our ever-smiling full mouths, ecstatic 
that our five senses had given way to the ever-elusive sixth 
sense—to the realm of spirit. We were enclosed within a sacred 
space, the table, our altar; the meal, our communion.

If we could have spoken, I’m sure our conversation would 
have gone something like this…

Me: “And how does one make a Heavenly experience even 
more Heavenly?”

Kate: “Don’t try to add to or subtract from it. Just soak it in, 
like a great thirsty silent sponge.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

You may think that you’re only laying a place at the supper 
table, but when you trust and follow your creative impulses to 
bring forth something beautiful, you experience the sacred in the 
ordinary. Moses looked for God in the burning bush. We need look 
no further than our tables… When you take extra moments to 
prepare an attractive table, you’re really performing an invocation, 
welcoming Spirit to be present in recreation and remembrance. 
Choosing to dine rather than just eat is a small but significant step 
toward self-nurturance, and one to savor as long as we live.

  ~ Sarah Ban Breathnach

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #17

Today, eat a meal in silence, preferably one that you have 
lovingly prepared for yourself. If you are sharing this meal with 
another, you may want to read them this lesson first as well as 
Chapter 3 in Soul-Full Eating, “Be Mind-Full” to set the tone for 
the meal and give them a preview of the practice of presence.
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D A Y  E I G H T E E N

Weigh Your 
Thoughts
The boy rode through the desert  for  severa l  hours , 

l i s ten ing av id ly  to what h is  heart  had to say .  I t  was 

h is  heart  that  would te l l  h im where h is  t reasure was 

h idden.  ‘Where your t reasure i s ,  there a lso wi l l  be your 

heart , ’  the a lchemist  had to ld h im… As he was about 

to c l imb yet  another dune,  h is  heart  whispered,  ‘Be 

aware of  the p lace where you are brought to tears . 

That ’s  where I  am, and that ’ s  where your t reasure i s . ’

~ Pau lo Coelho ,  The A lchemis t

KATE AND I SAT ACROSS FROM ONE ANOTHER smiling, 
neither one of us feeling the urgency to speak. After a time, 
Kate began, “That was one of the most fulfilling experiences 
I’ve ever had, making brunch for you yesterday. The whole 
experience was so gratifying, and not just the eating part of it. 
Every step in the process offered a new revelation—preparing 
the food, eating, and even cleaning up after you left. Maybe I’m 



really getting the hang of this. I mean, if washing the dishes can 
seem thoroughly engaging, what is there that isn’t?”

I nodded, still smiling, “Do you know what Helen Keller 
once said she’d like to see more than anything else in the world 
if her sight could be restored?”

“What?”
“Soap bubbles.”
Kate’s smile could only get bigger. “I totally get that. That’s 

beautiful.” She paused, “I don’t know that I would have been so 
touched by that statement a few weeks ago. But especially after 
yesterday, I can absolutely see that all of my life I’ve craved this 
kind of full-bodied sense of appreciation. I think that everyone 
wants to experience that. And I think that being present is 
really the only way.”

We were silent for a moment, until Kate said, “Let me read 
you something.” She dashed into her living room and pulled a 
paperback off the coffee table. “I found it last night,” she said as 
she flipped through the pages, “but you know what? It felt more 
like it found me. I’ve been experiencing so many synchronicities 
lately. I got this amazing book by MFK Fisher—have you heard 
of her? She was a great epicure and poet, and was writing books 
about the connection between food, life and love back when my 
grandmother was young. So what I’m learning now isn’t new at 
all, is it?”

“No Kate, I believe it’s as ancient as time itself. Let’s hear 
what you’ve found.”

“This is from her autobiography, The Gastronomical Me.” 
Kate cleared her voice dramatically and began, “‘When I write 
of hunger, I am really writing about love and the hunger for it, 
and the warmth and love of it.’ Isn’t that amazing? And then a 
few lines later she says something that really touched me the 
most, ‘And then the warmth and the richness and fine reality 
of hunger satisfied...it is all one.’ That is exactly how I felt 
yesterday at the end of the day, after our meal together,” Kate 
continued. “I couldn’t have declared it more clearly. It’s all one! 
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Love–longing, eating–hunger, fulfillment–desire, Soul–body. 
You can’t have one without the other and be whole. It’s all two 
sides of the very same coin. So why push anything away?”

She closed the book and continued, “Instead, I’ve learned 
the value of just doing what it is I desire—fully. No guilt, no 
second guessing. Just do it. Start to finish. With all of my 
heart and soul thrown into it. And never, ever detract from the 
experience by judging it.”

“Bravo!” I clapped appreciatively. I was delighted by Kate’s 
revelations, and quite content to listen as she served them forth.

Kate laughed and took a mock bow and then began speaking 
again with a hint of wonder in her voice, “I thought life was a 
vicious cycle, but now I see it as an intricate dance. When I 
perceived my appetites or desires as bad, I’d unconsciously try to 
stuff that self-judging voice, which really ended up suppressing 
joy as well! If I had loved my hunger instead of thinking that 
it was ‘bad,’ I would have realized that it was an opportunity to 
treat myself royally.

“Had I known then what I know now, I’d just be present 
with my hunger and ask myself, ‘What would satisfy you fully 
now, my friend?’ And then not eat or do anything until I heard 
my Soul speak, instead of automatically feeling guilty and 
filling my face.”

“Well, Kate, I’m sure you’ll have many more opportunities 
to practice your newfound discoveries. Hunger is one thing 
that returns again and again.”

She grinned, “You’re right. Every time I feel hungry will be 
an opportunity to treat myself to an amazing, fulfilling meal 
like the one we had yesterday. Even if it’s just a banana and a 
glass of water. I can prepare that and eat it mindfully, as well. 
Our meal yesterday satisfied me on every level, start to finish. 
You know, I didn’t even feel exhausted at the end of the night, 
when I typically would have been beat after so much work. 
But it was all effortless.” Kate stopped speaking long enough to 
take a drink of water. “And now that I think of it,” she went on, 
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“my self nurturance continued until bedtime. I didn’t watch TV 
last night, not even the evening news or the weather. I figured, 
what the heck, who cares if it’s rainy or sunny? What am I 
going to do differently? I won’t know what I’m doing anyway, 
until that very moment! And that’s just fine. I’ll be okay, as long 
as I’m present.

Kate leaned toward me and I could detect a twinkle in her 
eye. “You know what I did instead of watching television? I read 
that great MFK Fisher book, which only solidified the beauty 
of my day. Then,” she hesitated to punctuate the synchronicity 
of what she was about to say, and then gleefully shouted out, “I 
took a bubble bath! Soap bubbles!”

I laughed, “See, Kate, you’re becoming more mystical by the 
minute!”

“Seriously,” she said, “this all feels really nice. I’m treating 
myself well for what feels like the first time in my life. And 
guess what! I’ve lost another three pounds. I weighed myself 
again. And that was even after eating our feast yesterday. Can 
you believe it?”

“That’s wonderful Kate,” I said. “But I’m going to ask you to 
do something now.”

“What?”
“I’d like you to get rid of that bathroom scale or at least put 

it far away for a while.”
“What?” She was dumbstruck. “Why?”
“Well, I’d like you to measure all of your actions and 

successes by only one thing.”
“Which is?” She looked perplexed, but eager to hear my 

answer.
“Ask yourself: Does this feel peaceful to me or not? I’d like 

you to begin to equate success with peace.”
She still looked confused. I let her think about what I’d just 

said for a minute.
“Now that’s really bizarre,” she said bluntly.
Again, I couldn’t help but laugh at her candor.
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She began to shake her head, “You know, I just watched 
the Olympic trials on TV last week. And if all of those athletes 
measured their success simply by the amount of peace they felt, 
and not their times or scores—”

“They’d feel a lot more fulfilled,” I broke in.
“But what about winning?” She demanded, looking a bit 

wild-eyed. “I want to win this battle with my weight, at least as 
much as those athletes want an Olympic gold medal. If they all 
wanted just to be peaceful, where’s their edge?!”

“Look at something, Kate, aren’t you more relaxed and 
efficient and don’t you even breathe easier when you feel 
peaceful? And beyond that, isn’t your focus sharper and aren’t 
your decisions more clear? Don’t you feel more self-reliant and 
capable of trusting yourself and going with the flow when you 
focus on peace as the prize, available to you right now—not 
someday in the future? Wouldn’t any athlete surpass even their 
highest goals if they could maintain such an edge? Notice I didn’t 
say, ‘competitive edge.’ As we both know, there’s absolutely no 
competition or comparison in the realm of the Soul.”

Kate took a deep breath and admitted, “You’re right. I see 
that when I’m present. Win or lose, again, it’s just two sides of 
the same coin.”

“Aha! Now you’re onto something, Kate. There’s no way to 
measure the immeasurable. You can’t measure peace or quantify 
the Soul. That would be ridiculous. It just is. Just like MFK 
Fisher wrote, ‘It’s all One.’”

“Kinda takes all of the pressure off of this, doesn’t it?”
“It sure does.”
Kate sat silently thinking about that for a moment and 

suddenly a huge smile spread across her face, as though she 
saw the sun peek through a long looming cloud.

“My gosh!” She wondered, “How crazy it is to be competing 
with myself. I mean, no wonder I always felt like a loser. Even 
if I won, part of me would also lose. I couldn’t win. I was 
trapped!”
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I nodded, “You got it. There’s no need for coercing or games 
or charts or graphs or weighing or measuring whatsoever.”

“You’re right.” I thought I could see tears glistening in her 
eyes. “I might be this weight one day and that weight the next 
but really it’s all the same. I mean, I’m the same! No matter 
what weight I am.”

“Yes, Kate, and that’s winning.”
She nodded, looking thoughtful. “You know I haven’t 

spoken to you lately about your CD that I’ve been listening 
to every day. And I have been listening. But I think now the 
mantra is finally sinking in, because I do feel more relaxed.” 
She spoke the words aloud as if hearing them play in her mind, 
“I relax and cast aside all mental burdens and allow Soul to express 
through me divine peace, love and wisdom.

“I’m realizing now that along with weighing my body on 
the scale each morning, I’ve constantly weighed and measured 
myself and all of my words and actions, every moment of every 
day to see if they were acceptable or not. And you know what, 
more often than not, I felt that I wasn’t acceptable.” She shook 
her head, “What a heavy mental burden that is!”

But she smiled as she continued, looking determined, 
“No more weighing myself in the morning or at night. I’m far 
better off examining my thoughts to see if they’re weighing me 
down.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

I’d now like to share with you the full passage that Kate 
quoted from above, written by MFK Fisher as the foreword to 
her autobiography, Gastronomical Me. It’s lovely.

People ask me: Why do you write about food, and eating, and 
drinking? Why don’t you write about the struggle for power and 
security, and about love, the way others do?

They ask it accusingly, as if I were somehow gross, unfaithful 
to the honor of my craft. 

The easiest answer is to say that, like most other humans, I 
am hungry. But there is more than that. It seems to me that our 
three basic needs, for food and security and love, are so mixed 
and mingled and entwined that we cannot straightly think of one 
without the other. So it happens that when I write of hunger, I 
am really writing about love and the hunger for it...and then the 
warmth and richness and fine reality of hunger satisfied...and it is 
all one.

I tell about myself, and how I ate bread on a lasting hillside, 
or drank wine in a room now blown to bits, and it happens without 
my willing it that I am telling too about the people with me then, 
and other deeper needs for love and happiness.

There is food in the bowl, and more often than not, because 
of what honesty I have, there is nourishment in the heart, to feed 
the wilder, more insurgent hungers. We must eat. If, in the face of 
that dread fact, we can find other nourishment and tolerance and 
compassion for it, we’ll be no less full of human dignity.

There is communion with more than our bodies when bread is 
broken and wine drunk. And that is my answer, when people ask 
me: Why do you write about hunger, and not wars or love?
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SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #18

Have you been constantly weighing and measuring 
yourself—not just with tape measures and scales, but assessing 
all of your words and actions, as well, to see if you’re acceptable 
to others? If you’re at all like Kate, you have. It’s time to stop 
all of that now. It’s not only exhausting, but emotionally 
crippling.

Chapter Ten in Soul-Full Eating, “Weigh Your Thoughts,” 
begins with this passage:

The most powerful way to affect your outer world is to be 
mindful of your inner world. Your mind is like a field into which 
you can plant any seed and it will grow. That is why it is of utmost 
importance that you notice what kinds of thoughts you consistently 
think and then weigh them to see if they are life-enhancing or in 
fact diminishing your quality of life. As you nurture seed-thoughts 
of compassion, joy, accomplishment, acceptance and love, those 
things will appear in your life more abundantly. Conversely, if 
you choose to plant a briar patch of negative, doubtful and fearful 
thoughts, they too will grow. Choose wisely. And remember, not 
only your present experience, but your destiny is shaped by the 
thoughts you think each day.

Whether it’s your personal ritual to jump on the scale in 
the morning or not, today let’s weigh in on something else, 
this question: Does this feel peaceful to me or not? As often as 
you can throughout the day, without regard for anyone else’s 
opinion of you, watch yourself to see if, at that very moment, 
you are being true to yourself and doing what makes you feel 
most joyous, complete and happy. Remember, even the most 
apparently trivial or mundane experiences can be transformed 
by your presence. It’s not necessarily what you are doing that 
prompts inner peace, but how you do it.
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D A Y  N I N E T E E N

No Skeletons in the 
Closet
What i f  every th ing hang ing in  your  c loset  were 

someth ing you loved—someth ing that  made you look 

beaut i fu l  or  made you fee l  wonder fu l  when you put  i t 

on?  Th ink of  how good you wou ld fee l  every  day .

~ Sarah Ban Breathnach

“I’VE GOT GOOD NEWS and bad news,” Kate said, as we each 
took a seat in her living room. She was wearing the bulky red 
sweater that I’d grown used to seeing her in on most mornings, 
and her body seemed to disappear into it as she pulled her knees 
up to her chin and stretched the sweater over her legs.

“Really?” I said, “Go on.”
“The good news is, I’ve lost at least one pants size. I’m 

not sure how many pounds that is since I’ve abandoned my 
bathroom scale. And the bad news is, I now feel like I have 
nothing decent to wear. I’m at an in-between size so some of 
my “wanna be” clothes are still too small for me, but most of 
the clothes I’d been wearing look big and baggy now. And,” she 



paused, dramatically taking a deep breath, “I’ve been invited to 
a party tomorrow night.”

“Really?” I said. “That’s nice.”
“But I have nothing to wear!’
“Alright then, it sounds like there’s only one thing to do.”
“What?” she asked a bit tentatively.
“Looks like we’re going to spend today’s time together 

clearing once again—this time your clothes closet.”
“Oh no!” She said, her hands flying up to her cheeks. “This 

is even worse than cleaning my refrigerator. I wasn’t expecting 
this.”

“Good!” I said.
“No, seriously. How about we put this off for a day or two so I 

can do just a teeny bit of organizing? This is so embarrassing.”
“Well, I doubt I’d let you put this off anyway, but you 

can’t wait a day or two, remember? You’ve got a party to go to 
tomorrow night. Don’t you want to unearth the perfect outfit to 
wear to the party today?”

“Ugh! I can’t believe I’ve gotten myself into this.” She sighed. 
Then after a moment she said with a hint of a wry smile, “Alright, 
but promise, no judgments.”

“Never!” I replied, smiling.

“Here it is,” she said, as we walked into her bedroom and 
she threw open the doors along one wall, “my clothes closet—or 
more aptly named, my clothes chaos.”

Most everything in Kate’s bedroom seemed to be in its proper 
place. Big windows topped with muslin valences were flung 
wide open, inviting the summer breeze in through billowing 
sheers. Ralph jumped onto the four-post queen size bed as soon 
as all three of us entered the room.

Kate and I both paused for a moment and watched the cat 
nestle into the down comforter. Kate looked at me with her 
eyebrows raised, as if noticing something for the first time. 
“Wow,” she said, “I’ve never seen Ralph do that before. He’s 
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always been too heavy to make it onto my bed.”
It was true. The formerly plump Ralph had substantially 

slimmed down since I had first met him, though he still showed 
a little paunch around his belly. “Have you made any changes to 
his diet?” I asked.

Kate shook her head, “Not really. I’ve been feeding him the 
same food. But…” she pondered for a moment, “I suppose I 
have been feeding him less frequently. I mean, I noticed about 
a week or so ago that I was over-feeding Ralph as a way of 
expressing love to him. I always thought it was loving to spoon 
out heaping portions, sometimes up to five times per day. But 
lately, when I find myself wanting to give Ralphie a little love, 
I pick him up and cuddle him on the couch. Or I find one of 
his toys and play with him. He’s been eating less, but he doesn’t 
seem any less satisfied than he was before.”

“Wonderful observation, Kate,” I smiled. “The lessons 
you’ve learned about yourself and your own relationship to 
food are beginning to spread to those you love.”

“He does seem happier,” she admitted. “Less sluggish, and 
more interested in spending time with me.”

As Ralph found the best position from which to watch all of 
our activities, Kate and I both let out a long breath, and turned 
to once again face the closet. I peered into the walk-in wardrobe 
to see mounds of shirts, sweaters, shoes, papers, books and 
clothes hangers conglomerated together on the floor. More 
neatly arranged, but still skewed piles lined the shelves. Once 
modeled mayhem hung randomly from clothes hangers—half-
on and half-off.

“Well, Mary Poppins,” she said, “I don’t suppose you’ll be 
singing ‘Just a Spoonful of Sugar’ to help this closet cleaning 
medicine go down, but perhaps a natural sweetener, like 
some raw honey, might help.” She grinned, “I have some in 
my nice clean and cleared, well-stocked kitchen pantry, you 
know.” I could tell Kate was joking to alleviate some of her 
embarrassment.
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I smiled. “This isn’t nearly as bad as it looks, Kate. But it’s 
interesting to me that the rest of your bedroom looks so neat 
and orderly in comparison to this closet. Why do you suppose 
that is?”

“Well,” she replied after a moment of thinking, “I wish I had 
some deep, thoughtful and profound answer to that question, 
but I don’t. I guess it’s because I really do like order in my life, 
and as long as the mess is shoved away behind closed doors I 
can sleep at night. Is that symbolic?”

“Hmm, you tell me,” I said. “But don’t bother speaking 
about anything just now. Instead, let me read you something 
that I’ve had tucked away in my pocketbook in anticipation of 
the day when we’d be clearing out your wardrobe. I think it’s the 
perfect passage for you to hear at the outset of this important 
endeavor. It’s from a book called Romancing the Ordinary by 
Sarah Ban Breathnach:

Cleaning out our closets sounds simple, but unless you want to 
end up just “straightening out” the confusion, you have to come 
prepared with determination to sort, sift and say farewell, so you’ll 
need lots of trash bags. Start by taking everything out of the closet 
and sorting it into two piles—the immediately wearable and the 
torn. Let’s look at the second pile first. You’ll be amazed at how 
many pieces aren’t being worn because they’re irrevocably torn, 
stained or zipperless. Now, unless something is of such sentimental 
value to you that you’d grab it in case of fire, toss it. If it were that 
important, you would have repaired it years ago…. Now evaluate 
the importance of the wearable clothing by asking each of these 
four questions:

When was it last worn?
Do I feel beautiful or comfortable in it?
When and how could it be used or worn in the future?
If I were moving instead of cleaning, would I take it with me?
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This last question in particular elicits your true feelings.
There are bound to be items of clothing that you’ve not worn because 
they don’t fit any more (and don’t fool yourself into thinking that 
losing a few extra inches or pounds will make a difference!) But 
do the clothes hanging in your closet fit your lifestyle, or has it 
changed without your closet catching up with you? Do the clothes 
you reach for every day fit your daily round? Or the becoming 
reflection you’d like to see in the mirror?... If the shoe continues to 
fit wear it, but if not, recycle.

“Wow,” said Kate, “I never thought of my closet so 
symbolically before, but I guess this just follows suit with all 
of the kitchen clearing we’ve done already—weeding out the 
old, outdated lifestyle and creating space for the new me to 
fully emerge.” She paused. “Geesh, this is even scarier than I 
thought!”

“How so, Kate?” I asked.
“Well, now I have to let go of my past even more. After 

clearing my kitchen and listening to what you’ve just read, I 
realize how much I’ve grown in the past few weeks. Funny, I’ve 
shrunk in clothes size but I’ve expanded in consciousness and 
self-embrace. I’m now so much more capable of accommodating 
the vastness of life, and in the process of all of this change, 
my vision’s clearing as well. I see that all of these seemingly 
inanimate and benign items really do have an energy of their 
own. I realize that mundane tasks like cleaning the refrigerator 
take a lot more introspection and Soul searching than I’d 
previously ever imagined. I suppose this seems scary because 
this closet feels much more intimate to me than my kitchen 
storage spaces did. Just peering in there,” she gestured towards 
the closet, “I see now how emotionally clogged I’ve been. I 
see how I’ve been hanging on for dear life to my past, afraid 
to change and always needing a ‘fall back’ outfit to revert to. 
Some sloppy mismatched, ripped or torn piece of clothing that 
I could comfortably slip into to anesthetize myself with food or 
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TV, or just with my unconscious life!”
She stood there in front of her closet, shaking her head, 

“These aren’t just clothes, these things represent memories… 
so many chaotic and confused memories. All of those small 
miseries I’ve lived that have piled up over time.”

“Well,” I said, in my most cheery Mary Poppins voice, “It’s 
time to deal with them and put all that past behind you! This 
is going to be very fun,” I reassured her. “You know what else 
Sarah Ban Breathnach suggests in Romancing the Ordinary? 
That you throw an annual closet clearing party and invite your 
friends to ‘shop’ from your closet. You can even ask them to 
bring their ‘wearable memories’ to your house to swap if you 
like. She says to set it all up like an exclusive boutique and then 
enjoy, food music and laughter all at the same time. Doesn’t 
that sound like fun?”

“No! Absolutely not. I feel like all I have is rags in there. I’m 
almost embarrassed to bring these things to Goodwill!”

I laughed, “I love it when you exaggerate, Kate. I can see 
from here that you have a number of very beautiful outfits 
hanging in there… so let’s get started. But before we do, I just 
want to add one more question to Sarah Ban Breathnach’s list 
of questions to ask yourself while sorting and sifting through 
your clothes.”

“What’s that?”
“Do I absolutely LOVE this? Because you know answering 

that question honestly cuts right to the chase. And when you 
are in alignment with love, you are in alignment with Soul. 
And remember Kate…”

She cut in, “I know, I know… presence is key.”
“Yes, that’s right,” I said smiling. “Feel your feelings, breathe, 

be present. Even though this appears to be just closet clearing, 
we are giving you back your life. There’s no need to have clothes 
any longer that prompt you to feel uncomfortable, fat or sad. 
Stay open, and don’t be afraid to come upon anything, even if 
you find that it’s distress that you’ve hidden all too well.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Simplicity is a Fashion Statement.

Here’s a bit more from Sarah Ban Breathnach…

Today, I ask you to consider clearing away the fashion clutter 
of past incarnations that lurk in your closets. Just because you 
bought it once doesn’t mean you have to keep it forever. Be willing 
to let simplicity pare down your wardrobe to your authentic 
essence: identify the clothes you absolutely love and can’t imagine 
living without. That is all. Merely consider and identify, while 
remembering it is never too late to become the [person] you were 
meant to be.

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #19

Yes, Yes! Today you clear out your clothes closet.
It may be scary, but as you’ve seen already, it’s these small 
measures that add up to full-blown contentment. Why use 
up your energy hanging onto what you don’t presently need 
in your life? If you have an item that you find is difficult to 
part with, but you’re nearly certain that you’ll never wear it, 
don’t be afraid to ask yourself, “Why?” Was it expensive? Or 
is it sentimental, reminding you of palpable, cherished or even 
unforgiven memories? Remember, if you’ve outgrown the reason 
for owning that item, chances are you’ve stopped interacting 
with it and maybe now is the time to move on. Make this an 
authentic clearing. If you just refold or move messes around, 
rest assured the chaos will not only return, but intensify. As 
Kate realized, each item has a charge of its own. Therefore, be 
grateful for what you keep and also for what you are now ready 
to give away. And do love what you keep!

I’ve always found that my favorite clothes were a much 
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better measure than any scale could ever be of how physically 
fit I am. If I still look great in an outfit that I know has always 
fit me well, it can be easier to feel at home in my own skin.
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D A Y  T W E N T Y

Mirror, Mirror
This  l i fe  i s  l i ved when t iny  changes occur .

         ~ Leo Tols toy

“BUT I CAN’T,” SAID KATE, standing in front of her full-
length mirror with her hands over her eyes. “I know it’s 
crazy, but I’m scared.”

“Come on Kate, open your eyes. Take a look. You’re the one 
who bought the outfit.”

“Yeah but I never really thought I’d wear it. It’s so…”
“Perfect for you,” I said, finishing her sentence.
“Yeah, but more than that, it feels so…classy. I mean, 

it’s totally appropriate for this kind of party and it’s really 
comfortable, it’s just… well, I’m not used to looking so… 
amazing.”

“To me, it looks just like you,” I said.
“Really?” Kate finally put her hands down at her side and 

settled her eyes on herself in the mirror.
“I’m really having a super hard time with this.”
“What?”
“Looking at myself and seeing how different I am becoming. 

I think it was easier having an unattainable goal than actually 
attaining it. That unachievable goal became like a pseudo-



identity, a security blanket. I almost feel like I was more 
comfortable waiting for the day that the changes I was making 
on the inside would finally manifest on the outside for me. But 
that day never seemed to come. Until now.”

“Great, isn’t it?” I said.
“I don’t know,” she said, and then asked, almost pleading, 

“Why is this so hard for me?”
“Well, now you’re bringing integrity to all areas of your life. 

Cleaning your closet and ridding yourself of old stagnant energy 
is a potent, powerful symbol of that. You’re making major shifts 
from the inside-out.”

“What exactly do you mean by integrity?”
“Integrity is the condition or state of being undivided. It’s 

genuine. It feels whole and complete. Mahatma Gandhi said, 
‘Happiness is when what you say, what you think, and what you 
do are in harmony.’ That’s integrity. And you’re doing it Kate, 
you’re getting there. Little by little, you’re getting there.”

“So I’m beginning to live with integrity. And that’s what 
feels so terrifying?”

“Yes, to an ego, there is nothing scarier.”
“Why?
“Because if you see your brilliance and live in full alignment 

with that, no matter what anyone else thinks of you, then your 
ego’s out of a job. It can’t run your life anymore. To an ego, that 
may as well be death.”

Kate, took it all in and stood in front of the mirror, looking 
not at her reflection, but far out the window over her bed, into 
the distance. She seemed pensive.

After a time I spoke, “Alright, Kate,” I said. “This is the 
perfect opportunity for me to share with you a little exercise 
I sometimes do at workshops. The only difference will be that 
you’ll have to imagine that instead of just one mirror, you have 
the three types of mirrors in front of you that I typically pass 
around for the participants to look into.”

“Alright,” said Kate, snapping back into the moment, “I’m ready.”
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“First, imagine you are looking into a mirror that is caked 
with dirt, slime and mud. What do you see?”

“Okay,” she said, allowing herself to relax just a bit before 
looking at herself in the mirror once again.”

She laughed, “Hah. I see a messy, dressed up Kate.”
“And have you really changed at all, Kate, since you put on 

that killer outfit?”
“No.”
“And now imagine that this mirror in front of you is like 

a fun house mirror, all wavy and distorted. What do you see 
now?”

She laughed again, “I have a broad silly face, maybe an 
elongated nose or chin—all creepy looking I suppose.”

“That’s right. And again, have you changed at all?”
“No, not a bit.”
“And finally, now actually look at that mirror right in front 

of you—into a clean, clear image of yourself. What do you see 
now?”

Kate looked at herself again intently, her eyes welling up 
with tears.

“Go on,” I said, “Keep looking right into those eyes of 
yours. What do you see?”

“I-I can’t,” she stammered. “I can’t say it, because it’s really 
everything I’ve always wanted to hear,” she swallowed hard 
before saying, “and it’s breaking my heart now to realize that 
I’m the only one I ever did want to hear it from.”

“What? What is it Kate?”
She exhaled deeply and steadied her gaze upon herself and 

looking squarely into her own eyes said, “This mirror isn’t 
distorted and my perception isn’t mucked up at all now, either. 
It’s clear. And I can honestly say for the first time in my entire 
life, Kate you’re beautiful.”

“That’s right Kate. And have you really changed at all?”
“Well, yes and no,” she said looking at me. “I feel as if 

everything is changing.”
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Then, looking back to the mirror, she said, “But the real 
me? No. I haven’t changed at all.

“I am beautiful. No matter what the mirror shows. No 
matter what I look like outside, I Am.” She smiled, in awe.

When Kate said those words, it was as if she had come out 
of a trance. Now she had a glow about her. She was wearing her 
own skin comfortably, with a sense of style, grace and ease. She 
grew taller, statuesque, more confident. She began to flush. A 
soft, subtle, but very perceptible shift was taking place before 
both of our very eyes. And when she turned to look at me she 
said, teary-eyed once again, “I see something else in the mirror 
now…” She paused to wipe away her tears before going on. 
“Wow, being self-loving has really been a struggle for me. I 
never realized how detrimental all of those negative thoughts 
could be.”

“That’s right Kate. Your life can never come together until 
you treat yourself well. This epiphany you’re having right now 
is the greatest gain a person can experience—realizing your own 
worth. Now can you see that it’s not humble at all, but actually 
arrogant, to convince ourselves that our one, solitary life is 
unimportant? Think now of all of the love you can fill yourself 
up with, and then share just by being kinder to yourself. When 
you look at yourself appreciatively, the world automatically 
feels brighter and lighter.”

“Everything feels so different now, sort of like a gentle 
breeze just blew in and out the window, taking with it years 
and years of trying,” Kate said. “And all I know is that I have 
now. Just here. That’s all I’ve got, isn’t it? Only Me. Accepting 
myself and the world, just the way we are.”

“We see so much better without false and distorted images 
of ourselves in the way, don’t we?”

Kate nodded, and then flopped onto her back, on the bed 
next to Ralph and let out a deep sigh, only to quickly get up 
again.

“Wow,” she said, back on her feet in front of the mirror, 
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surveying the outfit with fresh eyes. “It fits nicely. It fit me 
when I bought it, too, but it was an impulse buy, which made 
me feel guilty. So when I first considered wearing it, that guilt 
actually set me off on an eating binge. In fact, I remember now, 
on the way home from the boutique that day I also bought a 
dark chocolate bar and a half gallon of ice cream. How crazy 
is that?!” She groaned. “Guilt, guilt, guilt! The ego’s smoking 
gun. No wonder I never thought of wearing this outfit ever 
again.”

“So can you forgive that episode now, Kate?” Standing 
behind her, I smiled at her charmingly innocent reflection. 
Now she too gazed at herself with full appreciation, with relief 
almost, and not the slightest hint of narcissism.

“Yeah,” she smiled back, “I think now I can. No. I know I 
can! I don’t have to live that self-defeating and self-sabotaging 
way of life, which feels like death, ever again.”

“Great,” I said. “This outfit is smart, simple and elegantly 
understated. It has your unique signature written all over it.”

“Really?” She looked a bit flustered by the flattery and 
joked, “Well, since we pared down my wardrobe yesterday to 
nearly bare bones, I’m just grateful I have at least one thing to 
wear to the party tonight. Before we were done I was afraid I’d 
have nothing left to wear and I’d have to go buck naked.”

We laughed.
She continued, “Seriously, It’s difficult keeping only what 

you really, truly love and can’t imagine living without. But 
now I see how much easier it is to find what I feel really good 
wearing. I feel more authentic. Like I’m done with hiding.”

“Integrity,” I said.
“Yes, undivided!” she answered.
I smiled and pointed to Kate’s bulky red sweater, which she 

had shed in order to change into her party outfit, lying in a 
heap on the bed. Ralph was curled up and sleeping right on top 
of it. “Kate,” I ventured gently, “what about your sweater?”

“My sweater!” She exclaimed, suddenly looking as if she 
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were naked, and not liking it one bit. She began to shoo Ralph 
off of the beloved garment, and then suddenly paused for a 
moment, and instead bent over to scratch him behind the ears, 
saying, “Comfortable, isn’t it?”

Ralph purred his obvious concurrence. “It’s all yours, 
sweetie,” Kate said. Then turned to me, “I never had a security 
blanket when I was a kid, but boy did I make up for it with that 
little number… I nearly wore it ‘till it was thread bear. I’ve had 
that sweater since I was in high school. It was my mom’s, or so 
I believe, since I found it hanging in the back of the closet in 
my dad’s bedroom after he died. And it’s obviously a woman’s 
sweater. Anyway, I inherited it and it may as well have been a 
million dollars. Don’t ask me why it’s meant so much to me. 
But I always felt like I was safe in it, just the way I dreamed of 
feeling when I was little. It was my big, floppy, red cocoon.” 
And then she looked at me with a sad, sweet smile, “But it 
doesn’t suit me anymore does it?”

I replied, “No Kate. How could it? When you’ve become the 
most exquisite butterfly.”

After a few moments I smiled and said, “Well, on that 
profound note, I’ll leave you now. I have a meeting to get to.”

“And, I’m going to make myself a big, yummy salad. The 
greens in my garden are ready to eat now. Then, I’m going to 
take a nice hot bubble bath before getting ready for the party.” 
She paused. “Thank you,” she said, with warm sincerity.

“You’re welcome,” I replied, “and have a wonderful time 
tonight.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

The other day, online at the supermarket checkout I found 
myself behind two women—old friends who had evidently just 
run into each other after not seeing one another for some time. 
One women said to the other, “Oh Karen, you look beautiful.” 
To which Karen hesitantly replied, “Really? I do? I didn’t think 
so, it’s been two years now.” Karen’s gestures made it obvious 
that she was referring to plastic surgery she had gotten. As they 
continued their conversation, Karen’s tone grew more and more 
self-effacing. I felt compassion for her. She was attractive, but 
there was no radiance, glow or inner spark to her. She seemed 
to be searching.

It reminded me, in vivid contrast, of a time many years ago, 
when my younger daughter was small and we were similarly 
waiting our turn in a checkout line. When the older woman 
directly in front of us stepped up to the cashier, she immediately 
began speaking, cheerily joking with the clerk about the windy 
and rainy weather and what a mess it had made of her hair. My 
daughter was listening intently to her speak, and after a time 
she looked up at me from her seat in the grocery cart and said, 
“Mommy, that lady’s shiny.” It touched me because I felt that 
she could see something I couldn’t at the time. Now I know just 
what she saw with her innocent, clear eyes. She was seeing the 
beauty of a shining Soul.

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #20

Today, let’s adopt a whole new definition of what’s truly 
handsome or beautiful. Outward appearance is such a small 
part of it. Yet, our outer appearance does very closely mirror 
what we feel inside. The truth is, if you feel beautiful inside, 
you will radiate that presence outward to others. For better 
or for worse, you can’t hide what’s going on internally for 
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very long. All masks eventually crack—whether by our own 
invitation or not. In my work with thousands of people the 
world over, I’ve found that it’s much easier to willingly chip, 
chip, chip away at our facades, until we become captivated by 
this journey towards authenticity and it’s no longer just scary 
but exhilarating as well. Then, step by glorious step, we find 
we can reveal just enough of our inner light, to guide us further 
and further inward, all the way home.

Love After Love
 
The time will come
When with elation,
You will greet yourself arriving
At your own door, in your own mirror,
And each will smile at the other’s welcome
 
And say, sit here. Eat.
You will love again the stranger who was your self.
Give wine. Give bread. Give back your heart
To itself, to the stranger who has loved you
 
All your life, whom you ignored
For another, who knows you by heart.
 
Take down the love letters from the bookshelf,
the photographs, the desperate notes,
Peel your own image from the mirror.
Sit. Feast on your life.
      ~ Derek Walcott
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D A Y  T W E N T Y - O N E

Say Yes to Everything
(That Brings You Peace)

What lies before us and what lies behind us are small 

matters compared to what lies within us. And when we bring 

what is within us out into the world, miracles happen.

~ Ra lph Waldo Emerson

THE NEXT DAY, WE SIPPED TEA at Kate’s kitchen table while 
she recounted the events of the night before. According to Kate, 
she arrived at the affair feeling very centered and self-contained, 
yet thoroughly energized and open to the experience.

“It had been a while,” she said, “since I’d been to a party 
like this one. It was a book-release party for my long-time friend 
and co-worker, Esther. I’ve always loved Esther, and we’ve had 
some crazy adventures together. I was excited to show her my 
support and wish her success.”

Kate beamed as she relived the previous night’s excitement, 
“The party was at her agent’s loft downtown. The kind of really 
posh apartment where everything seems to be a piece of modern 
art, even the people who live in it.” She smiled, “When I first 
walked in, I felt a little awkward since I’d come all alone. So I 
just watched the other guests meet and greet one another from 



the sidelines for a bit. I’ve always liked people watching so that 
was fun. Then Esther came up from behind me and gave me a 
big hug saying, ‘Kate! I’m so happy you’re here!’”

“‘I wouldn’t have missed it for the world,’ I told her honestly. 
‘Your first book published! How exciting!’”

“Esther has always been very calm and cool, but she was 
walking on air last night. She said, ‘Remember back when we 
were lowly copywriters and we used to dream about this—our 
very own book signing parties?’ I nodded and said, ‘I remember 
it well,’ and asked her to sign a book for me. She said, ‘Of course, 
but first come to the hors d’oeuvre table. There are some people 
I want you to meet.’”

“Before long, I felt like one of the crowd,” Kate continued. “I 
met one interesting person after another. I was having a fantastic 
time watching myself being entirely authentic, when suddenly 
Ester linked arms with me and pulled me around to the other 
side of the table, whispering into my ear, ‘He’s a very dishy guy, 
I think you’ll hit it off with him.’ Before I could utter a response, 
Ester was tapping the shoulder of this tall, well-built guy with 
brown curls and a gray suit. He turned nonchalantly, riveting 
his deep blue eyes on me. I literally caught my breath.”

I smiled as Kate continued her story, her cheeks flushing. 
“Esther said, ‘Jake, I’d like you to meet my good friend Kate.’ 
She had this self-satisfied look as she watched the sparks fly 
between us. ‘Jake is my financial advisor,’ she told me.”

“All I could say was, ‘How nice,’ as he flashed me a perfect 
smile and shook my hand saying, very genuinely, ‘So nice to meet 
you Kate.’” She impersonated his deep voice, and pretended to 
swoon. I laughed.

“The rest of the evening was a blur,” Kate said. “For the first 
time in my life, time literally stood still for me. I always read 
that phrase in books, but I never actually knew what it meant 
until last night. We laughed and laughed. He was so funny and 
we had all these common interests. We never ran out of things 
to talk about.”
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She went on, becoming almost breathless as she suddenly 
remembered and relived every detail of the night, right there 
before my eyes. She laughed when she realized what she was 
doing, “I know I said most of the evening was a blur, but I 
guess I remember more than I thought. Like Jake’s thoroughly 
engaging smile and the moment when Esther caught my eye 
from across the room to give me an enthusiastic thumbs up. At 
the end of the night, he walked me to my car and kissed me on 
the cheek. It was all such a tangible slice of Heaven.”

She returned from her reverie, seeming to suddenly realize 
that she was seated across from me at her kitchen table, the 
teakettle whistling, signaling that the water for our tea was 
boiling. Kate looked at me, wincing a bit, as though she were 
having a difficult time grounding herself while landing off of 
cloud nine, and got up to pour the tea.

“Did you exchange phone numbers?” I asked, the hint of a 
grin at the corners of my lips.

“Yes,” she said, “and emails too.”
“Great, then you can keep up the communication.”
“Mmmm,” said Kate dreamily, “I hope so.”
When she set our two tea cups on the table, I took the 

reigns of our conversation and said, “Okay, it’s time to get to 
the business at hand.”

“Which is?” Kate asked, suddenly appearing very attentive 
and interested.

“It’s time for us to dispose of those three large garbage bags 
of clothes, shoes and accessories that we dragged out of your 
closet yesterday. Remember, start-to-finish!” I said smiling. 
“You have some very lovely items in those garbage bags that 
you’ve chosen not to bring into this next phase of your life for 
various reasons, but I know you don’t just want to throw them 
away. What do you want to do with them?”

“I have a great idea,” Kate said looking all sparkly with 
excitement. “You know that big old Victorian house on the 
corner of Pine and Gleason? They just turned that into a 
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women’s shelter, and I read in a newspaper article that they 
have a drop off for ‘gently worn clothes and accessories.’ Those 
things are then recycled so that the women can wear them to 
job interviews or for whatever they might need to continue on 
with dignity and get back on track. I’d like us to go there and 
give those women the two bags of clothes that are the least 
worn. You know, the ones that didn’t fit me well or that I just 
didn’t feel I resonate with anymore.”

“Great,” I said.
“And the other bag,” she said excitedly, “I’d like to bring 

to this little store I heard about that’s on Gidding Road in the 
Arts District. I heard that a shop owner there makes the most 
amazing braided rugs out of old clothing. Cool, huh? I’d love 
to see my old rags turned into such riches!”

“That sounds like a lot of fun, Kate! I’m game.”
“Alright,” she said, “let’s go.” But suddenly she stopped 

herself, just as she was about to get up and fetch her car keys. 
She sat back down looking at me from the corner of her eye and 
said, with a bit of solemnity to her voice, “Before we do go I’d 
like to do something.”

“What is it?” I asked.
“Well, you may think I’m crazy, but I’m feeling sort of like I 

want to do a little ritual right now.”
“Really,” I said, intrigued. “What kind of ritual?”
“I’ve never done this myself, but I read that it’s always 

important to mark a significant event with a ceremony. Like 
a rite of passage, or something. In fact, I read this is the way 
ceremonies first began, by honoring the smallest of things in 
life—not just major holidays and such. I read that things never 
feel entirely fulfilling to us, no matter how grand they may be, 
unless we consciously acknowledge them and their significance 
to our lives. And silly or not, I feel that my closet clearing was 
such a rite of passage for me. So I’d really like to celebrate it.”

“Wonderful idea,” I said. “How?”
“Well, remember I found that big box of candles in the back 
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of the closet that I’d been given as a gift? And that I told you 
I’d abruptly forgotten about them as soon as I’d relegated them 
to the spot where they almost forever remained under a pile of 
clothes? Well, I’d like to light them now.”

I laughed, “Fantastic! I’d like to witness that.”
“It’s very symbolic, don’t you think? Me, finally bringing all 

of that light out from it’s hiding place in the closet!”
“Yes,” I agreed, “very symbolic.”
“And more than anything,” continued Kate, “I’d like to give 

thanks for this new lease on life that I’m experiencing now. I 
feel that’s more important than anything.”

“Perfect,” I said.
Kate brought out the candles and arranged them very 

thoughtfully, almost reverently, along the coffee table in her 
living room. We both sat on the couch, and I watched as one-
by-one, she lit each candle. There were eight of them. And after 
lighting each one she said an impromptu invocation:

“May I always accept myself just as I am.
May I always listen deeply to myself and await the Voice of the 
Soul before acting.
May I choose love instead of fear as my constant guide.
May I free myself from guilt by not judging.
May I always realize how rich and wonderful my life is right 
now, at this very moment.
May I always see that all I have is all I need.
May I never forget I am not alone.
May I always remember to give thanks.”

And when she finished lighting each candle, she said softly, 
with her eyes closed, “I am fully open to receive all of the 
goodness of Real Life.”

We sat a while in silence, in appreciation for all we’d received 
and all we were clearly about to receive. The door was opened 
now. All Kate needed to do was choose to walk through…
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Everyone carries with them at least one and probably
Many pieces to someone else’s puzzle.
Sometimes they know it.
Sometimes they don’t.

And when you present your piece
Which is worthless to you,
To another, whether you know it or not,
Whether they know it or not,
You are a messenger from the most high.

  ~ Lawrence Kushner, Honey from the Rock

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #21

How about it? Why don’t you pass along your old, once-
favorite clothes to someone who will love them just as much as 
you did? Let the circle come full!

When you feel gratitude and tangibly demonstrate your 
thanks by giving away what no longer suits you in your present 
life, you will experience what I call, “the dance of gratitude.” 
Appreciation’s got a life of its own. It’s a lively little spark of 
providence that grows when you pass it along to others, like a 
torch—from one grateful heart to another.

It feels good to know you can so easily help people in such 
a positive way, simply by doing something that is so beneficial 
for you.

I’ve found in my own experience that peace is exponentially 
amplified when I know that, instead of an inert landfill, 
someone’s live, receptive hands are receiving my once-loved 
and cherished items, and making further use of them.

And it may simply be coincidence (grin), but many-a-time 
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the most fantastic bargains and gorgeous, perfect-for-me clothes 
miraculously find their way into my hands, each time I make a 
generous donation of closet cast-offs.

Try it! Experience for yourself the abundant flow of grace 
that inevitably gushes into your life after a good closet clean and 
donation to your favorite drop off spot.
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D A Y  T W E N T Y - T W O

The Oasis:
Seeing the Extraordinary in the Ordinary

Ah,  i f  on ly  we knew how to b lossom:  our  hear t  wou ld 

pass  beyond every  smal l  danger ,  and wou ld f ind peace 

in  the greates t  danger  o f  a l l .

~ Ra iner Mar ia  R i lke

WHEN I ARRIVED, KATE WAS IN HER GARDEN. She called 
out to me when she saw me approach the front door of her 
home, and waving wildly with a broad smile shouted, “I’m over 
here.” I walked over to the garden to join her and saw that she 
was positively glowing.

“I’m almost finished,” she said, pulling up a weed. “I just 
have to water now.”

Wiping the sweat from her brow with the back of her 
gardening glove, she smeared a wide streak of dirt across her 
cheek and forehead.

I smiled. Her garden looked lush, vibrant and abundant.
Turning the hose on, she watched as the gush of water 

sprayed out in every direction and grabbed hold of it as though 
wrestling with a snake. As she showered the thirsty new growth 
she said, “Look! A rainbow.”



I did see one in the water droplet’s mist, although it was 
hardly perceptible, but Kate stood, fixated on it and smiled 
broadly.

I watched her appreciatively.

After a few moments she turned to me and said, “I’ve been 
out here since four a.m. Something woke me up early this 
morning. A new feeling I’ve never felt before. Like my heart 
and belly were full of butterflies, on fire.” She laughed when 
she heard her own description, “That’s exactly how it felt. And 
the only place I could think of being that felt right, was here, 
in the garden. So I got up, got dressed and came out here, while 
there was still a bit of chill in the air and everything was dark 
and hushed. The birds weren’t even singing yet. And the sky 
was splashed with very faint twinkles—like dust light. I sat on 
that stump right over there, very quiet and still, listening. For 
what, I don’t know. It just seemed as if the Soul of everything 
around me was saying, ‘Hush, listen.’

“Then I heard it, my heart... going thump, thump, thump… 
and suddenly it leapt right out of me and joined those stars.” 
Kate smiled, as if she was telling a bedtime story to a child, 
but a story that was very real to her, and precious. “The love 
in me raced with magnet-like attraction to become one with 
the love in the stars. When they met, it was like crashing into 
a cloud. And then, in all the snow white silence, I knew I too 
was light. Inside-outside, all light… just like those stars. I 
stayed that way—shining—for what felt like a glorious forever, 
until the sun started to streak the sky with pastels, matching 
perfectly the flowers in the garden—which were lit with their 
own inner glow. Everything was singing, I don’t know how, 
but I knew it was this I was listening to, this Heavenly song, 
a hum that everything vibrated with. This enrapturing hum. 
And the fragrance! Every bud and every bloom grew more and 
more alive with scent, and I realized the flowers felt joy in my 
recognizing their reason for being—just being. My appreciation 
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alone seemed to unite our purpose, so that we were no longer 
separate, but one. And there we were. Effortlessly soaking in 
our own light—flowers, sunrise, me.

“It was over in a flash. Nothing to speak of it was left, except 
for the fire burning inside of me. I don’t believe it all lasted for 
more than a moment or two, or maybe it was hours, I don’t 
know. It was like nothing I’ve ever felt before—nothing of this 
earth. A moment of eternity.”

Kate stopped speaking then, and looked at me with tears in 
her eyes, “I think I’ve tasted Heaven.”

“Yes, Kate.” I said. Then I stood silently beside her, watching 
her water her garden.

Later, we were comfortably seated in her living room, in 
front of two cups of tea. Kate watched them steaming in front 
of us and said, “Now I get it. I finally really get the whole thing 
about drinking tea mindfully, and stove cleaning and food 
shopping and eating with all of my heart and Soul, as though 
this, and only this, is the first and last moment of my life. I get 
it,” she said, getting teary-eyed again.

She continued, “And what’s more is I don’t even really 
understand what it is that I get, but I have absolutely no desire 
to ask anyone, not even you. Because I do know, somewhere 
inside of me, I do know.”

Then she looked at me with such deep appreciation, my 
own eyes began to tear.

“It’s all so beautiful, isn’t it?”
I nodded. “You’ve experienced Grace, Kate. There are many 

names for it, in all languages—Satori, Nirvana, Heaven, a Holy 
Instant. It’s an awakening, realizing the Reality of Spirit, or 
Soul. Poets and mystics have tried to describe this Grace—some 
better than others.”

I began to quote a few of my favorite passages from 
memory.
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“William Blake wrote:

To see a world in a grain of sand
and a heaven in a wild flower,
hold infinity in the palm of your hand
and eternity in an hour.

“Evelyn Underhill, in her book, Mysticism, described it this 
way:

The heart outstrips the clumsy senses, and sees perhaps for 
an instant, perhaps for long periods of bliss—an undistorted 
and more veritable world. All things are perceived in the light 
of charity and hence under the aspect of beauty; for beauty is 
simply Reality seen with the eyes of love.

“Robert Browning put it simply:

I but open my eyes, —and perfection, no more no less,
In the kind I imagined full-fronts me, and God is seen God
In the star, in the stone, in the flesh, in the soul and the clod.

W.B. Yeats described his such epiphany this way:

My fiftieth year had come and gone,
I sat a solitary man,
In a crowded London shop,
An open book and an empty cup
On the marble table top.

While on the shop and street I gazed
My body of a sudden blazed;
And twenty minutes more or less
It seemed so great my happiness,
That I was blessed and could bless.
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“And William Wordsworth, the Romantic poet, wrote:

While with an eye made quiet by the power
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,
We see into the life of things.”

“Yes, that’s it,” said Kate.
“It’s lovely, isn’t it, to behold Reality?” I mused aloud.
“Yes,” was all she could say.
I knew that anything of the intellect that I might interject 

into our experience together at this time would be counter 
productive. So I sat, quietly with Kate, sipping tea, until she 
spoke again, saying unexpectedly, “You know, what if I did weigh 
500 lbs.? What difference would that make to anything?”

“Absolutely none,” I said, “except for what it means to 
you.”

“And what would that mean?” She pondered her question for a 
moment, and then spoke again, this time more excitedly, “I know! 
I know why I could have gained that much weight in the past if 
I’d let myself entirely ‘lose control of my appetite’—it’s because 
before today, for me ‘letting go’ meant defeat and utter loss. 
So I’d rather have gained anything, than experience that. Who 
wouldn’t? So as long as I was ‘in control’ I was happy. At least 
I imagined that I was. I know we’ve discussed this before, but 
now I really get why I wanted to have such control—because I 
was pissed! I was so angry at God for dropping me in this God 
forsaken, loveless place to begin with.

“But now, after experiencing what I did this morning, I 
see it so differently. I see that I was the one who shut out any 
experience of love, when I stopped listening to my own voice 
of love, the Soul as you call it. The very same voice that I heard 
this morning when I first woke up and knew I had to go to the 
garden, even if that made no logical sense. That’s the voice that’s 
always been calling me home—the Soul. Now I see exactly what 
you’ve been trying to tell me all along, in so many different 
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ways, that Soul is always calling us to see Being everywhere—in 
flowers, sunrises, in other people and in ourselves.”

She continued, “That’s why you’ve wanted me to focus on 
being and not becoming, because I already am a being. I just 
couldn’t see that while I was always trying to get somewhere 
other than where I am.

She shook her head as she mused aloud, “How did I miss 
that? How on earth did I miss that?”

“It’s a full time job the ego’s got, isn’t it Kate? To cover 
up and mask all of this Glory. Glory just like you realized 
exists today. It’s everywhere, all around us, always. It’s what 
everyone in the world is craving—this sort of fullness of Being. 
And instead of surrendering to it, people most often surround, 
armor and cloak themselves in layers of fear. Yet everyone is so 
tired of resisting love by putting crazy labels on it, like ‘special’ 
or ‘evasive’ or ‘unattainable.’ When all love is, is Being, without 
any trying at all.”

“You’ve said that before, I know,” said Kate, “but now I see. 
It’s so true.”

Again we sat in silence for a time, until Kate spoke, “I 
talked with Jake last night. You know, the guy I met at the 
party.” She couldn’t help but smile. “He called me. It was a fun 
conversation. He said he’d like to get together again.”

Her smile widened. I smiled too. And then we both started 
giggling, which quickly escalated into whooping peals of 
unrestrained laughter, tears rolling down our cheeks. When 
Kate finally caught her breath she said, “Oh my! He doesn’t 
have a clue of what he’s getting into!” The thought of which 
made her laugh even harder.
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

I once heard a story of two young brothers, ages three 
and five. They were sitting at the breakfast table, eating their 
respective bowls of Cheerios, when out of the blue the younger 
boy broke into hysterics, uncontrollably laughing at his older 
brother. Since the older boy was just sitting in his chair calmly 
enjoying his  breakfast—and had done nothing significant to 
warrant such a reaction from his sibling—their mother, who 
was standing nearby washing dishes asked, “Chris, what’s so 
funny?” The boy replied between chuckles, pointing at his 
older brother, “That’s God eating God.”

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #22

There’s so much more to life than meets the eye!

You may not have yet had the degree of mystical experience 
that Kate encountered today, but you can easily invoke such 
a profound occurrence of your very own today. I’ll show you 
how. That it is difficult is the first misperception that stands 
in the way for most people. It’s not difficult at all. The second 
misperception is that epiphanies only come to those who are 
saintly or special, or more worthy than most. That is absolutely 
not the case! I’ve worked with thousands of everyday, very 
normal people who have experienced such holy instants in 
their lives, some of whom were even in prison. So this is not 
exclusive territory.

Such occurrences generally do precipitate a more dogged 
and committed intention to live a whole and conscious life. After 
this type of experience, people find that they have a stronger 
impulse to again find and surrender fully to this love, peace and 
joy that is so obviously by mere contrast not “of this earth.”
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As we’ve said all along, this is quite a conundrum we humans 
have presented ourselves with. Since you already always abide 
in such a state of Grace, you simply need to realize that you 
already are where it is you want to go (you just may not have 
known that until now). The irony is, you don’t even have to do 
anything to get “there.” Except for this (though, you don’t even 
really have to do this, it is already “doing” you): Breathe. And 
as you do, notice this…

Is it doing you, or are you doing it?
Can you tell?
Both, either, neither?
There’s no need to answer these questions. Because you 

can’t.
This is tangible oneness—and it is happening each and 

every moment, in your very own body. Two seemingly separate 
entities, you and the breath, united with one sacred purpose—to 
sustain your life, here and now.

Why? Because your life is that important.
So today, find a beautiful spot in your world, then just sit, be, 

and focus on the breath as you breathe it, and it breathes you.
You are already home. You are already here.
Let all of your feelings flow. Boredom, restlessness, 

frustration, anxiety, impatience. Allow forgiveness of all that 
rides in and out on each breath. Allow peace to come to you, 
all by itself. No grabbing, clutching, hoarding or holding 
necessary. Let one breath come in and then go out, and allow 
another to take its place. Allow this space in you to be, without 
having any need to fill it. Feel Presence well up from within. 
And simultaneously allow it to come in. Inside-outside, it’s all 
the same fullness.

And answer any thought at all that may arise with, “I am in 
Grace.”

You are!
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D A Y  T W E N T Y - T H R E E

Trading in the 
Remote for the 
Present
This  ins t rument  can teach ,  i t  can i l luminate ;  yes ,  and 

i t  can even insp i re .  But  i t  can do so on ly  to  the extent 

that  humans are determined to  use i t  to  those ends . 

Otherwise i t  i s  mere ly  w i res  and l i ghts  in  a box .

~ Edward R .  Murrow

“HELLO,” I SAID when Kate opened the front door for me. 
“You look bright this morning.”

“Good morning,” Kate said cheerily. “I feel bright.”
As she led me from the front door of her home to the couches 

in her living room, I noticed something taped to the front of the 
television screen.

“What’s that on your television?” I asked, pointing to it.
“Oh, that’s a reminder to myself.”
“About what?”



“About not tuning out life and numbing myself by turning 
on that TV.”

“What does the reminder say?” I asked, engaged.
“Here, I’ll read it to you.” She pulled the paper off the set 

and, holding it close to her face, read,

The highest level of prayer is not a prayer for anything.
It is a deep and profound silence, in which we allow ourselves 
to be still and know Him. In that silence, our hearts and minds 
are illumined.

“That’s from Marianne Williamson,” she said, and pulled 
another piece of paper out from under a short stack of DVDs, 
“I alternate it with this one, written by the poet, Rumi.” 
She read,

A little while alone in your room
will prove more valuable
than anything else
that could ever be given you.

“And then there’s this one,” Kate turned the Rumi poem 
over to read a short line written on the other side, pausing first 
for dramatic effect,

Create degrees of silence.

“That’s my favorite, because it’s so short and sweet. It’s from 
Don De Lillo.”

“That’s great, Kate,” I laughed.
She laughed along with me and said, “I’ve decided to 

completely commit to living life fully, and I feel I have a much 
better shot at doing that if I stop living vicariously.”

“True,” I agreed.
“I mean, now I’ve learned that life doesn’t stop when you’re 
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still, it actually gets richer, more enlivening, more exciting, 
because then you can finally see all of the newness and potential 
each moment holds.

“And guess what,” she went on, “it’s only been a couple of 
days now, but since I’ve stopped watching my ritual, nightly 
television shows—which by the way, I didn’t even really like, 
let alone love—something unexpected has happened. I’ve 
tapped a well of creativity that must’ve been dormant in me. 
Like a stagnant pool has been stirred up, or like a river in me 
is starting to flow. I tore down the dam and now it’s beginning 
to run its course.”

She took a sip of water and continued, “I didn’t just 
arbitrarily decide to quit numbing myself with television, by 
the way. It was a deliberate decision on my part. Remember 
the other day, when you asked me what I was going to do after 
you left me and I told you I’d probably watch a little TV before 
I hunkered in to do some writing? And then you said, ‘Really, 
What will you watch?’”

I nodded, “And you said, ‘I don’t know.’”
“Exactly,” Kate said, “And then you said, ‘Really’ followed 

by ‘then why don’t you watch yourself watching television? 
That can be much more interesting than the show itself.’

“I let it pass when you said it, but later on I did just what 
you suggested. And what a revelation that was for me! While 
I was watching a mindless game show with a bowl of popcorn 
in my lap, I began watching myself. I know now not to judge, 
after all of our conversations about that, but man was it hard to 
stay objective.” She took a deep breath, “As I watched myself 
watching, I heard myself say some really nasty and inappropriate 
things to myself.”

“Such as?” I asked.
“Oh, this is ugly. I hate to even say it…when I saw the 

skinny, bikini clad girls on the beach, romping around playing 
volleyball in that diet soda commercial, I heard myself say in a 
very condescending tone, ‘Yeah, look at them having fun and 
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you’re sitting here doing nothing you lard ass!’”
I couldn’t help but stifle a laugh. Kate joined me, relieved 

that she could admit how funny and ridiculous it was.
“CRAZY, huh! And then later on, during a diamond 

commercial, two lovebirds started kissing after he laid the rock 
on her, and I instantly felt the freezer calling me, even though 
I didn’t have any ice cream in it. It was like a trigger reaction. 
I never did get to my writing, by the way. And later on, just 
for the fun of it, I watched myself watching a cop show. As I 
witnessed a pretty violent drug bust, I watched myself feeling 
more and more nauseous, and I realized my whole body was 
stiffening and sort of collapsing inward, as if I was trying to 
protect myself. I never knew how much stuff like that affected 
me. It was so scary watching myself, realizing that before this 
I never knew how I’d been unconsciously reacting to this very 
influential, yet seemingly inert entity called television.”

“That’s a powerful observation, Kate,” I said. “And you’re 
right. There is nothing inert about television. In fact, it’s one of 
the easiest ways to put yourself into an hypnotic state. While 
your receptors are so open, you unconsciously internalize and 
own much of what you see. You take it all into your body, just like 
you do food. That’s why it’s very important to be selective.”

Kate nodded in agreement.
I continued, “While I don’t feel it’s necessary to give up 

watching TV entirely, it’s important to take the reigns and make 
aware and conscious choices about what you do watch. Some 
people choose not to watch television at all, and I must say, 
I’ve never spoken to anyone who has cut back on watching TV, 
or who’s given it up all together, who hasn’t discovered more 
about themselves. I’ve seen that typically they enjoy more time, 
more creativity, even more vitality. They become more of an 
active participant in their own lives.”

“I’m experiencing all of that already,” said Kate. “I began to 
tell you before, that I’ve taken my oil paints out of storage and 
I bought a new canvas the other day—a big one. I even started 
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working a little bit on my novel, which I took a ‘brief hiatus’ 
from writing three years ago, and never again picked up. Oh, 
and I also took a long, very enjoyable walk after dinner the 
other night. Actually, I think stroll is a better word, ‘because 
it felt so leisurely to have so much time to myself, just to be, 
walking in my neighborhood.”

“That sounds nice,” I remarked.
Kate nodded, “I discovered that my neighbor, two doors 

down, entirely re-landscaped her front yard two weeks ago and 
I hadn’t even noticed. When I walked by and saw Mary—that’s 
her name—outside bringing in groceries, I told her how nice 
it looked. Then we struck up a conversation and decided to go 
to an organic gardening class together that she heard was being 
offered at the Center for Adult Ed downtown. I’m happy now to 
realize that I am finally living my life, and not just settling for 
being a frustrated voyeur.”

“That is wonderful Kate.”
“And that got me thinking,” she continued. “I’ve never been 

an armchair athlete, but I imagine that someone who is would 
have a lot more fun playing or coaching the sports they love, 
rather than watching games for hours and hours on end.”

“That’s probably true.”
“Of course there are some shows that I’ll probably continue 

to watch, just because I love them, and some—like on PBS 
or Discovery—even seem to expand my sense of wonder and 
curiosity about the world. I have to admit, I’m a sucker for a 
well-done documentary, and design shows actually do spark my 
creativity. So there must be some redeeming aspects to television 
viewing, aren’t there?”

“I think now you’re realizing that the art of living well comes 
to us most easily and effortlessly when we focus on balance. 
You recognize of course that watching a little TV from time to 
time, on your own terms, to enrich your experience of life, isn’t 
going to demolish all of the great strides you’ve made towards 
self-respect and self-honoring. Just relax, trust yourself and be 
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discerning, because it will always remain important for you 
to be selective about what experiences you do and don’t allow 
into your life.”

“I see that,” Kate said, nodding her head in agreement. “I 
think I’ll most likely record the television shows I like from 
now on, so that I can watch them when I have the time to 
really enjoy them. And I think I’ll still rent movies occasionally, 
‘because I find them so entertaining. But all in all, I believe I’ll 
cut back on TV viewing substantially and what I do watch will 
be on my own terms from now on. No more running from life, 
anesthetizing myself, or squelching my spirit with that!” she 
said, pointing towards her television set. “No matter how wide 
a screen I’d get, it would still be constricting, especially now 
after I’ve tasted the vastness of silence,” she said.

Suddenly her grin turned playful and she began to blush, 
“But I don’t have to think about any of that tonight.”

“Why is that?”
“Because Jake called again last night and asked me out to 

dinner.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Most of television, however, is as yet controlled by people 
who are totally controlled by the ego, and so the TV’s hidden 
agenda becomes control of you by putting you asleep, that is to 
say, making you unconscious. Yet there is enormous and still 
largely unexplored potential in television.
   ~ Eckhart Tolle

Eckhart Tolle shares the following poignant observation 
about television in his book, A New Earth: Awakening to your 
Life’s Purpose:

Watching television is the favorite leisure activity, or rather 
nonactivity, for millions of people around the world. The average 
American, by the time he is sixty years old, will have spent 15 
years staring at the television screen. In many other countries the 
figures are similar.

Many people find watching TV “relaxing.” Observe yourself 
closely and you will find that the longer the screen remains the 
focus of your attention, the more your thought activity becomes 
suspended… and for the long periods of time you are watching… 
almost no thought [is] being generated by your mind… So does TV 
watching create inner space? Unfortunately it does not. Although 
for long periods of time your mind may not be generating any 
thoughts, it has linked into the thought activity of the television 
show. It has linked up with the TV version of the collective mind, 
and is thinking its thoughts. Your mind is inactive only in the 
sense that it is not producing thoughts. It is, however, continuously 
absorbing thoughts and images that come through the TV screen. 
This induces a trancelike passive state of heightened susceptibility, 
not unlike hypnosis. That is why it lends itself to manipulation of 
“public opinion,” as politicians and special-interest groups as well 
as advertisers know, and will pay millions of dollars to catch you 
in such a state of receptive awareness. They want their thoughts to 
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become your thoughts, and usually they succeed.

He goes on to write,

So when watching television, the tendency is for you to fall 
below thought, not rise above it. Television has this in common 
with alcohol and certain other drugs. While it provides some relief 
for your mind, you again pay a high price: loss of consciousness. 
Like those drugs, it too has a strong addictive quality.

Just as we zone out in front of the TV, many of us also 
zone out in front of the refrigerator. How often do you head 
to the fridge when you’re feeling slightly bored, or anxious, or 
have an extra moment to fill? In addition to taping a mindful 
quote to the television, as Kate did, you may also want to find 
a quote for your fridge. It could be any quote that particularly 
resonates with you, and that might give you a reminding jolt 
that sometimes, the best thing to do when we have an idle 
moment, is to take a deep breath and just be. In general, taking 
a deep breath and a moment to center yourself before heading 
to the kitchen is a wonderful practice, to make sure that you’re 
really hungry, and not just filling space, and to check in about 
what it is that you really want to eat.

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #23

Although to all appearances watching a lot of television 
has no terribly deleterious side effects, its consequences are 
subtle and numerous—a dramatically shortened attention span, 
less participation in community and with family, disinterest in 
more vital activities, boredom, ill-health and increased weight 
due to passivity. Therefore, being aware of your television 
consumption is highly advantageous to those on a path of self-
awareness and self-discovery. Instead of viewing programs at 
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random, make conscious, deliberate choices about what you 
choose to see. While viewing, check in and see how each show 
and even each commercial, feels to you in your body—does your 
heart beat faster, your breathing become shallow as different 
scenes play out before you? In order to avoid becoming overly 
drawn-in or inadvertently mesmerized by TV programming, 
close your eyes or look away from the television set from time 
to time, mute the volume, leave the room, or get up and take a 
few deep breaths and stretch during commercial breaks.

Ask yourself now:

Do I feel that I watch too much television?
Do I keep television on as background noise even when I 
am not watching it?
Do I have television on much of the day?
Do I fall asleep to the television at night?
Do I put television on when I am bored?
Do I watch things that make me feel bad?
Do I watch television with friends and family more than I 
converse with them?

If you’ve answered yes to any of these questions, then ask 
yourself, “Why?”

Don’t judge yourself. Just be still and wait for an answer. 
A wise, potent, potentially life changing response will come to 
you if you really do want to know.

Note: Now that you’re on Day 23, you’ve most likely been 
experiencing some dramatic changes in your life. If so, doesn’t 
it feel great? However, if the changes you’re experiencing now 
don’t feel entirely comfortable, hang in there, be present, pay 
attention to the Soul’s urgings, relax and let go of all attachment 
to results. Even if you are still in the midst of some uncomfortable 
transitions—with yourself, with food, with relationships—take 
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heart. The fact that you are reading this lesson now means you 
are doing it, you’re showing up! And it’s time to feel grateful 
for that.
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D A Y  T W E N T Y - F O U R

A Shared Feast
We are happy when for  every th ing ins ide us

there i s  a  correspond ing someth ing outs ide us .

         ~ W.B .  Yeats

Be happy .  I t ’ s  one way of  be ing w ise .

         ~ Colet te

KATE WAS EXCITED TO SEE ME when I arrived. She opened 
the door and immediately pulled me by the arm into her home 
saying, “I can’t wait to tell you all about last night!”

I smiled and took a seat on her couch, “Alright, I’m all 
ears.”

She settled in next to me and began her bubbling account, 
“Well, first of all, it didn’t take me any time at all to pick out the 
perfect outfit from my oh-so-well-organized closet,” she smiled. 
“I chose one that was charming and simple. As you would say, 
it felt ‘authentic’—entirely congruent with me, Kate, as I am 
now. I dressed with ease, nice and slow and mindful, fully 
appreciating myself—I can tell I’ve lost more weight, although 
I don’t know how much. But all of my ‘ideal weight’ clothes are 
fitting me much better.



“I put on just the right amount of makeup to accentuate my 
skin’s natural sun-kissed glow—courtesy of all the gardening 
I’ve been doing lately,” she kiddingly stroked her cheek in an 
over-exaggerated way smiling wryly. “And I still had enough 
time before I left to sit on the couch and quietly listen, just to 
check in about how I was feeling, in case the Soul had anything 
especially important to tell me as I envisioned the perfect 
date.”

“Very nice,” I said. “Did you hear anything?”
“Yes! I heard, ‘Just Love.’”
I smiled.
“I met Jake at a little Greek restaurant that I’d always wanted 

to go to, since I’d heard good things about it. He suggested it. 
He said he’d had a great meal there once and always wanted to 
go back. And, since the restaurant is located mid-way between 
our two homes, it was a convenient location for both of us. 
When I arrived, Jake was already seated at a corner table out 
back on the garden patio—it was lovely! So cozy and quiet, 
wrapped in lush bougainvillea and passion flower vines, with 
candle lit tables draped in white linen table cloths. Jake stood 
up when he saw the maitre d’ walking me towards him and 
pulled out the chair nearest to him for me to sit on. He looked 
very happy to see me,” she blushed, remembering. “That felt 
great. And from the very moment I sat down our conversation 
flowed easily. A few times we talked over one another,” she 
said giggling. “We’d say the exact same thing almost in unison, 
and then laugh at the synchronicity. Also, as we spoke we each 
grew more and more amazed by the fact that we’d had so many 
similar experiences. We’ve both traveled to many of the same 
places, have related interests, we even studied many of the same 
electives in college. He likes to read like me and, although he 
doesn’t have a garden now, he once worked at a vineyard in 
France picking grapes, but mostly tending the owner’s immense 
garden plot. I loved how he described it: ‘a lush sanctuary that 
tickled my every sense to life, and supplied us with heaps 
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of food,’” she recounted dreamily. “That was between Jake’s 
graduating college and starting his ‘real life’ job as a financial 
advisor.”

I had always appreciated Kate’s outbursts of wisdom and 
excitement, but I was having particular fun listening to this 
story, and couldn’t help but delight in her contagious joy. She 
continued, “He was especially interested in hearing about the 
many writing projects I’m currently working on. And he offered 
me such wonderful insights and thoughtful comments whenever 
I asked his opinion about any of them.

“And Oh!” Kate said leaning in towards me further, “The 
meal we shared was exquisite!” She seemed especially excited 
to tell me about this part of their evening. “I have to say, prior 
to our date, I was a bit tentative about eating with him, you 
know with all of the… I’ll put it this way,” she formed quotation 
marks with her fingers, “‘interesting insights’ that I’ve been 
having around eating and food lately. I wasn’t sure what it’d be 
like, eating with a normal person.” She paused for a moment 
and caught herself, laughing, “No offense. You’re normal… but 
you know what I mean.”

“Yes I do,” I laughed.
“But I took a deep breath and remembered, ‘It’s all Love!’ 

And guess what?” she said, looking completely thrilled.
“What?” I asked.
“Right off the bat, before ordering anything at all, I told 

Jake about my transformational work with you.”
“Really?”
“Yes,” she exhaled loudly to emphasize what a landmark 

occurrence this was for her. “And to my relief he was very 
interested, in fact he didn’t think I was strange at all. He said 
he was chubby when he was a kid, but that he’d ‘worked it off ’ 
as he got older since he was athletic. He said today a lot of 
his family members are overweight, so he wanted to know all 
about everything I’ve been learning. He asked me outright with 
genuine curiosity, ‘What kind of diet is this?’”
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Now I was curious, “And what did you say?”
“I laughed and told him, ‘It isn’t a diet really, it’s more like 

a non-diet.’ He looked puzzled when I said that, but definitely 
intrigued. He laughed when I told him that the scale and tape 
measure were taboo and that in fact you’d made me put them 
in storage.”

We both laughed. Kate continued, “Jake said, ‘Good! That 
sounds substantially saner to me than most other diets out 
there.’ And then he asked me to tell him more. So I explained 
everything as best I could, saying the theme of our work together 
is love—eat with love, what’s grown with love, prepared with love 
and served with love. He was impressed by that, and said, ‘That’s 
brilliant. I wonder why no one’s ever thought of that before!’

“I told him that I didn’t think you actually thought it up 
at all, but that you lived it. I told him that there’s no kind of 
gimmick to any of it, instead it’s a profound way of being.”

I smiled to hear Kate’s personal explanation of our work 
together.

She went on, “I told him, if I can explain it in any way that 
makes any sense at all, it’s that I’m being more real and genuine 
in my life now, and that alone alleviates all of the pressure I felt 
to stuff my emotions and feelings, and hide under excess weight. 
I also don’t need to gain weight to ‘be seen’ while shrinking 
from life, or to layer over things, like pain. I told him that 
basically because I’m being more authentic, I feel lighter inside 
so I reflect that image outside. He seemed really fascinated, so I 
explained that there are many reasons why people gain weight 
or eat uncontrollably. So we’re addressing the cause and not 
the symptom of extra pounds. My teacher—” She stopped mid-
sentence and said to me, “I call you my teacher.” I laughed at her 
enthusiasm and she went back into character, “My teacher says 
she would use the same approach for any addiction—overeating 
food is just one of them.”

She paused for a moment to take a sip of water and I said, 
“That’s a very concise and accurate description of what we’ve 
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been doing. What did he say?”
Kate beamed, “He said—and I quote directly—‘Cool!’ And I 

could see he really meant it, and wasn’t just humoring me.
“I felt like I was in a dream. He was really open and thoughtful 

and asked me some deep, penetrating questions, but he didn’t 
dwell on anything or make it too intense. Our conversation was 
light and care-free at the same time.

“And the food. Yummm!” Kate rolled her eyes back 
remembering the meal, “We liked so many of the same items 
on the menu that we decided to share our entrees and even 
desert so we could taste a wider variety of things. And when 
I told him about how you taught me to bless food and that 
if we wanted we could actually feel the energy of the people 
preparing our meal, he immediately made a game of it. From 
that point on we blessed and felt the Soul of everything in the 
restaurant, rating everything from one to ten on the “Soul 
Scale,” including our little Greek waiter—who got a nine, by 
the way. It was hilarious. We just laughed the entire meal.  
So much so, that my belly muscles hurt this morning.” She 
paused and let out a long breath, “I’m so relieved.”

“About what?” I asked.
“To find that everything I was imagining was so freaky about 

me, was actually fun and intriguing to him.” Kate looked at me 
squarely. “You know I was wondering if all of this transforming 
I’ve been experiencing has made me, you know… eccentric or 
something. I mean, I feel so different that I wasn’t sure how it 
would seem to other people. But obviously, I’m just fine.” Then 
she looked at me, her eyes and smile widening and said, “Either 
that or he’s just as crazy as me!” This put us both in stitches. 
Kate ended her joyous bout with another big, contented sigh 
and continued with her delicious story.

“And you know what? The meal somehow tasted even more 
scrumptious to me, just knowing that I was enjoying the entire 
experience with him.

“As we ate, he asked me a lot of questions about our work 
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together. I told him in a nutshell what you’d taught me, about 
everything we experience being one of two things. Either fear—
which is essentially nothing but negative speculation based on 
a past history of disappointment, or love, which is absolutely 
everything!” Kate related that last line very emphatically. “I 
explained to him what you’ve said about how important it is 
to our fulfillment and happiness to clear away the obstacles to 
love’s presence. Even when we’re eating!

“When I said that, he all of the sudden got very solemn. I 
stopped talking then and thought, ‘Oh no, I’ve gone too far.’ I 
wasn’t sure what bothered him about what I said. But it didn’t 
stay a mystery for very long. After a minute he said, ‘You know, 
it’s weird that you’re talking about all of this love and food 
stuff, because I grew up in a restaurant family.”

“That’s quite a coincidence,” I said, happily noticing the 
synchronicity.

Kate nodded, “I know. I had the same reaction. I told him I 
had no idea. And then he said, ‘Yeah, A dirty little business my 
father used to call it. My dad was all about the money.’ He said, 
‘I mean, the food was good—I guess. It always got rave reviews, 
number one this and number one that. Which seems great, but 
something never felt right to me about it. My dad did a lot of 
drugs when he was younger. And there were always all kinds 
of shifty deals going down there, I’m sure of that, although I 
never saw anything directly, but I heard about it through the 
grapevine at school and through friends. My father supposedly 
worked his tail off, or at least that’s what he always said, to give 
us everything he never had. We had stuff alright, but I would’ve 
given it all up for just one weekend alone with him sober, 
without all of his buddies around, you know to go camping 
or something with him—just me and him. But he ‘worked’ so 
many hours I never knew him. I hung with my mom a lot when 
I was a kid, and my sister.’

“And then Jake stopped speaking for a moment, and thought 
long and hard about something. I just sat still and watched him, 
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not feeling any urge to say anything. Then he said, ‘My old 
man’s dead now. He died of a heart attack. I wish I’d known 
about this eating love stuff when he was alive.’ Then he looked 
at me and smiled. It was a sweet, but sad smile.

“That’s when I said to him, ‘I don’t know what to say. Except, 
can you forgive him?’ He said, ‘For what?’ And that’s when I 
said something that surprised me. I said, ‘For nothing really, 
except for whatever it is about him that still causes you pain.’”

“That’s a wonderful way to put it, Kate,” I said, “Very 
wise.”

“Thank you,” she said, and then went on with her story. 
“He said, ‘I don’t know,’ and looked like he was a million 
miles away, ‘I don’t know.’ But then he looked at me with this 
amused looking smile and said, ‘You’re really something.’ And 
I said, ‘I know,’ which made us both laugh. Jake’s mood lifted 
considerably after that. He joked with the waiter who cleared 
our plates and who asked us what we’d like for desert. Then, 
again we struck up a lively, happy conversation. We talked 
about our hobbies and music, and he told me he played the 
guitar. He said he’d like to play for me sometime, and I told him 
that I would love it.

“Then the desert came. We blessed it together,” Kate smiled. 
“That was his idea. He asked the waiter to join us and he actually 
did—reciting what he said was a Greek prayer, but we found 
out later that it was an old Greek toast, popular among drunken 
sailors! We thought that was hilarious.

“We ate every last bite of our homemade baklava with 
absolute relish, and our waiter, now turned comedian, cleared 
our plates, freshened my tea and made his exit, whistling ‘That’s 
Amore.’ Jake yelled after him, ‘Nice try buddy, but that’s Italian, 
not Greek.’ Which put us both into hysterics.

“When the waiter was out of site, Jake slowly took my hand, 
looked into my eyes and said, ‘I think we did a good job.’ ‘With 
what?’ I asked. I admit I was a feeling a little bit breathless. He said, 
‘With eating love.’ And I smiled and said, ‘Yeah, I’d say we did.’”
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Kate paused to catch her breath, “Then he leaned across the 
table and kissed me. I think I almost fainted. His kiss was even 
sweeter than the desert.

“We just sat there for a moment, looking at each other, in the 
soft velvety night air, fragranced by the early summer flowers, 
faint Greek music floating out from the main restaurant along 
with the lively sounds of customers singing and laughing. I 
listened to my heart beating louder and louder, hoping he 
couldn’t hear it, but then I surrendered to the moment, and 
decided I didn’t mind at all if he did.” She broke out of her 
reverie for a moment, “Sounds like a movie, right?”

I nodded and she continued, “That’s when I sighed and said 
to Jake, ‘I feel very full.” He furrowed his brow and looked 
surprised, even a bit disappointed and he said, ‘But you didn’t 
eat that much.’

“I giggled and said, ‘No silly, not full of food.’ ‘Oh,’ he 
smiled, visibly relaxing as he slowly leaned back in his chair 
and looked around, taking everything in. Then he looked back 
at me and said, ‘I feel full too.’

“After dinner we took a walk along the brick marketplace 
and looked in store windows, pointing out the things that we 
especially liked. As we strolled I said to myself, ‘He’s nice, 
Kate. So nice.’ We lingered a little longer in the park by the 
restaurant, across from where we’d both parked our cars. We sat 
on a bench that was softly lit by a nearby street light, holding 
hands and talking. I felt like we could have stayed just like that 
for hours—it was like I’ve known him forever.”

She sighed, then looked at me and said, “I don’t think I left 
anything out, except for about a million things. But it was nice 
just talking about it all and reliving it with you. Thank you for 
listening.”

“I’m happy for you, Kate,” I said. “That sounds like a lovely 
night. And I’m most pleased that you’ve chosen to be so candid 
and honest about yourself at this particular time in your life.”

“Yeah, that was more than just a bit scary, but I remembered 
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what you said about authenticity, so I tried my best to be true 
to myself while being straightforward with him.

“So far, so great!” she said, her smile as wide as the room.
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Perhaps you’ve heard this parable from the East:

While visiting the temple one day, a young seeker approached 
a Zen master to ask him a profound question, “What is the 
difference between Heaven and hell?”

“There is none,” the master replied.
“Really?” said the seeker incredulously, “I don’t understand.”
The master responded with this story:

A man was asked if he wanted to go to Heaven or to hell. 
The man answered that he would like to see them both before 
deciding.

So first, he visited hell. There the man saw a large table 
laden with a sumptuous, bountiful feast. There were many 
hungry people in hell seated at the table, each person held a 
very long set of chopsticks. They could reach the food, but 
they could not get it into their mouths because their chopsticks 
were too long. No matter how hard they tried, they could not 
get the food to their mouths. Delicacies lay scattered here and 
there, and they grew angry with one another, each believing the 
others were doing better than they. They were miserable. No 
one was eating and everyone went hungry. The scene was one 
of sheer torture.

Next, the man was taken to visit Heaven. All the inhabitants 
of Heaven were seated at a table identical to the one in hell that 
was full of delicious food. They too had very long chopsticks, but 
here the people were happy. They were all eating and enjoying 
themselves, because here, they were using their chopsticks to 
feed one another across the table.

“That, you see,” said the Zen Master, “is the only difference 
between Heaven and hell.”
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SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #24

Honest Sharing

One of the ways we most often express gratitude is by 
sharing. Sharing amplifies the pleasures of life and makes us 
feel more abundant, more fulfilled. That’s why often, when 
people learn or embrace a new experience that they feel has 
enhanced their lives, their natural tendency is to want to share 
their revelation or joy. It makes them feel even more wonderful 
to think that others might discover the same delight that they 
have. In this sense, such giving is receiving. So why is it that 
sometimes people are very receptive to our sharing, and other 
times they vehemently reject our gifts?

There are two types of giving. One breeds feelings of 
emptiness and lack, while the other, unbounded fulfillment. 
One feels like we lose something in the giving, most especially 
when what we give is not well received. The other way of giving 
feels good, no matter what the outcome.

For example, say you experience greater health and wellness 
from your New Year’s resolution to become a vegetarian. Now 
that you’re three months into your new regime, you decide to 
give everyone you love “a surprise.” The next time you host 
your Sunday family gathering, you enthusiastically usher each 
and every one of your closest relatives to their seats around the 
exquisitely set dining room table for a feast. And then, when 
you present them with a Tofurkey roast instead of your typical 
coveted-by-all roast beef, you are stunned when your offering 
is met with ridicule and jeers, and sulk as you endure being the 
brunt of the avalanche of “funny” veggie jokes everyone must 
tell during the rest of the meal. You can be either resentful and 
crushed, or go with the flow and enjoy the fact that, although 
your gesture might not have seemed to bowl over your guests, 
you presented something new to everyone and for that you can 
feel generous, courageous, and consider yourself a luminary no 
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matter what anyone else thinks.
Only that which is offered freely from you with love and 

enthusiasm comes untainted by ego. If you are seeking approval 
or looking for something in return, in any way, you are not truly 
giving. By seeking appreciation, you are essentially saying, “I’m 
unsure of myself and therefore cannot feel my own worth right 
now, and I think that love and attention from others will give 
me what is missing in my life. Approve of me. Please approve of 
me, so that I feel validated and can go on living my life, without 
fear of losing my place in the tribe.” Imagine what would have 
happened if Kate had shared her ‘dieting’ experiences with Jake 
from this “approve of me please” stance, instead of sharing 
them with honest joy and authenticity, no matter what his 
response. You can bet their dining experience would have been 
very different.

There is nothing you can do to earn appreciation. It simply 
comes when you share authentically. When you do this, 
something essential always comes back.

When you feel empty and seek others to fulfill you, notice 
that people quite often perceive this as an attack and feel 
repelled, rejecting your “good intentions.” Needing others to 
receive us puts conditions on our love as the ego tries to control 
how our love is experienced, by ourselves and others. This 
limits our own experience of it, making it impossible for us to 
attain the only approval we really want—from ourselves.

To truly give a gift (especially nutrition, and health and 
wellness advice), we must give it without any conditions 
attached. When you create a great meal to share with others, 
the oohs and mmms of your guests have much more to do 
with them appreciating the love you added to the mix of 
ingredients—Soul—expressed in the preparation of the meal. 
This is the art of everyday blessing at its best. You can’t put 
such powerful love into a meal while trying to change others; 
you can only offer love as a result of true sharing. 

Someone truly sharing a Tofurkey feast with a table of 
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sworn meat-eaters had better have their heart fully in the right 
place and everyone’s best in mind. Then jeers and sneers can 
easily be turned into cheers, as your laughter, joy and sense 
of comic relief leads the way to everyone’s embrace. People 
always recognize genuine love and caring. To create in such a 
way, you first imbibe all of the world’s graces, then add just the 
right amount of genuine authenticity to spice it up, and finally 
deliver it without any strings attached. Then, whether it be on 
a silver platter or from our bare hands, such gifts are welcomed, 
for they have Soul written all over them.

At best, we love simply because it feels so good, so peaceful 
and so whole and natural to share love. When we do this, we 
discover that love extends outward simply because it cannot 
be contained. Commit to sharing with others and giving of 
yourself, truthfully and honestly, as a way of life—not because 
you need approval or anything in return, but simply because it 
feels so good!

This commitment will be tested time and time again, so get 
used to it. It’s how we acquire the skills of Mastery. Whenever 
we are faced with rejection, lack of appreciation, criticism or 
feeling unloved, we have two choices. One is to revert to self-
denial and be what we think others want us to be—and as a 
result feel the pain of a lost connection with our ever-loving 
Soul. The other is, to value our gifts even more deeply—learn 
from the experience, and choose to offer our gifts next time 
with more authenticity, discernment and trust.

Then you’re sure to experience that what you give, you 
receive.

Today, reflect on the ways you have been giving to others 
in your life. Have you been giving while expecting to receive 
something specific in return? Has that approach left you 
feeling short-changed instead of fulfilled? Then do your very 
best to give authentically from now on. It will make a world of 
difference in how you see yourself and others.
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D A Y  T W E N T Y - F I V E

True Love
There i s  no d i f ference between love and joy .

           ~ A Course In  Mi rac les

KATE SAT DOWN NEXT TO ME on the couch, let out a heavy 
sigh and said, “I think I’m in love.”

“Really? Then why do you look so troubled?” I asked.
“Because I didn’t want to fall in love. It just sort of happened. 

I mean, I’ve had so many roller coaster relationships that I 
actually thought I’d given up on romantic love for life. Meeting 
Jake was completely unexpected. I’m still shocked about it. I’ve 
been burnt so many times that I thought the only guy I’d ever 
let into my life again was Ralph,” she paused to stroke her cat’s 
arching back as he leapt into her lap, almost as if on cue. “Isn’t 
that right Ralphie?”

She shot me a hopeless look and continued, “I’ve been 
doing so good, just being here alone with myself, happily for 
the first time, and now this. I’m scared. I don’t know how to do 
it. I’m afraid this relationship will knock me off the deep end 
or something.”

Kate exhaled loudly again, to punctuate her frustration, and 
then asked me, “Do you mind if we take a small detour now, 
from our typical work, to talk about intimate relationships?”



“No, not a bit. It’s actually not a detour at all,” I said. “In 
fact, it’s one in the same.”

“How so?” she asked.
“In case you haven’t noticed, Kate, the entire point of the 

work we’ve been doing together this past month is to become 
more intimate with all of life—to give up fear completely and 
to live in a continual state of love.”

“Right,” she nodded. “I mean, I guess I hadn’t thought of it 
exactly that way, but I can see how that’s true.”

“That’s really the only way to genuinely feel full. But I think 
you may be missing the point, Kate, and that’s what’s got you 
feeling confused and anxious.”

“And the point is?”
“The point is, love is love. There are no special degrees, 

exceptional or particularly unique circumstances to it. Love 
just is.”

Her brow knit in consternation. “What do you mean, 
exactly?”

“Let me ask you something. What is it that you love most 
about Jake?”

“Hmm,” she instantly became dreamy, a wide smile 
returning. “I love his humor… or maybe it’s his laugh. Or his 
amazing eyes… I don’t know,” she said shaking her head and 
throwing up her hands. “I love everything about him.”

I smiled, “Kate, what you’re saying you love most about 
Jake is your present non-judgment of him. Whenever you take 
judgment out of the picture, what’s left? Only love.”

“Ohh. Interesting…”
“You see, in truth, you can’t fall ‘in’ and ‘out’ of love. That’s 

the ego’s perception, which leads us to believe that love is 
special, difficult to come by and that it most often only lasts 
temporarily. That’s not true at all. What is true, however, is 
that you can suspend your judgment—the greatest obstacle to 
love—for a time, which feels like ‘falling in love.’ How long of a 
time you are capable of doing that depends on how awake you 
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are to the fact that you are love.”
“Let me get this straight,” said Kate. “You’re telling me that 

what I think I feel about Jake, I’m really only feeling about 
myself?”

“Correct. Jake is like a mirror to you. You are feeling your 
own capacity to love. That love becomes very apparent when 
you let down all barriers to experiencing it, just as you are doing 
now with Jake. It feels unifying to be so open and connected. 
The experience of ‘falling in love’ is one of those rare times that 
all boundaries dissolve, allowing us to merge our identity with 
another person. That’s why the whole idea of it is so enticing, 
but also why the subsequent bliss is so short lived. It’s not as 
difficult to suspend judgment of others (and more importantly 
of ourselves!) for short periods of time, as it is to abstain from 
judgment entirely. So sooner or later, judgment sets in for one 
or both of the ‘love birds.’ Then, as always, what’s unhealed 
inside is reflected outside, and, as is often the story, this angst 
is projected onto one’s partner. Then the walls come tumbling 
down, only to reveal each person’s own anger, hurt, resentment 
and pain that’s always been carried around in them.”

Kate’s eyebrows were raised, “I’ve lived what you just 
described far too many times. I just thought I was unlucky in 
love, or something.”

“There really is no such thing as being unlucky in love,” 
I said. “There are, however, many misperceptions about love, 
and countless inner obstacles to experiencing love, which must 
be overcome.”

“Like what?”
“For instance, when two people ‘fall in love’ and experience 

the bliss of uninhibited connectivity, it feels as though it could 
last forever. But many such relationships falter precisely when 
one, or both, of the two partners expect the other to ‘be there’ 
for them all of the time, which of course is impossible. Desiring 
for this to be possible is merely self-avoidance disguised as 
love. It is not loving to abdicate your own life in order to live 
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for another person, nor is it loving to expect a partner to do 
that for you.”

“I never thought of falling in love that way before,” said 
Kate, growing increasingly pensive.

“The good news is that we can all experience the ceaseless 
love that we desire. Because there is a ‘being’ that can ‘be there’ 
for us, 100 percent of the time, 24 hours a day, day in and day 
out, without any conditions or exceptions at all.”

Kate interrupted, “Don’t tell me. I know. I know. You’re 
referring to the Soul, right?”

“Yes,” I said, “Exactly! Because Soul has no body, it only 
knows Oneness. Therefore, it doesn’t mind being a nobody in 
your life at all. It is entirely self-less and ‘there’ for you all of 
the time!”

Kate laughed, “Well, it’s not exactly my idea of the perfect 
dinner date.”

“Are you sure about that?” I said, winking.
She looked at me puzzled.
“Oh Yeaaaaahhh,” she said slowly, verbalizing her dawning 

realization, “I get it. Soul is the ideal dining companion. Even 
Jake thought so when he, Soul and I shared our sublime Greek 
supper the other night.”

“That’s right, Kate,” I said catching the wave of her 
excitement. “Soul is Love!”

“Oh my God,” she said.
“Yes, and Soul is That too,” I said smiling.
“This is getting more and more mind blowing,” Kate said, 

shaking her head, but looking ready for more.
“Let’s take it a notch higher,” I said. “Now think of all of the 

millions of people in the world who feel somehow left out and 
forlorn because they don’t have an ideal Soul Mate…”

Kate broke in, getting more excited, “…When in fact they 
do. We all have! But as long as they perceive life through their 
ego, they can’t know that.”

“Yes, Kate. Yes. This is the very reason I’ve been so insistent, 
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in everything we do together, to bring you always to one 
place—back to your relationship with Soul. It’s the one and 
only absolutely unconditionally loving relationship you will 
ever have. To forsake that relationship, as so many people do, 
and then to expect that kind of supreme fulfillment to come 
from someone outside of yourself is to doom all of your other 
relationships.”

“Why?”
“Because the Soul is the voice of your own best interest. How 

can you be peaceful or happy if you refuse to love that?”
“I get it. It’s impossible for any other person to step in, 

sweep me off my feet and make me live ‘happily ever after,’ if I 
don’t know and love Soul, first and foremost.”

I nodded, “Isn’t it ironic then, that so many people are 
denying Soul and then hope to find all of the love they are 
‘missing’ in that one ‘special person.’ That person who they 
hope to fall in love with, maybe marry and then have a family 
with so they can continue to feel love by exchanging love with 
a certain privileged few.”

“What a formula for disaster!”
“So often it is, and one that is almost universally accepted 

as the way to live—as you say, ‘happily ever after.’”
“How utterly confusing. Now I see why so many people 

appear to be miserable while living what they thought would be 
an ideal life with their ‘Soul Mate.’”

“Ah yes, the fated, fatal definition of Soul Mate!” I said 
smiling. ‘“My one true love.’”

“So what is a Soul Mate then? Can such a connection really 
be possible between two people?”

“Once again, great question, Kate. As you now clearly see, 
to truly love another person means you must first unequivocally 
love yourself, with all of your heart, mind and Soul. When you 
love yourself this way, you refine your thoughts, your actions, 
your ambitions until they exemplify your inmost being and 
align you with joy. When you are centered in yourself like this, 
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you won’t go seeking fulfillment outside of yourself, making 
someone or something else the center of your existence. Rather, 
you’ll find your center in doing things that bring you a deep 
sense of connectedness and fulfillment, and then share this 
loveliness with others. Soul Mates in the truest sense are two 
people who have found this type of fulfillment in themselves, 
via self honoring. They are those who choose to live 100 
percent authentically to their own unique Soul urgings—going 
with the flow of the unbridled, ever-changing, ever-expanding, 
ever-creative and ever-new experience of that. Then, while fully 
accepting of each other’s path as they intertwine, they each live 
their own most genuine lives. I know of only one way that 
it’s possible to do that. Each partner must agree to give up all 
labels, remain present and communicate fully with bare-to-the-
bone honesty.”

“Wow,” Kate shook her head, looking a bit awe-stuck. 
“SCARY.”

I laughed, “Yes, to the ego that is very frightening, but to 
Soul, as you can imagine, it feels like home, like freedom—like 
life lived in Heaven.”

I paused for a moment to see if Kate had fully digested all 
that we’d spoken about. She stared down at the couch cushions 
for a moment, and when she looked up at me, nodding pensively, 
I went on.

“In a whole relationship, two partners show up as 
autonomous beings, knowing that they are complete within 
themselves. Yet, they sense and honor the Soul as it is expressed 
in one another—always staying focused on, and true to that. 
Empowered by this sense of security in themselves, they 
don’t need to impose rules, labels or expectations onto the 
relationship, other than complete honesty and respect.”

“Wow, that sounds blissful, even if I’m not certain I could 
do it myself, let alone find someone who could do it with me.”

“The truth is, Kate, that if you are not experiencing unending 
blissful love each and every day of your life, it has nothing to 
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do with anyone else. No partner, no friend, no family member 
or acquaintance is at fault. It’s because you don’t know yourself, 
and you’ve forgotten that you are love.”

I noticed that Kate was suddenly looking sullen. She had 
pulled a pillow into her lap and was hugging it tightly, without 
even seeming to notice.

“I’m not trying to burst your bubble Kate,” I said gently. “I’m 
hoping only to expand it to include absolutely everything.”

“I hate to say it, but I think I get it, at least intellectually,” 
Kate said, sounding a bit glum, “but let me ask you something 
that I think may help clarify all of this for me.”

“Alright,” I said.
“I met Jake such a short while ago, and already I miss him 

when I’m not with him. Is that ego?”
“Where do you feel this ‘I miss him’ sensation?” I asked.
“All over.”
“Where, all over?” I prodded further
“In my body.”
“So you’re feeling separate from Jake now because his body 

is not in close proximity to your body?”
“Yes, I suppose so.”
“That means you are identifying with being a body, and not 

with being a Soul.”
“I suppose I am.”
“And what is it that you feel, when you think about him?”
“Like I want to be with him, doing whatever it is he’s 

doing.”
“And where are you now?”
“Here,” she answered.
“Are you?” I asked.
She stopped, sat back in her chair, took in a deep breath, 

then turned to me and smiled, “You’re relentless, aren’t you? 
You got me… no, I’m not being present at all when I think 
about Jake not being with me,” she conceded. “I’m a million 
miles away. I’m in fantasy land, not reality.”
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“I’m happy that you realized that, Kate, because whenever 
we move out of the present moment willingly ‘for another,’ 
sooner or later, and most often it’s sooner, we begin to resent 
them when they are ‘not there’ for us. The truth is, though, as 
you’ve seen, the resentment begins whenever we are not here 
for ourselves.”

“So we’re back there again, eh? To Presence.”
“Yes, we are, luckily!” I smiled.
“Hmmm,” Kate said, “I can’t say I like it, but I get it.” She 

thought about this for a moment and then added, “So, in other 
words, ‘Snap out of it Kate!’” Tears were beginning to well up 
in her eyes.

“No, I didn’t say that. There’s no admonishment necessary. 
In fact, that only causes the ego to want to really dig in its heels 
and take over, since that sort of judgment is threatening to it. Go 
on, feel how you feel now, after that little bit of self-judgment, 
you look distracted, distanced and separate, not joyful at all, as 
you deserve to be after having had such powerful insights.”

I let her feel her state of being for a moment and continued, 
“So no, I wouldn’t say, ‘Snap out of it.’ I’d say, just be present with 
all of the love that you are, in full recognition and appreciation 
of the fact that your budding love for Jake is just one wonderful 
aspect of that.”

“That makes sense,” Kate nodded, but still looked a bit 
confused. “Will you show me how?”

“Stop for a moment, and instead of thinking about Jake, 
just feel the love that you have for him. And notice how, when 
you really feel it—it’s not really about him, or limited only to 
him. Just notice your own capacity to love, and what that feels 
like to you.”

Kate closed her eyes for a moment, and when she opened 
them, they were glassy with tears, but her smile was wide. “I 
feel like I could take in the whole world,” she said. “I feel like 
I’m here, and like I’m everywhere.”

“Always remember, Kate, love is who you are. It’s your most 
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natural state of being. It can’t go anywhere without you. You 
are its vehicle of extension, and the entire world can know 
love through you. But love cannot be known by either you or 
anyone else consistently if it is selectively doled out here and 
there. True Love never ends, it grows and grows and grows, so 
much so, that one person could never contain it all. Imagine; it 
doesn’t shut off, it’s ever-expanding, all-encompassing. It never 
turns to hate and it only creates feelings of peace and joy.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” said Kate, “but only 
because of what I experienced that morning in my garden.”

“That’s right Kate,” I agreed, happy she’d had her own 
deep personal experience to rely on. I continued, “From the 
time we are born and come to live on this earth, human nature 
consistently seeks love. Because so many of us never really 
experience unconditional love—even from our parents—and 
are not taught to feel divine love as it is expressed through the 
Soul, we never really know what love is, and yet we know that 
we want it. Hence all of the fantasizing we humans do around 
the idea of love. Since it’s such a deep and powerful longing, 
and its fulfillment feels so evasive for so many people, they 
often unwittingly end up equating love with pain, sacrifice and 
even hate!”

“So how do real, true Soul partners experience love?”
“They experience it with immense gratitude, first of all. 

Gratitude for the beauty of love itself; and joy for the incredible 
gift of connectedness that it brings. There is a feeling of 
complete fullness, so full that they feel a tenderness towards 
everything. Life lived with this level of love and engagement is 
extremely vivid. You not only embrace, but thoroughly enjoy 
every experience. And no matter what life ‘throws at you’ you 
delight in it, and see it all as raw, unbounded possibility—
because nothing is too big or too much to take into your heart. 
So, although this love may be sparked by a relationship that 
you have with a particular person, it is in no way confined to 
that person. It is unlimited. And you have learned now to have 
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that kind of relationship with everyone and everything in your 
life. Life is suddenly an adventure, lived in joyous anticipation 
of the unimaginable. Entirely in the moment—Now, Now, and 
Now!”

Kate sighed deeply. Then, after a time pondering it all, she 
said, “I have another question.”

“Good,” I said. “The creation of our lives lies in the 
questions. I’m glad you have so many. It means you’re alive.” I 
smiled, “What is it?”

“What is love? I mean beyond the romanticism and 
everything. I think you may have answered this already but, 
why is it so all-consuming for everyone?”

“That’s a great question. First I’ll tell you what love isn’t, 
and maybe then you’ll be able to answer that question for 
yourself. Love is not fleeting. It’s not even an emotion, nor is it 
an experience. It is not something we can get, or gain, or earn. 
You can’t know love while seeking it.”

“I know!” Kate broke in excitedly. “Love is the Real Us.”
“Yes. It’s the authentic self that lies beneath all of the layers 

and labels that the ego has claimed to be our identity throughout 
millennia. I can also tell you how to know the love that you 
are,” I said, smiling.

“How?” asked Kate, taking the bait. “No, let me tell you…” 
she broke in quickly, “You know love by extending it to others 
unconditionally, no judgments or labels and without doling it 
out discriminately. And as I’ve realized over the last few weeks, 
to do this most often requires forgiveness. Authentic forgiveness 
attained through self discovery, deep-thought, contemplation, 
presence and deliberate awareness—most especially in situations 
where you’re inclined to ‘fall asleep’ or revert back to your old 
patterns and ways of reacting to things.” She paused, “Falling 
asleep—” she mused, “sort of like ‘falling in love.’”

“Brilliant Kate! You see, knowing all of this doesn’t mean 
you can’t be in love, it just means you don’t have to fall in the 
process. Why not stand in love?”
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Kate laughed.
I went on, “If we begin to live without judgments, labels, 

needs and conditions with all of the many people who come in 
and out of our lives, we will not only find true love, but remember 
who we are simultaneously. Then, a sense of indiscriminate 
reverence for life increases naturally as our self-love grows. At 
that time, there’s no ‘this,’ no ‘that,’ no ‘better,’ no ‘worse,’ no 
‘here,’ no ‘there.’ All of life just is—Love!”

“This is all a bit overwhelming,” Kate admitted, “but now 
I think I can answer my own question, ‘What is love for?’” 
Her eyes widened, “Love isn’t for anything. Because love is 
everything!”

“Yes Kate,” I said smiling. “Love is everything.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Here are three of my favorite quotes about love from A 
Course In Miracles. I invite you to take some time today to sit 
quietly, read them and ponder their meaning to you:

No course whose purpose is to teach you to remember what 
you really are could fail to emphasize that there can never be a 
difference in what you really are and what love is.

If you achieve the faintest glimmering of what love means today, 
you have advanced in distance without measure and in time beyond 
the count of years to your release.

With love in you, you have no need except to extend it.

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #25

Eating and Sex

This might be a touchy subject, but I feel today’s lesson 
has primed you for it. Do you want to know True Love? Then 
it’s important to realize that there is much more to love than 
physical attraction and gratification.

For a moment, let’s explore an interesting correlation 
between society’s version of “fast food” and “fast love.” If you 
look very carefully, you’ll notice that there are many parallels 
between our relationship with food and our relationship with 
sex.

Unhealed sexual issues often manifest in a pattern easily 
recognized by those who overeat. The tendency is to over-

228 | FOOD: A LOVE STORY



consume, to incessantly need more but still feel dissatisfied, 
no matter how much you get. “Wham-bam thank you ma’am” 
and scarfing down an entire meal without even tasting it are 
essentially the same experience. Because both activities are 
love-less, they actually promote a sense of emptiness rather than 
satisfaction. In both cases, a poor decision is made based on 
instant gratification. Sex without love is just as unfulfilling and 
dissatisfying as eating food unconsciously. And unfortunately, 
both experiences have become quite the norm.

It’s important to see that such cravings for temporal 
satisfaction arise out of deep feelings of emptiness. The need 
is to fill up on something fast; quantity continuously wins out 
over “good taste” and restraint.

Life is not meant to be an out-of-body experience, but a 
full-bodied experience that feeds the soul, opens the heart, 
awakens the senses and is satisfying and connecting on every 
level. When we have to numb ourselves or “check out,” that’s a 
sure sign that we are not connecting to anything of true worth 
and value to us.

In a world gone mad with material consumption, notice that 
even people have become objectified—like “pieces of meat” 
that are used to fulfill our body’s “needs.” With the same cloudy 
eyes, we consume other human beings the way we consume 
a Big Mac or Whopper. “Super-size me” has become not just 
a call for a gallon-sized soft drink, followed by two pounds 
of hamburger and a pound of French fries, but for augmented 
body parts—super-sized breasts and penises. Our eyes, instead 
of being “windows to the Soul” have become insatiable, empty, 
bottomless caverns. Can this “More, More, More” and “Bigger is 
Better” mentality ever lead us to feelings of greater satisfaction? 
Can such a thoughtless, soulless lust for life ever fully satisfy?

Society’s tendency to force feed us this brand of happiness—
prompting men and women to stuff their every orifice to 
cope with a numbing existence—is insulting at best. It is 
demeaning to enlightening individuals and destructive to our 
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entire evolving civilization, and has caused human beings to 
distrust their mighty and humble true hearts, instead prompting 
them into a disassociated existence full of myriad useless 
endeavors. We all deserve so much more than accepting such 
loveless lives, built on useless regulations, false standards and 
insufficient or successive rewards, in total ignorance of true 
and honest, respectful and loving, peaceful coexistence. We 
all deserve to know and love ourselves and one another better 
than this. We are meant to experience self-reverence, caring, 
true connectedness and love like the True Love we all seek, 
spoken about in today’s lesson.

Lovemaking and meal making (and eating) both offer 
the potential for union—to become one with someone or 
something outside of yourself. But both experiences can also 
be anesthetizing, if approached without a connection to Soul. 
People fall asleep after sex just like they do after a big meal. Some 
people feel obligated to have sex in the same way they may feel 
obligated to cook for another, or to eat something when they’re 
really not hungry, or to eat someone else’s cooking they don’t 
enjoy. Realize now that both lovemaking and meal making and 
eating are never satisfying unless there is love present. In the 
same way that you have learned to savor and appreciate your 
food instead of grabbing or gobbling it down, now’s the time 
to vow, to the very best of your capacity, to truly appreciate 
and cherish your partner and relish the experience of being a 
being—to cherish the act of lovemaking as a powerful, creative 
union. Such a union is a gift to all of life.

When it comes to the relationships you allow into your 
experience, it’s up to you to choose for yourself what you will 
and won’t allow into your world. To help you decide, I’ve listed 
the characteristics of a healthy and an unhealthy relationship 
with food, people—with anything.
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Characteristics of Healthy Relationships:

Thoughtful, respectful, reverent, caring, communicative, 
present, appreciative, giving, honoring, sharing, freeing, 
fulfilling, enlivening, en-lightening, expansive, liberating, 
connecting, kind, satisfying, empowering, life-enhancing, 
divine.

Characteristics of Unhealthy Relationships:

Obsessive, insatiable, gluttonous, selfish, insensitive, needy, 
grabby, compulsive, unkind, thoughtless, diminishing, self-
serving, out of control, domineering, anesthetizing, numbing, 
addicting, entrapping, consuming, empty, possessive.

Until our cravings for sex and food are transformed into 
love, we are doomed to emptiness and unfulfillment. This sort 
of craving for more can never be satisfied by a body’s temporal 
satisfaction. It is a more ephemeral, long-lasting, eternal 
connection that we desire. It is most certainly True Love that 
we all crave.

Finally, to ensure that you are receiving the love that you 
really crave, before you eat and before you enter into a physical 
relationship with anyone, check in and feel your feelings, ask 
yourself:

Is this authentic?
Does this experience enhance and suit my ideal life?
Does this fulfill me on every level?
Does this enrich my experience of living?

Note: If the subject of Soul Mates or Relationships is of particular 
interest to you at this time in your life, you may find my two 
audio CD series, How to Be in Love all of the Time and Conscious 



Couples insightful and helpful. For more information about 
them, visit: www.experienceaxiom.com/store
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D A Y  T W E N T Y - S I X

Standing in Love
We hunger  for  harmony more than we do for 

sus tenance .

~ Sarah Ban Breathnach

“YOU KNOW, EVERYTHING we talked about yesterday was 
very profound, but it also made me feel extremely lonely,” Kate 
said, as we settled into two chairs outside by her garden. “I 
mean, I really want to fall in love. It’s been so long since I’ve 
had anyone in my life, and Jake is a terrific guy.”

I nodded.
“I think what has me feeling on edge,” Kate continued, “is 

that I don’t even know where to begin in describing all of these 
insights about love to him. Yet you’ve told me that the only 
way to have a whole, or conscious, relationship is to disclose 
everything about ourselves. That is so scary to me. I don’t want 
to spook him. I feel so much pressure… and it’s really starting 
to freak me out. I mean, it’s so intense. Can’t I even enjoy the 
blissful initial honeymoon phase of this relationship?”

She didn’t leave any space for me to respond, but instead 
continued on in a panic, “And what’s worse is that I’m stuck 
here facing myself. I have to take responsibility for everything I 
am feeling. The good, the bad, the ecstasy and the agony! I have 



to tell you, and you’ll probably laugh at me, but I’m beginning 
to think I was better off asleep. I’m beginning to look back with 
longing at my unconscious, layering-over-myself phase because 
right now I’d take the agony of defeat after having gorged myself 
on strawberry shortcake to this any day! This SUCKS!”

Kate was right. I did laugh. But only because I could see that 
she was letting off steam. I knew that she was over-dramatizing 
her angst to amuse me as much as to make her point.

“Alright, alright,” I said smiling. “Breathe.”
She looked at me, and her pouty expression dissolved into 

laughter, despite herself. Then, exhaling with a long, over-
exaggerated sigh, she began speaking more rationally and light-
heartedly, “I do see a light at the end of this conflicted tunnel, 
though. Maybe if I say what I’m feeling out loud now, it will 
help me clarify something. I feel sort of like I’m on the verge of 
another important revelation.”

“Great,” I said. “Fire away.”
“What’s so wrong with falling in love, anyway? I mean, I think 

I understand what you were saying yesterday, but I’m still a bit 
confused. If love is all there is and if love is who we are, and it’s 
also the ultimate good and everything we’re shooting for, then 
why not fall in it? How can that be so bad? I don’t really know 
how to ‘stand’ in love, as you were saying yesterday. It feels like 
doing that would take so much effort and self-containment that 
it wouldn’t allow any room for spontaneity or surrender. How 
can I be in the moment with Jake if I’m monitoring myself to be 
sure I am strong and not ‘giving up any of myself ’ for him?”

“You ask amazing questions, Kate. I’m glad you’ve been so 
completely committed to this process from the moment we began 
our work together, and I’m especially pleased that you want 
to explore this topic until you feel entirely clear and satisfied. 
‘True love’ is one of the most important and misunderstood 
topics in all of creation. So let’s get right to it.”

“Okay!” Kate gave a determined nod.
I couldn’t help but smile at her perseverance before 
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continuing, “As we discussed yesterday, the sensation of falling 
in love as opposed to being in love is caused by the collapse 
of the ego’s typically strong boundaries, which allows you to 
feel a welcomed release from yourself and a sense of merging 
with another. While falling in love, the entire Universe seems 
supportive, and the overall feeling is, ‘life is good,’ am I 
right?”

“Yes,” Kate smiled sheepishly. “I guess that’s what I like 
about falling in love so much and what I would hate to miss… 
the feeling that, maybe this life isn’t all that bad after all.”

“That’s right, Kate. When boundaries collapse, you are 
instantaneously absolved from all feelings of separation and its 
accompanying loneliness. You suddenly think, ‘I am no longer 
alone—my beloved and I are one!’ It feels as though you are 
born again to the innocence you once knew as a baby, when you 
could not differentiate between yourself and the world. Only 
now, a bit older and wiser, you’ve been around the block. You 
know how torturous it is to feel separate and so you welcome 
the release of that state of mind. There is elation, feelings of 
acceptance and satisfaction—all because you’ve found another. 
You may think this state is all inclusive, but in fact it is self-
limiting because it is dependent on another. This is not an 
expansion of your world and actually has very little to do 
with Soul or spiritual growth. It’s just a temporary boundary 
collapse, a tenuous hopefulness not rooted in selflessness at all, 
but a state of mind that is upheld by illusion. For this reason, 
it typically ends as soon as an ego boundary is violated. For 
example, as we touched upon yesterday, you might perceive 
your partner as being unreliable, when he or she fails to meet 
your expectations in some way, then once again the walls go 
up, the energy and interest in the relationship wanes and the 
feeling of specialness subsides.

“Thing is, this most often happens just when one or both 
partners are being called to dig deeper within themselves to 
bring more to the table—to express an even greater degree of 
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love than they have previously felt the capacity to express. 
Just as they are about to learn the most about themselves and 
their capacity to love more, within the context of their present 
relationship, they get scared and somehow ‘check out’—either 
becoming emotionally distant, or actually leaving the 
relationship physically. Thus they continue the never-ending 
‘search for love,’ or for the ‘right one’ rather than finding it 
within themselves right now, and sharing that.”

“Yikes. That really stinks,” Kate interjected.
“True. It’s often very painful for one, or both people involved. 

As I said, this ‘fall from love’ typically doesn’t take very long, 
because the ego cannot tolerate being in a state of bliss and in a 
state of non-controlling, unknowing and unselfish love forever. 
One or both of the lovers realize that ‘reality’ must be faced, and 
so judgment sets in.”

“But isn’t there any way to avoid this kind of fall from love?” 
asked Kate.

“Well, obviously,” I said, “the most effective way to avoid 
this scenario completely, is to not fall in love at all. And 
many people—not just celibates—try to do this by avoiding 
intimacy entirely. Just as you said you were feeling inclined to 
do yesterday. But that’s avoidance, not embrace, and does not 
lead us towards joy or spiritual growth. So that’s not what I am 
talking about. As I said yesterday, it is possible, to be in love 
without falling in love.”

“Really? Alright. Then can you please tell me one more 
time. How?”

“By realizing that a relationship to another cannot make you 
happy, unless you are already happy. If you root yourself in 
love first, and cultivate a love of being with yourself, then, and 
only then, can you authentically love another. The fact of the 
matter is that your true love comes into your experience once 
you truly commit to yourself. What’s inside is always reflected 
outside.”

“There’s that word again. Authentic.”
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“Yes,” I said smiling. “And only if you can love and honor 
yourself, can you expect a partner to do the same.”

“How do I know if I am in one of these ‘special relationships’ 
and not in a truly loving relationship?” asked Kate.

“Good question. One tell-tale sign is if you find that you are 
giving in order to get. That’s seeking special love. By contrast, 
in true love relationships, you are unified with one goal—to 
give of yourself, without any strings attached, in order to grow 
and learn how to love unconditionally. Only that is pure, Soul-
to-Soul, extending, expansive, never-ending love. All such 
relationships have one thing in common—both partners truly 
wish the best for each other. They mirror to one another self-
honoring, self-understanding, self-love and self-commitment. 
This kind of Real Love is strengthening, reliable and true. It is 
Self-expanding and entirely Soul-satisfying, even when it feels 
challenging to grow past our current labels on love.”

“How can we grow past labels?”
“Well, if you’re in a relationship, the best way is to agree 

to re-learn what love is, while surrendering to each and every 
moment entirely, always asking Soul for guidance—by checking 
in with your feelings, and honoring what feels most peaceful.”

Again, Kate looked uneasy. I continued.
“Don’t worry, there’s no rush. We all have an eternity to learn 

how to do this. Since we are love, you can never terminate true 
love; however you can abandon ‘special relationships.’ Neither 
can you lose love; you can only lose feelings of specialness, 
which is really just the ego’s way of making you feel different 
and separate from others.”

“Alright, so I realize I don’t want to fall in love after all,” 
Kate said wryly, throwing her hands up. “Whew! I got over 
that hurdle pretty quickly. And you know what? I feel much 
better.”

“Good,” I said.
“You know why I feel better? Because what you’ve been 

describing is pretty much what Jake and I have been doing, 
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without even knowing we were. I mean it’s been a relatively 
short time that we’ve known one another, but this relationship 
is entirely different from all of the other relationships I’ve been 
in.”

“How so?” I asked.
“Well, we’re becoming such good friends. And although I 

know I said I’m in love with him, and I have a strong attraction 
to him, I don’t feel head over heels for him or anything. I’m not 
idolizing him. I like that he’s communicative, that he’s attentive 
to me. But more importantly, he seems to be attentive to himself, 
and he appears to be emotionally mature. I mean I’ve never met 
a guy who is so willing to talk about his feelings, but not in a 
‘sissy’ sort of way, as my father would say.” Kate smiled, “His 
sensitivity feels more like strength.”

“Really?” I prodded.
“Well, when he called me yesterday, he told me that our 

conversation over dinner the other night got him to thinking 
and he realized that he has a lot of unhealed past with his family. 
Not just with his father, but with his mother and sister, too. He 
told me that since his father was absent so much of the time, his 
mother put all of her effort towards him and taught his sister 
to do the same. He said, ‘my mother and sister coddled me the 
whole time I was growing up, and they still do today.’”

“Those are some interesting insights.”
“He said that he’s realizing now that his relationships with 

his mother and sister have skewed his perception of all women. 
That he’s basically seen women as possessive, over-bearing and 
entrapping, yet subservient—even when now, in hindsight, he 
can see that maybe they weren’t. He said, ‘Maybe the women 
I’ve been in relationships with before this were just being close 
to me and loving me. But I just couldn’t see that. The closer 
they got, the more I’ve always wanted to run, kind of like my 
old man did, I suppose.’

“He even told me that he’d always had a reputation for 
treating women badly, that is, except when he wanted something 
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from them. ‘I had no balanced point of reference,’ he said, ‘I felt 
like any woman would take any kind of grief from me, and have 
to just grin and bear it, like my mother and sister always had. 
I had always been the little lord of the castle. They gobbled up 
any crumb of attention I showed them like it was a feast. Like 
father, like son.’ He seemed sad.” She paused, “And you want to 
know how I reacted to him telling me all of this?”

“How?”
“Pretty badly.”
“Really?”
“Yeah. I mean on the surface, I think I appeared supportive, 

but inside I was just seething. It was shocking to me that his 
insights could kick up so much in me.”

“Such as?” I ventured.
“Such as I don’t even know what it feels like to be coddled 

by one woman who loves me, let alone two of them. I realized 
the loss of my mother left a deep void inside me, and feelings I 
don’t even know how to begin to access. I’ve never known or felt 
what a mother typically gives. Not that I remember anyway.”

She looked at me with deeply saddened eyes, the saddest 
I’d ever seen them, “Or does a mother really ever give the type 
of love I am imagining I’ve always missed? I don’t know. I’m 
so confused. And what’s worse is I’m unearthing some terrible 
feelings.”

“What kind of feelings?” I asked.
“I realize how much I hate my mother. She abandoned 

me! And I don’t know if I can ever forgive her for that. No 
matter what kind of issues she had with my father, she left me 
motherless!” Kate’s face turned bright red and it was obvious 
that she was growing agitated despite her best attempt at staying 
calm and collected.

Tears began to well up in her eyes. “Ever since I came to 
this realization yesterday, I’ve been desperately trying to purify 
my perception about this—to forgive it. And it is not easy.” She 
raised her voice in frustration. “I see that it’s a tremendous 
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weight that I’ve been carrying around with me, always inwardly 
searching for an answer to the ever-present question, ‘Why am 
I rejectable?’ And I see I’ve been searching for the answer for 
years—in all of my intimate relationships. Typically, I’d either 
control them so I wouldn’t be rejected, or allow myself to get 
walked all over, in an attempt to be pleasing enough for them to 
stay. Having dinner the other night with Jake and just going with 
the flow felt so foreign to me. It was blissful, but very scary at 
the same time, because I had no idea where the moment would 
take us. I couldn’t control anything. I wasn’t thinking about 
how to impress him, or please him, like I see I’ve done in all of 
my past romantic relationships. I’ve actually romanced illusory 
love relationships with a pseudo, ‘I’ll do anything for you’ Kate 
persona. Until of course, it crumbled all around me, as all of my 
relationships did, the very moment I asked for anything from 
my partner.”

I nodded silently and she continued, “But this time with 
Jake, because of our conversations, I was more focused on being 
authentic. That was very, very scary, being authentic with a man 
for the first time. And I admit I was on the lookout for rejection 
the entire time. I’m afraid to say it, but I actually think if I don’t 
come to terms with all of this… I will cause him to run away,” 
she finished, finally breaking down in tears.

“Oh my gosh,” she said, blowing her nose and trying to 
compose herself, but then breaking down all over, this time 
her entire body racked with sobs. I let her cry for a very long 
time, until she spoke again, “And I thought all of my issues that 
needed forgiveness went down the river with that rock. I didn’t 
even know I had anything to forgive my mother for. I’d blocked 
her out of my life so completely.”

“It’s a deepening, Kate. You’re now making more room 
for more genuine love to come into your life. Looking back 
with hindsight and with the benefit of all the awareness you’ve 
gained this month, do you see now how perfect the dance with 
each of those partners you had was? How each and every one of 
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them was calling you to love yourself more?
“No one can find genuine intimacy with another without 

first being deep in their own experience. Addictions of all kinds 
mask the pain we must first feel in order to heal. Now can you 
see why you’ve chosen to overeat in the past?”

“Yes. All too clearly. This hurts so much. In the past I 
would’ve just eaten some ice cream or cake or something.”

“Once you come to terms with the pain, Kate, it’s of key 
importance to communicate your revelations, just as Jake has 
with you so openly. It looks as though both you and Jake are 
discovering something very valuable—that real, true intimate 
relationships bring up everything that is not love.”

“That’s for sure,” she managed to blurt out, between sobs.
“It’s emotionally imprisoning to be in a relationship based 

on the fear of being honest and present, which goes hand-in-
hand with denial.”

“Yeah,” said Kate, “now I see how most of my relationships 
have been based on mutual denial. I was my mother, abandoning 
myself over and over in life, while I tried desperately to find 
my father in every man. So guess what, most of them didn’t 
speak much and none of them expressed their feelings, God 
forbid! They all expected me to be strong, even while treating 
me inappropriately. How did I not see that before?”

“I know it may be hard to hear this, but they all did precisely 
what you needed them to do, Kate—nothing more, nothing 
less.”

“That’s more than just a bit hard to hear,” she admitted.
“This world would be a much more peaceful place,” I said, 

“if people knew that relationships are not all about sweets and 
roses—that they are agents for inner healing and returning to 
the innocence and joy most people have left long behind. On 
the way to unearthing that kind of genuine presence there can 
be a lot of garbage that gets excavated along the way. In far too 
many interpersonal relationships, people take this inevitable 
clearing out of past pain personally. When in fact, in a good, 
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strong, solid, loving and honest relationship, every single 
emotion must not only be allowable, but welcomed, until we 
touch the center and know we are love. Only then can you 
honestly say, ‘I love you’ and truly mean it and not covertly 
mean, ‘I need you to complete me.’”

“Where do I go from here?” Kate asked almost 
beseechingly.

“There is no where to go, Kate, other than to return to love, 
over and over again—until you find you can make that our 
home.”
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

He who binds to himself a joy
Does the winged life destroy;
But he who kisses the joy as it flies
Lives in eternity’s sunrise

       ~ William Blake

Perhaps, like Kate, you’re on the brink of beginning a new 
intimate relationship, or clearing up past grievances with your 
mother. Or maybe you’re not.

Either way, Kate’s experience today is relevant for you, 
although you may be thinking, “What does all of this have to 
do with eating?”

Plenty! In her classic book, You Can Heal Your Life, 
Louis Hay states that being overweight is synonymous with 
oversensitivity, and shows a need for protection, running away 
from feelings, insecurity, self rejection, seeking fulfillment, and 
often represents fear. She also states that such fear may be a 
cover for hidden anger and a resistance to forgive.

As an antidote, she suggests affirming:

I am protected by Divine Love. I am always safe and secure. I 
am willing to grow up and take responsibility for my life. I forgive 
others, and I now create my own life the way I want it. I am safe.

and/or

I am at peace with my own feelings. I am safe where I am. I 
create my own security. I love and approve of myself.

So, no matter what your current experience of life, today’s 
lesson is relevant for you when you realize that, in each and 
every moment, what we hunger for most is love. Again, we may 
think it’s motherly love or a partner’s love, but it’s our own 
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self-love that we crave. And we’ll keep on craving it, until we 
give it to ourselves, no holds barred. Who are you waiting for 
to love you?

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #26

We are afraid of losing what we have, whether it’s our life 
or our possessions and property. But this fear evaporates when we 
understand that our life stories and the history of the world were 
written by the same hand.
       ~ Paulo Coelho, The Alchemist

What are you afraid of losing?
Could it actually be weight?
Most of us would never imagine that we really do love 

our excess weight. Consider this: it provides padding against 
an often harsh world. It allows us to “hide our light under a 
bushel,” to deny our power, our strength and brilliance and 
true beauty. It gives us something “uncontrollable” to obsess 
about, to distract us from our real purpose in life. Conversely, it 
gives us something to “control” and do battle with, and the ego 
loves nothing more than to control, dominate and do battle.

Could the excess padding actually feel comforting? Almost 
like a security blanket? Could obsession with weight and yo-yo 
dieting really just be a way we avoid questioning the values we 
hold? A way of stopping ourselves from healing our wounds, 
from expressing our love, from receiving and giving love, so 
that we can finally realize just how blessed we are? Only a silly, 
scared ego would want to “protect us” from that!

Remember this: as long as we are living unforgiven lives, 
it’s as if we are suffering from amnesia. We abandon ourselves 
by dreaming a dream of separation on a daily basis. We forget 
that the ego, not love, is fabricating this reality. You are now 
learning to see love everywhere, even in your once painful past, 
so that you can awaken from this dream of limitation to a world 
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of Miracles.
Have you been abandoning yourself?
It’s time to make peace with ourselves on every level. 

Today,  choose to love, honor and exalt yourself so that you can 
thoroughly enjoy caring for and nurturing your body—treating 
it as a sacred vehicle with which you get to share your unbridled 
love with others.

Ask yourself:

In what areas of your life are you still seeking fulfillment?
Who and/or what are you waiting for?
Who and/or what are you longing for?
Who and/or what do you think can satisfy that need?
How can I give what I most want, to myself?

Remember: Love is. All we ever need do is remove all 
obstacles to love’s presence.
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D A Y  T W E N T Y - S E V E N

Dear Mom
Human be ings  are not  born once and for  a l l  on the 

day the i r  mothers  g i ve  b i r th  to  them,  but…l i fe  ob l iges 

them over  and over  to  g i ve  b i r th  to  themse lves .

  ~ Gabr ie l  Garc ia  Marquez

“I WAS UP MOST OF THE NIGHT LAST NIGHT,” Kate said.
“Really? Doing what?” I asked.
“I wrote a letter.”
“To whom?”
“To my mother.”
I smiled, but said nothing.
“It was slow going at first. I mean, it was hard for me to 

even write, ‘Dear Mom,’ so I wrote just, ‘Mom.’ Then ‘Cynthia,’ 
and ‘Dear Cynthia.’ All of them seemed wrong. I think because 
I didn’t feel that I should write, ‘Dear.’ I didn’t feel like she was 
dear to me at all. I realized I was writing to a perfect stranger. So 
I started, stopped, wrote and read about 20 different beginnings, 
one-by-one throwing them all in the trash. Then I decided to 
just skip the introduction and write the body of the letter, but 
nothing came. I sat there, sweating over the stupid thing. It 
was obvious the heat I was feeling didn’t have anything to do 



with the temperature in the room. I had the air conditioner on 
full blast. Since nothing was coming to me, I decided to take a 
break and get some air. So at about two in the morning, I went 
into the garden with my paper and pen and just sat. I think I 
was hoping for an epiphany of some kind.

“The moon was almost full, a sliver of light missing from 
the milky, iridescent ball. So even without any outside lights 
on, I could see the perfectly illumined paper and pen I had in 
my hands. When I put the paper on my lap, the reflection of the 
moonlight made the paper appear bright and so soft—a ghostly 
white. I touched my felt-tip pen to it, to see what the ink would 
look like on the paper under the moonlight. And I was stunned 
to see that the mark the pen left looked like a dab of deep, blue 
ocean. A flood of unexpected emotion immediately plummeted 
me into my past. Suddenly I was reliving a very faint memory 
of a day in my life long ago, which grew more and more vivid as 
I just sat very still and watched the scene play out in my mind’s 
eye.

“I don’t think I was even four years old, but if I remember 
the day correctly, my mother and I had gone to the beach with 
my dad. The very first thing I did was run down to the shoreline 
to put my feet in the waves. That was me, fearless Kate. 

My mother yelled, ‘Go get her, Johnny!’ and my father took 
off after me. I squealed with delight when I saw him chasing 
me, and noticed he was making the pursuit into a game. He 
followed me back and forth along the shore with big clunky 
monster-like steps. I was elated. When I looked to see where 
my mother was, I saw her putting down the beach blanket and 
arranging our things on it. I remember she looked up and waved 
to me, but I didn’t wave back to her. I was too busy running and 
splashing with my beach monster dad.

“The next memory I have is from that same day. I was with 
my mother on the beach blanket under a big, multi-colored 
umbrella. She was holding me in her lap. I was bundled up in 
a big towel, and she was feeding me pieces of a sandwich. At 
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one point, she squeezed me really tight and said, ‘Let’s never 
forget this day, okay Katey-poo?’” Kate paused for a moment 
and then continued, “I said, ‘I’ll never forget Mommy-poo.’ And 
we both laughed and she tickled me saying, ‘You faker!’ which 
was something that I’d forgotten she used to say a lot. She kept 
holding me as I ate, and she began to hum a song to me. I don’t 
remember what it was. But I do remember that after a moment 
or two, I saw a tear drop out of her eye. I asked her, ‘Why are 
you crying?’ and she wiped the tear right away, and said, ‘I’m 
not crying honey. That’s just a little drop of salty water from 
the ocean.’ I believed her for a minute, but then I saw another 
one and another one fall onto the blanket. One even fell onto 
my sandwich and I remember tasting it and thinking, ‘It’s salty 
alright, but it’s not from the ocean.’ I remember feeling confused 
and really sad for her, and not knowing how to help her, but 
wanting to. So I hugged and hugged her really tight. Until I 
think I fell asleep in her arms. That’s the very last memory I 
have of my mother. I think she must have left us right after 
that.

“I sat in the garden, in the moonlight, feeling what I think 
may be the very same kind of sadness my mother must’ve 
felt before leaving me and my father way back then. So many 
questions began flooding my mind. So I put my liquid blue 
ocean ink pen to that cloudy ghost white moonlit paper, and I 
began to write them all down.”

Kate pulled out a piece of paper from her jeans pocket, 
carefully folded into four parts, and began to read,

“Why’d you go mom?
Where’d you go to?
Were you scared?
Did you ever miss me, or dad?
Are you happy?
Where are you now, mom?”
Without looking up she continued her story, “And then 

before I could take my pen off the page, I noticed that the words 
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I couldn’t write before were now scribbling themselves onto it.” 
Again, Kate read from the paper, her hands shaking a bit, but 
her voice clear and steady,

Dear Mom,

It’s me, Kate. Remember that day at the beach before you 
left, when you held me and called me Katey-poo and I called you 
Mommy-poo? And we laughed and laughed. I do. I still do, Mom.

I’m just realizing now, that for a big part of me, time stood still 
that day and I never left the world where I’ve always felt wrapped 
up in a big cozy beach towel of your love. Part of me has always 
stayed feeling happy, safe, loved and contented, while another part 
of me has wandered for years, trying to find that kind of home. I’m 
happy to let you know that now, Mom, I’m finally finding it, right 
where it’s always been all along—inside of me—just exactly where 
my love for you has always been.

I’m not going to lie. I think until now I’ve hated you, without 
actually even knowing that I did. I couldn’t imagine why you 
would leave me, when I loved you so much and needed you still. I 
wondered for so long, what had I done?

But I want you to know I realize that my hating you was only 
self-defense, because my very worst nightmare would have been 
to remember how much I really loved you. You left a great, big 
empty hole in me when you left; a space that used to be filled with 
all of your love. Maybe I imagined it—I’ve always had a wildly 
creative streak—but I could still smell your scent in my bedroom 
and feel your fingers touching my hair for years and years after 
you’d gone. You know I made daddy leave my window open just 
a little every night, no matter how cold it got outside, so I could 
hear you calling me if you came back and were locked outside. It’s 
funny, I’d forgotten all those little kid things until writing them 
down just now. I’d made myself believe I never thought of you, or 
missed you much at all after you left.

Your leaving has caused me to feel a lot of pain and separation 
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from life. But I’m healing all of that within myself now. And I’m 
realizing now how difficult our separation might have been for you. 
I want you to know, that in case you’ve ever felt any guilt over it 
all, I forgive you because I have forgiven myself. I feel very lovable 
now and not rejectable by myself, or anyone else, any longer.

Mom, I just want you to know, wherever you are—in heaven 
or on earth—I love you. I’ve never stopped loving you. And that 
‘you mean the whole wide world to me,’ as we used to say to one 
another. And I hope that your life has been blessed, beyond your 
wildest dreams.

I’d love to catch up with you some day, Mom. And return the 
big squeeze hug I remember you giving to me that day on the beach 
when I was so young. Just like I promised, your Katey-poo hasn’t 
forgotten that day. Maybe my mind did for a while, but my heart 
hasn’t.

I love you, forever and ever,
 Your Kate

When she looked up, Kate was surprised to see my eyes 
were as full of tears as hers.

“That’s a beautiful letter, Kate.”
“I think so,” she said. “It’s long overdue.” She paused to fold 

the letter back up and set it on the table, and then continued, “I 
have no idea where my mother is, you know, or even where to 
begin to find her. But after I finished writing this letter as I sat 
in the garden and looked up at the moon, I felt a strange sort of 
communion with her. It was so tangible. I believe she’s here on 
earth still, under that same moon. I feel that Soul will lead me 
to her, if it’s what’s best for everyone involved. There’s so much 
to this, isn’t there? I mean, beyond healing the separation with 
my mother. This one action—writing this letter—affects every 
single aspect of my life, doesn’t it?”

“Oh yes, Kate,” I said. “There is no better way to accelerate 
your growth towards Self-embrace than to love and forgive your 
parents.”
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“Why is that?” she asked. “Why is it so important to 
love your parents—even for adults? You’d imagine that when 
people get past a certain age, it shouldn’t matter any more what 
their parents did or didn’t do to them. They should be fully 
autonomous.”

Before responding to her important questions, I wiped my 
eyes, took a deep breath, and smiled as I rubbed her hand to 
show my gratitude for her.

“Well,” I began, “in the best case scenario, which very few, 
highly fortunate people live, our relationship with our parents 
mirrors only unconditional love. But if it doesn’t, then it holds 
the greatest lessons on love and forgiveness of all. Before I 
begin speaking about this Kate, I’d like you to be perfectly 
clear about something. These hurts you are uncovering with 
regard to your parents are not unique to you. There is no 
human being who has not felt abandoned, abused, wronged or 
misunderstood by a parent at one time or another. Very, very 
few people are completely conscious. So of course there will be 
times when a parent is not present, or entirely loving with their 
child, and times when a child will be unaware of their parent’s 
love, despite their parent’s actual awareness and presence. All 
unconscious behavior feels abusive, even if only at a very subtle, 
almost indiscernible level, and so each person has unhealed 
experiences that they hold within their minds and memories. 
It’s just a matter of to what degree they hold them. Some people 
are more aware than others, but very few are self-inquiring 
enough to see how their actions today often mirror aspects of 
themselves that were wounded sometime way in the past. That’s 
why being present is so important and also simultaneously so 
difficult when there are unhealed experiences from the past 
tagging along into your current experience of life.”

“I see that now. I finally see how critical it is to forgive and 
let go of everything. Otherwise it’s impossible to feel free and be 
present now.”

“Yes Kate, I see you do know that now. You can see how 
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liberating it is to be free of the past, and why only those who 
are can be 100 percent Self-honoring. Because only such people 
really show up to life, fully honoring of who they are—now, 
today!”

Kate nodded and I continued, “But it goes beyond that.”
“Really, how?”
“A Self-liberated person is free from external mother and 

father figures, because they no longer need their parent’s love 
to complete them. They’ve found all the love they need within 
themselves—from within the Soul. As the messenger of God, the 
Soul’s love so tangibly supersedes all human love that realizing 
this finally satisfies us on every level. The Soul’s transcendent 
love can be both ‘Mother’ and ‘Father’ to you—teaching you 
courage to help you walk through fear, as well as gentle wisdom 
to encourage you to open your heart. And Soul will always 
inspire you to heal your relationship with your earth parents 
entirely, so you can get on with living your own life.”

“I think I get it,” there was a glisten in Kate’s eyes as she 
followed along. “You can never fully ‘Be’ yourself, while you 
still need the love or acceptance or approval of your parents in 
any way.”

I smiled and nodded, “Yes, that’s correct Kate. That’s how 
powerful this first human relationship of ours is. It’s not just 
those who have issues with their parents that feel hurt by their 
relationships with them, because no matter how good a job of 
parenting your parents did, no matter how wonderful your life 
is, no matter how amazing and beautiful or outstanding your 
accomplishments, deep inside of us all there’s a part of us that 
very tangibly remembers peace—the Perfect Peace of Oneness. 
So when we are born, a part of us comes to life that resents 
having come into this world of separates at all—this infuriating, 
frustrating world of this and that, and you and me—when it 
knows ‘there’s something more.’”

“That’s the ego, right?”
“Yes, Kate, Yes! We’re talking about the ego once again,” I 
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continued. “The ego is the voice of the ‘forgotten one.’ It has 
forgotten its home in Oneness. And because the ego forgets that 
this ‘something more’ it craves is eternal—that we are one in 
the eternal—it tries its hardest, in every possible way, to find it, 
the only way it knows how—”

“—Ah, I remember speaking about this,” Kate broke in, 
“the ‘more, more, more’ mantra of the ego!”

“Yes! So, our ego will always want more from our parents, 
because it always wants more of everyone and everything. That 
is, as long as we forget we are actually One with everything.”

“But I know it’s possible to remember,” Kate ventured, 
“because that’s what I’ve been doing for these past few weeks.”

“Exactly,” I nodded. “It’s possible to have your home, to 
have your parents, to have everything—it’s inside you, so you 
can stop looking for ‘it’ now. It didn’t leave you when you 
were born. As I’ve said before, you were never meant to find it 
here. You were meant to bring it here. You were meant to bring 
love, here, just like you did when you wrote that letter to your 
mother.”

“I didn’t know that’s what I was doing when I wrote it. I 
mean, afterwards it definitely felt easier to feel love for my 
mother, like there was less stuck inside of me.”

“You eradicated the root cause of your pain—really the root 
cause of everyone’s pain—which is our capacity to attack and 
break off relationships with others, and with Soul, instead of 
simply loving. Our salvation—the ability to live Heaven on 
earth—is when Soul reaches down into the world, and into our 
hearts, inspiring us to reach out to others in love and service, 
drawing us into relationship simultaneously with other people 
and the Divine.”

“So, now we’re really talking about forgiving the past, aren’t 
we?”

“Yes. Because of your newfound relationship to Soul, you’ve 
been able to see yourself as more than ‘little Kate.’ You’ve 
decided to grow up and not wait until ‘someday’ for your life to 
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begin. You’re birthing a new you now.”
“Is that why it’s felt so painful at times? Like I’d much rather 

retreat and ‘go back into the womb,’” Kate said.
“Another brilliant insight, Kate,” I smiled.
“But at the same time, just like for a child being birthed, I 

know there’s this huge, amazing, exciting world out there for 
me,” She chuckled, “I mean, can you imagine how boring it 
would be if we all just stayed in the womb?”

“Not to mention our poor, perpetually pregnant mothers.” 
We both laughed and then, sobering up, I continued, “Now you 
see how crucial it is to foster this Self-honoring bond within 
ourselves and why it’s been so key, so vital, to all of the work 
we’ve been doing together.”

“I understand,” Kate said. “It’s that Self-honoring, that 
Self-trust, that has given me the courage to birth myself, every 
step of the way throughout this process. And I understand now 
that I’ll continue to rebirth myself for the rest of my life. Each 
moment will be completely fresh, and I feel like I have the 
ability to welcome that now, instead of running in the other 
direction.”

“We expect so much from our parents, never quite knowing 
how they could live up to all we want them to be. We literally 
expect them to be God! But how many parents even know that 
we’re here to wake up from the dream of separation—so how 
could they adequately point us back to ourselves—back to 
Soul?”

“They can’t,” Kate admitted. “The best they can do for us is 
teach us what they’ve learned themselves. If it happened to be 
self abandonment that they’ve learned, well, then I guess they 
teach that.”

“Yes, but it’s entirely up to you what you’ll teach yourself. 
You have the power to transform any lesson to teach yourself 
greater love.”

I continued, “When you are complete with your parents—
when you have forgiven them—you’ll stop creating intimate 
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relationships that mirror the pain of your childhood. It’s 
important to let go of any judgments and labels you’ve put on 
them to realize that they too are making the journey towards 
awakening. It’s essential for you to honor that, no matter how 
painful it may seem to be. Remember, nothing is random. You 
choose all of your relationships—including the relationships 
you have with your parents—to bring about your most efficient 
and effective growth towards the unveiling of your True Self. If 
there’s something you need to get over in order to feel whole, 
you’ll spend your entire life creating situations where that issue 
will once again present itself, in hopes that you’ll finally resolve 
it. So it’s imperative to heal, to arrive at a place of equanimity 
with your parents, and to clear the space for beauty, peace and 
self-empowered expression. Then you can finally know that 
you are equal and bless them.”

“I feel like I’m doing that.” Kate drew in a long, full breath 
and then slowly released it. “It’s not easy feeling all of this 
buried stuff, that’s for sure. But—if I can equate it with weight 
lifting—I feel as though over the past month, most especially 
in the past few days, I’m becoming a master at lifting 2,000 
pounds. And you know what? I feel like that ton of weight is 
what’s finally being lifted from my heart.
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

In her beautiful book, Simple Abundance, Sarah Ban 
Breathnach has this to say about hunger…

We hunger and thirst, but it’s not for a bowl of ice cream or a 
glass of wine. It’s for inner peace and deeper connection.

Carl Jung, the famous Swiss psychiatrist, believed that 
alcoholism was a sacred disease. M. Scott Peck relates in his book 
Further Along the Road Less Traveled how it occurred to Jung 
“that it was perhaps no accident that we traditionally referred 
to alcoholic drinks as spirits, and that perhaps alcoholics were 
people who had a greater thirst for the spirit than others, that 
perhaps alcoholism was a spiritual disorder or better yet, a 
spiritual condition.” I believe this is also true about compulsive 
overeating, which is the addiction of choice for many… 
We have such a passionate appetite for life, we just don’t know what 
we truly need to satisfy our insatiable cravings for Wholeness.

She goes on to say,
When I first became aware that when I “swallowed” life I was 

really hungry and thirsty for joy and serenity, it was a turning 
point for me in learning self-nurturance. Finally, I understood 
that I wasn’t underfed, but spiritually undernourished. I realized 
I could go within and ask my soul—my authentic self—what I 
needed. I learned to stop and ask myself the questions, “How can 
I care for you at this moment? How can I love you? What is it you 
truly need?”

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #27

Following Sarah Ban Breathnach’s advice, she challenges 
us, “The next time you reach to put something in your mouth, 
take one minute to focus your awareness on what you’re doing 
before you do it. Are you eating because you are physically 
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hungry, or anxious? If you are anxious, a walk around the block, 
instead of into the kitchen would be better for you and more 
loving. At the end of the day, are you pouring yourself a glass 
of wine out of habit in order to signal that it’s time to relax? 
Instead, why not take a few moments to slip into comfortable 
clothes, sip a glass of delicious fruit-flavored mineral water as 
you prepare dinner, and enjoy the wine with your meal? Learn 
to create ceremonies of personal pleasure that can nourish your 
deeper longings. As you nurture your spirit with kindness, your 
physical cravings will loosen their grip. Realize today that you 
hunger and thirst for a reason. Ask your authentic self to reveal 
your deeper needs, so that Spirit can quench and satisfy your 
parched and ravenous Soul.”

And remember: The Soul’s Food is Love.
Many wise people talk about becoming present as the very 

key to living a happy life. Forgiveness is the most powerful, most 
expedient way to live in the present moment. As Kate realizes, 
letting go of the past, in the present, gives us a newfound feeling 
of vastness, of spaciousness and of freedom that effortlessly 
aligns us with the fulfillment of peace, joy and love.
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D A Y  T W E N T Y - E I G H T

Overcoming 
Abandonment
But  we need  no t  f ea r  tha t  we  can  l o se  any th ing  by 

the  p rog res s  o f  the  Sou l .  The  Sou l  may  be  t rus ted  to 

the  end .

    ~ Ra lph Waldo Emerson

“YOU KNOW WHAT?” Kate asked, as she settled in for our 
conversation, folding her legs underneath herself on the couch. 
“I haven’t heard from Jake in two days. Before this, since the 
first day we met, he’s called me at least once, if not two or three 
times during the day. You know, just to check in and say hi, or 
to tell me a funny story about work or something. I really miss 
him.”

“Why haven’t you called him?”
“I did call him this morning, but his voice mailbox was full 

so I couldn’t even leave a message.”
She looked at me and frowned. “Feelings of abandonment 

are beginning to creep up on me. I’m vowing to myself that I 
am not going to go there, that I am going to stand unwavering 



in love, but I feel raw today.”
“What do you mean, raw?” I asked her.
“After digging up all that stuff I’ve held in for so long with 

regard to my mother and now seeing how I’ve colored all of 
my relationships with the unforgiven stories of my past, about 
both my mother and father, I’m really not sure where to go from 
here.”

“Well,” I offered, “now you can stop seeing every man as 
your father—since you’ve bravely chosen to forgive and come 
full circle in that relationship. And even more liberating is the 
fact that you can stop being an abandoned child. You can accept 
and believe that the unconditional love a mother gives is yours 
right now, it’s in you, and you can develop loving intimate 
relationships without holding back and self-protecting.”

“I wish,” Kate sighed, “but that’s not how I feel right now. 
I feel that at any moment I could put a big insurmountable 
wall up between me and Jake. Run away and never answer the 
phone if he ever does decide to call me again.” She paused 
for a moment and thought, “Yet, I must say, something new is 
happening, at the very same time there is a big part of me, deep 
inside, that trusts. A place where everything feels all right, like 
I’ve known Jake forever, and I feel in every cell of my being that 
I’ve met my equal, so I can just relax and go with the flow of 
all of this.” She threw up her hands, “Oh my gosh, I’ve become 
schizophrenic!”

I laughed, knowing she was dramatizing for me again, but 
at the same time respecting the fact that she was still feeling 
somewhat conflicted.

“Well,” I said, “I think you know just what to do here.”
“What?”
“Nothing,” I smiled, “but love unconditionally, and when 

the opportunity arises, tell Jake what you’re feeling, with the 
fearless honesty of a loving father and the gentle compassion of 
a present mother—just as a truly loving, integrated adult does, 
once they feel adequately parented.”
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“I believe I can do that.” Kate seemed to brighten a bit.
“And remember, no one can abandon you but yourself.”
“I know that.” She shook her head gently, “Man, do I now 

know that.” But after a slight pause Kate began again, as if she 
couldn’t help herself, “But let me give you a worst case scenario 
just for the heck of it…” She laughed and I joined her. She 
continued, “Now, I don’t believe this is what’s happening, but 
what if Jake did run from our relationship now, and never, ever 
wanted to speak with me again, never picked up the phone 
when I called or allowed me to contact him at all. What would 
I do then?”

“You could completely accept his behavior, and feel free to 
move on in your life to experience greater fulfillment in other 
relationships. Or, if you found that impossible to do, you would 
experience the pain of not being present, until you eventually 
realized that you were, and still are, abandoning yourself in 
very cruel ways in that relationship. Otherwise, the lesson 
Jake is offering you would never be quite so challenging and 
severe. Recognizing this, you could then choose to forgive any 
abandoning tendencies you have towards yourself, so that you 
could move on into the next phase of your life entirely free of 
such patterns.”

“Okay, so let me get this straight… you mean, if I have 
somehow deserted myself or lost presence, I can regain that 
through forgiveness? Wow. And so does that mean, if I were to 
forgive myself, the people I had perceived as having abandoned 
me—my mother or Jake—might actually return?”

“Maybe yes, maybe no. That’s not the point I’m making, 
Kate. People seemingly get abandoned all of the time in life. 
That is, when they believe in separation and their orientation is 
solely ‘I am a body.’ People move, acquire new interests, make 
new friends—even die. You can never experience unconditional 
love if you believe in any way, shape or form that feeling love 
has anything to do with someone’s physical proximity to 
you. So, for instance, if you choose to love your mother now, 
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unconditionally, she is right here,” I said, pointing to her heart. 
“Always. There is no where you can go that she isn’t.”

Kate exhaled deeply, and said, “Then I choose to have Jake 
be with me right here and right now… and while I’m at it, 
I’m going to make it a party and have both my mother and 
father join us too. And I am going to surround us all in one big, 
joyous, peaceful and loving ball of light, and just kick up my 
feet and relax in this love bubble right now, while admitting, ‘I 
don’t know what it is, any of it, and I love it!’”

“Yes!” I said. “I’m glad to see you’ve remembered that 
perception purifier at this pivotal time. You have quite a few 
forgiveness and perception purifying tools on hand now, Kate. 
You can choose any one of them that resonates with you most, 
any time you feel you need to become more present, and 
embrace peace. But I have to say, you look pretty darn peaceful 
to me right now.”

“I am. You know why?”
I smiled, knowing she didn’t have to hear my response to 

share her insight.
“Because” she said, “I am hearing Soul say, ‘Don’t worry 

about it, Jake’ll turn up. And in the meantime, enjoy the 
liberated feeling of accepting everything just as it is, without 
having to change a thing.’” She literally did kick back in her 
chair and put her feet up on the coffee table, to show me she 
really meant what she said, and laughed.

“Amazing Kate,” I laughed along with her. “I can see you 
are finally feeling at home in the moment.”

“Yes I am!” she said. “And the very happiest thing is that I 
honestly feel as though I’d rather just embrace peace now than 
stir up all those mucky waters like I continually have in the 
past. I now choose to be peaceful, no matter what anyone else 
is, or isn’t doing. No more love-drama for me. It all feels like a 
whole lot of commotion over nothing. So why even think about 
anything but this moment I am in?”

“Bravo Kate! Bravo,” I clapped.
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Just then Kate’s phone rang.
She looked at me and I said, “Go ahead, answer it.”
She did, and then after smiling a wide-as-the-sun grin, said, 

“Hey stranger!” And mouthed to me, “It’s Jake!’
I excused myself to go to the bathroom and when I returned 

Kate was off the phone, still beaming.
“He said he’s been going through a lot over the past couple 

of days, thinking about everything he’s been discovering about 
his relationships with his father, mother and sister—and 
everyone else in his life for that matter. He said he went off into 
the woods by himself, to come to terms with everything. And 
that he wanted to tell me all about it later if I’d come with him 
this afternoon to a secret spot that he’d discovered. I said sure. 
Then he said, ‘By the way, my mom and sister told me to tell 
you thank you.’

“I asked him, ‘For what?’
“And he said, ‘For bringing more love and honesty into our 

lives.’
“When I asked him, ‘How’d I do that?’ he answered, ‘I’m 

not sure Kate, you just seem to live that way yourself, and so 
I took your lead, and my mother and sister had no choice but 
to follow.’

“Then I laughed and said, ‘Well then, speaking of honesty, I 
wanted to rip your head off for not calling me over the past two 
days. But don’t worry, that only lasted for a few minutes.”

“He sounded surprised and said, ‘Really? Are you okay?’
“I laughed and said, ‘Oh yeah, I’m fine.’
“Then he asked me, ‘How’d you get over it so fast?’
“And I said, ‘Well, let’s see… I listened to my heart and it 

told me you were fine. And then I realized it’s so much more 
fun to wait and see what you’d have to share with me about 
what you’ve been up to, than manufacturing some crazy story 
about it. So then I thought about you for a moment, which 
always makes me happy. Then I wished you love, peace and joy, 
and I instantaneously felt all of those feelings myself.’
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“He laughed, and said, ‘You’re really somethin’.’
“I teased him, ‘I know.’
“So,” Kate finished, her hands in her lap as she leaned back 

into the couch cushions, “it looks like I’m going to a secret 
spot with Jake this afternoon. I guess I’ll tell you all about it 
tomorrow morning.”

264 | FOOD: A LOVE STORY



SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Come, come whoever you are.
Wanderer, worshipper, lover of leaving, it doesn’t matter.
Ours is not a caravan of despair.
Come, even if you have broken your vow a thousand times,
Come, yet again, come, come.

     ~ Jelaluddin Rumi

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #28

Are you a “lover of leaving?” Of abandoning yourself 
and others—sometimes just as you feel you’re on the cusp of 
a breakthrough, a “new life,” or when things are about to get 
easier? Sometimes when we sense the unknown—even if it 
may bring positive change—we feel tempted to remain in the 
comfort of our routine, even if it has been painful and stifling. 
Deserting ourselves and our best interests in this way always 
begets feelings of hopelessness and despair.

Notice that overeating, especially binge eating, is one 
common way that people abandon themselves. As we’ve already 
seen, we can stuff emotions—and both the desire and fear of 
change—with excess food, and find ourselves running to the 
fridge to escape that next step.

You are meant to shine. Soul knows this. Soul knows you 
are created perfect and whole, and that the Real You remains so, 
even today. Deny this Self, and you can’t help but want to hide. 
Admit it today: you do know who you are. You came here as a 
gift to the world. You came to bring Heaven to earth.

If any self-abandoning thoughts arise today that speak to 
you of your inadequacies, choose to clear away these cobwebs. 
Let yourself see how fragile these “chains” are, that keep the 
knowledge of your True Self from you.

Living in Heaven is your choice. But as long as you still 
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hold a belief that “life can be hell,” living in Heaven all of the 
time is an impossibility for you.

Today, begin your day affirming, “I choose to live in Heaven, 
and I will not change my mind because it is the only thing I 
want.” Throughout the day, repeat this powerful affirmation 
anytime you notice yourself feeling anxious or upset. Use each 
meal and each snack as a practice of presence, a reminder that it 
truly is possible to live fully in the moment, to live in Heaven.

And finally, close your day with the affirmation, 
acknowledging that you always have the authority to choose 
what it is you want to experience.
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D A Y  T W E N T Y - N I N E

The Blissful Bare 
Naked Truth
My ob l igat ion i s  th i s :  To be t ransparent .

  ~ Pab lo Neruda

We are ashamed of  every th ing that  i s  rea l  about  us ; 

ashamed of  ourse lves ,  o f  our  re la t i ves ,  o f  our  incomes , 

o f  our  accents ,  o f  our  op in ions ,  o f  our  exper ience ,  jus t 

as  we are ashamed of  our  naked sk ins .

   ~ George Bernard Shaw

“DO YOU MIND IF I GIVE YOU A PLAY-BY-PLAY description 
of my trip yesterday with Jake to his newfound ‘secret spot’?”

“No, not at all. Go right ahead,” I said, seeing that Kate 
appeared eager to tell all.

“He came to pick me up around two in the afternoon. It 
was the first time he’d ever been to my home so I showed him 
around. I must say, he was most impressed by the orderliness 
of my cabinets and closets,” she joked, and then added, “No 



seriously, I showed him everything!
“He and Ralph fell in love with one another—which I think 

is okay, since neither of them know about standing in love yet, 
but I’m sure they’ll get the hang of it, once I teach them,” she 
winked. Then Kate began her story in earnest, excitedly relating 
the events, as I poured myself a glass of water, leaned back in 
my chair and listened…

“After the house tour, I took Jake to my garden. We picked 
some green beans and peas since it was obvious they were 
ready, and I gave him a big bunch of basil, because he said he 
loves it. He couldn’t get his nose out of it. But you know what 
I loved most about showing him my garden? He immediately 
spotted the bench in the corner that I’d made from an immense 
stone slab, which I’d placed over the two stumps cut from my 
neighbors’ fallen tree. That’s my favorite spot too! And without 
knowing, he went directly over to the bench, sat down and held 
the edges of it with both hands while rocking back and forth, 
feeling the sturdiness of it with all of his body. Then he ran 
his hands along the smooth bluestone, just appreciating the 
texture of it. I don’t know why, but that impressed me so much, 
realizing that he was present enough to notice even the tiniest 
details of my sanctuary.

“We went back inside and I packed us a bag of snacks—
some fresh fruit, nuts and homemade organic popcorn. And 
we were on our way. He wouldn’t tell me where we were going 
specifically, but I knew it was up in the mountains, which was 
about an hour and 45-minute drive. So we had a good long time 
to talk before we arrived at our destination.

“He began to relate what he’d lived the past two days with 
his sister and mother. He said, “You know it all started the other 
night when we had dinner—which now, by the way, seems like 
10 years ago. So much has happened since then.”

“Tell me about it!” I said, agreeing with him. “I feel like 
my whole life is racing ahead of me, and yet it’s standing still, 
simultaneously. It’s so weird.”
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“Yeah, exactly!” He looked relieved that I understood him, 
and continued, “So I didn’t tell you about this yet, but our dinner 
together the other night started an avalanche of tumultuous 
events. Once I started thinking about my dad, it was like a dam 
burst or something. I began having feelings I didn’t even know 
I could have.”

“Like what?
“Like hatred,” he said shaking his head, as if all of the 

emotions he’d been feeling were still unbelievable to him, “Not 
only because he was an absent father, but because he didn’t 
show me how to be a better man. And then all of these feelings 
of self-loathing came to the surface. I thought about how I’d 
always thought of my father as being such a schmuck in all of 
his relationships and how even though I swore I’d never be like 
him, I’d become the very same. I’d been self-centered, arrogant, 
demanding, domineering and absolutely ungrateful in so many 
of my relationships. What surprised me most is how realizing 
all of this actually made me want to lash out at my mother and 
sister. I didn’t though.” He took a deep breath, “Instead, I felt 
like for the first time, I couldn’t treat women the way I always 
had. You know why?”

“Why?” I asked, really curious to know.
And he said, “Because I thought of you.”
“Really? I was shocked. Why would thinking of me stop 

you from being mean to your sister and mom?”
He replied, “Because I just knew for the first time that it was 

wrong. I could never live with myself if I ever treated you badly, 
and I felt that if I didn’t stop that pattern now, it wouldn’t be 
long before I’d show my schmucky side to you too. And I really 
didn’t want that to happen, Kate.”

“I’m glad,” I smiled, feeling touched as well as relieved.
Then he told me that when he tried to communicate a lot 

of what he was discovering and feeling to his mother and sister, 
they took it the wrong way and began sulking and pouting. He 
said, “Just like they’ve always done when they want to guilt me 
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into doing something.”
He told me, “That’s when I decided to go into the mountains, 

to sort out all of my feelings alone, and to get solid with myself 
before attempting to talk with anyone else about anything. 
When I told my mother and sister I was going and wasn’t sure 
when I’d be back they freaked out. They wanted to come along 
and when they realized that was impossible, they wanted to 
keep me from going altogether.” He started to roll his eyes, “It’s 
a story we’ve gone through a thousand times: refuse to let Jake 
grow up, so we won’t feel abandoned, but pretend it’s because 
we have his best interests in mind. I don’t think they have a 
clue that they’re doing it, but it’s true that I’ve basked in that 
kind of smothering, undying, obsessive attention for too long 
now.”

He continued, “I’ve always loved to hike whenever I feel the 
need to take a break and just get real with myself, so I got in my 
car, drove up here and then climbed to my favorite spot on top 
of Mt. Suncook.”

Here he stopped to say, “Again, I’m sorry I didn’t let you 
know I was going, Kate, but you get the picture. I felt like I was 
running for my life!” We both laughed at that.

“I thought at first I’d just be staying up there for a few hours, 
he went on. But since I brought my gear along with me just in 
case, I decided to camp out overnight. That freaked them out 
on the home front, as you can imagine. And I don’t even live 
with them! We all live in separate homes, they’ve just always 
had ever-ready access to my life. Geez,” he said, shaking his 
head. “Looking at it now, they don’t even knock when they 
come over, they just walk right in. No wonder I’ve always had 
long distance relationships. My mom and sister leave me no 
boundaries and no space. They try to own anyone who comes 
into my life.”

I could tell this wasn’t easy for him, but boy was I happy 
that he was realizing and releasing so much.

“I did get a lot of clarity up there in the mountains,” he 
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said, pointing ahead to the breathtaking site of the immense 
peaks stretched before us. “I did what you told me to do at 
dinner, Kate. I forgave my father. I know he’d always done 
the best he could do, and even if that was sucky,” he smiled, 
“I can respect that and move on with my life. As far as my 
mother and sister go… when I got back, it was still challenging 
and intense, because at first they didn’t want to hear any of 
what I had to say. But I stood my ground, and finally set some 
boundaries—not by being rude or a schmuck,” he assured me, 
“just by communicating with them and reminding myself that I 
really loved them—which worked way better than being a jerk 
ever did. I told them that I knew they loved me, but that the 
way they had been acting towards me didn’t feel very loving. I 
told them that paying less attention to me would actually give 
them more time, energy and clarity for themselves. They cried 
a little bit, but they agreed to stay out of my business and to 
stop coddling me. So we’ll see.” He looked at me for a moment 
and smiled.

“Wow, Jake. How’d you get so smart?” I teased him, but was 
genuinely impressed by his strength and sensitivity.

“I don’t know, Kate,” he said. “It was like a little bird was 
sitting on my shoulder or something, always prodding me on.”

“Sounds like it was a love bird.”
He smiled and took my hand, “Yeah. A love bird.”
We drove a while longer in silence. It felt like Jake was 

feeling the same deep appreciation for me that I was feeling 
for him. Then he said, “This looks like it.” We turned off the 
main road and onto a narrower dirt road. “This is where it gets 
rough,” he said, as his car shifted into four wheel drive. We did 
hit some muddy spots on the trail, but all in all it was pretty 
smooth.

After about five more minutes of driving, we arrived at a lush, 
grassy knoll that perfectly framed a smooth, graystone quarry, 
which was filled to the brim with shimmering aquamarine water. 
The water was so clear that you could see straight down to the 
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bottom, even in the spots where it was over 15 feet deep.
“Ohhhhhh!” I exclaimed as I jumped out of the car. “How 

beautiful!”
“Yeah,” Jake beamed at my enthusiastic reaction. “I 

discovered it yesterday, just for you.”
I laughed and hugged him really hard and kissed him all 

over his face and then ran to stick my feet in the water. He ran 
after me. There was not another soul in site and before we knew 
it, we were both hit by the very same wave of inspiration and 
spontaneously ripped off all of our clothes and jumped right 
into the water.

We were absolutely naked in broad daylight! Splashing and 
playing like little kids. I didn’t feel one bit of embarrassment. 
That is an absolute first for me. I’ve always been super shy about 
my body, always trying to cover up my excess weight. But there 
was no room for that. I couldn’t have felt more bliss. We didn’t 
mind at all that the water was absolutely freezing, but it felt so 
nice to come out onto the rocks that were so incredibly smooth 
and warm under the sun. Jake brought two big fluffy towels 
and a blanket, so after our swim/splash we laid out the blanket 
and wrapped ourselves up in the towels and just cuddled and 
kissed. Our lips were like magnets, drawn to each other’s, with 
a spark of energy between them when the polarities caught and 
held. It was like all the layers between us just dissolved into this 
deep peacefulness. It was a new experience for each of us, just 
having a feeling of deep friendship with no struggle, no games, 
no lust, no grabbiness, no definition. A feeling of oneness. Not 
just with each other, but with everything—the entire world. A 
perfect moment, shared. I’d never had that experience before.

And then you know what he said, as he held me? “I don’t 
know what it is about you, Kate, but I want to give the whole 
world to you, and I feel like you would actually be able to 
receive it. I believe there’s room in there,” he said pointing to 
my heart, “for all the world.” And I realized then that he was 
holding me, all wrapped up in a big towel, just as my mother 
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had. When I looked up into his eyes, I saw a tear just at the 
edge of one of them that couldn’t seem to fall and I knew why. 
That tear wanted to remain part of the ocean—that’s how deep 
his eyes seemed when they looked into mine.”

Back in the kitchen, Kate and I sat still for a moment, in full 
appreciation of all of the many miracles that had transpired in 
Kate’s life, and now apparently in Jake’s life too. Then I spoke, 
“Thank you for sharing all of that with me, Kate. It’s a big gift 
for me to have witnessed you come so far this last month.”

“Yes,” she nodded. “So far… to go nowhere… but to come 
back right here,” she said, touching her heart. She looked at 
me, tears in her wide, innocent, child-like eyes, now full to the 
brim with wonder and said, “Thank you, with all of my heart 
and Soul. Thank you.”

I nodded my acceptance and embraced her deeply saying, 
“Thank you Kate, it’s been my profound pleasure.”

“You know, if I didn’t know about presence, I’d tell you now 
that I’m really going to miss our days together, but somehow 
I don’t feel that’s true. I know you’ll always be with me.” She 
paused and looked at me, smiling, as if to take all of me in with 
her eyes, and then said, “I’ve never been closer to anyone in my 
whole life.”

“You’ve never been closer to you,” I replied.
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

Some people never go crazy. What truly horrible lives they
must live.
     ~ Charles Bukowski

Is life not a hundred times too short for us to stifle ourselves?
     ~ Friedrich Nietzsche

Be Yourself!
It’s only when we fracture and fragment our lives into little 

episodes, mini-dramas with story lines that have only bits and 
pieces of peace, sanity and hope here and there, that we lose 
sight of the big picture. Embracing unconditionally all events 
and people, as well as our ideas about them, allows the space for 
infinite possibility in our lives. How big is your world? Today, 
hold your world in your heart. Then share all of it with others 
so that it can expand exponentially.

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #29

Can you be naked?
Today, I am going to ask you to be brave, very brave, and 

stand naked in front of a full length mirror (or the biggest mirror 
you have). Then, find 7 things you love about yourself… and 
the trick here is, they can’t be physical attributes. Your standing 
in front of the mirror is just for effect. I’d like you to notice 
how much more difficult it is to be aware of Soul qualities while 
focused on your physical body.

If, by chance, you find this exercise terribly difficult, be 
kind to yourself. But do revisit it frequently over the next few 
months until you can stand fully naked in front of the mirror 
while looking yourself square in the eye, with great love, 
noticing your brilliance.
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If you do find it hard to love yourself while looking at your 
physical body, you may want to try the exercise with your eyes 
closed at first. Take a deep breath and feel your body from the 
inside, and then, when you feel comfortable, open your eyes to 
look at yourself, face-to-face.

Before leaving the mirror, tell yourself this one liberating 
truth: “I am Soul.”

See your blessed body as a sacred garment, in complete 
alignment with this truth—a vehicle with which to shine and 
share your light. Feel this. Know this.

Then, after you get dressed and go about your day, if ever 
an obstacle to your peace should arise, simply remember this 
truth, “I am Soul.” Each time you practice such awareness, the 
reality of your Real Identity is brought nearer and nearer to 
you.

Today become intimate with and make love to life.
Let these words echo round the world as you say with Soul:

“Spirit am I, free of all limits, safe and healed and whole, free 
to forgive, free to live, free to love and free to liberate my world.”
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D A Y  T H I R T Y

Gratitude
The Fullness of Love

Grat i tude un locks  the fu l lness  o f  l i fe .  I t  turns  what 

we have in to  enough ,  and more .  I t  turns  den ia l  in to 

acceptance ,  chaos to  order ,  confus ion to  c lar i t y .  I t 

can turn a meal  in to  a feast ,  a  house in to  a home,  a 

s t ranger  in to  a f r iend .  Grat i tude makes sense of  our 

past ,  br ings  peace for  today ,  and creates  a v i s ion for 

tomorrow.

     ~ Melodie Beatt ie

WHAT A “LITTLE BIRDIE” TOLD ME…
Kate sat in her garden, growing increasingly impatient and 

agitated. From time to time, she rearranged the exquisitely 
wrapped gifts that she had stacked on the wrought iron table, 
next to a very large and artfully arranged bouquet of wild 
flowers.

“She’s late,” Kate murmured quietly to herself. “It’s the first 
time she’s ever been late. I wonder if something happened to 
her.”

As Kate lifted her gaze to tighten a bow on one of the 



packages, she spied a small, frail figure walking towards her. 
Thinking at first that it was her teacher, she sprang up from 
her chair, anticipating a fully enthusiastic welcome to kick off 
their final session together. Kate was planning to shower her 
teacher with appreciation and gifts, and could hardly wait to get 
started. But as she shielded her eyes from the sun and peered 
at the approaching figure, she noticed that this was not the 
lively gait of the woman she’d grown so accustomed to sharing 
time with this past month, but the measured, tenuous step of a 
frail-hearted sort. As the figure approached, Kate realized this 
was no woman, but a teenage girl. When she arrived at the edge 
of the garden, within ear shot, Kate stepped forward and said, 
“Hello. Can I help you?”

“Hi, I’m Angela,” the girl said tentatively, raising her hand 
to wave and then shyly hiding it behind her back. “I was told 
by my aunt’s friend that I should come to this address at 10 
o’clock today and give this note to someone named Kate. Are 
you Kate?”

“Yes I am,” Kate smiled and stepped forward to take the 
envelope from the girl’s hand. As she did so, she muttered under 
her breath, “Well, this is certainly mysterious—good thing I 
love surprises.” Then, a bit louder, she said to the girl, “Won’t 
you sit down?” as she waved Angela towards the empty seat just 
beside her own.

Kate settled herself back into her chair and opened the 
envelope. Angela looked around, meekly but appreciatively, 
drinking in the bright colors and heady fragrance of the 
garden.

As soon as Kate glanced at the words scrawled on the paper, 
she immediately recognized the handwriting of her teacher. 
Before she even read a word, tears spontaneously welled in 
her eyes. Angela noticed and quickly looked away, deliberately 
focusing on the birdhouse in the corner of the garden, alive 
with the comings and goings of an active feathered family.

Kate read the note to herself,
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Dear Kate,
I know you were expecting me to come to your home so we could 

chat today, just as we have for the last 29 days… and I apologize 
if you’ve prepared for me (despite the fact that you know that’s 
impossible, and was never part of our ‘spontaneity agreement’), 
but I thought you might enjoy a little change of pace.

Meet Angela. In case you haven’t already introduced yourselves, 
she’s the girl who delivered this note to you. She could use some 
loving guidance. Of course, the very first person I thought of to 
help her was you.

“Me!?” Kate exclaimed out loud, and then, realizing what 
she’d done, looked up at Angela who was watching Kate out of 
the corner of her eye and shifting uneasily in her chair. “Sorry,” 
Kate said.

Angela smiled meekly and Kate immediately went back to 
the note, eager to read more from her teacher.

Angela is 17 and has a history of anorexia and bulimia. She’s 
been under a lot of stress lately at school and at home, and she’s 
been binge eating.

“No.” Kate said flatly, dropping the paper into her lap, 
again without realizing she was speaking aloud, “You cannot be 
serious.”

Catching herself again, she glanced towards Angela who was 
now perched on the edge of her seat, pretending to be absorbed 
in other things.

I know what you may be thinking, ‘How can I help her?’ And to 
that I have only one thing to say, How can you not help?

Kate stopped reading and looked up from the note, not at 
Angela, but into the distance, towards a patch of forget-me-nots 
just beginning to bloom. She sat there, silent, her indignation 
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and panic turning into sullen contemplation.
After a few moments, Angela—now growing used to this 

strange woman who spoke to herself—heard Kate say, almost in 
a whisper, “I don’t know.” She then watched Kate’s expression 
transform almost instantly from brooding confusion to elation. 
What Angela did not know is that Kate had inwardly heard 
something, louder and stronger and more tangible than she 
had ever heard it before—the Voice of the Soul, saying, “You 
do know…” It continued, “Look to your heart… right there 
Kate… you do know. And it’s time for you to share that.”

With one last sniffle, Kate pulled herself together and said, 
“You’re right.”

Sitting straight up and exhaling deeply in an attempt to 
center herself, Kate looked Angela directly in the eye, and 
laughed, “I’m sorry Angela. You must think I’m a nut case or 
something, sitting here ignoring you, reading this note and 
talking to myself. I’m not really crazy.” She paused, laughing 
again. “At least I don’t think I am.”

A small smile broke across Angela’s lips and she said, “That’s 
okay. Sometimes I talk to myself too. It doesn’t bother me.” And 
then after a pause, she continued with a slight shrug, “Besides, 
I think everyone’s a little crazy.”

“You’re right,” Kate nodded her agreement. “And you’re 
brave, you know that? Coming to my house this way, without 
even knowing me, or what to expect.”

“Yeah right. That’s me—brave!” The thought of which made 
Angela burst out in defeated laughter. Then, catching herself, 
she let out a long sigh and again turned sullen, staring at the 
grass by her feet. “I’m not brave at all,” she shrugged. “I think 
it’s more that I just don’t really care anymore, you know? I 
mean, I feel so done with everything. Have you ever felt that 
way, just done?” As she said this, tears sprung to her eyes. Kate 
smiled.

Angela continued, wiping her eyes with the corner of her 
sleeve, “But it feels so peaceful in this garden, like such an 
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oasis, away from it all. I haven’t felt like this since… well… I 
don’t know if I’ve ever felt like this. So the truth is, no matter 
how nutty I think you are, I just can’t tear myself away.”

“You’re honest,” said Kate. “I like that.”
“You know what they say. When you have nothing to lose…” 

Angela shrugged again, and the two of them smiled at each 
other appreciatively.

It was Angela who spoke next. “Are you having a party?” 
she asked, pulling herself up a bit straighter in her chair.

“What?”
“A party.”
“What makes you think that?”
“Those,” Angela said, pointing at the perfectly stacked 

presents.
“Oh,” Kate had almost forgotten the morning she had 

planned. “Well, no.” But then she caught herself and said, “I 
mean, yeah. Yes, a party—that’s exactly what this is—a welcome 
party. For you.”

“For me?”
“Yes! And these gifts are for you.”
“Why?”
“Because.”
“Because why?”
“Just because. Haven’t you ever not known why… and just 

decided to love it?!”
Angela looked confused, “I can’t…”
“You can’t what? Accept gifts when you don’t know, ‘Why?’” 

Kate made quotation marks with her fingers in the air. “Where 
the heck’s the spontaneity in that?”

“You are so weird.” Angela shook her head in disbelief, her 
small smile growing.

“Yeah, I am,” Kate said, which made them both laugh.
“But a good weird, I’d say.”
“So you want to have a party?”
“Yeah, I guess. I mean, why not? Even if this is the most 
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bizarre day I’ve ever had. Showing up at a complete stranger’s 
home, to find this amazing garden and all these gifts… for me? 
I don’t know if I can accept such… I don’t understand.”

“Angela, I’ve learned something very powerful recently, 
from a very wise Soul. You don’t have to understand anything in 
life. You just have to love it.”

Angela looked at Kate, stunned, pondering her words but 
not knowing at all how to respond.

“That’s when you realize that life is full of sweet surprises,” 
Kate went on, “and that every day’s a gift. And it feels to me, 
Angela, like it’s high time you learned how to receive.”

“Okay, okay.” Angela laughed and threw her hands up in 
the air, “I don’t understand any of this… but I guess I love it!” 
She paused as her smile grew even bigger, and her eyes widened 
with surprise, “Wow—that felt pretty good.”

“Yeah, it does, doesn’t it?” Kate was obviously delighted. 
“You catch on pretty quick.” Kate gestured towards the chair 
Angela was seated in, “So, luckily you’re already seated in the 
‘place of honor.’ But before you open your gifts, I’d like to tell 
you a bit about each of them.”

“Okay,” said Angela leaning forward in her seat.
“Now,” Kate began, “these are very important gifts, for one 

reason only. There’s more thoughtfulness to them than there 
may appear to be on the surface. Each was carefully selected as 
sort of an ‘inside joke’ between me and my teacher—I’ll let you 
in on them as you open each one.”

Angela nodded.
“Okay, are you ready?”
“Yes,” Angela said, as she sat up straight in her chair. She 

no longer looked small and waif-like, as though she wanted to 
be invisible, but more like a princess on her throne, awaiting 
her due splendor.

“First there’s this,” Kate pushed the outstanding bouquet of 
wildflowers, bursting from their vase, towards Angela.

“Oh, I love them,” Angela clapped with delight. “I noticed 
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them the minute I stepped into your garden and I thought, 
‘anyone who can arrange such gorgeous flowers can’t be all that 
bad—even if she does talk to herself.’”

They both laughed at that, and Kate said teasingly, “Yes 
I see that this unstructured expression of beauty is entirely 
appropriate for you—natural, free spirited and exquisitely 
unpredictable!”

“Thank you, Kate,” Angela was clearly touched, even more 
by Kate’s observations of her than by the gift. Suddenly feeling 
embarrassed by all of the unsolicited attention, she looked away 
from Kate. But unable to help herself, she touched the flowers 
lightly, slowly leaning forward in her seat to drink in a deep, 
long sniff of their incredible fragrance. “They’re gorgeous.”

“And then,” Kate pulled a flat package from behind the 
others, “there’s this.” Angela took the present from Kate and very 
carefully untied the bow and unwrapped the paper, revealing 
an oil painting of what she immediately recognized to be the 
very garden they were now seated in. Kate’s garden, but bathed 
in moonlight. To Angela it seemed alive with light and color, 
but what struck her most was its incredible, unearthly essence 
of deep warmth. She was unexpectedly, profoundly moved.

Nearly breathless, she whispered, “Who painted this, 
Kate?”

“I did,” she replied, with a Cheshire cat-like grin.
“Oh my God. Kate! This is spectacular,” Angela looked up 

and swept her arm over the area surrounding them, “It’s this 
garden, isn’t it? But at night. And what a night!”

“Yes,” Kate smiled. “I’ll tell you about that night 
sometime.”

When Kate saw that Angela had fully absorbed the little 
masterpiece, she took another gift from the table. This time it 
was the largest box. She placed it on Angela’s lap, and the two 
of them laughed in unison. As Angela looked at the box, she 
suddenly felt overcome by all of it—Kate’s unexpected show of 
love—and it brought tears to her eyes.
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“I got this present last week,” Kate said, “the day after my 
first date with my new boyfriend, Jake. We saw it while we were 
window shopping, and I just had to go back and get it. To me it 
had my teacher written all over it.”

“Oh Kate, are you sure? I mean it sounds to me like this is 
meant for your—”

“No, no. It’s for you,” Kate replied firmly. “I’m certain. All 
of these gifts are for you.”

Angela smiled and gingerly, but eagerly, untied the smooth 
blue satin bow. She took the lid off of the wooden box to find a 
delicate, hand painted tea set. “It’s one of a kind,” Kate said. “Go 
on, touch it.” Angela did, very carefully, grazing her fingertips 
over the surface, almost reverently. It felt buttery smooth.

“The artist who made it is a really wonderful person. There’s 
a short bio about him in the box. It even states that he makes 
everything with love—something my teacher would most 
definitely appreciate.” Again it looked like Angela was about 
to protest the gift, but Kate stopped her, “You know, now that 
I think of it, she already has an amazing tea set. So although I 
didn’t know it at the time, I’m certain now that I bought this 
set for you.”

“Oh my God. Kate, I can’t. I mean this is way too much. It’s 
practically the nicest thing I’ve ever seen in my whole entire life 
and, and—”

“And it’s yours. I insist. Although, you can’t bring it home 
until we christen it together first. We’ll have our own little tea 
party, you and I,” Kate said with a certain gleam in her eye.

Kate didn’t leave Angela a moment to continue her protest. 
Instead she pulled from the table a small, brightly patterned 
cloth bag, which perfectly matched the colors in the tea set, 
saying, “So you will most definitely be needing this! I dried 
some mint from my garden. For tea. Specifically to christen that 
tea pot with. Here, smell it.”

Angela leaned over the bag and inhaled such a deep whiff 
of the herbs that Kate thought she might fall off of her chair. 
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“Oh my God. Oh, wow.” Angela collapsed back into her seat, 
swooning. “That’s soooo wonderful!”

This was just the reaction Kate was hoping for. She smiled 
broadly adding, “And… I’ve made some lemon squares from 
scratch, with my special recipe, to go with the tea.”

“Oh.” Angela suddenly looked deflated, as if her entire 
world had just crumbled, then she said tentatively, “I don’t eat 
sweets.”

“You don’t?” Kate said cheerily. “But these aren’t just any 
sweets. These lemon squares have a special ingredient.”

“Really?” Angela was intrigued despite herself, “A special 
ingredient?”

“Yes, these lemon squares are prepared, from start to finish, 
with love!”

“Oh.” Angela was, again, taken off guard, not knowing what 
to make of Kate’s statement, “Really?”

“Yes, and even if you don’t care to eat any of them today, I’ve 
decided that I’m going to share this recipe with you, so that just 
like me, you’ll realize the secret of masterful food preparation 
and eating too.”

“Uh, okay…,” was all Angela could say.
“Great! So then, last but not least…”
“Oh no,” Angela laughed. “No more. Please. I can’t take any 

more!”
“I know just how you feel, Angela, and why it is you feel so 

full. Do you want to know?”
“Of course I do. I mean, is there any reason why I’m finding 

all of this so overwhelming other than the fact that I am feeling 
things I’ve never felt before in my entire life. I didn’t even know 
it was possible to have feelings like this.”

“Well,” Kate said craftily, “I’m going to let you in on another 
little secret.”

“I love secrets,” Angela said.
“Good,” Kate replied.
Leaning forward until she was just a few inches from 

| 285GRATITUDE



Angela, Kate whispered, “In case you haven’t noticed, Angela, 
I’ve touched upon every one of your five senses with these gifts 
now. Sight—with the flowers and painting. Touch—with the tea 
set. Smell—with the mint. And taste—with my lemon squares. 
Now there’s one last sense to bring into play.”

“Hearing.” Angela piped in.
“Yes, hearing!”
“But, I don’t get it, why the five senses?”
“My teacher taught me many valuable things. But one of the 

most valuable was how to put yourself in Heaven.”
“What?!”
“That’s right.”
Now it was Angela who leaned forward and whispered, 

“How?” as if she were asking for forbidden fruit, wanting with 
all of her heart to devour it.

Kate smiled, happy that Angela had so eagerly taken 
her bait. “Well… whenever we use all five of our senses 
simultaneously, we automatically become alert, awake and 
alive—more conscious, as my teacher would say. That throws us 
into our sixth sense—into Heaven, which I now know is a state 
of love.”

“Hmm.” Angela closed her eyes, leaned back in her chair and 
sighed a long, deep as the ocean sigh. Such a release appeared 
to be a first for her. “Wow,” Angela repeated, “Heaven is love.”

Kate took full advantage of the moment and before Angela 
could open her eyes said, “Just stay right where you are, don’t 
move a muscle. There’s one final gift. But this one I have to read 
to you, to enliven your fifth sense, the sense of hearing.”

She leaned over and picked up the card from the table that 
had been lying under all of the gifts, and opened it. “This is 
something I found that touched me so deeply. It’s from a book 
that you may have heard about, Tuesdays with Morrie by Mitch 
Albom. He wrote it about his teacher, who he visited each week. 
And I feel like his experience of meeting with his teacher was in 
many ways like mine.” Kate cleared her throat and read,
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Have you ever really had a teacher?
One who saw you as a raw but precious thing, a jewel that 

with wisdom, could be polished to a proud shine? If you are lucky 
enough to find your way to such teachers, you will always find 
your way back.

When she finished reading, Kate wiped a tear from the 
corner of her eye and looked up, just as Angela sat straight up 
in her chair.

“That’s beautiful. I love it, Kate. What a dream,” she swooned. 
“I’ve never had a teacher like that, or have even known anyone 
like that. But you have?”

“Oh yes,” Kate smiled. “I have.”
And without having to hear Kate say it, Angela knew that 

Kate was thinking of the woman who she referred to as ‘my 
teacher’.

After a slight hesitation, not wanting to interrupt the 
profundity of the moment, Angela asked, “It says if you are 
lucky enough to find your way to such teachers, that you will 
always find your way back. Back to where?”

“Well, I’m not sure if this is what Mitch Albom meant when 
he wrote that, but to me it means,” she leaned over and pointed 
at Angela’s heart, “back to here.”

“Oh,” said Angela.
Then, despite herself, Kate began to dreamily reminisce, 

thinking over the past month as she closed her eyes and sank 
into her chair.

Angela sat quietly for a moment, first studying Kate 
appreciatively then surveying her gifts and their beautiful 
garden backdrop. She sighed deeply, and when Kate opened her 
eyes and looked at her, she couldn’t help but ask, “Do you mind 
if I come back again, to see you Kate?”

Kate reluctantly shook off her reverie and, remembering the 
fullness of the present moment, turned to Angela and beamed, 
“Of course you can, Angela. I’d love that. And besides, I still 
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owe you a tea party, remember?”
“Oh yes!” Once again, Angela clapped her hands together. 

“You know what, Kate? I feel like I’ve known you forever. And 
this might sound crazy, but this has been just about the best day 
of my whole life. And to think I almost didn’t come here today. 
It was so outside of my normal, well-protected box, to come see 
a total stranger, to deliver something to her not even knowing 
why.”

“Why did you come then?”
“Now you’re really going to think I’m crazy, but it was like 

a little voice inside of me just wouldn’t take no for an answer. It 
was almost like I was compelled to come.”

“No,” Kate smiled. “I don’t think you’re crazy at all. As a 
matter of fact, I thought that’s what you were going to say.”

“Really?” Angela shook her head in disbelief. “I’m glad I 
came. You know how I said I was feeling like I had given up 
before? Now I just feel gratitude. Like I’m full of it, and it feels 
good.”

“I remember feeling the same way, the first day I met my 
teacher. But you know something else? I also remember that 
when we began our work together, I couldn’t wait for it to be 
over. You see, she was teaching me sort of a ‘non-diet,’ and I 
wanted to lose weight now! No dilly dallying for me. I wanted 
to be skinny yesterday. Isn’t that hilarious? Now I feel as if I 
could revel in the month that we spent together forever.”

“You mean you’ve had problems with your weight? Wow, 
I’d never have known that. You look so beautiful. I’d say, just 
right.” Angela said sincerely, and with a hint of envy.

Kate smiled, “Thank you. But believe me, that wasn’t always 
the case. It’s true though, now that I hear you say it, if I had to 
put it any way I’d say that I finally feel ‘just right.’ Although I 
have to tell you, I have no idea what I weigh now. I only know 
that I fit into jeans that I haven’t worn since 11th grade, when 
I was my most fit and healthy. I think I was a size 8. So that 
means I am now the weight I feel happy and free at. Although 
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I think that even if I was a size 10, 14 or whatever now, I’d still 
feel this happy with myself. Weight to me has become such an 
afterthought, if any thought at all. Now I just feel healthy and 
wise and so, so full!”

“Full.” Angela savored the word on her tongue, as if she 
was hungry to experience it. “I’d love to feel that way—the way 
you’re describing that you feel now.”

Kate smiled at Angela appreciatively.
Then, not knowing if she was venturing into delicate 

territory, Angela asked, “What happened to your teacher, Kate? 
Did she die or something?”

Kate looked at Angela squarely and laughed, “Oh her, she’ll 
never die. She’s all love, and if she taught me anything, she 
taught me this,” Kate folded her hands in her lap and breaking 
into her best teacher imitation said, “Love is eternal.”

That night, Kate sat on her bed, stroking Ralph and looking 
out the window at her moonlit garden when she suddenly 
remembered that she hadn’t finished reading the note from her 
teacher.

She reached into her jeans pocket to pull out the carefully 
folded paper and smiled while opening it. Then read,

In case you hadn’t guessed, I’m passing the torch now Kate, 
because the very best way for us to truly know what we’ve received 
is to give it.

I’d like you to have a perfect mirror to reflect your beauty, just 
as you were for me, and I can’t think of a better reflection than a 
lovely, bright 17-year-old.

Cherish your time together Kate, just as I have cherished my 
time spent with you.

Kate folded the letter and, on an impulse, put it in the 
pocket of Ralph’s big, bulky red sweater bed. She let out a big, 
contented sigh and smiled.
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I heard that Kate and Angela became fast friends. That Angela 
visited Kate often, and Angela is now happy and thriving. She 
is about to graduate high school with honors and will attend a 
school of culinary arts come fall.

Kate and I never did have our ‘final’ meeting. Which I 
feel is most appropriate, in a world only ripe with bright new 
beginnings. 
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SOMETHING TO CHEW ON

It is not the function of God’s teachers to evaluate the 
outcome of their gifts. It is merely their function to give them. Once 
they have done that they have also given the outcome, for that is 
part of the gift. No one can give if he is concerned with the result 
of giving. That is a limitation on the giving itself, and neither the 
giver nor the receiver would have the gift. Trust is an essential 
part of giving; in fact, it is the part that makes sharing possible, 
the part that guarantees the giver will not lose, but only gain. Who 
gives a gift and then remains with it, to be sure it is used as the 
giver deems appropriate? Such is not giving but imprisoning.

It is the relinquishing of all concern about the gift that makes it 
truly given. And it is trust that makes true giving possible. Healing 
is the change of mind that the [Soul] in the [student’s] mind is 
seeking for him. And it is the [Soul] in the mind of the giver Who 
gives the gift to him. How can it be lost? How can it be ineffectual? 
How can it be wasted? God’s treasure house can never be empty. 
And if one gift is missing, it would not be full. Yet is its fullness 
guaranteed by God. What concern, then, can a teacher of God have 
about what becomes of his gifts? Given by God to God, who in this 
holy exchange can receive less than everything?

   ~ A Course In Miracles

SOUL-FULL EATING EXERCISE #30

You’ve done it! You’ve completed this journey. Almost.
In this world there are no endings, only new beginnings. 

Now the rubber meets the road. It’s time to share, because “what 
you give, you receive.” And it’s not until we show ourselves 
gratitude—via sharing our gifts—that we can know what it is 
we have received.

Actually, sharing the gifts that you have received these past 
thirty days will happen automatically, since you have changed 
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quite dramatically since day one—if not externally yet, most 
definitely internally.

Whether or not you feel ready to extend advice and wisdom 
to someone with an eating disorder like Angela, there is one 
thing that you can share with everyone and anyone you meet—
something which is often more valuable than straightforward 
advice—unconditional love.

Now that you have completed the program, you have the 
unique opportunity to share your experiences with others. In 
the epilogue  you’ll find information about how to stay involved 
with the Soul-Full Eating community and share these lessons 
with your own family and friends. But today, just notice how 
each and every interaction you have—whether with strangers 
or intimate friends—has the ability to affect not only your 
experience of life, but another’s. Just as Kate’s open generosity 
helped Angela learn to receive the gift of Heaven on earth, you 
can also give—with no strings attached—the gift of love.

Happiness cannot be traveled to, owned, earned, worn or consumed. 
Happiness is the spiritual experience of living every minute with 
love, grace and gratitude.

~ Denis Waitley
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E P I L O G U E

Count Your 
Blessings, Not Your 
Calories
… and the p lace wh ich may seem l ike the end may 

a l so  be on ly  the beg inn ing .

       ~ Ivy Baker Pr iest

TODAY, IT’S MY TURN TO EXPRESS MY GRATITUDE TO YOU.
I’d like to thank you from the bottom of my heart 

because, like Kate, you have been brave and true to yourself. 
You’ve committed to staying with the process these past 30 
days, so candidly and consciously looking at yourself, your 
relationships—in essence, your entire life—with your eyes and 
heart wide open, willing for transformation. I am very happy 
for you. There is no goal to reach, no “end” to attain that is 
more important than this.

As I said yesterday, although this is the apparent end of the 
program, you’ve actually just begun. And now that you know 
the “rules” of this game of life, you can begin to really play.



SUMMING IT UP

This story of Kate’s 30 Days of Soul-Full Eating is a universal 
metaphor for awakening.

Over the past 30 days, you have learned to fully honor your 
Self and live in the present moment. We’ve used eating, food, 
forgiveness and love as the focal points for liberation from the 
pain-promoting identity of the ego. By learning to hear and feel 
the Voice of the Soul, you’ve been awakening from the dream 
that you are separate from the Divine.

You followed along with Kate as she began her journey by 
learning to distinguish between the ego and the Soul. Slowly 
but surely, through experiences like the “tea party” with her 
teacher, and her moonlit early morning in the garden, Kate 
learned to recognize the deep-seated peace and security that 
comes with living from the Soul—a sharp contrast to her ego-
fueled “pudding parties” and struggle with food and dieting.

As Kate discovered the power of forgiveness to remove 
obstacles to love’s presence, a massive clearing ensued—of her 
cabinets, her closet and her past—an “undoing” or unlearning of 
all the patterns that promoted feelings of isolation, separateness, 
and fear. Aided by her keen sense of humor and newfound 
ability to surrender (“I don’t know what it is, but I love it!”), 
Kate showed an uncompromising willingness to question—not 
just her dietary habits, but every value that she held.

With a heavy emphasis on relationships, Kate began to heal 
her past, starting with the key players in everyone’s life—Dad 
and Mom—working all the way up to the present, until she 
found herself in a blossoming, entirely new and baggage-free 
relationship with Jake.

Finally, Kate learned that the ultimate key to receiving love 
in her own life was to express love unconditionally to others, 
which in turn opened her up to receiving more than she ever 
could have imagined.

So let me ask you, how could any diet—or any path—based 
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on deprivation, that asks us to manipulate, contrive our lives, 
constrict and constrain ourselves, or that prods us to give up 
what we love, prepare us for that?

Instead, the Food: A Love Story path has focused on one 
theme consistently—Self Love—accepting more from life by 
being appreciative and present. This path teaches us how to 
make choices based on love, that heal inner conflict and bring 
about a state of absolute, uncompromising authenticity. By now, 
you have surely realized that this spirited path of learning is not 
an “other-worldliness” to be attained, but a series of practical 
changes in the arena of day-to-day living which make us happier, 
healthier and more whole. As we make these changes within 
ourselves, we automatically begin to have a healing influence 
on the world around us.

One of the miraculous things about a life lived with full 
attention and presence is the opportunity this affords us to dig 
deeper and experience the revelations that continually unfold, 
in every moment. (So there really is no end!) Now, having 
experienced this past month, you’ll be much more aware of 
opportunities disguised as obstacles, and be able to use them to 
grow in relationships and to connect to life in more powerful 
and profoundly fulfilling ways.

I wrote this program based on my 15-plus years of experience 
working with clients from all over the world. The journey that 
Kate undertook closely mirrors the same path that I have seen 
other clients traverse—though I must admit, very few people 
have completed this journey in such a short period of time. But 
having witnessed Kate’s complete transformation, you’ve seen 
for yourself that it is possible to live Heaven on earth. And that, 
to learn how to do this is, in fact, our very reason for coming 
into human existence.

For the purpose of our 30-day program, I condensed Kate’s 
journey of awakening into one whirlwind month. But how 
long each individual takes to complete this process is unique 
and varied. While it is possible to reach a state of liberation 
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in 30 days, it could also take 30 weeks, 30 months or even 30 
years depending on each student’s personal situation, focus and 
commitment. But really, how long it takes someone to awaken 
is of little importance, because there really is nowhere to go. 
Everyone is on the path to their own Self-liberation, whether 
they are aware of it, or not. In fact, you’re already there—that’s 
the blessed irony of the situation. We just need to wake ourselves 
up, via unconditional love, to know that.

Food: A Love Story illustrates the most important Truth of 
all, that we are already perfect and complete. No matter how 
many layers of pain and denial we pile on top of our perfection, 
we are at our core already, entirely, whole.

DEVELOPING A REGULAR PRACTICE

Now that you have completed the program, I encourage you 
to go back and look at your answers to the “Are you Soul-Full?” 
questionnaire that you filled out at the beginning of your Food: 
A Love Story journey. Enjoy answering each of the questions 
again, noticing how you’ve changed.

I also suggest that you revisit the lessons, now taking the 
time to read through each one of them at your leisure, letting 
each day’s message soak in as you even more deeply explore its 
meaning in the context of your life. You may choose to focus 
on one lesson each week, reading that story each morning, 
meditating on it, and then doing the exercise until you feel 
you’ve mastered it—whatever feels best to you. I also encourage 
you to continue to listen to the meditation recording—in the 
morning when you first wake up, in the car on the way to work, 
before each meal or at night when you’re about to fall asleep.

However you choose to integrate Food: A Love Story into 
your daily routine, it is important to create a practice around this 
intention to form a deep connection with Soul. And although 
you’ll now be striking out on your own, have no fear! We are 
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still here to offer support and encouragement as you carry on 
with this most delightful, sometimes difficult and ultimately 
joy-filled journey.

And the end of all our exploring will be to arrive where we started 
and know the place for the first time.
  ~ T.S. Eliot

How far you’ve come—you and Kate together! Each day, 
you’ve allowed your doubts and fears, one by one, to perish, 
while revealing to yourself everything you truly treasure. 
You’ve released yourself to the subtle, inner-glow of life, 
allowing yourself to, often quite unexpectedly, unearth gladness 
and wonder and the miraculous right here on earth in the 
midst of your everyday, “ordinary” life. In short, you’ve been 
awakening.

You arrived via fearless Self-inquiry, allowing yourself to 
believe, no matter how difficult it may have been at times, that 
love will never fail you.

There’s no more shirking from life for you. Be bold. Be 
joyous. Be brave. Be steadfast as you continue to traverse the 
worlds within and the worlds without, even in the face of 
obstacles and pain.

Now you can relax, and enjoy the journey. Along with eating 
with love, what’s grown with love, prepared with love and served 
with love, explore some new self-nurturing pastimes—walking, 
writing, meditation, singing, yoga, painting, eating sumptuous 
meals by candlelight, creative movement, roller skating, dance, 
slowing down, bubble bathing, finding balance in your work 
and play. Give to yourself often. Bask in a perfect sunrise, take 
a dip in a freezing river or a walk in the misty rain, scratchy 
sand or shimmering, powdery snow. Wiggle your toes over a 
mountainside or toast them in warm wooly socks by a raging 
fire. Make every day fulfilling, extraordinary, delight-full, while 
you bask often in solitary moments that whisper, “This is just 
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for you.”
Isn’t it easier to know we are all headed home? And when 

you reach your destination, you’ll find you remember what 
you’ve always known. You’ll see life as you are.

You are the one you’ve been waiting for—a Brilliant Soul, 
come to life.

Count your blessings, not your calories (or money, titles 
and possessions), and don’t be shy to ask for the greatest gift 
of all—a grateful heart. Let every day deepen your Divinity and 
don’t ever, ever stop until you are completely full.

I cannot wait to see where this journey takes you, and I look 
forward to sharing with you further, as we all bring Heaven to 
earth!

Abundant Blessings to you always.

My Most Sincere Gratitude,

Maureen Whitehouse
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WHAT’S NEXT…

You’ve followed along with Kate on her fantastic food 
journey from “I’m not” to “I am!”

You’ve discovered, right along with her, some powerful keys 
to living a joyous and deeply fulfilling life.

But Kate’s story of awakening to discover the power of Soul 
was just the appetizer... now you’re ready for more... you’re 
ready to make Kate’s realizations your own.

 

Food
Your Love Story
THE MAIN COURSE

 
www.eatwithlove.com



STAYING INVOLVED

So how do you feel to have completed the Food: A Love Story 
30 Day Program?

I mean really, how do you feel?
Right now, sit back, close your eyes and notice your 

feelings…
Here’s how I felt when nearing the end of this process 

of putting Food: A Love Story onto the page. For me, it was 
uncharacteristically difficult to write this epilogue. Quite odd, I 
thought, since the rest of the program had so effortlessly flowed 
from my pen. So I sat back to feel where this sudden writer’s 
block was coming from. As I did so, I felt a tinge of melancholy 
well up from within me and I heard its small, dejected voice 
say, “Every good thing must end.” Then I noticed that this 
naysayer’s pronouncement was accompanied by a subtle, yet 
growing feeling of sadness, deep in my belly.

Obviously, my ego was having a hard time accepting that 
this program was over, but the Soul, on the other hand—with its 
opposite and equally liberating interpretation—reminded me, 
“There is no end! All change is not only good, but necessary—
the way to usher in bright and new beginnings.”

So I’ve decided once and for all to nix that unproductive 
belief in sad endings, and instead focus on the new start we 
have before us, affirming, “Every ending brings with it new, and 
even more fulfilling, beginnings.” That’s why I am now working 
with my awesome (and dedicated to bringing Heaven to earth) 
team of creatives to develop a Food: A Love Story online/offline 
community. So really, we have all just begun! There’ll be plenty 
more developments so stay tuned to hear about them all.



Among other things, if you 
so choose to receive them, 
we’ll be sending you a Soul-
Full Living Newsletter. These 
emails are meant to inspire 
you as well as help keep you 
focused and on track, with 

recipes, restaurant reviews and other food for thought. Visit: 
www.soul-fulleating.com to sign up for our newsletter now, to 
keep abreast of and be involved with our progress. (We keep all 
email addresses completely confidential.)

To insure that this program 
continues to be successful for 
you, set up the conditions for 
success in your life. One 
simple way to do this, if 
you’re so inspired, is to share 
with friends and family the 
Food: A Love Story link: www.

eatwithsoul.com, so that they too can experience the journey 
you have begun and better relate to you through their own 
process of self-discovery. (For information about becoming an 
affiliate, partnering with us to promote the program, visit: 
www.soul-fulleating.com/soul-support/affiliate-program.)

Just as Kate has begun to 
build a community of like-
minded friends and 
confidants, including Jake 
and Angela, growing a group 
of trusted people who are 
traveling along the same path 
can make this journey easier 

and more fun-filled. As Kate learned, it can be wonderful to 



enjoy a meal alone, but the joy of creating, cooking and 
sharing food with others is unparalleled. To share this 
experience with others in a way that will keep you involved 
with the Soul-Full Eating lessons and journey, we encourage 
you to start a Soul-Full Eating Support Group. Visit:
www.soul-fulleating.com/soul-support/soul-support-groups. 
Gather a like-minded group to go through the program together 
in your home, at your local temple, church, yoga studio, 
meditation center, school, hospital, library or healthfood store. 
Start with a few close friends, and watch the fullness grow. Or, 
like both Kate and Angela did, step out of your “comfort zone”—
just put up a notice and see who synchronistically shows up! 
(For info about Group Discounts, visit www.eatwithsoul.com/
group.html.)

However you choose to 
continue exploring the lessons 
and exercises of Food: A Love 
Story, we hope that you will stay 
in touch by emailing us your 
questions, thoughts, feedback 
and suggestions.
 

Last but not least, we invite you to send us a testimonial about 
your Food: A Love Story experience. If you have experienced a 
health and wellness realization, or a diet or spiritual success 
while following this program, we hope you will pass that 
gift along to others by sending us your personal story at: 
www.soul-fulleating.com/soul-support/success-stories.
or at: info@experienceaxiom.com. With your permission, 
we would like to share such inspirations with other program 
participants.Write whatever you like—including epiphanies, 
life changes you’ve made, how you now see yourself and the 
possibilities for your life. 



Feel free to check back in over time and send us your stories 
as you experience the blessed “ripple effect” that this program 
is sure to have on your life.

We LOVE Hearing from you!

All links and resources referred to in this book can be found at 
www.eatwithsoul.com/links
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