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Hello Everyonel This newsletter was not written by me.... Jtis one of onig afew...
T he author of this article is Bettg (laire Moffet. | love her work. Si'nc is an
awesome author. | i‘IOPC that you crjog it.... | inda

The Listening Soul

When you are honest with 3oursciic, you will find out the truth about 3oursciic. When
you consistentig enter the silence, with or without other tecimiclues of meditation, you
will come to a Piacc (it is different for each of us and yetitis the same) where there is

r\oti'ling.
Noti‘ning atall...
| call it the Listening SOUI.

Ornce you have quictcci your bociy, established your i:rcati'zing pattern, and
surrounded 3ourseiic with iigiwt, Pouring it ti'lrough you from the crown of your head to
the tiP omcyour toes, grounciing the ligi‘n’c and 5ourscii: in the earth, carrying the iigi'nt

around your bocig to suffuse you in its Protectivc arena, you do - noti‘iing.

No mantras, no images, no visualizations, no suPPiica’cions. If angti‘:ing at all is said bg

you, it would be this, and oniy at the bcginning of this quict time:
“| am |i5tening.”

All other meditative tcci'miqucs arcjust that, tcchniqucs, and are Practiccci to getus

to the Place Wi"ICI"C we can iearn to iisten.

Meditation of this sort is true contcmpiation. Jtis stillness within, a true i'lcaring on
interior levels. T he mind may react stronglg at first and refuse this assignment.
Objcc’cs, Fceiings, and images may rush behind your egelicis. You may Ficiget, itch,

scratch, yawn —a restless mind in a restless bocig.



Be still. | et the mind stuff, the illusions, and c]rcamscape, go. Be still.

For you are here to have back a Por‘tion of that time and attention givento you —a

tithing of time, a titlﬂing of self, back to the source of all that is gooc].

Worcls may float into your mind. AccePt these words as righ’c for you to hear. Or

there may be no words at all after the initial chatter subsides.

T here may be a subtle interior acﬁustment as you settle into Peacemculness. T here
may be a sudden onrush o{:joy. You may find silent tears coursing down your cheeks.

There may be a Promcound quuisitc silence.
T here may be not[‘ling. T here may be cvcrg’ching. [tis all right.

Jn such quietness and serenity, turn within and listen. As you listen, you will come to
that Place of cleeP silence. Begoncl that Place is evergthing. Bcgond that Placc you
bcgin to fill up, to be light and to transmit that light, whether it be candle or bonfire,
into the darkness all around you. You become the lighted lamP omcgour being. You

becomc you own center og light.

You can illuminate any rclationship, and situation, with this light. You can be so
ovcrﬂowing with ligl‘lt and love that you dor’t need to “get” all the time. You can be
the giving, the flow. And you can be that flow consistcntlg, as you become aware that

all you give is given to 3oursclf:, all that you give comes back to you.

Be kind to 3oursclmcg be tender and {:orgivir\g as you begin this Practicc of listcning to
the soul. | et all that you have strugglccl for, strived for, wished for, and hopcd for
dreamed for, Fought for, dissolve into that silence of your soul. |t has its own agenda.

Anditisa loving one. Allow. Allow it to unfold. Just listen.
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