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Si su vida está llena de estrés y ansiedad, Mindfulness para Principiantes es la clave para hallar
la paz y alivio.El antiguo concepto budista de Mindful a menudo se presenta como un concepto
demasiado complicado, pero el autor Eric McLuhan toma estos conceptos y comunica
mindfulness en términos sencillos y comprensibles. Fácil de leer la guía incluye un libro de
habilidades de atención plena, instrucciones paso a paso acerca de la meditación y
explicaciones sobre cómo liberar la ansiedad y el estrés y reemplazar esos sentimientos con
tranquilidad y alegría.Esta guía de soluciones Mindfulness cambiará su perspectiva. El trabajo
de meditación de atención plena ayudará a desbloquear su potencial tanto para sus actividades
en la casa y como en su trabajo. La vida no tiene que ser una carrera de una crisis a otra.Esta
guía de principiantes en mindfulness muestra cómo desarrollar el poder dentro de si mismo
utilizando técnicas budistas: aprender a amar el momento en lugar de ser prisionero por el
pasado o por el futuro.Si usted está listo para cambiar tu vida, lea a esta guía hoy.

From Publishers WeeklyFabry (Dogwood; June Bug), who writes for children and adults, will
certainly delight his ever enlarging fan base with this mesmerizing tale about a man whose gifts
are clear to anyone interested in seeing past his obvious outer limitations. Billy Allman, gifted
intellectually and especially skilled at playing the mandolin, lives his life as an offering to his
divine creator. Billy epitomizes humility as he quietly works to build his own radio station with
limited resources and against tremendous spiritual opposition. Day by day, year after year, Billy
stays the course despite significant losses that follow him through life. Fabry's story will surprise
readers in the best possible way; plot twists unfold and unexpected character transformations
occur throughout this tender story of a single gentle soul who chooses to live by faith despite
hardship, failure, and disappointment.Copyright © Reed Business Information, a division of
Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved.From BooklistBilly Allman has a hard life. His humble home
is destroyed and his dog killed by a wall of mud when the poorly constructed dam overlooking
their West Virginia valley breaks. His brother dies in Vietnam. His father commits suicide. His
mother suffers from Alzheimer’s. His love is unrequited. But Billy goes from Job to Noah when he
begins to build a radio station from bits and pieces in his little mining community. Fabry’s
inspirational story is narrated in turns by the beleaguered hero and his often-absent guardian
angel. With his lyrical style and haunting descriptions, Fabry shows that, with a strong
determination and a lot of faith, if you build it, they will listen. --Shelley MosleyFrom the Back
Cover“I suppose you can sum up a man’s life with a few words, but I need to put this story down
to fill in the missing pieces. Or perhaps I can convince the people who know me as a hermit that
there was some reason for it all. But this is not really for those outside looking in. This is for
me.”Some people say Billy Allman has a heart of gold. Others say he’s a bit odd. The truth is,



they’re all right. He’s a hillbilly genius―a collector, a radio whiz―and he can make the mandolin
sing. Though he dreams of making an impact on the world beyond the hills and hollers of
Dogwood, West Virginia, things just always seem to go wrong.But however insignificant Billy’s
life seems, it has not gone unnoticed. Malachi is an angel sent to observe and protect Billy.
Though it’s not his dream assignment, Malachi always follows orders. And as Billy’s story
unfolds, Malachi slowly begins to see the bigger picture―that each step Billy takes is a note
added to a beautiful song that will forever change the lives of those who hear it.Excerpt. ©
Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Almost HeavenBy Chris FabryTyndale House
Publishers, Inc.Copyright © 2010 Chris FabryAll right reserved.Chapter OneI suppose you can
sum up a man's life with a few words. That's what the newspaper tries to do with an obituary. And
it's what that reporter will try to do in her article. "Billy Allman ... resident of Dogwood ... lifelong
dream to build a radio station ..." She'll do a fine job, I'm sure. She seemed kindhearted and the
type that will get her facts straight, but I know there will be a lot of my life that will fall through the
cracks.I believe every life has hidden songs that hang by twin threads of music and memory. I
believe in the songs that have never been played for another soul. I believe they run between the
rocks and along the creekbeds of our lives. These are songs that cannot be heard by anything
but the soul. They sometimes run dry or spill over the banks until we find ourselves wading
through them.My life has been filled with my share of dirges and plainsongs. I would sing jaunty
melodies of cotton candy and ice cream if I could, a top-40 three-minute-and-twenty-second
tune, but the songs that have been given to me are played in A minor and are plagued with
pauses and riffs that have no clear resolution. I ache for some major chord, a tonal shift that
brings musical contentment. I do not know if I will find that.Throughout my life I have dedicated
myself to God. I told him early on that I would go anywhere and do anything he wanted. No
holding back. But as time slipped and the conversation has become more one-sided, that plan
has appeared haphazard at best. God has seemed massively indifferent to my devotion, if he
has even heard my cries.I suppose I need to put this story down in an ordered fashion to make
sense of the silence and to fill in the missing places of my own. Or perhaps I will be able to
convince the people who know me as a hermit that there was some reason for the pain. Our lives
are judged by a few snapshots taken at vulnerable moments, and I have decided to set my hand
to recording the flashes I can recall, the ones revealing my motivations. The look on that
reporter's face as I showed her the disparate parts of my life made me want to put this down in
my own words. But this is not really for those outside looking in. This is for me.* * *One of the
neighbors described the morning of February 26, 1972, as a cold stillness. I woke up at the first
sign of the overcast light. It was my tenth birthday, and as children will do, I did not want sleep to
steal any of the good apportioned to me that day. I had invited three boys from my class to the
first and last party my parents would ever offer. After that day, Mama never wanted to celebrate a
thing, I guess. She had baked a cake the night before and I wanted a piece so bad I could taste
it. I can still smell the cherry icing if I close my eyes and think hard enough.I flipped on the TV to
watch the only channel we got in the hollow. Too early for Johnny Quest or Scooby Doo, my



favorites. It was some preacher talking about a prophecy of sudden destruction and how it would
come like a thief in the night, like a woman's labor pains. We should be prepared. We should cry
out to God now before that destruction came.At ten, I hadn't committed many mortal sins, so
there wasn't much reason for me to think that his message had bearing on my life. But after the
fact I wondered if what happened was because I was too prideful or had asked for too many
presents. Children will do that-make everything about them, as if some decision they make will
change the course of history. If I had prayed right then and there, would things have been
different? If I had cried out to God for mercy, would he have changed the course of Buffalo
Creek?I turned off the TV and went to the front window, where the beads of water streaked the
awkwardly cut glass and drifted down to the softening wood that tried to hold it all together. In the
wintertime the wind whistled through those panes and ice formed on the inside so thick you
could scrape your name. Now the water soaked the window through, and streams flowed down
the dirt driveway to the road, washing the mud across it. The sight of that misty morning ran cold
through me. It was as if the leaves had known better. They had escaped and left the trees
looking like sticks on the silent hillside.Daddy had left the house in the evening to check on the
creek because it was up to the top of its banks. He came back to tell us a bunch of people had
already gone to the high school because they thought the dam was going to break. The fellow
from the coal company had assured everyone up and down the valley that nothing was wrong.
We should just stay in our houses. Ride out the rain."You think we ought to get over to the
school?" Mama had said.Daddy rubbed his chin. "I think we ought to wait it out and see." Daddy
had faith in the company, but not as much as he had in God.I noticed a muddy spot on the front
porch that wasn't there the night before, so I could tell Daddy had been back, but now I figured
he was checking the dam one more time. There wasn't much movement on the road, just a few
cars spraying water as they passed. And then I saw him, moving faster than usual. My father had
a gentleman's gait. He never seemed in a hurry, sort of like my idea of what Jesus must have
been like walking along in dusty Israel. He always had time to reach down and give a dog a pat
on the head or to pull me close to him with one of those big hands. Like other people who make
their homes on the sides of mountains, he took things in stride. He believed that a person in
haste usually missed out.But my daddy walked straight inside the house that morning without
taking his boots off. The mud was everywhere, and all I could do was stare at his feet and
wonder what had happened because Mama would kill him when she saw it."Where's your
mother?" he said."Still asleep," I said. "What's wrong?""Arlene!" he shouted. I heard the
bedsprings creak, and he turned back to me before he walked down the hall. "Get dressed
quick.""Is it the dam?" I said."Yeah, it's the dam."I threw on a pair of pants and a shirt over the T-
shirt I'd slept in. Though they tried to speak softly, I could hear everything. I heard everything they
said about me at the breakfast table each morning and everything they talked about in bed
through the thin walls of that tiny house. At least everything I wanted to hear. Sometimes I didn't
want to hear a word from them because of the pain it brought about my older brother Harless."I
don't like the looks of it," he said. "Water is just about to the top. If that thing goes, it's going to



wipe this whole valley out. And everybody with it."Mama pulled on her robe and hurried down
the hallway. "Is that what the company's saying?"Daddy followed her in his muddy boots. Since
the company had let us buy the house, he had taken such pride in keeping it clean and neat. He
even planted trees and bushes in front."I don't trust Dasovich," Daddy said. "He went through
again this morning telling us not to worry. That he was going to install another leak pipe. But the
top of that dam is like a baby's soft spot. And if I'm right, there's enough water behind number
three to stretch from there to the Guyandotte and back again and cover this whole valley."Mama
had the Folgers can out but she wasn't opening it. The cake she'd made sat on a white plate with
wax paper over it.Daddy looked at me. "Get your shoes on.""Where are we going?" I said."Over
to the school. Put some clothes in the basket yonder. Just in case. And take it to the car.""What
about the party?" As soon as I said it, I felt bad. The look on his face made me ashamed of being
so selfish. But I couldn't help it. And the tears came."Your friends will probably be over there," he
said. "It'll be one big party. Then when it's safe, we'll come back." He touched my shoulder and
nodded toward my room. "Arlene, you get dressed and I'll grab a suitcase."Mama put the cake in
a hatbox, and I hurried to get the basket of clothes. I grabbed my Bible and Dad's mandolin and
put them between the underwear and T-shirts and jeans, then walked out on the porch and down
the cinder-block steps. Thunder was under there looking at me. He was our little beagle who
slept outside. Daddy would take him rabbit hunting and he said he was the best, but I liked it
when he curled up next to me while I watched TV. Mama would let me bring him in every so often
as long as he wasn't wet and didn't come begging in the kitchen. I would scratch his back and
watch his hind legs go to running. We called him Thunder because of that bellow of a bark.I bent
down and looked under the porch. "Come on, boy," I coaxed, but he kind of whined and his eyes
darted left and right, like there was something beyond me that spelled trouble.Daddy came out
of the house with the old suitcase my papaw brought with him when he stayed with us before he
died. My daddy was born in Omar, and Papaw was from Austria-Hungary, back before it was just
Austria or Hungary. Papaw always said the West Virginia hills reminded him of his homeland. He
took to mining like a duck to water, though I think he would have lived longer if he'd have just
farmed.Daddy brought out the suitcase in one hand, and in the other was a drawer from the
desk with all of our pictures. On top of the drawer was a hatbox holding the cake Mama had
made. "Open the door," he said, and when I didn't get to it fast enough, he grumbled and set the
suitcase on the car and popped open the door and put everything inside. "Get in. Quick."Mama
came down the steps holding Harless's picture against her chest. She had a look on her face
that was pure worry. Mama was an uncommonly beautiful woman of the hills, with long hair that
she cared for every evening with a pearl-handled brush her mother had given her. After she
brushed it out, she braided it, and I remember it swinging down her back as she made breakfast
in the morning. Daddy always said she had the hair of a Tuckahoe Indian maiden, and Mama
would smile, but it was true. Her great-grandmother on her daddy's side had been from the tribe
during the days when white people were offered money for Tuckahoe scalps.Just as Mama
made it to the car, there was a sound that echoed through the hills I will never forget. It was like



hearing a car crash behind you; you knew exactly what it was, but you didn't want to turn your
head and look because you knew there was going to be somebody dead back there. I heard
stories later of the people who were higher up the creek and what they saw after the upper dam
broke and overwhelmed the other two. Daddy had said the company didn't have engineers
building the dam, just a drawing of what it should be, and they turned the guys with bulldozers
loose. All the waste from the mines was piled up as high as they could get it, but not packed
down like it should be. When all that rain mixed with the water used to clean the coal, it made a
lake filled to overflowing-132 million gallons is what they said later on. That's what was coming
toward us, but of course we didn't know that for sure right then.Thunder barked and ran out from
under the house. I jumped out and yelled for him, but Daddy grabbed my arm and slung me
back. "Stay in there." He whistled for Thunder, the high-pitched whistle I could never do, and the
dog turned and looked at him, then kept running toward the creek like he was after a
rabbit.Daddy hopped in the car and started it up."Don't leave him!" I shouted."He'll be okay, Billy.
Calm down."We made it to the blacktopped road and headed down the valley, but as soon as we
did, Mama looked at Daddy and said, "Other, what about Dreama?"Daddy gave her a stare that
said she was asking too much."She brought those kids over last night," Mama said. "The car's
right there by the house. She won't know."Daddy turned our Chevy Impala onto a dirt road that
was nothing but mud and slipped and slid up the embankment. Mama asked what he was doing
and he wouldn't answer her until he reached the tree line and set the emergency brake. "I'll be
right back."For some reason I still don't understand, he reached back and squeezed my leg.
"You be good," he said.I didn't want him to go. But there was nothing I could do. I just watched
him slip and slide down the hill, almost like he was trying to make us laugh, his one hand over
his head, his other hand around the cigarette he was trying to keep dry."Lord, protect him," my
mother said as she watched. She was always praying out loud like that. Just a sentence here or
a sentence there that led to a running conversation with the Almighty on everything from baking
banana bread to saving somebody's marriage. I imagined my daddy was doing exactly the same
thing because he had the same kind of relationship with his Father in heaven.The rain was still
coming, running down the window, so I rolled mine down to get a better look, and that's when I
saw Thunder coming up the creek bank barking and sniffing along the edge of the water. I yelled
at Dad to get him, but he couldn't hear me. He kept sliding toward the house until he got to the
porch. That's when we lost sight of him, but I guessed he was knocking on the door and trying to
wake Miss Dreama up.About that time a car came along honking its horn and that car was just
going lickety-split. As the car raced on, I heard something upstream, and through the trees it
looked like a semi-trailer was moving fast along the road, except it was an actual house that was
coming down the valley like a child will move a toy in the dirt. I stared at it, fix-eyed, my voice
caught somewhere inside."Oh, Lordy, here it comes!" Mama opened the door as fast as she
could and started hollering at the top of her lungs. "Other! The dam's busted! Get out of
there!"She took a step and fell flat on her behind in the mud and slid. I got out and tried to help
her, and when I looked up, Miss Dreama's house was splintering from the wall of water that



crashed down. It surged onto the other side of the hill carrying part of the town with it; then it
switched back and that black sludge slammed into the side of Miss Dreama's place and lifted it
right off its foundation, turning it a little. It was then I could see my father with a little one in each
arm, trying to keep his balance. Miss Dreama screamed and Mama screamed and then I
couldn't hear a thing. It was like some switch just turned off. I turned away because I couldn't
bear to look and caught sight of Thunder just before the black water engulfed him.My father's
face was determined and stoic as he tried to step off the porch while the house moved, but it
was swirling fast, like the house in The Wizard of Oz. It was all he could do to stay upright. And I
thought if he could ride it out, maybe everything would be all right. Maybe if I closed my eyes and
prayed, things would be okay and the whole crew of them would step off onto dry ground. But
there was nothing dry in that West Virginia valley.Mama got up and slipped and slid back to the
car. When I just stayed there, watching, she picked me up by the arm and almost tossed me into
the front seat with her. She started the car and held her foot on the brake as we slid backward
toward the raging water, and then I heard my own screams. The car slipped sideways and she
turned the wheel sharply so we drifted straight. Miss Dreama's house was moving faster now. I
glanced at my mother; she was doing all she could to stop us but we were being drawn like a
magnet down. Daddy had been right to put us up near the tree line and if we had stayed there,
we would have been okay, but I never blamed her for what she did. She was doing it out of
instinct, out of desperate love.The car slid down and the water met us. I call it water but it wasn't
really. It was as thick as gob and just as nasty. A black mix of mud and coal sludge and trees that
had been ripped from the bank moving in a torrent that only God himself could've stopped. Once
it was loosed from the number three, there was nothing that was going to stop it until it reached
the Guyandotte.The black mess was all over the window and coming in the backseat. Mama
opened her door and tried to grab me, but she fell out and I was pulled back by another wave
that swept over the car, caught fully in the weight of the water that treated houses and trailers like
my toys. The car door closed and my birthday cake had fallen and mixed with the brackish water.
I screamed for my mother, who ran along the bank-though it had been someone's backyard only
a few minutes earlier. My breath came in fits, just gasps, and for a moment I thought about the
preacher and the sudden destruction he had predicted.(Continues...)Excerpted from Almost
Heavenby Chris Fabry Copyright © 2010 by Chris Fabry. Excerpted by permission.All rights
reserved. No part of this excerpt may be reproduced or reprinted without permission in writing
from the publisher.Excerpts are provided by Dial-A-Book Inc. solely for the personal use of
visitors to this web site.Read more

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/Lkelv/Mindfulness-para-Principiantes-Budismo-Simple-y-Claro-Spanish-Edition




Daniel Levi -Gomez, “The harmony of mindfulness.. This book is a brief but useful introduction to
the practice of mindfulness,it touches the essential points in a simple language.”

Edimar Palacios, “Lectura ligera. Es un libro muy amigable para iniciar a introducirse en la
técnica del mindfulnes. La redacción es sencilla y facil de comprender.”

Leonardo Garcia, “Muy bueno el libro: Directo, sencillo, digerible, ajustado plenamente a las
necesidades espirituales y de ansiedad. Totalmente recomendado. Le dedico 5 estrellas porque
es uno de los libros que he leido con mayor capacidad de síntesis y de aprendizaje con solo
pocos textos. Aplicable de manera inmediata a las facetas de toda la vida tanto Buenos como
malas situaciones y poder compartir con la familia”

Gabriel Aispuro, “Brillante. Si sigues al pie de la letra los consejos que el autor te da, y con un
poco de ayuda de una app para guiar me en la meditación, logré tener el control de la ansiedad
que sufría por depresión, por lo cual mi gastritis también fue controlada. Me encanta el
Mindfulness.”

Carolina Perez, “Muy útil. Muy bien libro, claro, sencillo. Enseña desde lo básico como estar en
paz y alegre. Las explicaciones son cortas y muy útiles”

more a Valdez, “M3 encanto un libro corto pero claro práctico hermoso. Estoy en la búsqueda
de paz y armonía propia y de casualidad encontré este hermoso libro que desde que en pese a
leer no pude parar muy prático hermoso”

Manú, “Bueno y sencillo. Es un libro fácil de leer, sencillo y que lo puedes tomar como una
herramienta. En mi caso, ha sido para bajar los niveles de ansiedad luego de una separación.El
libro te inicia en la técnica del mindfulness sobre todo si no sabes nada, es bueno. Las
explicaciones son directas y útiles.”

Eduardo González, “Generalizado. Es un buen texto, y como dice el título "para principiantes",
sin embargo considero que le falto información sobre como llevar a cabo ésta técnica en los
casos particulares que menciona, la información impartida es muy general. Trae buenos
ejercicios para los principiantes. Lo recomiendo en caso de ser un novicio en la materia de
meditación, y concentración. También es un texto informativo en caso de no saber que es el
"mindfulness".”

Elisa, “Me gusto. Buen libro, ya tenía algo de conocimiento sobre meditación y la atención plena
por eso no el contenido no fue algo tan nuevo pero si un refuerzo y buenos ejercicios”



The book by Chris Fabry has a rating of  5 out of 4.2. 118 people have provided feedback.
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