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I dedicate this work to the blind and low-vision people of the world who remain cut off from today’s electronic media and self-publishing revolutions.

According to the World Health Organization, there are 2.2 billion people living with vision impairment. Among them, 43 million are totally blind, and approximately 295 million live with moderate to severe vision loss. Because the digital and publishing worlds so often leave them behind, they are unjustly barred from sharing their stories, their wisdom, and their lives with their friends, families, and communities. I am brother to one million blinded military veterans of this precious  country/

In Matthew 25, Jesus explicitly identifies Himself with "the least of these our brethren. They are family. They are ken,

Who will have the courage to speak for them? Does anyone ca

Table of Contents

Prologue —  A Poem: Me and My Shadow

Chapter 1 — Introduction

Chapter 2 — The Early Patterns

Chapter 3 — The Formation of the Shadow

Chapter 4 — The Family Table

Chapter 5 — The Stories We Inherit

Chapter 6 — The Silent Agreements

Chapter 7 — The Elephant in the Room

Chapter 8 — The Lurking Shadow

Chapter 9 — The Shadow in Everyday Life

Chapter 10 — Grocery Store Ghosts

Chapter 11 — The Digital Mirror

Chapter 12 — The Age of Reaction

Chapter 13 — The Return to Awareness

Chapter 14 — Stardust and the Human Story

Chapter 15 — The Missing Manual

Chapter 16 — The Moment of Choice

Chapter 17 — Bringing It All Together

––––––––
[image: ]


CHAPTER 18 — THE GLOBAL Shadow: A View from the Horizon

Chapter 19 — A Eulogy for a World That Could Still Be Saved

Chapter 20 — Practicing Reflection Before Reaction

Chapter 21  — Becoming Aware of the Shadow

Chapter 22 — Reclaiming Attention from Technology

Chapter 23 — The Discomfort of True Stillness

Chapter 24 — Creating Emotionally Safe Relationships

Chapter 25 — Parenting Through Story Awareness

Chapter 26  — The Blind Architects of Reality

Chapter 27 — The Biological Betrayal of Organized Religion

Chapter 28 — The Great Blind Spot

Chapter 29 — The Ultimate Frontier

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 30.—Facing the Impossible

[image: ]


Appendix A — On the Making of This Book

Appendix B — Key Concepts and Terms

Appendix C — Practices for Daily Integration

Appendix D — What Neuroscience Can Teach Us

lAST Words

About the Author

About the Contributors

Other Books by Paschal Baute

About the Podcast: Grace, Grit and Hope

Prologue Poem: 

Me and My Shadow

This poem was written decades ago, long before I had the language for what I was trying to understand.

At the time, I did not call it “shadow work.”
I only knew I was trying to make sense of the parts of myself that did not fit, that reacted, that resisted, that lived beneath the surface of who I thought I was.
Looking back, I can see that this was the beginning.

What I was reaching toward then—through intuition, struggle, and reflection—has become the foundation of this book.

I offer it here as an entry point, not as explanation, but as experience.

— Paschal Bernard Baute
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ME AND MY SHADOW

I

We learn in many ways
and find we can still learn
about ourselves
at different levels of being,
as life invites us
to go deeper—
into titanic vaults
of unguessed wisdom.
Often we are too busy
to pay close attention,
to take time to feel and discover,
scarcely listening to ourselves,
seldom to our innermost selves—
that vast sea within,
seeking its voyager.
In the changing of seasons
and our search after life,
we are brought, slowly but surely,
sometimes by paths unforeseen,
to our own singular truth.
We have the right to understand
even those parts we disallow,
or have not yet grasped.



II

By midlife, a groundswell is impending—
for some a mild rumble,
for others an earthquake.
The storied house of cards collapses,
trashing marriage, career, family,
health, or reputation.
Sooner or later,
our shadows lengthen—
no longer rabbit-ears,
but lurking dinosaurs.
Paradox is the law of life:
warped hearts can be opened
only by being broken,
made whole by being cleft.
Healing begins when we confront
our unchosen distortions,
accept the hole in our hearts
as a pregnant void,
and discover that reason’s control
is partly myth, partly icon.
Whenever another entrances us,
we yearn for an untapped shadow-self—
our demon, genius, or muse—
the not-yet-unfolded whole soul.



III

Is anyone not bent?
Whose parents were perfect?
No one arrives at midlife untarnished.
Whatever we despise in others—
the cynic, the addict, the hypocrite—
is that unwelcome share
of ourselves we disown
by pressing our attack outward.
“I just hate intolerant people, don’t you?”

We become what we oppose.

Poised to sabotage
a lifetime’s work,
the midlife shadow waits
to drop its bomb
on spouse or nation.
When badness is only outside,
righteousness turns cruel.



IV

Neither men nor women
seem able to sustain
the union of passionate sex
and enduring love for long.
By midlife, women cool to Eros,
men to Agape;
each avoids what it fears.
Half-souls tap through prison walls,
staying because the devil within
feels safer
than the one outside.
Avoidance of shadow
is a fiction believed—
a masquerade parade.
Hell is the solitary dungeon
of self-righteous blame.
Each is, at times,
their own worst enemy.



V

“I do not do the good I want,
but the evil I do not want is what I do.” – Paul
“We can be redeemed
only to the extent
we confront ourselves.” – Martin Buber
“Man conceives a mortal enmity
against that truth which reproves him.” – Blaise Pascal
The darkest self-fraud of all
is to believe our intentions pure.
Without a glimmer of shadow,
we are beautiful sepulchers—
polished, but hollow.
We are asked to brave the shadow:

“Let the one without sin
throw the first stone.”



VI

Three remedies alone
can illumine the darkness,
heal the inner child,
and redeem the disowned self:
a sun,
a moon,
and a gentle eastern breeze.
Unless honesty with oneself
is valued more than being good
or accepted,
one is destined to self-deceit—
whether Pope or President.
Learning to live with one’s shadow
is walking humbly,
no matter how dark the valley—
an imperfect partner,
yet co-creator,
trusting that sunrise is near.



VII

Midlife calls us home
to an emerging, vaster self—
an inner compass recalibrated,
a courage to be imperfect,
to laugh at ourselves,
to love warts and all.
Shadow, once ensnared,
becomes treasure:
pearls in vessels of clay,
fractures filled with wholeness,
light indwelling light.
Forgiving love is present here;
each morning becomes
a shared, frolicsome melody.



VIII

“Be still and know that I am God.”

Lord, is even the darkness You?
Is my longing Your absence?
Are angels smiling now
as rainbow ends
in my sleeping soul?
Can I find the humor—
life as the jester, and I—
learning to laugh
at the pratfalls of my heart,
to play life in a new way—
not just to play,
but to be, playfully?
“Suffering ceases to be suffering
the moment it finds meaning.” – Viktor Frankl
“The courage to be is rooted
in the God who appears
when God has disappeared.” – Paul Tillich
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Introduction: 

The Wisdom of Not Knowing

At ninety-seven years old, I find that I am much more comfortable with “not knowing” than I was at twenty-seven.

In my seminary days, we were taught that we had all the answers. We had the Baltimore Catechism. We had the rules. We had a label for every sin and a category for every soul. We thought certainty was the same thing as faith.

But certainty is often just a defense mechanism of the shadow. We want to be “right” because being “wrong” feels dangerous. We want to be sure of heaven because we are terrified of the unknown.

The older I get, the more I realize that the most profound spiritual moments happen in the “I don’t know.” When we drop the need to be right, we open ourselves up to wonder. We stop looking at the Bible as a textbook and start seeing it as a landscape.

My wife Janette’s brother once asked her about the afterlife. She gave him a very practical, grounded answer. But then she sat quietly for a moment. She realized that the “not knowing” was where the peace lived.

The shadow wants a map. The soul just wants to go for a walk. If we can learn to live with the questions, the answers will eventually take care of themselves.

Reflection: What are you currently comfortable not knowing?
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