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	Subject: No more 3 a.m. frets


I originally got onto this technique when I woke up in the middle of the night and obsessed about what I then called "the 3.a.m frets."


One night I made a list of all my frets, and promised myself to fret about them in the morning when I was rested. Each morning I would consult my list and discover that I had no desire to obsess any further on any of the items listed. AND I did whatever I could to assure that some of the items would not turn up again during my next attack of the 3 a.m. frets.


I eventually got to the point where I merely promised to review in the morning whatever I felt urged to fret about, without writing anything down. Sure enough, I could remember upon waking what was on my mental fret list, and deal with it the same way. 


Soon after that I got to the point where I no longer had the 3 a.m. frets.


This is a wonderful technique for forgiving a mind that wants to wallow in obsessing rather than rest. I recommend the technique to all middle-of-the-night obsessors. It's a three-step program worth coming back to again and again, because it works - to the point of eventually not having to come back (with possible and increasingly infrequent exceptions during times of unusual stress).


Step one: make a written list until a mental list is sufficient.


Step two: review the list in the morning with the intention of dealing with it (as opposed to further obsessing about it).


Step three: deal with the list in accordance with that intention.


(Rosalind may recognize this program as an application of psychosynthesis.)


Obsession and compulsion are among the most deeply entrenched forms that unforgiveness takes. This three-step program is a powerful alternative to one of the standard unforgiveness ploys: I'll think about it tomorrow. The reason that ploy doesn't work is because whatever thereby remains unforgiven is never gone with the wind. It merely keeps blowing in the wind.
*************

After several decades of my disgusting of countless women – and  sometimes men as well – with my inappropriate behaviors toward the former, I finally managed to sufficiently disgust myself to the point of undertaking a makeover of the perceptions that were enforcing such behavior on my part.

Disharmament and mini life-review: I experienced three successive split-second re-occurrences of former reactive patterns, three invitations to entertain unforgiving sentiments that in the past distracted me from whole-sum response-ability. 

From Robert Greenleaf's book on Servant Leadership: 

"You must be lost enough before you can find yourself. The test, maybe, is this: If you can't find yourself, you're not lost enough....To be on the journey one must have an attitude toward loss and being lost, a view of oneself in which [losses, however painful] do not appear as senseless or destructive. Rather, the losses . . . are seen as opening the way for new creative acts, and for the receiving of priceless gifts. Loss, every loss one's mind can conceive of, creates a vacuum into which will come (if allowed) something new and fresh and beautiful, something unforeseen - and the greatest of these is love."

Greenleaf concludes, "Loss, by itself, is not tragic. What is tragic is the failure to grasp the opportunity which loss represents."

At age 22, I married a woman whom I did not love. I had realized my lack of love for her during our engagement, but when I endeavored to break it off she threatened to commit suicide. I caved to the threat.

When I could no longer withstand the cave-in (16 years later) and announced that I was leaving her, the same threat succeeded in bringing me back - twice. The conclusive break was made only after I sincerely asked myself, "What is the greatest consequence for me if she should make good on her threat?" The answer: I would have to raise two young children as a single parent. (I had put off our having children as long as possible, because I knew I would be more bound than ever to their mother.)

Since I loved my children, and was leaving their mother for their sake as much as for my own (as my relationship with her became weirder and weirder, they, too, were beginning to behave more and more weirdly), the prospect of raising them alone was eminently bearable. 

With that realization, I fearlessly proceeded to divorce my wife.

And guess what. . . This time she never once mentioned suicide, sensing that I could no longer be emotionally blackmailed.

It took me one more marriage to fathom the true nature of emotional blackmail, namely, that it is a con job I do on myself by using other's threats as my excuse to avoid facing and resolving my own fears. 

In the case of my first wife, I feared being single. With my second wife, I feared the conflict that sometimes goes with being true to myself. With my present wife, it was (and still is) only by being true to myself that I could (and can) have a relationship with her.

Without my learning from the first two marriages, the present one could not have happened. And for this marriage not to be would constitute a tragedy.

The Power of Mindful, Heart-felt Intention

(a.k.a. “Commitment”)
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The relationship between intention and forgiveness is illustrated by my recent change of a life-long habit, that I first became aware of in my early 20’s. I was walking along the Lake Shore Drive edge of the Northwestern University campus (Evanston, Illinois) one Sunday afternoon when hardly anyone else was on the sidewalk. I was more than two blocks away from a couple that was walking in my direction. I was quite surprised to see them wave at me, because they were too far away for me to recognize them, and I assumed that this would also be true to them. Perhaps, I thought, they are waving at someone else who is closer to them, off the sidewalk and standing behind a tree. When they waved again, I decided it was appropriate to wave back.  

I eventually recognized that it was one of my professors and his wife, and when we were within speaking distance I asked, “How did you know it was me?” His wife laughed, “No one else walks like you do.”

We talked for a while, as I moved on I noticed for the first time that as I walked my feet pointed outward at about a 35% angle. Feeling somewhat self-conscious about this, I began to walk with my feet pointed straight ahead. This felt so awkward, however, that I decided to settle for the awkwardness to which I had become accustomed.

Prior to this incident I was aware of another life-long postural aberration, which is to let my shoulders sag forward and thus create some curvature across the top of back as well as a slight forward bend – what some folks might perceive as a “down-cast” or “sad-sack” appearance. From time to time I would diligently endeavor to sit and stand up straight, but this felt so painfully uncomfortable (not merely awkward) that I gave up all intention to straighten up until I read recently that there is a positive correlation between longevity and upright posture.

Being 65 years of age, the issue of longevity was more relevant to me than it had been earlier. Whether or not there is actually any scientifically documented relationship between longevity and upright posture, just the thought that there possibly is such a correlation was enough to motivate a new endeavor to straighten up. Nevertheless, for several months I was no more successful at straightening my posture than I had been earlier. 

Then one day I remembered the incident with my feet. Out of curiosity, I once again tried walking with my feet pointed forward. I immediately noticed that as I did so, the top of my back uncurved and straightened up as well – and painlessly so. And so I committed to make my almost daily walk to the local library (2 blocks away) while consciously pointing my feet forward. Within a few months I was habitually walking with both feet pointed nearly forward, and habitually walking, standing and sitting with my upper back more upright than it has ever been.

An example of mindful, heart-felt intention.
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The following story demonstrates how a person may bind himself in a trap of his own making that he perceives to be the creation of another:

Before my wife and I were married I tried to break off our engagement because I realized that I didn’t love her enough to make a marriage with her work. When she threatened to take her life, I admitted to having temporarily lost my senses and we went ahead with the marriage. Many years – and two children – later I tried (for the same reason) to leave my wife. Again she threatened to take her life, and again I capitulated for a while. And when I tried once again, with the same consistent response from her, I gave in for the third time.

At this point, however, I asked myself what I feared most if I were to leave her and she actually did take her life. Once this question was asked, the answer was immediate: what I most feared was being a single father of two small children. Once my worst fear was thus exposed, I realized that living with two small children I loved would be easier than living with a woman whom I did not. I then successfully separated from my wife with an air of self-sufficiency I had never felt before. 

My ex-wife to be never so much as hinted at the possibility of suicide.
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Here's a heart-warming perspective for your birthday . . . though its introduction may seem somewhat forlorn.
You have frequently of late confessed to tears. I have been quite fortunate in their frequency, although it took me four decades to see this as other than ill fortune.
As a child of parents who were emotionally unavailable to me, I was very early on seized by the opportunity thereby given me to become emotionally available to myself. Accordingly, whenever I felt moved - whether in appreciation of lovely and/or masterful expressions of skillfulness, passion, and delight, or in compassion for painful and hurting expressions that bring to light the darker experience of human persistence - my eyes spontaneously leaked as my body heaved a sob or two . . . a syndrome that prevails to this very day. 
As a male child, my frequent display of tears was problematical. (A perceptive eight-year-old boy recently put it this way: "Laugh and the world laughs with you, cry and the world laughs at you.") In my case, I was called "sissy," "Wimpy" (after Popeye's hamburger-indulging friend), "Casper Milquetoast" (another contemporary cartoon character), and numerous other appellations too sour-full to mention.
Because I was unable to hold back my tears, I experienced their spontaneous certification of my empathy as a cross that I was for some unwonted reason born to bear – a cross to be borne willingly as well, since any resistance to my tearfulness merely amplified it flow, while making its sobbing presence all the more noticeable. 
It wasn’t until I was forty-one years old when, in putting the following words to paper, I finally fathomed what my eyes are so ever ready to shed:
SOUL TEARS
Water,
when heated sufficiently,
is moved to steam.
                                        When my soul is warmed sufficiently,
                                        I am moved to tears.
Steam does not mean
that water is damaged.
                                        These tears signify no pain.
Steam does not mean
that water is sorrowful.
                                        These tears are not a cry for sympathy.
Steam is not
a sign of weakness.
                                        These are not a cry-baby's tears.
Steam is not
a sign of virtue.
                                        These tears merit no award.
Steam is water
at its purest.
                                        These tears are the white light
                                        of all my emotions vibrating as one.
Water,
when heated sufficiently,
escapes its container.
                                        When my soul is warmed sufficiently,
                                        the cup of my living water runneth over.
I see you happy on your birthday.
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Swatting floater in my eye. The trickster of all perceptual slight of mind.  And so it is with my unforgiveness, my outward projection of the self-negating floaters in my mind.
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Waterbugs – L.A. traffic from helicopter.

XXXX

Situation that I am powerless to change distresses me, leaving me only with the option to change my attitude toward the situation or let the distress run its course without acting it out or at its effect – printer stops working just before speech (20 hours preparing) – take a few notes and wing it – think of better beginning, etc. Frustration with printer afterward.

XXXX

See object fall onto highway ahead, determine it is small piece of branch – subsequent replay of automatic process.

SEEING and BEING the BLESSING
From the perspective of self-dominion, every person, condition, situation and event in my life presents a blessing.  The blessing is not always immediately apparent, especially when conditions seem utterly to the contrary.
For example, hearing of my encounters with polio, leukemia, as well as with rheumatic fever, someone remarked to me, "You have to be an awfully unhealthy person to have all of those diseases. "
"Just the opposite," I countered.  "I have to be an awesomely healthy person to recover from all those diseases."
The blessing of my recovery is sometimes seen only in retrospect.
All assessment of situations and conditions is determined by a larger context, and not inherent in the situation or condition itself.  This is illustrated in the story of a farmer whose horses broke down a fence and ran away.
"That's too bad," his neighbor said upon hearing the news.
"Who knows what's bad?" replied the farmer.
The following day the farmer's son found the wayward animals amidst a band of wild horses.  When they were once again securely fenced at home, several of the wild horses were now among their number.
"That's good," said the neighbor, reflecting on the farmer's gain.
"Who knows what's good?" replied the farmer.
The following day, the farmer's son broke his leg while trying to tame one of the wild horses.
"That's too bad," the neighbor commiserated.
"Who knows what's bad?" replied the farmer.
Next day a group of soldiers visited the farm, to conscript the son into military service.  Seeing his condition, they rode on.
"That's good," the neighbor said when hearing of this latest turn of events.
"Who knows what's good?" replied the farmer.
Sometimes when I am unable to know what's good, I have to decide for myself what is good.  For instance, during my year of hitchhiking in and out of Aspen, CO, I had the use of a friend's car while he took a winter vacation away from the locally vacationing crowd.  However, he specifically forbade me to drive his car on the several miles of mountain road to my cabin, as he considered the road to be too treacherous at that time of year.  Yet one night, in the midst of a blizzard, I decided to risk the drive.  Blizzards are an occupational hazard to hitchhikers, since passersby are not too keen upon boarding someone who is covered with snow.  And as much as I love the challenge of navigating difficult roads in inclement weather, I least prefer to do so on foot.
I was halfway to my destination when a man, woman and young girl came into view on my right, where the roadside bordered upon a precipitous drop into a creek.  They were frantically waving for my attention.  Their jeep had made the descent from road to creek.  Though badly shaken, they were fortunately unharmed, suffering most from their exhausting climb up to the road.  I had to go some distance before I could turn around and return them to the residence where they were visiting in Aspen.  I then started my homeward journey over, without further incident.
The next morning as I was descending the road, now brightly lit by grace of a relatively cloudless sky, while rounding a bend I nearly rear-ended a stopped vehicle, the first of several whose passage was blocked by the wrecker that was winching the jeep up from the creek.  Quite full of myself for my good deed of the night before, I wanted those observing to know that it was I who had come to the aid of the jeep's occupants.  Amidst my telling of the tale, I heard a crash from the direction of my borrowed car.  Predictably (I now realized too late) I had been rear-ended by another car.
I realized that I could have stood around the bend and prevented the almost certain result of my not doing so.  I was really getting on my case for "being so stupid" when the driver of the car that had rear-ended me became hysterical.  It turns out that his car was also borrowed, that neither it nor he was insured, and that this was his first outing after several weeks of serious illness that had him bedridden.  He was on his own case with such vengeance that I forgot mine.  I eventually calmed him down to the point where he realized that I was not upset with him for what had happened to my car.  When he asked me how that could be, I said, "It's only metal."  For the remaining time required to haul up the jeep, we stood where we could warn oncoming traffic, and conversed as if we had been life-long friends.
I had my friend's car repaired in time for his return, having to pay only the deductible on his insurance.  I told him the entire story, without reminding him, however, of his parting prohibition.  He was so delighted that I had restored to new condition parts of his car that were already badly dented before the accident, that neither was any mention of it made by him.
There have been many times in my life when the only way to see the blessing in my situation was to forgive the situation by being the blessing.  I have a rule of thumb for this: When I am unable to see the light at the end of the tunnel, it is time for me to be the light in the middle of the tunnel.
Sometimes forgiveness is my choice to live life forward by being the blessing in a difficult situation.
 [Grace-full Aging]
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Paige, Burns

Hearing gain, etc.

[SEE ALSO: “Grist” in file “FSM DIT”.]

