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Inspirational Quotes

“Why should you want to exclude any anxiety, any grief, any melancholy from your life, since you do not know what these conditions are accomplishing in you”


From Letters to a Young Poet
By: Rainer Maria Rilke


“Happiness is your nature. It is not wrong to desire it. What is wrong is seeking it outside when it is inside” 

Ramana Maharshi


From Talks with a Devil  – P D Ouspensky
It is necessary to eradicate the conflict between the life of ideas and the life of every day.  In order to achieve this, it is necessary that you should know yourself.  Each moment know what you are doing and why.  Only then will you be the master of things rather than their slave.  Usually you carry out your wishes before you have given any thought as to whether or not they are necessary for your higher aims.  Try to live in such a way that you keep a watch on your actions and do nothing that does not serve the higher purpose.  Or, to put it another way, learn to do everything in such a way that whatever you do serves a higher purpose.  It is possible to do that.  If something is particularly difficult, look upon it as an exercise.  Remember, everything which you do that is difficult, you do in order to subject yourself to the spirit.  Then, everything will become easier and everything will have a meaning.  But whatever you are doing, it is vital that you ask yourself, before each thought, before each word, before each action: Why am I doing this? Is this necessary? Then, imperceptibly, a number of your actions and deeds will cease to be unnecessary and they will start to serve the higher aims.  The inner conflict in your life will begin to disappear and be replaced by harmony.  Then learn to give yourself rest; this, possibly, is the most important.  Learn not to think, learn to control your thoughts.  Ask yourself frequently whether it is necessary to think about what you are thinking, or might it be better to think about something else, or better still, not to think at all? This is the most difficult of all, but it is essential.  Learn to think and not to think at will.  Know how to stop thoughts.  Be able to create inner silence within yourself.  The moment will come when you will hear the voice of silence.  This is the first and most important Yoga……………….

“The whole point is in training.  The old man is right”. Said Leslie to himself. “Above all, one must always observes oneself, not allow oneself to do anything without asking – is this necessary for my aim? – and observe one’s thoughts and words, and actions, so that everything is conscious”.

Rumi
I have lived on the lip of insanity,
Wanting to know reasons,
Knocking on a door.
It opens.
I’ve been knocking from the inside.

Joseph Goldstein
Listening itself is an art.  When we listen with a still and concentrated mind, it’s possible to actually be responsive to what the words are saying.  Sometimes deep insights come in a flash, unexpectedly.

Mattieu Ricard
The basic root of happiness lies in our minds; outer circumstances are nothing more than adverse or favourable.

When the mind is full of memories and preoccupied by the future it misses the freshness of the present moment.  In this way, we fail to recognise the luminous simplicity of mind that is always present behind the veils of thought.

Simplifying our lives does not mean sinking into idleness, but on the contrary, getting rid of the most subtle aspect of laziness: the one which makes us take on thousands of less important activities.
[bookmark: _Toc450729883]I Am Not I
By: Juana Ramon Jimenez



I am not I.
I am this one
Walking beside me whom I do not see,
Whom at times I manage to visit,
And at other times I forget.
The one who remains silent when I talk,
The one who forgives, sweet, when I hate,
The one who takes a walk when I am indoors,
The one who will remain standing when I die.
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Become a Lake

An aging master grew tired of his apprentice’s complaints. One morning, he sent him to get some salt. When the apprentice returned, the master told him to mix a handful of salt in a glass of water and then drink it.

“How does it taste?” the master asked.
“Bitter,” said the apprentice.

The master chuckled and then asked the young man to take the same handful of salt and put it in the lake. The two walked in silence to the nearby lake and once the apprentice swirled his handful of salt in the water, the old man said, “Now drink from the lake.”

As the water dripped down the young man’s chin, the master asked, “How does it taste?”

“Fresh,” remarked the apprentice.
“Do you taste the salt?” asked the master.

“No,” said the young man. At this the master sat beside this serious young man, and explained softly:

“The pain of life is pure salt; no more, no less. The amount of pain in life remains exactly the same. However, the amount of bitterness we taste depends on the container we put the pain in. So when you are in pain, the only thing you can do is to enlarge your sense of things. Stop being a glass. Become a lake.”


[bookmark: _Toc450729884]The Guest House
By: Jellaludin Rumi,
translation by Coleman Barks


This being human is a guest house.
Every morning a new arrival.
A joy, a depression, a meanness,
some momentary awareness comes
as an unexpected visitor.
Welcome and entertain them all!
Even if they are a crowd of sorrows,
who violently sweep your house
empty of its furniture,
still, treat each guest honourably.
He may be clearing you out
for some new delight.
The dark thought, the shame, the malice.
meet them at the door laughing and invite them in.
Be grateful for whatever comes.
because each has been sent
[bookmark: _Toc450729885]as a guide from beyond.
The Meaning of Existence
By: Les Murray

Everything except language
knows the meaning of existence
trees, plants, rivers, time
know nothing else. They express it
moment by moment as the universe
Even this fool of a body
lives it in part, and would
have full dignity within it
but for the ignorant freedom
of my talking mind




[bookmark: _Toc450729886]Forget The Past: A Poem
By: Steve Taylor


Forget the past.
It’s just a dream you keep alive by dreaming
A balloon that wants to hit the ground and burst
But which you keep afloat by thinking.
The past is only a tail
You keep dragging behind you
Collecting dust and dirt
Until it’s so heavy with bitterness and regret
It stops you moving forward.
You don’t have to sit there and watch
While the scenes of your past play back
The tragi-comedy of your life
Simmering with hurt and envy
Shuddering with embarrassment
Stabbing yourself with pangs of regret.
There is no past
There are only memories of events
And every memory is refracted through
A hall of mental mirrors
Until whatever once was true
Dissipates and disappears
Like vapour trails fading in the sky.
So cut the tail, and cut the tale
Turn the mental projector off
Don’t strain your eyes trying to see through the fog
When the panorama of the present stretches
Clear and bright around you.






[bookmark: _Toc450729887]Love After Love
By: Derek Walcott

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.
[bookmark: _Toc450729888]Allow
By: Danna Faulds


There is no controlling life.
Try corralling a lightning bolt,
containing a tornado. Dam a
stream and it will create a new
channel. Resist, and the tide
will sweep you off your feet.
Allow, and grace will carry
you to higher ground. The only
safety lies in letting it all in –
the wild and the weak; fear,
fantasies, failures and success.
When loss rips off the doors of
the heart, or sadness veils your
vision with despair, practice
becomes simply bearing the truth.
In the choice to let go of your
known way of being, the whole
world is revealed to your new eyes






[bookmark: _Toc450729889]"Important"
By: Helen M. Luke

"We hurry through the so-called boring things
in order to attend to that which we deem
more important, interesting.
Perhaps the final freedom will be a recognition that
everything in every moment is "essential"
and that nothing at all is "important."




[bookmark: _Toc450729890]Admit Something
By: Hafiz


Everyone you see, you say to them,
Love me.
Of course you do not do this out loud;
Otherwise,
Someone would call the cops.
Still though, think about this,
This great pull in us
To connect.
Why not become the one
Who lives with a full moon in each eye
That is always saying,
With that sweet moon language,
What every other eye in this world
Is dying to Hear.



[bookmark: _Toc450729891]The Journey
By: Mary Oliver

One day you finally knew
what you had to do, and began,
though the voices around you
kept shouting
their bad advice--
though the whole house
began to tremble
and you felt the old tug
at your ankles.
"Mend my life!"
each voice cried.
But you didn't stop.
You knew what you had to do,
though the wind pried
with its stiff fingers
at the very foundations,
though their melancholy
was terrible.
It was already late enough, and a wild night,
and the road full of fallen
branches and stones.
But little by little,
as you left their voices behind,
the stars began to burn
through the sheets of clouds,
and there was a new voice
which you slowly recognised as your own,
that kept you company
as you strode deeper and deeper
into the world,
determined to do
the only thing you could do--
determined to save
the only life you could save.



[bookmark: _Toc450729892]Stillness Is Like Water
By: Judith Prest

Stillness is like water
moving deep inside the earth
seeping slowly between rocks
trickling down
in the dark
a tide moving inward

Stillness is the space
between breaths
inside heartbeats
the silence of the gathering wave
that never breaks

Stillness blankets me
cushions me against my own
sharp edges
wraps me in her protective shawl
keeps my tender heart
from ripping
on the thorns
of the world





[bookmark: _Toc450729893]Between the Branches
By: Christian Williams

There is knowledge to be had
In this world
Not like pouring liquid
In a bucket
Not like collecting
Small round tokens
Not like amassing anything

Knowledge is admiring
Beautiful tiny veins
Of a small soft leaf.
It just left the tree
And now lives
Between these two fingers
Pinching it together.

Knowledge creates a smile
Aware that the leaf
Looks back.
We two have broken away
We two are falling slowly and gracefully
We two have touched
The earth.

The leaf turns over.
It shows its face
That sees through me,
The tree
And the infinite blue
Lost
Between the branches



[bookmark: _Toc450729894]Silent Places
By: Allene Rasmussen Nichols

I need those silent places
within and without
where I can feel my body
expand and contract
with the
breath
that sustains me
and where
the softness of the pillow
under my hands
is as important
as the web
of the wider world
with its bullying
and braying governments
and angry honking cars
and endless
noise





[bookmark: _Toc450729895]It takes courage
Unknown

It takes strength to be firm, It takes courage to be gentle.
It takes strength to conquer, It takes courage to surrender.
It takes strength to be certain, It takes courage to have doubt.
It takes strength to fit in, It takes courage to stand out.
It takes strength to feel a friend's pain, It takes courage to feel your own pain.
It takes strength to endure abuse, It takes courage to stop it.
It takes strength to stand alone, It takes courage to lean on another.
It takes strength to love, It takes courage to be loved.
It takes strength to survive, It takes courage to live.


[bookmark: _Toc450729896]Planting Lettuce
When you plant lettuce, if it does not grow well, you don’t blame the lettuce. 
You look for reasons it is not doing well. 
It may need fertilizer, or more water, or less sun. 
You never blame the lettuce. 
Yet if we have problems with our friends or family, we blame the other person. 
But if we know how to take care of them, they will grow well, like the lettuce.
Blaming has no positive effect at all, nor does trying to persuade using reason and arguments. That is my experience. 
No blame, no reasoning, no argument, just understanding.

Thich Nhat Hanh
[bookmark: _Toc450729897]
Desiderata
Go placidly amid the noise and haste, and remember what peace there may be in silence. As far as possible without surrender be on good terms with all persons. Speak your truth quietly and clearly; and listen to others, even the dull and ignorant; they too have their story. Avoid loud and aggressive persons, they are vexations to the spirit. If you compare yourself with others, you may become vain and bitter; for always there will be greater and lesser persons than yourself.
Enjoy your achievements as well as your plans. Keep interested in your career, however humble; it is a real possession in the changing fortunes of time. Exercise caution in your business affairs; for the world is full of trickery. But let this not blind you to what virtue there is; many persons strive for high ideals; and everywhere life is full of heroism.
Be yourself. Especially, do not feign affection. Neither be critical about love; for in the face of all aridity and disenchantment it is as perennial as the grass.
Take kindly the counsel of the years, gracefully surrendering the things of youth. Nurture strength of spirit to shield you in sudden misfortune. But do not distress yourself with imaginings. Many fears are born of fatigue and loneliness. Beyond a wholesome discipline, be gentle with yourself.
You are a child of the universe, no less than the trees and the stars; you have a right to be here. And whether or not it is clear to you, no doubt the universe is unfolding as it should.
Therefore be at peace with God, whatever you conceive Him to be, and whatever your labors and aspirations, in the noisy confusion of life keep peace with your soul. With all its sham, drudgery and broken dreams, it is still a beautiful world. Be careful. Strive to be happy.


[bookmark: _Toc450729898]If
Rudyard Kipling
If you can keep your head when all about you
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;
If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,
But make allowance for their doubting too:
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,
Or, being lied about, don't deal in lies,
Or being hated don't give way to hating,
And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise;

If you can dream---and not make dreams your master;
If you can think---and not make thoughts your aim,
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
And treat those two impostors just the same:.
If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
And stoop and build'em up with worn-out tools;

If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,
And lose, and start again at your beginnings,
And never breathe a word about your loss:
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone,
And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: "Hold on!"

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,
Or walk with Kings---nor lose the common touch,
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,
If all men count with you, but none too much:
If you can fill the unforgiving minute
With sixty seconds' worth of distance run,
Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it,
And---which is more---you'll be a Man, my son!
[bookmark: _Toc450729899]Non-judgment
Once upon the time there was an old farmer who had worked his crops for many years. One day his horse ran away. Upon hearing the news, his neighbors came to visit. “Such bad luck,” they said sympathetically. 
“Maybe,” the farmer replied. 
The next morning the horse returned, bringing with it three other wild horses. “How wonderful,” the neighbors exclaimed. 
“Maybe,” replied the old man. 
The following day, his son tried to ride one of the untamed horses, was thrown, and broke his leg. The neighbors again came to offer their sympathy on his misfortune. 
“Maybe,” answered the farmer. 
The day after, military officials came to the village to draft young men into the army. Seeing that the son’s leg was broken, they passed him by. The neighbors congratulated the farmer on how well things had turned out. 
“Maybe,” said the farmer. 
Explanation: The farmer is practicing non-judgment. He understands the true nature of life, that you can’t judge any event as an “end” in a way. Our life doesn’t play out like a work of fiction. There aren’t definite breaks that separate one moment versus another, and there isn’t a perfectly formulated end which everything builds to. 
There’s always tomorrow. And whether the day was good or bad, there’s a million effects which can arise from one event. Good and bad are interconnected. They are, in fact, two sides of the same coin. If things seem perfect, they aren’t. If it seems like it’s Armageddon in your corner of the world, it’s not. Things can change in an instant, at all times. And they will at some point or another. 
This doesn’t mean that we can’t be happy. On the contrary, it means that we need to realize this truth and live in a way that we’re constantly aware of it in order to find peace and happiness. Don’t let this change the way you live too much just yet though. For now just think on it, observe your life through the lens of this infinitely co-arising universe. This act in itself can bring you a great sense of peace. 


[bookmark: _Toc450729900]One Starlit Night
Byron Pulsifer, © 2012
It is not always that I go out into the late night but on this one night, I arrived home late. It was a crisp and cold night and I took a moment to look up into the night sky. Since there were no outside lights on in the house, the stars above shone with special brilliance. 
I started to think about other things as I gazed into the night sky. It hit me clearly that these beautiful stars were always there but I had taken very little time in the past to really appreciate them. It also reminded me that we often take for granted a lot of things around us being too caught up in our own little world, a world filled with busy work and the demands placed on us from what we have allowed to occupy our time. I also know that we make our lives what we want. 
If we want more time to do those things that allow us to appreciate the beauty around us, then we will. It is not that circumstances control what we do with our mind and our time; it is more that we allow circumstances to have power over us. It may not be a conscious decision but it is nevertheless a decision over which we have control. 
There are many chances to see beyond what is viewed as normal or routine but we must be able to actually open our eyes and hearts to these events. It isn't enough to just talk about appreciation. To be in tune with what is around you, you must adopt the attitude of a child who screeches with joy the first time they see a rainbow, or the pretty song of a bird, or the splendour of a Christmas parade. 

[bookmark: _Toc450729901]
The Mountain Meditation
Adapted from Jon Kabat-Zinn, ‘Mindfulness Meditation in Everyday Life’.

Bring your awareness to your breath - the rise and fall of your abdomen. 
Once the mind has settled a little, bring to your mind a picture of the most beautiful mountain you know or can imagine. Notice its mass, its peak, its shape, the steepness of its sides, any trees, maybe snow and ice, streams and waterfalls. Sense the base of the mountain rooted into the earth’s crust. Notice how massive, stable and unmoving the mountain appears. 

Once you feel familiar with the image of the mountain, see if you can bring it into your own body - your head is the lofty peak, your shoulders and arms the sides of the mountain, your bottom, legs and feet become the lower slopes and solid base rooted to your cushion or chair. Invite yourself to fully become the breathing mountain – a centred, stable and unmoving presence. Don’t worry if you find this difficult – a sense of your body as the mountain will be fine. 

Now notice your emotions, thoughts and feelings – visualise them as the weather around your mountain. Is your weather right now sunny and calm, windy, wet and turbulent, foggy and murky, cold and harsh, or a mixture? Just allow your weather to be the way it is – there is no need to change it. Allow the weather to simply happen around your mountain. Notice if it changes, intensifies or lessens through the meditation....... 

Stay with yourself as the breathing mountain for as long as you feel able to......... as the weather changes, the light changes, the days change, the seasons change, the years change, the mountain just sits, simply being itself. Storms may come, but still the mountain sits. Calmness abiding all change.



[bookmark: _Toc450729902]Introducing the Ten Thousand Things

Be careful about attributing intentions 

Be cautious about attributing intentions to other people. Pre-frontal theory-of-mind networks attribute intentions routinely, but they are often wrong. Most of the time you are just a bit player in other people's dramas; they are not targeting you in particular. Consider this parable from the Taoist teacher Chuang Tzu, which Rick Hanson updated. 
Imagine that you are relaxing in a canoe on a river, when suddenly there is a hard thump against the side of it, dumping you into the water. You come up spluttering, and see that two teenagers with snorkels have snuck up and tipped you over. How do you feel? Now imagine that everything is the same – the canoe, the sudden dumping into the 
river – except this time when you come up spluttering, you see that a huge submerged log has drifted downstream and smacked into your canoe. Now how do you feel? For most people, the second scenario doesn't feel as bad: the first dart [arrow] still landed (you're dumped in the river) but the second darts [arrows] in the form of hurt 
and anger from feeling picked on personally. Truly, many people are like logs: it's wise to get out of their way if you can – or reduce their impact – but recognise that they're not aiming at you. Consider too, the many factors upstream that have led them to do whatever they've done (see the 10, 000 Things exercise below). 

From Buddha's Brain by Rick Hanson, page 164-165. 

"Pre-frontal theory-of-mind networks attribute intentions routinely...." won't mean anything to participants. It means that when something unexpected or unpleasant occurs we automatically try to work out why it has happened as a strategy to allay fear and that can involve guessing or making assumptions about other people's intentions. The answer our mind comes up with is often wrong, but we don't usually consider that possibility, we just believe the story that our mind has presented as if it 
were a fact – link to the mind-reading mind-trap. 

The 10,000 Things Exercise

Relax and steady the mind, focusing on the breath

Pick a situation in which you feel someone has wronged you.
Be mindful of your reactions to this person, especially the deeper ones. 
Scan yourself for any ill-will.

Now reflect on some of the various causes – the ten thousand things – that have led this person to act in the way he or she has.

Consider biologically-based factors affecting them like pain, age, innate temperament, or intelligence.

Consider the realities of their life: race, gender, class, job, responsibilities, daily stresses.

Consider whatever you know about their childhood. Consider major events in their life as an adult.

Consider their mental processes, personality, value, fears, hot buttons, hopes and dreams.

Consider his or her parents in the light of whatever you know or can reasonably guess about them; consider too the factors that may have shaped their lives.

Reflect on the historical events or other upstream forces that have formed the river of causes flowing through his or her life today.

Look inside yourself again. Do you feel any differently now about this person? Do you feel any differently about yourself?

[bookmark: _Toc450729903]The Invitation
Oriah Mountain Dreamer
It doesn't interest me what you do for a living. I want to know what you ache for and if you dare to dream of meeting your heart's longing. It doesn't interest me how old you are. I want to know if you will risk looking like a fool for love, for your dream, for the adventure of being alive. 
It doesn't interest me what planets are squaring your moon. I want to know if you have touched the centre of your own sorrow, if you have been opened by life's betrayals or have become shrivelled and closed from fear of further pain. I want to know if you can sit with pain, mine or your own, without moving to hide it, or fade it, or fix it. I want to know if you can be with joy, mine or your own; if you can dance with wildness and let the ecstasy fill you to the tips of your fingers and toes without cautioning us to be careful, be realistic, remember the limitations of being human. 
It doesn't interest me if the story you are telling me is true. I want to know if you can disappoint another to be true to yourself. If you can bear the accusation of betrayal and not betray your own soul. If you can be faithless and therefore trustworthy. I want to know if you can see Beauty even when it is not pretty every day. And if you can source your own life from its presence. I want to know if you can live with failure, yours and mine, and still stand at the edge of the lake and shout to the silver of the full moon, 'Yes.' 
It doesn't interest me to know where you live or how much money you have. I want to know if you can get up after the night of grief and despair, weary and bruised to the bone and do what needs to be done to feed the children. It doesn't interest me who you know or how you came to be here. I want to know if you will stand in the centre of the fire with me and not shrink back. 
It doesn't interest me where or what or with whom you have studied. I want to know what sustains you from the inside when all else falls away. I want to know if you can be alone with yourself and if you truly like the company you keep in sustains you from the inside when all else falls away. I want to know if you can be alone with yourself and if you truly like the company you keep in the empty moments. 
[bookmark: _Toc450729904]If I Had My Life to Live Over
By : Nadine Stair (age 85)
from Condensed Chicken Soup for the Soul

I'd dare to make more mistakes next time.
I'd relax. I would limber up.
I would be sillier than I have been this trip.
I would take fewer things seriously.
I would take more chances.
I would take more trips.
I would climb more mountains and swim more rivers.
I would eat more ice cream and less beans.
I would perhaps have more actual troubles but I'd 
have fewer imaginary ones.
You see, I'm one of those people who live sensibly 
and sanely hour after hour, day after day.
Oh, I've had my moments and if I had it to do over 
again, I'd have more of them. In fact, 
I'd try to have nothing else. Just moments.
One after another, instead of living so many 
years ahead of each day.
I've been one of those people who never go anywhere 
without a thermometer, a hot water bottle, a raincoat 
and a parachute.
If I had my life to live over, I would start barefoot 
earlier in the spring and stay that way later in the fall.
If I had it to do again, I would travel lighter next time.
I would go to more dances.
I would ride more merry-go-rounds.
I would pick more daisies.


Copyright 1996 by Jack Canfield, Mark Victor Hansen & Patty Hansen

What beautiful words to ponder. What a sweet and sobering poem. It perfectly reflects the message passed down to me from from my elders when I worked in nursing homes in my early 20’s.

Those wonderful people, who were getting close to the end of their days, taught me so much about what really mattered in life. Their wisdom set me on the path to conscious living and for that I will be forever grateful to each one of them.
In today’s world, the emphasis is on getting stuff done rather than enjoying the unfolding dance of life.
It’s not often we allow ourselves the luxury of being fully present for our precious moments. When we live like this – always trying to get somewhere instead of being here – we are short changing our lives. 
So, ponder this poem deeply my dear friends. Let it seep into every cell and molecule of your being. Let it open you up and break through the belief that the next moment will finally make you happy.
This is it.
This moment.
This is your one wild and precious life, here and now.




The Sacred Pause
By David Whyte
Enough.
These few words are enough.
If not these words, this breath.
If not this breath, this sitting here
This opening to life
We have refused again and again 
Until now
Until now.



FOUND
By Frederick Buechner
From Lecture To A Book of The Month Club
Maybe it’s all utterly meaningless.
Maybe it’s all unutterably meaningful.
If you want to know which,
pay attention to
what it means to be truly human
in a world that half the time
we’re in love with
and half the time
scares the hell out of us…
The unexpected sound of your name on somebody’s lips.
The good dream.
The strange coincidence.
The moment that brings tears to your eyes.
The person who brings life to your life.
Even the smallest events hold the greatest clues.

Miss Everything
You can only be in one place at any moment in time. If you feel you are missing out on something then you are. But it's not the party, or being with another person that you're missing, it's your own life.
As long as you are thinking of where you could be, you are marking yourself absent from where you are now. Which means you are nowhere.

The Serenity Prayer
by Reinhold Niebuhr (1892-1971)
God, give us grace to accept with serenity 
the things that cannot be changed, 
Courage to change the things 
which should be changed, 
and the Wisdom to distinguish 
the one from the other. 
Living one day at a time, 
Enjoying one moment at a time, 
Accepting hardship as a pathway to peace, 
Taking, as Jesus did, 
This sinful world as it is, 
Not as I would have it, 
Trusting that You will make all things right, 
If I surrender to Your will, 
So that I may be reasonably happy in this life, 
And supremely happy with You forever in the next. 
Amen


"Keep your thoughts positive, because your thoughts become your words.
 Keep your words positive, because your words become your behaviour.
 Keep your behaviour positive, because your behaviour becomes your habits.
 Keep your habits positive, because your habits become your values.
 Keep your values positive, because your values become your destiny."
                                                            Mahatma Gandhi

                                                                 The Present

Imagine there is a Bank that credits your account every morning with £86,400.  However, it carries over no balance from day to day and every night the bank deletes whatever part of the balance you failed to use during the day.

What would you do? Draw out every penny, of course!

Each of us has such a bank. Its name is TIME.

Every morning, it credits you with 86,400 seconds. Every night it writes off, as lost, whatever of this you have failed to invest to good purpose. It carries over no balance and it allows no overdraft.  Each day it opens a new account for you. Each night it burns the remains of the day. If you fail to use the day's deposits, the loss is yours.

There is no going back. There is no drawing against the "tomorrow." You must live in the present solely on today's deposits. So invest it wisely each day to get from it the utmost in health, success and happiness!

The clock is running. Make the most of today. Make most of this moment.

To realise the value of ONE YEAR, ask a student who failed their exam.

To realise the value of ONE MONTH, ask a mother who gave birth to a premature baby.

To realise the value of ONE WEEK, ask the editor of a weekly newspaper.

To realise the value of ONE HOUR, ask the lovers who are waiting to meet.

To realise the value of ONE MINUTE, ask a person who missed the train.

To realise the value of ONE-SECOND, ask a person who just avoided an accident.

To realise the value of even ONE MILLISECOND, ask the person who won a silver medal in the Olympics.

Treasure every moment that you have! And remember that TIME waits for no one.
 

Yesterday, is history.
Tomorrow, is a mystery.
Today is a gift.
That's why it's called,
The present

Vivid Dreams
Vidya Heisel 

Exquisite sunsets painted in grand strokes and flaming colors
Lift our hearts for a sweet poignant moment of profound mystery
Then like Tibetan sand mandalas 
They are suddenly and forcefully swept away
Obscured by night

In this beautiful world of light and mirrors
Nothing lasts
Life is fleeting clouds of joy and sorrow
everything in our experience arises 
everything inevitably falls away

Breathing in the fragile beauty of each poignant moment
Letting go with a sweet trembling sigh
It runs through our fingers like sand

Wisdom embraces this present moment fully with an open heart 
Knowing beyond a shadow of doubt
We can hold on to nothing
Yet we are not nothing
We are everything

The beauty, the fragility, a heart still beating
Everything arising and falling away within our own pure Awareness
Which is eternal, limitless and whole
Unscathed by the vivid dream of the world

From What if There is No Need to Change?
Oriah Mountain Dreamer
How would this affect all the places in your life where you are endlessly trying to be better, or different?
What if the task is simply to unfold
To become who you are already are in your essential nature –
Gentle, compassionate, and capable of living fully and passionately present?
What if the question is not,
Why am I so infrequently the person I really want to be?
But ‘why do I so infrequently want to be the person I really am?’
How would this change what you think you have to learn?
What if becoming who and what we truly are happens not through striving and trying
But by recognising and receiving the people and places and practices
That are for us the warmth of encouragement we need to unfold?
How would this shape the choices you make about how to spend today?
What if you know that the impulse to move in a way that creates beauty in the world
Will arise from deep within
And guide you every time you simply pay attention
And wait.
How would this shape your stillness, your movement,
Your willingness to follow this impulse
To just let go
And dance?


Truly we live with mysteries too marvellous to be understood...
Let me keep my distance, always, from
Those who think they have the answers.
Let me keep company always with those who say
'Look!' and laugh in astonishment, and bow their heads.

 Mary Oliver


The truth is inside you, and also inside me ;
you know the sprout is hidden inside the seed.
We are all struggling; none of us has gone far.
Let your arrogance go, and look around inside.

The blue sky opens out farther and farther,
the daily sense of failure goes away,
the damage I have done to myself fades,
a million suns come forward with light,
when I sit firmly in that world.

(part of a poem by Kabir, trans: Bly.)


Gather yourselves: critical and kind, scared and brave, thoughtless and hurt.
Mistakes and failures meet accomplishments. Like loss and love, they are a package.
Embrace it all. Such a coming together is what we came for. 
A Love Story, Jeanie Greensfelder


Oh friend, understand: the body
is like an ocean,
rich with hidden treasures
Open your inmost chamber and light its lamp
Within the body are gardens,
rare flowers, peacocks, the inner music;
within the body a lake of bliss,
on it the white soul-swans take their joy.
Mirabai

Grant yourself a moment of peace and you will understand how foolishly you have scurried about.
Learn to be silent and you will notice that you have talked too much.
Be kind and you’ll realize your judgment of others was too severe.
Chinese proverb





The Guest House

This being human is a guest-house
Every morning a new arrival.
A joy, a depression, a meanness, 
some momentary awareness comes as an unexpected visitor.
Welcome and entertain them all!
Even if they’re a crowd of sorrows, who violently sweep your house empty of its furniture,
still, treat each guest honourably. He may be clearing you out for some new delight.
The dark thought, the shame, the malice. Meet them at the door laughing, and invite them in.
Be grateful for whoever comes, because each has been sent as a guide from beyond.
Rumi

Ten thousand flowers in spring, the moon in autumn, 
a cool breeze in summer, snow in winter. 
If your mind isn’t clouded by unnecessary things, 
this is the best season of your life.
Wu-Men

Let us not look back in anger or look forward in fear, but look around us with awareness.
James Thurber



When despair for the world grows in me
and I wake in the night at the least sound
in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be,
I go and lie down where the wood drake
rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds.
I come into the peace of wild things
who do not tax their lives with forethought
of grief. I come into the presence of still water.
And I feel above me the day-blind stars
waiting with their light. For a time
I rest in the grace of the world, and am free.
Wendel Berry

Sit down wherever you are
and listen to the wind singing in your veins
feel the love, the longing, the fear in your bones.
Open your heart to who you are, right now,
not who you'd like to be,
not the saint you're striving to become, 
but the being right here before you, inside you, around you.
All of you is holy.
You're already more and less
than whatever you can know.
Breathe out,
touch in,
let go.
John Welwood 
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THE PERSON WHO HAD FEELINGS

Once there was a very small person who had feelings. They had many feelings
and got them every day. Their family liked them when they showed their
feelings, so.... they started wearing them on their sleeve. One day one of the
parents said they did not like to see the small persons' FEAR feeling anymore, so
the small person tried to pull it of f. The parent said they would give the small
person some TOUGH tfo cover their FEAR. It was very hard to cover the FEAR
with TOUGH so the other parent and grandparents helped. It took many days.
"Now you look wonderful" the parents said when it was done. “We've covered
some of your feelings with TOUGH. You will grow into a good strong person.

When the small person was a little older they found a friend. The friend also
wore their feelings on their sleeve. One day the friend said “my parents want me
to.cover up my LONELY feelings and I will be different from now on." And they
werel The small person decided o cover their LONELY feelings too and they got
ANGER from another adult. The small person put the big patches of ANGER on
top of their LONELY. It was hard work trying to cover the LONELY feelings.

One day when the small person went to school some of their LONELY feelings
started to show. SO..... the teacher kept them later and gave them some GUILT
to cover the LONELY feelings. Sometimes at night when they were alone the
small person would look at their feelings. They would pull of f the TOUGH and
ANGER to look at their LONELY and FEAR. Then they would have to take along
time putting the TOUGH, ANGER and GUILTonagain.

One night they noticed their LONELY and FEAR were growing and beginning to
stick out around the patches. The small person had to go ouf fo find some more
ANGER to cover the LONELY and got all the TOUGH that their parents could
spare to cover their FEAR.
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This small person grew bigger and was very popular. Everyone said that this
person could hide their feelings well. One day the persons’ parents said they had
aPROUD feeling because the person had so much TOUGH. But the person could
not find anywhere to put the PROUD feeling because the TOUGH was getting so
big. The person had trouble finding any room on their sleeve for any other
feelings. The TOUGH and the ANGER were all that showed.

Then one day they met another person and became friends. They thought that
were a lot alike because they both had only TOUGH and ANGRY feelings
showing. But one day the friend told the personasecret. “I'm not really like you
e My TOUGH and ANGRY are really only patches fo hide my FEAR and
LONELY." The friend then pulled back the edge of their TOUGH and showed
the person FEAR. Just for a second.

The person saf quiet and did not speak. Then carefully they pulled back a little
edge of their TOUGH and showed their FEAR. The friend saw the LONELY
underneath. Then the friend gently reached out and touched the persons FEAR
and then the LONELY..... The friends' fouch was like magic. A feeling of
ACCEPTANCE appeared on the persons' sleeves, and the TOUGH and ANGER
were smaller. Then the person knew that whenever "someone gave them
ACCEPTANCE they would need less TOUGH and then there would be more room
to show their REAL feelings whatever they were.... HAPPY..... LONELY......
PROUD...... SAD...... LOVING....... STRONG....... GOOD....... WARM..... HURT......

Anon
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