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“Maktub” means*“Itiswritten.” The Arabsfed that “It iswritten” isnot really agood trandation,
because, athough everything is dready written, God is compassionate, and wrote it al down just to help
us

Thewanderer isinNew Y ork . He has overdept an gppointment, and when he leaves his hotdl, hefinds
that his car has been towed by the police. He arriveslate for his gppointment, the luncheon lasts longer
than necessary, and he isthinking about the fine he will haveto pay. It will cost afortune. Suddenly, he
remembers the dollar bill he found in the street the day before. He sees some kind of weird relationship
between the dollar bill and what happened to him that morning. “Who knows, perhaps | found that
money before the person who was supposed to find it had the chance? Maybe | removed that dollar bill
from the path of someone who redlly needed it. Who knows but what | interfered with what was
written?’ He fedlsthe need to rid himsdlf of the dollar bill, and at that moment sees abeggar Stting on the
sdewdk. He quickly hands him the bill, and fedsthat he has restored akind of equilibrium to things.
“Just aminute,” saysthe beggar. “1'm not looking for ahandout. I'm a poet, and | want to read you a
poeminreturn.” “Wel, makeit ashort one, because I'minahurry,” saysthe wanderer. The beggar says,
“If you are il living, it's because you have not yet arrived a the place you should be.”

Think of thelizard. It spends most of itslife on the ground, envying the birds and indignant at its fate and
itsshape. “1 am the most didiked of dl the creatures,” it thinks. “Ugly, repulsive, and condemned to
crawl dong the ground.” One day, though, Mother Nature asks the lizard to make a cocoon. Thelizard
isgtartled -it has never made a cocoon before. He thinks that heis building histomb, and preparesto die.
Although unhappy with thelife he hasled up until then, he complainsto God: “Just when | finally became
accustomed to things, Lord, you take away what little | have.” In desperation, he locks himsdlf into the
cocoon and awaits the end. Some days later, he finds that he has been transformed into a beautiful
butterfly. Heisableto fly to the sky, and heis greatly admired. Heis surprised a the meaning of lifeand
at God'sdesigns.

A stranger sought out the Father Superior at the monastery of Sceta. “1 want to make my life better,” he
sad. “But | cannot keegp mysdlf from having sinful thoughts.” The father noticed that the wind was
blowing briskly outside, and said to the stranger: “It's quite hot in here. | wonder if you could seize abit
of that wind outside and bring it here to cool theroom.” “ That'simpossible” the stranger said. “Itisaso
impossible to keep yoursdlf from thinking of thingsthat offend God,” answered the monk. “But, if you
know how to say no to temptation, they will cause you no harm.”

Themaster says: “If adecision needs to be made, it is better to make it and dedl with the consequences.
Y ou cannot know beforehand what those consegquences will be. The arts of divination were developed in
order to counsdl people, never to predict the future. They provide good advice, but poor prophecy. “In
one of the prayersthat Jesustaught us, it says, ‘God'swill be done. ' When Hiswill causes aproblem, it



aso presentsasolution. If the arts of divination were able to predict the future, every soothsayer would
be wedthy, married and content.”

The disciple approached his master: “ For years | have been seeking illumination,” hesaid. “I fed that |
am closeto achieving it. | need to know what the next stepis.” “How do you support yoursdf?’ the
master asked. “| haven't yet learned how to support myself; my parents help me out. But that isonly a
detail.” “ Y our next sepisto look directly at the sun for half aminute,” said the master. And the disciple
obeyed. When the half-minute was over, the master asked him to describe the field that surrounded
them. 1 can't seeit. The sun has affected my vison,” the disciple said. “A man who seeks only the light,
while shirking hisrespongbilities, will never find illumination. And one who keep his eyesfixed upon the
sun ends up blind,” was the master's comment.

A man was hiking through avalley in thePyrenees , when he met an old shepherd. He shared hisfood
with him, and they sat together for along time, talking about life. The man said that, if one believed in
God, he would aso have to admit that he was not free, snce God would govern every step. In response,
the shepherd led him to aravine where one could hear -with absol ute clarity -the echo to any sound.
“Lifeisthesewalls, and fate is the shout that each of us makes,” said the shepherd. “What we do will be
raised to His heart, and will be returned to usin the same form. “ God acts as the echo of our own
deeds.”

The master said: “When we sense that the time has come for a change, we begin -unconscioudy -to run
the tape again, to view every defeat we have experienced until then. “ And, of course, aswe grow older,
our number of difficult moments grows larger. But, at the same time, experience provides us with better
means of overcoming those defests, and of finding the path that alows usto go forward. We haveto play
that second tape on our mental VCR, too. “If we only watch the tape of our defeats, we become
paralyzed. If we only watch the tape of our successes, we wind up thinking we are wiser than we really
are. “We need both of those tapes.”

Thedisciple said to hismagter: “1 have spent most of the day thinking about things| should not be
thinking about, desiring things | should not desire and making plans | should not be making.” The master
invited the disciple to take awak with him through the forest behind his house. Along the way, he
pointed to aplant, and asked the disciple if he knew its name. “Belladonna,” said thedisciple. “1t can kil
anyonewho eatsitsleaves.” “But it cannot kill anyone who smply observesit,” said the madter.
“Likewise, negative desires can cause no evil if you do not alow yourself to be seduced by them.”

BetweenFrance andSpain isarange of mountains. In one of those mountains, thereisavillage named
Argdes, andinthevillageisahill leading to the valey. Every afternoon, an old man climbs and descends
the hill. When the wanderer went to Argelesfor thefirst time, he was not aware of this. On his second
visit, he noticed that he crossed paths with the same man. And every time he went to the village, he
perceived the man in greater detail -his clothing, his beret, his cane, his glasses. Nowadays, whenever he
thinks about thet village, he thinks of the old man, aswell -even though heisnot aware that thisistrue.
Only once did the wanderer ever speak to the man. In ajoking fashion, he asked the man, “ Do you think
that God livesin these beautiful mountains surrounding us?” “God lives,” said the old man, “inthose
placeswherethey dlow Him to enter.”

The master met one night with his disciples, and asked them to build acampfire so they could sit and
talk. “The spiritud pathislike afirethat burnsbefore us” he said. “A man who wantsto light the fire has
to bear with the disagreeable smoke that makesit difficult for him to bresthe, and bringstearsto hiseyes.
That ishow hisfaith is rediscovered. However, once thefireis rekindled, the smoke disappears, and the
flamesilluminate everything around him -providing heat and tranquility.” “But whet if someonedselights
thefirefor him?” asked one of the disciples. “ And if someone helps usto avoid the smoke?” “If someone



doesthat, heisafase master. A master capable of taking the fire to wherever he desires, or of
extinguishing it whenever he wantsto do so. And, since he has taught no one how to light thefire, heis
likely to leave everyonein the darkness”

“When you strike out dong your path, you will find adoor with a phrase written upon it,” saysthe
magter. “Come back to me, and tell me what the phrase says.” The disciple gives himsdf to the search,
body and soul, and one day comes upon the door, and then returns to his master. “What was written
therewas THISISIMPOSSIBLE," he says.” “Wasthat written on awall or on adoor?’ the master
asks. “On adoor,” the disciple answers. “Well, then, put your hand on the doorknob and openit.” The
disciple obeyed. Since the phrase was painted with the door, it gave way just asthe door itsdf did. With
the door completely open, he could no longer see the phrase -and he went on.

The master says. “Close your eyes. Or even with your eyes open, imagine the following scene: aflock of
birds on the wing. Now, tell me how many birds you saw: Five? Eleven? Sixteen? Whatever the
response -and it is difficult for someone to say how many birds were seen -one thing becomes quite clear
inthissmall experiment. Y ou canimagine aflock of birds, but the number of birdsin theflock isbeyond
your control. Y et the scene was clear, well-defined, exact. There must be an answer to the question.
Who wasit that determined how many birds should appear in theimagined scene? Not you!”

A man decided to visit ahermit who, he had been told, lived not far from the monastery at Sceta. After
wandering aimlessly about the desert, hefindly found the monk. “1 need to know what isthe first step
that should be taken aong the spiritua path,” he said. The hermit took the man to asmall well, and told
him to look at hisreflection in the water. The man tried to do so, but as he made his attempt, the hermit
threw pebblesinto the water, causing the surface to be disturbed. “I won't be able to see my facein the
water if you keep throwing those pebbles,” said the man. “Just asit isimpossible for aman to see his
facein tro??26t? 7T have been thinking about how to make this news less difficult to hear -how to paint it
in brighter colors, add to it promises of Paradise, visons of the Absolute, provide esoteric explanations
-but they do not apply. Take a deep breath, and prepare yoursalf. | have to be blunt, and | assureyou, |
am absolutely certain of what I'm telling you. It isan infdlible prediction, without any doubt whatsoever.
It'sthe following: you are going to die. It may be tomorrow or fifty years from now, but -sooner or later
--you aregoing to die. Even if you would rather not. Evenif you have other plans. Think carefully about
what you are going to do today. And tomorrow. And with the rest of your life.”

An explorer, awhite man, anxiousto reach his destination in the heart of Africa, promised an extra
payment to his bearersif they would make greater speed. For severa days, the bearers moved dong a a
faster pace. One afternoon, though, they all suddenly put down their burden and sat on the ground. No
matter how much money they were offered, they refused to move on. When the explorer finaly asked
why they were behaving asthey were, he was given the following answer: “We have been moving aong
at such afast pace that we no longer know what we are doing. Now we have to wait until our soul
catchesup with us.”

Our Lady, with theinfant Jesusin her arms, came down to earth to visit amonastery. In their joy, the
padres stood in line to pay their respects: one of them recited poetry, another showed Her illuminated
imagesfor the Bible, another recited the names of al of the saints. At the end of the linewasahumble
padre who had never had the chance to learn from the wise men of histime. His parents were smple
people who worked in atraveling circus. When histurn came, the monks wanted to end the payment of
respects, fearful that he would damage their image. But he, too, wanted to show hislovefor the Virgin.
Embarrassed, and sensing the disapproval of the brothers, he took some oranges from his pocket and
began to tossthem in the air -juggling as his parents with the circus had taught him. It was only then that
the infant Jesus smiled and clapped hishands with joy. And it was only to the humble monk that the
Virgin held out her arms, dlowing him to hold her Son for awhile.



Do not dwaystry to be consastent. Saint Paul, after dl, said, “ The wisdom of theworld is madnessin the
eyesof God.” To be consistent isawaysto wear atie that matches one's socks. It isto have the same
opinions tomorrow as one has today. And the movement of the planet? Whereisit? So long asyou do
no harm to another, change your opinion oncein awhile. Contradict yoursalf without being embarrassed.
Thisisyour right. It doesn't matter what others think -because that's what they will think, in any case. So,
relax. Let the universe move about. Discover the joy of surprising yourself. “ God selected the crazy
things on the earth so asto embarrass the wise men,” saidSaint Paul .

The master says. “Today would be agood day for doing something out of the ordinary. We could, for
example, dance through the streets on our way to work. Look directly into the eyes of a stranger, and
speak of love at first Sght. Give the boss an idea that may seem ridiculous, an ideaweve never
mentioned before. The Warriors of the Light alow themsalves such days. Today, we could cry over
some ancient injustices that till stick in our craw. We could phone someone we vowed never to speek to
again (but from whom we would love to receive amessage on the answering machine). Today could be
considered aday outside the script that we write every morning. Today, any fault will be permitted and
forgiven. Today isaday to enjoy life”

The stientist, Roger Penrose, was walking with some friends and talking animatedly. Hefell slent only in
order to crossthe street. “1 remember that -as | was crossing the street -an incredible idea came to me,”
Penrose said. “But, as soon as we reached the other side, we picked up where we left off, and | couldn't
remember what | thought of just afew secondsearlier.” Late in the afternoon, Penrose began to fed
euphoric -without knowing why. “I had the fedling that something had been reveded to me,” he said. He
decided to go back over every minute of the day, and -when he remembered the moment when he was
crossing the street -the idea came back to him. Thistime, he wrote it down. It was the theory of black
holes, arevolutionary theory in modern physics. And it came back to him because Penrose was able to
recall the sllence that we alwaysfal into aswe cross asireet. Saint Anton was living in the desert when a
young man approached him. “Father, | sold everything | owned, and gave the proceeds to the poor. |
kept only afew thingsthat could help meto survive out here. | would like you to show me the path to
svation.”

Saint Anton asked that the lad sell the few things that he had kept, and -with the money -buy some mesat
in the city. When he returned, he was to strap the mest to his body. The young man did as he was
instructed. As he was returning, he was attacked by dogs and falcons who wanted the meat. “1'm back,”
sad the young man, showing the father hiswounded body and his tattered clothing. “ Those who embark
inanew direction and want to keep abit of the old life, wind up lacerated by their own past,” said the
snt.

The master says. “Make use of every blessing that God gave you today. A blessing cannot be saved.
There isno bank where we can deposit blessings received, to use them when we seefit. If you do not
usethem, they will beirretrievably lost. God knowsthat we are crestive artists when it comesto our
lives. On one day, he gives us clay for sculpting, on another, brushes and canvas, or apen. But we can
never use clay on our canvas, nor pensin sculpture. Each day hasits own miracle. Accept the blessings,
work, and create your minor works of art today. Tomorrow you will receive others.”

The monastery on the bank of the Rio Piedrais surrounded by beautiful vegetation -it isatrue oasis
within the gterile fields of that part of Spain . There, the smadl river becomes amighty current, and is plit
into dozens of waterfals. The wanderer iswalking through the area, hearing the music of the waters.
Suddenly, agrotto -behind one of the cataracts -captures his attention. He studies the rocks, worn by
time, and regards the lovely forms created patiently by nature. And hefindsaverse by R. Tagore
inscribed on a plague; “It was not a hammer that made these rocks so perfect, but water -with its



swesetness, its dance and its song.” Where force can only destroy, gentleness can sculpt.

The master says. “Many people are fearful of happiness. For such persons, to be content in life means
they must change anumber of their habits -and lose their sense of identity. Often we become indignant a
the good things that befall us. We do not accept them, because to do so causes usto fed that wearein
God's debit. We think: 'Better not to drink from the chalice of happiness, because, when it is empty, we
will suffer greatly. ' Out of afear of shrinking, wefail to grow. Out of afear of weeping, wefail to laugh.”

One afternoon at the monastery at Sceta, one of the monks offended another. The superior of the
monagtery, Brother Sisois, asked that the offended monk forgive his aggressor. “I cannot do that,”
responded the monk. “It was he that did this, and it he who must pay.” At that very moment, Brother
Sisoisraised hisarmsto heaven and began to pray: “My Jesus, we no longer have need of thee. We are
now capable of making the aggressor pay for his offenses. We are now able to take vengeance into our
own hands, and to deal with Good and Evil. Therefore, Y ou can leave us on our own, and their will be
no problem.” Ashamed, the monk immediately pardoned his brother.

A disciplesaid, “ All masters say that spiritua treasure is discovered through solitary search. So, then,
why arewe dl together here?’ “Y ou are together because aforest is aways stronger than asolitary
tree,” the master answered. “The forest conserves humidity, resists the hurricane and hel ps the soil to be
fertile. But what makes atree strong isitsroots. And the roots of a plant cannot help another plant to
grow. To bejoined together in the same purpose isto alow each person to grow in his own fashion, and
that isthe path of those who wish to commune with God.”

When the wanderer was ten years old, his mother insisted that he take a coursein physical education.
One of the activities required him to jump from abridge into ariver. Early in the course, he was
paralyzed by fear. Each day, he sood last in line, and suffered every time one of those in front made his
jump -because it would shortly be histurn. One day, the instructor -noticing his fear -made him take the
firgt jJump. Although he was il frightened, it was over so quickly that the fright was replaced by courage.
The master says: “ Often, we can afford to take our time. But there are occas ons when we must roll up
our deeves and resolve a situation. In such cases, thereis nothing worse than delay.”

Buddha was seated among his disciples one morning when a man gpproached the gathering. “ Does God
exis,” heasked. “Yes, God exists,” Buddha answered. After lunch, another man appeared. “ Does God
exist?’ he asked. “No, God does not exist,” Buddha answered. Late in the day, athird man asked
Buddha the same question, and Buddha's response was: “Y ou must decide for yoursdlf.” “Madter, thisis
absurd,” said one of the disciples. “How can you give three different answersto the same question?’
“Because they were different persons,” answered the Enlightened One. “ And each person approaches
God in hisown way: some with certainty, some with denia and some with doubt.”

Weare al concerned with taking action, doing things, resolving problems, providing for others. We are
awaystrying to plan something, conclude something else, discover athird. Thereis nothing wrong with
that -after dl, that is how we build and modify the world. But the act of Adoration isalso apart of life.
To stop from time to time, to escape one's salf, and to stand silent before the Universe. To knedl down,
body and soul. Without asking for something, without thinking, without even giving thanks for anything.
Just to experience the warmth of thelove that surrounds us. At such moments, unexpected tears may
appear -tears neither of happiness nor sadness. Do not be surprised at that. It isagift. Thetearsare
cleansing your soul.

The magter says. “If you must cry, cry likeachild. Y ou were once achild, and one of the first things you
learned in life wasto cry, because crying isapart of life. Never forget that you are free, and that to show
your emotionsis not shameful. Scream, sob loudly, make as much noise asyou like. Because that is how



children cry, and they know the fastest way to put their hearts at ease. “Have you ever noticed how
children stop crying? They stop because something distracts them. Something calls them to the next
adventure. Children stop crying very quickly. And that's how it will befor you. But only if you can cry as
children do.”

Thewanderer is having lunch with awoman friend, an attorney inFort Lauderdale . A highly animated
drunk at the next table inssts on talking to her throughout the meal. At one point, the friend asksthe
drunk to quiet down. But he says. “Why? I'm talking about love in away that a sober person never does.
I'm happy, I'm trying to communicate with strangers. What'swrong with that?’ “Thisisn't the appropriate
time,” shesaid. “Y ou mean there are only certain timesthat are appropriate for showing one's
happiness?’ With that, the drunk isinvited to share her table.

The magter says. “We must carefor our body. It isthe temple of the Holy Spirit, and deserves our
respect and affection. We must make the best use of our time. We must fight for our dreams, and
concentrate our effortsto that end. But we must not forget that lifeis made up of small pleasures. They
were placed here to encourage us, assist usin our search, and provide moments of surcease from our
daily battles. It isnot asin to be happy. Thereisnothing wrong in -from time to time -bresking certain
rulesregarding diet, deep and happiness. Do not criticize yoursdf if -once in awhile -you waste your
time onftrifles. These are the small pleasuresthat simulate us.”

The pianist Artur Rubinstein was late arriving for lunch at afirst class restaurant inNew York . His
friends began to be concerned, but Rubinstein finally appeared, with a spectacular blonde, one-third his
age, & hissde. Known to be something of a cheapskate, he surprised his friends by ordering the most
expensive entree, and the rarest, most sophisticated wine. When lunch was over, he paid the bill with a
smile. “I can seethat you are dl surprised,” Rubinstein said. “But today, | went to my lawyer'sto prepare
my will. | left agoodly amount to my daughter and to my relatives, and made generous donations to
charities. But | suddenly redlized that | wasn't included in the will; everything went to others. So, |
decided to treat myself with grester generosity.”

While the master was traveling to spread the word of God, the house in which he lived with hisdisciples
burned down. “He entrusted the house to us, and we didn't take proper care,” said one of the disciples.
They immediately began to rebuild on what remained after thefire, but the master returned earlier than
expected, and saw what they were doing. “ So, things are looking up: anew house,” he said happily. One
of the disciples, embarrassed, told him what had actualy happened; that where they had dl lived together
had been consumed by fire. “1 don't understand,” said the master. “What | am seeing is men who have
fathinlife, beginning anew chapter. Those who have logt everything they owned arein abetter position
than many others, because, from that moment on, things can only improve.”

The master says. “If you are traveling the road of your dreams, be committed to it. Do not leave an open
door to be used as an excuse such as, 'Wdll, thisisn't exactly what | wanted. ' Therein are contained the
seeds of defeat. “Walk your path. Even if your steps have to be uncertain, even if you know that you
could bedoing it better. If you accept your possihilitiesin the present, thereis no doubt that you will
improvein thefuture. But if you deny that you have limitations, you will never berid of them. *Confront
your path with courage, and don't be afraid of the criticism of others. And, above dl, don't allow yourself
to become pardyzed by sdlf-criticism. “ God will be with you on your deepless nights, and will dry your
tearswith Hislove. God isfor the vaiant.”

The master and his disciples were traveling, and, on the road, were unable to eat properly. The master
asked some of them to go and seek food. The disciplesreturned at the end of the day. Each brought with
him the little he had been able to gain through the charity of others: fruit that was dready going bad, stde
bread and bitter wine. One of the disciples, however, brought with him abag of ripe apples. “I would do



anything to help my master and my brothers,” he said, sharing the apples with the others. “Where did you
get these?’ asked the master. | had to stedl them,” the disciple answered. * People were giving me only
spoiled food, even though they knew that we were preaching the word of God.” “Get away with your
apples, and never come back,” said the master. “ Anyone who would rob for me, would rob from me.”

We go out into the world in search of our dreams and idedls. Often we make inaccessible that which is
within our reach. When we redlize the error, we fed we have wasted our time, seeking in the distance
what was close at hand. We blame oursalves for making such a mistake, for our useless search and for
the problems we have caused. The master says. “ Although the treasure may be buried in your house, you
will find it only if you leavein search of it. If Peter had not experienced the pain of rgection, he would not
have been chosen as the head of the Church. If the prodigal son had not abandoned everything, hewould
not have been given afeast by hisfather. There are certain thingsin our livesthat carry a sed that says.

'Y ou will appreciate my value only after you have lost me... and recovered me. ' It does no good to try to
shorten the path.”

The master was meeting with hisfavorite disciple, and asked him how his spiritua progress was going.
The disciple answered that he was now able to dedicate every moment of hisday to God. “ So, then, al
that'sleft isto forgive your enemies” said the master. The disciplelooked at his master, sartled: “But
that's not necessary. | bear noiill will toward my enemies.” “Do you think that God bearsyou any ill will?’
asked the master. “ Of course not,” the disciple answered. “Y et you ask for his forgiveness, don't you?
Do the same with your enemies, even though you bear them noiill will. A person who forgivesiswashing
and perfuming hisown heart.”

The young Napoleon was trembling like areed in the wind during the ferocious bombardments atToulon
. A soldier, seeing him that way, said to hisfellow soldiers, “Look at him, he's scared to death.” “Yes, |
am,” replied Napoleon. “But | go on fighting. If you felt haf thefear | fed, you would havefled along
timeago.” The master says: “ Fear isnot asign of cowardice. It isfear that alows us be brave and
dignified in the face of life's Stuations. Someone who experiences fear -and despite the fear goes on,
without dlowing it to intimidate him -is giving proof of vaiance. But someone who tackles difficult
Stuations without taking the danger into account, is proving only hisirresponghility.”

The wanderer is at the feast of Saint John , with itstents, archery contests and country food. Suddenly, a
clown beginsto mimic his gestures. People laugh, and the wanderer laughs, aswell, and invitesthe clown
to have coffee with him. “Commit to life!” saysthe clown. “If you are dive, you have to shake your arms,
jump around, make noise, laugh and talk to people. Because lifeis exactly the opposite of desth. To die
isto remain forever in the same position. If you are too quiet, you are not living.”

A disciple and his master were walking in the fields one morning. The disciple was asking what diet was
needed to provide purification. Although his master had dwaysinssted thet al foods were holy, the
discipledid not believeit. “ There must be some med that brings us closer to God,” the disciple said.
“Wdll, perhaps you areright. Those mushroomsthere, for example,” said the master. The disciple was
excited, thinking that the mushrooms would provide him with purification and ectasy. But as he stooped
to pick one he screamed: “ These are poisonous! If | wereto eat even one of them, | would die instantly!”
he said, horrified. “Well, | don't know any other food that would bring you so quickly to God,” said the
meder.

Inthe winter of 1981, the wanderer iswalking with hiswife through the streets of Prague , when he sees
aboy doing drawings of some neighborhood buildings. He likeswhat he sees, and decidesto buy one.
When he holds out the money, he notices that the boy has no gloves -and the temperatureisin the 20s.
“Why don't you wear gloves?’ heasks. “So that | can hold my pencil.” They tak abit aboutPrague .. The
boy offersto do adrawing of the wanderer's wife'sface, free of charge. Ashewaitsfor the drawing to



be completed, the wanderer redlizes that something strange had happened: he had conversed for dmost
five minutes with the boy, and neither spoke the other'slanguage. They had used only gestures, smiles
and facid expressions-but thewill to share something had alowed them to enter into the world of
language without words.

A friend took Hassan to the door of amosgue, where ablind man was begging. “ Thisblind manisthe
wisest person in our country,” said the friend. “How long have you been blind,” Hassan asked the man.
“Since birth,” the man answered. “And how did you become so wise?’ “Since | didn't accept my
blindness, | tried to become an astronomer,” the man answered. “But, since | couldn't see the heavens, |
was forced to imagine the stars, the sun and the galaxies. And, the closer | came to God's work, the
closer | cameto Hiswisdom.”

Inabar inaremotevillageinSpain, closeto the city of Olite, thereisasign placed there by the owner.
“Just as| succeeded infinding al the answers, dl the questions changed.” The master says. “We are
aways concerned with finding answers. Wefed that answers are important to understand whét life
means. “It ismore important to live fully, and alow timeto revea to usthe secrets of our existence. If we
are too concerned with making sense of life, we prevent nature from acting, and we become unable to
read God'ssigns.”

Thereisan Australian legend about a shaman who was walking with histhree ssters when they met the
most famouswarrior of thetime. “1 want to marry one of these beautiful girls,” thewarrior said. “If one of
them marries, the other two will suffer”, said the shaman. “I am looking for atribe that alow its men to
have three wives.” For years, they waked the entire Australian continent without finding such atribe. “ At
least one of us could have been happy,” said one of the Sisters when they were old, and sick of walking.
“I waswrong,” said the shaman. “But now it'stoo late” And he turned the three sstersinto blocks of
stone, so that al who passed by would understand that one person's happiness does not mean others
must be sad.

Thejournaist, Wdter Cardli, went to interview the Argentine writer, Jorge Luis Borges. When his
interview had been completed, they began to talk about the language that exists beyond words, and
about the human being's greet capacity to understand others. “1 will give you an example,” said Borges.
And he began to speak in a strange language. Then he stopped and asked the journaist what he had
been saying. Before Cardlli could respond, the photographer who was with him said: “It's the 'Our
Father.” “Exactly,” said Borges. “| wasreciting it in Finnish.”

Ananimd trainer with the circusis able to dominate e ephants by usng avery smpletrick: when the
animal isgtill achild, he lashes one of hislegsto the trunk of atree. No matter how hard he struggles, the
young eephant is unableto free himself. Little by little, he becomes used to the idearthat the trunk of the
tree ismore powerful than heis. When he becomes an adult possessing tremendous strength, one has
only to tieastring about the e ephant'sleg, and tie him to a sapling. He will not attempt to free himsalf. As
with elephants, our feet are often bound by fragileties. But since, as children, we became accustomed to
the strength of the tree trunk, we do not dare to struggle. Without redlizing that asmple courageous act is
al that isneeded to find our freedom.

The master says. “It avails you nothing to seek explanations about God. Y ou can listen to beautiful
words, but they are basically empty. Just as you can read an entire encyclopedia about love without
knowing how to love. No onewill ever provethat God exigts. Certain thingsin life smply haveto be
experienced -and never explained. Loveis such athing. God -whoislove -isaso such athing. Faithisa
childhood experience, in that magical sense that Jesus taught us. ‘Children are thekingdomofGod . ' “ God
will never enter your head. The door that He usesisyour heart.”



The abbot always said that Abbot Joseph had prayed so much that he no longer had anything to worry
about -his passions had been conquered. Those words reached the ears of one of the wise men at the
monastery of Sceta, who called his novitiates together after their evening med. “Y ou have heard it said
that Abbot Joseph has no further temptationsto overcome,” he said. “ The lack of astruggle weskensthe
soul. Let us ask that the Lord send down a powerful temptation to Abbot Joseph. And, if heisableto
resst that temptation, let us ask for another and another. And when heis once again struggling to resst
temptation, let us pray that he never says. 'Lord, take thisdevil away. ' Let us pray that instead he asks:
'Lord, give methe strength to win out over evil™

Thereisamoment in every day whenit isdifficult to see clearly: evening time. Light and darkness blend,
and nothing is completely clear nor completely dark. In most spiritud traditions, thismoment is
considered holy. The Catholic tradition teaches us that we should say aHail Mary a six o'clock inthe
evening. In the Quechuan tradition, if we run into afriend in the afternoon and we are il with him at
evening time, we must start all over, greeting him again with a“ Good evening.” At dusk, the balance
between man and the planet is tested. God mixes shadow and light to seeiif the Earth has the courage to
go on turning. If the Earth is not frightened by the darkness, night passes -- anew sun shinesthe next

day.

The German philosopher, Schopenhauer, was strolling dong a sireet inDresden , seeking the answersto
guestionsthat bothered him. Passing by a garden, he decided to sit and look at the flowers. One of the
resdents of the neighborhood observed the philosopher's strange behavior and summoned the police.
Minutes | ater, an officer approached Schopenhauer. “Who areyou,” the officer asked brusquely.
Schopenhauer |ooked the policeman up and down. “If you can hep mefind the answer to that question,”
hesad, “1 will be eternaly grateful to you.”

A man searching for wisdom decided to go up into the mountains, since he had been told that every two
years God appeared there. During hisfirst year there, he ate everything that the land had to offer.
Eventudly, the supply was exhausted, and he had to return to the city. “ God isunfair!” he exclaimed.
“Didn't he know that | waited for ayear to hear hisvoice. | was hungry and had to come back to town.”
At that moment, an angdl appeared. “God would like very much to talk with you,” the angd said. “For an
entire year he fed you. He was hoping that you would produce your own food after that. But what did
you plant? If aman isunable to grow fruit where helives, heisnot ready to talk with God.”

People say, “Wadll, it ssemsthat freedom for man conssts of choosing his own brand of davery. | work
eight hoursaday, and if | get apromoation, I'll have to work twelve. | got married, and now | have no
timeto mysdf. | looked for God, and now | have to attend cult meetings, masses and other religious
ceremonies. Everything that'simportant in life -love, work, faith -winds up becoming a burden that'stoo
heavy to bear.” The master says. “ Only love allows usto escape. Only love turns davery into freedom. If
we cannot love, it is better to stop now. Jesus said: ‘Better to be blind in one eye than for the entire body
to perish in darkness. ' “Hard words. But true.”

A hermit fasted for an entire year, eating only once aweek. After this sacrifice, he asked that God reved
to him the true meaning of a certain passage in the Bible. No response was heard. “What a waste of
time,” the hermit said to himself. “1 gave up so much, and God didn't even answer! Better to leave these
parts and find amonk who knows the meaning of the verse.” At that moment, an angel appeared. “The
twelve months of fasting served only to make you believe that you were better than others, and God does
not answer avain person,” the angel said. “ But when you were humble, and sought help from others,

God sent me.” And the angd explained what he wanted to know.

The master says. “Notice how certain words were formed so asto show their meaning clearly. “Let us
take the word “ preoccupation.” It can be divided in two: “pre” and “ occupation.” 1t means to occupy



onesdf with something before it happens. “Who, in the entire universe, could have the gift of occupying
himself with athing that has not yet happened? Never be preoccupied. Be attentive to your destiny and
to your path. Learn everything you need to know in order to handle the bright sword entrusted to you.
Pay atention to how your friends, your masters and your enemiesfight. Train yoursdf sufficiently, but do
not commit the worst of errors: believing that you know what kind of blow your adversary isgoing to
adiver.”

Friday comes, you go home, and you pick up the newspapers that you weren't able to read during the
week. Y ou turn on the television with the sound off. Y ou put on a cassette tape. Y ou use the remote
control to jump from one channel to the other, asyou try to turn the pages of the paper and listen to the
music. The papers contain nothing new, the TV programs are repetitious, and you've dready heard the
cassette dozens of times. Y our wifeis attending to the children, sacrificing her youthful years without
redly understanding why sheisdoing so. An excuse occursto you: “Well, that'stheway lifeis.” No,
that's not theway lifeis. Lifeisenthusasm. Try to remember where it was that you hid away your
enthusiasm. Take your wife and children with you and try to find it again, beforeit'stoo late. Love never
kept anyone from following hisdream.

On Christmas Eve, the wanderer and hiswife did an evauation of the year that was about to end. During
dinner at the only restaurant in avillage in thePyrenees , the wanderer began to complain about something
that hadn't gone the way he thought it should have. Hiswife stared at the Christmas tree decorating the
restaurant. The wanderer thought that she was no longer interested in the conversation, and changed the
subject: “Arent thelightson the tree pretty!” he said. “They are,” hiswife answered. “But if you look
closdly, among the dozens of bulbs there is one that has burned out. It seemsto methat, instead of seeing
the past year in terms of the dozens of blessingsthat illuminated it, you are fixating on the only bulb that
illuminated nothing.”

“Look at that humble holy man, walking theroad”, said one devil to another. 1 think I'll go over there
and conquer hissoul.” “He won't listen to you, because heis concerned only with holy things,” said his
companion. But the devil, in his usud ardent fashion, dressed himsdlf asthe Archangel Gabrid, and
appeared before the holy man. “1 have cometo help you,” he said. “Y ou must have me confused with
someone else,” answered the holy man. “1 have done nothing in my life to deserve the atention of an
angel.” And he continued on hisway, never knowing what he had avoided.

A friend of the wanderer went to aplay on Broadway, and went out for adrink during theintermission.
The lobby was crowded, and people were smoking, talking and drinking. A pianist was playing, but no
one paid any attention to hismusic. The wanderer'sfriend sipped her drink and studied the musician. He
seemed bored -just doing hisjob and waiting for the intermission to end. After another drink, and fedling
abit high, she gpproached the piano. “ Y ou're apain in the neck! Why don't you play just for yoursaf?’
she exclaimed. The pianist was surprised. And then he began to play the kind of music heliked. Injust a
few minutes, the entire lobby fell sllent. When the song was over, there was enthusiastic applause.

Saint Francis of Assis was avery popular young man when he decided to leaveit dl behind and do his
lifeswork. Saint Clare was a beautiful young woman when shetook her vow of chadtity. Saint Raimundo
Lull knew the great intellectuas of histime when he went off into the desert. The spiritua quest is, above
al, achdlenge. Whoever usesit to flee from his problemswill not go very far. It does no good for
someone who cannot make friends to retire from the world. It accomplishes nothing to take avow of
poverty if you are dready unableto earn aliving. And it makes no sense to become humbleif oneis
aready acoward. It isonething to have something and giveit up. It isanother not to have something and
to condemn those who have. It is easy for aweak man to go around preaching absol ute charity, but what
good isit? The master says. “ Praise the Lord's work. Conquer yourself asyou confront the world.”



It iseasy to be difficult. All we haveto do is stay away from people, and in that way, avoid suffering.
That way, we don't have to risk love, disappointment, frustrated dreams. It iseasy to be difficult. We
don't have to be concerned about phone calls we should have made, people who ask usfor help, charity
that should be extended. It is easy to be difficult. We just have to pretend that we live in anivory tower,
and never shed atear. Wejust have to spend therest of our livesplaying arole. It iseasy to be difficult.
All we haveto doisregect everything good thet life offers.

The patient said to his physician, “Doctor, | am ruled by fear, and fear hastaken away dl joy.” “Herein
my office, thereisamouse that nibbles at my books,” the doctor said. “If | become desperate over the
mouse, he will hide from me, and I'll do nothing ese with my life but hunt for him. Instead, | have put dl
of my best booksin asafe place, and | dlow him to eat at some of the others. That way, he continuesto
be only amouse, and not amongter. Fear afew things, and concentrate dl of your fear on them -so you
can be courageous in facing the important things.”

The master says. “ Often it iseasier to love than to beloved. Wefind it hard to accept the help and
support of others. Our attempts to appear independent deprive others of the opportunity to demonstrate
their love. Many parents, in their old age, rob their children of the chance to show them the same
affection and support they received as children. Many husbands (and wives), when they are overtaken by
affliction, fed ashamed at depending upon others. As aresult, the waters of love do not spread. Y ou
should accept a gesture of love from someone. Y ou have to dlow othersto help you, to give you the
strength to go on. If you accept such love with purity and humility, you will understand that Loveis
neither giving nor receiving -it is participating.”

Eve was waking through the Garden of Eden, when the serpent approached her. “Eat thisapple,” he
sad. Eve, well taught by God, refused. “Eat thisapple,” the serpent inssted. “Because you haveto
become more beautiful for your husband.” “1 don't need it,” Eve answered. “He has no one ese but me.”
The serpent laughed: “Of course he does.” Since Eve did not believe him, he took her to the top of ahill
wheretherewas awell. “ She's down there. That'swhere Adam hid her.” Evelooked in and saw a
beautiful woman reflected in the water. And then she ate the gpple the snake offered.

Excerptsfrom a“Letter to my Heart:” “My heart, | will never condemn you or criticize you. Nor will |
ever be ashamed of what you say. | know that you are abeloved child of God, and that He protects you
within aglorious and loving radiance. | believein you, my heart. | am on your side, and | will dways ask
for blessing in my prayers. | will dways ask that you find the help and support you need. | believein you,
my heart. | believe that you will share your love with anyone who needs or deservesit. That my pathis
your path, and that we will walk together to the Holy Spirit. | ask of you: trust in me. Know that | love
you and that | am trying to give you al the freedom you need to continue begting joyfully in my breest. |
will do everything | can so that you never fed uncomfortable with my presence surrounding you.”

The master says. “When we decideto act, it is naturd that unexpected conflict should arise. It isnatural
that we will be wounded asaresult of such conflict. Wounds hedl: they stay on as scars, and that is
blessing. Such scars stay with usfor the rest of our lives, and are of great help to us. If a some point -for
whatever reason -our desire to return to the past is strong, we have only to look at our scars. Scars are
the marks of handcuffs, and remind us of the horrors of prison -and with that reminder we move forward

agan.”

In his Epistle to the Corinthians,Saint Paul tells usthat sweetnessis one of the main characterigtics of
love. Let us never forget: loveistenderness. A rigid soul does not alow the hand of God to molditin
accordance with His desires. The wanderer was traveling anarrow road in the north of Spain , when he
saw aman stretched out in abed of flowers. “ Aren't you crushing those flowers?’ the wanderer asked.
“No,” the man answered. “1'm trying to take a bit their sweetnessfrom them.”



The master says. “Pray every day. Even if your prayers are wordless and ask for nothing, and can hardly
be understood. Make ahabit of your prayers. If that is difficult at the beginning, decidefor yoursdlf: 'l am
going to pray every day thisweek. ' And renew that promise for each of the next seven days. Remember
that you are creating not only amore intimate link with the spiritual world; you are dso training your will.
It isthrough certain practices that we develop the discipline needed for life's combat. It does no good to
forget the resol ution one day and pray twice the next. Nor to pray seven times the same day, and go
through the rest of the week thinking that you have completed your task. Certain things have to occur
with theright pace and rhythm.”

An evil man, about to die, meets an angel at the gatesto Hell. The angel saysto him: “It isenough for
you to have done one good thing in your life, and that will help you.” “Think hard,” the angd said. The
man remembers that one time, as he was walking through aforest, he saw aspider in his path and
detoured s0 as not to step on it. The angel smiles and a spider web comes down from the sky, alowing
the man to ascend toParadise . Others among the condemned take advantage of the web, and begin to
make the climb. But the man turns on them and begins to push them off, fearing that the web will bresk.
At that moment, it breaks, and the man is once again returned to Hell. “What apity,” the man hearsthe
ange say. “Y our concern with yoursdlf turned the only good thing you ever did into evil.”

The magter says. “A crossroad isaholy place. There, the pilgrim hasto make adecision. That iswhy the
gods usualy deep and eat at crossroads. Where roads cross, two great forces are concentrated -the
path that will be chosen, and the path to be ignored. Both are transformed into a single path, but only for
ashort period of time. The pilgrim may rest, deep ahbit, and even consult with the gods that inhabit the
crossroad. But no one can remain there forever: once his choice is made, he has to move on, without
thinking about the path he has rejected. Otherwise, the crossroad becomes acurse.”

Humanity has committed some of itsworst crimesin the name of the truth. Men and women have been
burned at the stake. The entire culture of some civilizations has been destroyed. Those who committed
the sin of eating meat were kept at a distance. Those who sought a different path were ostracized. One
person, in the name of truth, was crucified. But -before He died -He left us agreet definition of the Truth.
It is not what provides us with certitudes. It is not what makes us better than others. It is not what we
keep within the prison of our preconceived idess. The Truth iswhat makes usfree. “Know the Truth,
and the truth will make theefree,” He said.

One of the monks at the monastery at Sceta committed a grave error, and the wisest of hermitswas
summoned by the brothersto judge him. The wise hermit did not want to come, but the group was so
insstent that he agreed. Before he left his place, though, he took abucket and made some holesiniits
bottom. Then, hefilled it with sand, and began hiswalk to the monastery. The father superior, noticing
the bucket, asked what it wasfor. “I have cometo judge another,” the hermit said. “My sinsare running
out behind me, as does the sand in this bucket. But, since | do not look behind me, and cannot see my
own sins, | am ableto judge another.” The monks immediately decided not to proceed with the
judgment.

Written onthewdl of asmdl church in thePyrenees: “Lord, may thiscandle| havejust lit Make light,
And illuminate mewhen | have problems and make decisons. May it makefire, So that Y ou can burn
away my egotism, pride and impurity. May it make aflame, So that Y ou can warm my heart and teach
meto love. | cannot remain for long in Y our church. But in leaving this candle, abit of mysdf remains
here. Help meto extend my prayer to the activities of thisday. Amen.”

A friend of the wanderer decided to spend afew weeks at amonastery inNepa . One afternoon, he
entered one of the many temples of the monastery, and saw asmiling monk seeted on the dtar. “Why are



you smiling,” he asked. “Because | understand the meaning of bananas,” said the monk, opening hisbag
and taking out arotten banana. “ Thisisalife that ran its course, and was not made use of -and now it is
too late.” Then he removed from his bag abananathat was ill green. He showed it to the man, and put
it back in hisbag. “Thisisalifethat has not yet run its course, and awaits the right moment,” he said.
Finally, he took from his bag aripe banana, peded it, and shared it with the man, saying: “Thisisthe
present moment. Know how to liveit without fear.”

A woman friend had gone out with the exact amount of money she needed to take her son to the
movies. The boy was excited, and every minute asked his mother how long it would take to get there.
When she was stopped at atraffic light, she saw abeggar seated on the sdewalk. “ Give dl the money
you have with you to him,” she heard avoice say. The woman argued with the voice. She had promised
to take her son to themovies. “Giveit al,” thevoiceinssted. “I can give him haf, and my soncangoin
adonewhilel wait outsde,” she said. But the voice didn't want to discussit. “Giveit al!” Shehad no time
to explainit dl to the boy. She stopped the car and held out al the money she had to the beggar. “God
exists, and you have proved it to me,” the beggar said. “ Today ismy birthday. | was sad, and ashamed
to be begging. So, | decided not to beg: if God exists, he will give me a present.”

A maniswaking through asmadl villagein the middle of adownpour, and sees ahouse burning. Ashe
approachesit, he sees aman surrounded by flames sested in the living room. “Hey, your houseison
firel”, thetraveler shouts. “I know that,” the man answers. “Well then, why don't you get out?’ “Because
itsraining,” saysthe man. “My mother aways told me you can catch pneumoniagoing out intherain.”
Zao Chi's comment about the fable: “Wiseisthe man who can leave a Situation when he seesthat heis
forced to do s0.”

In certain magic traditions, disciples devote one day ayear -or aweekend if it is needed -to enter into
contact with the objectsin their home. They touch each object and ask doud: “Do | redly need this?’
They take the books from their shelves: “Will | ever reread this?” They examine each souvenir they have
kept: “Do | gill consider the moment that this object reminds me of to beimportant?” They open dl of
their closets “How long isit sincel worethis?Do | redly need it?” The master says. “ Objects have their
own energy. When they are not used, they turn into standing water in the house -- agood place for rot
and for mosquitos. Y ou must be attentive, and alow that energy to flow fredy. If you keep what isold,
the new has no placein which to manifest itsdlf.”

Thereisan old Peruvian legend that tells of acity where everyone was happy. Itsinhabitants did asthey
pleased, and got dong well with each other. Except for the mayor, who was sad because he had nothing
to govern. Thejail was empty, the court was never used, and the notary office produced nothing,
because a man'sword was worth more than the paper it was written on. One day, the mayor called in
some workmen from adistant place to build an enclosure at the center of the villages main square. For a
week, the sound of hammers and saws could be heard. At the end of the week, the mayor invited
everyonein the village to the inauguration. With great solemnity, the fence boards were removed and
there could be seen... agalows. The people asked each other what the gallows was doing there. In fear,
they began to use the court to resolve anything that before had been settled by mutua agreement. They
went to the notary office to register documents that recorded what before had smply been aman'sword.
And they began to pay attention to what the mayor said, fearing the law. The legend saysthat the gallows
never was used. But its presence changed everything.

The magter says. “From now on -and for the next few hundred years -the universe is going to boycott dl
those have preconceived ideas. The energy of the Earth hasto be renewed. New ideas need space. The
body and the soul need new challenges. The future is knocking on our door, and al ideas -except those
that are based upon preconceptions -will have achance to gppear. What isimportant will remain; what is
uselesswill disappear. But let each person judge only his own concepts. We are not the judges of the



dreams of others. In order to havefaith in our own path, it is not necessary to prove that another's path is
wrong. One who doesthat does not believe in his own steps.”

Lifeislikeagreat bikerace, the god of which isto live one€'s own Persona Destiny. At the starting line,
we are dl together, sharing camaraderie and enthusiasm. But, asthe race develops, the initid joy gives
way to chalenges: exhaustion, monotony, doubts as to one's ability. We notice that some friends refuse
to accept the challenges -they are till in the race, but only because they cannot stop inthe middle of a
road. There are many of them. They ride aong with the support car, talk among themsalves and
complete the task. We find oursalves outdistancing them; and then we have to confront solitude, the
aurprises around unfamiliar curves, problemswith the bicycle. Wewind up asking oursavesif the effort is
worth it. Yes, itisworth it. Don't give up.

A master and his disciple areriding across the Saudi Arabian desert. The master makes use of every
moment of their ride to teach the disciple about faith. “ Trust in God,” he says. “God never abandons his
children.” At night, in their camp, the master asksthe disciple to tie the horsesto anearby rock. The
disciple goesto the rock, but remembers what the master has taught him: “He must betesting me,” he
thinks. “I should leave the horsesto God.” And he leaves the horses unfettered. In the morning, the
disciple sees that the horses have disappeared. Revolted, he comes back to his master. “Y ou know
nothing about God,” he exclams. “I left the horsesin His care, and now the animasare gone.” “God
wanted to care for the horses,” the master answered. “But to do that, he needed your hands to tie them.”

“Perhaps Jesus sent some of his apostlesto Hell to save souls,” John says. “Evenin Hdll, dl isnot lost.”
The idea surprises the wanderer. Johnisafireman inLos Angeles, and today is hisday off. “Why do you
say that?’ the wanderer asks. “Because I've gone through Hell here on earth. | go into buildingsthet are
in flames and see people desperate to escape, and many times | risk my lifeto savethem. I'm only a
particlein thisimmense universe, forced to act like ahero in the many firesI've fought. If | -- anothing
-can do such things, imagine what Jesus could do! | have no doubt that some of His gpostles have
infiltrated Hell, and are there saving souls.”

The master says. “A great many of the primitive civilizations practiced the custom of burying their dead in
afetd pogtion. 'Heisbeing born again, in another life, and we must place him in the same position he
was in when he came into thisworld," they said. For those civilizations, desth was only another step dong
the way of the universe. Little by little, the world haslost its cdm acceptance of death. But it's not
important what we think, or what we do or what we believe in: each of uswill die one day. Better to do
astheold Yaqui indians did: regard desth as an advisor. Always ask: 'Since I'm going to die, what should
| be doing now?”

Lifeisnot about giving or receiving advice. If we need assistance, it is better to see how others solve —
or fail to solve -their problems. Our angd is aways present, and often uses someone e seslipstotell us
something. But it usualy reaches usin acasua way, generdly at amoment in which -although we are
attentive -our preoccupations prevent us from seeing the miracle of life. We must allow our angel to
gpeak to usin the way he knows best -when he thinks it is needed. The master says. “Adviceisatheory
about life -and the practice of lifeisgenerdly quite different.”

A padrein the Charismatic Renewa movement inRio de Janeiro wasriding on abuswhen he suddenly
heard a voice saying that he should stand up and preach the word of Christ right there. The padre began
to converse with the voice: “ They'll think I'm ridiculous! Thisisno placefor asermon.” But the voice
inssted that he had to spesk out. “1'm atimid man, please don't ask thisof me,” heimplored. Theinterna
impulse persisted. Then he remembered his promise -to accept al of Christ's designs. He stood up
-consumed with embarrassment -and began to speak of the Evangdist. Theriderslisened to himin
dlence. He looked at each of the passengers, and al were staring directly at him. He said everything that



he was feding, completed his sermon and sat down. Even today, he has no ideawhat task he was
performing there on the bus. But that he was performing amission, he has no doubt whatsoever. An

African witch doctor isleading his novice through the jungle. Although heis quite ederly, he makeshis
way with agility, while hisyoung novice dipsafals many times. The novice picks himsdf up, svears,
gpits on the traitorous ground and continuesto follow his master. After along hike, they reach asacred
place. Without pausing, the witch doctor turns around and beginsto walk back to where they had
garted. “'Y ou have taught me nothing today,” saysthe novice, after faling again. “1 have been teaching
you something, but you havefalled to learnit,” saysthe witch doctor. “I'm trying to teach you how to
ded with lifédsmistakes.” “ And how should | ded with them?’ “The same way as you should ded with
thefdlsyou havetaken,” answersthe witch doctor. “Instead of curaing the place where you fdl, you
should try to find out what made you dip in thefirst place.”

The father superior of the monastery at Scetawas visited one afternoon by ahermit. “My spiritua
advisor does not know how to direct me,” the hermit said. “Should | leave him?’ The father superior said
not aword, and the hermit returned to the desert. A week later, he returned to visit the father superior.
“My spiritua advisor does not know how to direct me,” he said. “1 have decided to leave him.” “That is
wise,” sad the father superior. “When aman perceivesthat his soul is discontented, he cannot ask for
advice. Make the decisions needed to preserve your passage through thislife.”

A young woman comes to see the wanderer. “1 want to tell you something,” she says. “| have dways
believed that | had the gift of curing. But | never had the courage to try it with anyone. Until one day, my
husband was having great pain in his|eft leg, and there was no one available to help him. | decided -with
some embarrassment -to place my hands on hisleg and ask that the pain disappear. 1 did this without
redly believing | would be ableto help him, and as 1 did so, | heard him praying. 'Please, Lord, make my
wife capable of being the Messenger of Y our light and your strength,’ he said. My hand began to become
hot, and the pain disappeared. “ Afterwards, | ask him why he had prayed that way. He answered that it
was in order to give me confidence. Today, | am able to cure, thanks to those words.”

The philosopher, Aristipus, was enjoying his power at the court of Dionysus, the tyrant of Syracuse . One
afternoon, he came upon Diogenes preparing amed of lentilsfor himsdf. “If you were willing to be
courteous to Dionysus, you would not haveto et lentils,” Arigtipus said. “If you knew how to enjoy
lentils, you would not have to be courteous to Dionysus,” Diogenes answered. The master says. “Itistrue
that everything hasits price, but the price isaways relative. When we follow our dreams, we may give
the impression to others that we are miserable and unhappy. But what others think is not important. What
isimportant isthejoy in our heart.”

A man who lived inTurkey wastold of agreat master who lived inPersia. Without hesitation, he sold dl
of hisbeongings, said good-byeto hisfamily and went off in search of wisdom. After severa years of
wandering, he found the hut where the great master lived. With fear and respect, he knocked on his
door. The great master appeared. “1 am fromTurkey ,” the man said. “I have come al thisway to ask
you just one question.” The old man was surprised, but said, “Fine. Y ou may ask me one question.” “I
want to be clear about what it isthat | am asking. May | say itin Turkish?’ “Yes” said thewise man.
“And | have dready answered your only question. If there is anything €lse you want to know, ask your
heart. 1t will provide you with the answer.” And he closed the door.

The master says. “ The word is power. Words transform the world, and man aswdll. “We have dl heard
it said: 'We should not talk about the good things that have happened to us, because the envy of others
will ruin our happiness. ' Nothing of the sort. Those who are winners spesk with pride of the miraclesin
their lives. If you release pogitive energy into the air, it attracts more positive energy, and makesthose
who redlly wish you well happy. Asfor the envious and defeated, they can only do damageto you if you



give them this power. Have no fear. Speak out about the good thingsin your life to whoever will listen.
The Soul of the World has agreat need for your happiness.”

There was a Spanish king who was very proud of hislineage. He was dso know to be cruel to those
who were weak. He was walking one day with his senior people through afield inAragon , where, years
before, hisfather had fallen in battle. They came upon a holy man there, picking through an enormous pile
of bones. “What are you doing there?” asked the king. “ All honor to Y our Mgesty,” said the holy man.
“When | learned that the king of Spain was coming here, | decided to recover the bones of your father to
give them to you. But no matter how hard | ook, I cannot find them. They are the same as the bones of
the farmers, the poor, the beggars and the daves.”

“Who isthe best swordsman?’ asked awarrior of hismaster. “Go to thefield near the monagtery,” his
master answered. “ Thereisarock there. | want you to insult the rock.” “But why would | do that?’ the
disciple asked. “Therock will not respond.” “Well, then attack it with your sword,” the master said. “|
won't do that, either,” the disciple answered. “My sword would break. And if | attack the rock with my
hands, I'll injure my fingers and have no impact on it. That wasn't what | asked. Who isthe best
swordsman?’ “The best isthe onewho isliketherock,” said his magter. “Without unshesathing a sword,
it demongtrates that no one can conquer it.”

The wanderer arrives at the village of San Martin de Unx, in Navarra, and is able to find the woman who
keeps the key to the Roman church in the ruined place. With great kindness, she climbsthe narrow stairs
and opensthe door. The darkness and the silence of the medieva temple have an emotional impact on
the wanderer. Hefdlsinto conversation with the woman, and asthey talk, mentionsthat, dthoughitis
mid-day, little can be seen of the beautiful works of art therein the church. “The detail can be seen only
at dawn,” thewoman says. “ The legend saysthat it wasthis that the builders of the church wanted to
teach us. that God has a particular timefor showing usHisglory.”

The master says. “ There are two gods. The god that our professors taught us about, and the God who
teaches us. The god of whom people aways speak, and the God that speaksto us. The god we have
learned to fear, and the God who speaks to us of compasson. There are two gods. The god who ison
high, and the God who takes part in our daily lives. The god who makes demands upon us, and the God
who pardons our debts. The god who threatens us with the fires of Hell, and the God who shows usthe
best path. There are two gods. A god who crushes us under our sins, and a God who liberates uswith
Hislove”

The sculptor, Michelangel o, was once asked how it was that he could create such beautiful works. “It's
very ample,” heanswered. “When | look at ablock of marble, | see the sculptureinsdeit. All | haveto
do isremove what doesn't belong.” The master says. “ Thereisawork of art each of uswas destined to
create. That isthe centra point of our life, and -no matter how wetry to deceive oursaves -we know
how important it isto our happiness. Usudly, that work of art is covered by years of fears, guilt and
indecision. But, if we decide to remove those things that do not belong, if we have no doubt asto our
capability, we are capable of going forward with the mission that is our destiny. That isthe only way to
livewith honor.”

An old man who isabout to die cals ayoung man to hisside and tels him astory of heroism: in wartime,
he had helped aman to survive. He provided the man with shelter, food and protection. WWhen the man
who had been saved was once again in a safe place, he decided to betray his saviour and turn him over
to the enemy. “How did you escape?’ the young man asked. “I didn't escape. | was the betrayer,” said
the old man. “But in teling the story asif | werethe hero, | can understand everything he did for me.”

The magter says. “Wedl need love. Loveisapart of human nature, as much as eating, drinking and



deeping. Sometimes we find oursaves, completely aone, looking at abeautiful sunset, and we think:
"This beauty isn't important, because | have no oneto shareit with. ' At such times, we should ask: how
often have we been asked to give love, and turned away? How many times have we been fearful of
gpproaching someone and saying, unmistakably, that we love them? Beware of solitude. It isas much of
an addiction as the most dangerous narcotic. If the sunset no longer makes sense to you, be humble, and
go in search of love. Know that -as with other spiritua blessings -the more you are willing to give, the
more you will receivein return.”

A Spanish missonary was visting an idand when he came upon three Aztec holy men. “How do you
pray?’ the padre asked. “We have only one prayer,” one of the Aztecs answered. “We say, 'God, you
arethree and we are three. Have pity on us. ™ “I'm going to teach you a prayer that God will hear,” said
the missionary. And he taught them a Cathalic prayer, and went on hisway. Shortly before returning
toSpain, he stopped again at the same idand. When his ship approached the shore, the padre saw the
three holy men walking across the water toward him. * Father, father,” one of them said. “Please teach us
again that prayer that God listens to. We have forgotten the words.” “It's not important,” the padre
answered, having witnessed the miracle. And he asked God's pardon for not having understood that He

pesksdl languages.

Saint Johnof the Cross teaches usthat, dong our spiritua path, we should not ook for visions, or believe
the statements we hear from others on the same path. Our only support should be our faith, because that
fathisclear, trangparent and born within us. It cannot confused. A writer was conversing with apriest,
and asked what it was to experience God. “| don't know,” the priest answered. “ The only experience |
have had so far isthe experience of my faith in God.” And that isthe most important.

The master says. “Forgivenessis atwo-way street. Each time we forgive someone, we are also
pardoning ourselves. If we are tolerant of others, it iseader to accept our own mistakes. That way,
without guilt or bitterness, we are able to improve our approach to life. When, out of weakness, we dlow
hatred, envy and intolerance to vibrate around us, we wind up being consumed by the vibrations. Peter
asked Chrigt: 'Magter, should | forgive the other person seven times? And Christ answered: 'Not just
seven, but seventy times. ' The act of forgiving cleansesthe astral plane, and shows usthetruelight of the
Divinity.”

The magter says. “ The ancient masters were accustomed to creating “ personages’ to help their disciples
to ded with the darker side of their personality. Many of the stories about the creation of such
personages have become well-known fairy tales. The processis smple: you have only to place your
anxieties, fears and disappointments within an invisble being who stands a your left side. He functions as
a“villan” inyour life, suggesting attitudes that you would not like to adopt -but wind up doing so. Once
that personageis created, it iseader to rgject hisadvice. It's extremely smple. And that'swhy it works
sowdl.”

“How can | know what isthe best way to act in my life?” adisciple asked his master. The master asked
that the disciple build atable. When the table was dmost finished -needing only the nails driven into the
top -the master approached the disciple. The disciple was driving the nails with three precise strokes.
One nail, though, was more difficult, and the disciple had to hit it one more time. The fourth blow droveit
too deep, and the wood was scarred. “Y our hand was used to three blows of the hammer,” the master
sad. “When any action becomes habitud, it losesits meaning; and it may wind up causing damege. Every
action isyour action, and thereis only one secret: never let the habit take command of your movements.”

Near the city ofSoria, inSpain , thereis an ancient hermitage carved into the rocks. Someyearsago a
man who abandoned everything to dedicate himsdlf to contemplation lived there. The wanderer istrying
to find the place one autumn afternoon, and, when he does, heisreceived with total cordidity. After



sharing apiece of bread, the hermit asked that the wanderer go with him to asmall stream nearby to
collect some edible mushrooms. Asthey walk, aboy approachesthem. “Holy man,” he says, “I have
been told that, in order to achieve, we should avoid eating mest. Isthat true?” “ Accept with joy
everything that life offersyou,” the man answered. “Do not commit Sinsagaingt the spirit, but do not
blaspheme the earth's generosity.”

The magter says. “If your journey isdifficult, listen to your heart. Try to be as honest as possible with
yourself, and see whether you are redlly following your path and paying the price for your dreams. If you
do this, and neverthdessyour lifeis hard, the moment comeswhen it isright to complain. But do it with
respect, asachild complainsto a parent. But do not fail to ask for more attention and help. God is
Father and Mother, and parents aways want the best for their children. It may be that the learning
process is being pushed too hard, and it costs nothing to request a pause, some affection. But never
exaggerate. Job complained at the proper time, and his belongings were returned to him. Al Afid
complained too much, and God stopped listening”.

A pious man found hims=lf suddenly deprived of dl of hiswedlth. Knowing that God would help him no
meatter what, he began to pray: “Lord, please let me win the lottery,” he asked. He prayed for years and
years, but was ill poor. One day he died, and -since he was avery pious man, he went straight to
heaven. When he arrived there, he refused to enter. He said that he had lived his entirelife according to
hisreligious teachings, and that God had never alowed him to win thelottery. “Everything Y ou promised
mewasalie,” theman sad, disgusted. “| was always ready to help you win,” the Lord responded. “ But,
no matter how much | wanted to do so, you never bought alottery ticket.”

An aged Chinese wise man was walking through afield of snow, when he came upon awoman weeping.
“Why areyou crying?’ he asked. “Because I'm thinking about my life, my youth, the beauty that | saw in
the mirror and the men | loved. God is cruel to have given the ability to remember. He knew that | would
remember the spring of my life, and cry.” The wise man stood therein thefield of snow, staring &t afixed
point and contemplating. At acertain point, the woman stopped crying: “What do you seethere?’ she
asked. “A field of roses,” answered the wise man. “ God was generous with me when he gave methe
ability to remember. He knew that in winter, | could always remember spring -and smile.”

The master says. “ Oné's personal destiny isnot assmple asit appears. Not at dl. It may even call for
some sort of dangerous action. WWhen we want something, we put into motion some powerful energies,
and we are no longer able to conceal from oursalves the true meaning of our life. When we want
something, we make a choice and we pay aprice. To follow one's dream carries aprice. It may demand
that we give up old habits, it may create problemsfor us, and it may bring disappointment. But, no matter
how high the price, it isnever so high asat we pay for not having lived out our persona destiny. Because
one day we will look back and see everything we have done, and hear our own heart say: 'l wasted my
life.' Believe me, that isthe worst phrase you can ever hear.”

A master had hundreds of disciples. All of them prayed at the appropriate time -except one, who was a
drunkard. On the day that he was dying, the master called the drunken disciple to his side, and passed on
to him all of hisoccult secrets. The other disciples were revolted: “What a shame! We sacrificed
everything for amaster who was unable to perceive our qualities,” they said. The master said: “I had to
pass on these secretsto aman | knew well. Those who appear to be virtuous generaly conced their
vanity, their pride and their intolerance. So, | chose the only disciple whose defects | could see: the
drinker.”

The Cigtercian father Marcos Garciasaid: “ Sometimes God takes back a certain blessing in order to
help the person understand it better. God knows up to what point he can test a soul -and he never goes
beyond that point. At such times, we never say: 'God has abandoned me. ' If the Lord imposes a



demanding test upon us, he dways provides us with asufficient number of graces -probably more than
aufficient -to meet the test. When wefed far from His presence, we should ask oursalves: 'Do we
understand how to make use of what he has placed in our path?”

Sometimes days or weeks pass without our having received a gesture of affection from anyone. Such
periods are difficult; when human kindness seemsto have disappeared, and life seemsto be smply a
matter of survival. The magter says. “We must examine our own fireplace. We must place more kindling,
and try to illuminate the dark room that our life has become. When we hear our fire crackling and the
burning wood snapping, and when we read the Soriesthe flames are telling, hope returnsto us. If we are
capable of loving, wewill dso be capable of being loved. It isonly amatter of time.”

At aluncheon, a person broke his glass. Another person said, “ That'sasign of good luck.” Everyone at
the table knew of the belief. But arabbi who was there asked: “Why isthat asign of good luck?’ “I don't
know,” said the wanderer'swife. “ Perhapsit's an ancient way of preventing the guest from fedling bad.”
“No, that's not the explanation,” the rabbi said. “ Certain Jewish traditions have it that every man hasa
certain quota of luck, which he uses up over the course of hislife. One can make that quota pay interest if
he uses his luck only for things he redlly needs -or he can use hisluck in awasteful fashion. We Jews dso
say 'Good luck' when someone bresks aglass. But it means, 'It's good that you didn't use up any of your
luck trying to keep the glass from breaking. Now, you can useit for more important things. ™

Pedre Abraham knew that close to the monastery at Scetalived ahermit reputed to be awise man. He
sought the man out and asked him: “1f you were to find a beautiful woman in your bed today, would you
be able to convince yoursdlf that it was not awoman?’ “No,” answered the wise man. “But | would be
ableto control myself.” The padre went on: “And if you found some gold coinsin the desert, would you
be able to regard the money as stones?” “No,” said thewise man. “But | would be able to control mysalf
and leave them there” The padreinsasted: “And if you were consulted by two brothers, one of whom
hates you and the other of whom loves you, would you be able to regard them as equals?’ The hermit
answered: “ Even though | might suffer ingde, | would treet the one who loved mein the same way asthe
onewho hated me.” “I will explain to you what awise manis,” the padre later told hisdisciples. “Itishe
who, rather than killing his passions, is able to control them.”

W. Frasier, throughout hislife, wrote about the American west, and was proud of having written the
screenplay for afilm that starred Gary Cooper. He said that there were very few timesin hislife when he
became angry. “I learned many things from the pioneers,” he said. “They fought the indians, crossed
deserts, searched for food and water in remote places. And al that was written during that period shows
that they demonstrated a curioustrait: the pioneers wrote only about and talked about only good things.
Instead of complaining, they composed songs and jokes about their difficulties. That way, they avoided
discouragement and depression. And today, at age 88, | try to do the same thing.”

Thetext is adapted from apoem by John Muir: “I want to free my soul so that it can enjoy al of the gifts
that the spirits own. When thisis possible, I will not try to know the craters of the moon, nor track the
rays of the sun to their source. | will not try to understand the beauty of agtar, nor the artificial desolation
of ahuman being. “When | learn how to free my soul, | will follow the dawn, and to return with it through
time. When | learn how to free my soul, | will plunge into the magnetic currents that drain into an ocean
where al waters meet to form the Soul of the World. “When | learn how to free my soul, | will try to
read the splendid page of Crestion from the beginning.”

One of the sacred symbols of Chridtianity isthe figure of the pelican. Thereasonissmple: in thetotal
absence of food to eat, the pelican plungesits beak into its own flesh to feed its young. The master says.
“We are often incapable of understanding the blessings we have received. Many times we do not
perceive what He does to keep us spiritually nourished. Thereisastory about apelican who -during a



hard winter -sacrificed hersdf by providing her own flesh to her children. When shefinaly died of
weakness, one of the nestlings said to another: 'Findly! | was getting tired of eating the same old thing

every day. ”

If you are dissatisfied with something -even agood thing that you would like to do, but have not been
ableto -stop now. If things are not going well, there are only two explanations: either your perseverance
isbeing tested, or you need to change direction. In order to discover which of those optionsis correct
-snce they are opposites -make use of silence and prayer. Little by little, thingswill become strangely
clear, until you have sufficient strength to choose. Once you have made your decision, forget completely
the other possibility. And go forward, because God isthe God of the Vaiant. Domingos Sabino said:
“Everything awaysturns out for the best. If things are not going well, it is because you have not yet
reached the end.”

The Brazilian composer, Nelson Motta, was inBahia, when he decided to pay avisit to Mother
Menininha de Gantois. He caught ataxi, and on their way, the driver lost his brakes. The car spun around
inthe middle of the road, but other than being frightened, nothing serious occurred. When he met with
Mother Menininha, thefirst thing Nelson told her about was the near accident in the middle of the road.
“There are certain things that are already written, but God finds us away to get past them without any
serious problem. That is, it was apart of your destiny to be in an automobile accident at this point in your
life,” shesaid. “But, asyou see, everything happened -and nothing.”

“There was something missing from your talk about the Road toSantiago ,” said apilgrim to the
wanderer asthey were leaving the conference together. “1 have noticed that the mgjority of pilgrims” she
sad, “whether on the Road toSantiago or on their paths through life, dways seek to follow the same
pace as the others. At the beginning of my pilgrimage, | tried to walk at the same pace asmy group. | got
tired, | demanded more of my body than it could ddliver, | wastense, and | wound up with problemsin
the tendons of my left foot. It wasimpossible for me to walk for two days, and | learned that | would be
ableto get toSantiago only if | went at my own pace. It took me longer than the others, and | walked
alone for many stretches along the road. But it was only because | respected my own pacethat | was
ableto wak the entire road. Since then, | have gpplied that lesson to everything | doin my life”

Croesus, the king ofLydia, had made the decision to attack the Persans, but nevertheless wanted to
consult with a Greek oracle. “Y ou are fated to destroy agreat empire,” the oracle said. Happily, Croesus
declared war. After two days of battle,Lydiawas invaded by the Persans, its capitd was sacked, and
Croesus was taken prisoner. Revolted, he asked his ambassador toGreece to go back to the oracle and
tell him how wrong he had been. “No, it was you who were wrong,” said the oracle to the ambassador.

“Y ou destroyed agreat empireLydia.” The master says. “ The language of signsisthereisbefore us, to
teach usthe best way to act. But many timeswe try to distort those signs so that they “agree” with what
we wanted to do in thefirst place.

Buscagliatellsthe story about the fourth of the Magi, who aso saw the star shining overBethlehem . But
he was dwayslate in arriving a the place where Jesus might be, because adong the way, the poor and
needy stopped him to ask him for help. After thirty years of following in Jesuss footsteps, throughEgypt ,
Gdilee andBethany , the magus reachedJerusalem , but was again too late. The child Jesuswas now a
man, and the magus had arrived on the day of the crucifixion. The king had brought pearlsto giveto
Jesus, but had sold everything in order to help those whom he had met aong the way. Only one pearl
remained, but the Saviour was dready dead. 1 havefailed in the mission of my life,” the king thought.
And then he heard avoice: “ Contrary to what you are thinking, you have been with me dl your life. | was
nude, and you dressed me. | was hungry, and you fed me. | was imprisoned, and you visited me. | wasin
every poor soul along the way. Thank you for so many presents of love.”



A stiencefiction story tells of asociety where dmost everyoneisborn ready to perform afunction:
technicians, engineers or mechanics. Only afew are born without any skills: these are sent to an insane
asylum, since only crazy people are unable to make a contribution to society. One of theinsanerebels.
The asylum has alibrary, where he attemptsto learn everything there is to know about the arts and
sciences. When he fed s that he knows enough, he decides to escape, but heis captured and takento a
research center outside the city. “Welcome,” says one of the people in charge of the center. “It isthose
who have been forced to make their own way that we admire most. From now on, you may do as you
please, Snceit isthanksto people like you that the world is able to progress.”

Beforeleaving on along trip, a businessman was saying good-byeto hiswife. “Y ou have never brought
me a present that was worthy of me,” she said. “Y ou ungrateful woman, everything | have given you cost
me years of work,” the man answered. “What else can | giveyou?’ “ Something that is as beautiful as|
am.” For two years, the woman awaited her present. Findly, her husband returned. “1 was ableto find
something that is as beautiful asyou,” he said. “1 wept at your ingratitude, but | resolved that | would do
asyou asked. | thought al thistime that there couldn't be a present as beautiful asyou, but | found one.”
And he handed her amirror.

The German philosopher, F. Nietzsche, once said: “It's not worthwhile to spend time discussing
everything; it isapart of the human condition to err from timeto time.” The magter says. “Thereare
people who ingst that they be right about even minor details. They often do not permit themselvesto
make amistake. What they accomplish with that attitude isafear of moving ahead. Fear of making a
mistake isthe door that locks usinto the castle of mediocrity. If we are able to overcome that fear, we
have taken an important step in the direction of our freedom.”

A novice asked the Father Superior Nisteros at the monastery at Sceta: “What are the things | should do
in order to please God?’ Father Nisteros answered: “ Abraham accepted strangers, and God was happy.
Elijah did not like strangers, and God was happy. David was proud of what he did, and God was happy.
The Roman publican, before the dtar, was ashamed of what he did, and God was happy. John the
Baptist went into the desert, and God was happy. Jonah went to the grest city ofNinevah , and God was
happy. Ask your soul what it wantsto do. When your soul isin agreement with your dreams, it makes
God happy.”

A Buddhist master wastraveling on foot with his disciples, when he noted that they were discussing
among themsalves who wasthe best. “1 have practiced meditation for fifteen years,” said one. “I have
been charitable ever since | left my parents home,” said another. “I have aways followed the precepts of
Buddha,” said athird. At noon, they stopped under an apple treeto rest. The branches of the tree were
loaded down with fruit, to the point that its branches reached to the ground. “When atreeisladen with
fruit, its branches bend to touch the ground. The truly wiseis he who is humble. When atree bears no
fruit, its branches are arrogant and haughty. The foolish man dways believesthat he is better than others.”

Antonio Machado says. “Blow by blow, step by step, Pathfinder, thereis no path, The path is made to
be walked. By walking, the path ismade, And if you look back, All you will see are the marks Of
footsteps that one day Y our feet will once again take. Pathfinder, there is no path, The path is madeto be
walked.”

At the Last Supper, Jesus accused -with the same gravity and using the same phrase -two of his
apostles. Both had committed the crimes foreseen by Jesus. Judas I scariot recovered his senses and
condemned himself. Peter also recovered his senses, after denying three times everything he had believed
in. But at the decisive moment, Peter understood the true meaning of Jesus message. He asked
forgiveness and went on, humiliated. He could have chosen suicide, but instead he faced the other
gpostles and must have said: “ Okay, speak of my error for aslong as the human race exigts. But let me



correct it.” Peter understood that Love forgives. Judas understood nothing.

A famous writer was walking with afriend when aboy started to cross the street in front of an oncoming
truck. The writer, in afraction of asecond, threw himsdlf in front of the truck and was able to save the
boy. But, before anyone could praise him for his act of heroism, he dapped the boy acrossthe face.
“Don't be fooled by appearances, my boy,” he said. “| saved you only so that you couldn't evade the
problemsyou will have as an adult.” The master says. “ Sometimeswe are afraid of doing good. Our
sense of guilt awaystriesto tel usthat -when we act with generosity -we are merdly trying to impress
others. It isdifficult for usto accept that we are good by nature. We mask our good acts with irony and
indifference, asif live were synonymous with weakness.”

Jesus|ooked at the table before him, wondering what would be the best symbol of his passage on Earth.
On the table were pomegranates from Gdlilee, spices from the deserts of the south, dried fruits fromSyria
and Egyptian dates. He must have extended His hand to consecrate one of them, when suddenly he
recdled the message that he brought wasfor al men everywhere. And perhaps pomegranates and dates
did not exist is some parts of the world. He looked about him, and another thought occurred to him: in
the pomegranates and the dates and the fruits, the miracle of Creation manifested itself without any
interference by human beings. So he picked up the bread, gave thanks, and brokeit, and gaveit to his
disciples, saying: “Take and edt, dl of you, for thisismy Body.” Because bread was everywhere. And
bread, in contrast with the dates, the pomegranates and the fruits of Syria,, was the best symbol of the
path toward God. Bread was the fruit of the earth and of man'slabors.

Thejuggler stopsin the middle of the plaza, pulls out three oranges and begins to toss them. People
gather round and marvel a the grace and e egance of his movements. “That'swhét lifeslike, more or
less,” someone standing there with the wanderer says. “We dways have an orange in each hand, and one
intheair. But that onein the air makes dl the difference. It was thrown with ability and experience, but it
followsits own course. Like the juggler, we throw a dream out into the world, but we don't dways have
control over it. At timeslike that, you have to know how to put yourself in God's hands -and ask that, in
duetime, the dream followsits course correctly and falls, completed, back into your hand.”

One of the mogt powerful exercisesin interior growth consistsin paying attention to thingswe do
automeatically -like breathing, blinking our eyes, or attending to things around us. When we do this, we
alow our brain to work with greater freedom -without the interference of our desires. Certain problems
that appeared to be insoluble wind up being resolved, and certain painsthat we thought could never be
overcome wind up disspating effortlessy. The master says. “When you have to confront adifficult
Stuation, try to use that technique. It requiresabit of discipline... but the results can be surprising’.

A manisat afair, selling vases. A woman approaches and examines his merchandise. Some pieces are
undecorated, while others have carefully wrought designs. The woman asks the price of the vases. To her
surprise, she learnsthat they al cost the same. “How can the decorated vase cost the same asthe smple
ones?’ she asks. “Why charge the same for avase that it took more time and effort to make?” “I am an
artist,” the sdler says. “1 can charge for the vase | made, but not for its beauty. The beauty isfree.”

The wanderer was seated adlone at amass. Suddenly, he was approached by afriend. “I havetotalk to
you,” the friend said. The wanderer saw in the meeting a sign, and began to talk about what he
consdered to be important. He spoke of God's blessings, of love, and of the fact that he saw hisfriend's
arrival asasigna from his angel, because moments before the wanderer had felt alone, whereas now he
had company. The friend listened without saying aword, thanked the wanderer, and |eft. Rather than
happiness, the wanderer fell more aone than ever. Later, he redized thet, in his enthusiasm, he had paid
no attention to hisfriends request: that he speak. The wanderer looked down and saw hiswords thrown
to the floor. Because the Universe wanted something different to have happened at that momen.



Three fairieswereinvited to the baptism of a prince. Thefirst granted the prince the gift of finding his
love. The second granted him enough money to do as he pleased. Thethird granted him beauty. But, as
inal fairy tales, awitch appeared. She was furious at not having been invited, and pronounced a curse:
“Because you dready have everything, I'm going to give you even more. Y ou will be talented at whatever
you try to do.” The prince grew up handsome, rich and in love. But he was never able to complete his
mission on Earth. He was an excellent painter, sculptor, musician, mathemétician -but he was never able
to complete atask because he quickly became distracted and wanted to move on to something else. The
master says. “ All roads lead to the same place. But choose your own, and follow it to the end. Do not try
towak every road.”

An anonymous text from the XV 111 century speaks of a Russian monk who was looking for aspiritua
adviser. One day, hewastold that in acertain village lived a hermit who dedicated himsdlf night and day
to the salvation of hissoul. Hearing this, the monk went in search of the holy man. “1 want you to guide
me aong the paths of the soul,” the monk said when he found the hermit. “The soul hasits own path, and
your angel will guide you,” answered the hermit. “ Pray without stopping.” 1 don't know how to pray like
that. Will you teach me?’ “If you do not know how to pray incessantly, then pray to God to teach you
how to do s0.” *Y ou are teaching me nothing,” said the monk. “ There is nothing to be taught, because
you cannot tranamit faith in the same way that you transmit knowledge about mathemeatics. Accept the
mystery of faith, and the Universe will reved itsdlf.”

The master says. “Write! Whether it'saletter, adiary or just some notes as you speak on the telephone
-but write! In writing, we come closer to God and to others. If you want to understand your rolein the
world better, write. Try to put your soul in writing, even if no one reads your words -or worse, even if
someone winds up reading what you did not want to be read. The smplefact of writing helpsusto
organize our thoughts and see more clearly what isin our surroundings. A paper and pen perform
miracles-they dleviate pain, make dreams come true and summon lost hope. The word has power.”

The monks of the desert affirmed that it was necessary to alow the hand of the angelsto act. In order to
bring this about, they sometimes did absurd things -such as spesking to the flowers or laughing without
cause. The dchemigsfollow the“signsfrom God;” cluesthat sometimes make very little sense but wind
up leading somewhere. The master says. “ Do not fear being regarded as crazy -do something today that
fitsnot at dl with thelogic you have learned. Behaveisaway that is opposte to the usua serious
comportment you were taught. Thislittle thing, no matter how littleit is, can open the door to agreat
adventure -human and spiritud.”

A felow isdriving aluxurious Mercedes Benz when he blows atire. Ashetriesto changeit, heredizes
that he has no jack. “Wall, I'll go to the nearest house and ask if | can borrow one,” he thinks, as he goes
in search of help. “Maybethe person | ask, seeing my car, will charge mefor finding me hisjack,” he
saysto himsdf. “With acar like this, and with me asking for help, helll probably charge meten dollars.
No, maybe even fifty, because he knows| redlly need the jack. He might take advantage of me and
charge me as much asahundred dollars.” And the further he walks, the higher goesthe price. “When he
reaches the nearest house, and the owner opens the door, the man shouts. “You're athief! A jack isn't
worth that much! Keep it!” Who of us can say that he has never acted that way?

Milton Ericsson isthe author of anew therapy that has won over thousands of practitionersin theUnited
States . When he was twelve, he contracted polio. Ten monthslater, he heard aphysician tdll his parents.
“Y our son will not make it through the night.” Ericsson heard his mother crying. “Who knows, if | makeit
through the night, perhaps she won't suffer so,” he thought. And he decided not to deep until the next day
dawned. Asthe sun rose, he shouted to his mother: “Hey, I'm ill dive!” Thejoy in the house was so
greet that he decided that he would dwaystry to make it through one more night to put off hisfamily's



suffering. Hedied a 75 in 1990, leaving anumber of important books about the enormous capacity man
has to overcome hisown limitations.

“Holy man,” said anoviceto the FatherSuperior , “my heart isfilled with love for the world, and my
heart is cleansed of the temptations of the devil. What isthe next step?’ The padre asked the discipleto
go with himto vigt anill person who wasin need of extreme unction. After comforting the family, the
father noticed atrunk in one of the corners. “What isin that trunk?’ he asked. “ The clothing that my uncle
never wore,” said hisniece. “He dways thought that there would be some occasion for wearing them, but
they wound up rotting in thetrunk.” “Don't forget that trunk,” the father said to the disciple asthey left. “If
you have spiritud treasuresin your heart, put them into practice now. Or they will till.”

Mystics say that when we begin our spiritua path, we want to speak often with God -and we wind up
not listening to what He hasto say to us. The master says: “Relax abit. It is not easy. We have anatura
need always to do the right thing, and we think we can do that if we work unceasingly. It isimportant to
try, tofall, to get up and try again. But let usalow God to help. In the middle of agresat effort, let uslook
at oursalves, dlow Him to reved himsalf and guide us. Let us sometimes allow Him to take us onto his

lap.”

A padre at the monastery at Sceta was sought out by a young man who wanted to follow the spiritua
path. “For aperiod of ayear, pay money to whoever attacks you,” said the padre. For twelve months,
the young man made payment whenever he was attacked. At the end of the year, he went back to the
padre to learn what the next step was. “Go into the city and buy food for me,” the padre said. As soon
as the man |eft, the padre disguised himsdf as abeggar, and using ashort cut that he knew, went to the
gates of the city. When the man approached, the padre began to insult him. “Thisisgreet!” said the man
to the false beggar. “ For an entire year, | had to pay anyone who insulted me, and now | can be attacked
for free, without spending acent.” Hearing that, the padre took off hisdisguise. “Y ou are ready for the
next step, because you have learned to laugh in the face of your problems” he said.

The wanderer was waking with two of hisfriends through the streets of New Y ork . Suddenly, in the
midst of acasua conversation, the other two began to argue, dmost attacking each other. Later -when
things had camed down -they were sitting in abar. One of them gpologized to the other. “I've noticed
that it's very easy to be hurtful to those you know,” he said. “If you were astranger, | would have
controlled mysalf much more. But because we are friends -and you know me better than anyone does --
| wound up being much more aggressive. That's human nature.” Maybe it is human nature. But we should
fight againdt it.

There are moments when we would very much like to help someone, but there is nothing we can do.
Either the circumstances do not alow usto offer help, or the person is not receptive to any expression of
relatedness and support. The magter says. “ Thereisdwayslove. Even at those times when we fed most
useless, we can gtill love -without expectation of reward, change or thanks. If we are ableto act in that
way, the energy of love beginsto transform the Universe around us. When this energy appears, it is
awaysableto doitswork”.

Fifteen years ago, during aperiod of profound rejection of faith, the wanderer waswith hiswifeand a
friend inRio de Janeiro . Asthey were having adrink together, an old buddy with whom the wanderer
had shared the craziness of the 60s and 70s came into the bar. “What are you doing now?’ the wanderer
asked. “I'm apriest”, hisfriend said. Asthey I€eft the place, the wanderer pointed at a child degping on
the sdewalk. “ See how concerned Jesus is with the world?’ he said. “ Of course| see,” said the priest.
“He placed that child right in front of you to make sure that you saw him, so that you could do
something.”



A group of Jewish wise men met in order to try to create the shortest Congtitution in the world. Therule
for the meeting was that if -within the time span that he could balance himsdf on one foot -one of them
could define the laws that should govern man, he would be regarded as the wisest of them. “May God
punish the criminas,” said one. The others argued that thiswasn't alaw, but athreat. The phrase wasn't
accepted. At this point, the rabbi Hillel joined the meeting. Placing himsalf on one foot, he said: “Do not
do unto others anything you would not want him to do unto you. Thisisthe Law. All therestisjudicia
commentary.” So the rabbi Hillel was considered the wisest of them.

The writer, George Bernard Shaw noticed a huge block of onein the living room of afriend, the
sculptor, J. Epstein. “What are you going to do with that stone?’ Shaw asked. “| don't know yet. I'm
thinking abouit it,” Epstein answered. Shaw was surprised: “'Y ou mean you plan your own ingpiration?
Don't you think an artist hasto be free to change his mind when he wantsto?’ “ That only workswhen
-after changing your mind -al you have to do ball up a piece of paper that weights five grams. But, when
you are dedling with four tons, you haveto think differently,” Epstein said. The master says. “Each of us
knows the best way to do hiswork. Only the person confronted with the task knows what problems are
involved.”

Brother John wasthinking: “I need to be like the angels. They do nothing but contemplate the glory of
God.” And that night, he left the monastery at Sceta and went into the desert. A week later he returned
to the monastery. The brother at the gate heard him knock, and asked who it was. “It's Brother John. I'm
hungry.” “That cannot be,” said the brother. “ Brother John isin the desert, transforming himself into an
angel. He no longer fedls hunger, and no longer hasto work to support himself.” “Forgive my pride,” said
Brother John. “Angds are helpful to man. That istheir work, and that iswhy they contemplate the glory
of God. | can contemplate the same glory in doing my daily work.” With those words of humility, the
brother opened the gate.

Of dl the powerful arms of destruction that man has been able to invent, the most terrible -and most
cowardly -istheword. Fists and firearms at | east |eave some blood remaining. Bombs destroy houses
and streets. Poisons can be detected. The master says. “The word can destroy without leaving aclue.
Children are conditioned for years by their parents, men areimpioudly criticized, women are
systematically massacred by the words of their husbands. The faithful are kept far away from religion by
those who regard themselves as the interpreters of the voice of God. Verify whether you are making use
of thiswegpon. See whether others are using this wegpon on you. And prevent either of those from
continuing.”

A legend of the desert tells the story of a man who wanted to move to another oasis, and began to load
up hiscamd. He piled on hisrugs, his cooking utensils, histrunks of clothes -and the anima accepted it
al. Asthey wereleaving, the man remembered abeautiful bluefeather hisfather had given him. He
retrieved it and placed it on the camel's back. With that, the anima collapsed of the weight and died.
“My camd couldn't even bear the weight of afesther,” the man must have thought. Sometimeswe think
the same of others -without understanding that our little joke may have been the drop that caused the
goblet of suffering to overflow.

“ Sometimes people get used to what they seein films and forget the real story,” someone saysto the
wanderer. “ Do you remember the film, 'The Ten Commandments?” “Of course. Moses -Charlton
Heston -raises his staff, the waters open, and the people ofIsragl are ableto crosstheRed Sea.” “Inthe
Bible, that's not how it was,” saysthe person. “There, God gives an order to Moses: 'Tell the children
oflsrael to march. ' And it isonly after they begin to move forward that M osesraises his staff and the
waters part. Because only courage in walking the path makes the path reved itself.”

Thiswaswritten by the celligt, Pablo Casdls: “I am dways being reborn. Every morning isatimeto



begin life again. Eighty years ago | began my day in the same way -but thisdoesn't meanitisa
mechanical routine. It isessentia to my happiness. | awaken, and | go to the piano and play two preludes
and afugue from Bach. These pieces function as a blessing upon my house. But thispracticeisaso a
way of reestablishing contact with the mystery of life and with the miracle of being ahuman being. Even
though I've donethisfor eighty years, the music is never the same -it dways teaches me something new
fantagtic, unbelievable”

The magter says: “ On the one hand, we know that it isimportant to seek God. On the other, life crestes
adistance between us and Him. Wefed ignored by the Divinity, or we are preoccupied with our daily
tasks. This createsafeding of guilt: either we are renouncing life to too much of an extent because of
God, or wefed we are renouncing God too much because of life. This apparent conflict isafantasy: God
isinlifeand lifeisin God. One has only to be aware of thisin order to understand fate better. If we are
able to penetrate into the holy harmony of our daily round, we will aways be on theright path, and we
will complete our task.”

The phraseisfrom Pablo Picasso: “God isan artist. He invented the giraffe, the elephant and the ant.
Actudly, he never sought for astyle -he was smply doing everything that he wanted to do.” The master
says. “When we begin along our path, agreat fear arises. Wefed obligated to do everything right. In the
end, sncewe have only onelifeto live, who wasit that invented the stlandard of “ Everything right?” God
made the giraffe, the eephant and the ant -why do we have to follow astandard? A standard serves only
to show us how others define their own redlity. Often we admire the models of others, and many times
we can avoid the errors committed by others. But asfor living well -only we know how to do that for
oursalves”

Severd devout Jews were praying at the synagogue when, during the prayer, they heard a child's voice
saying: “A, B, C, D.” They tried to concentrate on the scripture, but the voice repeated, “A, B, C,D.”
They interrupted the service, and, when they looked around, saw aboy who continued with the same
chant. The rabbi spoke to the boy: “Why are you doing that?’ “Because | don't know the holy verses,”
theboy said. “So | was hoping that if | recited the alphabet, God would use the | etters to form the right
words.” “Thank you for thislesson,” said therabbi. “And may | giveto God my dayson this Earth in the
sameway that you have given him your letters”

The master says. “ The spirit of God that is present in us can be described as being the screenin amovie
theater. On the screen, various Situations occur -people love, people separate, treasures are found,
distant countries are discovered. It isnot important which film is being shown. The screen isawaysthe
same. Itisnot important if tearsfall or blood runs -because nothing can stain the whiteness of the screen.
Just aswith the movie screen, God is there -behind every one of life's agonies and ecstasies. We will see
them dl when our film ends”

An archer waswalking in the woods near a Hindu monastery known for the severity of itsteachings,
when he saw the monksin the garden, drinking and enjoying themselves. “How cynicd are those who
seek the path to God,” said the archer doud. “ They say that discipline isimportant, but therethey are
getting drunk!” “If you shoot one hundred arrowsin arow, what will happen to your bow?” asked the
eldest of the monks. “My bow would break,” answered the archer. “ If someone exceeds hislimits, their
will isaso broken,” said the monk. “Hewho is unable to balance work with relaxation loses his
enthusiasm, and cannot go far.”

A king sent amessenger to adistant country with a peace agreement that was to be sgned. Wanting to
take advantage of the journey, the messenger informed some of hisfriends that had important business
dealingsin that country. They asked that he postpone histrip, and -since a peace agreement wasto be
sgned -they wrote new orders, and changed their business strategies. When the messenger finally made



thetrip, it was aready too late for the agreement he wasto deliver; war broke out, destroying the king's
plans and the business arrangements of the men who had delayed the messenger. The master says.
“Thereisonly oneimportant thing in our lives: to live our persona destiny -the mission that was fated for
us. But we dwayswind up loading oursel ves down with useless concerns that then destroy our dream.”

The wanderer isin theportof Sydney , looking out at the bridge that connects the two parts of the city,
when an Augtraian approaches him and asks that he read an ad in the newspaper. “ The letters are quite
small,” hesays. “I left my glasses a home, and | can't make them out.” The wanderer isaso without his
reading glasses, and apologizesto the man. “Well, | guessI'll just forget about the ad,” saysthe man.
And, wanting to continue the conversation, he says, “It's not just the two of us. God'svisonisaso
clouded. Not because heisold, but because he wantsit that way. Then, when someone closeto Him
commitsan error, Heisunableto seeit clearly. Not wanting to be unfair, he forgivesthe person.” “And
what about the 'good things,” | ask. “Well, God never leaves hisglasses at home,” laughsthe Australian
ashemoveson.

“Isthere anything more important than prayer?’ asked the disciple of his master. The master asked the
discipleto go to anearby bush and cut off abranch. The disciple obeyed. “Isthe bush gtill dive?’ asked
the master. “Just asdive asbefore,” answered the disciple. “Now go and cut theroots,” said the magter.
“If | do that, the bush will die,” said the disciple. “ Prayers are the branches of atree, whose roots are
cdled faith,” said the master. “ There can be faith without prayer. But there can be no prayer without
fath.”

Saint Teresad'Avilasays. “ Remember: the Lord invited dl of us, and -since Heisthe pure truth -we
cannot doubt hisinvitation. He said: '‘Cometo meall who arethirsty, and | will giveyoutodrink. ' “If the
invitation were not for each and every one of us, the Lord would have said: '‘Cometo me al who wish to,
because you have nothing to lose. But | will provide drink only for those who are prepared. ' Heimposes
no conditions. It isenough to walk and desire, and dl will receive the Water of Life of hislove.

The Zen monks, when they wish to meditate, St before arock: “Now | will wait for thisrock to grow a
bit,” they say. The master says. “Everything around usis constantly changing. Every day, the sun shines
upon anew world. What we cal routineisfull of new proposals and opportunities. But we do not
perceive that each day isdifferent from al the others. Today, in some place, atreasure awaits you. It may
be aflegting smile, it may be agreat victory -it doesn't matter. Lifeis made up of large and smal miracles.
Nothing is boring, because everything constantly changes. Tedium is not of theworld. Thepoet, T. S.
Eliot, wrote: “Wak many highways return to your home/ and view everything asif for thefirst time'”.



