
Thanking the Universe
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I have noticed that the Universe loves gratitude. The more grateful you are, the more goodies you get. When I say “goodies,” I don’t mean only material things. I mean all the people, places, and experiences that make life so wonderfully worth living. You know how great you feel when your life is filled with love and joy and health and creativity, and you get the green lights and the parking places. This is how our lives are meant to be lived. The Universe is a generous, abundant giver, and it likes to be appreciated.

Think about how you feel when you give a friend a present. If the person looks at it and her face falls, or she says, “Oh, it’s not my size, or not my color, or I never use anything like that, or is that all there is,” then I am sure you will have little desire to ever give her a present again. However, if her eyes dance with delight, and she is pleased and thankful, then every time you see something she would like, you want to give it to her, whether you actually do so or not.

Gratitude brings more to be grateful about. It increases your abundant life. Lack of gratitude, or complaining, brings little to rejoice about. Complainers always find that they have little good in their life, or they do not enjoy what they do have. The Universe always gives us what we believe we deserve. Many of us have been raised to look at what we do not have and to feel only lack. We come from a belief in scarcity and then wonder why our lives are so empty. If we believe that “I don’t have, and I won’t be happy until I do…,” then we are putting our lives on hold. What the Universe hears is: “I don’t have, and I am not happy,” and that is what you get more of.

For quite some time now, I’ve been accepting every compliment and every present with: “I accept with joy and pleasure and gratitude.” I have learned that the Universe loves this expression, and I constantly get the most wonderful presents.

When I awaken in the morning, the first thing I do before I even open my eyes is to thank my bed for a good night’s sleep. I am grateful for the warmth and comfort it has given me. From that beginning, it is easy to think of many, many more things that I am grateful for. By the time I have gotten out of bed, I have probably expressed gratitude for 80 or 100 different people, places, things, and experiences in my life. This is a great way to start the day.

In the evening, just before sleep, I go through the day, blessing and being grateful for each experience. I also forgive myself if I feel that I made a mistake or said something inappropriate or made a decision that was not the best. This exercise fills me with “warm fuzzies,” and I drift off to sleep like a happy baby.

We even want to be grateful for the lessons we have. Don’t run from lessons; they are little packages of treasure that have been given to us. As we learn from them, our lives change for the better. I now rejoice whenever I see another portion of the dark side of myself. I know that it means that I am ready to let go of something that has been hindering my life. I say, “Thank you for showing me this, so I can heal it and move on.” So, whether the lesson is a “problem” that has cropped up, or an opportunity to see an old, negative pattern within us that it is time to let go of, rejoice!

Let’s spend as many moments as we can every day being grateful for all the good that is in our lives. If you have little in your life now, it will increase. If you have an abundant life now, it will increase. This is a win-win situation. You are happy, and the Universe is happy. Gratitude increases your abundance.

Start a gratitude journal. Write something to be grateful about each day. On a daily basis, tell someone how grateful you are for something. Tell sales clerks, waiters, postal workers, employers and employees, friends, family, and perfect strangers. Share the gratitude secret. Let’s help make this a world of grateful, thankful giving and receiving … for everyone!
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Thank God for What Doesn’t Need Healing
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One clear winter’s day, I decided to take a walk in the tiny Colorado wilderness town where I live. The sky was a shade of azure blue peculiar to the higher elevations of the Rockies. The early March sun poured like liquid gold through the limbs of tall spruce, creating dancing patterns of light in the delicate crystals of freshly fallen snow. Mountain peaks rose majestically in sculpted layers of greens and grays, piercing clouds that hung like fairy mist in the enchanted valleys below.

Marching resolutely down the road, I was all but blind to the extraordinary beauty. Attempting to relax before driving down the mountain to undergo a breast biopsy at the local hospital, I was actually reviewing the endless menu of dire medical possibilities that might materialize. As my mind slid into well-worn patterns of awfulizing, it gathered momentum. Not only might my body be in mortal danger, but my life wasn’t working so well in other ways either. Not only did the glass seem half empty, but the remaining water appeared downright polluted!

My youngest son, although nearly 22, was terribly upset by the recent separation of my husband of nearly 24 years and myself. My fault, of course. I felt overworked and burned out. Also my fault. What kind of crazy life had I managed to create—especially when I am supposed to be some kind of role model for others? Guilt, fear, anger, and disappointment joined the cacophony of inner voices accompanying me down the road on my attempt at a mindful relaxation walk.

I was rudely awakened from my toxic reverie by a searing pain in my hindquarters. Perfectly focused on my well-rehearsed mental movies, I had been completely unaware of the speedy approach of a large German shepherd who bounded up and bit me unceremoniously on the behind. My mental movie department immediately began to run a feature film starring my bare buttocks being sutured in the Boulder Community Hospital emergency room, while I was simultaneously being injected with huge doses of tetanus toxoid and rabies vaccine. I would, no doubt, miss my biopsy and have to undergo that second round of medical torture on another day.

I reached down into my pants expecting to encounter a sticky mass of blood. Strangely, my hand emerged perfectly clean. Energized by sudden hope, I slipped behind a bush and pulled my pants down. While a large red welt, framed by the impression of a perfect set of canine teeth, graced my derrière, the skin was magically unbroken. With a yelp of pure joy, I pulled up my pants and burst from the bushes with a whoop of uncensored gratitude. No emergency room. No tetanus shots. No slow death from rabies. I could get to the biopsy on time. Lucky me.

Suddenly, the entire scene seemed hilariously funny. The dog was transformed from a nasty cur to a Divine Messenger. “Wake up, you silly human! Feel the sun on your face and the wind in your hair. You are alive, and the world is beautiful. The mountains are alive, and the day is young. There are endless possibilities to experience and worlds to create.”

The veil of forgetfulness dropped from my eyes, and I suddenly found myself overwhelmed with gratitude for the gift of life. Every breath was precious. Every step was a miracle. The stresses I had obsessed about seemed like cleverly constructed challenges that beckoned me to create life more mindfully and authentically. Peace settled around me like a down quilt, and I felt held by unseen arms.

Gratitude is indeed like a gearshift that can move our mental mechanism from obsession to peacefulness, from stuckness to creativity, from fear to love. The ability to relax and be mindfully present in the moment comes naturally when we are grateful. One of the most delightful aspects of my Jewish heritage is the saying of Brachot, blessings or prayers of thanksgiving throughout the day. These are praises of God for creating a world of infinite wonder and possibility. There is a blessing upon seeing a star or a rainbow. There is a blessing for the gifts of food, wine, and water. There is even a blessing upon going to the bathroom for internal organs that function so well! I like to add impromptu blessings throughout the day. Thanks to the Infinite Creative Universe, the Unknown Mystery we call God, for creating German shepherds to wake us up at the most unlikely times!

I once attended a Charismatic Catholic healing service during which the priest led us in a prayer of gratitude for all the things in our life that did not need healing. Thank God the German shepherd didn’t break the skin. Thank God the breast biopsy was negative. Thank God I am healthy and able to remember—at least from time to time—that gratitude is the key to peace, joy, and creative choice. May you also be blessed with the gift of remembering. Take a moment tonight, before you go to bed, and give thanks for five things in your life that don’t need healing. Throughout the day, when you find yourself stuck in awfulizing about the things that seem wrong, remember to say a prayer of gratitude for all the things that are right.
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Grateful Reflections
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When I look back on my life and see how incredibly it has unfolded, with all of the lessons I have been taught by the Masters who have helped me look at the dark corners of my life, I am in awe at this wonderful thing called Life! So, yes, I am indeed grateful, at some times more than others, but nevertheless, I am filled with humbling gratitude that I have the opportunity to be acting out my life at this most auspicious time in the history of our planet.

Gratitude is something that is so important to one’s quality of life. For me, I know that when I am in gratitude, my channel is wide open for any and all good that could make its way to me. The opposite is also true. If nothing is happening in my life, all I have to do is check the gratitude barometer, and there it is. A closed heart renders a closed lifeline to the Source of all happiness, joy, and bliss.

It has become my practice to operate in the “act as if” mode—that is, I act as if I am grateful even when I am finding it difficult to muster up the fuzzy feeling that just naturally comes when one is thankful and grateful. And before too long, I AM grateful!

I have found that it is an interesting ritual to sing a tune to all the things I am grateful for when I am riding in my car. I begin my song with a simple thank you for whatever, and that whatever seems to unclog an endless supply of things that I am grateful for. This practice is especially uplifting if I am not in a particularly grateful mood. The tune or ditty becomes quite creative, and soon I find that I am smiling at myself, which, by the way, is a great way to nurture and amuse your own best friend—YOU!

Another thing I love to do is to say thank you! And I would add to that the word yes! As Louise Hay says in her wonderful affirmation, “I say YES to Life, and Life says YES to me!” With that kind of chemistry floating around in your head, your body, the ethers—emanating from you and touching everyone and everything—it’s bound to come back to you, and come back multiplied!

We sometimes forget that we are God-beings, and that the intent of the Creator was for us to enjoy this thing called Life! Our lessons can be filled with joy instead of so much pain, and when our attitude comes from a loving, grateful, and appreciative place of the heart, the Masters and the Angels and the Guides can assist us even more. When we ask for their assistance, we can be ever so grateful for this Planetary Hierarchy that is more than willing to help us. It is then that we realize that we are never alone on our path.

I find that the more willing I am to be grateful for the small things in my life, the bigger stuff just seems to show up from unexpected sources, and I am constantly looking forward to each day with all of the surprises that keep coming my way!
 
So, if your life is not working for you right now, it could be because that gratitude attitude needs a loving adjustment. Decree and affirm that you are willing to be more grateful, and watch Life’s gifts come to you. Also, be more willing to be giving. The more grateful you are, the more good will come to you; the more you give, the more you receive.

Life—how good it is! And so it is. And so be it!
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Patty
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There was no hope, I was told. It was only a matter of time before the hand of God reached out to take the small remaining spark of life from my deteriorating body. Each day I lay in the same spot staring at the wall next to me…waiting for Patty. She arrived at about 3:00 P.M. each day to read to me, hold my hand, wipe my brow, and speak kind words of reassurance. She left at 6:00 P.M. Each night I had to pretend it was okay for her to go, and then try to figure out why I was being served dinner yet again—a seeming waste of food.

Patty knew I was dying, and yet her eyes sparkled with hope, and her words were always cheerful. Even in the midst of my most painful times, she smiled and winked that special wink that said, “Stop all this self-pity stuff, and come up to my level to meet me.” Oddly enough, I did—each time. It wasn’t hard to do when I had a vibrant human being in front of me who cared about my last days…like it mattered. I dreaded the visiting relatives—the awkward silence, the downcast eyes, and the sorrow they broadcast every time they visited. It was more than I could take. Patty was different.

She wasn’t a trained nurse or even one of those special workers who went to classes to aid the terminally ill. She was simply a regular volunteer, but one who had decided to spend each afternoon of her life with a book in her hand reading to me. She loved books, and I can remember looking at her for hours, seemingly without even blinking as she read. She would read all the stories I loved to hear with great expression. Sometimes she would cry or laugh to illustrate the story better. Every so often she would look up to see if I was still with her or if I needed anything. I never did. Her presence was enough to send the pain and fear fleeing into a special hiding spot for the moments that she sat by my side.

The mornings were the worst. Again I was served a meal, much to my disgust. Why bother? Sometimes my body would feel like it was being eaten from the inside out, with all the accompanying pain that went with that vision. Sometimes I begged to be released from what I knew was coming. I prayed to whoever would listen, crying out that I was weary of all this trouble and expense…then Patty would show up, and everything would change. We never spoke of my impending death. She treated me like I was going to spring up and run the next track meet any minute! There was never the pity that I so often saw in the eyes of almost everyone else that came in. I knew the names of her children and her husband, and even once got to meet them all. What a family! None of them seemed to mind that they were in the presence of a dying person—like they all took an angel course or something! Patty told me the secret later, and it was the only time she ever mentioned her spirituality or anything to do with God.

She told me that all humans have a path that is known to God and that somehow I was right where I had agreed to be, and with all of it there was honor for some reason. I laughed at her as I looked around at my surroundings and saw my bedpan, my half-full urine bag, and the tubes that were connected to my wrists. My eyes had grown more red with each passing day, and my complexion had turned to ash. I motioned with my tube-laden hand and said out loud, “Some honor, huh?” We had a good laugh, but she continued. She told me that she and her family believed that I had selected a special thing to do for the planet, and that my situation was somehow appropriate in the scheme of God’s love. I didn’t understand that at all, but it comforted me anyway. Hours after she left, I thought a lot about what she had said.

The inevitable happened, and I received a major answer to my most often prayed-for request. I had asked God (whom I never spoke to before I got sick) to let me go in the presence of my angel Patty—and I got my wish!

It was far easier than I had thought…this dying thing. Patty was just getting into my favorite part of The Lord of the Rings when my heart stopped. There was a moment of fear when I realized what was happening, and Patty stopped reading as though I had sent her a mental message or something. She looked at me in a way I had never seen her do up till now, and then I realized she had seen this before. A faint knowing glint in her eyes said, “Go peacefully in the arms of God.” She placed her hand on my chest, we looked at each other in silence, and blackness took over for a moment or two.

There was tremendous light! I was free! I felt a grand release from my pain and began floating above my body while watching everything in the entire room. I saw my tired, frail body lying still on the bed with Patty’s hand still on my chest. She closed her book slowly and remained still. Only then did she cry a bit, but she shed tears of joy at my freedom…and her countenance seemed filled with honor for my life. I was watching the whole thing!

As I gently floated further away, I saw her astral wings and realized that just as I had somehow honored the Earth with my passing, she was honoring the Earth with her angelic service. Her body literally glowed with the role of who she was, as if there was a rainbow all around her head. My angel really was an angel…or at least an Earth angel! As the room faded, I realized that I hadn’t told Patty that I appreciated her hours of service and work making my dying bearable. My gratitude towards her flooded over me…but perhaps too late! Did she know of my thanks for how she had comforted me? I was overwhelmed with emotion to think that the one human being who had helped me the most in my entire life had never verbally heard me tell her I was grateful. Then I saw the others around me and understood everything. I was peaceful now. She knew. Don’t ask me how, but Patty knew. She knew how grateful I was even as I moved away. I saw her raise her open hand and lift her face to me as if she could actually see me! Was she waving? The surreal scene was beginning to fade, and my new surroundings were starting to take shape. It was time to leave.

Patty sat for a moment silently next to the body, with her hand and face uplifted to the ceiling. She had been here and done this before. She felt the essence of life leave her friend on the bed, then she waited for a moment for what always came next. She was overwhelmed by a celestial wash of love. The feeling in the room was so thick that it was like a fog of warm mist that vibrated with the gratitude of multitudes for what she had done. This is why she seldom cried with sorrow at this moment, for how could anyone be sorrowful at such an honored event? Grieving for the loss would come later, but for now Patty sat in the place of honor for some time and celebrated the life of the one she had helped. No one came in, and she was alone to feel the love, thanks, and gratitude of all the heavenly entities in God’s treasury that had gathered to lay hands on her. Patty understood what was happening and remained reposed and tranquil as she received her gifts of gratitude.

Feeling renewed, Patty slowly got up and gently covered her friend’s head with the three-day-old sheet. She rose and began her walk to the hospital office where, that very night, she would receive the name of her next terminal patient—a person whom she would be with to read to until the end, when she would again receive the anointing of gratitude and the incredible wash of love energy from those heavenly beings responsible for such things. Patty understood that what she had just gone through was the closest any human being on Earth could ever be to God…and she rejoiced in the opportunity to do it all again.
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I Love My Wall
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One Saturday after our excursion to Pizza Hut, the mall, and a movie, I drove my ten-year-old goddaughter Samantha to her family’s new residence. As we turned off the highway onto a dirt road that led to her house, my heart dropped to see that she and her parents were living in an old school bus in a field.

As Samantha showed me around her family’s quarters, I began to feel sad that this little girl whom I love so much was growing up in such a shoddy environment. As my eyes painfully fell upon rusted seams on the metal walls, cracked windows, and a leaking roof, I realized that her family had fallen into bare, subsistence living. I wanted to rescue her from such a barren plight.

Looking up at me with her big brown eyes, Samantha asked me, “Would you like to see my room?”

“Okay,” I answered hesitantly.

The child took me by the hand and guided me up a
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