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Foreword

Sometimes you can judge a book by its cover.

A couple of years ago I bought a book by Daphne Rose Kingma for no other reason, I’m afraid to say, than that I liked the title, and the gorgeous jacket matched my bedroom decor. What the heck, I thought—this book begs for a silver teapot, and who knows, I might even read it.

When the day came, not too long after, when I began to do just that, I found one of those delicious treats awaiting me: reading a book that no one has yet told you is amazing, but which certainly is. What followed was the usual celebratory ritual: call all your girlfriends, buy as many of the books as you can for all of them. “This woman,” I said, “totally understands.”

It was one of those books you’re so enthralled by that you read every last word on the jacket, and lo and behold, guess what I found? Daphne Rose Kingma, announced the jacket, lives in my town. And so I wrote a fan letter, and have been sitting at her feet ever since.

One day, sharing with Daphne a relationship quagmire of my own, I said to her, “I read your book—I thought you could fix me!”

“Not with that book,” she answered. “You’re about my next book.”

And her next book is what you now hold in your hands. As I write this, I don’t know yet what its cover looks like, but I know the power of its content and the radical—and radically transforming effect—of its information. I have been listening to Daphne Rose Kingma for over a year now, hanging on to her words because I know they come from somewhere very deep and far away. I think she is one of the Knowers on the planet, one of the women who see things, and pass on the information. With this book, I hope her information reaches even further and wider, past our personalities, past our barriers, past our resistances to love. She takes our hands and guides us past the war zones of relationships to the peaceful meadows of a higher love.

The only thing this book can’t give you is the marvel of her face, her hands, her body, her laughter, her mischievous sparkling knowing eyes, and—excuse me for throwing this in—her taste in clothes. But you can still get so much magic from this book. Daphne Rose Kingma is a spiritual power-house who enters your life and does amazing things. With this book, she carries on her work. So settle in, reader. You’re in excellent hands.

—Marianne Williamson






Introduction

A Renaissance of Love



Love is a mighty power. It is light. It is the energy of life. It brings us into life and sustains us while we live and breathe.

Love is an energy, not a substance. It is essence, not matter. You can’t contain it; you can’t put it in a box, but you can feel it, taste it, and know it. Its presence is unmistakable. It is exquisite and profound. And when you are in love, nobody, not your best friend, your parents, or even your own mind can talk you out of it.

Love is mysterious and beautiful. It makes us happy, gives us hope, allows us to believe that the impossible can happen. And yet, it’s inexplicable. It can’t be defined or analyzed, catalogued or priced. Its premier property is that when it exists, it can never be mistaken for anything else, and nothing else, no matter how worthwhile or supposedly grand, can ever be passed off as love.

Love is a divine energy that steps into human circumstances, a timeless essence that enters time. It is older, wiser, finer, truer, sweeter, and more radiant than any human being. It is what makes us wise, fine, true, sweet, and radiant. It is the best—the essence of God—in us. And it is love, this exquisite energy, with which we connect when we first enter into the human experience we call “a relationship.” We see this energy in one another’s eyes; we feel it in our bodies and we know that something bigger than life has stepped into our lives to capture our attention. It is this highly charged, buoyant, transcendent, delicious feeling, and the longing for more, for a lifetime of it, that propels us into relationships.

Relationships are the endless interplay of this vast energy of love and all that occurs in our daily human lives. Our desire to feel this love forever, to be in love always, to repeat and endlessly recapture this ecstatic luminous feeling day by day, year after year, with the person who first inspired it in us is not only why we “fall in love” but also why we choose “to have relationships.” It is also why, when our relationships go sour or grow threadbare, we reminisce about the way they once were. We want to reconnect with love.

Our greatest desire is to have our relationships return us again and again to the transforming and beautiful experience of the love that first inspired them and brought them into being. We live to love.

If all of this is true about love, and I believe it to be, then why are we so often disappointed in the love in our lives? Why does it so often seem to fail us and why is it so often a pitched battle?

Like so many of the rest of us, I am a veteran of the relationship wars, and by profession I am also a diplomat in love’s peacekeeping operations. I’ve entered and ended more than a dozen fully formed intimate relationships, ranging from conventional marriage to passionate interludes that ran their course, then ended. In some I left; in others I was left. In some I was betrayed; in others I was the betrayer. A few ended in anger, many more ended by creating the portal to a new and deeper connection, allowing the love that had infused them to become even more profound after the relationship’s so-called demise.

I’ve written more than half a dozen books about relationships from the point of view that an intimate relationship is the ultimate container of love in the human experience. As I wrote these books about the traditional forms of relationship, urging people toward the enchantments of romance and the fulfillments of marriage, I watched as my own relationships broke the rules of convention and assumed surprising and extraordinary forms. At first I thought this was just me, but then I realized that everyone I was counseling was also living in relationships that were in conflict with their own definitions of what a relationship should be. Their relationships, too, were turning somersaults and taking on forms that shocked them, and the very strangeness of all this change was sowing a sense of confusion and disaster.

In fact, these startling, new relationships, which conventional minds might call aberrant, are actually Roman candles lighting the way to a world of new possibility. Something wonderful is happening in all this chaos, but nobody knows what it is. Everybody in this position is thinking, “Other people have real relationships. What’s the matter with me?”

There’s nothing the matter with any of us, but there is a grand transformation afoot. A mysterious energy seems to be quietly taking over, and things, we may say, just aren’t the way they used to be. When we say this, we’re not like our grandmothers, crotchety in their rocking chairs, lamenting the passing of the past. A new world, a new way of being, is being born in our midst. We can feel it.

Things are categorically different. Time has a strange new quality. It passes before we have a moment to rest in it. There’s a new softness in our midst, a way of being with one another, that is gracious and gentle and kind. There is also a beautiful strangely infiltrating awareness, a mystic pulse of connection that seems to be gathering us together. Love is trying to find us.

And in the process, all the forms are changing. Our whole world of relationships is in an uproar. Love is the wrecking ball that is pulverizing every relationship of record that isn’t wide enough or brave enough to let real love in. As a consequence, we can’t fantasize anymore about what our relationship lives will be. The truth is that exceptions and aberrations abound. It’s as if we awakened one morning to discover that a blizzard of transformation occurred during the night. The new world has its strange beauty. Familiar landmarks are vaguely, heartwarmingly still visible beneath the blanket of snow, but it’s treacherous out there. We’re cold, we long for the hearth; we want to come home.

This book is about the breaking down of relationships as we have known them, the subsequent emergence of new forms of relatedness, and the future of love. It is about a journey we’re already taking. We have been moving backwards, forwards, and sideways into the future, moving away from a place that was dear and familiar and sweet toward a world that is strange and forbidden.

Having been raised to regard marriage as the only honorable relationship, we woke up to discover that it was only one in a vast array of intimate connections. Our relationships are about our hearts, and all this chaos is breaking our hearts. We don’t know whether to go along with all this transformation or resist it, whether to think of it as some kind of progress or to dig in our heels, praying for a reprieve from all this harrowing evolution.

The truth is, we have all come from love, but our relationships have often been a detour from love. I believe that we were all together once, as a single, vast, pulsating, luminous consciousness that was divided bit by bit, person by person, into the tiny, shining fragments that are our individual souls. Love is the river, each human being a droplet of water, and together, in spite of our fears and resistance, we are returning to love, melting and flowing toward home.

We’re all looking for more love. It’s that simple. In the end, nothing else really matters to us. In the beginning and in the middle, we’re concerned with the forms of our relationships, what they look like, what our parents think of them, how they stack up in the eyes of the world, and whether we’re getting our share of the goodies: sexually, emotionally, and financially.

But in the end, we won’t care about the forms. The forms will be as multitudinous as the stars and all that will matter is the love that was in them. No one can escape the divine upheaval of love. I haven’t; you won’t; your neighbors and strangers and family won’t either. Love is coming to find us. All of us. Because love is our essence. Love is who we are.






Chapter 1
Awakening Spiritual Consciousness

Relationships as the Chalice of Love



We have always had relationships, because in human experience our intimate relationships are the chalice of our love. When we fall in love, it is love that takes us to them, and it is love, we hope, that will abide with us in them.

But relationships as we have known them are over. And love as we live it is being born anew. If you haven’t already encountered this truth in your own life, then all you have to do is look around. Our relationship lives are falling apart. There isn’t one of us who hasn’t had an agony or a heartbreak, a shattering divorce or a frightening night alone on the couch. Life has defied our mythic picture of what a “real relationship” should look like. And although from within our own poignant experience we know that relationships aren’t the solution to everything, we still keep seeking them, wanting them, hoping they will make us totally happy, that they will give us ourselves.

That the form is no longer working is everywhere evident. Within the space of a few months recently, I encountered the following people: a woman, supposedly happily married and the mother of a young child, who, to fulfill her emotional needs, is having two outside sexual relationships. A woman, married two times unsuccessfully and finally, a third glowingly romantic and heartfelt time, who is finding herself, after ten years of this third “perfect” marriage, divorcing once again. A divorcee enjoying a platonic relationship with a married man who lives hundreds of miles away who is also carrying on simultaneous sexual relationships with two men in her hometown, and exploring, with a committed, serious group that holds regular monthly meetings, alternative forms of relationships. A middle-aged man, married two times and the father of three young sons who has just sent off his third paramour for a one-year postgraduate sabbatical in Europe with the blessing that “every man who’s your lover while I’m gone is a brother of mine.” The unmarried mother of a nine-year-old daughter who has had a twenty-five-year-long affair with a married man who is not her daughter’s father. An unmarried mother of a young son who has no sexual relationship but an abiding emotional intimacy of ten years’ duration with a man she considers to be her “emotional husband.” A woman in her mid-forties, never married, who has had a seven-year weekend relationship with a gay man who also has a male lover. A widow with children, married for the second time, who embraced two stepchildren only to be widowed again and find herself the single parent of four fatherless children, two of which were not her own. A man in his forties, never married, whose entire relationship life is conducted with a bevy of beautiful women, some of whom are his lovers, some not, but who, all together, fulfill his emotional and libidinous needs. A man in his early thirties who is having a relationship with a woman in her early fifties and contemplating marrying her. An unmarried woman in her late forties who is considered “single,” but has never been without an intimate relationship for more than three weeks.

As extraordinary as all the forms of these relationships may be, they certainly demonstrate that, fundamentally, we are relational beings. We don’t live in isolation; our entire lives are lived in a matrix of relationships. We are born into relationships and we live out our lives in relationships. Indeed our personalities take on their unique forms and colorations through the multitude of experiences that, as human beings, we have in relationships.

A relationship of any form is a configuration of connection. It is the vessel in which we mix ourselves with others, the container in which, together with them, we hold ourselves in a certain way. Our entire experience of being alive is about relationship. We are related to ourselves, our parents and children, our houses and jobs, to nature, to history, to the planets and all the stars, to the weather and its effects on us, to sound and its effects on us, to the sky, to music, to art, to magic, to our pasts and futures, and to life and death.

When we speak of “a relationship,” however, we’re usually modifying or glorifying our general understanding of the concept of relatedness to refer to some very specific ways in which we connect with one another. So it is that we speak of “being in love,” having “an intimate relationship,” “a sexual relationship,” “a romance,” or “a marriage.” But whatever its name, a relationship is always a way we connect with another human being. It is a connection that shows not only how near or far we’ve decided to be, but also how dearly or uniquely we hold this person in our hearts, and what we hope will come to pass with them in our lives. It also says something about the potential for how happy or miserable we may become as we occupy this special stance, this unique pattern of connection called “a relationship” that we have undertaken with them.

Relationships Are Ever-Changing

We tend to think of relationships as static, as if we could just get into them, assume a position inside them and then continue to hold it, essentially without changing, forever, world without end. But in fact, our relationships are fluid, vivid, mercurial, and constantly changing.

Your relationship to your infant is different from your relationship to your twelve-year-old daughter, for example; as your relationship to her as an adolescent is different from your relationship to her as a woman of forty with children of her own. You fall in love with the young man who lives around the corner—he’s there for a summer vacation—but has a burgeoning career in music that takes him to South Africa. You say goodbye to him for eight months, marry him when he returns, discover he has a contract to work in Los Angeles, pack up your things to join him there, and live with him there for three years. When smog, freeways, and overwork put your relationship at risk, you have a powwow and decide to move to Vermont.

We start out in a relationship in a certain destined moment—instantly falling madly in love, making a touching friendship at school, intoxicating ourselves on vacation with a romantic interlude—but then the calendar rolls, the moment passes, the configuration of our connection revises, and one way or another we move on. We move on within the relationship, or we move on to other relationships. Our relationships are always re-forming, changing, redefining themselves.

As children we leave our houses and families. As lovers we separate by moving across town, going away to college. As married people we split up because of irreconcilable differences, or death, or, over time, we simply and beautifully evolve together, because of the journey that love takes us on.

Work, circumstances, the passage of time all profoundly affect our relationships. So do our emotions. The ebullient blush of first love may diminish like the proverbial bloom on the rose with the passage of time—“you used to be so …” or “we used to be so …” Or, in a remarkably beautiful variation on what we sometimes imagine to be the unavoidable natural diminution of feelings, many relationships deepen, expand, progress, and flower ever more beautifully as they age.

I know a couple, a university librarian and a professional diver, introduced by mutual friends, who, when they first met, felt they really had nothing in common. Yet because of the vacancies in their lives they continued “to see one another.” Their courtship was homely, comprised of the very few things that they could actually comfortably share—an occasional movie, Sunday afternoon walks in the local botanical garden. They both surrendered to these outings as pleasant enough digressions from their demanding and somewhat lonely lives. But as time went on and their afternoon jaunts continued, they gradually opened themselves to deeper levels of conversation. They discovered they shared many values—a commitment to the environment, to sharing their financial resources with the less fortunate, a quiet but deeply spiritual view of life, a conviction about personal integrity.

Gradually, they found themselves becoming acquainted; surprisingly, they found themselves falling in love. Remarkably, they were wonderful lovers. Astonishingly, they got married. Beautifully, over time, their respect and their love have expanded. Of their relationship journey they say, “We’re the most unlikely, most mismatched couple we know. Our friends had the courage to bring us together; but it was our willingness to let the relationship unfold week by week, circumstance by circumstance, that has taken us to where we are.”

No matter how “stable, steady, static, or settled” we hope our relationships will be, the passage of time, things that come in from left field, out of the blue, or off the wall—the six million dollars you inherit from the aunt you thought was only moderately wealthy, the cancer that gets diagnosed two weeks after your honeymoon, the child you inherit when your spouse’s ex-wife decides to go on an African safari—all somersault our relationships into the actual powerful journeys they are. Life goes through us as we go through it, and our relationships are affected as a consequence.

Far from being rigid, relationships are a miraculous, organic process. Just as each time we take a new breath we both inhale and exhale, there is also an organic rhythm to our intimate connections. There is a rhythmic movement to our breathing, a coming and going, an entering and departing. Between these actions is an exquisite moment of stillness in which the essence of life occurs. Like breathing, like the tides and seasons change, so, too, do our relationships. Just as we breathe both in and out, there is an incoming and outgoing energy in all our intimate connections. The very essence of any relationship is movement.

Relationships Are Self-Creating

But relationships aren’t just an ever-changing process of movement; they are also a journey of self-creation. That is, we are always creating and re-creating ourselves through them. We discover who we are, become more of ourselves, get better or worse, fatter or thinner, more spiritually conscious or more thuddingly unaware through them. It is through our connections with others that we continue to meet ourselves and, over time, develop to our fullest.

“I’m a sister,” you might say, “because in my family I’m one of five children,” or “I’m a lover, because I make love with my beloved.” Or “I’m a mother, because I gave birth to a child.” All these ways of describing ourselves have to do with specific positions we hold and even roles we occupy with one another, and as much as they define us, what is even more mysterious and beautiful is that we become different, more or less of what we are, precisely because of these relational connections. So it is that you may not only discover your intelligence through your closeness to a dear intelligent friend, but you will also become more intelligent because of your association with her. That’s because this proximity in itself—this relationship—allows something of her to “rub off on you. So it is that we are not only able to identify our selves through our relational proximities—sister, lover, mother, friend—but we are actually transformed by them.

Relationships keep changing us because as personalities and as spirits we are always growing. That is our human quest; it’s what we’re here for. And our relationships shift, shape, change, and re-form us not only as time passes, but also as the people who move through them with us go through changes of their own.

When I was a college freshman, I was strangely intrigued by the classic beginning philosophy student’s question: If the tree falls in the forest, but nobody sees it falling, has the tree actually fallen?

At the time, this concept was just an intellectual mind-tangle, but it pointed at something we are all now discovering—that everything affects and exists in relationship to everything else. Physicists tell us that the world of energy and matter is a relational world, that every particle exists and can be identified as itself only through its relationship to other particles. We know New York because of its dissimilarity to and distance from Paris; Columbus because of its distance from Decatur.

It’s the same way with each of us and our relationships. We not only see who we are through them—-Jane is different from Dick, her husband. But we also become more of who we are precisely because of them—Jane is prettier now that she’s married to Dick. Perhaps because Dick sees her, Jane becomes more beautiful; perhaps because someone is there to witness it, the tree gladly falls in the forest. We are able to see who we are because of who we stand beside; we become who we are because of who loves us. We become more beautiful or strong, more tender or magnificent. Relationships change us and shape us.

Relationships Are Everywhere

Many of us tend to think of “a relationship” as the unique pairing that we have always called marriage, but we are constantly, endlessly, being shaped by many different kinds of relational encounters. You are related to the man on the side street who swerves his car, and thereby misses you by inches, the waitress who brings you your glass of wine, and the doctor who administers your anesthesia. All these encounters may be only the minutest instances of relationship; nevertheless, they affect you and you are changed and shaped by them.

Like me, you’ve probably had the experience of walking down a street, and noticing a beautiful woman some distance off who’s walking in your direction. She may still be far away, and yet it seems that the very focus of your attention is drawing her importantly toward you. And perhaps a few minutes later, as you pass one another on the sidewalk, without skipping a step, you acknowledge one another with a smile. At that moment, you’ve stopped being an observer; you have entered into relationship. This woman, who only moments ago was a stranger, has responded to the expression of your energy. However minutely, she has entered your world and affected you, too. You have both been affected. Whatever the ultimate consequence of the encounter—as small as a smile, as immense as a love affair—you have entered into a relationship.

In fact, this is what a relationship is: it is the way we affect one another through the power of our proximity and the energy of our consciousness. What this means is that we’re not just standing still, holding a specific static position in relation to another person, nor are we just witnessing the changing position of that other person, tree, or object. We are actually affecting that person, creature, or thing through the power of our proximity—just as their proximity is in some way affecting us. In each relational encounter we are bringing all of who we are, and every person with whom we step into relationship, even momentarily, is feeling and responding to our energy and consciousness, the whole of who we are. Other people are developing, changing, becoming more of themselves through you, and you are becoming more of yourself through them. In this way, your personality is acting on other people in a vibrant relational matrix all the time. Indeed, we have no neutral moments. We are all always related; we are always affecting one another. We are all always in relationship. And this experience of relationship isn’t incidental or puny; it is life-changing and profound.

Our Intimate Relationships

Our intimate relationships are a much more intense and specific version of this experience of relational connection. Until now, we’ve always looked at what we’ve generally agreed to call “a relationship” from a particular understanding of what we all meant by an intimate relationship. This has usually meant partnerships between two people, usually a man and a woman (more recently sometimes two men or two women), which had certain homely and comely attributes that brought us the sense that we could truly find comfort in them. Our “relationships,” as we fondly called them, were daily affairs based on a sexual connection; they had roofs and houses and walls. They were exclusive; we found a single person to love and remain faithful to. They were for always; we promised to love one another forever.

But now it’s these same relationships that aren’t working. They end; they don’t look or behave the way they used to, the way we thought they should. They’re breaking our hearts and falling apart at the seams. Half of our marriages end in divorce, and who knows how many of our trial, practice, and part-time loves are also crashing on the rocks. By now none of us has passed through the tunnel of love unscathed, and as the century plows to an end, we are both dying and coming of age as lovers.

Awakening Spiritual Consciousness

We are living in a totally gorgeous and challenging time in history in which a spiritual consciousness is arising in our midst. In Western culture, this means that we are moving from the awareness that we are personalities to the recognition that we are spiritual beings. We are gradually becoming aware of the fact that we are not just people leading lives composed of all the events and components we ordinarily think of as being our “real” lives, but eternal spirits who have entered human history. This awareness is approaching us on every hand. Although we have lived through a technologically brilliant century, fascinated with our own achievements, our capacity to earn and spend, to conquer and invent, to create machines that defy the gods and
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