
        
            
                
            
        


Testimonies

This work is brilliant. It is darker than the 53 Small Ways Back To Yourself but it is thought provoking to the reader and causes them to question what is happening for them. Sometimes it gives the answer to the question and sometimes it doesn’t. The wording is poetic and beautifully written. 

This book is best delved into rather than being read from cover to cover and is less about being entertained and more about being challenged to grow personally. The writer shows understanding and maturity.

~ Anna Louise, life coach at www.annalouiselifecoaching.com, New Zealand

 

The master of A Course In Miracles tells us that we are “Moving to a place beyond words on a journey without distance to a place we never left.” He’s literally helping us to “roll away the stone.” In his book, 97 Small Ways To Back Yourself, Philip J Bradbury is utilizing the era of less is more. He’s actually assisting us to cut our addiction to story by giving us just enough words to provoke a question or two. The tightly packed stories invoke more stillness and time to ponder, “And then what?” Illusions of despair and comfort may seem to come and go, but behind each story there is reality, there is God. Philip cleverly shows us our hidden fear of God by exposing our tendency to dive deep into fantasy whilst hardly daring to dip our toe in the waters of reality. I think congratulations are in order Mr Bradbury. I am looking forward to your account of what can happen when we drop the shackles of fantasy and dive headlong into God.

~Sallyann Gaelic, Writer and Teacher of A Course in Miracles, Greece

 

My dear talented friend's fantastic soulful exploration of Self – well done-yet again! To the wordsmith, the 'Gardener of Words' that is Philip J Bradbury. Anyway, it’s Coelho who should be quaking in his Brazilian leather loafers!

~ Yvie O’Shea, MA (Oxon), Teacher and Writer at The Language Labrynth https://web.facebook.com/thelanguagelabyrinth/
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O


nce upon a wobbly wheel, I awoke with an astounding idea to write a 53-word story … yes, that’s as astounding as my sad, little life gets … 

Of course, you’ve read this story before, if you have read the first book in this tetralogy1, 53 Small Ways Back To Yourself. 

The short version is that a silly, astounding idea turned up and so I leapt out of bed and acted on it. Then I asked for and received daily prompts which I continued to act on. I knew not why I was doing these silly, astounding tasks, each day, but it was fun and I felt strangely complete and calm with each completed task.

Little by little, those tiny tasks – or tiny stories – grew into a published book, a second published book, a third published book, a fourth published book and, as of today, a partly-finished mystery/romance novel, containing the 53- and 97-word stories … all because I listened to an illogical thought and I decided to have fun with it. I acted on it.

So, my astounding friend, as I asked in 53 Small Ways Back To Yourself, what idiotic, irrelevant, little astounding prompt has been knocking on the door of your soul? What inner prompting have you been ignoring? Write it down now.


		
				 

		

		
				 

		

		
				 

		

	

 

Now, get up and do it. You could find yourself where you never imagined yourself to be.

 

 

 

 

 


97 Small Ways Back To Yourself is about life – your life, my life, our lives – and its tiny, 97-word stories address the big questions of the human condition and tell of our simple greatness, our foibles and how to let go of the need to be something for somebody else. This book, then, has many uses:


		For daily meditations,

		For personal/spiritual development workshops,

		For teaching children (of any age) life lessons,

		As a coffee table book,

		For tiny moments of enjoyment,

		A conversation starter, and

		To remind you of who you are each day – simply great!



 

The few images here are from my own scrawly hand and … well .. enjoy them!

 


Thanks

I


 would like to thank all the things that have hissed me off … environmental savagery, political lies, media manipulation, police brutality, smelly socks, noisy frogs and a whole host of things that chose to upset me. Without them, many of these motes would not have been written.

I would also like to acknowledge a whole lot of lovely, amazing people and experiences that I could not resist writing about.

Actually, when I think about it, I’d like to acknowledge everything on this planet, in this life, for everything – absolutely everything – is a nudge to get pens scribbling on paper.

So, if you are part of everything or, indeed, nothing, then my gratitude to you and all who sails in her

 

 


Winds Of Hope

Wind rushes through and the trees change, losing their leaves. Growing stronger. And so must we.

Raising the winds of hope must incur an equal and opposite fall to the doldrums … unless there’s a bending and a loss.

Changing a relationship, job or location means letting go of that which angered us before. Otherwise, we marry another body but same person; another location, same neighbourhood.

Hoping for love without removing the blocks to love will ensure the zephyrs of hopelessness turn to an icy storm, chilling a fragile soul.

There is always letting go before attaining.


Aronx’s Mum

Arnox was as big as a skip, mean as a buzzard and happily cracked sculls. His woman, blonde and blingy, cracked walnuts between her knees and picked up coins with her labia. Though men paid for her nightly onstage nakedness, she was exclusively Arnox’s. Arnox, however, didn’t return exclusivity; he roamed and played every toe-curler offered … and many that weren’t.

Every mountain has a crack and Arnox’s was his mum. She’d taught him manipulation from birth, round her gnarly finger. Mess with her and Arnox’ll have your cracked scull in t’skip. 

We’re all exclusive to someone.


The Trapped Cowboy

He leapt from his horse; guns a’blazing, his mouth dry and heart pounding. He skittered behind a hedge, towing his horse. He looked through the gaps, saw nothing, and the deathly silence filled him with dread. He assessed his chances as his horse stood there quaking, it’s trusting button eyes looking at him, waiting for his next move.

Not the first time and he cursed his slow reactions. They’d be upon him soon if he didn’t make a sure move …

“Dinner’s ready, boys!” yelled his mother.

He smiled, leapt up and towed his wooden horse inside.


Transcendent Peace

Transcendent peace besets, upsets and regrets us.

Retaining contentment every moment, no matter our circumstances, is a driver with subtle relentlessness.

We choose misery and anger, hoping they offer something … as a poor substitute for that deeper longing; the deeper longing to forget the world’s angst and to be noticed by God.

We buy our toys and accolades, hoping the peace will come. It doesn’t so we buy more. 

Amassing more of the transient world, the deep, abiding peace watches us as a parent watches a wilful child. Always there, it wishes constantly for our return.


Nearly Suicide

She teetered on the brink, about to end it all, when her mother called, “Can you go to the shop please? And Burok’s here. Take him along.”

She left with a scowl and a boy and returned with a smile and a man.

She wondered at life’s delicate balance – saved by a mother’s request; a boy’s interest.

Or was God answering every call for love? A last minute answer that always came.

She hugged her son and smiled at her husband, Burok. She only knew and cared that she was back from the brink, safer now … perhaps.
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