


COMING TO YOUR SENSES,

SOARING WITH YOUR SOUL

All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in any retrieval
system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without prior
written permission from Pop the Cork Publishing, except by a
reviewer, who may quote brief passages in a review to be printed on-
line, or in a magazine or newspaper.

The material in this book is not intended to be medical advice or
substituted for the advice of a medical professional.

Text [“Our deepest fear . . . liberates others.”] reprinted with
permission from A Return to Love, by Marianne Williamson,
HarperCollins Publishers, Inc. © 1992 Marianne Williamson.

Excerpts reprinted with permission from poems #57, #58 of Hua Hu
Ching: The Unknown Teachings of Lao Tzu, by Brian Walker,
HarperCollins Publishers, Inc. © 1992 Brian Walker.

Excerpts reprinted with permission from “No Less than Greatness:
Living the Law of Absolute Release,” an August 24, 1997, lecture by
Mary Manin Morrissey, Senior Minister of the Living Enrichment
Center near Portland, Oregon. © 1997 Mary Manin Morrissey.

Pop the Cork Publishing
www.popthecorkpub.com
books@ciaosally.com

First Edition 2003
ISBN 0-9741854-1-8, LCCN 2003109641

Second Edition 2016
ISBN 978-1522777021, 1522777024

http://www.popthecorkpub.com/
mailto://books@ciaosally.com


Third Edition 2022
ISBN 978-1-953501-07-3

© 2022 Sally M. Veillette



contents

coming to our senses

living by the numbers

lightening up

step 1, feel

step 2, clean

step 3, polish

step 4, walk

a pregnant pause

step 5, dive

step 6, fly

step 7, soar

step 8, glow

invitation to play

cast of characters

about the author



T

coming to our senses

en years ago you’d have classified me as a classic American
adrenaline junkie, leaping tall buildings in a single bound, at the

top of the class in both high school and college, the golden girl at
any office I’d worked in. I was also the one who had no idea who she
was underneath the long list of accomplishments that grew with each
passing day. I barely gave myself time to breathe before moving on
to the next activity designed to please, serve, impress, or delight—
someone else.

In late 1992, with the sudden onset of Chronic Fatigue Syndrome
(CFS), my ability to power through life came to a screeching halt. For
two-and-a-half long years, the illness stole my energy, scrambled my
mind, sent pains through my body, and often left me so weak that I
was unable to stand for five minutes at a time. But it also proved to
be the best friend I’d ever had. It forced me to find the truer, more
limitless, energy source within me, a much more powerful and
reliable one than the occasional boost I had previously gotten from
the outside world in the form of compliments, approving nods, proud
looks, promotions, and raises. I learned that in order to access this
boundless energy, I simply had to reach in, clear a path for it to get
to the surface, and it would perform—for me.

As a kid I always wondered why life had to be so hard—so much
negativity, so many words that remained unsaid, and so many
opportunities to comfort one another that passed by just for spite.
Even during the good times we had (which were many), I’d stuff my
stomach long past the point of being satisfied, and all too soon brace
myself for the inevitable fights that were bound to pop up. With a
confusing mixture of sensations around and within me, I sought
refuge in life’s rules and followed them religiously, doing exactly what
I was expected to do.



But as a thirty-two-year-old woman faced with an illness that had
no known cause or cure, I’d run out of rules to follow. Suddenly my
body had become my only guide: me, myself, and I against the world
that I’d known those decades before. I was forced to open my heart
and dive right in, digging through clutter, bursting through barricades,
opening locked doors. For the first time in my life, I found myself
putting myself first—being selfish, direct, and both brutally and
refreshingly honest. It was contrary to everything I’d ever learned to
be. I was on a huge scavenger hunt, fueled by necessity.

Luckily, it worked. With each passing season, my energy began
to stabilize a little more—ten-minute labored walks in the park
became easier, staircases less of a dread. I spent fewer hours in
bed, was more effective at the manufacturing company where I’d
worked, and my mind became clearer. The more I treated my illness
as a friend and my body as a teacher, the less crippled I felt, and the
easier it was to handle any problem that came my way. Rays of hope
appeared, joining together to form rainbows. Life’s ups and downs
became a fun ride. My business grew and I made more money—as
did many people around me. I couldn’t believe it. One wasn’t
supposed to profit from such things.

What I’d discovered through my painful, persistent, and
supportive teacher was a whole new game—a soulful, flexible
framework to replace the old stagnant, rigid rules. And as a good
engineer, I wanted to understand everything about it—each
parameter, all the variables, every dynamic. Hence, I created this
owner’s manual for the soul.

do, be, create

The motivation for serious self-reflection is often the result of some
kind of crisis: an illness, the loss of a job or relationship, or a goal
reached without the expected happiness on the other side.
Sometimes we are spurred on by an inner confusion, something
percolating under the surface, a creeping feeling that life can be
more than a collection of non-stop activities, achievements, and
occasional awards. We may not know what to do next. We may feel



lost, empty, and confused. But as uncomfortable as this can be, it is
actually a very important experience.

Fueled by the kind of passion Hollywood has made famous, the
hero wakes up from an ordinary life ready to suddenly challenge the
status quo, confront the establishment, defy authority, and win. A
partner walks out—or in—on a spouse, learning of an infidelity, then
finally doing something about it. Someone reaches the top of the
corporate ladder, then gives it all up for love. It’s an exploding fury, a
bursting through, breaking away, popping out, nothing short of a
revolution.

In our normal lives, we use this kind of fiery passion during critical
moments of change. We have that talk with our partner or boss, then
get the new understanding, job transfer, or promotion we desire. We
stretch ourselves and take a class, go to the movies alone, get a
new haircut, or wear a different style of clothes. We may even start
therapy, go to an introspective workshop, or read some spiritual self-
help books. We show our partners how to better please us in bed.
We travel to new neighborhoods, states, or countries. We blow off a
week or weekend and take some time for ourselves instead. One
way or another, we light the fire for something new to enter our lives.

This kind of passion is by nature destructive in its
constructiveness, if you’ll allow the paradox. It breaks through
physical or mental barriers in order to open up new flows, allowing
fresh ideas to come to light, giving the soul room to move. After the
initial discomfort of the breakthrough (which is only natural), one is
left with a sweet selfishness, an opening to more of the real you
(which is equally natural). The daily “have to” activities become less
important and relationships become more so as your spirit takes
center ground. We breathe easily, and are happy smelling flowers
and counting clouds in the sky. Colors take on a new vividness.
Hearts open. Smells come alive. We move from “doing” to “being,”
after having proven that we possess the courage to do what’s



necessary to get there. Then we usually feel a strong urge to hang
out there a bit, relaxing into the spaciousness, the insights, the fresh
sensations, the peace, and the calm.

Paradoxically, just when we feel like we’ve gotten “being” down,
we suddenly simply can’t sit still. An urge bubbles up—the urge to
create something, to connect with others, and to share our newly
discovered selves. Whether it’s channeled into our home lives, work,
or hobbies, we find ourselves with a huge supply of energy to follow
our cravings, to give in to our impulses, to scratch what’s itching
within. Our soul’s on the move, moving us in its wake. It can be a bit
scary at first. We don’t want our lives to get over-scheduled, off-kilter,
or out of control again. But the deeper kind of passion that is rising
within us cannot be ignored. We are out of control, most definitely,
but in a lovely and creative way.

The unenlightened may label us compulsive, but we know the
difference between a distraction, vice, or numbing agent and what’s
boiling up under our skin. Ours is a constructive passion, freed from
its prison by its destructive counterpart. It’s a deep yearning, a
sincere desire to express ourselves, to serve—and it comes with a
free-flowing fountain of energy, a creative force that turns work to
play.

Do. Be. Create. The cycle of life. It starts with jam-packed activity
and ends with jam-packed activity—the difference being that the
primary motivation for our activities now emanates from within. The
cork pops off the bottle, freeing a path for creative passion to rise,
and allowing the soul’s force to surface through the highest level of
our hearts. Vitality fills the air around us, lighting up our faces, and
giving our bodies that undeniable glow—no matter what size our
bank account or in what role we find ourselves.

digging up roots

When my “pop-through” moment came, I spread my wings wide, left
the company that had been so good to me, and spent six months of
each of the next six years on the road, exploring the minds, bodies,
and souls of people of all titles, cultures, mindsets, shapes, and
sizes.



I found no better place to root my work than Sicily, my big-
breasted motherland where life is slower, personal connections are
richer, and wine is served with every meal. You see, I was named
after my grandfather, Salvatore, who’d been born there in 1899. He
would have preferred that one of my two older brothers carry his
name, as is the tradition, but “Sally” it was, and would be. I had no
idea that a decision so seemingly random would turn out to be so
appropriate, that I would be the only one of the four children in my
family to stay in touch with our Italian roots and carry on my
grandfather’s tradition of dividing his time between the two worlds.
Or that this very connection would be the catalyst to my exploration
and eventual understanding of the human soul. As with many things
in life, it happened by surprise.

My grandfather’s old apartment is nestled on the southern shores
of Sicily, facing Africa, where the calm waters of the Mediterranean
Sea lap at its feet every minute of every day, and for some strange
reason the locals arrive only in the summertime, leaving the beach
town virtually deserted the other three seasons of the year. The sun
rises to the left each morning and sets to the right each night, with
the moon following the same path blazed by its predecessor. The
lives of the people follow a similar daily cycle: the morning bustle,
afternoon siesta, and resurgence of activity beginning around five
o’clock, peaking at midnight, and waning until early dawn.

Becoming fluent in Italian took study, immersion, and practice.
But I was also learning a new language of emotion, heart, and soul—
something that required an equal amount of attention. I swear that
the Italians actually feel their senses of sight, sound, taste, smell,
and touch more deeply than we Americans do. If they cut
themselves, I bet it hurts more. When they put a bite of food in their
mouths, I suspect the taste is more pungent for them than it is for us.
A puzza (bad smell) bothers them more than it does us. They see
the beauty in a work of art or in nature more directly than we do. It
moves them in ways we can only hope to understand. They feel
more. I’m convinced of it.

Life to them is not skin-deep. In fact, there is so much physical
beauty in the country that it doesn’t carry the weight that it does
here. The presence of it doesn’t give you an instant entry into one



crowd, and the lack of it doesn’t exclude you from another. It’s just
one aspect of a person, one of many.

Young, old, disfigured, or disabled—all are free to be seen in
Sicily, to take the nightly evening stroll, la passeggiata, and to
participate in the community. My Italian friends often ask me where
we hide our older people, why we lock them up in retirement homes
or confine them to certain southern states. Life is not real to Italians
without the full range of ages, tastes, scents, flavors, and the
complete spectrum of human forms that exist.

One friend, after having visited me in Sicily for ten days or so,
found that she was having trouble looking people in the eyes. “They
see too much of me,” she said, turning her eyes away even from
mine. Being a forty-year-old woman who’d had the habit of hiding
behind fifty or so extra pounds of weight for most of her adult life, the
realization that this weight wasn’t keeping the Sicilians from seeing
who she really was was a bit much for her to handle. As they
responded to her beauty, she was being asked to do the same—
something quite new and uncomfortable for her.

There is no hiding in Sicily, nor should there be anywhere else in
the world. Each of us has a unique melody to sing—that, in my
opinion, it is our responsibility to sing, at the command of our very
souls. It’s precisely the combination of these melodies that makes
the world go round. A symphony would be no fun to listen to if it were
filled with only clarinets. A football team of all halfbacks wouldn’t get
very far. The world couldn’t grow and change if children were just
cookie-cutter copies of their parents. We each bring something to the
table, an individual thread for the tapestry, a distinct voice for the
choir. Nothing, absolutely nothing, in nature is wasted. Somewhere
inside we each have an inner glow that is waiting to come to the
surface, a passion that’s ready to fuel even the most mundane of our
days.

utopia

Do I expect that by the end of this book, we will reach utopia, a life of
10,000 watt shines, blue skies, and unrushed days? Absolutely not.
In fact, a genuine imperfection is our goal. Clear connections, a crisp



focus, souls at play. Except, of course, on the days they’re not . . .
those days that deflate us, confound us, and send us running for the
hills. What I can promise, though, is that we’ll have a much better
perspective by the book’s end, much more comfort with our own
humanity, and learn to use even the worst of our days to our
advantage. Shrinking from them—or anything—will seem like a less
valid option. We’ll discover the superpowers of a perfectly imperfect
human being.

Hollywood has many of us convinced that each day is supposed
to be bright and sunny, and that each story needs an appropriately
happy ending. The Italians call this “americanata,” then roll their
eyes, and turn off the TV. But to many Americans, unless our lives
are perfect in this exaggerated way, we are convinced that they need
to be fixed. Continuous improvement projects flourish in every
downtown office. We have tens of thousands of self-help books. But
do we really need all of this? Maybe an unabashed opening to our
realness is the magic key that will relax our brains, stir our souls, and
make room for our vitality to pop through—paradoxically bringing a
bigness and brightness to our inner view of ourselves and a super-
human spring to our step.

We can have an abundance of energy, you know. It’s perfectly
natural.

A young woman recently confided to me that she has one or two
pretty bad days every month and wondered what was wrong—not
because there were too many, but because there were too few. She
thought that perhaps she was manic and needed a medicine to bring
her down. Being too happy concerned her; it made her different.
Depression, she thought, was more fitting a good graduate student.

“Pay me the $100 an hour,” I offered, “and I’ll assure you you’re
just fine. You’ve got the life people dream of . . . fueled by your very
own fire. Yes, you are different. You do an unusual assortment of
things and have a unique look. And I can see by one glance that
you’re filling your day with things you really love, and that they feed



you. You’ve made it, my dear. At twenty-eight years old, you already
have what everyone seeks.”

I really believe that we can have it all: vibrant rich lives as unique
to each of us as we are to the world. Mania comes from a
disconnection with what we know as true. Burn-out comes from
using an unclean fuel. When we are powered by our true selves, we
not only work more efficiently, but work becomes fun. Our energy
climbs. Everyday duties stop weighing us down. Risks become
comfortable as our souls become well-trained in opening after having
tightened up with worry and stress. When we reopen enough times,
our movements begin to mirror that of a bird’s wing—contract,
expand, contract, expand—and we take flight. Then with our wings
spread wide, we give up the struggle, let the wind support us, and
soar across even the highest mountaintops. A breeze is in our faces.
Fresh air is in our lungs. Our view is immense. We know who we
are, and as a friend of mine puts it, “We’ve got our glow on.”

Through the eight steps in this book we bring these words down
from the skies to experience them here on earth in a most direct
way.

the approach

This isn’t your normal self-help book. It’s a “help-yourself-to yourself”
book. The days of concentrating on what’s wrong with us are gone.
The days of moving with what’s right with us have finally arrived. And
the key is to feel very deeply what we really, really, really feel inside,
skillfully bypassing the rat’s nest of emotions, tensions, and awkward
sensations and arriving at the bold, simple, and pure truth. By
clearing the path to let our whole selves out, we unclog our pipes
and encourage our souls to take a greater role in steering our days.
A bit of disassembly of habits that numb, politeness that binds, and
thoughts that constrict is required to stoke our inner flames until a
nice healthy glow takes permanent hold—shaving years off our
looks, putting a bounce in our steps, and giving us the discernment
to make choices aligned from within.

In the first two chapters, I offer my personal story as a way for
you to get to know me a little better and as a concrete example of



what a soul looks like when it’s on the move.
As you read this story, don’t get distracted by the fact that an

illness was at its core. Look beyond the illness itself to the push-pull
of the soul’s movement bubbling up from within. View it, if you can,
as a “good” thing. See if you can spot how my soul spoke through
my symptoms. Notice how my inner voice rose up in an attempt to
unsettle an outer world that had grown a bit disconnected from a
clear inner view of itself, too rigid in its approach, and less-than-
soulfully-honest in the motivation behind its choices. Spot the
number of times I’d felt a true feeling rise up through the chaos, then
pushed it back down either out of habit, confusion, or fear . . . or
simply because I’d had a different idea of my direction and didn’t
want to entertain any other options. That’s the soul’s push-pull, the
voice of our real selves, fighting to be heard.

Watch as I awaken to my soul’s inner movement and begin to
give it more and more room to breathe, inviting it to talk to me
directly. Instead of forcing my soul to squeeze itself up through a
crack in a barren sidewalk, I give it a full garden, a playground,
center stage.

Finally, keep one of your inner eyes on the big picture that
unfolds around me, the way each detailed movement comes
together to create a coordinated dance, perfectly orchestrated, but
graceful only when I open myself to its embrace.

soul maintenance

The care, feeding, and alignment of the
soul

STEP 1, FEEL

Come back to your senses.



STEP 2, CLEAN

Clean off who you aren’t.

STEP 3, POLISH

Shine up who you are.

STEP 4, WALK

Stay yourself more each day.

soul movement

Steering life directly from the soul

STEP 5, DIVE

Touch your soul.

STEP 6, FLY

Build your energetic muscles and take
flight.

STEP 7, SOAR

Give up the effort and soar with the wind.

STEP 8, GLOW

Partner with your inner passions.

these steps are for you

do with them what you will

I designed these steps as less of a ladder and more of a
framework, a step-by-step view of the magical dynamics of the



soul. Consequently, you have ultimate freedom in how they’re
used. You don’t have to begin at the beginning, just flip through
them and pick where to enter. Then choose how many or how
few you want to do.

The steps are structured in two sets of four each: 1 to 4, and
5 to 8.

steps 1 to 4

SOUL MAINTENANCE. Feel who you are and who you aren’t, and
realign with the most real you that you can find. You will clean
up your life, polish your shine, oil your squeaky spots, and step
out into the world more authentically.

steps 5 to 8

SOUL MOVEMENT. Dive straight into the soul, learn its most basic
open-close movement, and begin to recognize this dynamic in
all that you do. By the book’s end, you’ll open yourself so wide
that your passion simply pops out, moving you along with it.

If you like to start at the beginning of something, turn the
page to Step 1, where you’ll be encouraged to play with your
feeling nature, and proceed from there. If you feel like you
already have a pretty clear idea of who you are, you may want
to jump directly to Step 5. Or you can enter the steps at random,
then move around as you’d like. Or close the book, then reopen
it, and start there. Or give all eight steps a quick read-through,
then go back to what intrigues you most. By the way, it’s
common to have one or two steps that stick with you,
demanding more attention, calling your name.

There are a wealth of exercises for each step and wide
margins to write your answers in. Think of the exercises as
“games” in the giant playground of life. Some people like to just
read them, breathe when I suggest it, and wiggle their toes.
Others whip out extra paper and a pen and jot down page after
page of thoughts. As with life, each choice is yours.



Whatever choice you make, have fun with it. That’s the most
important thing of all.
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