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AUTHOR’S PREFACE

Attempts to articulate the life and teachings of
Byron Katie defy language. “In the beginning was the
word. Unknow the word.” This is what she tells me as
[ struggle to write this book: “The words to which you
are attached are the steps away from experiencing the
presence of God that you are.”

Her language startles. She uses words uncon-
ventionally. By this practice she invites us to unknow.
The word, itself, is the first movement out from the
Divine. The oniginal One does not move. All of Byren
Katie's words are an invitation to return to that One.

The normal structure of language is inadequate to
Byron Katie’s experience. Based, as it is, on distinc-
trons between subject and object, relative and nonrela-
tive being, and temporality or the location of events in
time, language strains and cracks under her use of it to
communicate herself. From Byron Katie's perspective
all is One, admitting of no object or other. If there
were a language of pure subjectivity, Byron Katie
would speak that language. She exists in a reality of
complete nonrelativity: All is God. “I Am You;" she
insists. She would like to capitalize every word that
does not refer to an illusion of human ego. She is most
at home in present tense.

Some people are saying that hers is a new lan-
guage, a new religion, a new psychology, a new medi-
cine. Byron Katie laughs and tells us there is nothing

new. There is only God. “Undo yourself,” she says.
“Know the Truth.”

Vilt

— PRrREFACE —

Byron Katie's words are best taken at their most
fundamental level of meaning. When she speaks of
realizing something, for example, she means to become
one with the Reality. She is not speaking of conceptu-
alization. When she tells us to know the Truth, she is
not suggesting that we engage in some intellectual
process. Instead, she is telling us to e consistent with
Reality, the pure and living Truth that is God.

Because a book requires a language structure, 1
attempt to be as true as possible to Byron Katie's expe-
rience, while, at the same time, to render a text that is
readable. When quoting or referring to Byron Katie's
teaching, 1 take hberties with sentence structure and
capitalization of words that usually appear in lower
case. The awakened consciousness, although it cannot
be captured in language, can leave traces of its pres-
ence. If the reader’s mind feels boggled, T suggest a
suspension of mind. Read with the heart.

Christin Lore Weber
=
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Tam one who knew nothing
One whoaitioke

Within an ancient wisdom.
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BYRON KATIE

Wind whips across the California high desert lift-
ing simall twisters of dust against a dizzying light. Gold
light cleans the earth of all but what is necessary, and
wind blows the dust away. Mountains of pure rock,
gigantic needles of stone, umber colored, burnt red,
lava black, pterce the sky. Springs well up from the
rock creating pools of warm, healing water. Gnarled
Joshua trees insist on life. Golden spiders skitter over
the sand and rattlers glide.

A woman walks this landscape along routes as
varied and contradictory as people’s lives can be. The
desert is her home. She has fought its dust storms and
stood naked under its canopy of stars. She finds her
way where roads don't exit. She survives tharst.

This woman, like anyone, has lived with rage,
with daring, with exhaustion, with dreams and failed
dreams, with hope, and with a broken heart. She has
been alone and cursed it. She has been surrounded by
the world and run away. She has been rich and poor,
loved and despised, sought out and rejected. There
have been times when she has thrown herself away.

She 1s a mother, a sister, a wife, a friend. She has
also been the opposite of each of these. Perhaps there
1s nothing that she has not been. She says that she was
born in an attic room when she was furty~three years
old. That was the da}! this woman understood that she
was worthy of her own love.

She 1s a mirror. She lets us look at her to see our-

EEIVE& HDWE’VEI’ CI'EEP [hE pam e FEE[, El'l'E l{ﬂGWE o

— ByrRON KATIE —

pain as deep. However far our hopes, hers extend
there. If we are desperate, she has been desperate too.
She is just a woman who told herself the Truth and now
she is free. She discovers within herself an abiding Joy.

You might have seen her anywhere. Maybe she
sat next to you in an airplane or at a Twelve Step meet-
ing in your neighborhood. You could have seen her in
the supermarket, maybe in the fresh produce section.
She has a way with fruits and vegetables. Probably
you wouldn’t recognize anything special about her; she
looks pretty much like anybody else, any woman out
there. Maybe she picked up something that you
dropped and gave it to you. Probably she smiled.
Maybe you went home that day stunned by the clarity
of her eyes. Probably you wondered who she was, and
if you had a chance to ask her, she might have told you
that it was yourself you recognized in her eves. Maybe
she simply smiled.

Some people call the woman Byron. Others call
her Katie. Her husband calls her Kate. This is her
story. It isn't the whole story. It isn’t even hers alone.
It 1s the story of people whose lives she touches.
Through their lives this woman is woven like a purple
thread, or like stlver, even gold. It might, in fact, be
your story. It certainly is mine. ==



GATHERING

Carol Lynn calls to say Byron Katie will be at her
house for a Gathering. Do [ want to come? Of course.
[ want to see her. I'm distracted. For three weeks my
husband, John, and I have been searching the woods
and inlets of the Puget Sound for 4 new home. Every
place that draws me by its beauty and solitude costs
more than our budget can stand. We've been back two
days and my mind still reels with images of Long Lake,
Port Orchard, Poulsbo, Bainbridge Island, the San
Juans, and especially a bluff on the southwest side of
Camano Island and the stony beach below where gulls
cry and eagles ride the updrafts.

This morning, back in California, the Byron man-
uscript lies before me. It is time to complete it, but I
have no idea how. I need to see her.

She looks sixteen, younger than the first time I met
her. How does she do that? Once, about a year earlier,
I arrived late at a Gathering and was startled to realize
that she looked ancient. I thought: She’s gained weightf
She looks like somebody's jolly round grandma or like a
temale Buddha, feet pulled up under her, bestowing joy.
in the winter, at another of Byron's Gatherings, 1
thought she looked her age. Fine lines enhanced her
eyes. Her skan had that soft, textured look. Now her
face 1s smooth, her skin taut over high cheek bones.

“You look at least ten years younger!” I minimize
the startling effect that I know is not the result of any-
thing artificial.

‘I do?” Byron laughs. "People tell me things like

— GATHERING —

that. Thank you for telling me; 1 can’t know other-
wise.” Later, in the group, she emphasizes that her
body is not her concern. Mind: That is her responsibil-
ity. The body follows. She says that she is a mirror,
and I wonder if the changes I perceive in her are really
changes in myself I see reflected in her face.

We sit on the sofa by a roaring fire. It's a chilly
February night. The room is filled with family and
some friends. A little girl toddles over to offer me a
blow on her plastic trumpet,

"Did you find your home?” Byron's clear eyes
radtate in a way I can't take for granted.

I tell her that T do think I found the 1sland where
I'd like to live, but everything is too expensive. I know
that I want to live by the water and waterfront proper-
ty 1s even more pricey,

"When the time and place are right, the money
will be there.”

I sense that as long as I hold the thought of
eXpense as preventing me from living where my heart
desires, all I will see is a dollar stgn, and 1 will not ree-
ognize my new home. My belief about impossibility
will create impossibility. All it would take is a slight
turn of mind to accept what Byron Katie says.

I'm suddenly alone with her. If there are other
people in the room, I'm not aware of them. We talk
about the book, about publishing. Only a small part of
me 1s taken up with that conversation. The rest of me
is caught up in a reality underlying the words, the roar
ing fire, the people, and the place. There is no Byron
and there is no Christin. There is One Being. She’s a
door into this experience of Oneness that never fails to
open when I'm face to face with it. “T am the Door,”
Jesus says. Byron shows me what he means,
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We walk into the living room, which has filled
with a laughing, chattering group of folks who all seem
to know one another. The little girl runs from this per-
son to that one offering her plastic trumpet. There’s a
good mix of men and women, young and old. Byron
sits 1n a strategically placed easy chair and pulls her
teet up under her soft coral skirt. Carol Lynn does the
mtroductions and asks Byron to tell her story. “I know
that you like to give people your philosophy,” she says,
“hut please, tell us how this happened to you, how you
weren't always like this. Tell us how you used to be
and how you changed.”

Byron Katie looks off into space. Her eyes cloud
just a bit. 1 imagine this is difficult for her. She still
reaches for the words to explain the “resurrection” or
“awakening” as she calls it. She is still remembering
events that seem to her to have happened to a person
other than the present self. “I'm a baby and I'm age-
less,” she explains. “T opened my eyes only nine years
ago and I saw all time.”

She starts with seeing herself as being locked out
of the house when she was three years old, She says
she became a wild animal. She says she went to a man
who molested her “and it hurt. But the next day I
went back because I would do anything for touch,
which I now see as Love. Again it hurt, and again [
went back. [ did that to me.”

"But surely,” the people react, “you aren't excus-
ing him. You aren't saying it was your fault. You were
a child, after all.”

“He had his own pain. I can't judge that. 1 only
know that my mind took my body back to the man. If
there was pain inflicted upon me, 1 was the perpetrator

of that pain.’

— QGATHERING —

"But surely you would want people like that locked
up! So — you know — so they can't do that to others.”

"If 1 were abusing children, | would want you to
lock me up so that I would not be able to hurt you or
me in that way. To harm you & my sutlering.”

She asks them to go inside themselves. “Put your-
selt in the position of perpetrator and then of victim.
Which would you rather be? Go deep,” she says,
"know yourselves.” |

I ponder how difficult it is for us, for this society
of ours, to enter Byron's world. We want judgments
built like stairs over people’s pain so we can climb out
of what we call their wrongdoing. We want to achieve
goodness at the top of those stairs. But it isn’t there.
We don't achicve goodness. “Do not call me good, only
One 1s good,” says Jesus, telling us not to set him apart
from the rest of us at the top of some starway of judg-
ment. (Goodness is the constant state of being in itself.
All is good. All is One. We cannot do anything to
make us good; we already are.

"Then 1 got married to a wonderful man. . .” she
goes on to her years with her first husband, a brief
recitation, “and I didn't know it. Together we built a life
ot illusions, of unreality, and 1 didn't know it.
Everything was upside down. And T had children and
they were part of it. And I made a million dollars and
lost it and made another million and it didn’t mean any-
thing. And I got divorced before 1 even knew who my
husband was and I took my children to another town
and started over. But nothing was enough and pretty
soon [ was stuck in my bedroom, doing business from
there and a little room next to it buying and selling, and
my children were on drugs and alcohol and fighting and
miserable and there was no way out. One mght, very

=]
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late when everyone else was sleeping, I went to a church
because 1'd heard that people found answers in church-
es so | thought I'd try even though I didn’t understand
religion. I went tn the vestibule and picked up some
pamphlets, lett quickly, got back into my car, and drove
home. I sat on my bed and read the pamphlets over and
aver. | read them one paragraph at a time. 1 read each
sentence. Slowly. I absolutely couldn’t understand one
word. | couldn’t make any sense of it at all.”

Again and again people in the Gatherings ask
Byron Katie tor this story as if they have a fascination
tor the way our wealth-seeking, achievement-orientat-
ed culture didn’t work for her. She achieved; she had
wealth; she wasn't happy. She died of it and when she
woke up, the wealth and achievement no longer mat-
tered. It was a nonissue. She began living sumply, in
the moment, without thought, in a state of complete
being that we sometimes sense in the stillness between
one thought and the next.

"But don'’t you have goals?” the people ask. They
are incredulous. “Don't you make plans? How do you
know what to do? How do you keep from doing
wrong? How do you know what'’s right? And f
everything is as it should be, then what about the mur-
derer, what about the starving children, what about
wars and poverty and death? Don't you feel a respon-
sibility to help other people? And if you don't feel that
responsibility, why are you here tonight?”

“It's who [ am — I am this,” she tells us with a little
smile.

"“Why did you come?”

"I was invited.”

So simple.
“That's all?"”

— GATHERINGC —

"That's all.”

‘But what about laws? What about the murder-
er? What about society? Doesn’t saciety have a
responsibility? Are you suggesting that we all do
whatever we please?"

"We do it anyway, don't we? We just are not
clear about what pleases us.”

I see several people nod their heads. There's ner-
vous laughter.

“That'’s anarchy!” a somewhat irritated male voice
Erupts.

She does exactly as she wants and here she 1s,
giving herself to us because that action gives her more
happiness than anything else at the moment. She is the
most compassionate person I have ever encountered.

"Do you believe in law?” asks another man.

“I fasten my seat belt,” she grins. "I love all the
laws of this country. I love the laws of this world. You
say lasten your seat belt, and I say okay. You've made
the laws for me; I don't have to. The laws are there,

wonderful, for our benefit. They are what is and I love
all that 1s.”

"I still don't quite get it,” says a woman —and we
keep coming back to this all evening — "you think

everything is perfect and yet we have all this suflering

in the world, all this poverty, all this violence. How
can that be perfection?”

“It's a mirror. Ask: What is the violence in me ]
cannot accept? Ask: What s my fear of death, of
poverty? Is it true? Is there something wrong with
death? It's a belief. All our pain comes from beliefs.
We experience a thought and attach a belief to it. We
see death and believe it's evil. Who says? We look at
the sky and say it's blue. Is #t? It’ simply an ancient
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myth. When I no longer fear my own death, I hold the
d}ring child without fear. I look into that child’s eyes
and he sees only peace. [ cannot give him the belief
that death is something to be feared. 1 cannot give
what [ do not have. What is not believed cannot be
feared. I will be with him, in peace, to that very expe-
rience we call death because I no longer have that fear
which prevents me from being present. For you—me.”

"Okay,” says a woman who is sitting on the foor
in front of me, “I can understand about acceptance and
love and all that, but T get so confused. How do you
know what to accept? How can you know what to do?
How do you get to the point where you can be peacetul
when someone you love has died?”

“You do the dishes.” Byron Katie 1s absolutely
Serious.

“What?”

“T call that my highest spiritual experience: Katie
does the dishes. In the moment the thought arises, ‘Do
the dishes,’ I do them. Thought-action. Simple. Then
another thought rises. | move. I am movement. |
don't ask why. Hell is to ask why, Someone calls me
on the phone and asks me to come to San Franoisco for
a Gathering. [ check to see if I'm already committed
and if the time is available I say yes. To know the
Truth and speak it is heaven.”

“Do you ever say no?"

“Oh ves. I'm very clear about saying no. If some-
one makes something for me and brings it to me saymng,
*I made this for you will you accept it?" and I lock at it
and I don't want it, [ say no. Truth. The Truth sets
you free. Know yourself and act on that Truth.”

A gray-haired woman flares. “That'’s crazy, com-
pletely out of touch with reality. Sometimes you can't

~— GATHERING —

say no. Life just presses down on you. People who talk
like you do just don’t know about anger. I'm angry. My
anger is what's real. I had eight children; I didn't have a
choice. That's what's real. I can't say [ don’t want
them —not now. But I can't help but be angry either.”

Byron's voice is gentle. “Who said yes eight times
over? Who said yes to the minister at the wedding?
What is the price you are not willing to pay? Whao
were you trying to please with your yes? 1 see great
tove from you, misdirected and not taking care of your-
selt, not crying out the NO —that secream into real
mtegrity. Can you dare to learn to speak it, now, in
simple ways? That is what eight children are for, Is
the pain enough yet? It is as you say it 1s. Truth is the
highest order. God. Truth spoken is the voice of the
Ultimate. Who ordained that we have eight children?
The body tn action is the yes. Not to see this is to be out
of touch with Reality.”

Another woman on the floor presses on, "So
when I'm trying to figure out what to do in order to
make my life meaningful .. .7”

“You do the dishes. Your life is meaningful
already. Your life is. Live in the moment. When the
thought arises, do it. When you have done it often
enough, the thought that arises will be visible as your
heart’s desire.

"When belief marries thought, we're moved from
Truth. "Do the dishes,” the thought says. *But doing
dishes is a menial task,” the belief proclaims. Belief
sticks like Velcro™ to thought. That is the marriage,
Then they produce children and grandchildren beliefs.
Eventually we are living on a foundation built from gen-
erations of untruths and confusion. This is an example

of reincarnation, the ﬂnly reincarnation there is.
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“For example, "Do the dishes’ marries I ought to
be doing something meaningful.’

“Why should T be stuck doing dishes?’ That's the
baby. "Surely my life is worth more than thisl’—now
the baby's getting married! “Surely T have a task n life
higher than doing dishes!’—along comes the First
grandchild. '] can never do anything important; what
a dunce | am’—the grandchild is married. "Why does-
n't anything good ever come my way?'—aha, a great
grandchild. And the family ot descendants choruses,
*Why don't people expect important things from me?
Poor me! Nobody notices me. Nobody recognizes how
wonderful and wise 1 really am. All I ever do 1s wash
dishes!" This is marriage without birth control, and 1
still haven’t done the dishes. By this time the marrage
of helief to thought has produced the reincarnation of
what we see as life.

“When thought marries belief we have material
form. Nothing new. All recycled. The lie i1s born
again as was done in the beginning of thought that we
call time. This is reincarnation; there is no time and
space; you are the thinker of it. To see all this 1n Truth,
in the thinking moment, is to experience the collapse of
time and space.

“I've been away from home now for more than
fwo weeks. My husband isn't very good at cleaning
and washing clothes, so one thought is that I will walk
in the door to see dishes stacked up and there will be
dirty clothes and the house will be a mess and I'll have
a pile of mail a foot high. By night all of it will be
done. One task after another, simply, without mental
argument. 1 just walk through the house and do what
comes to me to do. I do what is in front of me. T do

the dishes. This is my privilege.”
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“Carrying water, shnuldering wood”l is an anctent
spiritual maxim of Zen Buddhism. It is preparation for
enlightenment: devotion to what is in front of you. I'm
constantly intrigued by the way Byron Katie's teach-
ings paralle] age-old teachings of virtually all the spiri-
tual traditions: Christianity, Buddhism, the various
Yogas, the Tao. And yet she studied none of them.

Accept the Love in front of you. This is my
tavorite of Byron's teachings. Everything I need 1s
right in front of me. If [ don't recognize that, it is
because I am focused on something that isn't there.
When [ insist on the thing that isn’t there, I miss the
Love in front of me. T ignore the light of Truth and
cannot see the Love. I resist enlightenment.

In a culture where more is better, how can we grasp
the truth that Jesus gave to Martha? “Thou art careful
and troubled about many things: but one thing is need-
tul” (Luke 10:41-42). 1t is the thing right in front of
you. I'do the dishes. Iwrite the book. T weed the gar-
den. I listen to my friend. 1 look into my dying moth-
er's eyes. I sing the song. We carry water. We shoul-
der wood. We do the dishes.

Nothing 1s wanting anywhere. All is Love.

We stay four hours at Carol Lynn’s. Some of us
would stay all night. Carol Lynn suggests we eat some
of the breads and nuts and fruits and vegetables we've
brought and laid out on her dining room table. We
begin to move. Several men pull chairs up close to
Byron Katie. They continue to question her. If every-
thing is perfect, what is there to achieve? If we have
everything we need, why strive for wealth? 1f all are
innocent, what about the murderers, the child molesters,

13
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the rapists? If we can’t climb out of wrong, what are we
doing here? And she continues to answer with Ef" she
knows. “We are. We are One, creating. In that stillness
we are the awareness of creation moving as Itself. We
tack nothing.” Some can hear her; some shift before her
very eyes, awake to the Truth they experience.

Coming home from Carol Lynn’s, I remember thﬁe
woman who is angry about her eight children. She is
not different from me. There are times 1 have been
equa”y angry that | never became pr.egnant. | wonder
why we cling so tenaciously to our pain, to the thmilghii:s
that keep us from our joy, such thoughts as: Reality is
anger; I didn't have a choice; I've never had enough.

It's tate. I climb into bed. The thought comes up
that John and 1 will never be able to afford a home on
the waterfront. | smile and put the thought aside. 1 go

to sleep and dream of gulls. ==
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MEETING

I first met Byron Katie on a September evening in
1993 at the home of a mutual friend. When | arrived,
Byron was sitting on the sofa talking in low tones to a
modest-looking woman with long gray-blond hair.
Byron sat cross-legged, her feet drawn up under her,
and was wearing a full Mexican skirt in corals, blues,
and browns, a matching vest over a brownish shirt,
and lots of beads and long earrings. Her curly blond
hair was caught up on top of her head in a cora] rib-
bon. She wore heavy eye make-up and didn’t look like
my idea of a spiritual teacher.

I sat down on the floor. There would be lots of
people coming, many more than the available chairs. 1
wanted to be positioned in such a way that I could see
Byron at close range and, at the same time, witness her
interaction with the other guests. If I were tucked
back into the corner close to the sofa I would remain
unobtrusive. I would just watch.

My last month had been more than a little unset-
thag. It had started with my mother’s death and ended
with the news that I could no longer postpone major
surgery. Just two days before, driving back from the
Costco store, I had started crying, sobbing like a child,
feeling scared to death. When 1 asked myself why, all I
could come up with were a child’s nightmares, images of
demons and of houses burning down and of losing peo-
ple that I loved. These were fears 1 had banished long
ago with airtight, rational arguments. Now I worked at
consoling myself. “Your mother died,” I said. “It’s grief.”

15
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Nevertheless I felt fragile. I didn’t want to talk. |
pulled up a pillow and leaned against it. The modest-
lnnl{ing WOman was as!{ing the one that must be Byron
Katie whether it was okay to drink coffee. “If you ask
the question, you may want to take a look inside,”
Byron said. “Only you can know the Truth of you. I
hear that you already know.”

I looked around. Seven or so women sat in clus-
ters of two or three. No one seemed to be paying atten-
tion to the two on the sofa. All at once Byron Katie
looked straight at me. “I'm Byron,” she said and smiled.

Never had I seen E.}TESI like that. Later Sandra
called them “see-through.” Someone else called her the
“l1t lady.” 1 thought her eyes looked silver. To another
woman they looked turquotse. The thing about which
we all agree 15 that Byron Katie's eyes shine.

“I'm Chmistin.” That was as far as | intended to
go, at least until I found out more about her.

She locked onto me. She seemed like a hawk, I
later thought, scaring in on me, and no matter how 1
dt}dged she wouldn't let me get away.

“What are your thoughts?” She smiled and wait-
ed. What a strange question. Answering it could take
all night —a hifetime, maybe. That’s why [ write books:
My thoughts are manifold. [ pour them out. Package
them. Store them on shelves.

I decided to be careful. It's so easy to be fooled.

“1 thought about that on the way over and decid-
ed that I want to learn.” These were my words. [ had
actually thought: F¥ srust ait there and lwsten and learn. Tl
only say something after I'mt comfortable and then only if I
really have something to vay. I don't want to risk too muck; I
feel too fragile. 1 don't want anyone to know about the fear
that popped out the other day.

16
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"Ah, you are a student.” She seemed pleased.

I wasn't a student anymore. | had graduated —
lots of times. T had degrees. I had written books
taught classes, lectured, done all sorts of things. 1 useci
to be a student. Being called a student reduced me to a
beginner in the work to which my whole life had been
devoted. On the other hand, Just the other day | had
telt three years old and as frightened as if T had never
learned a thing.

“You might say that,” I admitted,

“Tell me your thoughts. What is it you would like
to learn?” She leaned forward. Those eyes radtated.
She looked like a female Buddha, but also like the hawk.

[ started feeling like a mouse in a field. The hawk
soared. “I would like to learn about tear,” I blurted
out. Caught in the open. No place to hide. The
screech of the hawk: the shadow of the wing.

"Fear results from the belief that You are going to
!nse something or not get something you want. There
1$ no exception to this, even as your ego attacks itself.”
vo siraple. But it felt like she was reading my heart.
She said more, but I can’t remember it. Her words hit
home. [ felt tears slip down my cheeks. My fears
seemed childish but at the same time gripping. I was
embarrassed to admit them but felt powerless to
escape them. |

“Now tell me about your fears.” She waited.

| I took a deep breath. “Pretty much what vou
said. I'm afraid of losing what 1 love.” )

"And what exactly is that?”
My mind said no, you can't say your fear aloud.
You can't admit you fear childish things. Only unedu-

ca:ted people fear such things. You know better. What
will all these people think of you?
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"In front of all these people?” I laughed a little,
“These strangers?”

“There ts only One. There are no strangers here.”
She spoke with authority. “Now, tell me your thoughts
about fear.”

I started blurting out a tangle of stuff that caused
my heart to race even as my mind rejected it. I ended
by saying I felt I was on a threshold of something, but
if I stepped over, everything I had believed and accom-
plished all my life would be shown to be an illusion and
I would lose myself. There would be nothing. 1 knew
I was sounding crazed, hysterical. I felt three years old
and about two inches tall.

“That's right,” Byron responded. She assured me
that yes, this would be the end of the world as I experi-
ence tt. Her eyes blazed. Clean. A pure Light.
Indescribable. A combination of love and white heat
that evaporates impurities. | no longer remember the
continuity of what she said. When I try to repeat the
words, they sound bland compared to the way they felt
when she directed them to me.

“That's right,” she said, “all the beliefs that you've
constructed to protect yourself throughout your whole
life are not needed, unnecessary. You are afraid
because you think you are a body. You think you are
a body, and you are afraid of death—afraid of nothing,
only illusion, belief systems. There is no death. You
are using your mind to scare yourself. To shame your-
self. You cannot lose the ones vou love. It 1s impossi-
ble. You are the one you lost. Others don't belong to
you. But you obliterate them in your mind. You are

the one who says they die. You are experiencing your
own death thrnuEh the thnught Your fears turn into

realities, you create them, you materialize them.
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Unlearn those beliefs. Do you understand?”

"Who are you?” I asked. Her words sounded like
a combination of New Age jargon and esoferic wisdom,
But my mind and its critical functions fel bypassed. 1
believed her. Tears ran down my face, and I didn't
bother with them. I'd never met a human being like
this woman. In a flicker of memery [ thought of those
disciples of Jesus who came to him in wonder, asking
the same question, and he said simply, “Come and see.”

"Who do you think I am?” Byron Katie smiled at
me. Jesus said that, too, didn’t he? “Who do people
say that [ am?”
| ‘L haven't the faintest idea.” Tt was trye. All my
tdeas about reality and what is possible for human
beings to be were falling in my mind like dying stars, [
stood on the threshold of a new creation.

"Because you do not know yourself, you cannot
know that I am you. You see only yourself in me. You
cannot know yoursell in the center of a thought storm
that 1s, itself, these insane thoughts. You are so beauti-
ful. You are so loved. In the fear you create, you can-
not know these things.”

Who was she? I had to know. “Have you always

been this way?” I asked.
| "No. Seven years ago I was just like you.
.F rightened. Scattered. Fragmented. I Jocked myself
in my house. 1 wanted to die. I weighed more than
two hundred pounds. I closed myself in my bedroom
and took to my bed. Then a being from another realm
came to me in my house and led me through all the cre-
ation in all the universes. [ felt myself pass through
everything and everything pass through me. I realized
that I am the stars and the rocks and all the people and
the earth and the animals and there is only One. 1

19



— A CRY IN THE DESERT —

returned as you see me now.”

[ didn’t understand, but I found myself accepting
the mystery of this woman. That evening Byron Katie
told me T must open my heart to joy, accept the beauty
of my life, serve with love for the pure joy of it. Now it
1s possible, she assured me, to give the gift of mystelf
and let the fear go. “You are a little baby,” she said.
“DDo you understand?”

[ understood that | was something new.

She turned to someone else. “What are your
thoughts?” she asked, |

Three hours later 1 went home still not certain
who this woman was, I knew there was something
extraordinary about her, I was beginning to under-
stand that she had dealt a deathblow to my ego and its
fears and that I needed that. 1 realized that I had
wanted to look good in front of all those people. 1 real-
ized that | had to stop hiding now. There is nothing to
cover up, nothing to protect. Not if all of us are Love.
Not if everything is One.

[ woke the next morning with the thought that 1
would buy a red rose for my neighbor, Sandra, who'd
just returned from the hospital where she undﬁrwen:c a
radical mastectomy. [ would take her a rose along with
some tea. | wanted to bring peace to her in whatever
way [ could.

On the way to get the rose, I let myself look out at
the world —the cars rushing up the freeway, the hills
purpled by the rising sun, all the movement of cre-
ation— as one being. It came to me that the word I

have preferred for God is Holy One. But [ alwayis
placed the emphasis on #foly. This emphasis differenti-
ated the One that is God from everything else.

Suddenly I understood not just with my mind but also
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with my heart that the emphasis is more truly to be
placed on One. There is only One. All is included.
Even I. Even [ am included.

I'stopped at Safeway for Sandra's rose. There was
only one red one. I iooked at some other bouquets but
knew the rose was for her. I bought it and some fruit.
We sat in her dining room, put the rose on the table with
other flowers and some candles. She talked about her
cancer and about decisions: what to do about radiation,
about chemotherapy. Alternative medicine. She was
using a treatment from Mexico. 1 told her about Byron
and said she worked with cancer patients. Sandra’s eyes
lit with something like humor “During my meditation
this morning I asked for a healer.” she said.

She called and spoke with Byron. In an hour
Byron was there. She sat with Sandra and asked her
some of the same kinds of questions that she had asked
me; brought her up against her fears. I saw Byvron

bring Sandra right up against her death. I watched as
Sandra released her fear

During the months that followed, 1 thought of
Byron often. In November I attended one of her
workshops and witnessed person after person release
mental and emotional pain that had plagued them for
years. I learned the process that Byron calls The
Work. T wanted to know maore.

I'was clear about this: Byron speaks Truth and she
loves whoever is in front of her. She loves them com-
pletely and uncondhtionally. 1 thought it possible that
this gift of Love is the key that unlocks resistances and
releases the courage we all need to tell ourselves the

{ruth of ourselves. That Truth is Love. And Love heals.
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But what of her life? What had happened that
was powerful enough to reveal this Love in her?l |
determined to find out. One evening after a Gathering
I approached her.

“Byron?”

She turned and smiled. “Yes, honey?”

“Byron, I'm a writer. I think I'm supposed to

write a book about you. What do you think?”

"Yes. It's true. And anything you want to know,
anything you need to write this book, T will be thﬁrﬁ*,
twenty-four hours a day, to give it to you. Just ask.

That stmple.
At first I didn't know what I needed. Then people

began telling me their stories. Byron shared audio tapes
of Gatherings and of the workshop [ attended. She met

with me. She answered every question I could think
up. People filled out questionnaires and sent them to

me. Suddenly, it seemed, I had fifty hours of tapes, a

photograph of Byron, laughing, on my desk, and all the
time in the world. [ was ready to begln. ==
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AWAKENING

Byron Katie’s life began in February of 1986
when she was forty-three. A cockroach crawled over
her foot. She lay on the floor in an attic room of a
house on the beach just outside of Los Angeles. It was
a halfway house for women recovering from eating dis-
orders, which Byron now identifies as thinking disor-
ders. She doesn’t know how long she lay there. Time
s nonexistent. She couldn’t lie in the bed. She could-
n't go downstairs. She was told that the other women
were afraid. Katie raged. They feared she would
break through, throw her enormous body through the
locks, the boobytraps, and hurt them all. She tells me
that for two weeks she was “not even coherent, really;
Insane things were going on in my head. I was asleep
and the sleep felt like rage. Early one morning a cock-
roach crawled over my foot—I was awake.”

As far as she knows now, she had been dead, and
this awakening resurrected her. Like an infant she
stared at her foot. "I experienced the teeling of this
cockroach moving over my foot. T saw a foot and I'didn't
know it was mine. Tsaw the cockroach and I thought it
was me. I saw the foot move in reaction. I noticed 1
prior thought and the Joy experienced in that recogni-
tion is beyond words. The hand moved. The body
moved. She rose as consciousness observing itself, all a
result of prior thought already done, delighted, walking,
moving —animation observing itself. She lives!”

Beliefs bombarded from the material world. 1
looked up and I saw the bed because I'd been sleeping
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on the floor. I experienced that they'd made up a bed
for me, and 1 saw that the bed had been there all the
time even though I hadn't recognized it. |1 beca'.me
aware of a belief that | wasn’t worth a bed —an an-::[ent
dream. | came to know, instantly, that it was, in lact,
okay to hie on 1it. Everything, imagined or ut:imagined,
is okay. Life as [ had known it was changed.

She had no way of distinguishing where she lett
off and something else began. “I was the all and the all
was me," she says now, but at that time she had no ref-
erence to any kind of language, any philosophical sys-
tem of spiritual practice that might identify tllmat all
for her. “How could the undehnable be identlﬁt-ad? I
knew nothing of spiritual matters. I knew nnth*mg of
God; I knew nothing of Buddha; 1 knew nothing of
students of spirituality. I didn’t understand why peo-
ple even bothered to study such matters. 'In fact, |
knew nothing. I didn't think. I was just trying to sur-
vive. | saw doors and [ saw ceilings and 1 saw people
and when you spoke I vibrated with the sound of your
voice — [ didn’t know what it was.”

Her husband came. Her children came. She did-
n't recognize them in the way we take for granted. Sl?e
stared at them. The one they called her husband safd
he was Paul. She knew it was true. When they sad
“husband” and “children” she also knew that to be true.
“All this naming is a cosmic joke,” Byron explains. “In
this human realm we name things. That's fine with me.
It's fun. But it’s never to be taken as the Reality. 1also
would look at my hands and see. . .” she pauses, at a
joss for words, “hands, husband, children — all the
same, all loved, all adored.” |

She stared at her family from what felt like mil-

lannia of distance and from that distance rose the
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thought of children. But the thought was of little ones
and these were grown up. “They said they were mine
and my husband said we were married and other peo-
ple agreed and so we were. We still are. I'm devoted
to that. T am devoted to what T woke up to. It’s the
obvious. That's how I know who I am. What |
became devoted to was the thing in front of me.”

Ve That's in retrospect. Back then Byron Katie was

lost in & world without delineation. Byron's daughter,
Roxann, who was about sixteen at that time, experi-
enced her mother as having regressed to about two
years of age. “I led her around by the hand,” she
remembers, “and she cried because she was lost. She
went from being a rageful woman to this little lost girl.”

It was almost as though Katie were not herself,
the loss of her former world was so total, And it per-

sisted. Some time after her return home from the
halfway house, she attended a class reunion and didn't
recogmze her former high school classmates. “But 1

f————————— ———re -

them at some level —their vibratory level —intimately..
I knew everything about them but I couldn’t.tell- you—
what it was; I couldn't tell you their names and I could-
n't connect the faces. I knew beyond faces and names.
Then they started telhing me who I was. I had all these
people I'd known from childhood, all tilling in my life
for me. Tt was wonderful. That's ane way I can know
humanness, who I am in the material world.”

Her living was more profound than can be ident;-
hed or explained by the word ammesia. It wasn't simply
that she didnt remember people’s faces or where her
house was located. She’d lost her entire structure for
perceiving reality as she had known it. The ability to
communicate went with it, Katie had to start from

Eﬂ.‘?‘."‘r’ from a million years ago who they were. ] knew
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scratch. “How can [ talk with you without speaking of
past and future? How can I put sentences together?
How can I tell you what anything 1s? | didn’t know
what my house was, what my town was. | didn’t know
what anytbing was. 1 didn’t know there was anything
to ‘was.” So | had to learn humanness; [ had to learn to
communicate the way that I see. And the way that 1
see 15 to see in the total present, with no past or future,
week after week, month after month, year after yvear —
with no beliel attaching 1self to thought, ever.”

She started right there at the halfway house. She
came downstairs and the therapists taught her to medi-
tate. Even had she experienced awareness of her for-
mer life, meditation would have been foreign to her.
“I'm this woman from Barstow, you know, and we
don't do that. We'd nnfy read about gurus and such
things in the tunny papers. The theramsts told me sim-
ply what to do, and T was so awake that I just believed
them. They told me what to do and T did it. This was
pure Joy. This was hie hived sumply. To act without
thought 15 divine.”

During the meditations Byron Katie moved
deeply into her “awake” experience, so deep, in fact,
that she lost touch with the sensory world. One day
during the meditation an automobile crashed into
something on the street in front of the halbway house.
People jumped up and ran to the windows but Byron
Katie sat there, still in meditation, completely oblivious
ta the noise, the commotion. “Then when they directed
me to come out, | came out. They were all talking
about the automobile accident. But | had done what
thel}f told me and I trusted in that. [ was in meditation.

[ was just tollowing directions.”

Byron says that during the meditations she left
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and came back with knowledge that she calls revela-
tions. Paul chuckles over this now and says he teases
her about taking time off and going to college when he
wasn't looking. This knowledge was new to her.
People called it wise, clear. These were things she'd
never seemed to know before.

“For three years the revelations were nonstop,”
Byron explains now. “I would literally take them to the
streets and try to tell people, but it scared them and so
they moved away from me. Really, the revelations
couldn’t be put into words. That was where I was
doing harm, by trying to put them into words. Once in
words they narrow down to very simple things like
wwnknowing is everything: no time, no apace; there is onty Love; |
am Love. These simple things are everything. They are
everything. Said in words they are so simple but they
can't be heard; they can only be experienced. They can
be told in the stories that I ljve and people sometimes
get the experience. One who &/ that experience can
teach it because the experience is the teaching. Only
one with the awareness that she is that revelation can
consistently take that road. All that stands in the way
of awareness are the many forms of ideas that represent
a belief that we are not that revelation. We are stopped
when we believe we are not what we really are; that is
the power of belief. We are stopped by any concept/
perception that takes us from the awareness of “I Am.”

She amplifies the revelations with stories of those
years after the original awakening. “There is no time,”
she claims, “There is no space.” But she says more. ]
missed large spaces in time. One example I Like to give
i1s that I started a load of laundry and walked to the
kitchen. I didn't hear the washing machine going so I
went back to check on the clothes and they were
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already washed. I didn’t know what time had elapsed.
It was then that | started knowing in this dimension —
how can [ say it? —the demonstration of no time or
space. I didn't just &now it; it was demonstrated. 1 was
without thought. Then I had a thought. In the space
between, the clothes were washed.

“Then I was in a hot tub and heard the word,
Adita, and it was a wonderful experience for me. It
came out of me as though it were tripping over a child'’s
tongue, issuing [rom a child’s lips. 1 said it over and
over and over. It was familiar. It was the sound of
abih, so lovely, twice in one word. I sat in the hot tub
and became aware that I hadn't been breathing for a
long time and that ] was awake and that all of this was
being done without breath, in bliss,” |

Byron shares all these experiences with us as
examples of the awakening process. The unfztrm]]ar
can terrorize us. She wants us to know that Wa]{mg up
is fun. She wants us to realize that we don’t have to
shut the process down because of the terror we might
teel as a result of our unfamibiarity with it.

"In this process I have been paralyzed from the
waist down as my body was prepared. My legs were
paralyzed and I experienced only bliss, not knnw1-n'g
what 1t 1s for in ‘time” and not caring. This 1s how it's
done. This 1s the manifestation. Who am I to say?
And why would I? There are no thﬂughts. for this.
This 1s the only way 1 can communicate it to you.
Everything is a gift.

“There was a time when | was with some people
and [ experienced that my whote body drew up like a
gnarly old lady. If you'd have had to move my limbs, my
fingers, my toes, you would have had to break my body
to do it. I was like that for over an hour one day. They
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moved me into a bedroom and asked if they could drum,
burn sage, and rub my teet. I could see that this would
please them, and that's what I'm here for. The gift to me
was that ] got to see humans burning sage and drum-
ming. I got to experience that humans rub feet. I got to
see ritual performed in the attempt to ward off fear, The
next day it happened again. On the second day a
scream 1ssued forth from this body. Years later, my
friend, Ann, told me this was a primordial scream; it is
within everyone. At the time, 1 didn't know that. I sim.
ply heard the scream and that it came from this body.
The scream continued for an hour, At no time did |
experience it as personal. I call it *The Scream.’ It is old
beliefs, as body, catching up to enlightened mind — beljof
systems undone. After ‘“The Scream’, the people asked
me not to come back. It was their belief that T was tos
open and that dark entities could possess me without
effort. My knowledge is: There is only God. I could
shut down and live in fear of dark entities, paralysis,
screams, people’s opinions, or I can live as Light.
Darkness cannot survive the Light. And Light is Truth.
“What a privilege to serve you gnarled. What a
privilege to serve you this way or that way. There's
only serving, The only Joy is in the serving. | serve
me first. If I serve you it is only to serve me; I am so
clear about not knowing what you need. [ can’t know
what you need. Tt not my business to know what you
need; it's yours. You are responsible for fulfilling your
needs. So if you need something, ask, and if I can sup-
ply that, then I do it, for me, because in that doing is
my Joy. You're there to show me Joy so 1 can serve
endlessly, effortlessly. But [ don't step into the delu-

stonal thinking that it is for you. You do yours. In that
doing all the books of Life ljve.”
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To Katie's new way of seeing, her former life
looked upside down. The people who came in contact
with her after her cockroach experience, including her
farmily, tound her an enigma. They tried to fit her into
their experience. She listened and she believed each of
them until whatever they said no lnnger coincided with
what was being revealed to her from within.

“l woke up and people started mimicking me,”
Byron says as she describes what this time was like Fﬂr
her. “They took on my characteristics and talked like
me and gave me feedback like ‘you're awake; yﬂu’rf: a
this; you're a that.” I had no clue. T was just opening
my eyes. ['d get into the shower and discover a leg!
And it was mine? And my hands would be washing and
F'd think —what is it doing? T'd begun to see through
different eyes. The Joy of this cannot be described.”

Some people called her walk-r. It was an identifi-
cation that gave her refuge for several years because it
acted as a metaphor to explain what felt inexplicable
about her experience. People told Byron that she was
a spiritual entity that had taken possession of this bmily
by agreement and that the one her husband and chil-
dren knew and recognized was dead.

“They said “You were dying anyway, so you
walked out and the walk-in stepped in.” 1t sounded fine
to me; I didn't recognize my home; I didn't recognize
triends, family, anyone. 1 was seeing everything new
and they named that wafk-tn. That it for me. ] must be
here on the planet for the first time, a being of Light,
because all I see 1s Love and I don't understand why
others pretend that they don't see it also, At the same
time I knew that all of us are the same, the others just
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weren't aware of it vet—that's what fime does; it teach-
es us specthceally how to live in experience as cause and
effect. So I could be a wafb-in. I believe everyone, I
am walk-in; I am walk out; [ am all things,”

Roxann also found the description helpful. She
says, "I don't know how to describe what she was like
when she came home. People said she was a wafk-zn.
I'm not saying that's what she was, but this i what it was
like: She was as if she were dead. Then she came out of
the halfway house. Her face was changed completely.
Her eyes were cleared. She was not the same person.”

Later on Byron realized that waft-in is symbolic,

"If we don't survive our reality on one level,” she says,

"we go to a different level always available to us within
and are served always. The higher teachings that come
to me from this level show me that there is only One,
It was me recognizing Me. The next step can't be told.
There are no words for it.”

The essence of Byron’s awakening is Truth.
Commitment to Truth is primary for her. The moment
of the cockroach taught her this. In the immediacy of
the moment, everything was One. Then her mind
moved her slightly off that realization to the sense of
“toot” as separate from “cockroach” and from that to
the notion of “T am not. . .” This movement away could
have continued and eventually she would have arrived
at the state of being she experienced before awakening.
But instead of moving away, she returned to the
“Oneness out of all beliefs.”

‘Tsaw. Tfelt. Then Ilostit. And I identified that
1t was an untrue belief about what I saw and, therefore,
felt that belief was the movernent away. I saw that the
belief wasn’t real. 1 unlearned the concept attached to
'see’ and “feel’ and experienced *home’ agam. All that
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needs to be done is to develop this process. And this is
what I teach—a written way of staying in awakened
Truth. When you know that it is your belief attached
to thought, your untrue concepts, that separates you,
its over. It’s done. You're awake.

"When T was a child, I knew I was Love. Then I
had the thought that I was n0t, until [ was torty-three
and Truth came to me in the peace of the moment and |
knew again that 1 was. Then [ had the thought that 1
wast ¢, and instead of its lasting torty-three years, I rec-
ognized 1t now for what it was and am again the aware-
ness of the /Am. Even that thought is two steps away
from the Divine that can't be told —only experienced.”

Unlearning is moment-by-moment work. It
requires dedication and renunciation. Katie knew she
needed help. To get that help she went from teacher to
teacher, beginning with the therapists at the halfway
house. From the start she chose to stay with Truth.
Truth was her highest choice. Truth was higher than
etther attachment or loss. She realized that attachment
and the perception of loss is the only death. Life
springs forth as we let go of attachment.

Paul wanted to take her home immediately, He
was ill. During the seven years that preceded her
awakening, Katie had fallen more and more deeply into
a depressive state, and Paul had taken on the service of
care. He did whatever he could to carry her, to carry
the family, to carry their business through. He loved
them all. Paul tells me, “When you love someone, you
love them, that’s all. It doesn't matter if they are fat or
thin, sane or insane, sick or well. Vou just love them,
and it goes beyond all those things.”

He carried a weight not meant for any human

betng. It wasn't his love that was so heavy. Love kept
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him alive. Love kept them all alive, Love is a free gift
and frees the one who gives as well as the one who
recerves. The burden Paul carried was the require-
ment he placed upon himself to save them all, to keep
Katie alive,

He almost died. During the seven vears of Katie's
illness, Paul suffered four heart attacks. She Felt terri-
fied that he would die. It was as though Katie and
Paul were dying one another’s deaths.

"I began to die those last seven years,” she says of
that time, “and in the meantime I married Paul. I was
so sick when 1 married him. | was so confused. So
confused —and T did it anyway, just like T did every-
thing else —so confused. Then I literally began to die
and he stayed with me and he stayed and stayed, He
marrted me at the end and stayed. He took care of the
children. He was their mother-father. | was really out
of my mind. No matter what I said or did, he stayed.

"When I woke up he came to the halfway house
to take me home, and his doctor fixed him up with
heart monitors. They told the administrators that if I
didn’t come home he would die of a heart attack. He
had already expertenced four heart attacks, and each
time they said he wasn't going to live. (All of this hap-
pened before I woke up.) My thought was that he
would have another massive coronary and would go
Into ntenstve care and die. It was terrifying! He was
my caretaker.

“So he came to the halfway house after 1 woke up
and told me I had to come home or he was going to die.
[ looked at him and told him: “If I don't come home you
may die. If I come home 1 wilf dje.’

"I'd already had the cockroach experience so |
knew. 1 knew. Nothing moved me from God at that
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point. Nothing. And in the halfway house people
talked about God.”

= r=-

Paul didn't know her. He loved her, even
changed, but he didn’t know her any more than she
knew him. He laughs over it now, saying that when,
finally, she came home, she was someone else. He told
her he needed to 2o back to the halfway house to find
his wife. At the ttme, Paul says, the loss was devasitat-
ing. I paced through the house for several years ask-
ing, 'Where did she go?"”

Change ts change even when it is for the better.
And “when the slightest thing changes,” Byron Katie
says, "everything changes because the slightest thing is
everything.” Her change meant that the whole family
would change and they resisted.

“1 hated her,” Roxann shares. "l was sixteen
years old and my mom was gone! I thought she was
full of shit. I thought ‘She’ll get me. She'll lower the
boom just hke before. This is a trick.” Actually I was
so scared that she'd come back —the one she was
before she went to the halfwa,y hﬂuse, the -'Deast, and
I'd do anything to keep that one away. The other part
of 1t was that she continuwally challenged all the beliefs
she'd once given to me. Like, she'd tell me I could
choose. Choose?! Was she kidding? Why hadn't she
chosen, before, if choosing was so easy? Who did she
think she was kidding? | thnught she was messing
with my brain. [ didn't believe her.”

Byron's son, Ross, who totally accepted her life
before treatment, who'd always done whatever was
needed to obtain her acceptance, who had shared what

she now calls her insanity, felt betrayed. "I was in
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denial. When everyone said she was sick, 1 didn't
think she had a problem. What she was seemed nor-
mal because I'd experienced her that way for eighteen
years. 1 didnt know any different. Then she started
getting wto all of her spirituality, and it was very, very
weird —crazily weird. 1 was kind of like, embarrassed,
because she was so ‘out there.” She was in outer space.
I think what happened was that she hit the extreme
opposite. She was a space being. It was very, very
radical. I didn’t believe her.”

Byron’s mother, who had always taken great
pride in Byron Katie's achievements, stayed away.
“When Katie was really, really sick,” she tells me, “]
have to say that [ was not the person to deal with it. It
was a terrible time, and all I felt was that I didn't know
how to cope with it and 1 felt rejected. Because it
never occurred to me that people got sick and turned
on people they love. It was sad. I did think, though,
that I was not the best person to be with Katie.”

The losses that followed Byron's awakening and
her subsequent work to stay in Truth touched her to
the core. Byron says that letting go of attachment is
sometimes experienced as sadness, The only letting go
of attachment is the letting go of a belief. But that let-
ting go is, ultimately, the loss of a whole world. We
awake from a dream to see the mythology we create
and substitute for Reality.

"I lived separated from my family of origin —my
mother, older sister, younger brother, nieces, and
nephews —for five years; it was so painful. 1 woke up
and they weren’t there, and I wasn't invited to
Christmas or Thanksgiving or their birthdays.
Holidays were arranged throughout the year, and 1
wasn't invited and neither were my children, which is
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understandable due to the change that had taken place.
It was so scary. | thought I would die of the loss. So 1
had to love something higher. [ had to stay with the
mother that | knew. That mother was Truth.

“I say 1t like 1t was nothing, but. . .. And I do
share 1t with people always. Whenever | was around
my family, they treated me as if | were going to break,
as it I were so fragile, and 1t seemed they couldn’t get
away from me tast enough. They gave me the gift of
being without family on the physical level of reality.
This was an honoring beyond what [ could know. It
lasted five years.

“I had to have Truth. It was how I stayed free.
Families leave. Friends leave. Qur children leave.
Mothers leave. Husbands leave. God is. Truth is.
God never moves. That's how loving God 1s. We
move away through God so that we can know —
beyond what we can know. We are all innocent.”

After three or four weeks, Katie left the hafﬁvay
house and came home. The family expected things
would return to normal, that Katie would again
become the person she had been before her seven-year
slide into depresston and death. For her, though, that
way of being was gone. It wasn’t normal anymore.
She reached toward them, they yearned toward her,

but they couldn't meet.
‘] was living in a world | didn't recognize,” she

says. | wasn't able any longer to do what all of you
do. [ couldn't eat like you can; I couldn't see like you
can; | couldn't hear like you can; T couldn’t verbalize —

none of it. [ was in passionate Love for everyone and

every time | went to you | couldn’t keep my hands off
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you. I was wild with Love. I was mad with Love. And
every time I went to you [ scared you. So I couldn'.
None of me was acceptable.”

When the anguish of this alienation became too
great, her husband and children needed to hold her
down on the bed while they telephoned the therapists.
She told the therapists about her wild love, her unre-
strained compassion. “And they took time out to hear
me. That they would listen was beyond my comprehen-
sion. But, of course, if I'm the Love, so are they. T went
out and found that all people are that way. After that I
could ask for Love without scaring you and attacking
you. [I'd just say, T'm not doing very well, would you
hold me?’ That was my line. Just the Truth.
Whatever I was feeling. And I was never turned down
by any human. Ever. Anywhere, We are Love.”

Katie took to the streets, went to the people. She
asked Paul to drive her to the Los Angeles area, just to
let her out in the middle of the city. “And he would
argue and yell so much that I didn't recognize him. He
went nuts about this. I was loving everything equally
and he and my children were very confused. And this
man, my husband, would drop me off with what he
saw as a homeless woman in downtown Santa Monica.
He'd drop me off with ‘those people” and leave me. He
sutfered the agony of not always knowing when he was
to pick me up, and I hadn’t been out of his sight for
years; I was his baby. 1'd say, ‘I need to do this or I am
going to die.” This homeless woman, who had also
been one of the therapists at the halfway house, spoke
of things I conld hear. She was an angel to me. Paul
loathed this woman. He may have seen me as loving
her more than I loved him. 1 would go to her. Tn his

mind she was taking care of me now. She was nurtur-
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ing me. Nevertheless he left me there with her. He
trusted. That's Love. That’s Lave.”

She attended Twelve Step programs with this
woman. Together they visited practitioners of New
Age spirttuality. "I ended up sleeping on the floors of
the strangest places. I stayed with her because she had
names for what was happening to me. Later I came to
realize the possibility that she may not have been expe-
riencing all the beautiful Truth she was teaehing. She
toock me to people who spoke of channehing spirit
guides and 1 was amazed. Eventually I came to know
another Truth. Except for the beliefs that say other-
wise, there is only One. All the rest is projected.

"At one point my homeless friend became so frus-
trated that she stopped contacting me. This was the
separation and what remains 1s the Love that 1 experi-
ence as this woman. I'd never heard the things she
spcﬁ{e before. 1'd not heard that you could have the
God of your choice. I didn’t know anything about any
kind of choice.”

Alter about a six-month friendship with this
woman, Katie began to live without her guidance. "I
found that body, like all external things, ts stmply
another symbol reflecting mind.” Katie went the way
of Truth, and her body responded with health. She
says each of us is the ultimate teacher. She experi-
enced that when she toock in any animal source as food,
her tongue bled in a strip down the center, and she
needed to wipe it with tissues. FEach time the animal
source had passed through her, the bleeding stopped
until the next intake of any animal source when the
bleeding would again appear. Cause and eftect is the
ultimate teacher in the material dimension. Raw fruits

and vegetables seemed to be the easier foods her be-dy
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would accept. No more ice cream. No more cigarettes
or alcohol or red meat. No more death.

Six months after the cockroach, the Lady came,
Paul was holding Katie. They lay on the bed and she
telt agony, another kind of death. In the midst of this,
she noticed a woman sitting in the chair by the side of
the bed. She sat with her legs apart as an unrefined old
lady might and held her hands in front of her, making
interlocking rings of her thumbs and forefingers. She
looked wonderful to Katie, voluptuous —an old lady in a
dark paisley dress, her hair in a bun on top of her head,

Katie felt herself merge, one with the one that she
calls my Lady.

"And then 1 saw —all of if] | was this woman, sit-
ting there. I could see through her eyes that also
became my eyes. That was where I learned there is no
time and no space. It wasn't taught; it was known. 1

looked over at the man and the woman, who were my
husband and me, and saw the terror in their eyes.
They were not even visible to me as man and woman:
they were barely human. These are the only words |
can use to describe them —barely human from time’s
beginning. They were suffering from profound guilt,
and their only guilt was that they didn't know that they
didn't have to suffer. I felt an all encompassing Love
for them in their innocence. They didn‘t know who
they were; they didn’t yet know the beauty of them-
selves; but | know. What I am went so far beyond
what my beliefs, at that time, could encompass that |
split apart. This is the split we all feel between the
mantfested self and the real Self. And that can’t be put
into words either, What T am is a complete, total Love
that has never left this One. It was a cellular change.
It was radiant. It stays,”
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Words are incapable of describing with exactness
what happened to Katie. She says, “I shot through all
the realms.” Instantaneously she became the awareness
of Reality in its completeness. The metaphor of time, its
beginning and end, and the endpoint of what we call
evolution opened to her. She was, herself, the evolution.
She was being, fully evolved. “T learned what | needed
to learn. Then when I saw the couple on the bed, I knew
that they just didn't understand. To them, it wasn't time
yet. They hadn't advanced as that yet.” She knew her-
self to be the complete One, the totally perfect Reality
and, stmultaneously, the woman in process, evolving
inte that One, located in a specific moment. “And it was
done. | found the place in what we call time and

focused an it." From the [uilness of Being, the moment

UL WL — e e ————

focused. That moment provided her with a gateway

-
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back into the dimension of reality we call time and

—— s mm - WL Tl

space, back to the two people on the bed in the house In
Barstow, California. “] believe today,” she tells us, “that_
it the experience had not been projected outside of me,

. — T ——————

Love that [ am —that we are. On a cellular level it

. it would not have bEE_l_‘_‘l_EﬂSSib]E tﬂ__h?]_(i_t}lﬂ Vibra.tinn of

could be described as an explosion, an obliteration in
Laght beyond what a human could survive.”

We pass beyond this mortal life. We enter into
God. Katie returned from this experience relaxed, her._
heart healed by the Love of the Lady.

“Did you see her?” she asked Paul.

“Who?"

He said no. He didn't question.

The Lady stayed with her tor as long as Katie

i ——

ered that if she exaggerated any experience_or deviat-
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_ed in the slightest manner from the Truth, the Center,

the Light of Reality, then the Lady would be standing

in a corner with her head down. Katie felt her

~absence and moved toward her. The Lady motioned,
_ T abide only in Truth.”

_Existence was unbearable without her. I'd found

.one who understood. I kept returning to Truth and then
1 felt her presence again and 1 walked in that Light,
“I continued as revelations and tried to speak of

it, but there are no words. It's like going out into the
open street and saying, ‘I saw God’s eyes today; they
are my eyes. I saw God’s face today: it is my face.’
Those are the words for it. And yet, I didn’t see eves
and face. There are no words for what I saw: the
Beauty of this One, that One, no One, Everyone.
“There were angels everywhere. You are angels,
That's a way of speaking, a symbol for perception that
appears. lItis one way I can speak the language.
“"What I've come to know is that I projected the
Lady, Bodies are projected as long as one is limited to
seeing form as experience. We give us what we need.
We supply our own medicine and we call that angels.
What happened to me and what continues to happen is
that T experience the ir that 1. I am always available

as that. Communication is the Hmitation that always
talls short. Today I don't wait for angels. £ Am always
the angel I've been awalting, and so are you. It is not
out there. What happened with my Lady was that |
automatically projected her out there like a movie, not
on purpose, but as a result of perceived painful limita-
tion [ was experiencing in this dimension. Some people.
would project Christ, others Krishna. I projected this

iﬂ_th Lady with_a bun on her head. wearing a paisley

dress. That’s who I could trust. Now I trust all and All
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"l woke up knowing that God is everything.
Each person makes that decision. We do it moment by
moment, thought by thought. Actually, the decision
has already been made, but when you are not at peace
you have moved from it and decided “Yes, God is
everything, but not this.” That thought is never going
te work. There is no exception. Not in my experience.

Why would I not live this? Anything else is suffering.”

—= =

The power of Byron Katie's awakening communi-
cated itself. She saw some people dissolving in tears
with just her touch, before she said a word. She
noticed this effect right away, while she was still in the
haltsvay house, and it continued after she returned
home. In her presence people felt healed of both phys-
wcal and psychological disease. "I began to notice that
people would come to me for healing. Then they would
recreate the disease as a result of their unhealed think-
ing and return to be healed another time by me. They
would lose it again and come back again. I saw the
house as not being large enough to hold all the people
who wanted me to do their job. There were not
enough hours in the day, and people became enraged
when they were turned away.”

From a reservoir of stories, Byron picks out that
of the Los Angeles city cop and his wife. The woman
came to Byron at her home. Day after day she came
and sat in the presence of the one she saw as an awak-
ened healer. Even after being forbidden by her hus-
band, the woman came. Enraged, sure that he would
lose her, the Los Angeles city cop followed his wife one
day. He burst in on the two women, waving his arms,
yeiling, ordering his wife to leave. He threatened
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Byron that her house would burn down in the night, at
a time when she [eagt expected it, and that her children
definitely would be in it. Byron Katie smiled. She was
perfectly calm. “How can you kill me?” she asked.
“You can wreck my house; it isn't my house. Take my
house; it’s yours.”

The Los Angeles city cop burst into tears. Byron
took him in her arms. He had heard the Truth. His
surrender was the step that healed him of the rage and
hopelessness issuing from his view of the world as
harmful and threatening.

Even though people approached her as a miracle
worker, Byron didn’t see hersalf that way.

"Healer, heal thyself. It became clear to me that
the healings were a Band-Aide™ and could serve only
to promote myselt. When this became visible, ] began
to give people The Work and invited them to heal
themselves, Their healing wasn’t my job and couldn’t
be held even if T wanted it to be. Hold your own. In
my presence you heal. | am a reflection of you—
unconditional Love reflecting itself as the You you rec-
ognize. Away from my presence you recreate disease
as a result of unloving beliefs. Undo those, one by one;
experience health, life, the You of you.

“The Work appears to be phenomenal for those
who want it, for seekers of peace. I work with people
who are considered by some to be the hopeless. My
house is open. It's not my house. The hopeless are
available to the touch:; it is the only thing left for some.
And because there's no fear in me, but because 1 also
know what fear 15, I can move inside. There's
nowhere, now, that I am not inside.

"Only you can heal you,” Byron tells us. “I'm a
boost. I'm what it looks like on the other stde.” =0=
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People came to Byron Katie and they continue to
come. Une of the things she gives is what she calls The
Work. It's simple: a series of the limited questions we
have always asked from the beginning. These ques-
tions serve to uncover the Truth and assist us in assum-
ing responsibility for our own life. She culled the ques-
tions from her soul, from three years of posing them to
herself and answering them. “I went to the desert,” she
says. "I did The Work.” Tt was the way she held her
own awakening.

People met her anywhere: at Twelve Step meet-
tngs, waiting in line at the bank, at a discussion of A
Courve In dMiracles,™ in a group of violent, incorrigible
men and inmates, in the streets, under the stars in the
waters ol desert hot springs. They were men, women
and children. Their vocations varied. They were
homemakers and restavrant owners, artists and land-
lords, publishers and textile workers, nuns, teachers,
psychotherapists, professors, avatars, massage thera-
pists, street people, people in prisons, cancer patients,
photographers, financiers, actors, writers, ordained
ministers. Their spiritual beliefs and practices spanned
the gamut: Catholic, Protestant, Mormon, Jewish,
Hindu, Buddhist, A Course In Miracles,™ Goddess
spirttuality, Atheism, New Age spirituality. She
touched them all. She spoke a language each could
understand. She taught them how to heal themselves.
She sent them back into their lives, their work, their

churches, thetr spiritual communities with deeper
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understanding and renewed commitment to the Truth
of all that always had been there.

I asked them why they came to her in the first
place. Many had heard of her through friends. They
came 1n trust. Some had felt a powerful intuition akin
to a spirttual call, a summons. Some had stmply recog-
nized in her something ineffable that they couldn't
resist. These people approached her although she was
a stranger to them. QOthers went to workshops seeking
help for their lives and found a woman they describe as
genuine, open, noncontrolling, wise, beautiful, humor-
ous, enlightened, joyful —someone whe lives what she
teaches. “She is ecstasy in a body!” said Mary. “Katie
i that which we are all striving to become, which i per-
fect Love. She is, to me, the epitome of Love. Her very
presence gives me a feeling of peace and Love comes
through her eyes.”

She can be a surprise. When Byron Katie, who
spent forty-three years living and working in Needles
and Barstow, walks down the street, she could be any-
one. She doesn't impose her way on others. She only
answers questions that are asked. You could be her
next door neighbor and not know who she really is.

Byron Katie and Paul often saw Ernstina at the
bank. They were customers of hers. “Then I ran into
her at a friend’s house,” Ernstina writes, "and found
that she was not the same Byrnn that I meet at the
bank. We began attending study groups ot A Courve In
Miracles.™ It became apparent that while all of us
were struggling with the concepts of the Course, Byron
was a teacher of Truth. It was obvious that she fmew
and lived Truth. She studied with me as a courtesy —
she already was the material and was living it.”

Randy was Ross's guitar teacher. "I was intro-
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duced to Katie's family by a friend,” he says, “to give
beginning guitar lessons to Katie's son, Ross. Ross and
I quickly became good friends. His dedication to the
instrument was rare, but so was the support and
involvement of his mom. Katie was as excited and
enthusiastic as Ross. During that short period of a
couple of months I felt very close to this family. They
were quite special. Katie always had a kind of magic
about her that lit up the room. I had never met anyone
with such a consistently posttive attitude, It was
incredibly contagious. Katie always built up my self-
esteem and gave me the fee[ing that I could succeed at
anything. This gift she apparently gave her husband
and children, for it reflected all around her. How mys-
terious this talent was.”

Eventually Randy decided to move away from
Barstow. “Katie bought my bus ticket and, as usual,
overpaid me for lessons T had given.” He established
himself, managing a restaurant, in Fresno, California.
Now and then he phoned Katie and never failed to
send cards at Christmas. The Christmas of 1994, he
returned to Barstow for a visit.

"I have difficulty explaining the changes that took
place inside my head and heart after my visit with
Katie and Ross this past Christmas. [ stopped by for a
short visit just to see how everyone was and to check
on Ross’s career as a producer. I had been depressed
for a number of months, mainly over occupational
uncertainty

“Katie told me briefly what she had been up to
(workshops, etc.), and it led to my opening up, sharing
some bottled up feelings. The advice she gave me,
although simple, was profound. And T hstened. T lis-
tened!! And I learned.
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Ii's almost seven months later, now, and [ still feel
the way I did when I left Barstow that day. I have
endured the split up of my parents and my dad’s remar-
rage, the emotional roller coaster my mom has been
riding, the breakup and difficult divorce proceedings
between my brother and his wife of twelve years, and
my recent job change after more than thirteen years.

‘T teel fine. Tt's like magic.”

The lessons Randy learned on Christmas that
serve him so well are five. They summarize his under-
standing of Byron Katie's teaching:

/. Don’t dwell on the past. The nrirtakes you bave made in
life are wonderful. Some day similar circemmtances may
allow you to wse the wisdom you have gained from wrong deci-
stons or bebavior. There is pain in the past. Why continue to
endure this pain when life is happening all around you?

Z. Don’t dwell on the future. 7¢ pays to bave a plan.
You might even be foolish not to have insurance and
retirement pragram. But to worry about things that may

Hever come lo pass creales needless pain. There is pain in
the future.

5. Dwell on the present. If you spend each day doing what
vou Know s right, everything will be okay. Moreover the
doors of opportunity will present themaelves, and veou will be
prepared to recognize and open them. This (s not to be con-
Juused with the frivolows proverb of “Live for today, tomorrow
may aever come.” You bave a job to do. So get it done.
Katte says one of the most beautiful sounds whe knows is
that of ‘Katie does the Iisbes.” This iv the practiced art of

recogrizing the essence of living by appreciating the buman
dettred, Work becomes music.
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4. There are three types of business.
Your businedd.
Otber people s busineds.
(rod s betinesds,
The wisdom of knowing the differences allows you to realize
the reasons behind why you get fntvolved with situations in

daily life.
- ==-

“Katie told me “If Ross and Paul are quarreling in
the same room I happen to be in, I leave the room
(business #2). They may ask for my help in resolving
the situation. If they do, I can say yes. Then I know [
am helping them, not just making myself feel better.’

"This does not mean you must absolutely abstain
from involvement in things that don't directly involve
you. But knowing what motivates you to do the things
yvou do helps you better understand the differences

between interference and welcome reconciliation.

5. When you are worried about what people think or
expect, ask yourself “Is it really true?” Oftentimes it
wit . Sounds like more needless pain, doesn’t it?

“These are the few simple principles she offered
and 1 gratefully accepted. My perception of life is
much different now. Although this wisdom may be
tound in dozens of published books of quotations and
are, for the most part, basic biblical principles, it took
Katie to teach them to me.

“I understand there are many others like myself.”

= =

Yes. There are thousands. Friends are telling
friends. Therapists recommend their clients attend a
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workshop, Many therapists do The Work as a part of
therapy. Spiritual teachers come to learn from her.
Some of them become children again in her arms.

Karen felt a deep intuition, a call, to be with
Byron Katie. She herself is a teacher of wisdom. A
tormer nun, now a clinical hypnotherapist, Reiki mas-
ter, Shen practitioner, shamanic counselor, ordained
spiritual healer, she says she is now on the true path of
the heart. Her time with Byron Katie quickened her
development. “I can now move through blocks, barri-
ers, and illusions with rapid speed. I am so much more
at ease, at home with myself and others. I am no
longer afraid to die.”

Karen signed up for a workshop. Her experience
transtormed her. “I had a profound initiation,” she
writes, “a spontaneous initiation with Katie at Tacopa
Springs last December. She and ] were driving to the
bot springs during our seven-day retreat, a short dis-
tance of several blocks, when a car of new arrivals for
the day passed us, and we stopped momentarily so
Katte could talk to them, While T waited I became
aware of regressing to the age of three and could feel
tensely my small child’s fear of abandonment and
deep desire to be accepted and loved by the Mother ~
to know the Mother really loved me. I was feeling
helpless and needed desperately as a small child to feel
the bonding between Mother and Child —my child.
After Katie’s conversation with the people in the other
car, we proceeded to the hot springs, showered and
entered the women’s pool naked. No one else was in
the pool. Some old women were sttting in the sun out-
side and up above the pool. My three-year-old self
took over and in a small child’s voice I spontaneously
asked Mama Katie if she loved me. She immediately
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responded by coming right to me. She looked me
directly in my eyes and told me the truth: that she
loved me. I asked her if she would ever go away, and
she told me clearly she would never go away and
would love me always. My sobbing self was then
embraced by Mama Katie, my breasts touching her
naked breasts in the hot pool of water —rivers of tears
cleansing my heart, my body, my soul —our bodies
tr;:m:hing SO every ceil in my bﬂdy knew the moment of
love entering, the full embrace of love. All the years of
loneliness, abandonment, and fear were betng washed
away in the women's pool, in the healing waters, in the
embrace of One who knows herself and can love
unconditionally the wounded self.”

John, a teacher of A Course In Miracles, ™
exptains the powerful effect of an encounter with
Byron Katie this way. “When she looks 1nto your
eyes, she sees not the false unage you have created
thrﬂugh many hives of tear, pain, and guilt. Byron sees
only the Christ (perfection) within, and she reflects it
back for you to see and, by seeing, enter the Peace of
God (Source/Higher Self).”

Some come as skeptics. Others feel the chatter-
ing arguments in their minds grow silent as they are
released to a deep honesty.

Sandy writes:"] attended one of her workshops
out at the hot springs and in my normal, judgmental
state of being, 1 sort of kept score of Byron and the
weekend. 1t went kind of like this:

-== E=
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MINUS POINTS

She was hours late,

She didn't tell me there were three gates.

I don't like to take baths,

Raw vegetable juice tastes yucky.

She didn't tell me I was going to be the only fat per-
son in the group,

She's pretty.

She’s too happy.

PLUS POINTS

She respected my not wanting to hug or be touched
immediately.

She was kind, intelligent and honest.

She has a sense of humor.

She could see through my ego’s lies.

She knew what it was like to be overweight.

She spilled her guts alongside the rest of us (never
asking of us more that she would give of herself).
She has a wonderful son.

She knows what she'’s doing, even if she can't
explain it.

She helped me see my own mind games.

She accepted me despite my financial state.

She has lots of wonderful friends, and their testimo-
ny gave more credence to her teachings.

She let me ask a lot of questions.

She didn't laugh at me naked in the baths.

She didn’t make fun of my teddy bear.

She helped me help myself.

She understands.

==
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“As you can see, the pluses far Dutweighed the
other, and it wasn't long before I was up to my neck ‘in
the Truth.” By leading us through the exercises and
subsequent discussions, Byron helped me see the ways
[ often twist things in my mind to suit my immediate
self. That is, I relate more naturally to short-term ben-
ehits and tend to pi'ﬂcrastinate on the steps | could take
today that would help me achieve long-term goals. |
came to the workshop with a deep sense of hopeless-
ness, feeling angry and afraid and apart from myself,
and | didn't like it. I didn’t like me, Byron showed me
how to pardon myself —not to excuse behavior but to
see and understand it so | could consciously decide if |
wanted to confinue 1t,

"I suppose this sounds rather vague. [ can't say
I've been happily living on raw vegetable juice since 1
went to the workshop or that I've lost ‘X' amount of
pounds because of the workshop. In a worldly sense,
the only thing I can directly attribute to Byron and her
workshop 1s the workbook 1 wrote as a result of my
experience. 1 use the exercises she taught us. 1 hive
more cnnscinusly (and more hﬂnestl}r) now. [t may not
show to others, but I can feel it. 1 am not so down-
hearted and weary. 1 now see the opportunities in my
regular job (that was a real sore spot when I attended
her workshop). I feel more at peace with myself and
with the world, and I think that it is because of Byron's
alnlity to penetrate a person’s mind and heart and get
to the source of the conflict within.

“Also, on the practical side, [ respect Byron for
helping me as well as many others in spite of our lack
of financial resources to compensate her. 1 have heen
{o many, many selt-help seminars and programs where

the true emphasis is monetary probit for the leader(s).

— THE ONLY THING THAT HOLDS—-

This 1s clearly not the case where Byron is concerned.
I think she should be paid, and I don't object to being
charged for the workshops or supplies, but | am partic-
ularly grateful and indebted to her that she doesn't
deny her gift on the basis of money.”

Different people experience what Byron teaches
according to their particular need. One says she teach-
es how to live in the present moment. Another learned
radical self-responsibility. Unconditional Love, the
oneness of Being, forgiveness, innocence, nonjudg-
ment, the primacy of Truth, the dispelling of illusion,
respect for all life and for our bodies, Joy as life’s
essence, healthy attitudes toward food, the realization
that we teach what we are: Each of these focused The
Work for a particular person and became the energy of
transformation and healing.

They say The Work changed their lives. And it
holds. It's practical. Bobby no longer avoids her feel-
ings. Sandy lives with greater consciousness, hope,
and honesty with herself. Martha lets people off the
hook; they no longer need to change to make her
happy. “I've been on the path for twenty years,” she
says. | had cleared a lot, healed a lot, learned a lot,
unlearned a lot before I met Byron. Still, my life
changed profoundly from being in her healing presence
and doing The Work. She's a rare, precious, and won-
derful friend and teacher. She lives love, speaks her
truth, and shares everything she is with those who
come to work with her.”

Pauline respects her body now, doesn't eat the
foods that make her sick, and no longer needs medica-

tion for allergies. John resolved pain he experienced
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as ancient, existing over many lifetimes. Ernstina dis-
covered that her search is an internal one. Mary meets
new people and situations with greater ease.

Gay, who is a spiritual teacher herselfl, reflects on
her experience with Byron, saying that The Work is
too new lor her to be aware of it's effect on her life.
“But being with Byron is an experience of openness
and love, of the hope for unending growth and recon-
nection with Source. Byron is and exemplifies her
teaching. It is so authentic that there in front of you is
the proof. Not too many teachers have that powerful a
tool in themselves.

"Byron sums up what the great masters have said
in such a wimple way. T love it! After struggling to
memorize, and after doing so many practices (mostly
Tibetan}, it's a gift to realize that the great undoing is
life itsell — not a lineage of concepts. Byron's friend-
ship and example do continually expand my life.”

Byron Katie's story continues and expands
through encounters, in the lives of all of us. Through
each person she teaches to do The Work, we all learn
more about ourselves and about who she is as a mirror

of ourselves. (=
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RECOGNITION

Carol brims with her story. She can't wait to tell
it. She calls me on the phone from Ohjo. “I got your
questtonnaire,” she announces in a voice tinged with
the South, breathy with excitement. “I tried writing,
There was too much, so | taped it. Then it filled up
with details that I didn't know whether or not to
include, My husband said to put them in and you'd
edit them out if you didn’t need them. But today I
decided to call you, and so here I am.”

Carol’s voice rises and falls. She laughs and
weeps. She never before met anyone like Byron Katie;
this theme runs through every detail of her story.
Carol announces. She's a clarion. In a erowd of peo-
ple she recognized a woman who was different, a
woman who was like a tuning fork for Truth, an
embodiment of Wisdom as ancient as the world.
Recognition came at a workshop in Sedona, Arizona,
in the summer of 1993.

It was Carol’s birthday. She was fifty-two years
old, which hardly seemed possible; she felt so young.
Several months before, Carol’s friend, Mary, phoned to
tell her of a Sedona htking trip with a shamanic
teacher. Carol was excited. She had heard about
Sedona and its energy vortexes, and she wanted to
experience them. She sent her registration and she and
Mary began preparing for the trip. Then Mary's back
started giving her a lot of pain. She wasn't sure she
could keep up with a hiking group. Carol wanted to
go, but she also wanted Mary with her.
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She might have given up the trip except for a pro-
found experience. Carol heard something like a voice.
Is was as though she were #0/d: "Someone will be there.
Someone wise, who knows the Truth of life. Someone
ancient.” It was a feeling that took form. A kind of
thought but more than thought. It was something
received. [t was as though Carol were already there, in
Sedona, before she was there, while she was still in
Ohio. She felt herself part of a group, a circle of peo-
ple. In a kind of vision, Carol saw a woman walk
around the group, and no one but Carol recognized her.

Immediately Carol called Mary.

"Get well, Mary, we have to go to Sedona.”

Carol told Mark, her son, who had developed an
interest in spiritual things, about the trip. He was in
Las Vegas and decided to join her in Arizona rather
than make the trip home to Ohio. The three met in
Sedona, got settled in the hotel, and Carol anticipated
her destined meeting with the woman of her vision, the
woman who was wise.

Carol wasn't a person who spoke out in public.
She surprised herself at the introductory session when
the hiking group gathered outside by the pool.
Everyone else was there already when Mary, Carol,
and Mark arrived. They settled into the remaining
places. Carol glanced around. Across the pool from
her sat a woman whose face was radiant. “Oh my
God, ook at that [ace!” she murmured to herself, “I
wani to know who that is.” She couldn’t see the
woman's eyes, but as she stared at the woman's face all
she could think was “Light.”

Iniroductions began. When it came time for the
woman across the pool to speak, she said, “My name is
Katie Rolle. ] woke up one morning and I didn't
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remember who my husband or my children were.”
Simple. Short. Mary remembers thinking, "My God,

4]

that poor woman. Her own introduction was even

simpler: “I've come to learn,” she said,

Introductions proceeded. It was Carol’s turn. She
began, too softly. Mary urged her, “Carol, stand up, |
can't see you." She stood. “I'm Carol,” she began and
then, not understanding why she did it, she told the
story of a spiritual experience she'd had ten years earlier.

Carol had been a person with everything: a won-
derful husband, three children, money, a fine home.
She had no reason to think all of this would change.
Then something happened. A trap door of the soul
sprang open. She fell through into darkness. In her
daily life there were problems with the children. She
had no answers. She barely knew the questions. She
drifted away from herself through a gloom that felt
endless. Three months passed. She says she was cata-
tomic.  She moved, though, enough to get herself into
her car each day and down to a cafe where she smoked
cigarettes, drank coffee, and read books. She came
home afterward, sank in front of the TV, and ate junk
food. She stopped cleaning house. She stopped cook-
ing. She did nothing.

Her husband asked if he could help, if there was
anything that he could do. There wasnt. He endured.
He watched and hoped.

One day after coffee and cigarettes, Carol drove
home, not thinking, not paying attention, when a cur-
rent like electricity shot up through the soles of her
teet tnto her body and out the top of her head. She
stopped the car.

Her gloom vanished. The nothingness, the deep
depression was totally gone. All the guilt was gone, all
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the blame she'd taken on herself for her children’s
problems, all the anger, all the fear, all of it was gone.
She telt only love and joy and peace. She fell a pres-
ence. She turned around to look in the backseat,
thinking, “Surely I'm going to see God.” Peace
enveloped her. It [elt like a place. A being. "In that
place,” she says, “a person has access to the knowledge
and wisdom of the One Mind where everything 1s con-

I

nected in One.” There was nothing else. She turned
her face to the daylight streaming all around her, danc-
ing on the leaves of every tree that hined the boulevard
aund whispered, "thank you.”

In Sedona Carol told this story and finished by
saying, ‘1 know who I am; I'm just in the process of
remembering,” and she sat down. The others in the
circle introduced themselves, and the session was over.
The guide instructed them to return pool-side later so
that he could assess their physical capabilities and give
instructions for the week. People rose to leave. Carol,
distracted by the late atternoon slant of light, remained
in her chair. In a moment she became aware of some-
one standing in front of her —the woman, Katie, from
across the pool. Carol looked up and saw the same love
and joy and peace radiating from Katie's face as she
had felt from the experience in the car ten years earlier.
She wanted to know this woman.

“When you told your story, I cried,” Katie said.

“You did?”

“l did. Have you had any more experiences like
that?”

“Yes,” Carol admutted, “a few.”

“Well, I would like to 1alk to you about them it

could.”

Never betore had anyone shown this kind of
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interest i Carol's experiences. She'd been rather soli-
tary, living in the country, not belonging to any
women's groups, keeping to herself. Katie's request
was a shock. She felt shy. Her face reflected it.

Katie stepped back and smiled.

It came to Carol's mind that Katie might not have
shared her experiences with anyone betore. Maybe
both of them felt shy. “"Oh, yes,” she stammered.
“Heavens yes. This is the first time anybody's asked,
and it took me by surprise.”

“Then we'll meet again during the week and talk?”

“I'd love it!” Carol replied, not revealing her pre-
montition and her suspicion that Katie was the wise
woman of her vision. They'd be taking some trips to
good hiking trails. They could talk then. They hugged
each other and went to their rooms.

Carol burst in on Mary. “Iid you notice that
woman? The one with the radiant eyes? The one who
forgot everything? Did you see the life and the light and
the love come from that woman’s face? My goodness!”

For two days Carol watched Katie. Katie never
seemed to tire. She climbed mountains and locked as
fresh at the top as when she started. She walked with
ease. She never stopped radiating the mysterious light
that first attracted Carol to her. “She’s the one,” Carol
reahzed. “"She'’s the one I heard about, the ancient one,
the wise one.”

Since her experience in the car ten years previ-
ously, Carol had searched for a way to hold the love
and peace and joy. The awareness lasted two weeks.
She'd been ecstatic. Then one day as she was driving,
a car swerved in front of her. She slammed on the
brakes. Her heart raced. She tasted fear like metal on
the back of her tongue. She lost her ecstasy. But she
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never lost her knowledge of what was possible. For
ten years she prayed, “Please, God, show me wl'lere I
am; show me if I'm on the right path. Let me see.”

When Mary introduced herself by telling the

group that she had come to learn, she was speak?ng of
something essential to her hfe. Mary 1s a woman 1n h:ar
sixties who has spent most of her hfe searching n
books and consulting with teachers to find access to
the divine mysteries and how to live a transcendent life
on earth. She's a woman hungry for Truth. In Sedona
she attempted each climb, despite the pain in her back.
People assisted her. But by the second night she was
exhausted. She decided to leave the room where the
group was gathered to witness the shaman leader
demonstrate shamanic riruals. She tried to find Carol
but couldn’t. In the hallway, Mary locked for the ele-
vator. She couldn’t remember where it was.

Suddenly, seeming from nowhere, Katie
appeared.

“Hi, honey,” Katie smiled. |

Mary told her she was so exhausted she couldn't
even find the elevator, and Katie pointed it out to her.
As Mary turned to go to her room, Katie said, “I
admire your integrity.”

“There was something,” Mary says now, "each
time she looked at me. Something about her eyes.”

The next day Mary didn’t want to chimb, but the
shaman encouraged her, saying that it wouldn't be dit-
ficult. It was. The group gathered to examine hiero-
glyphics on the wall of a large cave in the ITlDllﬂtﬂiI:l"
side. Mary, exhausted again, felt tricked. “This
shaman speaks with a forked tongue,” she declared to
the group. Then she looked over at Katie. She remem-
bered the words, “I admire your integrity.” Suddenly
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Mary thought she recognized who Katie was.

That evening, alone with Carol in their room,
Mary said "Carol, I think 1 know who Katje is.”

Just at that moment there was a knock at the
door and Katie came in. Both Mary and Carol sus-
pected they had encountered in this woman a being
beyond what they had ever known. For Carol, she was
the ancient wise one of her revelation. Katie pulled a
chair up and positioned it between the two women who
were sitting, each on her own bed.

“If there’s anything you want to ask me, please do
that. I'm here to give you what 1 have to offer if you

want 1t.”

Mary had learned from her teachers to question
everything, particularly in one who claimed any spirt-
tual authority.

"Are you a walk in?” Mary asked.

“Well, I don't know. Tell me what a waelf &1 is and
I'll tell you if I think I am one.”

Mary explained the belief that the spirit some-
times leaves the body of a person and another spirit, a
being of Light, enters to occupy that body, to perform
some kind of work on earth. It would account for
Katie's loss of memory, for her sense that she had
awakened, new, in the middle of her life.

“Fam Love and Joy.” Katie beamed. “I am a wafk
i, and I am also an angel.” She looked at Carol. “I am
Love and Joy,” she said, “just like you.”

Carol felt tears rise and then sobs. Something
washed away, leaving her clean and open. It was divine
peace, a teeling Carol recognized immediately from her
experience ten years earlier. Mary was crying too.

"Precious friends,” Katie crooned, ‘crying is

good.” She held their hands in hers.
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Miracles of the spirit are gentle as rain.

Carol's mind floated like mist over a deep pool.
She couldn’t think of a thing to ask. All these years
she'd prayed, “Father, am I on the right path?” Now
her hand belonged in Katie’s hand. “There isn't any-
thing but Love,” she finally said, “and the emotion of
that Love 1s Joy.”

“You're absolutely right. T am Love and Joy, just
like you. You are the same as what I am. What you
see is you."

Mary looked up. “Can you hold us, Katie?”

"Come, sit on my lap.”

“Oh no,” Mary sounded startled, “I don't want to
hurt you.”

“You can't hurt me. You cannot hurt this body.
Only 1 have that power.”

Mary turned to Carol. “You go hirst.” She was
sixty-three years old and speaking like a child.

Carol got off the bed and sat in Katie's lap. She
leaned into Katie's arms, put her head on Katie's breast.
And Katie held her. She et hersell be a child and Katie
held her. Katie mothered her. Her breath felt feathery
against Carol's head, and Carol heard a ticking noise,
very fast, which Carol identified as the frequency of the
Life Force. Some years belore, Carol had been sitting
in her living room, resting. When she looked out the
window, she felt the air vibrating to a frequency identi-
cal to the sound emanating from Katie. Carol relaxed
into the sound. She felt her prayer being answered.

Then Katie held Mary. Mary heard the same
sound. When, later, the two women asked Katie what
the sound was, she told them everything was Love, the

source of all. Carol understood then that although dit-
ferent people use different words and images to talk
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about that out of which everything comes —that origi-
nal One, that Life Force, that Source —its energy fre-
quency is the same. [tis Love.

From that time on Katie joined Carol and Mary,
riding in the car with them to the different hiking trails.
She became their teacher. Katie, Mary, Carol, and
Mark spent the remainder of the week together. In
Katie's presence, the others found peace. They all
understood that Katie was their purpose for having gone
to Sedona. Their recognition of her opened them to her
teaching. Mary and Carol both feel they were destined
to receive from Byron Katie the Truth of their lives.

One day the group hiked to a place of healing
water, a place sacred to the aboriginal peoples. Carol
rolied up her cotton pants and walked upstream,
almost to the headwaters, to a place where an under-
ground spring joined the river. The ground was flat.
Carol sat on a rock with her feet in the icy waters.
She started to meditate. She lost track of time. Her
body melded with the body of earth, her spirit and the
river became one,

The Arizona sun is relentless. When conscious-
ness of her surroundings returned and she looked
down at her lﬁgs. she saw that she was sunburned from
the tops of her feet to above her knees. By that night,
when the hiking group met on the grass by the pool,
Carol’s legs were swollen huge with pain. She asked
Mark, who is a second degree Reiki master, to Reiki
her legs. It gave her some relief but not for long. She
excused herself and went to her room.

“I am not this body,” she told herself. It was
something Katie had taught them. “Dear, dear body,
you do not need to have this pain,” she repeated over
and over. She let this message run through her legs

03




= M CRY IN THE [DJESERT —

like healing water, cool, refreshing. She et the words
wash the pain away.

Carol discovered in the days to follow that Katie
never answers a question that has not been asked. She
does not impose. On another day, the group visited an
Indian museurn at the site of an ancient cave-dwelling
pecple. The group had scattered throughout the muse-
um viewing artifacts when Carol realized she was not
doing what she wanted to do. She wanted to be with
Katie. But the prospect of disturbing Katie verged on
the impossible. Carol bad grown up in the South.
Politeness, being proper, holding back her own impuls-
es and desires in order to assure the comfort of others
were values deeply instiiled. “Don't bother peoplel
Don't make a little pest of yourself!” How often had
she heard those words?

As she stood alone, gazing at an exhibit of prehis-
toric tools, she thought, "I'm being proper, so proper.
There's nothing I want more than to be with Katie and
learn everything she can teach me. But she needs 10
have her space. | don't want to be a pest.” That was it.
She didn’t wani to be a pest. Suddenly such thnughts
seemed silly.

Carol left the exhibit and found Katie standing in
another room by a painting. She went up to her and
burst into tears.

“Katie, I'm trying to be so proper and not bother
yvou, but that's not what | want. | want you to teach me
everything you know. I want to know what you know.”

Katie took Carol inte her arms. “Oh, honey, it
took great courage for you to come to me and say that.”

Caroi continued to weep. The two women went
outside and sat on a large rock. Katie began to talk
intimately, intensely. Carol's gaze felt locked into
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Katie's, She heard Katie's voice, but she didn't hear

her words. It may have been the voice of creation, the
voice of being. It had the timbre of wind in the
crevasse, the gentleness of the mountain stream. It felt

to her like the infinity of a Sedona night, the miracle of
stars. [t ran through her like blood; it was the beating
of her own heart. It was the vast and open spaces of
ihvine Mind.

Katie himished. Carol's sense of the two of them sit-
ting on the rock returned and she realized she hadn't
heard a word that Katie had said. The last words she
recalled were, “In all these seven years since I woke up,
I never told anyone this before. . .” and then the words
were lost until she heard Katie say, “And your name is
Humble.” And those words were the last, the one’s that
brought Carol back into her separate individuality-.

“Oh no,” Carol said to herself. “What did you do
that for? You didn’t hear what she said, and she was
teaching you something.” Since that time she asked
Katie several times to tell her again, put it into words,
but Katie smiles and says that Carol s too intent upon
the words. What she has is enough. Katie says,
"Hear me like a song. It cannot be heard with the
mind anyway.”

On the day the group was scheduled to go to an
observatory, it was closed. Some chose to hike another
trail, Mary was tired and she and Carol returned to
the hotel for a rest. When they told Katie of their plan
she said, "I'll come along and we’ll do some work,”

On that day Mary and Carol were introduced to
The Work. .

Carol still has the scrap of paper Katie brought to
her hotel room. On it are written simple phrases: 1

should...,I am... 1 need.. . lwant... ] won't ever. . .
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She and Mary worked with Katie to write down
all their thoughts, their tiny thoughts, self-absorbed
thoughts, thoughts that didn't work, crippling
thoughts, thoughts that were illusion, thoughts to
which they'd clung for years. They wrote them down,
and Katie showed them how they could let the false
beliefs go and find their innocence again.

When Katie left the room she said, “You two have
fun, now, with the I's and me’s.” They laughed. The
Work really was as fun as it was profound. The next
da,y Katie came back into the room and the two others
resumed their questioning of her. In a space of time
following Katie's responses, Carol felt a deep quiet
erow inside her. She looked at Katie sitting there and
said to her: "What can I do for you?” The answer
came directly into her mind. She heard the words
within herself: “Teach me to be a human.”

Carol didn’t say a word. She looked at Katie who

smiled and saxd, “It's done.”

—=EY

Carol did The Work for more than a year. She
traveled to California and spent time being individually
taught by Katie. At Tacopa one night, Katie said to
Carol, “You haven’t learned yet how to be a human
being.”

At first 1t took Carol back. “] am a human being,”
she thought. Then she understood.

“Katie,” she asked, "does that mean that every-
thing that 1 have done in all my life, from the time of
my birth until now, doesn’'t mean anything?”

“It’s true, Carol.”

Carol was ready lor this realization. “That's a big

eye-opener, she says, “when you hear that you've lived
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your entire life falsely, with falsehood, nothing but
falsehoods. Really. And I tried to do it so welll Wow!
That was a wonderful thing for me to hear. It opened a
door. If I was going to be a human being, 1 was going
to be a frie human being. And that’s what The Work
does. Up to that time I didn’t know if I was on the
right path. 1 kept trying to do the best [ could —1 tried
to be nice and kind and loving, but I never knew if I
was doing it. Then at age fifty-two I began to live hon-
estly with the help of Katie and The Work.”

= =

Carol says now: “It was wonderful. It has contin-
ued to be so. 1 have learned from Katie that a person
doesn't need to be validated by others. At the time I
met her, I was looking for verification, a gauge to mea-
sure with, to see where | was. My ultimate choice in
this life is to become a living Christ and to do God’s
work. That has been true since my experience ten
years ago. Katie was a gift. She came. She showed
me who I was, where 1 was, and 1 have come to know
myself since I've known her.

"Katie’s work has taught me the Truth of myself,
eliminated illusions I thought I'd cleared away but had-
n't. It has brought me such great peace and love. I
love everyone, now, no matter what. It's a love without
judgment, The Work has given me that. [ used to pass
in and out of that kind of love. Now I can stay there.

"The Work showed me how to get real with
myselt. It’s taught me total responsibility for myself.
Everything starts and ends and has to do with me and
no one else, and that was a huge lesson. When it
comes to my life and experience, { am the one with full
responsibility. That lets everyone else off the hook. [t
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lets me off the hook too because I don't have to be
responsible for anyone else, which was something |

alwa}rs used to try to be.

“Katie’s way takes you within to your own Truth
and ieaches you 1o honor that. She taught me that
when you live in your own Truth, you live in peace.
It's simple but it’s Reality. |

“Katie 1s not here to save the world. She's simply
sharing, with anyone who wants to know, the metl'}ncl
she uses to wake up. She's real. There’s nothing
phony or fake about her. She doesn't put on airs. S?n::’s
simply an open, honest, ioving, caring human being.
And she is that perfectly. She is someone who can
become your ideal. Not idol, ideal. You can look at
Katie and say, yes, there is something to strive ftor.

“It came to me the other night that my life 1s a
symbol of my thinking. So if I don't like what’s going
-::;n. I need to change my thinking, me. 1 don't need to
change anyone else. Just my thinking. And that's

what Katie teaches.” (-
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There is only one story, Byron Katie tells me when
[ call to ask advice about this book. It doesn’t matter
who tells it. It is Carol’s story; it is my story; it is the
story of the one called Byron Katie; they are all the
same. When I have them all written down I will see
that, she tells me. We are the story of One.

And each story is precious, unigue, clothed in the
images of an individual life. The one story is filtered
through a personal history, but the story doesn't
change. It is the story of Jesus, the story of the
Buddha, the story of Byron Katie, my story, yours.

“Let your fingers tell it." Byron smiles. It's
funny, 1 know she’s smiling even though she’s on the
phone in Barstow, and I'm on the other end of the line
in Martinez. "Don't think it. It's better when you don't
think it.” She's referring to something [ told her that
my mother used to say: The words are in my fingers.
It's the way to Truth, around the ego-mind, around the
thoughts that confuse, that get arrogant and censori-
ous. Give them a nod, say, “thank you for sharing,”
and pass by. The words are in my fingers. The story is
told by the soul.

"My story, your story” —this is a way of speaking,
an emphasis on differences. Maybe it is a way I keep
myself separated, safe from those I dislike or fear.
Maybe there are words in my fingers I haven't vet let
out because I hold too carefully to my smallest self.

“Who are you?" | keep asking her, She responds
that I know who she is. “I am you, she says. “When
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you look at me, you see yourself. The only reason you
don't recognize me is that you don't know who you are.
There is only One. Know yourself and know this.”

I am more than my small self. There is nothing 1
am not. There is no separation. When T look out, see-
ing what I believe is in front of me, ] am locking into a
mirror. 1 see myself, a manifestation of myselt. It 1s
the mountain; it is the full moon; it is a consuming fire;
it is a storm that tears down trees and rips houses up
from the ground; it is the face of my husband; 1t 1s the
person wearing rags and begging tor food; it is he who
starves; it is the soldier; it is the torturer and the person
who is tortured: it 1s the child left alone. It s all a mur-
ror. There is nothing ] am not.

The One is Love. It is we who perceive the rest.

This s what Byron tells me,
=

Byron and 1 sit talking on a warm summer morn-
ing. Outside in the yard bees dip into the flowers’
throats and birds sing.

“Stay in the place where you are not creating an
MHusion,” she tells me. “Stay in the I Am. In the I Am
everything is already created. In my waking and living
life I can see creation, you, sitting n front of me here
and 1 see your necklace and I see your belt and I know
what that is. It's Real. It's Love. It's Me. I'm in the
presence of Myself—Love. It's Everything. There’s no
thought of necklace, not even of beautiful Chrnstin, no
concepts; I'm just comfortable as Being. That's the
bliss: just seeing what is and knowing I'm sitting in the
presence of Self. When I'm sitting still, with my eyes
closed, there is not even a concept around that. Once

we touch the [ Am, it is only the belief or concept of
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what is not that takes us away. We become aware that
thoughts move us away, and so we stop creating beliefs
around the thoughts. Every thought attached to belief
takes us away from Reality, from the What Is.

"I teach the Truth that I am. A woman in my last
workshop asked, *Why do teachers not hang out with
the masses and play and socialize?’ She described her
gratitude that I do. [ had my foot on the coffee table,
and 1 said, °I can see what you call a coffee table and |
can put my foot on it. But | have the awareness that it
is the Is. Someone named it table, and the name is a
perception that is passed on. But form isn’t even form
until we name it. When I live with you, hang out with
you, socialize with you, communicate with you, these
actions could be seen as risky because, by them, I can
lead you to believe, simply through human communica-
tion, that it is actually a table. When I socialize with

you, I end up teaching you something that is not.

Communication, by its very nature, separates.

There are no new ideas. When I sit with people

and do The Work it allows everyone to see that there is
no separation. We all come to know that there is not
one original thought, no matter how drastic and differ-
ent 1t may sound. No one has devised a new concept
or thought from the beginning of thought, which is
what humans call time. [t's all the same. The Work is
one way that we can see that our thinking doesn't go
anywhere or do anything. It's just plotting. We put
different symbols on it, and that fragmentation makes

us believe our thoughts or situations are different from
those of others.

“The point here is that any thought out of Truth is

out of alignment and takes us off the path. The only
purpose of thai thought 1s to move us from the | Am.
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Truth is the I Am. The flower is my body. The song of
the bird 1s my body. 1 am all inclusive.

“In the‘sti“ness, out of beliefs/thought, 1 can know.
Entirety of the whole is visible. It encompasses every-
thing, all the universe, all the universes, and even‘that is
limiting. When we can know the I Am, all the unwf;rses
become the One, and there are no more questions.
Eternity. To be still is simply to be out of concepts.”

=1

So nothing we can conceive is the Reality of the 1
Am. In fact every concept of which we are capable 1s
so far from that Reality as to be nothing. Even God.
All our concepts ot God are so far trom that Reality
that they are nothing.

I turn to Byron. “It's hke Eckhart saying, °I pray
God to deliver me from God.”

“Yes,” she answers. “But we need to name that,
too, like table, so we name 1t God; we name it Buddha; we
name 1t Krivhna.”

“"And we don't really know what it is, do we?
And the moment we try to name it, we set it apart and
there are two, and this 1s separation.”

“Yes. We have to name it something, so we name
it Love. We name it because naming is how we think
we keep contral. We are bodies of mind in this c}imeril-
sion. But the name we give to what appears as {orm 1s
the way we feel justified in moving away from It Is.” |

“So all of being appears to us as a movement 1n
the One, the I Am, and it 1s myself, and [ move wath it.
It isn't even like stimulus-response because that would
be to say fwe.” |

“Yes. Yes, Christin, only we don’t move with it,

we move aJ 1t. SR S
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TOUCHED ALL THE WAY THROUGH

John and I are just sitting down to dinner when
the phone rings. “Hello? Is this Christin?” The
woman’s voice sounds carefu], I respond that T am
Christin,

"My name's Sharon. Katie —um, Byron suggest-

ed I call.”

These conversations with people who know Byron

Katie can take an hour, sometimes tonger. 1 should let
the answering machine handle calls while I am eating;
that's what I bought it for. I feel pulled between John
and the woman on the phone. 1 tell her I am Just sitting
down to dinner, that 1 am eager to talk with her and
want to grve her my full attention. That will be easjer in
about an hour. 1 ask if [ may cail her back.

“An hour?” [ hear uncertainty in her voice.

“Is that a bad time for you? We could arrange
another time if you want.”

"Ne, an hour's okay. 1 call you.”

There is a click and she is gone,

Something feels wrong. I'm not sure I'll hear from
her again. But in one hour precisely to the minute the
phone rings and it is Sharon. I apologize for the delay
and thank her for calling back. Then I ask, as I always
do for the telephone interviews, if I can tape our conver-
sation. [ explain that I can listen much better if 1 don't
have to take notes and if I need to quote her directly the
tape will provide me with her exact words.

She is silent for an uncomfortably long moment.
Then she laughs nervously and says that as long as
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she’s decided to do this at all, she may as well go along
with what is best for me. |

] press the record button on the machine and
wonder how this conversation will proceed. Even
though Sharon called me to tell her story, 1 keep feel-
ing her retreat.

"Let's get some background on you, okay
Sharon? Can you give ne your full name, address and
phone number?” |

"Well, my name is Sharon, but I don't I.T.rant o
give you my full name. And I live in Barstow; lt‘dDES—
n't matter where. I'm just someone whom Katie has
hetped a great deal, and I owe my life tu”her. She
brought me back to God and —1 don't know.

Her voice fades oft.

] ask how long she's known Katie. She tt?lls me
four years. We talk about both women having lwe'd n
Barstow most of their lives. Sharon says she's lived
there her entire life. Despite this, they only met four
years earlier. ‘

“I guess Barstow is probably big enough that
people could do that.” I'm thinking what a power-
house Byron is and wondering how she could live In a
small town without most everyone at least knowing
who she 1s. |

“I'm an isolator,” Sharon voice scems to with-
draw, “so that may be the reason we didn't meet.”

An isolator? ['ve never heard anyone identify
themselves that way before. [ ask about the circum-
stances that brought her together with the one she
calls Katie. |

“Well, 1T was hasically dying and 1 wanted to die.
For about twenty years [ was in and out of mental insti-

tutions. I'd had a strong religious background, but |
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couldn'’t seem to pull out of the depression, out of every-
thing I was in. I don't know. I think God brought
Katie and me together. I just didn't want to ljve. [ was
sent to a place I don't want to name and I met Katje
there. T remember her placing her hand on my shoul-
der, and I was very angry. But when I felt her hand it
was like God said, *She’s the one you can trust.” I didn't
trust anyone —not at all —and I still have a hard time.”

Good heavens! Here is a woman who tought for
twenty years to chimb out of isolated depression, out of

a complete lack of trust in people, and I had just asked
her to call me back so I could eat my dinner.

“This 1s very brave of you, then, to call me, 1sn't
it?"”

”Yes‘- I
“Yes. Very courageous.”

[ remember Byron once telling me that she is here

for the sickest of the sick, the very poor, those deepest
in trouble. As I listen to Sharon’s story, I let myself
learn that what I am doing with this book is letting my
own heart be opened, ]Euing myself be touched and
healed by those who Byron has loved back to life.
These people who come to me with their stories are my
teachers. Humility feels more appropriate than profes-
sionalism here. I'd do well to hear in the ringing of the
phone, as Byron does, the voice of God.,

"Anyway,” Sharon continues, “I did give Katie a

call the very next day and asked her if she would help
me. That was a very big step for me and she said she
would. From then on she just helped me. She loved
me until I could love myself. The most important thing
she did was to get me back to the God that I'd always
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known. | came from losing everything, myself includ-
ed. I was very low with no confidence at all, and now

I'm working and doing a real good job. And I was told
[ would never be able to work again—that 1 was per-
manently disabled. But it's not true. 1I'm making it!

Sharen’s story is stark. It is a knife peeling away
at her mind. It is tears and the silencing of the heart.
Sharon's life diminished her hope and left her afra.id. *It
is hife wanting to die. It is a life of voices cackling in
her head. |

Her family was filled with holes and she fell
through. It couldn’t hold her. It couldn't care e‘nﬂugh.
At two years old she felt the betraying hands of sexual
abuse. She disappeared inside her mind. But there
was nothing there that she could trust. Finding noth-
ing trustworthy inside or outside, Sharon grew to hate
herself. “Everything I seemed to do was not good
enough for me and others. 1 tried every way 1 knew 1o
get help but I never could trust enough.” |

Her mother took her to church, just a few tmes,
when she was a smali child. Sharon held to something
she felt there, something she had first felt in nature. "I
felt God at a very young age,” she says, “I used to ga‘sit
out with the calves and cows and felt that God was taking
care of me —that He was the only one I could talk to.”

God gave a security that balanced the abuse and the ter-
ror in her mind. God blocked her memories and helped
her stand outside the pain. But when she was hiteen,
that “Mighty Fortress” in her mind fell. “That'’s v:rben I
first tried to commit suicide and from then on 1t was
just one big roller coaster, a state of confusion. Mainly

[ was just trying to survive or die, one or the other.
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For twenty years Sharon battled. Angry voices 1n
her mind grew louder, so loud sometimes that they
drowned out the voices of her therapists. She had no
real friends. Everyone feared her. The therapists and
psychiatrists locked her up or tied her down. That's
how she recognized their fear. They told her she was
schizophrente.

She gave birth twice. The children Erew up in
the chaos of her rage. She consumed enormous quanti-
ties of alcohol combined with psychotropic drugs.
"Every time [ overdosed, someone would bring me
back to life and I'd get very angry. It just didn't work
tor me. I simply didn't know how to quit doing the
things 1 was doing. And if I did qutt for a time, then I
didn't know how to live. I couldn’t talk to people or go
outside my house. I was too afraid.”

Durtng these years God continued to be a refuge.
The church, the same church she attended with her
mother when she was a child, kept its doors open to
her. “They didn’t chase me away even though I could-
't stop drinking. There was one lady who never
stopped praying for me. She loved me unconditionally
but she couldn’t help me. 1just felt so much shame and
guilt then.” No matter which way she turned, death
seemed to crouch at the end of the road. “I just didn'’t
want to live any more. It was like that for twenty

years. |just didn’t want to. But God had other plans.”

Sharon met Katie. “I didn't look at her. I
remember having my head down. But there was a
warm sensation that went through my body. Tt was
unusual for anyone to touch me because I always. . .,
no one usually did because there was a wall around
me. People just didn'’t touch me and Katie did. She
wasn't afraid of me; | was angry, very angry. Her
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touch came all the way through. 1 was frightened of
her, but for some reason I knew she could help me if 1
could just be honest with her. It took me some time to
do that, but she was patient.”

Katie was a contradiction that at first Sharon could
accept only with skepticism. “She was ali Joving and all
kind and I thought —yukky!” The voices 1n Sharon's
mind warned her to stay away. Don't trusi ber, they said.
Shelt a fake. She'll betray you. Doesn't everyone betray you!
She'll burt you. Juot look at ber, amiling all the lime, saying
she loves you, What good are you? Whats in you to love? Shed
lying. Shel erazy. She can't love you; no one can love you.

But there was one voice in Sharon, one soft whis-
per, that allowed just a little trust. And she opened a
small, a very old door to Katie. The more she let her-
self be with Katie, the wider that door opened. “And
she's the one who kept helping me, letting me know
that it was okay, even though T couldn’t concentrate or
do anything. She just kept letting me know that it was
okay. She kept telling me that she ioved me—some-
thing [ didn't believe for a long time. But did. [ don't
know when [ truly started trusting her, but there was a
time when 1 did. And I do now.”

For a long time Sharon couldn’t enter Katie’s
home. They sat in Katie's car in front of the house and
did The Work. They talked about fear and guilt and
God. “If there is a God,” Sharon said to Katie one day,
‘I need to know because 1'm doubting very much.”

What happened next is something Sharon holds close,
a kind 0[‘.divining rod. She describes 1t this way:
“Ihere was no one around, and when 1 said that 1
needed to know, the top of her car popped like some-
one had slammed it, but there was nothing--no one

around. [ think it was the first time [ started laughing,

— TOUCHED ALL THE WaY THOUGH —

and I said to her, "Okay, did you rig it?" Because [ was
very skeptical, very negative. I could be negative
about anything. But I still remember that event. 1
asked for a sign and got one just like that. It was pow-
erful. It changed something in me, just stightly, to
allow a littie more time for more help.”

Each of Sharon’s voices needed convincing. They
continued to make a racket in her head. They made it
dithicult to do The Work. Then Katie suggested that
Sharon change her eating habits. What would happen
if she cut out sugar and salt and red meat? Sharon
tried 1t. The voices quieted down. They didn't go
away, but there was a noticeable difference. It took a
long time to convince herself that it really was partially
the food that was doing it. But whenever she returned
to her old way of eating, the voices became strong,
more vitriolic. “Now I know it's true. It was the only
time, in all those years, that anything ever worked as
tar as quieting the voices to the point that I could con-
centrate, could understand what was going on. Let me
tell you, though, there’s still a part of me, sometimes,
that says it's a lot of bunk! Then I go ahead and eat
the wrong food, and then 1 go nuts again because I
would like to be normal —whatever that is. And it’s
not a possibility for me to do the things other people
are able to do and live a sane life. | can’t. So if ] want
the peace and the sanity and the love I feel for myself,
then T eat right. Then things go a lot better. I don't
know —it has a lot to do with the food.”

Byron Katie teaches that food, like every other
symbol, 1s innocent. "It's my belief that says I can eat
certain things, like refined nonfoods,” she says. “This
is where belief loses its innocence. That is the lie. By

acting on the e, we experience its effects as nervous-
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ness, rage, sleeplessness, passiveness, tranquility, obesi-
ty, malnutrition, insanity, disease, and death. These
effects say, "My darling, take a look at your mind, at
original thought, at your belief, at Truth.” Honor that.
The physical choices that result from such heonoring
bring about a peaceful body reflective of the mind that
made the choice,

"If we cannot know that the belief is a lie original-
ly, and we then act on the lie, the body is the voice that
tells us the Truth that was not available to the mind.
Can we hear it? There is only one hunger. It is the
hunger for Happiness and ultimately for God. Body
reflects mind; it doesn't have a choice. Truthful mind;
healthy body. Deceitful mind; sick body. In time it all
appears. Perfect reflection.”

Sharon visited with Katie every day, and when
Katie left town for workshops Sharon visited with
Paul. She liked being in Katie's presence and Paul
contained something of Katie that Sharon could teel.
But it wasn't just Sharon's own need that prompted the
visits. A love and care for Katie arose in her along
with her love for herself. She wanted to express her
love, her caring. There is a bond between the two
women now that is so deep that Sharon says she knows
even before she calls whether Katie is at home 1n
Barstow. “It's a connection that I can't explain.”

Life still is not perfect for Sharon. In fact, perfec-
tion —the requirement she places on herself to be per-
fect —is one of her demons. "Somebody has to give me
permission to do this progressively and not pertectly. 1
am a perfectionist. If T felt 1 had to do it perfectly, 1
just couldn’t do it at all. The first time I'd fail I would-
n't—1 don't know. I need to know 1 don't have to be
perfect and that God loves me and at least one other

8
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person loves me. | know Katie loves me. She gives me
permission to not do this perfectly.”

She continues to take medication for her ilness.
She doesn't like to do that because it's difhicult for her
to be dependent, but without the medication, she 1sn’t
able to work at her job. She thinks that if she consis-
tently ate the foods that she needs, the medication
wouldn't be Necessary.

Byron Katie teaches that right thinking chooses
the medicine (foods) that heal and that taking prescrip-
tion medicine from doctors is nnthing more than the
drastic attempt to make this choice. “Heal yourself,”
Byron encourages, “"by knowing yourselt and let the
medical doctors be the Band-Aides™ that bring you
through to the time in which you can know yourself.”

"I'm just not willing to do the things I need to do,”
Sharon reflects. “lt’s easier to just take a pill than to
stick to the diet (the Truth) —but it’s insane. I don't
know, I think that's why I still don't have that kind of
love that I could have. I'm working on it.”

The changes in Sharon amaze her therapists and
other doctors who have known her for years. “They
didn’t believe 1 could,” she says. “They just can't
believe it. They can’t believe that I'm capable of work-
ing and that I don't need to take the kind of psy-
chotropic drugs that I was on, and they had me on a
number of them. I only take Xanax now.” She
believes that as she progresses in The Work even
Xanax will become unnecessary for her.

“If 1t weren't tor Katie,” Sharon reflects, “T don't
believe | would be where I am. I absolutely know that
God put her into my life so that she could guide me.
He did this when I didn’t even know how to talk to
people or how to do anything. So it is Jesus Christ,
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and no other, who 1s responsible for my recovery. 1
give all the glory and praise to him.

“What Katie taught me is basically to look at
myself. She taught me how to clean up all that mess
that was inside of me, how to get it down on paper
how ta accept the responsibility for a lot of things I
was feeling —to look at my part in all of that. She
taught me how te love myself. It's a miracle. Well, 1
still can't look in the mirror 100 much, but | do it a Jot
more than before. I've changed. I'm a person with
self-esteem and confidence, one with the ability to talk
with people. I'm capable of loving people and trusting
them, at least to a pﬂint ancL I don't knnw, | just feel
like a completely different person.”

When I ask Sharon what it 1s about Katie that
gives her the power and wisdom to bring healing,
Sharon says, “I think it's because she’s been through the
same thing. She understands pain and suftering and ali
the things 've gone through. She understands the fear
and 1solation. She founa a way to get out of 1t.”

And that is true. -2
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NO FEAR

Fear brought me to Byron Katie in the first place,
It brings many. [ know that now. Fear once brnught
Ratie, herself, into a prison of greed and rage and
numbing drugs and foods. T still feel pain when [ tell
the story of her fear and the death she died because of
it. Then, because of my pain, | know that my mind
continues to seduce me into fears of my own. Do The
Waork,” Byron would say. “Uncover the lie and live n
what is Real.”

Fear 1s the belief that what is Real will harm us. [t
1s the suspicion, often even the conviction, that the uni-
verse is not progressing as it should, that God made a
mistake or wasn't wise enough to get things right. Tt
the impulse to take control, myself, of destiny, of the
tuture —as if I can. 1 know I can't, so then I fall into
panic. If God is not wise enough and the universe is
swinging out of control and I can’t fix it, then my think-
ing says it's bound to harm me. Fear keeps me trying to
be God. Fear ensures my failure. There’s no Truth in it.
I'm not God. And the One who is makes no mistakes.

In fear we create dramas of our lives. We divide
ourselves into parts, make roles, make vojces in our
rinds, scare ourselves to death. In fear we make our-
selves sick. “The sick body is the voice of fearful
mind,” Byron says. Fear becomes an ulcer. It speaks
thmugh cancer. It is high blood pressure. It is arthr;-
tis. It is a tightening up, an anger with Truth, a resis.

tance to Reality, an insistence on my own way, my
ego s way, my little vision.
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Ifear is until it’'s not. A peculiar trap devised by

the mind is our attempt to talk ourselves out of fear.
Thinking about my fear digs a deeper pit for it. Mental
struggle tangles the mind. Byron's idea of "drama hap-
pening” or “efforting” tangies one in the fear.

She knows. Efforting was her life for forty years.
She created a drama to rid herself of her fear of rejec-
tion, of being no one, and it reduced her to nothing.
She lay under her bed, in rage, in terror, completely
afraid —and then she lay there in wonder over a cock-
roach and there was no fear, anywhere.

When she speaks to me of dramas, dreams,
mythologies, | know immediateiy what she means. 1
thought the efforting was a responsibility, something 1
was bound to do, a way of caring for myself. T clung to
this beltef despite my experience that it never worked;
it always made my life miserable and increased my fear.
| figured I had failed at thinking my way out of a prob-
lem. I tried harder.

[ called it being ready. I called it planning. I my
husband was late arriving home, for example, 1 felt
attacked by the fear of loss. “What if there was an
accident?” said my mind. "What if he’s in the hospital?
What if he died?” So there was the drama, the scene
set. What effort did | need to make? My stomach
churned. Images filled my mind. The crash scene.
My arrival. Or the hospital. Walking into ICU.
"Could | make it on my own?" continued my mind.
“Could | even drive? Who might I call, what friend
would take the time to help me? And then the funeral,
what about that? How could I endure it? How would
he like 1t to be? 1'd have to call his family. How would
i survive without him?”

By the ime my husband walked in the door, thir-
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ty minutes late, ['d exhausted myse]fwith this drama of

tear. I'd wasted precious energy on illusions. I'd made
myself a little, or a lot, sick.

“Why do you do that to you?” Byron asks.

About eight months after Byron first told me I
was using my mind to scare myself, and six months
after 1 began doing The Work, I was again waiting for
my husband to come home. He and his brother and
nephew had taken our new Explorer truck out into the
desert for a morming of target practice and experiment-
ing with the four-wheel drive. They planned to be

- home around noon. When one o'clock came [ felt a

tiny jolt of fear. Where were they?

I remembered Byron's admonition that we not hold
on to such “contractions” for more than a few seconds.

"What's real?” 1 asked myself.

I felt the sun through the window. I heard a bird
sing. | smelled the aroma from my cup of Harvest
Spice tea. My little notebook computer hummed, and
words I'd just finished writing shone back at me from
the back-lit screen. He was late. That was all. Why he
was late was something 1 couldn’t know and no amount
of thinking would be able to provide me with the
knowledge. What was real was the thing right in front
of me. Iletit be. The reality in front of me contained
no harm. I continued to write for three more hours. At
four o'clock they still weren’t home. The thought drift-
ed through my mind that if they hadn’t arrived by sup-
per time I would contact the highway patrol. Just as
that happened, I heard the Explorer pull into the drive.

They came in laughing. Dirty. Filthy, in fact.
They had been playing in the desert. What could that
Explorer do? How good was that four-wheel drive?
Drive down this hill. Drive along that dried up
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riverbed. And they got stuck, really hung up. It h.}i'_‘.ll{
four hours to dig out, get enough wood under the tires
for traction. They rationed their water. The. te:mpera-
ture was over a hundred degrees. But they did it. Was
there ever a doubt? What an adventure! What fun!
No harm. No fear. |
But what, the old voices ask, what if they'd died,
then what? And I respond: Would fearing it have
helped? It would have depleted me. We l:aa.ve all we
need to meet each moment with whatever it ?nntamﬁ.
The moment we call “death” is no different from the
others. Each moment passes to leave space for the
higher good. |

“The highest good will come when you wait and
let that highest good come torth in peace. Be:::ause
when we let go, it leaves a vacuum that the universe
has to [ill. It has to; it is a law. | |

“So as long as you are In coniraction, in fear., it
cannot move in, but through the letting go, something
higher comes in, and that wilj b.e perfect. At that
moment we can know it, but the minute we move away
from that peace into the fear state, it is the mind saying
the universe was made wrong, and that we know be'tt?r
than that. We are judging it. We move away and it 1s
not ever going to work, never has worked. So u:re
move into the surrender place and it all becomes avail-
able to us again. And we have absolute control over
that, moving back into perfection.

“What | am saying is that things are as tlfey‘are
supposed ta be. There 1s only peace a.nd' per[ect?m‘],
only good. We have been taught mh?ml.EE’ but 1t 1s
just simply not so. If I think something is not good,
then I need to work on my mind until | can see the

Truth of it. And that is The Work."? ===
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SUCCESS IS NOT BETRAYAL

“David thinks he’s lost.” Byron's voice, deep, husky.

“What do you mean? What happened?”

I had just told her I'd be calling him. T was about
to write this chapter. On the phone three months ago,
maybe four, he had agreed to talk further with me.

“From home,” he had said, “1'll feel more comfort-
able talking about this when I'm at home.”

David called me, that first time, from Byron
Katie's house. He visited her often to bolster his hope.
She told me that he had cried after he hung up the
phone. She had held him.

“"He's so beautiful. He’s Love. But sometimes he
torgets. He loses what he knows and he comes back
here to remember. Call him at home. Ask him to talk.
His heart is open.” Byron had called me when ke left
her house. She also told me that the doctors said
David had cancer. He hadn'’t mentioned it to me. “It's
there and then it 1sn't. It can appear that when he does
The Work the cancer leaves. When he forgets who he
15, 1t seems the cancer'’s back. It would be interesting to
see the doctor's documentation.”

He wasn’t home later that week when I called.
Then other chapters intervened. T had told him I might
not call for months. What does Byron mean that he
thinks he's lost?

"He's on chemotherapy, honey. So many drugs. -
He’s not himself. He'’s like a wall. It's difficult to get
through. It's fear. The fear. And he doesn t have can-
cer. Even the doctors said there was no cancer but
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they wanted to do this anyway and David was afraid.”

Lost. The lost boy. Very like that Peter Pan book
some years ago that chronicled the pain of so many
men 1n our culture. Like the Puer Aeternum, the eternal
child of the Jungian theorists; the one who would
rather die than release the fantasy of youth. They say
that such a ooe usually does die some time before hity.
Dasad 1s forty-seven,

] tell her I will need to write this chapter from the
David in my heart. I don't want to omit him from the
book. His testimony is vital. 1 remember telling him
on the day he first called that his story had national
implications. What makes me loyal to his stery,
though, has nothing to do with implications, national
or otherwise. My loyalty is to something in his voice, a
quality of wistfulness, a boyish tone like an eleven-
year-old who knows the ten-speed bike underneath the
Christmas tree must be for him but still can't bring
himsell to believe it's true.

Byron asks me to hold the line a moment.
Semeone'’s on her call-waiting. She returns to say that
she needs to take the call. 1hang up the phone and dig
through my tapes to find David's; I slip it into my
recorder. His voice. Hesitant. Soft with a core of
pleading. The voice of an adolescent boy.

He grew up poor, a Native American boy in the
high desert of the American West. There's nothing
romantic about his life, nothing that smacks of
Flolywood. He doesn’t even mention his tribe. Is he
Apache? Navaho? I'll never know because I didn't ask.
His dad drank too much, died of alcoholism. His
uncles drank. Probably his grandfather too. Probably
generations of alcoholics. He's pretty sure. It's how

everybody was, he says. It was expected.
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David took his first drink in the locker room at
Jumor High School. He played basketball. He was
skilled enough to get a scholarship, one he later lost
because of something in his mind that said no. The
alcohol felt good, felt powerful, gave him confidence.
He wasn't used to confidence. He thought he would
play better basketball with drinks before and after.
When he was high nothing could defeat him.

"My self-esteem came back. I didn't feel like just
this poor Indian barely surviving with his family.”

Everybody did it. All the boys. All the men. He
hung around the bar. He and has friends rode dirt
bikes through the desert. They yelled. They strode up
to girls. They showed how strong they were. Alcohol
and sex. David says they can't be separated. There’s
no love in the mind flooded with alcohol, no respect, no
morality. And there was no way out. It was how they
demonstrated solidarity.

“In high school every weekend was a beer party.
I went to school high. Drank during lunch time —after
school. It got progressively worse. I got kicked out of
school for drinking. 1 got kicked out of athletics. I
went to Junior College and 1 drank. I played athletics
and I still drank. Ididn't know it, but my drinking was
getting more and more. All my friends, all my relation-
ships, were centered on drinking. I picked them out or
they picked me. Then [ started taking drugs-—weed,
cocaine. That was when 1 got into major college —a
tull scholarship to a private school. 1 didn't complete it
because of drugs and alcohol. 1'd just get myself in
trouble all the time.

"And sex. It was a problem. 1'd try to screw any
girl that walked in front of me. That was when | was on

alcohol and drugs. When you're drunk you do all the
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- moral acts. When you're drunk you look for women.
All of us did it. 1 have no morals when I'm drunk.
Your whole body changes. You're not really you. You
feel like an illusion, a powertul being who can get any
woman you want. And in reality it's a big, fuckin’ lie.

“Kids don't believe this. [ have sons. Ii's like that
for them too. It just keeps going for people until it
clicks. Tt's a lie. I can't clean my sons up; they have to
clean themselves up.

“1 try to talk about the sex and alcohol problem at
Twelve Step meetings. People sidestep this i1ssue.
They don't want it mentioned. Maybe 1t's because both
women and men attend the meetings. 1t makes 1t real
hard. They're afraid. You have to watch what you say.
People don't keep secrets. The sickest of the sickest
are sitting in that room. Big time fear. That's probably
why we drank in the first place. Fear of succeeding.

“Will all my friends hate me if I do succeed? Peer
pressure is strong. 1f | straighten up and live right, like
you're supposed to live lite, will I lose all my friends? 1
didn't want to da it. Not when I was growing up.
There's a lot of conflict there. Especially living in a low
financial environment.”

A terrifying logic. He is telling me that this 1s
what js done in his culture. He tafked himself into
believing it — Indians drink, carouse, drive fast through

the desert, pick up girls. Indians don’t need the white
man's ways, Indians scorn white man's success. Who
needs education? Who needs a career? Who needs
anything of this U.S. culture, the culture that

destmyed the Native American pec:-ple?

If he Jifts himsel{ up from that environment, he
thinks he betrays his people, as though succeeding 1s to

f2il. He seems to believe s a failure for an Native
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American 1n his environment to fit in to the commeon
American culture. | suggest this to him.

“That’s true,” he tells me. There’s an edge of sur-
prise to his voice. “I never thought of it like that
before. It's true. I used to believe that the white man
wanted this: to keep us in poverty. In a round-about
way 1 still believe this. The prejudiced thoughts are
still around. It might be 1994, but the thinking is still
the same. We still put up with it. I'm not saying every-
!Dndy does 1t, but a lot of people with power have those
ideas, and they go to church on Sunday.”

==

David tells me that in one afterncon Byron
turned his life around.

“She saved my life.”

He heard about her from mutual friends. He had
no other hope and so he called her up. She told him to
come over to her home and he went. She taught him to
do The Work.

“She made me write it all out on paper so I could
look at it. T found out it was all a lie. My thoughts
were lying to me. I was hving a he.”

Our conversation circles around again to the alco-

h.cr]ism. “It's a major problem in the Indian popula-
tion —the mission Indians, the reservation Indians.
You go back and its there; the alcohol keeps Indians
from succeeding, from keeping jobs., The kids just
grow up watching the adults being dishonest, immoral.
Katie gave me what I need to break the chain.”

Now David might be dying on the shadow side of

his fear. Or maybe he is breaking the chain —learning
how to live without failure.

None of the stortes here 1s finished. ==
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FULLNESS OF LIFE NOW way that separates me out. One is. One without limit.

I'am not canceled but eclipsed. Body is fluid; it is air;
it 1s a shimmering in the Light of the Cne. Then noth-
1ng that could be called success or failure can be said to
have any meaning. They simply are not anything at all.

- ind. I think I know the place | _
1 bT.Javu: lfh?:kmi}:::lgeen there. D've tightened up. But my mind exerts itself, ] pull back. My body
inhabnts.

arabbed hold of the smallest reed rather than allow is sohlid. T am separate. Limited. I am as small as I

ijed by the current, borne up by the think I need to be in order to keep my fears at bay.
myself to b{.e cartied W “With David, in the Native American culture, to
flood of life itself. ) . bile Buron Katie lis- hold on to the past 15 to disregard evolution,” Byron
"Fear of success,” | s Ett,,w g reflects. “When we say that the white man brought
rens }:_?g_‘{t:hﬁjb_ﬂear 0““"“5* deEI‘nizatiDn that took us from the real Earth, and
A&S. : o that that is not okay, we are saying that we know more
I want to know more. _]__Ithmk how easy 1t 15 to N YIng

. - : h than God. For us to say that evolution and moderniza-
limit myself, set boundaries on life, make 1t small. The .

: TR ' i 100 kay is hopeless. Everything changes. And
Fe 1 kely 1 wall fail. Thit_itl_l@__l}__e__l t10n 15 not o g P g g
smaller lite 1s, t}_l.?-il_ass i ?}i =~ Reality is always the highest order. How do we know?
tell I‘!}J/EEIE Thn.? lie is the failure.

o faiire.” Byron smiles. "There’s only Here it 1s. We begin here, now.
Wave Failed.” “To hold on is painful, hopeless. It can't be done in
the mind that tells me -

Success and failure, bound together, flip sides of a the physical. We caﬂ_it; the past. But hﬂlf:ling on is what

; people try to do and it’s called old age, high blood pres-
sure, disease and it's called death. It al] stops when I
stop. That's what the pollution of the earth s for; we can

single fear. .. "
e “lell me what you know about the fear of living,

I ask her. ving is the fear resulting from the know it now or we can know tt when the air and water
; “The fear of living 1s 1; ‘et tion of body becomes are too polluted to sustain. [ am the cause; any one of
thought that I am alhnd,}’- Ltaﬂl::?ﬂd " Every effort goes these ills is the effect. It is our choice. That is what
the only goal. E?ut HH}EU - ni one thought that is everything is for —time, evolution, even our planet. All,
to protect what 1s not. X E[:ﬂd Aod T am not this the same. The earth is your body, a perfect reflection of
not about preservll:i Hhe atesy;:he true 1’ sleeps.” mind. Pollution is the voice that says "My darling, take a
body. When thnugdt ]ﬂm”zlersizand what Byron says look at your mind, It is choking you to death.”
- Only ra.,:rel:f ¢ | u.n 4 when I do. it is not con- | I am seeing what holds me back. I am realizing
about not being a bf}f}’: :L%Ih o my mind is eclipsed, why I don’t hold the awareness of life inn its fullness. I
ceptual understanding. ) Y ask, "If I fear success and believe in failure, is that to

! ! in which
then I understand. It is always an experience in w

hat I think of as my body simply does not exist in any say I resist evolution?”
wha
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"Yes. It says that the past exists and it says that
the {uture exists. And to step into the future, which is
what you have created as the result of how you misin-
terpreted the past, is terror. “

“And if we believe in time, we're in bondage toit."

"Yes. You are in the bondage of a past, seen, but
never having existed except through your interpretation
of what you think happened —not what really happened.
That 1s the dilemma. And the result s all the pain and
suttering we see in people's dying. The last word is
always, *It's not fairl” That response is never going to
work because everything is good. Everything is already
tair. It's just the eyes that can't see it that suffer —the
eves that can't see what 15. On this planet there is only
a‘iaundan-::e, the Garden of Eden, heaven also. Above as
below —the same. Heaven is the higher thought.

“Fear is all about the future. The past doesn’t
exist anyway, except as jaded reflection. We let go of
interpretations and see literally or we die because living
in the past, as we have come to interpret it, is just a big
ball of guilt and shame, To see and hear literally, with-
out interpretation, is to remain ageless —infinitely.

“Particularly with regard to this thing that holds
many cultures in its grasp. 1If we only could see this.
[t's not just a Native American thing. All of us hold
something back in our culture, whichever culture that
may be. We preserve language. We preserve traditions.
What for? So we can stop change that can’t be stopped.
S0 we can be separate. So I can be different from you.
S0 1 can know more. So of course it hurts when we try
to live and be something that isn't, that doesn’t exist.

"We need to move into the present. That's what
evolution means. It's just sceing What Is —really. It's

the act of living fully in the present, fully evolved to
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what is our Ultimate Home — as it really is —now.”

For two days | wonder about the connections
between preserving bodies and traditions, striving
toward success, worrying about failure and, by living
in the fear this causes, missing my life altogether and
turning evolution back on itself. The second night I go
to sleep with the word form on my mind. “Don’t cling
to forms,” something in me says. "Forms change.
Being is eternal,”

When T awake in the morning, the sun shines into
my room through the gold and russet leaves of my
Sweet Gum tree. It’s the last day of November; in
another week the branches will be bare. Birds sing. A
dog barks. A truck rumbles down the street. My empty
stomach rumbles to be fed. A kaleidascope of forms.
Suddenly I grasp what had seemed to me to be a contra-
diction in Byron's talk about the body. On the one hand
she tells me [ am not my body. On the other hand, 1
interpret that she emphasizes treating our bodies well —
teeding them with living foods, giving them pure fluids
exercising, enjoying everything the body can do.

There is no dickotomy. This whole world, includ-
ing my body, is form —multicolored, varied, dancing,
changing form. Clinging stops the dance. The dance s
the fullness of life at every moment. To focus on the
form, to stop it because of fear, because I need to be in
control of what I can never understand, is what we call
disease, pollution, cultural decline. The forms unfold,
spiral out, a ﬂurry of leaves on a whirlwind.

Byron tells me, “Yes. This mind is the form body
lakes as me. This body, personal or cultural, is my
teacher. Body follows and reflects mind.” Body tells
me where I'm holding on, stopping the flow of [ife. It
tightens up, resists. My work in this world is to untie
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knots my small mind bhas made in the mistakerf :E:ffnrt to
keep me safe. My work is to honor this beautli.u] bady,
allowing it to unfold according to a Higher Mind than

- o
the mind I've created within my self. My work 1s ¢ |

give this bodily form what 1t needs, a sanc mind. T;'Eln
body must unfold at the speed that gemg rm::-ves‘T bls
unfolding is to be what 1s living, active, joyous. lo he
Love. As everything is lived, let it go. Move ontot e
next step in the dance. Whirl with the leaves. Spin
with the planets. Shine. We are the stars. |

| remember, suddenly, what Byron K:Eltlﬂ once
said: “You have the choice to see the Reality uflthe
moment or the choice to project onto it the perf:{.ﬂv?d
past or future. It appears the past has happened in its
own moments of time and 1s unchangeab.le, but tn:ee it
again as it really happened 1s to -::hanlge it —there ore 1f
1s changeable. The future 1s ClE:tf::!I‘InlllEd as you ir.n;;:ﬁ;t‘;r
preted the past. We are unl_y this moment 1n Rea ll"}};
Everyone can learn to live as the mt:.m'fent, té r:fatn‘:
everything as the moment, to love what is in front of you
as you. The miracle of Love, of What Is, cmme; to you
in the presence of the uninterpreted rnnrrfent. I you a;;*e
out of the Reality of the moment, you muss real hte. Be
the moment and experience the Joy and Love that you
are. If you are in the uninterpreted n'.mment, your body
is always avatlable as the purpose it needs to serve.
Now is the resuli of the miracle that happ‘enﬁ. This 1s
all there is and all there ever will be. This 1s beyond
imagination. This'is the simply obvious.” ===
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Sandra is my neighbor. We sit, sometumes, in her
backyard—ua tangle of vines, herbs, bushes, lowers,
and trees. English Ivy hides the fence separating her
house from the one behind. The fence leans, weighted
down. A workman, hxing her bathroom, ate his lunch
in the backyard and told her it reminded him of Z%e
Secret Garden. He meant the tangle, the density where
treasures might be found by one who treads lightly and
clears the thicket. Sandra does that.
there every day and clears a space, gives room to a

flower, digs up a piant from here and puts 1t there.
Waters things by hand.

She goes out

She’s a tiny woman, thin, pretty in an alabaster
way. She used to be a nun and so did 1. This rather odd
coincidence brought us together in the first place.
"Nuns make better wives,” she told me once, laughing,
“We've been trained to serve.” I recojled from that, per-
haps thinking of service more superhicially than she, and
not at all as Byron Katie thinks. “I am here to serve
you,” Byron tells us. “I am Love. To serve youis Joy.”

Before Byron entered our lives, Sandra and I vis-
ited seldom. She worked in a gallery and, at home, had
children growing up; 1 had my writing. Three, maybe
four times a year we sat in my backyard or hers and

talked of convents or of esoteric spiritual games like
Tarot. We hadn't yet reached one another’s souls.

Now we check in with each other every day.,
Sandra lives on the fine edge of life.

She lives more
alive than most of us, Her eyes shine,
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This is the story she tells. It 1s her own voice.

On the day I met Byron I had been home trom

the hospital for two or three days. I had a mastectomy.
[ had my right breast removed. 1 knew they found
cancer cells in eight of the ten lymph nodes they took
out and that it had spread beyond the lymph nodes and
that the prognosis was not good. I had also staried
alternative therapies. [ was in a state of utter terror.

I'd read some Bernie Siegal books and hstened to
tapes beforchand, and 1'd started on a special medita-
tion. 1 would get up and meditate and then have ‘bl"Ef.ll{-
fast, but by that time the results of the med:tatmn
would have worn off and I needed another fix and
would meditate after breakfast, and then I might put a
load of clothes in the wash and by then I'd have to go to
bed and meditate again. 1'd meditate alter lunch, after‘
dinner, and before I went to bed. On the third day of
this, I realized that I was still in a state of utter terror.

So 1 did my meditation, that was ail I could do.
And after the meditation, [ said, “I really cannot go
on.” I said, “I need a healer.” [ could hardly breathe.
“| need somebody who cannot just read your aura and
pat your hand. I need one of those healers you read
about who traffics between worlds. [ need somebody
who's been to the other side and has come back anci
who knows you can go there and you can come back.

I finished the meditation and was still lying in bed
because ] was very weak and tired. Then the phone
rang and it was Christin.

Christin lives two houses down from my house
and | knew her because of that. Christin 1s an exnun
and I'm an exnun and we had talked on and off, but we
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were not good friends. 1 was busy with my children
and with my job; and Christin, 1 always thought, was
writing up in her room, and I didn't want to bother her.
I used to think that what Christin was doing was too
important to bother her.

This particular morning Christin called me on the
phone and she said, “Sandra, are you up?” And I said,
“I will be shortly. I just {inished my meditation.” She
said, “I need to come over.” And over she came with
herb tea on a lovely tray with two sweet little cups and
a rose. And she told me the story of how she had been
with Byron. She had never met anyone like her, and
she explained what Byron did. 1 said that I had just
asked for a healer, one who trafficked between worlds.
Now, any other healer, any other person, I would have
chsmissed, but this woman’s story was so extraordinary
that I knew it was a direct answer to my meditation
only about ten minutes earlier. It was so fast, and such
a direct hit on what I had asked for that | knew I
should eventually contact this person.

Christin said, “I think you should call her. She's
in town.” I already respected the power and greatness
of this woman from Christin's story and the effect she
had on Christin, but I didn't feel that you could just
call someone like this on the phone. I felt you had to
be a greater person than I was. But Christin sajd, “No,
I think that you should call her.” And because it was
so close, everything was so close, I called her

A lady answered the phone and said, “Well, why
don't you talk to Byron?” which astounded me again
and it astounded me that Byron talked and it astound.-
ed me that Byron said, “Oh, well we Just have to get
the groceries for the retreat we're having and then
we'll stop at your house. You live by Christin; we'll
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know how to Eind 1t.”

By eleven o'clock this woman walked into my
house and she was beautiful! This is the thing you
have to realize about Byron, that she is beantiful. You
don't expect someone who 15 so far out to be so beauti-
ful. She has wonderful eyes and she accents them.

She gave me this huge hug, which I couldn't
ceceive. | felt like a drowned puppy or one that was
drowning —and 1 locked like one. 1 still had the ban-
dage around my arm and was a nervous wreck, and so
I couldn’t receive the hug.

Then she began this questioning. She said,
“Okay, honey.” She said, “Ohhhh, Hon-neeeey,” and
gave me another huge, huge hug. Byron's hugs are
great hugs, and you realize each time you get one that
you're getting more than you got the last time.,

She sat down next to me in my living room and
she said, “What did you think of over there?”

| said, "Well, 1 was thinking, if you are as great as
Christin said, how come I didn't feel more when you
hugged me?”

She sajd, “I felt that too. That's because you can’t
let usin.”

As this Socrates type of questioning went on, she
said, “So far you haven't let us in. But you had this
operation that is, ip a sense, like a hole through which
you'll be able to let the love .’

In one of my meditations at the time had the
lumpectomy, before the mastectomy, 1 heard the same
thing. 1 heard a voice then that said, “This 1s good
because there are all these people who love you and
you won't let them 1n.”

Byron began dealing with my {ear of death. The
biggest thing about death for me was not that I would
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die but the grief that my family would feel when I did.
She said, “Okay. What would happen to that
daughter of yours who is in the kitchen if you died?”
“Well, she would be very sad.”
“Yes, and then what would happen?”
“She would get over it; she would have to. But
she would get over 1t.”

Then Byron said once again: “Tell me your
thoughts!”

“I am spending all of my time thinking about
whether to use alternative healing instead of
chemotherapy to heal the cancer.” She looked at me
with those crystal eyes and satd, “It1s already healed.”

“You know that?” I asked.

“I know that,” she said.

“Thank you for not asking me what my gut feel-

ing 1s. | have no gut feehngs. 1 am beynnd gut feel-
ings. | don't know what to think.”
“Gooed."”

“Good?”

“Yes,” she said, “it means you are ready to begin.”

Then she spoke of God's perfection, and mine as
God's creation. In the Mind of God, I still exist as per-
fect. It is when I leave that Mind, step aside from that
place of love and peace and joy that sickness occurs.

“Any uncomfortable thought is a killer of the
body. When you move back to that place of peace the
body 1s already healed.” This is the sense of what she

said to me.

“Yes, but how do I get back there?” I wanted to
know.

She explained briefly some traditional means of

meditation. ] called it bliss. She said, “Yes, honey.
Hold the bliss.”
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That doesn’t seem, I guess, very meaningful, but
just her taking me through that process, getting:; me to
that place, helped me so much. Then she :asked if [ had
any questions about her. And she e:{pla?ned as much
as she could to someone who was in a highly nervous
state and who could only accept a small amount. She
talked of how she trafficked between worlds —she was
talking about a duck they saw that morning on '[1.1311*
walk and how she just kind of dissolved, blended m%n
her surroundings and into that duck and back again
and also into me. And she briefly described her hte
history and how seven years earlier she had been a
VEry unhapp}f person. From that I began to see that
her terror and her fear certainly had been as great as
my fear. She explained the bliss and bow she fnfnd it.
And she said, “Now, do you have any questions?

“Yes,” I said, “I don't think that [ can do this.”

So we worked a while with that, and she
explained the traditional Buddhist way of centering.
but I could tell that this wasn't exactly the way she did
it. Since then, by listening to Byron, I have a sense of
what she does and how to do it. She said, as she was
leaving, “Hold the bliss.” She looked at me and she
said, “Held the bliss.” |

I said, “What am I going to do when [ just panic

. ™
as I do six or seven times a cla_}f?

She said, “Hold the bliss!”

That's what 1 did all that day. After a while when
you are sitting with her, she seems to transfer that high
state of energy to you. I could feel that she'd helpe+d
me relax a little. Not that she felt I needed 1, but 1t
was easier, kind of like a medication, easier, a nice
thing, 2 bonus, fun, not really necessary. It wasn't a

hard thing for her to do and she did it. All that day I
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held the bliss, and 1 felt she was thinking of me and
helping me and that’s how I knew I could do it.

As she left I said, “Byron, may I pay you for this?
Is there anything I can give you?”

She said, “You can repay me by doing The Work.
It's Very impartant that you do thts so that other penp]e
can learn.”

I know there was something else that she said
about this. She was so sincere in the way that she said
this; it wasn't a prous thing; it was just like it was true: I
should do this. I didn't think it sounded strange. Then I
said, “Can 1 give you a flower?” So many flowers were
sent to me at the hospital. And she felt comfortable tak-
ing a small Safeway variety chrysanthemum, and she
said, “I'll take this because it will remind me of you.”

She had great love and respect for me, and it was
wonderful for me that someone like this could be my
friend. Iknew I'd been looking for this and for her all
my lite. It made ultimate sense. From then on I used
my alternative therapy and in four months all indica-
tions were that 1 had no cancer in my body. | kept
working with Byron.

About two or three months later | was able to
make a retreat with Byron and I learned The Work.
Bomng it with her was the most powerful thing.

I'd started A Courve In Miracles™ at Christin’s rec-
ommendation and had begun doing the daily lessons,
but it wasn’t until the retreat with Byron that | felt I'd
really joined the human race. It was the most liberat-
ing experience. Things that can sound like plati-

tudes —forgiveness, unconditional love —were made
clear. I could feel them; I could understand things that
hadn’t made sense before. When I thought about pas-
sages from the Bible that I'd heard all my life, they

103



e A CRY IN THFE IJESERT —

were given new meaning. Byron told us we could call
her at her home any time we wanted, and | knew that
she meant it, but | have never done that. I think |
always knew that all [ really had to do was concentrate
on her and [ would be tapping into the Source. That's
what I've always done. So while it would be very nice
to be with her, and 1 think that there will be a time,
again, when | will be —and 1 could really use 1t because
I short-cut the process olten, and I think I'm short-cir-
cuiting mysell that way —nevertheless I've had some
remarkable things happen.

On the last day of the retreat | said, "Byron, as
you're speaking I feel all this great anger in my chest
and 1 don't even know what I'm angry about.”

“Yes.” She said. “You have to go home and make
a list of everybody you've ever been angry at.”

[ said, “That'll be a long list!” T was sort of thp.

She said “Yes, it will be.”

And yes, 1t was! 1 started thinking of all these
people and pretty soon it occurred to me that it T were
lucky, some of these people would be dead. 1 could
work through the process, and 1 wouldn't have to do
the last step that Byron indicated. She said, "When
you finish working through the process, call them.
You have to call them.” While it's wonderful and easy
to do the other things, to call them is really hard.

] have an aunt who was like a mother to me. In
fact, | always gave her cards on Mother’s Day and
called her my other mother. 1'd write that in the card.
She had no children and she was very good to me and
to my sister. But when I left the convent and married
my husband who is an African American, my mother
told this aunt the terrible thing I had done to the family
and 10ld her not to tell anybody. Now, as my family
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works, she did not tell anybody and so far as she was
concerned 1 was dead. [ think my mother told the
netghbors that ! was a missionary mn Brazil or some-
thing. | was dead.

[ sent my aunt a package from Cahifornia for
Christmas and she never sent a thank you note —this is
not a family that 1s kind of ditsy and does not send
thank you notes. They send thank you notes; they
know numbers; they keep in touch. Everything. 1sent
her a card for her birthday. It was never acknowl-
edged. She knew my number; she knew my address.
And | was just generally out of the family —my mother
was not talking to me at this time either. My [ather
wasn't talking to me. Even though I forgave my moth-
er because my mother lives here in California and I'm
close to her and wanted her grandchildren to know
her, I never [orgave my aunt.

After many years of not communicating with my
aunt, [ called her one day, on impulse, and we had a
pleasant exchange. After that, from time to time, ]
called her, but she never took the inittative to call me.
On one occaston [ was on the phone with her husband,
my uncle. When my uncle asked me how my husband
was, | said, "Oh, would you like to talk 1o him, he's nght
here!” My husband took the phone, but my uncle had
hung up. And my husband said, "He hung up on me.”

] found it very hard to forgive this woman until 1
went through what Byron calls The Work. In The
Work Byron asks you to be three years old. Now my
rational mind knows I have forgiven, that this is a silly
thing and really my aunt is a silly woman and I have
forgtven her; my rational mind knows 1 have, but for
Byron's sake 1'm going to go through this process.

I tried to get back to my real feelings of anger —
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those 1 felt at the time. It was hard because | was a
rational person and knew that | had cleared this. So 1
prayed, actually prayed [or the grace to get in that state
again and sure enough, after two or three days of
thinking of this, all of a sudden it came, and I felt every
bit of the anger that 1 had initially felt and that I felt
during all the years before [ tucked 1t away. With that
[ was able to work through the process. When I got 1o
the end, ! knew | had to make that call and it was not
easy. | breathed heavil}r and meditated and meditated.
Finally I just dialed her number and had the most mar-
vetous talk with ihis woman.

Once, a few years ago, my mom had said, “You
know, you have done so many things so weli in your
life. You're just ike your aunt.” And I'd said, "I don't
want to be hke her at all!” That conversation with my
mom got me to thinking about the many things I ini-
tially admired about my aunt. She's eighty-seven years
old and just this year has decided not to have a tull gar-
den. She's still working around the house and dances
at the hireman’'s club and is just a dynamo of a person.

| was actually enjoying this “forgiveness” call.
My aunt talked about her belief in Jesus and how 1t
gets her through and her sadness when her husband
died and 1 was able to sympathize. But suddenly, at
the end of the conversation, she said, “So how 15 the
family?”

So 1 told her what my husband and my children
were doing.

And she said, "Oh no. No! You mean - - OH!
You're not calling from your mother’s—Itrom your
home?"

And 1 said, "You think I'm calling from my
mother's? No, I'm not. Did you mean, how are my
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mother and my brother and sister when you asked
about my family?”

And she said, “Well, yes!”

[ was stunned. Dhd she still believe I had never
married? That I didn’t have an African American hus-
band or two mixed children, lovely as they are and tal-
ented? This forgiveness looked as if it might entail a
little more than I had bargained for.

[ explained that my mother and sister and brother
were very well. And all of their children, to whom she
sends birthday cards every year, they were also very well.

I realized that in her mind my children might
never exist. Nor my husband. She might never recog-
nize my marriage. Still she would always be glad that
she heard my voice and that we talked. 1t began to
dawn on me that her view of my hfe didn’t matter. I
could forgive her and be happy and let i go.

[t took me a few minutes after [ got off that
phone to realize this. I was saying, “Whoa. . .. I just
don't know. This is just asking too much.” But ] was
finally able to let it all go and it wasn't hard to do. It
was the most wonderful feeling, and it’s the most won-
derful process.

| continue to do A Courve In Miracles,T™ but as ['ve
begun to feel better, as my health has improved, I'm
mere and more distracted. I don't meet each day from
the center, from the bliss. If T don't, I realize that—
well, I just have to, now. It was because nothing was
working before that I was able to embrace this so
heartily. A Courve In Miracles™ says that the reason
youTe angry is not the reason you think. I found out
the truth of that. What I was seeing wasn't really what
I thought I was seeing. And because 1'd run up against
such a dead end, I had no where else to go. That’s the
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reason | was able to find this. But now I have to go
back again because | can't resume my life the way 1t
was. I1's just not possible any more.

Today, belore 1 started remembering this, I wasin

a particularly agitated state, and part of it has to do
with vitamin pills. I'd stopped taking them for a while
and they really aggravated my liver and in Chinese
medicine the liver is the seat of anger. | was really
angry with my teenage son who hadn't responsibly
done things he should have done around the house. 1
just get agitated when I take foods or medicines I can't
tolerate. At this point I'm convinced that the liver 1s
the seat of anger and [ have a lot of clearing to do yet.
I know there 1s a way to do it now, and I'm so grateful
to have this process that | almost laugh when | get
angry because 1 know that I'll go back full force into
The Work and [ know the joy that will be there for me
when ldo it. [t's an exciting thing. So in the middle of
my agitation and depression, at the deepest point, I'm
already beginning to feel the joy that will be there
when | come out of it. | know it's like a tip-off, like
when it used to rain, then I'd know I'd get to read my
novels because 1'd set aside that time. So [ know when
I get this agitated then I get 1o go into bliss again.
That's what Byron does for me.

Throughout all this I see her as a very human per-
son and as a iriend. My doctor asked for her name; my
oncologist asked what happened to me the day after I'd
done this retreat with Byron, and all | could say was,
“Well, 1t's kind of different. At the bottom of every-
thing 1s love and nonjudgment of other people.” He
just looked at me and shook his head, but he knew that
| was different and he'd never seen me like that.

When 1 try to explain The Work to someone, |
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always faill. They don’t seem to understand it, and I
don’t think I understand it very well, myself, because I
don’t seem to be able to explain it. But people have
seen what a difference it has made in me. I just have so
much more joy in life. It's not that I've figured out
what I'm supposed to do in life or what I'm supposed
to be or what I'm supposed to use my mind for. These
were always big questions for me and every now and
then I'd wonder. I'd wonder what 1 was supposed to
be doing. Or I'd get nervous about money. But these
things aren’t so big anymore. I'm just happy to be here
at the starting point with this bliss. Things just fall into
hine. There are a lot of things I've forgotten that come
to me occasionally. But [ think that the main line is
when Byron left me and said, “Hold the bliss.” And I
knew where she had been. And I knew I could do it.

Byron 1s a Son of God. She is someone who real-
1zes the truth of Jesus’ sayings. She realizes the one-
ness of all creation, her oneness with creation, her one-
ness with her brother — that insight is so extraordinary:.
And of course, Christ had it, but when you feef it, the
treedom 1s incredible, and the connectedness —oh! In
fact, I don't know why I don't feel it everyday like |
did. There’s just nothing like it.

| have realized through A Courve In Miracles™ that
you can sit all day on a mountain, all year, two years —
but can attain the same thing by forgiveness of your
brother. In forgiveness I have experienced an instant
oneness that [ had never experienced before in the way
I'm experiencing it now. All the people around me
know that something’s different; they're astounded. I
always say, I wish I could explain it; I wish I could be a
teacher. It's humbling also; they're getting it. As I'm
learning it, they're also getting it. I'm not telling them
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anything, but they're working through their own ‘angez
Theyre mirroring me without my even knowing 1t, an
they're working through their own ‘fear of death at th:e
same time I am, and their fear of illness, and 1 d:::-n t
even know it’s happening. There is just something
spreading out from me,

Christ says, “1 did 1t once and for all so now you
don't have to do it.” It's like when you work through
something for yourself —some anger or resentment,
some fear —it is almost as if a person close to you,
someone you interact with, doesn’t need to do it.
Because it is as though that person gets it all of a sud-
den just by being in contact with you. You dD.I"l’t even
need to talk about it. This may or may not be m.lu.aep-
ing with Christian belief, but I know a Jot of Christians
and T've never had a single person draw back and say,
"This sounds like the work of the devil.”

When [ talk about Byron, nobody ever thinks
that 1t 1s anything but good. =C=
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Sandra’s story leads me more deeply into my own
work on forgiveness. 1 call Byron with a list of pro-
posed chapter headings. 1 feel pleased with my juxta-
positions of “there isn't . ., there is . . ."

“There is no blame; there is only forgiveness.”

"No. There s no blame; there is no forgiveness.
There s only seeing the Truth, really.”

"No forgiveness?”

“No, honey.”

No forgiveness? 1 thought forgiveness i1s what
she's been talking about. Forgiveness. At the workshop
I followed the simple instructions of The Work. | let
mysell experience my anger with the mothers in my life:
my own dear Alyce Rose, my novice mistress, Mother
Ann and, by extension, Mother Church. I wrote down
all they did that injured, all I wanted them to do, all that
mothers should do, their responsibility. Then as per
instructions, ! reversed it all. I turned all that around. I
did what Byron Katie calls bringing it all back home, “7
did this that injured me. . . I want me to do these things .
. - this is my responsibility.” ] struggled with it. 1 want-
ed to say no. No, I didn't do it. They did it. They injured
me. The mothers are to blame. There is no blame. 7 to
blame. No, there is no blame. Back and forth went the
voices in my head. Ilooked at Byron; she was smiling at
me. “Yes, honey,” she murmured as though she were
reading my mind. “Yes, honey,” as though she were
speaking to something in me more true than my mind. |
tollowed the path of her acceptance of me into my heart.
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Something inside turned upside down. Byron calls

it a shift. My head felt light. I seemed to see the mother
befare me, and she was a child, doing her level best with
A1l the wisdom at her disposal; my heart moved toward
her. “She’s just a child!” I said. I was cryng.
“Yes, darling, yes!” Byron crooned. “You've got
it. You understand. Look everyone. ..” she addressed
the others at the workshop, “she sees the innocence of
the mother. She’s seeing this for all of us.”

| thought she meant forgiveness. 1 thought 1 tor-

gave the mothers.
But now Byron tells me there is no forgiveness.

E:_?F .-

Months after the workshop, Byron sat across
from me in the morning light that slanted through the
glass doors and settled like a pool in her lap. |

“If I think you have wronged me,” Byron said,
“then 1'd better take a look at that thought because
you cannot wrong me. You can wrong you, but you
cant wrong me.

“Perhaps someone insists that 1 give her some-
thing or she won't be my friend anymore. Lets say I
do that, 1 give it to her, but then I go through life
thinking, “she manipulated me; she tricked me into giv-
ing it to her; she was only nice to me in order to get
what she wanted. She wronged me.” That may all be
well and good, but that won't set me free. The Truth
cels me free and the Truth is, 1 gave it to her. 1 did that
to me. 1 gave for the wrong reason. Nothing she could
say or do can change that. | gave it to her. 1 could

have said no. 1 could have said, ‘'l risk the triendship;
I'll say no.” When I see the Truth of that, 1t lets her
completely ofl the hook. T can see, “Oh, | gave it to
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her; / did that.” In the sight of my deed, her deed falis
away. Her Innocence is revealed to me, and we name
that revelation of innocence forgiveness. She asked; I
said yes. Forgive her [or what?”

Wait a minute. Blame gushed up into my throat:
I could taste it. I'd done that; lost friends that way —
by lying in an attempt to keep them. Suddenly 1 feit
angry with Byron. 1 thought she said there is no
blame. She was blaming me —telling me I ought to
blame myself. My mind did a funny turn. 1 locked at
her. She was grinning. She wasn’t blaming anyone.
The blame was in me. I was doing it.

I couldn’t believe how fast 1 turned her story in
onto myselt and beat myself up with it. Somehow,
somewhere | acquired a belief that for every pain, for
every ill, for every mistake, someone has to take the
blame. I had spent much of my life and enormous
energy protecting myself from having to be that blamed
one. But despite all my well-constructed defense, one
little story could break through to my secret belief—1I
did it; I'm the bad one; I caused all the pain.

Seeing the innocence of the mothers was just the
tirst step. How could I see my own innocence? I

knew I couldn't, not so long as I held the belief that
someorne was to blame.

At virtually every one of Byron Katie's workshops,
someone tells the story of childhood abuse —sexual,
physical, emotional. Byron has her own story of “the
molest” when she was three years old. The wounds of
people abused as children cry out for healing.

A hifty-year-old woman tells her story. She was
so small. Four, maybe five. She stood by the window.
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Her daddy said, “Come here.” Her stomach turned.
Her head buzzed. She didn't want to go. Daddy was
in bed. He didn’t have his clothes. He was big.
Mommy always said, "Deon't go outside without your
clothes; it isn't right.” It wasn'’t right for Daddy not to
have his clothes. But he satd, “Come here.” He was
her daddy. In the living room on Sundays her daddy
held her on his lap and read the funny papers. He
smelled good. He felt strong. Safe. She cuddled down
into his arms and her mind drifted with the story of
Little Orphan Annie. She loved Daddy so much.
Again her daddy said, “Come here.” Her stomach
turned. She went to him.

I would have done it too. 1 know that's true as I
listen to the woman's story. She's crying. Katie's mur-
muring, " Yes, my darling. Yes, honey. Let the tears
come; tears are good. VYes, sweetheart. Cry.”

So many of us. I think of women and men, many
of them were my clients, many my friends. [ think of
the years they spent in therapy before they sought spir-
itual guidance hoping to be set free. I think of the
years they spent in spinitual practice, and the pain per-
sists, My heart opens to them. My heart opens to this
woman, here, in this moment. They are in me; they are
me. No diflerence. Had my daddy said, “Come here,”
I would have done it too. I feel a shift. I did it. I also
went when my heart said no. Many times. [ went in
situations too numerous and too various to describe.
Am [, then, to blame for my pain? I look at the
woman. [ see only innocence. What does her inno-
cence say of me?

“Your father said, *Come here,” and what did you
do, honey?” Byron is speaking softly to the woman.

‘1 went.”
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“Yes. All he said was, *Come here." And you
went to him. You did that.” She's whispering, The
“you did that” is like a caress. It's an honoring. Choice
15 sacred. Itis powerful. It is an act of love.

The woman stares at Byron. To me it feels like
the moment, at birth, before the baby cries. It is the
moment just before breath., The woman'’s face appears
to be carved in stone for just that moment and then
relaxes, becomes flesh. Her eyes grow wide.

“I did that!” she cries out. She’'s released.
Joyous. There’s no blame there. None at all.

“Yes, honey. Youn've got 1t! Yes.” Byron's voice
is light as air. “See how innocent you are. Your father
simply said, *Come here,’ and you just went. You sim-
ply wanted Love. You didn't listen to the warning in
your heart. How could you know? You were Love
answering the call of Love within yourself.”

Later Byron attempted to explain this to me.
“When she could see that he just saxd, *Come here’ and
that it was sbe that gave herself beyond what the voice
within commanded, then she could see his part more
clearly. She could see her part more clearly. She said
yes; that was the lie. He simply asked. It doesn't mean
he would not have made her come to him, but she can't
know that. She is Love answering Love in whatever
form it took. Saying yes when we mean no is misguid-
ed love. Love has to answer Love even if insanely.
And she answered as she did until she could know that
Love also says no. No is the word that honors the
place in us that feels the harm.”

[ think T get it. My greatest pain is self-blame.
The secret that must be hidden so securely is my suspi-
cion, even my conviction, that had I chosen differently
[ would never have been wounded. This is what I can't
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afford to see. This is why I find it so crucial that some
other one be blamed for my pain. The mistake I make
that perpetuates my pain is my belief that only if the
other one is guilty can | be innocent. With this bekef, 1
spend my life in pursuit of proof of another person’s
guilt, It doesn’t work. All the years of pain, all the
defenses ['ve built, serve only to keep me in my sufker-
ing. | made the choice. Idid it. But [ am innocent. |
didn't know another way.

Byron continues to explain: “She abused herselt
in her mind for fifty years. After the first ten minutes
of the abuse itseif, ] am the one who continues my
harm. When she saw her part, she was free. The key
to life is to know Truth and be lkind enough to live 1t.
The new perceptiﬂn found on the other side of the lie,

we call forgiveness.’

“This is hard to understand,” 1 tell her.

"Yes," she responds. “And this is the greatest gilt
I bring. [t gives you what you've always wanted —you
no longer need to be a victim. It gives you one hundred
percent power and control in your life. You are one-
hundred percent responsible for your pain and your
Joy. You always have been and, through forgiveness
(seeing the Reality of what happened), you are tree.”

Suddenly [ realize that every time she mentions
“responsibility” in connection with njury and forgive-
ness, | translate it into sfame. Who's innocent and who's
to blame? | want the abuser to take the blame so |
don't have to. 1 think that his confession will free me.
It won't. His acceptance of the blame I want to place
on him can enly increase the blame 1 lay upon myself.
My work is, through acceptance of my responsibihity for
my own life, to find my innocence. He's the one who

needs to Nind the Truth about his choices. He needs to

116

— OPEN HEART —

free humself. It's what I do to me that matters in my life.
Responsibility really is my response in Truth. To

return responsibility to the victim is to vestore that one’s

power. Responsibility has nothing to do with blame.

Truth has layers. I hadn't reached the core, not
yet. Some weeks after the workshop, I was called to
jury duty. I got there early, found the assembly room,
and sat reading a book. The place filled up. A man
next to me grinned and said this was extraordinary,
this many people for one trial, it must be big. It was.
Two men had been found shot dead in the defendant’s
home, said the judge. She read off the names of the
dead, the name of the accused. She said if we knew
these people we would be excused. My stomach
turned. Acd spurted into my throat; 1 swallowed it.

I can't spend six weeks of my life face to face with
murder, | begged some invisible arbiter. I don't want
to judge; | don’t want to decide, based upon whatever
evidence they give, whether this man, or anyone, 1s
innocent or guilty. Murder. 1 can’t face it. | won't. I
might have to,

A large policeman distributed twenty-page ques-
tionnaires to the prospective jurors. Some of us would
be eliminated on the basis of our answers. 1 took out
my pen. I tackled the questions: “Why is there
crime? Have you ever been the victim of a crime?
What happened? Do you have a gun? Can you abide
killing someone in self-defense? Do you think there is
a racial problem in the United States? What causes
it?  What 1s your attitude toward the criminal justice

system? Make a hst of all the places you have lived

and all the jobs you've held . . . .” T wrote for two
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hours, handed it 1n as | would a college exam, and
went home. I couldn't eat supper-

Murder. | couldn't face it. I refused. 1 felt terri-
fied of it, of the murderer. When | was left alone after
the death of my first husband, I put bolts on all my
windows, You can't trust a murderer. And they can be
sly. You never know. [ didn’t want to see him, t‘l.le
murderer, on trial here. ] didn't want to look him p
the face. I didn't want to say, “] know who you are. 1
believe you killed those two men.”

By then [ had worked enough with Byron to reial-
1ze my reactions to the murderer meant I was resisting
Truth. [ was defending myself against another le,
another form of: self-blame. Write it out, 1 told myself;
turn it ail around.

I can't face me, the murder in me. Ah! The mur-
der, the murderer in me. Am | a murderer? | thought
of dreams [ used to have. 1 had murdered someone,
stutfed her behind a furnace, hid her in an upper room,
cut her up and stowed her under the workbench in the
garage. | warked on those dreams. It was mysell. I.t
was the Christin of my heart’s desire. [ had done 1t
often —killed my innocence, murdered my essential
self. 1don't have to do that anymore.

The court case was a teacher for me; the murder-
er, a mirror.

 saw the Truth. And I saw that 1 was innocent,
just trying to love, just trying to put myself aside in
order to “be good and do the right thing.” 1 was just
trying to love, but my love was misguided and it hurt
me, murdered something of me. The murderer 1s no
stranger to me; | a that one,

They called me the next day from the superor

court., [t wasn't necessary for me to come back. They
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had their jury. And I had recognized the Truth.

Finaily, the question Byron suggests that I put to
mysell comes down to this: How wide will T extend my
heart? Who am [ willing to love? To what extremes
am I willing to go to recognize that all of us are Love:
that there is One? 1 sit in the big gold chair where I
write my books. Outside the leaves shudder in the
wind. I close my eyes. invite the people in,

The abused child: I invite her in. I recognize her;
she is myself. The abuser: I ook deep as I can into the
abuser’s eyes. invite the abuser in; it is myself. Deep
in the abuser’s eyes 1 see the One, abused. They are
the same. I open wider. The hungry, the homeless,
the unjustly imprisoned, the mentally ill, the addict,
the starving child and the mother who holds the starv-
ing child, victims of war, all the wWeeping, crying
humanity; they are mysell. We are One. Wider yet. |
see them coming in the distance. How can | exclude
them? The Lar, the murderer, the tyrant, the crook:
the One made monstrous to my eyes by fear —by my
resistance to our pain. They are all myself. I am who
they are. We are One.

They cry out in me. They are myself crying. It is
the human cry for Love, for recognition of the Love
that we are. It is our human striving — often misguided
and fearful —to know Truth. It is the cry that Byron
Katie says she is. It is the cry in the desert of this
world for God.

I fold myself around the world. The world circles
back, enfolding me. One sphere. One Love. This is
the Love we call Compassion.

We play like children. We create forms, dramas,
and we learn. We hold up mirrors to one another.
What we call forgiveness is simply seeing clearly.
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I go back to my Christian origins. "Forgive
them,” Jesus said, “they don't know what they're
‘doing.” And when he taught us to pray, be said,
“Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who
trespass against us.

The forgiveness that Byron tells us does not exist 1s
the one that implies guilt, debt and judgment. The for-
giveness of Jesus is different. T look up the Aramaic.
I'm not a language scholar so I need to consult someone
who is.3 It turns out that Jesus’ notion of forgiveness
sounds like Byron's. He means letting go with every
breath of a shadow that's settled over what we truly are.
He means separating out the tangles we make of life’s
threads. He tells us we are clear, pure, without burden
and that the task of our lives is to release any he that
clouds this Truth. It was as Jesus died that he made
room in his heart for those who executed him. “Father,
forgive them,” he cried. This was his compassion.

“Except for your lament of the past and your pro-
jection of that as future-—even Into specific moments
only —there is no evil; there is no hurt, no pain, no sut-
fering,” Byron explains.

“During workshops, 1 ask people to close their
eyes and contemplate: Would you rather be a tyrant,
kicking a little child, or would you rather be the httle
child who was kicked? People reflect deeply. And
they report to me that they would rather be the little
child who was kicked.

“This is the shift,” Byron Katie says, “when some-
thing is seen in Truth, old belief falls away. We are the
tyrant we fear. When we can see this, innocence 1s
revealed, the heart opens, lies are revealed, judgment
falls away: we are free. The experience of that 1s what

we call ﬂ:}rgivenes&"
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Finally T see that the tyrant residing in my own
mind is inextricably connected to the tyrant I perceive
outside of me. They are forgiven simultaneously or not
at all. I cannot be free until I know there are no mon-
sters; there are no victims.

This 1s not to say that if [ torture, murder, or com-
mit any other atrocity, I should not be held account-
able. This is not to minimize the horrific effects of
what we experience as evil or as sin. But it is to put sin
in 1ts proper place: as a betrayal of my nature —of the
nature of all, of the One —which is Love. And the
refusal to see this Love, to see the fundamental inno-
cence of all being, is the greatest betrayal of all.

Byron's way is not the way of the world. In the
world we confront the abuser. We punish. We exact
payment for our pain. We lock the bastard up. We
execute him. We drive him out like a scapegoat into
the desert of our common human mind and leave him
there covered with all our sins, wfused with essence of
pain. We put a curse on him. We make him kneel and
ask forgiveness. We wonder if he can be believed.
Then, when all of this is done and we think we are free
of him, we lie down at night and in the morning when
we wake, our pillow is wet with tears.

[ watch the television news. I see that something
in this society thrives on victimization. It is an indus-
try —big business. It teaches that we've been power-
less and harmed. It teaches that someone must be

blamed. It separates the good guys from the bad. But
no one I know who focuses on self asa victim has ever
been freed from the suffering that focus brings. It rein-
forces separation. Focus on myself as victim continues
the lie of my unworthiness.

No one else can prove to me that I am worthy of
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Love. Not my endurance, not my continued abuse,
not my determination to punish my abuser can buy
Truth for me. Truth cannot be forced from someone
else, not even from God. The only answer to my pain
is to give up the He I tell myself, the lie that says I am
not worth Love.

I feel butterflies in the pit of my stomach. This
message about no blame, about forgiveness, about
innocence and compassion could bring rejection of the
book., Maybe I should leave it out. But it delights me
too. 1 don't want to leave it out. I don’t want to be
rejected, either. But | think it's true. I'm confused.
Time to do The Work again.

I go to my husband, John. He smiles at me. |

“You seemn 1o need to take all that Byron says into
yourself, you need to recencile it with all the+beliefs of
your past. And face it: What Byron 1s saying has a
newness to it. It's like a new religion, a new psycholo-
gy, even a new medicine. | find it interesting. 1 even
agree with a lot of it. I think it might be the wave of
the future. But I don't feel like 1 need to take it nto
myself and be changed by 1t.”

I nod. Why can’t I be more objective about
things? 1 know why. Everything’s a mirror.

“So, Christin, your friend Byron says all these
things and over and over she touches on a belief you've
held that's different. You twist and turn and wonder
how it bts or even # it fits. Maybe that’s what writers
need to do. 1 don't know.”

I'm not sure either. John and I talk about writ-
ing. About exposure.

“Put it out there, hon. That's what books are for.
You can't know what people will accept or reject.

They decide.”
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Of course.

The rejection of the book? It’s mine. T see that ]
have been blaming others in advance for rejecting sec-
tions of this book when, all along, T am the one who does
not accept them! I, who wrote the book, am the one.

Then Sandra calls. “I have to tell you something,
something really big, that happened to me. 1 found out
that I'm a tyrant!”

"What?" Sweet Sandra? A tyrant?

"Let me tell you. 1 went on a nature walk this
weekend and got to talking with a really nice man, very
triendly, a real Renaissance person. As the conversa-
tion progressed, he told me that he and his wife both
had Masters degrees in physics. Well, | remembered
another person I know who is also a physicist and is
kind of introverted. So I said that people who go into
physics tend to be shy, withdrawn, hermit types.

“Well, this man was taken aback and said no, he
didn’t think se and that I shouldn’t draw conclusions
based on one or two people. But I insisted. T just
pushed the point and pushed it. I don’t know what
finally stopped me. Suddenly, I guess, 1 could hear
myselt. Such a bitch! I couldn’t believe it. Why was I
doing this? Nothing is right when another person is
hurt. 1 immediately apologized and said I wanted to
take it all back, and 1 was way off base here, and, of

course, ! couldn’t know this about physicists.

‘Immedately, this man smiled at me and said, ‘I
forgive you.” Just like that! How did he do that?

“You forgive me?’ I said. I couldn’t believe it. It
was so easy tor him. And he told me I was so charm-
ing that it was no trouble at all to forgive me. If it had
been anyone else, he wouldn't have been able to for-
give them —ever! But he had no difficulty forgiving
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me. Even while | was continuing to agonize over my
offense, I envied him his ability to forgive because |
could not forgive myself.

“Well, Christin, 1 went home, and this experience
wouldn't leave my mind. It appeared that 1t was so
easy for him. How did he do that? But besides that, |
was completely embarrassed. I mean, 1 was such a
bitch! 1 couldn’t accept being that way. 1 did The
Work, and I sat on my bed, and I still couldn’t get it. [
knew that what was happening to me was serious. |
was mortified. And you can take that literally. T knew
this to be a killer of the body.

“Then i was as though 1 saw Byron Katie in my
mind. She stood, holding her finger centered at her
solar plexus, the chakra of power and control. By that
gesture she held me, focused me. I would have done
anything to wriggle out of this, but I simply could net.

“Would you deny him this moment?’ she asked
me. It is his dest to date —the moment to which all his
studies have led.’

“T looked, tn my mind, from Katie to the physicist
and I couldn't get away. Even in my despair, T would
not deny him. In Truth, I could not.

“1 winced over the enormity of my transgression,
but at the same time, 1 was in wonder over how much
greater would be his joy in forgiveness it I were nol
charming —if, instead, I were an absolute tyrant.

“Even then, I could not forgive mysell, So |
called Byron because, although I could experience for-
giveness in my higher Self, whenever I returned to my
everyday self and caught a glimpse of the bilch, of the
tyrant that [ am, I was nauseated, blled with leathing.
My thought made me physically sick. This is death.

"It is your interpretation of the bitch that fills you
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with loathing,” Byron said when 1 told her this. “You are
the one not forgiving you. When he says he forgives
you, you can't buy it because the part of you that doesn't
forgive the bitch doesn't buy it. Through his eyes, see
yoursell. You call him liar? He dies in your sight as a
result of the error in your perception — that you, the
bitch, are not Dl{a}n There 1s ﬂnly one thing that 15 not
okay with the bitch: She just can’t see her beauty yet.
“See yourself through his eyes. Let the physicist
take you o Reaiit}r, Truth, the Beauty that you are.
Love her. See her as a little girl who simply doesn't
know how to think in terms of Love yet. She is the lit-
tle one who thinks in the lie because she doesn't know
how not to yet. See her innocence. Love that. She
can't know; can you? Mother her. School her. Truth
her 1n the most gentle way. This 1s the medicine for
every bitch.’

“How come I don't feel innocent?” I asked her.

““The little one would not be a bitch if she were
not 1n such terror of her untrue thoughts. The effect of
honest thinking is the opposite of bitch. It is angel. lts

Nanme is you.

LI

You haven't forgiven yourself so you assume
that he hasn'’t forgiven you. And he doesn't have full
awareness either, as long as he couldn’t forgive one
other persaon. You can't be Fnrgiven all the way,
through him, because we are all One Person. He is
playing; he doesn’t know. He forgives. The bitch is
playing. She is innocent. She doesn’t know. It is the
same with the tyrant. All 1s You. As long as we see
one fault. anywhere, the whole story of fnrgiveness,
within us, 1s not complete. The perception of each and

eVery external symbnl 18 here to cnmplete the mission

of forgiveness.’
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“My heart did a leap when Katie said these things
to me. 1 could see how a tyrant 1s innocent. 1 could see
the innocence of all the tyrants, including myself. 1
could forgive the bitch.

“But [ had a further step to take. This morning
the focus-in-Truth opened into Love. 1 love that bitch,
[ {ove her so much. [ am so grateful to that bitch. 1
have heen afraid of her all of my life. 1 have been
afraid to do anything because [ feared she would come
out. l've known she was there, and I was afraid she
would come out. 1 never knew how to centrol her.
Now [ am able to see the insanity of my attack ways. 1
love that bitch. 1 just love her. I love the morning. 1
love every day.

"1 didn't think life could be any better, but now 1
can get my hie together. It doesn't get any better than
this. 1love Katie for giving me this. 1 can go on with
my life.”

My Christian background provides me with an
image of the Christ. Sandra, like Jesus, died, not in a
burst of heroics, but by “taking on the sin of the
world.” She became “sin,” became "the biich” for that
man, so both he and she could know forgiveness.
Sandra rises, one with the man who said he forgave
her. She rises in self forgiveness —the recognition of
her innocence.

My mind presents me with a prayer 1've heard all
my life, each year during the Easter Vigil ntual. “Oh,
truly necessary sin of Adam,” the deacon sings “which
was blotted out by the death of Christ. O happy lault,
that merited so great a Redeemer.” Immediately after-
wards [ hear the words of St. Paul, "What shall we say
then? Shail we continue in sin, that grace may

abound? God forbid. How shall we, that are dead to
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sin, live any longer therein?...sin shall not have domin-
10N OVer you; for you are not under law but under
grace (Romans 6:1-2, 14).

My understanding deepens. But I am not fin-
ished yet. When it comes to innocence and forgive-
ness, I still have much to learn.

So I do The Work. Owver and over | need to take
them into my heart—the ones I fear, the ones I blame.
Over and over 1 look into their eyes and find a mirror.
We humans are not hmished. The play 1s not over. We
contemplate all the manifestations of the One Love. Itis
a play of shadows over Truth. it is innocent. Itis a let-
ting go like breath. It is life on earth.
= =
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WHAT WONDERFUL THING
WILL HAPPEN NEXT

IFrom the time of my first meeting with Byron
Katie 1 had heard people talk about Sam. They said
he was a businessman, loaded with money. They said
she saved his life. They said that in his gratitude, he
had set up an institute that paid for all sorts of things
hke tapes and publishing. Byron says, simply, "Sam
1s wonderful.”

“Sam and I were in the desert,” she tells me, “and
he had a stroke or something. I don’t know what 1t
was. But he overcame his fear of death.”

For some reason | wait unti] the end to interview
Sam. ] try not to ask why anymore. Despite my best
planning, events fall into their proper place.

Sam 1s home. He says he's delighted to talk with
me about the one he calls Katie.

“I met Katie at a health institute in Lemon
Grove. The time was short—a couple of days, We
didn't get to Epend a lot of time tcngether, but [ saw
instantly that there was something about her. . . [ did-
n't know what 1t was, just that it was something 1
needed to understand better.”

Sam had foilowed a spiritual path for many
years. He had learned from many spiritual teachers
and had even done therapy with John Lennon and
Yoko Ono. "l started with psychology, and in the six-
ties 1 did TM, which 1 practiced for a lot of years, 1've
done just about everything there is to do in the New
Age arena. [ tried it all because I'm searching. 1 real-

Iy wanted to find peace.”
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He had little peace. Katie came into Sam’s life at
a time of confusion. Work, relationships, identity all
felt tenuous, held together by the finest of threads.
Sometimes nothing seemed to hold. He felt adrift in
questions.

“Time passed and 1 decided to go to Barstow. 1
spent two days with her there, two wonderful da_}!s.
We walked in the desert and talked. 1 was dealing
with the question of whether I might be homosexual.
And I'm an older man; I'm sixty-seven years old. I've
been trying to figure out the sexual orientation issue
for most of my life. In Barstow Katie was working
with a group of people, one of whom was a homosexu-
al, a very nice man whose name I don't remember.
With his presence and Katie's help, 1 was able to work
this question through to a conclusion. It was so good
for me. I finally was able to know that I am not homo-
sexual and I can feel good about that.”

Other things troubled Sam, old things from child-
hood, constant things like his fear of death. “I haven't
totally rid myself of fear,” he tells me, “but I've gotten
rid of eighty percent of it. | believe now that there is
no death. I believe that totally. We continue on. We
leave the body and the body remains there and we go
on. Where we go, | don't know, and Katie hasn't told
me. [ don't think she will.”

She might. She told me that we don't go any-
where. We are already.

Sam's death fears may have begun with the reli-
gious instructions he received in his childhood. His
father may have communicated these fears to him.
Sam can't be sure.

‘I was raised a Lutheran. Very strict. Very fear-
ful. Missouri Synod, the most strict of all of them. 1
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was afraid of everything. They got up in the pulpit
then, when I was a small boy, and told me that 1 was
no good; that I'd never be any good and that the only
possible thing that could ever be good for me was to
follow God and pray and not sin and you know . ... It
was awful. Terrible. It's a terrible thing o have hap-
pen to a young kid. And you have no support. There's
Lo support system.

“My dad was scared to death. He wouldn't go to
church, wouldn’t talk about it, and my mother was
totally engulfed in it. It was a very bad thing.

“God, it really atfected my life a lot. That'’s where
all my fears started. Truly. A kid shouldn't be Glied
with lear of death. And when I was a kid, I was
already afraid of death and [ don't know why. It was
dumb! My dad was afraid of it, though, and that may
have been part of it. He was absolutely paranoid about
it. 1 always thought that the act of dying was the thing
that frightened me. It wasn't really being dead that
scared me, it was the act of doing 1t.”

The turning point in Sam’s life came during his
walk with Katie in the desert. “The first time | was
with her, those few days 1n the desert, we went for a
walk in the early morning. It was spring and incredi-
bty beautiful —all my colors. 1 love turquoise, tans,
sage; they all meld together. The effect 1s so pretty.
We walked a long time, talking, and ali of a sudden I
got such a weird feeling like | was losing it, totally los-
ing 1t. One side of my face became paralyzed as |
spnke. I said, "God, Katie, 1 think 1 might be d}ring.’
And she said, "Oh well. . ."”

Sam breaks into laughter. The delight over
Katle's response continues to be as freeing for him as 1t

was intiatly. “And 1 thought, oh this 1s terrific! lsn't
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that wild?! “Oh well... What wonderful thing will
happen next?’ Right? She is just terrihc!”

I ask him how he understands now what hap-
pened to him on that day. “I think there was a transi-
tion that took place,” he says, “a release, something I
had never felt before because I'd always lived very
tight, tense, holding on. I think I let go of that. I
thnught I was dying, but I didn't really experience the
act of dymng. It might have been nice if I bad gone more
deeply into it than 1 did. And having her there at that
instant, when I panicked, and she said, *Oh well. . . °

“1 did learn from this. My mother passed away
after this happened. She had cancer. 1 spent a lot of
time talking with her. It's amazing to me how comfort-
able I'd become with death, with people’s dying. 1
mourned her, but I didn't feel awful. [ do feel the loss;
I won't be able to talk with her anymore. But from the
standpoint of her well-being, 1 felt good. And I do
about anyone who dies now. | don’t believe m hell. 1
wish the religions would do away with that idea. 1
dont believe there’s a devil. There may be a dewil in
our minds, but I don't believe there's a devil in the
world of spirit. 1 think the devil was something invent-
ed to control people. | guess it did that for a long time.”

Sam’s release from fear endured. It isn't as
though no fear remained at all, but eighty percent of 1t,
at least, was gone. He credited Katie and his gratitude
sought expression. “I was always trying to figure out a
way to get a financial base under Katie because she just
lives so much of a hand to mouth existence. She
shouldn’t be. So many people rely on her now for a lot
of their spiritual growth that it’s not fair. 1 told her she
ﬂught to t:harge a set amount per da_},r to show up—uplus
her expenses. And I don't think that’s unfair at all.
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But she doesn’t do that because she feels it might elimi-
nate somebody that needs spiritual help. She says she
can give scholarships and that’s true but you need a
financial base first. Because she and Paul just struggle
all the time to make ends meet and that’s not good. 1
teel 1t 1s distracting to her; even though she'll say 1t
tsit't, 1t 1s. It's out of character but she's human just like
the rest of us, We want to put her up on a pedestal,
but she's not going to climb up there.”

Nothing he tried worked. There was a book, but
it was never hnished. He paid for a video tape. It did-
n't represent her adequately. He paid to have her
workshop tapes transcribed. Boxes of tapes and reams
of transcripts are stored away. Their use is, as yet,
undetermined.

Sam puzzles over a situation that might cast
some light on the difficulties involved in promoting
Byron Katie. “I have many friends I've introduced to
her, and it's almost as if they are afraid to get involved
with her again. Isn't that strange? I don't understand
it. | don't want to judge them because I don't know —
I can't get into their heads. | talk to them saying,
"Let’s get Katie and have a weekend,” but 1 just can't
get anybody to move. They love her but they just
won 't move. [sn't that weird?”

But 1t’s not really so weird. The way Byron Katie
sees life stuns the ordinary mind, and Sam knows that.

"Do you remember when we had the big fires at
[Laguna, and so many of the houses burned?” he asks,
and I tell him that I do and that T saw artifacts from the
hire at last year’s Laguna Art Fair.

“Well,” he continues, "1 had a group of people
here at my house and two of the women who came

down for thai day came through the Laguna area.
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They sat 1in the group telling us how awtful the fires
were and on and on and on. Katie responded, “Why do
you think it's awlul? 1 don't see anything wrong with
it. What « 1s the highest order! How do we know?
There's the fire. Reality is Love in action. What won-
dertul thing is going to happen to those people now?
How do I know I don't need a house? It just got
burned.” It's mind-blowing.”

In addition to witnessing Byron Katie's stunning
effect on his friends, Sam experiences something of the
same resistance himself.

“I'm not absolutely positive —and it's something I
struggle with —that becoming as spiritual as Katie is or
even close to what she is is something I want to do. |
say | do and I think I do but when I get down inside
myself and look around, I'm not sure. I'm not sure I
want to become this —this spirit. 1 guess I don’t know
what that would mean. Maybe that’s what stops me
from doing it. 1 really don’t know.”

He knows through experience, though, that when
people allow themselves to be influenced by her, they
change. He's seen her with drug addicts and with con-
victs in halfway houses. He knows it in his inner self,
in his daily hfe and relationships.

“She’s had incredible success even with people so
far down the hill that you wouldn’t believe anybody
could bring them back up. One thing she told me one
time that really made an impression on me had to do
with these guys she works with in a halfway house. 1
see her as trying to get them to feel love. She said,
"Have you ever tried to get a wall to feel Love? If 1 am
talking with a person who 1s impenetrable, I become
impenetrable. Like speaks to like. 1 am the wall heard
by the wall as itself —recognized.” She got it done! A

133



— A CRY IN THE IJESERT —

lot of them are able to feel things now. I don't know
that they were necessarily sociopathic, but they were
certainly locked up in their anger and not in touch with
their feelings. She's incredible!”

Of his own transformation, he says, “T used to
project myself into situations. I've pretty much
stopped that. Mainly it's about taking responstbility
tor yourself. The other is not my business. How can I
know? That's what goes through my mind, and it’s
another thing Katie taught me. How can I know what
goes through that person’s mind, what they're think-
ing? There's no way.”

Responsibility as a focus in his own transforma-
tion, as well as in the transformation of society, is cen-
tral to Sam’s way of life. Byron Katie doesn't compro-
mise when it comes to personal responsibility. lt’s
another thing that draws Sam to her. His heart goes
out to the young people of our country who've not had
an opportunity to develop this sense of responsibility.

“You can't love too much. The more you love, the
more jove there is. It is self-perpetuating. You need to
hve 1t, not just speak it. Unfortunately T don't see this
too much o society. The Katies are the kind of people
who will get it there if it ever is going to be there.”

And the Sams. This is what I feel like telling him.
But he goes on to tell the ways he's changed. “T've
learned a lot about forgiveness. I've been judgmental all
my iite. I was raised like that: taught to be a judge. It's
something I've struggled with a lot. But I've made a lot
of inroads and have pretty much stopped judging peo-
ple. I've let go of first impressions: you know —this per-
son isn't very pretty, or is fat, or I don't like this or
that —those ideas that go through our heads when we

meel somecne. 1 was ralsed with judgment. My mother
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was extremely critical of people and races —the whole
thing. She was prejudiced. I've had to learn to not be
that. I haven't totally whipped it. 1'll be honest: | some-
times get carried away. But I've made serious inroads.

“One mornming, early, about five, T was in bed and
something woke me up. There was a vowce, 1 swear 1t,
that said, Step playing God! It was incredible. And Katie
said, "Good, you can hear.” I do think I had a tendency
to do that—to play God. 1 think a person who 1s judg-
mental 1s playing God. 1 don't hear voices, but that voice
was as clear as anything 've ever had happen to me.”

Sam laughs. There’s something childlike and
innocent about this man who's been so much a man of
the world for more than sixty years, This man who has
made and lost several fortunes, who knows his way
around, who 1s —nght now—on the verge of financial
collapse and already has the creative idea that will
amass another fortune. This man is playing. He’s
mnocent. A child.

“I love Katie more than anybody that 1 know,
maybe with the exception of my wife, because Katie 1s
the most wonderful, the most loving —1t’s just an
incredible experience to be in her presence. The last
time 1 was with her, I spent a Saturday, the greater
portion of the morning and afternoon, with her. We sat
in the living room of her home. I was in a space I'd
never been before. It was the ‘be here now’ experience
that you read about —that's exactly where 1 was. I was
totally at peace. It was a marvelous experience, and ]
was able to keep it and bring it home. I kept it through
the night. But it eventually went away. I can bring 1t
back, though, for brief snapshots, but 1t won't hold. 1
think it will hold eventually, though; I know where to
go to get it. So that's good.
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"Katie has made me become a lot more responsi-
ble for me, for my own happiness. She’s taught me to
like myself better, something that was difficult for me; I
went many years without liking myself at all. It was a
true gitt. The Work she does is excellent. It's hard to
catch the essence of it in a booklet, tholigh; you almost
have to experience it with her.

“What sets Katie apart is her love, her absolutely
unconditional love. And her realness. She is incredi-
ble. I can have more fun with her, I can cry with her.
She’s wonderful. I love her. She’s beautiful and her
spirit 1s. . . I've never met anyone else like her and
never hope to again. That's very special.

“A commitment changes your life, there’s no ques-
tion about it. I think it changes it for the better. 1 think
that, as I told you before, that I feel some fear about
continually going on into the spiritual, about pressing
into this thing, but I really want to. I really want to.”

My conversation with Sam is drawing to a close.

I can tell because I've learned that as people try to talk

about how Byron Kate influenced them, they eventu-
ally have only expressions of love. The Work of trans-
formation is ongoing and it is their own. Byron Katie
1s, as she always said she was, a mirror ~what we look
like on the other side.

“I don't know what else I can tell you—I just love
her and love her and love her.” ==
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Byron Katie spends Holy Week with me. Except
for this chapter, the first draft of the manuscript 1s
complete. We go through every word, every sentence.
Is it true? Is it the best way to say it? What are the
words for that which has no words? We sit in sunlight
on the pafio. Early in the morning we begin and work
unti] night. We move from place to place: the writing
room, the fireplace room. The American language
structure is inadeqguate to Byron Katie's experience in
that it requires dualistic thought—a subject and an
object. Even the simplest sentence moves from the
original state of being in which she lives. "I am.” As
soon as [ say “I,” | have moved one step away. What 1s
pure subjectivity, and how can it be expressed?
Sometimes we speak and write in circles and need to
delete much of it. We laugh. We play with language.

On Holy Thursday afternoon, John and I take
her to the airport and I come home to begin what, m
my spiritual tradition, is called the Sacred Triduum: the
solemn remembrance of the death and resurrection of
Jesus whom we call the Christ. In ritualized reenact-
ment, we Christians make present for ourselves all the
passovers: from nothingness to being, from darkness to
light, from slavery to freedom, from sin to grace, from
death to life, from temporal to Eternal Life. We bring
opposites together and act out the healing of dualism.
We form a procession of candlehght from the church to
the garden. We stand singing under the full moon. We
make ready for the stroke of grace that transforms the
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human, that reveals to us the divine and always present

center of our reality.

Easter Sunday morning rises clear. | have a lot of
singing to do. | dress in white and go early to the
church to practice with the choir. My voice feels free
and soars as if nothing of me can hinder it. Trumpets
announce the resurrection. The organ thunders. The
Allelwias open up space like a sonic boom. The lector
sieps to the pulpit. He announces: “You have died and
your life 1s hidden with Christ in God.”

At this moment [ break open like the Alleluia.
My individual life has died. What 1 called “1" 1s
echipsed, hidden, in the Christ who is hidden in God. 1

feel present everywhere, in everything, within each
person there in the church, between them, unbounded.
This must be what Byron Katie means when she says,
'l am not this bedy.” This body is only one of the forms
l take., 1 am many forms. I am the form of mustc. 1
am the form of each person here. 1 am the form of the
wind and cof the sun shining through the stained glass.
I am the form of the words being proclaimed. I am the
form of the Christ. And all form is transformed today.
All'1s hidden in God.

I have seen people die. My father died. I sat with
my Iriend who died when she was only torty-four. My
first husband of ten years died suddenly. My mother
died while I held her hand. “l.ife 1s changed, not taken
away, the priest proclaimed at every funeral. I tried to
understand. The form of my body changes during all
my hte; death changes that form radically, 1do not die.
I am not this body.

[ know that I can write the chapter on death now.
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"Death is a projection,” Byron Katie says, “of
everything you have ever been taught by human
thought on this planet. If no one had told me about
death, 1 wouldn't know what they meant. We don't
die. Death is not a possibility! It is something we use
to scare ourselves. Our thoughts of death are upside-
down thinking and don't work. The fear is projected
from our childhoods. We saw people wailing from see-
ing other people wailing and falling apart as we now
wail and fall apart perpetuating the lie. That is fear.
Fear 1s confusion and ignorance. The human condition
15 to protect the body because humans think they are
their bodies. They have forgotten they are thoughts,
being. They are not in touch with the awareness which
1s that of Everlasting Life.

"Every time the belief of death comes in, know it
s the result of this upside-down thinking. The people
who “die” and come back from near-death experiences
report the beauty, ecstasy, and peace they encounter.
Then there are the ones who step on over and don't
even bother to come back to report the obvious.

“Look for one proof that death isn’t good other
than your belief that they should rise and walk for your
benefit. It ts not possible to find it. There is only
Good. There is only God. There is only Joy! Any
thought that keeps me from Life is insane.”

I remember that my first meeting with Byron
came only three weeks after my mother’s death. Now,
in the presence of Byron's teaching, my thoughts

return to that experience.

It was early, a few minutes past six in the morning
of August 13, 1993. John had just left for work; I want-
ed to sleep some more. 1 closed my eyes. The phone
rang. It was so early 1n the morning; who would call me?
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It was my sister, Liz. She had tears in her voice.
“The nursing home called. Mom 1sn't dead —yet.”
Then she began to cry. “They said she hasn't eaten
anything for three days. Why didn't they call me?
They said to call my sister n California.” We talked. 1
don’t remember the words. I teld her T would be 1n
Minnesota by evening.

[ think now of that trip, the hours in the plane tly-
ing from the West Coast to Minnesota. Somehow,
even though I'd not yet met Byron Katie, 1 experienced
what she was later to tell me: “The ultimate existential
fear of humankind is the fear of what we see as death.
But death is not what you think it is. All you know 1s
that when the body stops, it is fearful to you. When
you can't see the person as alive, you don't trust that
life hasn't ended. When essence leaves the body and
the body just lies there, it scares you. Baut if essence
came back to body, body would report it had been in
an indescribably joyous place beyond itself. Because of
the generations of learned misbheliefs and fear, we are
unable {0 experience a peaceful, joyous life.

“Death is also lying in the arms of a loved one and
going to sleep. Every night we lay our head on the pil-
Jow and go to sleep. That i1s what death is. We were
put to bed each night by our parents, even before we
could constitute thought, and we automatically learned
to trust we would wake each morning.

“On what I call the “other side’ 1s the furess —
beliefs are the fe-rot-nesr. Any thoughts we try to put
onto that condition of X iimit the funess. H Lv, com-
plete, beyond words to describe!

"My own experience is that 1 live in this com-
pleteness. It is the peace I walk in. I don't know’ any-
thing. | don't have o higure anything out. I gave up n
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time, forty-three years of thoughts that go nowhere,
and now I can know the Jsr-not. Peace. Joy. Absolute
fulfillment of watching everything unfold in front of me
as me. | am a perpetuated mind cause already existing,

here to correct itself, now. It is the same as death.
Being! 1don't know that I am —1 Am.”

——

Thick air wrapped me as soon as 1 stepped from
the plape into the flightway. Humidity. 1'd forgotten.
My brother-in-law, Steve, stood toward the back of the
crowd. He smiled. I expected him to say something
about Mama, was she still alive? He said nothing.
Gave me a hug. Smiled again. Then he took me over
to where Liz was sitting in a wheelchair by the wimn-
dow. She smiled too. I asked about her broken foot; 1
said | hadn't expected her to be there.

Was Mama dead? Was Liz being brave, not
wanting to tell me here in public? I preferred to wait
rather than to ask. On the way to the baggage claim,
Liz finally said something like, “Mom 1s still holding
on. I spent the day with her.”

[ wanted to go right to the nursing home. I heard
Liz say, “Be sure you take care of yourself; you keep
vigils and forget to take care of yourself.” 1 mentally
instructed myself to be reasonable, Pace myself. Not
mmagine | must be with Mama every moment, responsi-
ble, somehow, for guiding her through death. I don't
have that kind of wisdom, that kind of POWET.

Mama's eyes were closed and she was breathing
very fast. How many times had I been here in my
mind, beside her, dying? My mother, dying, in all the
others I loved who died. The mother, dying in my
dreams since I began to dream and death moved inex-

141




— A CRY IN THE DESERT ~—

orably toward her house with fire to destroy her. |
could not protect her. [ could not stop it.

I took her hand. It was still ser hand. Soft. But
so wet, clammy. Fever, Her face too. Clammy. Liz
called the nurse. Her temperature was just about 100,
her blood pressure holding at what the nurse called
normal. So small. Her bones were the bones of birds
fallen from nests. Her hair was spread on the pillow
over her head, still almost black, straight. Her skin
was not gray like all those others | watched die. She
raciated a kind of light. It fooled me. She won't die
tonight, I concluded, or tomorrow. She will die on
Sunday, on the {east of the Assumption of Mary.

Liz said she would not be staying the night.
Something in me felt bound to Mama as though once
standing beside her I could not move. But I reasoned
that if [ were going to stay with her all the next day
and night, then ] had better go with Liz and sleep.
We sat by her bed just a little more than an hour. We
sang to her. “"Goodnight Sweetheart” and "My Wild
irish Rose.” We kissed her and said we would return
in the morning.

My nephew, Javid, let me use his room, He had
a waterbed. It hugged me. I felt emersed in a cloud.
But I didn’t sleep much.

At tour in the morning the phcmr-: rang. | awoke
immedhately. /1l the nursing fome, 1 thought and 1 wait-
ed for Liz to come to the door. But she didn't come. If
she didn’t hear the telephone, which was sitting right
above her bed, then it hadn't really rung. | must have
dreamed 1t. | had difficulty getting back to sleep. It
would be a long day and 1 intended to stay up all night
with Mama. [ kept thinking of the poem I wrote last
year; it ended with the words:
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i i o

MAMA MAMA

Let the fire die.

Let me hold you once
Before you fly;

Be a bird in my hand
Resting Nesting

One again with everything
We ever hoped to understand
About our hearts

Your heart

Hiding

In my too too frozen life.

-= =

I was up at 7:30, which is really 5:30 my time.
But I wasn’t thinking about time. I planned to shower
and then Liz and I would go to the nursing home. It
seemed early to me. It wasn't really early. Then Liz
was up. While she was getting dressed the phone rang.
A voice said, “Your mother is low. You'd better come
over.” I told the voice we would do that; I'd just show-
er. She said, “I don't think you have time to shower;
she might not wait for that.”

It was sprinkhng. A big thunderstorm was mov-
ing in fast on the Twin Cities. This was the edge of it.
In the parking lot, Liz told me to get out of the car
and run in. She'd follow as fast as she could with her
broken foot.

There were three nurses in Mama's room, and she
was dying. “Oh, good, you're here,” one of them said.
"She waited for you.” I hurried around to the side of the
bed where I could see her face, and I took her hot, damp
hand. “Mama” came like a sob straight from my heart.
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[ laid my head close to hers. Her breathing was irregu-
lar with long pauses berween breaths and her eyes were
open. Her lungs were filled up and the breath rattled.

Then Liz was with me.

"Go to God, Mama,” | said and | cried again. The
nurses left the room. Liz and I were alone with her.

Seme phlegm came from her lungs and ran out of
her mouth. Liz wiped it away with a tissue and [
thought, Lz io the mother now, doing the miotherly things.

We both became quiet. Time seemed to stop.
There was a big space where all three of us seemed to
be holding our breath. Mama's face looked so living.
That's what had fooled me the night before. Her face
was tuminous. Several times the space between her
breaths was so l-:::-ng ithat | thc}ug}lt she was dead, but
she breathed again.

Then she closed her eyes. At that moment, the
radiance seemed to release itself from her face and dis-
appear. She didn't breathe again. 1 don't remember if
we cried. [ think we were silent. I think we just looked
at her. She was gone. 1 searched around the room for
her spirit. When my first husband died, his spirit
stayed in the room for about a hour. 1 could feel it.
Mama wasn't there. She was gone. Just then a thun-
derclap split the sky open. A deafening sound of rain.

[ shipped Johanna Sowa’s rosary, my great grand-
mother's rosary with the tiny beads, out of the medi-
cine pouch around my neck and laid it on Mama's
breast with the crucifix over her heart.

I held her hand. She was still warm. Her color
stowly faded, the markings of age on her hand disap-
peared as if by magic. "Let me hold you once before
you fly.”

[.iz and | sat, one on either side of our mother’s
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body. We tatked. Some of it was business. What do
they need at the funeral home? Do we have clothes
for her? Do they need a picture? When do they need
these things? Some of it was miracle. Ihd you see
what I saw? The light? Do you think we actually
saw her leave?

Liz began to take Mama's things down from the
walls, from out of the drawers, the pictures, the
clothes. Most of the clothes didn't really belong to her;
they were hand-me-downs from other women who
died. What was left of hers? So little. Not enough to
fill a box. She had let go of everything. She dispos-
sessed herself. The poor in spirit. The child who had
nothing of her own. “Unless you become as little chil-
dren. . .” Jesus said. Liz wanted to do this now, orga-
nize things. It helped her cope.

We left most of the clothes. I wanted her hat, her
tattered blouse with the green and burgundy Howers.
She wore it so often. Liz took the vest 1 crocheied.
The burnt orange afghan | made was lost.

It was just past noon. We didn't want to be there
when the hearse arrived. We wanted to leave her as
she was, there in bed. Others would care for her body.

We took her hands and formed a circle. We sang
“May the Road Rise Up to Meet You.” You are the
love of my heart. Good night.

I took the rosary and put it back into the medicine
pouch. Liz crossed Mama's hands over her heart. She
laughed just a little and commented that Mama never 1n
her life held her hands just like that. Liz started for the
car. I stood alone with Mama's body for a moment,

God-speed, Mama. 1 kissed her. I turned and
walked from the room.
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This s how Byron Katte can say there is no
death. Form is all that dies and, even in that event we
call “death,” form is not eliminated, simply changed,
transtormed, brought back and hidden in God.

All of Easter day I allow myself to flow from
form to form. The form of bread dough rising. The
form of roses, cut, placed in a vase. The form of bird
song from a distance. The form of John and his
brother arguing politics. The form of spring green
hills. The form of California poppies nodding in the
wind. [ am not this body. This body is but one of the
forms | take. My mother is not dead. Tler life is hid-
den with Christ, in God. ==
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LIVING A FULL LIFE

It 1s rare for Byron Katie to meet with a group
and not be asked about death. A woman, eyes brim-
ming with tears, asks about her father who recentl.},r
died. A man with cancer says he fears his death.
Byron responds gently. What follows is a complation

of those responses.

If I'm to be aware of living a full life, I must be
successful in dying a thousand times each day. Every
belief T let go of is death —death of old concepts/beliefs
that don't serve, beliefs passed on from the beginning
of thought that you call time.

When humans believe death to be a terrible thing
and don’t want it and they believe that anything threat-
ening their safety will cause death, they simply are hv-
ing in the fear that they will “kill” their bodies and
therefore die. Death is a sweet, wonderful thing that
has been distorted. One way you can know that is to
know that all human thinking 1s a mirror image unless
it comes from a place where there 1s no contraction felt
on the body during the thought.

If you think of injury to your body, you automati-
cally and, perhaps, unconsciously are experiencing fear
of death. Know that your thought is insane. For
example, I can think about taking an airplane and, it it
were to crash, 1 would be peaceful on the way down
because | know how very beautiful the moment to
moment of life 1s. Why would I miss the trip down by
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projecting what isn't? Namely, death. There 1s only
one death: the falling away of an untrue belief.

Every time you go on a trip you leave everything
you have here. You leave your heart’s desires. You
leave your home and your interests and your family —
the symbals you hold most dear, what you think you
live for. But you leave. You just do it. Ounly your
thoughts that you get to go back home to them makes
you comfortable with leaving. If you felt you could
never go back there again, it's possible that you would
be feeling all kinds of torment.

To leave is as good as to stay. If you are sitting at
home and you don’t want to Jeave but someone calls
and says, “Let’s go to Disneyland,” all of a sudden you
want to leave. This is the reason you don't want to
die. You don't have the higher information. You don't
trust death. Tt is a lack of faith to say that living 1s
kigher than what we call death. This 1s insane, upside-
down thinking that keeps us from living Life in thus
moment, in Reality.

Your ego has to terrify you all the time or you
would go home to God in the body as 1 have done.
This is what I'm here to live. When we are out of
thinking, when we let go of having to know all the
whys, whens, wheres —then everything that Is
becomes visible. The consciousness of the Isness, the
same as death, comes through.

The Isness & without extension. There 1s no per-
ception, form, thought. This is sometimes scary for
humans because they don't expand their consciousness
enough to grasp this, so they stay terrified. The perfec-
Lion is inconceivable, especially that it could come from
being still and quiet and free of useless beliels; free of

beliefs that, of themselves, are useless. 1f humans can't
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believe they can create something, as if they were gods,
they tend to believe they are not fulfilling their purpose.
Our purpose 1s simply to know ourselves as that that
we are. Creation is already created. Can't you see?

In the Isness we merge with God. We discover
that merging when we go back to the heart plac& and
touch Home. We all yearn for and have the ability of
going there—going Home. But every belief/thought
we have takes us away from God. This again is death.
[t is a conscious death. So to wake from erroneous
belief: that is Life! Literally, humans live in dying.
Live to die! And we fear what we live for!

Sometimes we fear the sorrow we think our death
would bring to those we love. But our beloveds would
move right along. Look at any family who has lost
someone and pay attention to how they adjust.

Excessive grieving can demonstrate a lot of pro-
jection. There is pain in, “Who is going to take care of
me? What am | going to do without her? Oh, my
God! I can’t live without her!” Those are their
thoughts. What they are going to do is go to work,
clean the house, carry on. They will do everything
they do, as 1If you were only gone for the weekend.
Except, they are going to carry on all the mental pain
and the project of “poor me, my beloved is gone!”
What a perfect opportunity to suffer! “I will use your
death to suffer!” Ultimate selfishness!

You can't cause them pain and suffering. That is
theirs. The fact is that on the da_}.f ﬂfynur funeral they
will wonder, “Who is going to do the dishes? Who is
gommg to send the thank you notes? Where are the
guests gong to sleep tomght?”

They are going to use you in the name of “Poor
me! Poor me! Oh, she was so wonderful!” All these
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machinations are their proof that it is legitimate to suf-
fer. 1 would say “Don't suffer in my name!”

In my Reality, death is Life. The only ditference 1s
our opinion. | teach one; the world teaches the other.
One serves; the other won't. | choose the one that
serves. 'This is sanity! To delude myself into thinking
death is bad is insane. No one knows that death is bad.

We look at the survivors of the death of a beloved
and we say, “Oh, it's bad.” Not truel Only for the
poor deluded people who are left behind who are
choosing suffering. “[ didn't do enough. [ didn't tell
him what [ should have before he died. Who 1s going
to take care of me? What am [ going to do; he's not
here?’ People use this beautiful existence of lile to suf-
fer! What they call death, 1 call a Celebration of Life,
Because they can't see it that way, death becomes a
legitimate opportunity to suffer. One of the biggest
dramas we can create is suffering. Death ot a close one
is a new opportunity to give me what they gave me and
to appreciate creatively as 1 do it.

The ego uses the thought of death to separate us
from God. The ego is a thought system we perpetuate
through the generations and each person builds on 1it.
The ego says we had better be atraid. It particularty
has its power in our fear of death. So we hear, "Watch
out, don’t run in the street.” Then we have many
thoughts about being hurt, or being killed, or being
incapacitated, or being in suffering, and we build on
those thoughts with all kinds of fantasies. Ewventually,
if the distortion of thinking is strong enough, we begin
to stay in the house because of the fear. And the ego
continues to terrify us with other thoughts and beliefs.
[ teach: Don't be careful; you might hurt yeurseif.

When we have an intuitive thought, 1t 1s our 1in-

150

— LIVING A IFULL JAFE —

touch-ness with the Creator. But then we think “this is
my own idea” and in that thought the e¢go takes over the
creation, the gift, the divineness, and the true flow
stops. The ego beheves it 15 1n control; then we effort,
we plan, we worry, we work harder because the ego is
tn fear if it thinks it tsn't in control. Fear is built upon a
multitude of beliefs and its name 1s dis-ease. Body fol-
lows mind and reflects this visibly. That i1s not living.
We live when we are in nonbelief —open, waiting, trust-
ing, and loving to do the thing appearing in front of us.

Life 1s available when we let go of old concepts
that don't serve us. There is only the death of the ego.
Everything other than the lie 1s Joy and Life. This 1s
Truth. We can know 1t threug}] our sons, daughters,
friends, husbands, and wives. They, like the bedy,
appear as the reflection of our minds beuneing back
that we may see ourselves.

You move totally away from the mind of
God/Good when you believe you have a legintmate rea-
son to suffer. Tt is the state of the ultimate Anti-Christ.
People can then say, "Oh, why did she leave; why did
she leave?” One answer is, “God is just a real son-of-a-
bitch!” Then they can really keep themselves dead
sick. The Truth of “why did she leave” 1s: "She’s
gone!” How do we know it’s for the best? She’s gone!
Reality . How do we know? Here it 1s.

Know there is no death! Diseased cells stop
reflecting back, will relax and stop multiplying when
you know this. When you are taking medicine or domg
something to kill such cells as cancer, know they are
supreme in their intelligence. They are the bedy; the:-g
will survive untold obstacles. Yet they are mutations
and they are masters. They thrive on tear! They are
fear, When there i1s no fear reflecting from mind, they
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relax and become this beautiful blend of the system and
fall away. But as long as you are scaring you (fear of
death, which is to say, thoughts opposite of God/Good),
thoughts reflect back as what we call cancer cells. Call
it fear, not cancer. Call it untrue beliel syslems, not can-
cer. Know yoursell. You are your cancer. You are the
something that {eeds your death. It isn’t only cancer
cells but any disease we have created that we name for-
eign to our system. How can I know my mind if my
body doesn't reflect mind back to me? Cause and effect.
God 1s good — 1 create cancer thinking otherwise.

FFear 1s a full-time job. Fear is the human condi-
tion when we forget. Forgetting is a word for pain and
sutfering. Remembering is peace and heaven.

Unlearn fear. Make Truth available to yourself,
You don't know what death 1s. If you did, you would
rejoice. Take the power from the word. Every time
you think the word death, think Life. Fear s simple to
think. You could lose something or not get something.
You die over the fear of the something, but when you
look at the fear in Truth it always breaks down to your
mind being afraid of dying.

in humankind we have been taught erroneous
beliels. IF you reverse these beliefs and go 10 the other
polarity or opposite idea, you pretty much have the
Truth. Iwant to reiterate: If you are in fear, you need to
turn from that fear and illusion toward the opposite pole
in order to be in Truth. When you find a balance with
this, you become a respecter of Life and the Unknown.

There is a bodily discomfort when the thought is
in fear. We call this a feeling. With practice you can
learn to acknowledge the feeling’s origin. For some
people it 1s a twist in the solar plexus or a pain in the
gut. That is the key. That is how we can use the body.
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It 1s the key that you have just formed an idea that
doesn’t work. It doesn't move toward peace. You go
inside yourself and ask: “Is this an honest thought?
What's in it for me to have this thought? Can I know
anything but good, really?”

An example 1s: "My father is arrogant.” This is
generally not a peacetul thought. Feel the contraction
in the body, perhaps in the heart, the solar plexus, the
gut, the neck. Then you can realize that you want him
to be different. You don’t want him to be himself, to
have his own thoughts, to be his own person. You want
bim to be and do everything in the way you would
dermand if you could. You have projected your own
arrogance onto him, onto someone outside yourself.
Realizing your own arrogance will allow you to release
him to be who he is. Then you are free too. You are
free from anger, arrogance, fear, pain, and bodily con-
traction. You have returned Home to Peace and Joy.

My father is arrogant? I am arrogant to think my
tather 1s arrogant. It is my arrogance in that one simple
judgment that sickens my body. How else could I know
my mind 1s off? Thank you, body, for reflecting my
mund. To change father ts hopeless. Can I recognize my
own arrogant judgment of him? When I can see it 1s not
him, it 1s me, I'm halfway Home. When I can see my
only guilt was my error in thinking, I'm healed wholly.

When you believe others should think and act as
you do, it 1s always going to cause disease on your body.
Always! It takes a great deal of consciousness to under-
stand this, but you have been judging that part of who
you are, your soul, when you judge someone else.
Judging is against the principle of Love. When you
judge the experiences other people choose, you are out
of Truth. They need 1o choose their own experiences, to
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{uitill their own soul journey. You need to do your own.,

So you bring it back into yourself: “"He s no
kind of father! . . . No! [ am no kind of son to judge
him as what 1 cannot know.” He is off the hook. You
don't have to contract and be in dis-ease. You are cor-
recled. He is hving his life the way he 1s choosing.
There are three kinds of business: my business, your
business, and God's business, If I stay only 1n my
business, I will be healed!

Alert yoursell (o the Truth. What 1s 1t you think
you are about to lose? What is 1t you want? Notice
carefully, because these are fear thoughts and will cause
you pain and misery. Then ask yourself: "Do my
thoughts work to make me happy? Do they bring me
Jov? 1 have a choice; do I choose Life or death?” You
have this opportunity every moment. 1t 1sn't later. lt1s
in every moment! Letting go. Unlearning. Unlearning
that there is death other than in your thanking.

You are dying every moment you don't choose to
correct truly an idea that doesn't bring peace. Living
in Truth is what Joy is. Anything short of that 1s
where death 1s. And ideas come 1nto that death —like
“Oh my God, I'm going to die and it must be terrible!”
We must unlearn that.

There is only Lafe. Death is an idea. Late 1s real.
That is why it is so painful when we don't know that.
People walk around in the painful physical result of
mind and forget the Truth that life i1s Joy!

Suflering ts just suffering. If I lose that prejudice,
[ don't have to suller anymore. 1've chosen to change
my mind and not sufier anymore. The way I choose to
live i1s in Joy. In Reality, I choose not to suffer any-
more. Every person should stop and think: "When did

i suffer last except in my mind?”
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To hve 1n fear is the inability to discern Reality.
You are hiving in the fear of what you perceive as the
Unknown, and fear of the Unknown is the fear of
death. It is fear in Life that we are experiencing.

Fear of death is fear of Life. This is a very high
awareness. Each time you move away from the peace
this awareness brings, you have to look at the thoughts
that pull you away. Then you are given ability to heal
the thoughts, and you can release them and go back
home again, back into the grace of Good, into peace.

When you step out of the fear and into Truth, the
living 1s right there in front of you to be experienced
now. Because 1t 1s the Unknown and comes up as we
perceive 1t, we can't plan or plot it. It is wonderful,
joytul Life. That is why the words “I am available” are
so important. You can be available to the Creator, to
the Creation, to the Body of God.

In my death experiences, | realized I fell into a
conscious state that 1s much higher than what I experi-
enced before. That is what [ am here to report. There
never has been a death. There never will be a death.
Each time I have experienced what people call "leaving
the body,” I realize that not once have I really left. We
don’t leave the body. There is nowhere to go. We are
This Now. Ewverything is consciousness. All our so-
called mullennia of teachings have been that God and
death are outside of us! Not true in my experience.
We are this Now and Now and Now!

This is the other realm. This is the All That Is.
Out of thought you can know that. You! You can
know that too! I am here to report to people. If I am
the Awareness-of-Consciousness-Observing-ltself, you
are that experience too, ===
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T am a cry in the devsert.
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THE CRY IN OUR SOULS

I am caught by what | do not want to fell. Byron
Katie says to write. We are the same, she says. That's
Bne when it means I am the beautiful one 1 see in front
of me, when I look in her eyes and see the Jove there.
But I've heard the stories of her past. They called her
“hell on wheels.” They called her “killer.” They meant
that she could work a deal, get money, be powerful. 1
don't want to repeat this story because 1 don’t want to
ceach into myself where 1 am that one. 1don't want to
see my own dark side.

Just let your fingers tell it, Byron Katie says. She
says, “Tell it, honey.” She knows we all are this one, all
the same one, all with this darkness 1 don't want to see.
[ resist her. For a year I resist. I let other people tell
the story: her mother, her children, her hrst husband. 1
tell myself they know better. I leave the story mn their
words. 1 know I've failed myself and you. I pretend 1
don't know. The book is almost ready for the press. A
woman calls me on the phone. Another comes to my
house. They read the manuscript. They tell me some-
thing 1s wrong.

I've written the facts. I've not written the whole
Truth. Truth shines as the essence of everything. Itis the
Light shining in darkness. Ttis the source of every cry.

We are cach a cry in the desert. As long as I deny
that cry, I can't know this woman, this Byron Katie. |
can't know mysell. The cry is a stumbling block. It1s
a cry out of everything that's dark, agonizing, dying. It
is the cry of death. It is the cry at the edge of a life of
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dreams. This cry rends the dream, tears 1t like paper,
like cloth, like a mask. This cry wakes us up to Reality.
There is One. One cry. One awakening. One Truth.

She is born. One day she thinks she is not loved.
She builds a life on that thought. She holds her life and
shakes it, demanding to be loved. She does whatever
she knows how. She marries, makes children, makes
money, makes deals, makes her mask, and is concealed
behind it even from herself. She is lost. She 1s angry.
She is desperate. She cries out. The mask tears.

Her story is that simple.

She wrestles with her demon and is wounded.
She wakes up from her dream and finds that she 1s
the Love.

Her story is that ancient.

She is what we all are. To know her story I must
find it in myself.

No one is exempted from this work.

=

Some time, hours or days, after meeting Byron
Katie, people begin asking how she came to be the
clear, loving, joyous woman that she is. "Were you
always like this?” they ask. “What happened to make
you this way? What is your story?”

She smiles and tries to tell of her life before awalk-
ening. She doesn't exacily “remember” mn the common
way we understand what it is to remember. She lives
without an experience of time.

The past is nonexistent. Everything 1s now. She
speaks in snippets of what we would call her past expe-
rience. She tells the story without chronclogy, as 1t
makes itself present to her. One must listen to her often
in order to collect the pieces and fit them together.
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Even then the story may not be complete.

It doesn't matter. [kt is everyone's story. This 1s
what Byron Kade tells me when I complain that 1 don't
know the facts well enough to write about her. What
she thinks of as her “autobiography” includes us all.
The details of her life hefore awakening are secondary
if not unnecessary. “"Write about yourself,” she smiles,
"1t 15 all the same.”

| go to her family, her mother, children, husband,
and former husband. I think that because of her
wealth, power, glamour, and the loss of these things, 1
will find a drama of enormous public interest.  But
what I find is something I don’t want to write.

Suffering, 1 discover, is a phantom that can nar-
row the boundaries of our worlds and drive us insane if
we believe that it is real. At the point of disappearance,
the sufferer cries out. This is the cry that rends the
temple veil, splits open the illusion we create, and
wakes us up.

It is the cry in the desert. ==
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WHAT ANYONE MIGHT BE

She was born Byron Kathleen Reid on an icy
December sixth in Breckenridge, Texas. 1t was
wartime, 1942. Byron's mother, Marion, had returned
home to Texas with her four-year-old danghter Sharon.
Marton wanted to be with her own mother, Janie
Campbell, during those last months of preguancy.
Times were hard in California where Marion lived with
her husband, Rodney, and their daughter. Rodney used
to have a job in Texas but war rationing shut down the
gasoline distributing company 1n Breckenridge. He
found a new job with the railroad in Califorma.

Breckenridge, Texas was a town of under ten
thousand people. While Marion was growing up, it
was booming. Qil and money gushed. Then the
depressiont hit. Marion leaves it at that as though one
ought to know, feel the slippage, the silences in the
streets, the big pumps closing down.

Byron's mother speaks in tones of a warm Texas
afternoon. She’s in her eighties now and hves 1n
California, but she was back in Texas when her second
daughter came slipping into the world in thirty minutes
flat on that cold and icy December day. "It was very,
very cold for that part of Texas. There was ice and
snow on the ground, which was not usual. We got up
and 1 dressed Sharon, the oldest, for Sunday School.
She was the only one I had at that time. 1 walked her
to the church. 1 didn’t realize what I was getting
into—ready to have a baby and taking an icy, snowy
walk —but 1 did i all the same. 1 felt uncomfortable
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but I didn’t really expect to have the baby that night.”

She dropped Sharon off and made her way to a
local restaurant, a gathering place for people in town, a
place to get the news, gossip a bit, warm her hands
around a steaming cup of cotfee.

The war filled everybody’s minds. Marion's
older brother, Thoinas, was already overseas.
Seventeen-year-old William had signed up and was
waiting around the house to be called. Even her sister,
Elizabeth, had left her job with General Motors to join
the WACS. All but Thomas and Marion’s eldest sister,
Dorothy, who had her hands full with a family of her
own, were home that Sunday waiting with Marion,
knowing the baby would come soon. “They kept me
amused during the day,” Marion remembers, but in
the evening they left to do whatever young people do
when there’s a war going on and they might soon be
overseas. Marion and her mother were alone when

the labor pain began.
S

[ittle Sharon slept. She couldn't be left alone.
Janie would need to stay home with her, but how
would they get Marion to the hospital? “The doctor
was a family [riend,” Marion delights in this story of
Byron's birth. As she speaks, each piece of the narra-
tive is a marvel to her. [n a tharoughly human fashion,
she's moved by each detail of this birth as though st 15 a
portentous thing regardless of how common it might
appear to someone else —how much kke any birth.

“About seven-thirty the kids were all gone and we
had nobody to keep the baby and [ knew that I should
go to the hospital. So I called my doctor, who said he'd
pick me up and take me to the hospital. My mother
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stayed there and took care of Sharon until one of the
other children came home.

“I had the baby in thirty minutes! I'd done a fool-
ish thing: While I waited for the doctor 1 went in and
took a hot bath, which immediately brought labor on
hard. [ barely got to the hospital] My mother showed
up just about the time Katie was born.

“She was the most beautiful baby I ever saw. She
wasn't red, she was pink and white and round and she
had fingernails and curls on her neck. Of course they
tell all the mothers that, you know, “She’s so beautiful.’
But she was; she was just a beautiful baby.”

After six weeks in Breckenridge, Marion returned
to Bakersfield, California, and soon afterward her moth-
er joined her to help with the children. Texas felt lonely
to Janie, what with everyone gone: Dorothy had her
own life and the other three were at the military’s beck
and call. Marion couldn't find help in Bakershetd, not
for a mother with an infant and a four-year-old. And
she needed help. Marion hadn't planned on motherhood
to begin with. She wanted to be a businesswoman and
before the babies came she had a fine start in Ready-to-
Wear. She not only sold clothes, but she was also a
buyer and accountant for the company.

Describing her life with the babies —three of
them, Rodney William was born twenty-three months
after Byron Kathleen —Marion laughs. “I didn't know
what | was doing. Oh, I was old enough! I diudn’t have
my first baby until, let’s see, she was born in July and 1
was twenty-five in August, so 1 wasn't young. But I
didn’t intend to go into this family thing. 1'd never kept
house. There weren't any conveniences—no washing
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machines —and here 1 was with two babies within
twenty-three months of each other! 1 thought I was a
business girl, and suddenly I had three babies! Bui we
both ioved babies. In that era you either had babies or
you didn't. You trusted a lot to luck. Whenever we
found outl we were going to have another one, we were
very happy about it. As far as I'm concerned, the years
I had the children and while they were growing up
were the best years of my life. They were wonderfull”
Railroad people move around a lot. Bakersheld to
Needles; Needles to Barstow and back to Needles.
Needles had the Colorado River but Barstow was high-
er up and cooler. Sometimes the heat became oppres-
sive enough even in Barsiow to drive Marion out of
California and back to her mother in Texas. They trav-
eled, tock the children and went to the South, to
Florida, to the Smokey Mountains. Rodney worked.
"He was a real quiet man,” Marion says. “l thought he
was a wonderful father. | suppose vou could say his
whole life was being the father and husband. He

worked to support us and we always had an easy Iife.”

== e

They called their middle child Katie. The name
“Byron” was a concession to the family. Janie
Campbell had a cousin, an orphan who was raised, mn
part, by Janie’s father. The orphan’s name was Byron.
She came to the family with a smalt amount ol inherit-
ed money that the Campbell’s invested for her and
returned to her at the time of her marriage. Her hus-
band, an ambitious young man with no meney ol his
own, parleyed her money into a several million dollar
oil empire in Oklahoma.

The millionaire Byrun came to visit when Marmon
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was pregnant with her second child. She confronted
Janie. “I notice that none of your children have named
any of their children after me!” Janie replied that she
had nothing to do with the naming of her grandchildren.

“Well, I'll tell you this much,” Byron lifted her
head and looked down on her cousin, “if they don't,
there’s nobody else in the family that’s going to leave
them any money.”

After she left, Janie went to Marion. “You'd bet-
ter name that child Byron.”

Marion wasn’t about to be forced.

Janie argued. “Well, you know, there's also that
relative of your dad’s. His name’s Byron too.”

When Marion still was not convinced, Jame
pleaded, “1 wish you'd do it to please me. Byron hasn't
any children. It would make her happy.”

Marion laughs about it now. “I love that story,”
she chuckles. “Byron did leave Katie five thousand
doliars, which was enough, at the time, to get her
through collage. You know, Katie didn't care much for
the name, Byron, but it grew on her. Her name 1s
Kathleen, Byron Kathleen. Recently I think she decid-
ed she likes the name Byron best. She changed her lite
around, maybe she felt the need for a new name.”

“When Katie was little,” Marton remembers, “we
lived in a neighborhood of twenty-one children, and
ours was a double corner lot. I had the biggest yard
and 1 didn’t allow my children to wander the neigh-
borhood. As a result I had all the neighborhood chil-
dren in my yard. One day I went out to find Katie 31t -
ting on the curb and all the other kids playing and
yelling. She just sat there. 1'd seen this belore, so |
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went out and sat on the curb by her, and | said,
*‘Honey, why aren’t you playing? Den't you want to
play?’ She turned her litile head toward me and said,
*No, 1 don't want to play, Mama; | just want to watch,’
I understood because 1 was a watcher too; | wasn't a
mingler when 1 was a kid. And 1 said, "Well, all right,
you just watch; but if you want to play, you go ahead
and join in.” She said, "All nght.” But she went on
watching. She had that Little thing about her, to sit

back a lot of the time and just observe.”

T p——
=, Beos

“I wasn't shy,” Byron says now. "Ske called 1t
‘shy.” Her stories are that I would sit on the curb and
suck my thumb and that T didn't talk until 1 was,
maybe, five or six. She called it “shy’ but 1 don't
remember shyness at all. 1 remember just not having
anything to say. Just observing.

“A year or so ago | remembered an experience; 1t
came back to me clearly. | knew that the whole
world — that ihere was no world, that it didn't exist
except for the thing in front of me. I was probably
three or four years old. 1was lying in bed in our house
in Needles on Pailmway Street. 1 was supposed to be
napping. | was still. 1 was aware that my mother was
working between the living room area and the kitchen.
Then my mind went to another country, a place 1'd
heard someone S}JEEL]{ of, and I knew none of 1t existed.
Only what I could see existed, and | was to observe it.
That was clear, so clear. As time went on though, 1 lost
that clarity because the concept of time and space 1s
reinforced here. And so [ unlearned what [ had dis-
covered about the nature of Reality. My experience is

that we all have those recollections when we are quiet.
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The more aware we become, the more we remember.”

What do children hear? What do they see? A
small girl sits cross-legged in the California summer
dust. Her face is smeared. No one helped her blow
her nose. She’s sticky with sweat and the tiny sharp
stones grind into her legs where she sits. Somebody
comes out of the house. It's her mother. Her mother
wants something. “Don't suck your thumb!” the little
girl hears. The small girl, Katie, follows her mother
back to the house and her mother closes the door.
"Katle, stay outside.” Later Katie's sister, Sharon, goes
in. Little Rodney goes in. Everybody goes inside but
Katie. She sits in the hot dust and watches, and she
believes she’s nothing to be wanted, nothing to be
touched, nothing to be loved. Mother said stay outside
and Katie thought she meant forever. Her perception
was off; she heard “forever.” Little Katie's perception
was off. She couldn’t hear the mother who said
“Sweetheart, don’t such your thumb. Stay outside now
and you can come in in a while.”

Byron says that little Katie was deaf. She
stopped asking.

"I went to the door one day,” Byron Katie speaks
low, softly, “and it was locked. I never asked again. 1
stayed out and I would wet my pants out there and 1
would sit in the dirt. 1 could feel the dirt and gravel
on my legs. 1 just sat there and I wouldn't come 1n
until mother said so, not even to the bathroom. |
watched my brother and sister go in and out of the
house for anything they wanted. 1 believed that they
could and I couldn't, that T was unloved. My belief is
what shut me down most of my life. I perceived my
mother and father as not loving me. Today 1 see clear-
ly the insanity of that child that was me. Itis clear my
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parents always loved us equally.

“That was my silence. [ shut Love olf from itself
and it began to die. That’s the death. It says "I'm not
loved,” and it looks around for the lie to proveit. Orit
says “I'm not and you are.’ It's death. And Ido that...
until 1 don't. At forty-three years old, and awake, 1t
came to me: [ orphaned me. T made myself homeless,
motherless, | didn’t ask.”

A man lived next door. He smiled. He nvited
Katie in. He talked to her. He touched her. She calls
it “the molest.” She went to him.

"I wouldn't be surprised if I didn’t talk to him at
all; T think I would remember if I did. 1 just watched
him and he would do what he did. He would touch
me. | was three or four. To be touched, even though it
hurt, was like being wanted. 1 allowed the touch.
Somehow | perceived it wasn't okay at home, to touch,
that [ would be punished. It was my perception.

"I remember that my father was bouncing my lit-
tle brother on his lap and I asked if I could do it and
anger came out of him. It felt like punishment to me.
That was how | perceived it. Bouncing was ckay for
other people but not for me.

"Next door, at the other house, he wanted to
touch me. It wasn't until I was forty-three that 1
learned, from an experience others call child abuse,
that ] would do anything for Love. Anything tor Love.
Anything. This experience was the teacher of "my
nature is l.ove.” Love has no option other than to expe-
rience the revelation of itsell, revealed. 1 just didn't
know how to dv Love, and so I did what was available.
I had no teachers that I could hear sanely.

“All teaches Love in the long run. Awake, 1
understand. QOutside of time and space 1 am so grate-
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ful to that experience. All needs are supplied so that I
can ultimately know my Self. Who am I to say what
form understanding should take? Every experience of
my life is for this: 1 give it to you as the Gift of Me.
My experience is all I have. 1 am the Gift. The
‘molest’ experience is one small facet of the Gift that
Am. I Am the known Gift in its entirety. These small
facets are the darknesses that block out the Light.
Brought to understanding they become the ultimate
Gift but only available to those who are no longer will-
ing to be deaf or blind. The Gift is made available only
to those who are willing to look beyond what they
think they know.

“From three-year-old eyes 1 have seen all that I
have done as misdirected love, and I share it with you
today. Love need do nothing. All of the harm I did all
those years to me and you—because what is done to
one is done to all—all of the harm 1 did was muisdirect-
ed but, nonetheless, Love.” ==
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MASOUERADE

Against the pain of being not enough, Katie con-
<tructed a mask. A masqgue. A masquerade. A drama
- which she starred as the one who could do and have
everything. She didn’t know what she was doing. No
one does, really, when we construct that ego which
imagines itsell separate from the One. She wanted to
survive. She wanted to be someone.

She forgot the molest and what she calls her
other imagined realitics. She hid the memory of that
child who sat in the dirt and wet her pants because
<he believed she wasn't worthy to go in and out of the
house. Katie concealed her innocence under her pam
and then dulled her pain with efforts to be poputar
and to achieve.

Katie's family observed family traditions, brought
the exiended family together for holidays. Even
Katie's grandmother came from Texas for celebrations.
Marion recalls that Katie became the center of fun.

“There wasn't a person in the world more fun
than Katie. Even when everyone was bored 1o death,
Katie got us Jaughing,” Marion recalls. She was oblivi-
ous 1o Katie's experience of not belonging. “Once
Katie had a feeling that she didn't quite fit in. Her sis-
ter, Sharon, could hardly believe it. Sharon told her,
*Katie, you were the catalyst for alf the fun!’ Katie was
the life of the party.”

The mask became indiscernible, a second skin.
By the time she entered high school in Needles, no one
cuessed there was anything else to Katie but this pret-

— MASQUERADE -

ty, popular, vivacious girl who seemed able to get what-
ever she set her mind to.

The Reids lived across the street from the
Robinsons. Bob Robinson, their son, went to school
with Katie; they were in the same grade. For a time
they coexisted in the neighborhood, hardly noticing the
presence of the other. He was a dark-haired boy who
liked sports, who got his way. She was a pretty blond
in a covey of other teenaged girls, whispering secrets,
gigaling over mysteries about which a boy doesn't have
a clue. One day Katie wore a black dress with tiny red
dots scattered all over it like stars. She stood out from
the crowd. Bob noticed.

It's a heady feeling, to be pursued. lt's intoxicat-
ing. Bob was, as Marion describes, “devastatingly
handsome.” He played football. He had a car. He
wanted to date Katie. She didn't want to hurt his feel-
ings, and she didn't know anything else to do but what
he wanted. She accepted.

Their parents worried. “They locked beautitul
together,” Katie's mother remembers. “When they were
in high school, Katie's father and I tried everything to
break up that relationship. However, her father was
very, very fond of Bob. He was a fine young man in lots
of ways. He very early got a job and worked all through
high school; then he went to college. He did things for
himself. He certainly had all the requirements.”

Most worrisome to Marion was Bob's intensity of
will. “He was just forceful,” she reflects, “he was deter-
mined to have his way. He'd overrule Katie because he
was the biggest. I'm sure it must have been a terrible
thing for her because her father was such a quiet man.

I don’t suppose she ever heard her father raise his
voice in her life.”
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Maybe it was as Marion says, maybe not. Katie
arried Bob. First she went to college for a while 1o
Arizona while he did his college stint at Sam
Bernardino. They both quit. They were nineteen,
What do you do at ninetcen, married? They lived n a
Little trailer in Fresno. It was hot. Katie was pregnant.
There wasn't enough of anything.

Bob had a job with PG&E. Katie gave birth to 2
son, Bab, Jr. They moved into a little house with an
evaporative cooling system. PG&E management saw
Bob's potential and trained him. Perhaps things were
looking up. Perhaps the mask was just becoming even
mare firmly fixed.

The Robinsons took their little boy and moved to
Dakershield and then to San Luis Obispo, each move a
promotion for Bob. Then they were living back in
Needles where alongside the PG&E job, Bab began
studying for his private electncal contractor’s license,
which eventually put him into business for himself.

There's a seductiveness in money and possessions.
It can capture you. Katie had an instinct for success.
Bob brought the money home and Katie invested it. She
bought up most of the business properties in downtown
Needles, California. Money gushed up like oil. They
bought property on the Colorado River and the house
that formerly belonged to Marion and Rodney. They
{illed it many nights and weekends with people who
drank their liquor and made deals to generate more
money. They made room for two more children, Ross
and Roxann. Now there were five. The children grew
and played by the river while their parents worked.

The Robinsons got rich. They became powerful.
Katie and Bob were supposed to be happy; they were

living the American Dream.
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This then is the dream, the masquerade: Kate
wants more. The movies say money will make her
happy. She has money. TV says be powerful, be
seductive, be glamorous, be sexy, be the center of
attention. She does all that. Katie still wants more.
She buys another building; she has another drink.
She isn’t happy.

The young children run wild, unsupervised and
delighted. Katie is wild. She pushes herself, takes on
another project, starts a business women's association.
More people come out to the river house. She serves
hors d'oeuvres and fine aged Scotch whiskey. She
brings out the Tanqueray and shakes a dry martini.
She ties up another contract; she pushes through
another deal. The children are out until after dark.

[t goes on for years. Katie wants more. The more
she gets, the emptier she feels. She seethes. The empti-
ness is fuel that, touched by an angry word, explodes.
Bob's anger yells. Katie flares. Frustration erupts.
They work upon each other like sparks on oil. Like
electricity. They touch each other and get burned.

Bob's gone a lot. He makes money hand over hist.
Fancy motels, shopping centers—electrical contracting
is big business. Paul comes over in the evening and
fishes from the dock. He makes friends with the chil-
dren. He's a point of quiet 1n a storm.

Paul weaves through Katie's life like a thread. He
is earth-toned and real. She hears his voice from far
off. She remembers the tone of him from her child-
hood. Young Paul laughed, called out, his voice a calm
thing just outside her bedroom window once when she
was a little, little girl. 1t was the first time little Katie
thrilled to hear a voice. His laughter rang in her. She
fell in love. She ran to the window. Who was this
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laughter, this voice? She looked for him every day.
She waited for that voice but didn't hear it again.

Paul works in construction too. ke is older than
Katie by fifteen years. Bob thinks Paul is of a different
generation, Ie doesn’t know that Katie has loved the
man forever.

Paul shows up at a party given in his company's
honor. One look and Katie is back in love. She has
been drinking heavily. In Bob's presence, she telis
everyone she will marry this man, Paul. Bob stands by.
Maybe he hears. Maybe he pays attention. Maybe not.
He doesn't know, and Katie doesn’t yet remember, that
she has loved this older man since Paul was mneteen
and paving the street outside her window in 1946.

Does it matter? Paul doesn’t take the pain away.
Fven Paul is not enough. He cannot fill the emptiness.

That’s all there is. Over and over. Katie has
everything. She might as well have won the lottery.
Katie has nothing. She wants more. There's always
more and it amounts to nothing. What a sorry joke,
this masquerade. She's gorgeous and she doesn't care.
She never can be pretty enough or rich enough or
powerfu! cnough. She'd have to have all the money, all
the husbands, all the houses, everything.

The children are wild.

The [amily dog eats poison and drowns.

rrhETE isn't H.I']y more. 'E‘.‘:_:F_'--'J--

f/'_h\'t
\ J,
N

THE HIGHER THING

Fear of loss magnetizes us away {rom Truth: loss
of acceptance, loss of friends, loss of reputation, loss of
home, loss of position, loss of dreams, loss of precon-
ceived ideas, lass of beliefs, loss of traditions, loss of
the world we've spent lifetimes building up n our
image, loss of our ideas about God.

The Truth Byron tells is one I've always known
but didn’t trust because I'd never met anyone who
lived it consistently. 1 feared it might be a mistake.
Who wants to let go of everything for a mistake? 1
look at her and see that we never let go of anything
that doesn't bring in something higher. She calls 1t evo-
lution. It's the natural movement of being —toward the
higher thing. We cannot make a mistake. What was
manifest in the last moment is lost now. The present
moment is. Whatever the present moment brings 1s
higher, more complete, filled with more potential.
Byron says, “How do we know? Here it is.” The pain,
the beauty, the hope, the blindness, the tightness, the
generosity, the tears and laughter and birth and
death —life itselfl—brings each of us to the moment of
Truth and, though all those former things have evapo-
rated like mist in the sunlight, here is the Fullness of
Being, the higher thing.

I continue to be amazed by the turn this woman's
life took. Conversion: A turning within the self, a turn
towards Truth. It's a barely perceptible shift in con-
sciousness that transforms the world. "I saw a new

heaven and a new earth,” cried John, the author of the
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Book of Revelation when taken up into the same exper:-
ence as Byron's, “for the first heaven and the first earth
were passed away . . . there shall be no more death,
neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any
more pain: for the former things are passed away’
(Rev. 21:1, 4). Byron’s experience and John's are the
same. John goes on to say that in this new heaven and
earth God and the people are one being. Such 1s
Byron's constant cry. Know who you are. Even if it
seems you will lose everything. Even if it seems you
will lose your life, your sanity, your self, don't be
afraid. The old world will disappear. And you will
awake to the realization of God-with-you, to the expe-
rience of the One, the Alpha and the Omega, timeless-
ness, the Beginning and the End, out of time.

Before the old world disappears, that world of
tears, sorrow, and death, there’s an apocalypse. There's
a battle. The sea turns to blood. The sun is darkened.
John constructs the story as an epic. It's personal. Its
also universal because the personal and umiversal are
the same. In the epic everything is lost. The old world
is destroyed. And nothing is really lost because the old
world was a construct of our little minds. God 1s and
has been with us all along. There is One.

The old world disappears and yet there is no loss.
There is only the higher thing.

Byron Katie's apocalypse, her battle of
Armageddon, climaxes in 1986 alter years of collapse.

Who can tell this? Who even understands? She’s
not the only one for whom there are no words, maybe
because the pain precedes the words in the hirst place.
Because the pain is always there, beneath the money,
popularity, and power, beneath the beauty and all the
friends, beneath the knowledge of it. She can't even
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call it pain. 1t is a seething. It erupts in tears, 1n cries.
It wriggles in her guts and she sees it coming in win-
dows, breaking through locked doors, attacking her 1n
her sleep. She buys a gun, loads it, makes ready for
invasion., She thinks she’li kill it.

There never is enough to keep it out. At first she
sings and the music drowns its cries but can't reach
from end to end of the emptiness the silence leaves
behind. She runs from everything that hasn't worked:
Bob, the river house, the town that thought they knew
her, the women who had envied her, the men who
wanted to find out how good she was in bed.

She takes her children and she runs to Nevada
and then to Barstow and pain takes on the taste of
dust. She starts over. Buys a business. Works. She
doesn't know another way.

Paul follows her. He takes an apartment in
Barstow. She can talk to Paul; something soft in him
receives her voice. She began to talk to Paul back in
Needles when she felt her life like loosened clay break-
ing away from the banks and sliding into the swilt river
current. They sat on the boat dock. They drove upriv-
er to stand above the canyon walls and Katie wept and
Paul held her.

He promises to take care of Katie and the chil-
dren. She figures she can use some care. He does
what he knows how to do, buys properties, becomes
her partner. She settles in a house in Barstow, moves
into it with the children. He comes over every day. He
is a godfather of sorts. He is a lover. He tries to save
her life but she is dying.

A wild thing lives inside her and claws at her
heart. She works at looking normal. She sets her
teeth. She keeps the savage howling from erupting
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into daily life. She swallows st. 1t echoes through her
emptiness. She buys more buildings. She sends her
children to school. She sends out for pizza. She jows
ber mother and sister for Thanksgiving and for
Christmas according to tradition. She laughs and sings
as they expect her to. Paul holds her hand.

Her need for him becomes a whirlwind. Inits eye
. 4l of Jife that will hold still. He is her only calm.
She goes with him to Tahoe, to one of those little wed-
ding chapels by the lake, and marries him.

He feels her slipping. He'd seen it betore in oth-
ers. Nervous breakdown —a friend’s wife had one. It
looked like this. 1t looks like someone climbing a sand
dune. Grasping. Slipping. No hrmness anywhere.
Farth caving in. Tumbling, sliding, out of control.
Exhaustion. Sand in eyes, sand 1in hair. Tears.
Screaming and then silence. Vague stares. Limp fin-
gers, dead almost. The constant need for sleep.

She doesn’t want to leave the bouse. She needs
walls. When she goes outside, the pressure changes.
She thinks she'll come apart, like someone with the
bends, someone disintegrated by a depth charge, some-
one falling from an F-11 streaking above the desert hif-
teen miles high, someone exploding in the thin air. She
feels the {ragments of hersell falling, plucked out of the
sky by birds, scattered over a wasteland where no one
ever goes because there are no roads.

She isn't big cnough. Her fesh feels tissue-paper
thin. Anything might tear through. She needs more of
it so she won't disappear, implode, collapse into the
vast space underneath her skin. Alcohol. Pasta.
Wine. Rich sauce. Chips and dip. Drugs. Candy.
Anything. Sometimes n the kitchen Katie works all
day to make a feast. She focuses on the food as though
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it could deliver her from hell. She eats. She grows.
She becomes round. Unmovable. She sits on her bed.
Ross curls at ber side. They eat together. They il
themselves. They vomit. They eat some more.

Why are you s0 fai? she questions the body 1n her
mirror. She orders up some diet pills. She melts.
Then she eats agawn,

The pain is in her blood; it travels everywhere. It
clots in her knees, throbs behind her eyes. Her body
burns with it. The pain is alive. She has to kill it. Paul
says codeine will kill the pain. He brings codeine and
she takes it from his hand. He calls her “my girl” and
kisses her and says the pain will go away, but it stays.
It crawls around in her hike worms.

She curls up in her bed. She dies for years. She
is Job on the heap of ashes picking at her mind. Paul
takes care of everything. He keeps the house; he keeps
the children; he keeps the business. He has four heart
attacks. Katie drags herself 1o the hospital and begs
him to get well. Without him she can't five. At night
she curls up into herself and stares at the dark. The
house is falling down.

At last he reaches the end of all that he can do tor
her. He bundles her up and takes her to the beach just
outside of Los Angeles, to the halfway house. He leaves
her there with therapists who tell him they can only try.

Katie cries out in the desert of her mind. Katie
lies down underneath the bed in her locked attic room
and dies.

Then a cockroach crawls over her foot.

Byron Katie is awake. She lives. -wO=
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Byron Katie is awake but her family cannot turn
from its own pain—the fallout from Katie'’s masquer-
ade. Her children describe that time before and during
her awakening in words that rip and tear. It felt like
hell. They grew up in it. They knew no other world.

There was a time when her daughter, Roxann,
still a young teenager, feared to disturb Katie's sleep at
night. “I was so afraid of her, so afraid of waking the
beast. | would tiptoe on the stairs. My ankles creaked.
I thought if 1 woke her up, she'd kili me. She kept this
half-cocked gun under her bed. She was so paranoid.”

Roxann is a young mother herself now, married
to a man she calls “wonderful,” one who “naturally
lives the Truth.” She sounds awed as she tells the story
of her childhood. “My mother 1s corpletely different
now from the person she was as I was growing up.
Now she has all this freedom. She doesn’t bave bad
times or bad days. She wakes up every morning smil-
ing, happy; she’s calm — caretree. This 1s not to say she
doesn’t grieve. She does. But 1t’s not self-pity. She
never gets involved in self-pity.

Roxann describes the masquerade in her own
way: “She didn’t used to be free at ali. She was driven
toward money, beauty, and success—a hell on wheels
business woman. She had several businesses: a cloth-
ing business, a gas station. 1 remember her out there
pumping gas. She and my dad, Bob is my dad, both of
them —money and success. He has his own electric

company and has big clients, very big, casinos and
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everything. He's extremely well off.

“My mother worked three jobs to set up his busi-
ness. She was a real control freak; you know, order,
perfection; she had to have things right.

“There was lots of fighting while 1 was growing
up. It was daily. Lots of verbal violence. There was
my mother with a cigarette in one hand and alcohol in
the other. And food —she loved food. She took major
diet pills to look good.

“Money was everything. Money was a god.

“Twenty years ago she took us kids and split, left
home, divorced Bob. She took nothing else (it was the
only way she could get away from Bob), and he let her
go. We ended up in Barstow. We were totally poor. 1
remember eating lots of macaroni and cheese with
chunks of tuna in it.

“She and my stepdad, Paul Rolle, became busi-
ness partners. They'd known each other since I was a
little child. He was in construction. They bought a
bar. Mom worked in the bar and was gone a lot. She
was stil] driven by money —consumed by it.

“She and Paul were married on July 9, 1979,
They continued to buy property and rent it out. They
were very successtul with money.

“Then came the period that 1 block from my
memory. It was so painful. 1 was about thirteen

years old and my mother got incredibly sick. She just
laid in bed and wouldn't move. She weighed well
over two hundred pounds. She was massive. She
laid there with her food and her alcohol and her ciga-
rettes. She laid there and then, without warning,
she'd get up and rage —this huge woman, raging. She
never smiled. She was dying. She was being eaten
alive from the inside.
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“There was so much abuse between her and
Bobby and me. The three of us acted out the pain. 1
did it with drugs. 1'd be stoned and then I'd go off.
Violent, As a child Ross escaped —tried to be the per-
fect child. He buried it

“Like I said before, 1 was so afraid of her then. I
remember one time vividly. Mom had cooked this
wonderful meal with strips of beef (we are all vegetari-
ans now) and other foods, hand rolled. It took lots of
work. 1 was stoned —actually just coming off drugs, 1n
a kind of buzz. 1 was carrying the dinner on a tray.
Between rooms the carpet ended against the smooth
flooring and [ tripped. The tood crashed to the tloar
and spilled all over everything. She came after me. 1
walked away from her but she grabbed the back of my
hair, kicking me, punching me. Now, I was a violent
person, too, in those days. I carried knives to school.
No one would fight me —1 was crazy. Anyhow, I
turned so furiously against her that I ripped a chu nk of
hair right out of my head.

“I'll never forget her face. She said, "You even
touch me and 1'll fucking kill you." 1 knew she meant
it. She actually wanted me to fight back so she could
vent on something or someone.

“The other persen who was in on all of this was
my stepdad, Paul. He was the caretaker. He had a
hard time, in fact, when my mother changed because
she didn't need him anymore. It’s like with people
married to alcoholics: When the alcoholic gets well and
they don't need to take care of that person anymore
then they lose all theilr meaning, all their power.

“Back then Mom would lie in bed and he’d come
to her and she'd say she wanted something and he'd
get it for her. Anything. He loved making her happy.
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Her happiness made him feel like the greatest man on
earth. At the same time he was wearing himselt out,
working all the time. He took care of all the business-
es as well as all the housework, cooking all the meals,
cleaning, everything. |

“About this time Bobby left to live with Dad. My
mom couldn’t even look at Bobby; she'd see Bob, my
dad. They looked so much alike. Just having him
around drove her into a rage.

“Finally she went to a treatment center—1I don't
know the name of it. At the treatment center no one
would sleep in the same room with her; she was so
frightening. As for me, I didn't want to go near her.
As far as 1 was concerned, my life was finally perfect.
She wasn't there to hurt me anymore.”

Byron says, “What happened was that 1 quit. 1
couldn't be filled and so I quit. 1 just laid in bed. I
became so angry that I couldn't step outside my home.
We had a motor home and thought it would help and I
remember just lying in the very back of it screaming in
terror “You have to put me back in the bowse!l’

“Another time my mother and sister insisted on
hauling me into a car and driving me three or four miles
out of town. 1 only made it three or lour miles before |
was in agony, sobbing in terror. To leave my home was
something very difficult to do. When people saw me
like that I felt instantaneous loathing —they loathed me
and I loathed them. Now | know that wasn't really the
case, but I couldn't know that then. This s what gives
me an ultimate respect for the sickest of the sick. We
are innocent. We are so innocent. Compassion.

“The last two years of that seven years of pain I
spent mostly in my bedroom lying on the bed. My
clothes stuck to me because I couldn't bathe. |
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brushed my teeth when I could. " T went months just
hoping that sometime | would want to brush my teeth.
[t was not a possibility. My hair stuck to me. I could-
n't bathe. 1 would if I could. It seems that my pain
then is in direct proportion to my Joy now.”

She says she was insane. Her middie child, Ross,
remembers that he joined her in that tiny mental room,
cocooned there, needing her, willing to do anything to
ensure his connection with her even if it meant living
off the same pain.

“The only way [I'm able to really know about her
is through my own experience. Through my own feel-

ings.” He speaks softly with a touch of humor in his
tone as though he's amused that he didn't understand
his life all alonyg. “She was a total rageaholic. And so
was |. She was insane and | was insane. The only way
['m able to sce something in someone else 1s it that 1s
me. We are so linked, like joined at the hip; everything
she's gone through, I've gone through a little later.
She's my teacher.

“I was nuts —so sick I couldn’t move —when |
was twenty-three. And at the same age she had been
able to act, do anylhing: she was the spirit of the whole
family —the party person, the person everyone flocked
to, the one cveryonce wanted to be like. 1 remember she
had a ukulele and would sing and be the Life of the
party, the energy, this incredible spirit, but at the same
time she was sick, sick, sick. She and my dad would
just brutally go forit, fight.”

Rass is now a successful Hollywood music pro-
ducer and musician. When he talks of his childhood,
he reveals the presence in himsell of that heightened
sensitivity characteristic of artists.

Only in Rosss earhest childhood did his surround-
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ings match his temperament. He escaped the brutahty
of his home into the wide space of nature. Everything
about Needles, the land itself, nounished him.

“We lived on the river in the desert. It was a
God-place.” This is his beginning. The beginning was
short. “1 had the dogs, the desert, the water —every-
thing was right there. But when my mom and dad
divorced, when I was in third grade, it was all gone,
and my God became a television set and food.

“We moved to Nevada. It was brutal. The first
day of school I had to be the coolest, most perfect kid.
That's one of my defects. I challenged a couple of kids
at the school. For the first time in my life, I cheated on
a test. It was the first time in my memory I learned
how to lie, cheat, steal —everything.

“The next year we moved to Barstow. Mom began
gaining more weight. [ became more and more angry.
She was over two hundred pounds. [ was just—I was
so scattered I just couldn't study in school, 1 couldn’t get
it. 1 had to be the perfect kid, so I learned how to work
the teachers and 1 would get into their grade books. |
would put in different grades and do anything 1 could to
be perfect. 1did it any way [ could. If my mom wanted
ice cream, I was the first one to go get it, me and my
stepdad —he was a great eating partner too."

Ross's need to be perfect and his need tor connec-
tion with his mother were one and the same.
Perfection was whatever he needed to do to be accept-
able. More than anything, he feared losing her.

“I remember one of my first memories of being
afraid she would be gone: She was barefoot and she ran
straight into the desert with my dad running after her,
and 1 was just a little boy and I thought she was never
coming back. Ithought she was going to be dead.”
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“1 started out,” he explains, “with my older broth-
er doing something reali}r horrible to me and black-

mailing me.” He began to construct the “1,” the person
that he would become,

"I became ashamed,” he reflects. “I believe that
because [ was the center of attention, Bobby just had it
in for me. He wanted to get me or something. So |
became my mom's caretaker. I shut down. 1 didn't
talk. All I did was 10 be the absolutely most pertect kid
in the world.

“It was a mind-set that kept taking me over. Her
distorted thinking was also getting worse throughout
my growing up, and whenever she was 1n pain, I was
there. Whenever she wanted to talk shit, 1 was there to
talk shit. We were in this together, full, hard core.
When she ate a half gallon of ice cream, I ate with her.
When she got up to go to the bathroom to throw up, I
did the same thing. We had this amazing path together.

“We both went to extremes. Revenge was a bg
thing as far as fucking people up —she would destroy
people to get what she wanted. She destroyed them not
by physically hurting them but by getting her way. It
was when her way stopped working for her that she
began getting immeasurably sick. She almost died. 1
remember she would be laying in bed and my dad would
say, “Oh, you need a number three. He'd take her
codeine #3 every single morning. Then the ice cream
after that. He'd give her more codeine. Every single
night it was codeine and ice cream, codeine and ice
cream. Mlassive food, drugs, and alcohol. Just massive.

“By the time she went 1o the hospital, I was com-
pletely out of control. ] was afraid of being aban-
doned, afraid of being without my mom, afraid of being
without my god. Up to then I thought all of it was nor-
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mal. I didn't know. | thﬂught, this 1s what people do.
I thought that I was supposed to eat enough food to
pass out. I never got fat but I remember in fourth
grade buying school clothes and looking at myself in
the dressing room and saying, I hate you.’

“I was in denial. I didn't think she had a problem.
What she was seemed normal because it was my life
experience; I didn’t know any ditferent.

“There’s a picture that sums it all up, the one where
she has the beer and the cigarette and the motor home.
She was huge! And I was sitting next to her totally
pissed off and miserable. She carries it with her. It
pretty awesome. Oh my God! I'look at it and fash back
to where [ was and the feeling is —all that craziness.”

Byron Katie's eldest son, Bob, Jr., sees his moth-
er's transformation and ponders it. “I don’t know
much about what she’s doing now,” he tells me when 1
tatk with him on a Sunday morning. I'm siting at my
kitchen table in Martinez. The phone connects us.

“I know she’s doing wonderful things,” he tells
me, “not just for herself but for other people. I ask her
for advice about things. She seems so truthful and
clear. It’s like being able to ask somebody who's right.
She gives an opinion that groups all the ramifications
around a central point. She can give you the whole
playing field and still not miss the central thing, the
exact point that is so nice to hear. It's everything in
one. I really enjoy that. | don't know where 1t comes
from, but I'm so glad.”

When he was growing up, he thought his mother
would die. He saw that everything she wanted would
never be enough. He saw her anger over that. He
saw her depression and her rage. He says her pain
was eating her alive.
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“She just stuffed it down with crumby food and
alcohol. She would kill me, 1 thought, if 1 did any-
thing. [ was not comtortable, ever. I'd go into the
house, and | just knew | was going to get blasted.
When she got to Barstow she got bigger and bigger
and meaner. She put so much on me; she had so much
resentment toward my dad: “That son-of-a-gun took
everything,” and her wording was colorful. Very, very
mean. She said every cuss word you can 1magine.
She'd come out and rip me up one side and down the
other. Back in the early days when she was with my
dad, everybody who worked for them knew not to
cross her because she was that mean —getting 1nto
union strikes and . . . | mean she could kill somebady,
absolutely kill somebody.

“Around 1986 1 could begin to see her as she real-
ly was on the outside. By then she was sick and very,
very heavy. She got so sick she could have died. 1
don’t know who changed it, or who did it, or what hap-
F}EI‘IE(L or what was the catalyst. She started -:utting
through the distortion and slowly getting her mind into
what she really is. Every visit with her after that I
could see her progress into a lighter person, somebody
who's very nice to be around.

"You know people you may have met in lile who
are really ugly and vicious and you can tell that they've
gotten what they wanted 1n lile, all the time, at other
people’s expense? That's basically how I saw her
before. Somebody you might instinctively dislike.
They have it all and they are just going to push you out
ol the way because they are the most important. That
kind of person. Me first. Thank goodness, now she’s
unrecognizable as that same person. It's quite a relief

for all of us because she was a real battleship!
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“She’s blossomed into this person who's unbeliev-
able. She not only has the energy she had when she
was young —when she had the killer instinct —but now
it’s wonderful. It's great to be in her presence. Shes a
kind and happy person, the person I always loved
underneath all that crap, the person 1 considered my
¢rue mother —not that hateful person. Every year she'’s
topped herself, over and over.”

Bob, Jr., and 1 talk for a long time. By the end of
our conversation, he’s become pensive and in some
ways, intimate. He thanks me for ferreting out this
story, trying to make sense of it, of the pain his family
endured. Just before we say goodbye, his mind plays a
bit of a trick on him, expanding his personal experi-
ence into a cultural paradigm.

“Everybody says the good times were back in the
seventies,” he reflects, “but don’t you feel like, even
with all the turmoil today, that twenty years back
everything was really out of control? Everybody com-
plains, but I feel like today is full of great new expen-
ences. My God! We are enjoying the best of it right
now. We have some sanity.” |

That first evening 1 spent with Byron, someone
asked about her children. We were listening to her
speak about the kind of Love that makes no distinctions,
a Love that cannot say, “1 lave this person more and that
one less.” You love the One in front of you. You accept
that Love. It might be your husband or your wite. It
might be your child. But it might just as easily be an
addict in a dark alley who's got a knife to your throat.

“But your children —" someone blurted out,
“surely you love your children more. Surely if you
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were confronted with a choice, it would be your chl-
dren you would choose.”

She said, “I can’'t know what 1 would do; 1t's not
happening now.” 1 recall the deep compassion in her
eves. She told us how she hurt them, not the whole
story, but enough. She said how they had feared her,
how they had every right to go away. They have their
lives. “l let them go,” her voice was strong and her
eves determined, “they do not belong to me.” Then she
leaned back on the sofa, raised her eyes, put her hands
over her heart, smiled, and whispered, “I love them
that muchi”

S Y=

Years passed before Roxann and Ross learned
The Work.

Ross's healing began when he called his mother
and asked for her help. She said yes. They went togeth-
er into the desert and she gave him The Work, Through
The Work he began to unearth his deepest {ears—the
fear of abandonment, the fear of being without his moth-
er, the fear of losing his God. One day he was writing
The Work about a girlfriend, someone he knew to be a
mirror of himself. “1 wanted her to call me and tell me
she loves me,” Ross explains. “Then [ turned it around
from I need her to call me and tell me she loves me, to
*Ross needs 1o call me and tell me he loves me.

“I did that. [ called my answering machine. It
was one of the hardest things I've done 1n my life.
When 1 heard my voice asking for my love, 1 experi-
enced an unbelievable spiritual awakening. My hie
turned around so completely and so fast.

“Once before this awakening 1| was in Tower

Records, and [ stole a tape even though 1 had two hun-

| 231}

— HELL ON WHEELS —

dred dollars in my pocket. 1 don’t know —maybe I was
trying to fill a void or maybe I was even trying to get
caught. Anyway, they caught me and handcuffed me
and walked me through the middle of this store on
Sunset Boulevard.

“Now I don't lie anymore. I don’t steal. T don't
have to suffer these things anymore. I don't have to
abuse my girlfriend by embarrassing her to make
myself look better. I don’t have to use anyone. I don't
have to hurt myself anymore either. It's incredible.

“Through The Work I found God. That’s the
core of my mother’s work —finding God. The mental
weight keeps dropping and my body keeps getting
stronger, my brain first and then my body follows. 1
get to drop the mental weight. 1 don’t have to abuse
myself in any way anymore. And now my career s
totally creative. I'm doing exactly what 1 want to do.
I'm living exactly where I want to live and working
exactly where 1 want to work. [ have exactly what I
want. [ surrendered and gave my lies to Truth and
didn't force it. I got it, fnalily.

“Through The Work I see what's really true. This
work is —is God. There are so many miracles. Every
day I experience miracles, every single day.”

Both Ross and Roxann made workshops with
their mother and healed the wounds of the past. But
for a long time after Byron Katie's awakening, Roxann
could not believe her mother had changed. During this
time Roxann held to a despair that rose from her behet
that she had not had the mother she deserved. This
Roxann almost died.

She drank heavily. She hated herself and wanted
to die. She turned against herself and the attack mani-
fested itself in her body. She stopped producing prog-
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esterone and the blood flowed for a month without
stopping. Roxann poured her life out. She was bleed-
ing herscll to death. She lay 1n a treatment center.
Byron sal beside her; she didn't interfere.

“She let me be sick.” Roxaon says she hopes she
can explain this adequately. She says she knows it's
difficult to grasp, to understand the Love it shows. "l
was dying. My mather said she loved me so much she
would let me die. She watched me. T was suicidal.
Still she didn't step n.

“So [ was in the treatment center and I got to
thinking: 1 want her freedom! That was the beginning
of my healing. T went to Twelve Step meetings. 1 want-
ed more. [ still didn't have enough happiness, joy, free-
dom. That was when [ began to attend her workshops
and do The Work combined with her raw food cleanse.”

It was a high-powered workshop. Roxann and
Ross attended along with numerous doctors, thera-
pists, and spiritual teachers. There’s a phase of The
Work during which people allow the three-year-old
ego child within them to say whatever they want
another person to do, In Roxann’s and Ross's work 1t
came down to “Mother should . . .”

“We really went after her,” Roxann says. “We
were doing all those ‘mother shoulds. . . and mother
shouldn'ts. . ." and 1 got so angry [ had to go into the
next room. 1'd listen to her talk but 1 couldn’t look at
her [ace without feeling sick and enraged. All of the
needs 1 had as a child came pouring out. Finally she
came up to me and got into my face and said *I will
never be the mother you want me to be. 1'll never be
able to do that {or you, Roxann. It’s not my job. Can
you mother yourself?’

"All the people there, all those therapists and
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everybody, were astounded by the idea that even she
couldn’t make up for what was lacking in me . . . 1n
anyone!

“That was the moment of my healing. [ knew.
It's mine, my work. She sat there, so clear. I could see,
everyone could see. There’s no difference between me
and the others. That was my healing.”

Byron suggested that all the women at the work-
shop mother Roxann. One woman took her 1n her
arms and sang to her. She cradled her like a baby and
sang a lullaby. The mother is where we recognize her.
“1 accepted the Love that was in front of me. And do
you know what is really wonderful? Two months later
] got pregnant. I accepted everything I needed about
mothers and then 1 became one.”

No one is sick alone; no one is healed alone. The
mother and her children are one. That One is awake.
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THE OTHER SIDE OF DEATH

Just as | am putting the finishing touches on the
manuscript Roxann calls.

“Last time | tatked to you | was pregnant, right?”

"Right.” Byron had shared bits of her grandson'’s
birth story with me. “1 watched the baby come 1n, my
hands ready to hold, and the thought was, 'Here's this
wonderful little ego coming in to undo itself.” She also
implied that the birth experience brought a deeper
awakening to Roxann.

"Well,” Roxann continues, “people call here, you
know. When my mother goes out of town she leaves
my number as a reference. They ask me, "What does
your mom do?’ and the most common question they
ask is, "Why would I come to a workshop?’ [ tell them
the story of when Race was born.”

“Yes?"

“This is what happened. 1 went into labor. It
was a really long labor and it was premature. Atter |
labored tor thirteen, fourteen hours, he finally came
out and he wasn't breathing at all. It took four min-
utes for him to breathe. The peopie in the room were
me, my mother, my mother-in-law, and my husband.
And when the baby came out not breathing, at hirst it
wasn't a big deal, but then all these nurses came run-
ning in to assist the doctor and they took the baby
away and put him on a table. The nurses panicked.
“Come on, haby. come on, make a notse; come on, just
breathe, come on and breathe, come on. .. They were

all coaching the baby.
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“1 started Feeling anxiety. My first response was,
"Oh my God." And then [ felt myself losing myself.

What [ did next was to close my eyes and go inside. 1

asked myseif, "Will 1 be okay if the baby doesn’t
breathe?’

“And I went inside of that place, and 1 said, *Yes.
And | opened my eyes and looked at the people around

me and saw my mom who was smiling —not a full smile
but that content smile she has. She was watching, just
observing. She had her hands clasped. You know how
she 1s when she’s working with someone and they sud-
denly get it? She clasps her hands and kind of grins?
She was doing that. She was experiencing the same
peace as | was. What I realized was that i1t was
absolutely God's business.”

I'm profoundly touched by her faith. The memo-
ry of many deaths of people I've loved pass before the
eye of my mind. “Yes, Roxann,” | murmur.

“We both stood in that, watching the whole world
g0 crazy around us. Then four minutes later he ﬁna“y
started breathing.”

I'm being given a gift here and | know that. This
1s the story on which the book balances, a fulcrum. In
it the entirety of Byron's teaching finds embodiment in
her daughter.

"But when 1 tell people this story,” Roxann con-
tinues, “they go, ‘Oh my God! Oh my God, how could
you do that?” Once when I told this story it horrified a
whole roomtul of people.”

“l've seen that reaction,” [ tell her. I'm thinking
ot the people at Carol Lynn’s Gathering. I'm remem-
bering what Sam told me about some people not wanti-
ng to encounter Byron again alter their [irst experience
with her. "I've seen people react that way to your
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mother’s stories, not just this one but others as well.

It'’s so interesting to me —theyre horrified. . .7 1 have
some theories about this but 1 want to hear what
Roxann has to say.

“It tells them that all there 1s 1s God.”

“Yes, 1 suppose that's it.”

“There's just me and God. 1f 1 don’t know that
and somebody confirms that Truth, I'm horrified. If a
person thinks that the most important thing in the
whole world is family and jobs and taking care of other
people and I tell them that I'm okay if my baby dies,
then it horrifies that person. Horrifies . . .. I've been
in rooms with lots of people and ['ve told that experi-
ence. The first time | told it, I had a friend with me
and a man singled me out afterward and said “People
who are as high as you get loaded!” She laughs a bit,
remembering. "1t just horrified him.”

I tell her about my conversation with Sarm —his
perception that some people are afraid of Byron Katie.
“I think that if you accept that your mother is what she
says then it follows that your whole life can change.
Kverything you've worked for all your life can fall
away. It seems as though some peoplie interpret this
(alling away as devastation. But actually, when it hap-
pens, the only thing left is God and that’s everything.
But people don’t know that untii they know 1t. So to
let that happen is an extraordinary grace, something
we cannot do for ourselves. It justis.”

“Yes, yes,” Roxann agrees. “She used to get hate

mail .. .7

“She did?”

"She used to go to Twelve Step meetings and
share. People hadn't asked her to come and that was
the difference. They'd be people who were tradition-
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al —bound by their traditions. And my mom would
show up and share her life with people who really
weren't ready to hear it. People wrote to her and quot-
ed the Bible and called her a witch!”

“Katie never told me that happened to her.”
think of how she's changed. She never answers a ques-
tion that has not been asked.

“She lives in the present and this was quite a few
years ago.” Roxann is laughing with the memory, a
deep laughter that so resembles Byron Katie's. “And
the funny part of it is that Mom would take the quotes
and display them as a cherished gift. She'd go. *Oh,
look. . .  and put it up. . . you know, like “thank you for
sharing...” This is one way she came to know herselif.
She sees and hears all as Love.”

rr

“She’s such a honey.” Both of us seem wrapped
in her innocence, delighted. “That’s something I find
so wonderful about her: Her responses are so unex-
pected in the work-a-day world. At one Gathering a
man called her an anarchist. . .”

“1 suppose she said, "I can see that!’ It’s really
funny. One of her big teachings is that, you know,
‘He's right!’ Because we've all been that sometime —
somewhere, somehow. She's done that; been an anar-
chist. She’s a riot!”

What kind of anarchy would Byron's be? If we

all ived as Byron lLives, our “fighting out of control”

would be over who could serve the other first and com-
pletely unselfishly. This is the anarchy she teaches.

Roxann suddenly changes direction. “I've proba-
bly told you this—maybe not. Anyhow, when she first
wake up, bums would come up to her on the street and
ask her to hold them. It was the wildest thing. I'd say,
like, ‘Mom, you're hugging a transient.”
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“That’s a beautiful story,” | comment. “In the
book I'm trying to show how well your mother hts mnto
all of the ancient spiritual traditions. She’s not out of
sync with the ancient wisdom. The story of bugging
the bums is ancient. Jesus embraced the feper. Saint
Francis kissed the leper. Many Indian saints did the
same. It seems as if these great beings who understand
who we really are don't have the prejudices and fears
that the rest of us have —the fear that says that contact
with the poor, the sick, the person with AIDS, the pris-
oner, the outcast will somehow contaminate us.”

“Yes. And my mother has embraced the persen
with AIDS from day one.” Roxann moves again, back
to the baby. “I wanted to tell you something else about
the baby. Through my pregnancy | spent about an
hour each day meditating with him. In my meditations
we went every place I loved. Every place that ever
gave me joy, we went there. I always brought out how
wonderful it is here. That was my meditation. And
this baby is the most content personl Some people
who have held him have told me they've never held
such a calm baby. He rarely cries. He sleeps all night.
He naps during the day. When he wants something
now he ‘talks' in a certain tone of voice and I know 1
need ta change his diaper or teed him. In a month's
time he might cry three or four times. Usually 1t's
when my husband and 1 are roughhousing and our
voices are too loud. We're really ticklish and once 1n a
while we just attack each other. We'll be squealing and
Race will ¢ry because it's too loud.”

My writer’s imagination picks up this information
and trics to make something profound from it. "1t
strikes me, Roxann, that you promised him peace dur-

ing all those meditations. And in the delivery room,
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when he still wasn't sure, what drew him in was your
decision for peace; then there was your mother, n
peace through all that turmoil that he saw in the room.
And peace was his choice.”

She interrupts me. “That's really none of my
business,” she brings me back to earth. “That’s all a
projection of what he thinks. What T think is that his
ears aren 't developed!”

[ break out in laughter. There will be no drama
here, no masquerade.

"What [ do know is that he’s totally content, and
that’s all ] know. But on the other hand, his ears prob-
ably aren't developed. He doesn't like to look into the
sun either.” She becomes quite sober. “1 think about
the generations changing. I have an opinion of what be
has now. He's good. He's so good.”

I ask her for further explanation.

"Well, | believe that every thought 1 have —" she
pauses, changes direction. "I do a lot of body work with
people. People manifest on their body what they think.
I can tell a lot about people’s lives by looking at and
touching their bodies. I know where they hold pain and
stress and emotion. | had all that, myself. As I become
more enlightened, I don't suffer from things as much.
've become calm; I'm not free of all pain but I'm calm.

“I have friends with babies. They tell me how
good their babtes are and 1 ask, well, does he sleep all
night and they say no. And I ask if he's calm and he
isn't, he's screaming and throwing up. They're telling
me how wonderful their babies are and the babies are
screaming and discontent. The babies are wired. I
believe this is due to the mother's thinking beforehand.
Even in the womb we accept certain things. If I'm

scared my baby feels my fright and he comes out
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knowing fear. If I'm angry he comes out knowing
anger. So when I was pregnant I became the pregnant
queen. We had difficulty paying our bills so 1 handed
the checkbook over to my husband and satd I'm not
doing it. 1 didn't do any drama whatsoever. If my
drama level threatened to go up 1 just,” she makes a lit-
tle puffing sound like blowing away smoke, “got rid of
it. I kept myself totally naive. 1 just walked out of the
room. So Race didn't experience that kind of siress.
When he came out he was [ree.” |

Roxann goes on to explain her continuing
attempts to stay honest. She waits for the deep inner
voice of Love to move her toward her baby each morn-
ing. She never goes to him 1n resentment or anger. “1
go because | want to see him; and he smiles and coos.
He's at peace.”

This child’s creation story has the potential of serv-
ing him through all his life. We all have the stories of
our birth and those stories play a part in our under-
standing of ourselves and our place in the world.
Byron's story of birth at forty-three years old, a “born-
again’ story, set her on a path radically different from
that which proceeded from the birth story on that icy
winter day in Texas when she was born and named for
her millionaire orphaned aunt. I suggest this to Roxann.

“What a wonderful creation story your son has,”
[ say.

“Yés, he really does. Because I come from where
I did, that’s the most concrete and specitic gift 1 can
give a person: to let him know that I don't do drama.”

We're at the end of our conversation. 1 tell her
that 1'll be in Barstow soon to go over the entire text of
the book with Byron Katie. 1'd like to see her.

“And I'd like you to meet the baby too.”
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“I'd love to meet the baby!”

“It should be interesting to see who he is and how
he grows, being in the environment my mom shows us
how 1o bring about.”

“He's the new generation. His birth is really the
event with which the book about your mother should
end. The book should end with birth.”

She agrees with me.

“Who will be the children of these people?” I ask.

“The people who are getting it now ... " She’s
with me.

“Yes. What will these children be like? That's
the next question, isn't it?"

“Yes. That's right. I've got goosebumps just
hearing it. This is what we have to give. . . not the
message that we simply aren't afraid of death. On the
other side of death 1s barth.”

“Yes,” 1 sense that the two of us are seeing clearly
now. “Always.” =0=
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THERE 1S GOD

Who is Byron Katie? And what happened to her
in that attic room in 19867 For almost two years 1
have asked this question, done The Work, listened to
her own attempts to explain what, tor her as well as for
the rest of us, remains ineffable.

The difference between Byron and most great
teachers in virtually all the spiritual traditions 1s
Byron's experience of what Christian’s might cail a rad-
ical conversion or metanoia. Most spiritual teachers
have followed the practices of a specific tradition from
their youth. Transformation comes clothed in the sym-
bols of that tradition and that transformation 1s under-
stood because of a lineage of spiritual teachers.

Byron knew nothing. If she was preparing her-
sell for transformation, that preparation was complete-
ly unconscious. She lived forty-three years with a
dualistic consciousness, striving as most of us sirtve,
wanting more and more, thinking that happiness could
come to her from something and somewhere else. She
couldn't find it. The constant attempts wore her
down, disintegrated her. When she awoke it was as a

new creation. Separaziion gave way to the Oneness of

the Godhead.

And she had no words, no touchstone, no philoso-
ph}r, no 5[_}i1'iluality, no l‘f_’:ligiﬂl’l, nmt]ﬁng lo explain
what she is to us. Now when she says, “} am what it 1s
like on the other side,” does she mean that the transfor-
mation of this human species is underway? Does she

mean we are, right now, evolving into something new?

2012

— THERE IS8 GOD —

Is she a herald of the “new earth” of which the
Christian scriptures speak?

In my Christian spiritual tradition we call the
movement she experienced “grace.” It is a gitt. No
amount of work on the part of any human being can
produce it. It cannot be purchased; it is free. It is the
awareness of the touch of the Divine.

Byron lives in the step beyond what my Roman
Catholic spiritual tradition calls the Unitive Way.
Once we thought that union with God was the most
complete state of existence available to human beings.
But union implies a duality: God and T, united. This 1s
the meaning of Unitive Way. Because of the inspired
work of Bernadette Roberts, we are now able to 1denti-
fy a further state of being. The Being of Oneness in
which anything that could be called “self” 1s eclipsed by
the absolute Being of God. 1t is a state in which “I" no
longer exist in any way that can be experienced orx
acted from. God alone is. This state of "no-selt” seems
to come closest 10 what Byron describes. However
Byron did not have the language of that spiritual tradi-
tion, nor of any spiritual tradition, available to her in
her descriptive attempts. She needed to develop her
own langzuage; she continues to develop it.

Each spiritual tradition has its own Janguage and
symbols. Since Byron belonged to no spiritual trach-
tion at the time of her transforming event, she’s been
understood by differing persons in the language and
symbols of their own backgrounds. She was calied
walk in by many in the New Age community. In
Arizona she was told that she was the return of Lester
levenson, a spiritual teacher whose life paralleled her
own. By devotees of Fastern traditions, she’s called an
enlightened one, an avatar, a mast, and one of the
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Mothers. "I thought you might want to meet a true
enlightened being,” were the words that introduced
Byron to me, “one of the Mothers.” Some say she’s an
angel. Other people call her a saint.

Still other people say she’s crazy, an airhead or
flake. “It's simply impossible for people to be happy ail
the time,” comments one woman. ‘She's in an engoing
fugue state following complete mental collapse. That's
all!” The woman's voice is angry as she makes her
judgment.

I remember my own initial resistance to her. "It
what you say is true, then everything I've worked for all
my life is nothing. Everything will change.” And she
said yes. Who would 1 rather be, I ask myself, the one ]
used to be, the one caught up in the tangles of my mind,
or who | am becoming now? Now, 1s my answer.

My spiritual tradition has a saying: By their fruits
you shall know them. Byron walks through a room
distributing what | learned as a child were the fruits of
the Spirit. “The fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace,
longsuffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness,
temperance” {Gal. 5:22-23).

Sandra suggests that only those of us who have
experienced some kind of devastation can hear the
message Byron brings. There’s a chink in the armor of
our constructed reality. We know that our safety nets
don't hold. In a breath everything we depend on could
collapse, disintegrate, and be gone. In her we see what
is on the other side. She 1s hope.

[ respond that 1 suspect everyone has a glimpse of
this at one time or another. Some of us, though, just
work harder to construct defenses. When we do that,
a person like Byron terrifies us. We'd burn her at the
stake if we still did that sort of thing. We don't and so
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we call her crazy woman instead. We find in the lan-
guage of popular psychology or skeptical rationahsm
terms that permit disposal of her experience. We con-
struct a stronger defense against our fears.

[ think that Byron’s life demonstrates the next
step beyond simple goodness. Perhaps she embodies an
evolutionary change, a quantum leap in what 1t means
to be human. Byron Katie is not the first to experience
such an evolutionary advance. Mirra Alfassa, called
Mother, who worked with Sri Aurobindo at the ashram
in Pondicherry, India, spent her life in an experiment to
discover the next stage in human evolution. She kept
journals of the transformation not only of her con-
sciousness but also of her very cells.

Byron Katie teaches “body has to follow mind.
Cells are accumulated thoughts. To see mind ard cells
is to see with duality. Body, which is cells, is the retlec-
tion of mind. One. Not separate. Not two. To change
the mind is to change the cells. They are the same.”

During all her experiments, Mirra Alfassa ques-
tioned whether evolution of our human species would
be a series of mutations or a sudden leap. In Byron
Katie the leap was sudden and without conscious
preparation. This is why she can say she was “born™ in
an attic room when she was forty-three years old. She
is one of the twice born. A new creation.

Carol Lynn telis me she wants Byron to speak
more clearly about her experiences. Sandy says, "She
knows what she is doing even if she can’t explain it.”
Byron herself tells us she is “a baby. 1 was born mne
years ago in time and I live in that first moment of

awareness, ageless.” She has no touchstone for what
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she is other than this moment. She looks to us tor
words. “1 only know myself through what you tell
me,” she says. And, “1I'm here to show you what 1t
locks like on the other side.”

Shaw us, she must. Words cannot carry what she
is. Pure Being is so ineffable that it is incommunicable
in language. Being speaks to being beneath all words
and the Being is One. [very attempt to express the
ineffable in language limited by a subject-object struc-
ture falls short. Such attempts are baffling at best. At
worst they sound senseless,

Byron waits for the shift. She looks into our eyes.
She sees it when we see. She says, “You've got itl” It
is said that the mystical consciousness understands
itself. Language doesn't stand in the way of under-
standing for those who experience this transtormation.
It is an existence of pure subjectivity. The one who
lives like this has no object-consciousness at all.

[ndividual life is totally eclipsed by God.

When | become philosophical, 1 know 1t's time to
quiet myself or my mind will get in the way and
obscure the Truth. 1 try to end the book. I write, "l
love Byron Katie.” 1 can’t help loving her. 1 am more
free to love since she became my friend and taught me
her simple work of telling and living the Truth. [ am
no longer afraid. [ experience an abiding joy. And 1
can now return in a wholly other way to my own
Catholic Christian spiritual tradition. I've heard
Hindus say the same, and Lutherans, Presbyterians,
Methodists, Mormons, Congregationalists, practition-
ers of A Courve In Miraclea. ™ Truth is One. it leaps out

at me, now, trom everywhere. [ recognize the essence
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of Byron's experience in my own scriptures, in
Buddhist teaching, in the earth religions, in the revela-
tions of Indian Avatars.

Byron Katie rose up from the dust of the
California high desert, from the American dream of
personal achievement, from experiences of success and
failure, to speak of what we are in an American lan-
guage we can understand if we only will open our
hearts and become willing to expand the Limits of our
minds; if only we will accept that in all of being and
eternity “there is no end of God.™

I bebeve I am finished with the book. I print out
two copies for Byron Katie and mail them to Barstow.
I close the reference books and put them back on the
shelf, I file the questionnaires and tapes. 1 gather up
the glasses and cups. The papers littered around my
chair 1 crumble and throw into the waste basket. I
dust my desk. I'm finished. T go into the back yard
and sit in the sunshine.

Mary calls.

“There may not be time to get this into the book,
but I have something more to tell you about Katie.”

Mary speaks again about recognizing Byron
Katie in Sedona. She tells me that she knows now that
Katie is so much more than a walk-fn. She remembers
that in Sedona she asked Byron Katie, “Where do you
come from?”

“I come {rom the highest place,” Katie responded.

“Are you that close to God?”

It was then that Katie told both Mary and Carol,
“I am Love and Joy.”

Mary’s spiritual teacher taught her to question
anyone who claimed to have spiritual authority and to
keep questioning until that person’s identity was

207




— A Cry 1N TUHE DESERT —

absolutely clear. For two years Mary has continued her
questioning. “What is the light in your eyes? Areyoua
valk-in? Where do you come from? Who are you?”

Mary tells me she posed her question to Byron
Katie once again. Yesterday.

“If you could look npon me as 1 really am, you
would not be able to look at me.” She heard Byron
Katie tell her.

“Who are you, honey?” Mary pressed on. “Why
did you say "if you could look upon me™?”

“Because if you could see my Light, you would
not be able to look upon me. My Light is your Light.”

“T am a universe unto myself?” Mary questioned.

“Yes,”

"Everything out there 1s in me?”

“Yes, honey.”

Mary sighs. “That’s what she told me, Christin.
I'm comfortable, now, that I know what she 1s. Katie 1s

so high she does not belong to anything.”
—=q F -

All day 1 am caught up in Mary's expenence of
Byron Katie and the Light too powerful to look upon.
[ think of Moses in the crevice of the rock waiting for
God 10 walk past. “] beseech thee,” Moses prayed,
“show me thy glory.” And God, the I Am of the burno-
ing bush replied, “Thou canst not see my face: tor there
shall no man see me, and live. . . There is a place by
me, and thou shalt stand upon a rock: and 1t shall come
to pass, while my glory passeth by, that I will put thee
in a cleft of the rock, and will cover thee with my hand
while [ pass by” (lixod. 33: 18-22).

I wonder if our bodies are the hand of God. With
this wondeyr | close my eyes and try to sleep. But
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something haunts me. In the middle of the night I
awake remembering something from my first meeting
with Byron Katie. Those eyes. Something 1 repressed.
Something 1 didn't dare say aloud even inside my own
mind and heart. Something too powerful to look upon.

I know what it is. Early in the morning I call her.

“Byron, I've been awake thinking of you all
mght.”

“VYes, hnney”

“There’s something 1 must ask, something that’s
been in my mind and heart since our first meeting. . ."

“Ask me.” I can hear her smile,

I circle around. T start to cry. I know what she
will answer.

“What are you feeling, honey?” She murmurs. 1
hear compassion.

“Byron—you and Jesus . . . 7"

“Are One.”

My heart explodes. Here is a dimension of Byron
Katie 1 merely touched. Despite my Christian back-
ground, I only made comparisons of her experience to
what we call Christ-Consciousness. 1 didn't ask her
the question until nrow, so the door to this exploration
didn't open until now. I have no idea where this path
will lead.

“And you also are that One,” she continues.

“But there’s a difference,” I insert. Chrishan the-
ology is flooding my mind. But Byron Katie doesn't
talk ‘theology.’” She doesn't get caught up in theological
tangles. Byron Katie awakens to Truth. She realizes.

“Yes. The difference is that 1 am fully conscious
of who I am. And you are close, honey. You are very
close. Much of the time you are awake.”

My mind knows she could have said she was one

209



— A CrRY IN THE DESERT —

with Buddha to a Buddhist; she could have said
Krishna to a Hindu; she could have said The White
Buffalo Woman to a Native American; or she could
have referred, again, to the Lady 1n the paisley dress,
All human celigions rise from the variety of human
experience intersecting the Divine. 1 £aow this, but my
heart is burning with unknowing. [ am Christian. She
said Jesus. I'm not ready to write about this. lti1sa
whole future book.

Is this the Mystical Body of Christ? Is it the
Communion of Saints? Is it what Jesus meant when
he addressed the One he called Father? “That they all
may be one; as thou, Father, art 1n me, and 1 in thee,
that they also may be one in us: that the world may
believe that thou hast sent me. And the glory which
thou gavest me 1 have given them; that they may be
one, even as we are one: | in them, and thou in me, that
they may be made perfect in one” (John 17:21-23).

This is the One Eternal Being. This is the One
Fully Existent. This is the One remaining when the
shadow of ego is dispelled, when even self is distilled
into the Eternal Essence. The One without separation:
the One with many names but never divided. And
when all the names have evaporated —Byron, Christin,
Sandra, Sam, David, Carol, Mary, Roxann, Ross,
Bobby, Paul, Sharon, Marion, Bob —that One Is.

“The time for symbols is over, 1sn't 1t Byron?”

“Yes. Reality 1s now. Be That that you are.
Reality is prior to [ Am. To think and then to say "1" 1s
to move into 4 world of symbols.”

“All body, all earth, all language moves us out
from God.”

"Yes. Even to say “God' is the movement away.”

“Sa I write. [ speak. But it's a paradox, 1sn't it
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Byron? 1 try to find words for what 1s prior to 1 Am,
and there are no words for that.”

“There are no wards. I, we hive. . .” Byron laughs.
“We think we live.”

“1 love you, Byron.”

“1 love you too, honey,” she pauses momentarily,
“and honey, there's one more thing. I talked to David.
His cancer is completely gone.”

"Gone?"

“Yes. David's healed. He's out in the desert col-
lecting cactus, all kind of cactus, preserving those plants
that are in danger of becoming extinct. David’s out
there healing the earth. We call him the cactus man.”

I want to shout, to sing, to cry an Allefwial There
are new cries echoing through the desert now, and they
are cries of hfe.

“He's creating life,” I say to her.

“He 1s the Lafe.”

I put the telephone on its receiver. 1 am wrapped
in mystery fike a cloak. The hand of God covers this
glory. I go back to my computer. This book will never
be finished. I have just begun. =0=
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Soiku Shigematsu, trans., 4 Zen Forest: Sayings of the
Masters (New York: Weatherhill, 1992), 87.

Byron Katie Rolle, The Love Letter 1 (Sept.-Oct.
1994).

Neil Douglas-Klotz, Prayers of the Cosmoo: Meditations
on the Aramaic Words of Jesus (San Francisco: Harper
SanFrancisco, 1994).

1 thank Bernadette Roberts for this expression. Her
words there is no end of God, stimulate a strong

response.
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Byron Katie travels the world by invitation only.
She takes The Work into school systems,
churches, corporations, prisons hospitals and
households. You may also experience her on
radio, television and the world wide web. To
those who know her, she is the experience of
unconditional love — a friend.

The Work Foundation, Inc. is funded by
donation. For information about speaking
engagements, intensives, books, audio or video
tapes, call, e-mail or write to:

The Work Foundation, Inc.
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A CRY Iv i Deser

THE AWAKENING OF BYRON KATIE

“Out of the hopeless into
the whole universe!”
il R e Y
[T T
She is a woman who
knows the extent of
human suffering. She
lived it. In 1986 she
awakened from pain
which had become
unbearable, to live the
B NG

Byron Katie passes on
to us the simple process that anyone can learn of
staying in Truth and releasing pain. She calls this
process The Work.

This book is Byron Katie's story. It is also the
story of many people who have encountered her and
learned The Work. “There is one story,” she tells us.
“My story, your story: The same.” Here is the cry
from her heart inviting us into Truth. Here is her
cry in the desert.

“Rarely, there are people among us whose inner
beauty and truth is like a blazing sun. Byron Katie is
one of these persons. But as her story tells
dramatically, she was not always in truth with life
and in unconditional love. The work that
nibndhronb o

—Gay Luce, author of Longer Life, More Joy

$14.95
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