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“Warner deftly describes her various treatments. She delves into painful family memories and recounts her panic attacks in detail. For those readers who have experienced this debilitating condition, or who have family members who have . . . insightful.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Wise, searching, fearless, and bighearted, Priscilla Warner’s search for inner peace will resonate with anyone who has ever been anxious or at sea—in other words, all of us. She is a comforting and stabilizing guide through her own life—and ours. This book is a gift.”

—Dani Shapiro, author of Devotion: A Memoir

“The words leap off the page. Priscilla Warner’s courageous story from panic to peace brims with insights that light the path to simply living a better life.”

—Elisha Goldstein, Ph.D., author of The Now Effect

“A fascinating tale of courage, perseverance, and resolve. In lucid and entertaining prose—with several laugh-out-loud moments—Warner is a travel guide for the anxious and the wounded, leading us from a life of fear and burden to a perspective of freedom and wonder. Her story is a gift to anyone determined to find peace.”

—Therese Borchard, author of Beyond Blue: Surviving Depression & Anxiety and Making the Most of Bad Genes
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NOTE TO READER

This book is an account of experiences I shared with many wonderful people. It’s based on my recollections, as well as tape recordings I made of conversations and therapy sessions and careful notes I took during teaching sessions. In a few instances, the names and/or identifying characteristics of some people have been changed.


With Boundless Gratitude

to

Jimmy

Max and Jack

Riva and Paul


May all travelers find happiness
Everywhere they go,
And without any effort may they accomplish
Whatever they set out to do.
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—Shantideva, A Guide to the Bodhisattva’s Way of Life
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1
Takeoff
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Slumped in my airplane seat, I could barely see enough of Tulsa, Oklahoma, to say goodbye to it in the early morning darkness. The plane took off and I was headed home to New York on the last leg of an intense three-year lecture tour. I opened a magazine . . . and there were the monks—yet again.

Dressed in crimson robes, their heads shaved, serene Tibetan men stared out at me from a photograph. These same men had been inadvertently haunting me for years, because they had found an inner peace that had eluded me for so long. While I’d been experiencing debilitating panic attacks and anxiety for decades, they had been meditating so effectively that their prefrontal brain lobes lit up on MRI scans, plumped up like perfectly ripe peaches.

That’s not precisely the way the monks’ brains were described in the medical studies I’d read about, but that’s how I imagined them—happily pregnant with positive energy. Unlike my brain, which felt battered and bruised, swollen with anxiety, adrenaline, heartache, and hormones.

“I want the brain of a monk!” I decided right then and there.

I also wanted everything that went along with that brain—peace and tranquility, compassion and kindness, wisdom and patience. Was that too much to ask for?

And so my mission was born.

I became determined to get my prefrontal lobe to light up like the monks’ lobes, to develop a brain that would run quietly and smoothly, instead of bouncing around in my skull like a Mexican jumping bean. Some people set up meth labs in their basements, but I wanted a Klonopin lab in my head, producing a natural version of the drug my therapist had prescribed for me several years earlier, to help me cope with chronic anxiety and panic.

I had already been searching for serenity on and off for forty years, during which I’d traveled to Turkey and toured the ancient caves of early Christian mystics, read Rumi’s exquisite Sufi poetry, and learned about the mysteries of Kabbalah. I regularly drank herbal tea and lit incense in my bedroom. And I’d gotten my meridians massaged while my chakras were tended to by soft-spoken attendants at occasional spa splurges.

I would have loved to travel to Nepal to find inner peace, sitting at the feet of a monk on a mountaintop, but I panic at high altitudes. I didn’t want to move to a monastery, but I figured there were dozens of things I could do in my own backyard that could make me positively monk-like. So I decided to try behaving like a monk while still shopping for dinner at my local suburban strip mall. And I decided to chronicle my adventures.

This full-scale brain renovation would take some time, planning, improvisation, and hard work. Still, I hoped, if I exercised my tired gray cells properly, on a sustained, regular basis, and fed my brain all sorts of good things like meditation, guided imagery, yoga, macrobiotic stuff, and Buddhist teachings, maybe it would change physically. I’d heard neuroplasticity thrown around in scientific reports, a term that means that the brain is supposedly able to transform itself at any age. Perhaps mine would be like Silly Putty—bendable and pliable and lots of fun to work with.

What did I have to lose? I shifted in my airplane seat, the monks still gazing up at me from the photograph.

On the outside, I was functioning just fine: I was a happily married mother of two terrific sons. I’d traveled to more than fifty cities around the country to promote a bestselling book I’d coauthored, called The Faith Club. But inside, the anxiety disorder I’d battled all my life had left me exhausted, out of shape, and devouring chocolate to boost my spirits and busted adrenal glands. My body and heart ached for my children, who had left the nest, and my mother, who was in her ninth year of Alzheimer’s disease, confined to the advanced care unit of her nursing home. Twenty years earlier, my father had died from cancer; but he’d been just about my age when the tumor had started its deadly journey through his colon.

Clearly, I was facing my own mortality. Although I wanted to run like hell away from it.

In another rite of passage, a wonderful therapist I had seen for many years had died recently, and I had attended her memorial service. When I’d arrived at the Jewish funeral home, a woman with a shaved head, dressed in a simple dark outfit, had greeted me. Although her smile was kind, her presence initially threw me off. Was she Buddhist? Was she a nun? Did her brain light up on an MRI scan, too?

After greeting people at the entrance to the chapel with a calm that put everyone at ease, she conducted the proceedings with warmth, wit, and sensitivity, urging people to speak about our deceased friend. I took her appearance to be a message from my late shrink.

“Go for it,” I imagined her saying. “Go find your inner monk.”

I didn’t know the difference between my dharma and my karma, but I was willing to learn. Perhaps I’d define other terms for myself, like mindfulness, lovingkindness, and maybe even true happiness. I’d try whatever techniques, treatments, and teachings I thought might move me along the road from panic to peace.

His Holiness, the Dalai Lama, believes human beings can change the negative emotions in their brains into positive ones.

And who was I to doubt the Dalai Lama?

Maybe my journey would resemble something like Siddhartha meets Diary of a Mad Jewish Housewife.

Forget “Physician, Heal Thyself,” I decided as my plane landed in New York and my daydreaming turned into a reality.

My new mantra would be “Neurotic, heal thyself (and please stop complaining).”


2
Bowls Are Ringing
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When you’re ready to learn, your lessons find you in the oddest places. Like behind the Hertz car rental desk at San Francisco International Airport.

To celebrate the end of The Faith Club tour, I had flown out to California to visit my sister and some friends. A tall, friendly Hertz employee was finishing up my paperwork when he noticed a brightly colored necklace I was wearing. “You should go to this Tibetan store in Haight-Ashbury,” he told me.

I was taken aback. How did this man know I yearned to be a serene Tibetan monk?

He gave me my car keys and an approximate address for Tibet Styles, which I scribbled down on my rental agreement. I was always up for a shopping adventure.

Three days later, I decided to follow the Hertz man’s advice. My friend Judy drove me over to Haight-Ashbury, and we walked up and down the busy streets looking for Tibet Styles. A young man in a coffeehouse pointed us in the right direction. “Say hi to Dolma for me,” he said. “She’s an awesome lady.”

Tucked into a block of tattoo parlors, record stores, and windows displaying groovy merchandise from the 1960s, Tibet Styles was a quiet haven, full of colorful jewelry, scarves, and woven wall hangings. We took our time examining necklaces made from silver and semiprecious stones, as we made our way to the back of the shop, where dozens of brass bowls were stacked up on a table.

I picked up a heavy copper bowl, and the suede-covered mallet beside it. “Push the mallet around the rim,” Judy suggested with a smile. “See what happens.”

I began rubbing the rim of the bowl with the mallet. But absolutely nothing happened. A small Tibetan woman about my age stepped out from behind the cash register. She wore a colorful, striped apron and her dark hair pulled back in a bun. “Not so fast,” she said, taking the bowl out of my hand. “Like this.” Gently, she rubbed the outer rim with the mallet. “You see? Very slowly.”

The bowl began to hum, softly at first, and then loud enough to fill the small store with its sound, even above the chanting music on the CD that was playing in the background. The woman struck the bowl softly and it made a perfect, deep, complex “gongggg.” Handing the bowl back to me, she said, “Now you try.”

I rubbed the bowl with the mallet, producing nothing more than silence. The Tibetan woman left me to help a customer buying earrings. I picked up another bowl and pushed the mallet around the rim. Still no sound. Judy picked up a bowl, and of course it sang for her immediately.

The store owner came back as I picked up another bowl, dark bronze with a green patina. “Slowly, slowly!” She took the bowl out of my hands, rubbed the rim gently, and it sang in an instant.

I felt like a loser. Or whatever that word was in Tibetan.

I picked up one bowl after another, trying to make each one sing, to no avail. “Slowly, slowly. You’re moving too fast,” the woman kept saying. “Hold your palm flat. Don’t touch the bowl with your fingers.” She manipulated my hand to make every bowl sit firmly on my palm, but still I failed at Singing Bowl 101.

Finally she picked up a medium-sized, light brass bowl and handed it to me. “Try this.”

I moved the mallet around the rim as slowly as I could, fearing that I was so neurotic and out of touch with my spiritual side that I wouldn’t be able to clink a Tibetan bowl, let alone make it sing.

But then the bowl began speaking to me. It came alive in my hand, humming steadily. Then I struck it with the mallet. “Gongggg.” Its powerful vibration moved up my arm, straight into my heart. I had found my bowl.

“You did it!” Judy exclaimed.

“Good,” the Tibetan woman said, as if she knew I’d accomplish this all along. She moved back behind the cash register to help another customer.

I caressed my bowl lovingly. I was not a miserable failure. I could make a bowl sing. My karma wasn’t so crummy after all.

The Tibetan woman came back. “Is that it?” she asked. “You’ll take the bowl?”

“Is it the right one?” I asked.

“Yes, yes. That’s it.”

“The others are too hard for me?” My inner New Yorker was determined to turn bowl ringing into a competition.

“It’s a good bowl, yours.” The woman had spoken; the deal was done. I followed her over to the cash register, clutching my bowl. I made it sing again and smiled.

“I really need this,” I blurted out. “I mean the bowl. I need some peace.”

The woman calmly pulled out a shopping bag. “I want to learn how to meditate,” I said. “Do you have any CDs that could help me?” The men chanting in the background music sounded as if they could impart some kind of peace.

“What’s your name?” Judy asked the proprietor.

“My name’s Dolma,” the woman answered, turning back to me. “Do you like this music?”

I listened again, then shook my head. “No, thanks.”

The chanters sounded too happy. I needed the equivalent of a Tibetan drill sergeant to put me through my paces. Whoever I brought home with me to soothe my troubled soul had their work cut out for them.

Dolma handed me a CD with a picture of the Gyuto Monks on the cover, then popped their disk into her player. The lowest, most guttural sounds I’d ever heard human beings make punched me in the gut. In a good way.

“I like this,” I said, studying the portrait of the somber men clad in maroon robes, with shaved heads. My future drill sergeants stared out at me, looking like they meant business.

“This is good for you. Very strong. You need that.” Dolma positioned herself squarely in front of me, taking hold of my shoulders. “You are a very calm person,” she said.

Judy burst out laughing.

“No, she is very calm,” Dolma insisted.

I knew exactly what she meant. Even though I’d suffered panic attacks for forty years, deep down inside, I knew I could be calm.

Judy had to leave for an appointment, so we said our goodbyes. But I had time to dawdle with Dolma.

And in her quiet, otherwise empty store Dolma had time to tend to me. She took my hands in hers and looked me straight in the eye. I never questioned what this stranger was doing. “You are full of compassion,” Dolma said, standing still as a statue, in front of me.

“I don’t know.” I was embarrassed. “I’m not so compassionate. I’m just . . .”

“You are compassionate,” Dolma repeated. “That’s a good thing.”

“I’m just . . .”

Dolma’s grip on my hands tightened. Tears rolled down my cheeks, slowly at first, then in a steady stream. But I didn’t say a word and I didn’t wipe away my tears, because I didn’t want to take my hands away from Dolma’s hands. She was holding on to mine so tightly.

“Oh, oh,” she said. “It’s okay. You have deep compassion for people. You feel their pain very strongly.”

“I’m just trying to get through the day . . .” I sighed. “It’s just hard.”

“Why is it so hard?” she asked.

“I suffer from panic attacks. I have for many years. And my mother . . .” I paused.

“Your mother?”

“My mother has Alzheimer’s. She’s in a nursing home.”

Dolma dropped my hands and scurried behind her counter to pick up a set of wooden beads. She closed her eyes, pushing the beads back and forth quickly along their cord, muttering prayers.

“It’s okay,” Dolma said. “Everything will be okay. It will be fine, you will be fine . . .” Her fingers flew faster than any fingers I’d ever seen. “And your mother? She will be fine.”

I wanted to believe her.

Over and over again Dolma murmured to herself, or God, or the universe, with closed eyes. Occasionally she hummed. I stood dry-eyed, watching, fascinated, not understanding a word.

Dolma finished with her prayer beads, put them down, and stepped out from behind the counter, placing my hands in hers once more. Her hands were sturdy, slightly calloused but soft. The hands of a hardworking, hard-praying woman.

“Let it go,” she said, standing before me, holding my hands tightly, staring into my eyes. “Let it go.”

Let what go?

“Let it go,” Dolma murmured. “Let all of your suffering drain out of you. Let your pain leave your body. Give it up. Let it go.”

I looked deep into Dolma’s dark eyes and held on to her strong hands as she began praying or chanting again, still holding my hands, nodding her head as she pulled on them gently.

I took a deep, jagged, uneven breath.

And then I let go.

Of pain and sadness, exhaustion and fear. Of disappointment and heartache. Of nursing homes and my mother’s confused face, of my empty nest with my children gone, of my aging body’s aches and pains. I let go of my yearning for youth, for happiness, for perfection, for a life with no suffering.

I let go of it all.

In a small, quiet store in San Francisco, I felt all of the suffering drain out of my fingertips, into Dolma’s hands, and out into the world, into the great unknown.

And for just an instant, in the hands of a stranger, I experienced the tiniest hint of what it would feel like to be lighter.


3
Panicky Pris

[image: images]

Lightness was not something I had ever truly experienced before meeting Dolma. Panic was my comfort zone. And my nemesis.

I’d suffered my first panic attack when I was a fifteen-year-old waitress, working behind the grease-splattered, stainless steel serving counters of the Brown University cafeteria.

For a few weekends that fall, my friends and I had left the cocoon of the all-girls’ high school we attended in Providence, Rhode Island, and set our sights on the boys at Brown. We worked in the dining halls until incoming students were hired to take over our jobs. Back then, Brown was an all-male school. As I dished out mystery meat in my aqua blue polyester uniform, I gawked at the opposite sex, pretending not to care what they thought of me.

Forty years ago, no one ever used the term panic attack, including me. No one talked about anxiety disorders or spilled their guts on national television. So I had no idea what was happening to me on that otherwise ordinary September day, when I showed up for work and then almost died. One minute I was dishing out faded green peas to masses of bored young men, and the next minute I was fading out, gasping for air. A bolt of electricity had shot up my arms, into my chest, locking my lungs in a vise. My heart pounded desperately. My whole body shook. I broke into a cold sweat. Stepping back from the counter, I tried to take a deep breath.

But I couldn’t. I tried to swallow, but I couldn’t do that, either. My tongue felt thick, and it was blocking my throat.

I panicked. I gulped. I gasped. I tried taking a deep, life-sustaining breath, but all I could inhale were little puffs of nothingness. I felt dizzy. The faces of the boys in line froze, but my thoughts raced as I gulped and gasped, thinking, What happens when your body gets no oxygen? Could I pass out? Keel over? Could I die?

Was I dying?

Mechanically, I tried to resume dishing out peas, but my hands shook noticeably.

“Calm down,” I screamed to myself. But my body would not obey my commands.

I dropped my spoon, teetered away from my station, and staggered back to the kitchen, trying to breathe, over and over again, in giant spasms. My best friend Barbara appeared. I was shaking, holding on to countertops crowded with giant macaroni-and-cheese casseroles. I slumped to the floor, my back against the wall, my useless legs splayed out in front of me. “You look awful,” Barbara observed.

“I can’t breathe,” I managed to whisper.

“Do you want me to call your house?” Barbara hauled me up and over to a desk, dialed my number, and Mrs. Quinn, the housekeeper my parents had recently hired, answered.

“I don’t feel well,” I said. Mrs. Quinn was not a warm, cuddly woman, but she arranged to meet me.

Barbara herded me out of the cafeteria and down to the street. I shuffled along the sidewalk, trying to take a deep breath, over and over again, shivering and shaking.

When Mrs. Quinn pulled up in her old gray Chevrolet at the appointed corner, Barbara opened the back door and nudged me onto the cracked vinyl seat. I returned home to curl up in my parents’ big, empty bed, under the gaze of a giant, glassy-eyed swordfish my father had caught, stuffed, and hung on the wall.

When my parents came home, they called their doctor, who paid a house call and took my vital signs. He wrote me a prescription for a tranquilizer called Librium, remarking that I was “just a little bit nervous.”

Just a little?

For the next forty years, panic attacks as dramatic as this one continued to ravage my body. Haunted by a story my parents used to tell me when I was a child, I often worried that one of these attacks might kill me. While other children drifted off to sleep listening to tales of dancing fairies or happy ducklings, for years my parents told me a story I’ve titled “The Night You Almost Died.” Here’s how my personal lullabye goes . . .

When I was sixteen months old, my father was on leave from the navy, and we were living in San Diego, California. I developed acute epiglottitis, a dangerous infection in my windpipe. When my fever shot up to 106, my parents took me to a pediatrician’s office, where I turned purple and my eyes rolled back in my head. (My mother was an artist, with a flair for dramatic details.)

After watching me suffer one seizure after another, my father was too scared to drive me to the hospital. So he asked the pediatrician to take me with my mother and he followed behind in his car. My parents didn’t go into details about the drive, but they did tell me the most important part of the story.

After getting to the hospital, my parents left me there and went home. And as I lay alone in my bed later that night, my airway closed up and I stopped breathing. Fortunately, a resident happened to wander into my room and found me in distress. He performed an emergency tracheotomy, which saved my life. My parents praised him every time they told me this story, which was often. “We were so scared!” they repeated, throughout my childhood. “We were so scared!”

And I became so nervous.

Done with waitressing at Brown, I took a job as a supermarket cashier on Saturdays. Back then, we had to type out the price of every single item, which made me anxious. My father owned the supermarket, which made me even more anxious. Desperate to prove that I deserved the job, I continually fought back panic, until one day I hyperventilated so badly that I had to abandon my register and go home. “You don’t have to work there anymore,” my father told me when I cried to him that night. He had no advice, however, about how to avoid panicking outside of supermarkets.

Which I did. A lot.

I hid my shameful condition from my father and everyone else in my life. For the next ten years, I carried a flask of vodka with me everywhere, taking a swig when I felt the telltale signs of an impending panic attack—a pounding heart, tingling hands, trouble breathing. The fiery liquid filled my chest cavity with warmth, and eventually calmed me down. I’d chosen vodka because I thought it was odorless. If I’d known it wasn’t, I’d have panicked even more at the thought that people might know I was drinking.

When it came time to go to college, I became anxious about leaving my friends and family. I spent much of my time at the University of Pennsylvania sitting in the back of large lecture halls, so that I could bolt out the doors of the auditorium if I started to panic. When I was in smaller classes, I also took Valium, a new drug that an internist had prescribed, which I carried with me everywhere. My magic yellow pills were a lot easier to hide than my flask, and they didn’t slosh around in my purse.

When I graduated from Penn, I began a job at an advertising agency in Boston as an art director. I enjoyed creating magazine ads and television commercials, but I was terrified of making presentations to our clients—which took me close to panic. Valium masked my fear well enough, but inside I felt like a fraud.

I met my husband, Jimmy, in a crowded bar, and we fell in love at first sight. That did wonders for my central nervous system. But when I tried to be adventurous and flew with Jimmy to France, I suffered a massive panic attack in our room at a lovely, small hotel after we’d eaten a magnificent dinner, drunk a rich red Burgundy, and consumed fabulous chocolates. My nervous system erupted in the middle of the night, my lungs convulsing in spasms. I was mortified. For the first time, I took a Valium in front of another person, pacing the room until the drug took hold.

We got married, and my husband loved me, neuroses and all. Five years later, I became pregnant, and I did not take a single Valium, although I’d developed high blood pressure in my eighth month and had to be sent to bed on phenobarbitol.

Happily, our first son, Max, was born healthy. But my fifty-eight-year-old father had been diagnosed with cancer. Seeing him through surgeries, radiation, and chemotherapy revved up my nerves, and the more he suffered, the more I panicked, whether I was in hospital waiting rooms or New York City taxicabs. When he died, I was heartbroken, and my panic attacks increased in frequency. I loved being a mother to my sweet son. But it wasn’t until two years later that I felt emotionally ready to get pregnant again.

My second pregnancy was basically one long panic attack. My hormones surged, filling my body with terror. I begged my obstetrician to let me take Valium, but he refused. Our second son, Jack, arrived ten days early, as mellow as he could be.

In fact, all three men in our house are generally as mellow as monks. I seem to be anxious for all of them.

Jimmy’s career took off and I became a corporate wife, accompanying him to various conferences. One afternoon, I set out in Manhattan to buy some appropriate clothes. Insecure about my ability to play the role I’d been thrust into, and famished since I’d skipped lunch to shop, I began to fall apart in a department store dressing room. I teetered unsteadily to my husband’s skyscraper office building which was nearby, and tried to get into an elevator in the lobby.

Over and over again I pushed the button for the thirty-fifth floor, only to dash out of the small black box before the elevator doors closed. Finally I called my husband from a pay phone. “I’m down in your lobby,” I croaked.

“Come on up,” he said casually.

“I can’t!” I burst into tears. “I can’t get into the elevator!”

Prince Charming came down to the lobby and escorted me back up to his office, resuming his busy afternoon. I lay on his couch, a sad sack of anxiety with a bright new outfit in a shopping bag. A mass of insecurity whom, thank God, my husband still loved.

Panic attacks followed me everywhere over the next few years, even on vacation on Long Island, on a lovely summer day. “I bet you’re the only person who ever popped a Valium on a beach,” said my patient, but somewhat confused, husband, shaking his head.

My last panic attack before I set off to become a monk without a monastery took place on a street in Denver before a lecture for The Faith Club. One minute I was taking an afternoon stroll by myself, and the next minute my heart took off, galloping, and I started hyperventilating.

I sat down on a cold concrete stairwell and tried to talk myself out of a panic attack.

“Slow down!” I hissed.

I tried counting my breaths, but my frantic lungs ignored my commands, convulsing. I felt like I was going to throw up. I was shivering and shaking. And yet . . .

A still, small voice inside my brain spoke to me. “This is not your fault. You are not going crazy. You are not dying. You are not weak, or terrifyingly different from the rest of the world. You are a woman who has suffered hundreds of panic attacks. This is just one more.”

It came to me that I was suffering from altitude sickness. I needed water and rest. I fished a Klonopin out of the depths of my purse, swallowed it, and staggered back to the friend’s house where I was staying. I was a walking science experiment.

I drank several glasses of water, lay down, and called my internist to see if I should take some potassium, which he’d prescribed to counteract diuretics I was taking for high blood pressure. My body chemistry was out of whack.

As I rested up for that night’s speaking engagement, I thought about how I would be surrounded by people of all faiths, eager to connect. I remembered what a woman at a book signing near Detroit had said to me: “The next time you fly over Michigan, I want you to look down at the ground below and remember how many people love you.” Then she handed me her father’s worn University of Michigan sweatshirt to treasure forever.

I’d been too moved to speak.

While pouring my heart out to thousands of people at our lectures, I hadn’t always been able to receive the love flowing back my way. “I want to turn inward, I want to become a mystic,” I’d begun to joke, without really knowing what a mystic was. It was finally time to find out.

I had managed to make several more trips across the country after my panic attack in Denver, and then the monks climbed on board with me on that fateful flight home from Tulsa. Somewhere in the skies over Oklahoma, that still, small voice inside my brain reappeared and told me that I would be okay. I flew home with my guardian monks meditating happily inside my magazine, and I landed in New York with a plan.
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“I have always considered Priscilla a dear friend. But after reading her book,
| realize she is also a great teacher. When | finished Priscilla’s book, a smile
washed over my face and | let out a sigh. | promise you will do the same.”

—Meredith Vieira

“From one who has suffered from anxiety (and who hasn't?), catching one’s
breath is imperative. Priscilla Warner opens every holistic door on her
journey from panic to peace. Readers will cheer Warner as she finds some
semblance of serenity. Her recipe for success makes this book prescripfive
as well as entertaining—her dharma becoming her karma.”

—Joan Anderson, author of A Year by the Sea

“Learning to Breathe is an exquisite, funny, life-changing approach to anx-
iety and panic. | highly recommend this book.”

—Christiane Northrup, M.D., ob/gyn physician

and author of Women’s Bodies, Women’s Wisdom

“This is a psychological thriller about family. Except it's also very funny, and
very sad, and very practical. When | wasn't laughing, | was crying; when |
wasn't crying, | was meditating. All without being able to put the book down.”
—Sarah Payne Stuart, author of My First Cousin Once Removed:

Money, Madhness, and the Family of Robert Lowell

“Part mystery story, part comedic hero's journey, part state-of-the-art psy-
chology, and part public health message, this is a complex, brainy book
that goes down in one sitting like some kind of tasty chick-lit snack. Learning
alotis rarely this enjoyable and teachers rarely this appealing.”
—Belleruth Naparstek, author of Invisible Heroes

and creator of the Health Journeys guided imagery series
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Written with lively wit and humor, Learning to
Breathe is a scrious attempt to heal from a_ painful
condition. Its also a life raft of compassion and hope

for people similarly adrife or sccretly fearful, as well as

an entertaining and inspiring guidebook for anyone
facing daily challenges large and small, anyone who is

also longing for a sense of peace, self-acceptance, and
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many years as an advercising are director, she coau-
thored the New York Times bestseller The Faith Clu,

Visit her at PriscillaWarnerBooks.com.

MEET THE AUTHORS, WATCH VIDEOS AND MORE AT
SimonandSchuster.com

*THE SOURCE FOR READING GROUPS +

IACKETDESIGH 81 ERIC FUENTEGILLA
ke

(OTOGRAPH BY I WARNER
FRINTED INTHE U .4, COPYRIGHT © 2011 SIMOK & SCHUSTER





ops/images/title.jpg
Learning to Breathe

S0

My Yearlong Quest
to Bring Calm to My Life

Priscilla Warner

Free Press

New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





ops/images/f000i-01.jpg







ops/images/common.jpg












ops/images/f0267-02.jpg





ops/images/f0267-01.jpg






ops/images/f00iv-01.jpg





ops/images/9781439181096.jpg
Priscilla Warner
Coauthor of the New York Times bestseller The Faith Club






ops/images/promo.jpg
Sign Up Here





