
 

Hi Ilan,  

This week I finished reading the PDF copy of your new book.  

It took me a long time due to external and internal circumstances.  

Externally, I work very hard and hardly find any free time to read books that are not 

related to my field of work or academic studies.  

Internally, I couldn’t and didn't want to read the book as someone who is obliged to give 

a feedback as a semi-professional editor or anything of that sort. I wanted to read it at 

my own pace, leaving enough time to let a chapter sink in, and go back to reading the 

next one only when I feel the need to do so. This is very different from the reading habits 

I developed while editing the magazine, and being exposed to so many books and 

articles on spiritual matters. I tried to read your book as normally as I could.  

Now, as I turned its last page, I do wish to share my impressions with you.  

Naturally, some chapters caught my attention and interest more then others. The simple 

open hearted attitude and sincerity towards your life circumstances, that fills most of 

the pages, gives the words a strong power. It turns a private experience into something 

that can be of general value. This meeting point of personal truth and general truth is 

rare to find.  

I guess different readers will read it differently, as usually happens with books of that 

sort.  

For me, there is a fine thread that goes between your words and finds its way to my 

inner world. That is your deep respect to Life, on all aspects and phases you went 

through. Recently I managed to find words that express my basic disapproval of so 

called inner work. I feel that life is not a project of inner work. By putting all life 

experiences in the context of inner work, may it be a traditional religion or an exclusive 

school – I deny the basic intuition that life can't have a context. At times, the endeavor to 

be able to see and understand the big picture, through realization of any kind, seems to 

be a tragic attempt that only narrows are capacity to fully take part in life as it is.  

The story of a thief, who crosses your life for a short time, was a puzzle for me at first. I 

couldn't understand what this story, along with few other episodes, has to do in a book 

like that. Moreover, you didn't try to fit those encounters into a definite inner work 

context.  

My expectations were to read a well knitted story about long life in the light of inner 

work. Instead, I found it to be a book about life in the light of your life. Inner work can 

not serve as a yard stick to measure one's life, but at most be one perspective - out of 

many relevant others – from which one can look at the course of his life.  

In a sense, your words helped me "free" life from the inner jail of "inner work", and at 

the same time allow inner work to offer what it can to my life. No more and no less.  

This is a wonderful gift which I deeply appreciate.  

Illy   


