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By striving for control

We maintain

A high level of nervous tension.
Not everyone

Can abandon himself in daydream.
Some may abandon control in the surf,
Tossed here and there

And carried

We scarcely know where.

How seldom

We abandon ourselves

In full bodied laughter!

And our tears are held back,
Controlled by dint of our will.

In the meditation

Of a way of doctoring

We abandon ourselves

Freely

As a falling leaf

In the autumn wind.

By abandoning ourself

We reduce the tension

Of our habitual striving for control.
This man found similar abandonment
In surrendering himself

To be chained and beaten

In his Bondage and Discipline.

And to help him?

Let us show him

A similar abandonment
In meditation.

He stared at me,
Took a glance around the room,
And then sat down.

“Oh yes”, a momentary pause,
“Yes, I get headaches”.

“Are they mainly on one side,
Or extend all over your head?”

“Oh, I don’t know,
Just headaches.”

He’s stalling for time
To look me over
To see if I can be trusted

With what is important in his mind.

So I talk on
Knowing that headaches
Have little to do with his visit.

“Worry makes us tense,

A common cause of headache.
All of us have our worries;
Worries at work, with people,
At home, in sex;

Sometimes we worry

Things are not

Just what they might be.”

“You’ve said it,
I worry that things with me are not
Quite what they should be.”

Silence.

Gathering himself,

He paused before the plunge,
As a diver on the springboard.

“I might as well tell you.
It’s porno.

No. Don’t be mistaken,

I don’t do anything,

Just attracted,

Can’t help being attracted.
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You said,

Things may not be what they should.
I worry no end about it,

I love my wife.

Is this a sign

I may go mad?”

The pleasure

Attached to our basic instincts

Leads us to fulfil our needs

Of hunger, sex, mothering and fellowship,
And so works to preserve our life

And that of our race.

Change.

All is change.

Our thoughts and feelings now

So different from those of childhood.

And our thoughts and feelings now

Differ from those of the early days of our
race.

Physiological need develops

A spiritual quality.

Primitive lust

Becomes the experience of love.
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When porn brings pleasure,
Our mind goes back

To a pattern

Of instinctual satisfaction
Of bygone ages.

In the simple beauty of meditation
The better patterns

Again assert themselves,

And desire for instinctual lust
Fades

As the darkness of night

Gives way to the coming day.

Only her second visit,
And she greeted me
Asking how I was.

Later she explained she felt better,
But had been thinking

What I was doing

Must take its toll on me.

I used to think

In the process of psychiatry
The patient left less anxious,
And I a little more so.

But now I know,

If I do it well

In a way of doctoring,

With the interaction

Of one human being with another
There comes some good to both.

“He told me

I might have cancer.

But all the tests are negative.

I cannot get it out of my mind.
It’s in my thoughts

Day and night and sleep itself,
Whatever I do,

It intrudes like an unloved suitor.
The worry,

The worry of it

I believe, is worse than the thing itself.”

An idea comes to our mind

And when the relevance of the idea has passed
It fades from our awareness

And so allows other ideas
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Into the focus of our consciousness

And the process of thought continues.
But anxiety

May activate an idea

And make it persist in our mind

And so prevent free flow of thought.
Death and sex and blasphemous thoughts
Are ideas quite commonly caught like this.
Death when life has been threatened,
Sex in the youth of unfulfilled desires,
And blasphemous thoughts in priests
Who inwardly falter in faith.

“Every little thing

Reminds me of what he said.

Just talking to you,

My breath is quite uneven.

Is it in my lungs?

My stomach?

I feel a funny feeling there.

They say its just my nerves.

How do they know?

At first he said it might be cancer.”
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Anxiety is the watch-dog of the mind
Warning us all is not well.

But if our guardian runs wild

Our troubles grow a hundred-fold.

A way of doctoring

Reduces our anxiety

And brings us once more

A sense of calm within our self.

“I have come
Just to ask a simple question:
What counts?”

What counts for one

May not count for another.

And we all know

What counts in childhood and youth
May count for little in later life.

What counts

Unfolds within us

As the sunrise
Foreshadows the day.
It’s there to be seen
In the inward eye

Of meditation.

“It sounds so silly,

I know it’s silly,

But it’s important to me,

I just can’t help it,

Keep saying the wrong thing,

It’s as simple as that,

Offend people I don’t want to offend,
Or they laugh at me

When I don’t want to be laughed at.”

Like a trigger-happy recruit
The words shot forth in bursts.
She clutched her handbag

Like the life-line she needed
While she looked about her

As if seeking somewhere to hide.

Psychologists would say

They were upwardly mobile,
Climbing the ladder of social success,
He, two rungs at a time,

But she more slowly.

81



82

96

She quickly admired

The furnishings of my room,
Then came to a halt.

“I shouldn’t be here, should I?”

It happens so often,
Anxiety forces us to speak,
And if we don’t quite know
What we should say,

We say the wrong thing.

In psychoanalysis

This becomes a feature of the game.

The analyst remains silent
And the patient
Finds himself forced to talk.

As for this woman,

The unsympathetic onlooker
Could see it as quite amusing,
But for her it’s real distress.

In a way of doctoring

We simply show her

How to reduce her anxiety
By simple meditation.

“I don’t know,

One thing after another,
Life’s just a series of crises,
One after the next;

I can’t cope.

Is it worth it?

Little Johny deaf from rubella;
I got it, he suffers.

John and his job

Threatened with take-over.
Works harder and harder.

It’s come between us.
Thought I was pregnant,
It’s never ending.

If this is life

Better be out of it

And little Johny too.

No, no, never do that.”

Poor woman.

Our heart goes out to her.

By some sixth sense

She comes to know

That someone cares.

This is where a way of doctoring
Differs from psychiatry

Where the therapist

Remains remote from the patient.

Crisis to crisis,

Someone always sick,

Problems at school with the children
And the fees

Higher and higher.

This is a pattern of life.

Yet I have talked with some

Who speak of life

As a series of incidents;

One following another,

Each an experience

Ennobling in itself,

And none of which

They would choose to have missed.
These are the elite that hold
Hidden within themselves

The secret

Of what life is all about.

To some small extent

Can we pass on the message?
There is something of this

In a way of doctoring.
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“I’'m in charge of twenty,

Have to watch what they’re doing,
They don't like it,

But if I don'’t,

They come up

With a shoddy job.

I'm tense.

Who wouldn’t be!

And it affects my stomach.”

The foreman or supervisor
Who copes with his own anxiety
By having everything just right
Has to keep watching

Those who are under him

So he is sure

That, in fact,

Everything is just right.
Tension grows,

Things are not as good

As they should be

And the problems mount higher and higher.

Help him relax.

When the supervisor is not so intense
The better they work,

And the trouble in his stomach
Seems to have gone.

“She wants me there

When she’s having the baby.

I'm just not good at that sort of thing.
Have told her so,

But she insists.

I'm big and strong,

Play footy each week;

But this is not like that,

Remember as a boy

Saw a cow giving birth.
It’s head came first.

I could not take it!

I know I can’t take it,
But she insists.”

It is all spelled out

But without any words.
“You wanted the baby,
You gave me the baby,
The least you can do

Is to see how I suffer.”

Not very kind,
But something of this

Hides in the mind of many a woman.

How different the couple
Who share all they can

And he feels that his presence
Will comfort

And perhaps

Take some of the pain.

But for this young man
What can he do?

If he’s not there

There’s a rift between them,
That’s for sure.

Feel for the one in pain
Without it affecting our self.
This is the golden rule

Of the comforting nurse.

Not shut ourselves off,

But calm within,

And their pain

Won't hurt ourself too much.
Can we show something of this
To our unhappy young man?
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“Don’t talk to me about pot.
I know.

I've been taking it for years,
It’s only then that you know.
You can see I'm alright.
Work!

Who wants to work!

I'm alright,

You can see I'm alright.”

No-one’s the same as his neighbour
So what we take

Affects us in different ways.

There are noisy drunks

And quiet ones,

And so it is with marijuana.

Over the years

Many of those who drink too much
Gradually come to show it.

They don’t catch the new idea
Quite as quickly as others.

Their mood may be fatuous

Then it quickly turns to irrascibility.
Similarly some who take pot

May develop a subtle deterioration.
A lack of concern,

A lack of concern about all and everything,
And at the same time

Completely unaware

Of any falling off

Of their mental capacity.

“I can help him,
I can make him right.
I know I can.”

About twenty,
But young for her years.

Her eyes pleaded the urgency
More than her words.

“He only needs some help,
Help of a girl, a woman.
He’s never had it.

I can do it.”

Her eyes imploring me,
“Give me the strength
And I can do it.”

Homosexual,
And she in love with him.

“Bear him a child
If that would help,
Married or unmarried.”

First a clear duty.
Protect the girl from herself.

To suggest it may well be

A hopeless cause

Might precipitate her

Into self-destruction.

Play for time

For both her and myself
For I must know

Something more of the man.

If genetically determined,
However deep her love,
There is little she can do;
And we must steer her away
From a life of tears

And disillusionment.

But if he is an introvert lad,
Driven by loneliness

To seek human closeness
Through sexual contact,
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She may come to fulfil
Her own life and that of another.

In the meantime,

She needs strength to cope,
So we help her

In the calm and the stillness
Of meditation.

An angry person

Angry with herself,

Strong and competent

Divorced many years

Brought up the children single handed
Now highly religious

But cannot sleep.

Angry, angry, angry,

The word kept cropping up

In all that she said.

Angry with herself

That she cannot do this simple thing.

Some years ago

She went to the doctor.

He offered her pills for sleep.
“That’s not what I want.”
He offered her a book to read.
My book,

Relief Without Drugs!*

She recounted

How she took the book

And threw it at him.

“That’s not what I want

I want your help to sleep.”

I showed her something of it.
She’s coming back in the morning.

Sl R

Gratitude does not come easily to her
But as she left,

“Thank you

For your calming effect.”

Her eyes showed

That she meant it.

It is now three weeks

Since I recorded this incident.

This morning she came with a smile,
“I'm getting it, I'm better.”

* Ibid. ¢

A well spoken lad
But quite unsure of himself
Brought here by his mother.

Only twenty-two;

For the past four years

In and out of mental hospitals
Suffering from schizophrenia.

A sensitive boy;

Until sixteen all had gone well,
School work, sport and home life.
Introduced to pot by older boys,
Became confused,

Expressed strange ideas,

Heard voices talking to him.

The pot had precipitated him
Into schizophrenia.

Four years of hell for him,

His parents and the rest of the family,
Would that four years

Might see it to a finish,

But it won't.
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Too often

A job in the business world

Is no more than occupational therapy
For the childless woman.

“No children,

I decided that quite early,

And T've stuck to it.

I'm tense, but that’s not it.

Been through the difficult time,
Watching friends

Becoming clucky young mothers.
I wouldn’t go back on my decision
Even if I could.

They are tense too,

You can see it

So that’s not the problem.”
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Women with children

Are often tense,

And have psychosomatic symptoms
Due to their tension

From problems with their children.
Childless women

May also have psychosomatic symptoms
Due to the unsatisfied needs

Of childlessness.

This is life.

But the problems of childlessness
Bite deep and so are denied,
Whereas those with the children
Are faced more openly.

When a decision has been made
And is now irrevocable,

It helps little to point out

The decision may have resulted
From faulty judgement.

Better to help the individual

To adjust to the circumstances
In which she now finds herself.
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And so with this woman,

In meditation

An understanding came to her

In a way

That could not be communicated in words.

A most unpromising case,

Fifteen years of trouble with her breathing.
An awareness of every breath,

And the fear

The next breath would not come.
Doctors, psychiatrists and psychologists,
Drugs and psychotherapy

All of no avail.

She was dull,

And culturally deprived

With little idea

As to what meditation

Was all about.

After the second session,

“I cannot see the point

Just sitting there, closing my eyes.”

But she came again and volunteered,
“I'm better,

Better than I've been for quite some time,
It’s like it used to be,

I hardly notice my breathing now.”

Trying hard to let me know

How deeply he felt,

He screwed up his face as he spoke,
“There is no depth

Of communication between us

She does not seem to feel

The same way as I do.
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Time and time again

I've talked to her about it.

She does not seem to understand.
What can I do?”

We are most likely

To find fault with others

About some attitude of mind

In which we ourselves are deficient.
The man who is slick with his tax
Is the first to complain

Of the dishonesty of his competitors.

He twisted his face some more
Just to let me know

How really sensitive he was
In these matters of feeling.

As with the artist and critic

The artist feels,

While the critic,

Without feeling too much himself,
Tries to explain what is felt.

Maybe his wife is not too bright,
But to pose as the sensitive one
Can only make things worse.

In the calm and the stillness
There comes some resolution
Of what goes on within us.

“Had I read Jung on such and such?”
As it turned out I had.

Then Krishnamurti,

And as luck would have it

I was again familiar

With what he quoted.

So then he gabbled off three names,

And I had to admit

I had heard of none.

The smile of triumph
Came over his face.

“It’s my anxiety;

The inherent cause

Of my anxiety,

That’s what I'm seeking.”

Reading will help,

But resolution

Comes only in doing.

Reading

Will put us on the path of doing
And we may be able

To start on the journey,

But to read

Without translating what is read
Into the language of life

Is little more

Than another neurotic symptom
Of those who suffer anxiety.

Insecurity

May lead us to react in different ways.

Insecure in ourself

And we come to over-value
The wisdom of the one

Whose help we seek.

But insecurity may drive us

To establish some superiority
Over the one whom we consult.
So this man quoted references
Until he found authorities
With which I was not familiar,
And so boosted up his ego.

In a way of doctoring
We set him on the path of doing,
Of experiencing the tranquillity

Which comes when our mind runs smoothly.
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It did not take her long
To disclose the cause
Of her obvious distress.

“My daughter,
A sixteen year old school girl,

Talks down to me
As if T were a child.”

“You don’t understand,
Things have changed,

In your day it was a thrill
To be kissed by a boy,
Now

It’s no great guns to have sex with him,

That’s if you do it the ordinary way.”

“What am I to do?
Oh, what am I to do?”

“When she complains

Of difficulty in study,

As every school child does,
Get her to come and see me.
As for yourself

I can help your nerves to settle
And you will cope

So much the better.”

And if the girl comes,

How shall I counsel her?

Not at all.

Not one word of it.

Let her experience

Something of her inner self

And the sorting out process of the mind
Will winnow the chaff

From the grain of life.
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Mid fifties,

One of those rigid people,

Precise in his manner,

There was no glossing it over.

As soon as he spoke

It showed through in all that he said.
An ulcer for many years,

Always in trouble with it,

Had been advised by many doctors
To get help for his tension,

But so fixed in his attitude

He preferred to battle it out himself.

We have within us

A primal insecurity.

Whence have we come,

Where are we going?

Some feel they have the answers,
But at best

It is only a guess.

Insecurity begets anxiety,

So we evolve various means

Of warding it off.

These are our psychological defences.
This man with the ulcer

Has developed his rigidity

As a defence against anxiety.

If he keeps on doing the same things,
If he keeps on thinking the same way,
Life can’t be any worse

Than it is now.

But in fact, it can.

His rigidity becomes so constricting
It becomes a secondary cause

Of further anxiety.

As for his ulcer,

We are all familiar
With nervous diarrhoea.
In a similar way
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Anxiety alters the gastric reactions,
And normal healing is impaired.

He came on account of his ulcer.
It gradually healed.

But the side effects!

Less rigid, freer,

And life unfolded

In a way he had not known before.

Late twenties,

Slim, quite attractive,

Rather athletic figure,

Good job as personal secretary.
“It’s the surgeon.

Says it’s just a routine,

But insists on my seeing you
Before he does me.”

“Does your”

“I feel so embarrassed.

It's my breasts.

Have always been embarrassed
By my miserable breasts.

He’s going to make them bigger.”

“Any particular reason?”

“Surely,

To feel about it as I do

Is reason enough.

Just so self-conscious.

Love playing squash,

But changing in the dressing room
Takes all the fun from the game.
Go out with a date,

Puts his hand on my chest,

He fumbles around,

I feel awful about it.
He showed me photos,
Before and after,

I want to be like that.”

I've seen a good number of women
Who have had surgery

To increase the size of their breasts;
Or would it be better to say

To allay their worry

About the size of their breasts?

It’s probable that women

Who seek this kind of help

Are more susceptible than others

To nervous and psychosomatic troubles,
Hence the number I've seen.

Some are pleased,

For others its just another failure.
Breasts that have been shaped by the surgeon
Are never quite the same

As those shaped by the hand of nature.
Some will react with thanks

That things are better than they were.
Others stand in front of the mirror,

A little bit this way, a little bit that.
“It’s not quite what I wanted,

And they feel so hard.

If he’d done what I asked

Would have been alright.

Now I wish it had never been done.”
These are the women

Who fidget and fuss

Checking things over

And keep the house just right.

The same with their body

“I'm sure I can see a few hairs

About to come on the top of my lip.”
If he does the breasts

Of a woman like this

Little joy will come
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_She get help

To patient or surgeon.
Better by far

To accept imperfection in life
Through a way of doctoring.

“Futility!

They say I should not talk the way I do,
Good job, wife and kids O.K.
What'’s futile in that?

Success has come my way.

We are making cars,

And they are bought by people
Who seem to want to buy them,
But it’s futile.

Life is a conveyor belt.

Step off if I like

But that would be futile too.
Seeing you here

Is this just another exercise

In what I'm talking about?

Do you really think

There’s any purpose in things?”
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For me to argue the purpose of life
When he is so convinced

To the contrary

Would lead us nowhere.

Great things have small beginnings
Purpose in small things

May lead us to purpose

In matters

That are so much greater.

We catch the state of mind
Of those around us.
In meditation

There’s a special kind of closeness
With the one who teaches us.
May it be

That in this closeness

He will come to feel

The purpose in what we do.

Too soon to know,

But he comes again.

He has learned some sense of purpose,
Or he would not be here.

A social worker,

Loves her work,

And capable of strong emotional ties
With those whom she helps.

Two children of her own,

Successful husband,

Until just recently a happy marriage.
“He is everything that’s good,

I love him,

And I'm true to him.

But something has come between us,
As if the earth were splitting

He on one side and I on the other.
He feels that I'm too close

To some of the men

Whom I see in my work.

I visit their homes,

I feel for them,

I love them,

But he cannot understand

There are different ways of loving.
He’s never said the words,

But I know that he wishes

I did not see

One particular man.

He’s quite old.
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He’s a dear.

I believe "

My visits breathe the breath of life into him.
He has said so himself.”

Compassion and love

So easily confused.

Such openness about her,

It seemed strange

He could misinterpret her motives.

Love of man and woman,
If we capture the fullness,
Is a love that lasts for ever.
For the sake of the children
It’s well that it should.

So nature provides

A snappy little watchdog,
Jealousy,

Who barks at the sight of another,
But the watchdog

May bark too much

And keep us awake at night.

Next time he came with her
Expecting a discussion

As to what she should do.

No.

But in the calm and the stillness
It came more clearly than ever
He could trust her

In all that she did.

Agoraphobia,

Housebound,

Tethered to the home

By invisible bonds of anxiety.
Time and time again

Braved it to fight free

Only to be defeated

By racing heart and sweating hands
And fear,

The fear that’s not a fear

Because we know

There’s nothing to be afraid of.

She had called up the highways and byways
For help,

Seeking relief

From psychiatrists and psychologists

With a lengthy period of psychoanalysis.
“You are my last hope.”

Now she is free,

Free as the wind,

Spending her time

In helping others to overcome it
In the way she has done.

She is Pauline McKinnon.

She has written a book about it,

In Stillness Conquer Fear*.

Anyone afflicted with this condition
Would benefit by reading it.

* McKinnon, P., In Stillness Conquer Fear, Dove Communications, Melbourne, 1983.

“My life is an exercise in mediocrity.
Ever since childhood,

A plodder in all that I do.

Never excel,

Not in any single thing.

In spite of past performances,

Still I feel

There lurks some talent within me.
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How to bring it out,

How develop it?

Just thought

There’s the vague possibility

You might be able

To point me in the right direction.”

We are hounded all our lives
By the ethic of success.

We wait in trepidation

For little Johny’s school report.
He came second

In the hundred metre race
And that’s not bad.

Success
Too often breeds
An empty headed monster.

Where are the scales

That measure the weight
Of what is worthwhile?
But this we know,

It’s in the calm and stillness
That scales weigh true.
Let’s seek it there.

He came to see me from another state.

To avoid the stress of life,

He had built an armour of remoteness
Around himself.

Even his wife

Could not penetrate his defences.
Isolated from his fellows at school
The process had continued

With greater and greater intensity.
His world was his library
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And his life was pondering the words of the
mystics.

Now his sinecure job

In a by-water of government

Was threatened

By his ever increasing dependence

On alcohol.

A few days later

This wilted flower

Was erect

Smiling in the sunshine,

“I have read and re-read your books,
We are soul-mates.”

It was clear he had never found

A soul-mate in his life before.

He had grasped

The fragile thread of mysticism

In what I write,

And he had learned

Such an approach is consistent
With an active life

In the reality of all that is about us.

Time and time again

The same process is activated

In a way of doctoring.

An encounter

Becomes an experience in learning,
A break-through.

Find a soul-mate

And soon the experience of closeness
Extends to others.

It happened only this morning,

I had seen her husband some time ago.
“I go to pieces all too easily,

Poor sleep, too impatient, get cross.
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Never used to be like this.
Can’t let go any more.
No peace inside me.”

We talked,

Happy marriage, children O.K.
And when she had got to know me
I asked her religion.

“I'm nothing.

Used to sing in the choir.

Feel I fell out with God.

People suffering

Through no fault of their own.”

As usual,

After many questions I asked,

“Is there anything

You would like to ask me?”

Silence for a while,

Eyes became moist,

“How did you give back my husband
His peace of mind

And his sleep?”

My turn for silence.
“When you have been here
Two or three times

I think you will know.”

To make her familiar
With what we do

We had a few moments
Of meditation,

Which she did very well.

I later learned,

When making a time for another visit
She dreamily told the secretary,

“I know the magic of it now”.
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The magic of which she speaks
Is just a matter
Of letting our mind run easy,

Something she had not done for months.

“I shall never be clean again,

What shall I say to Jane?

Can people tell?

I think they can,

I'm sure they can tell what I've done.
I cut myself there,

It bled all over the place

The bad running out

That’s what has saved me.”

A student

Caught in the trendy group.

The only way to know

To experience it yourself.

Talking of homosexuality

Is no more than telling children
About the bees and the flowers.
Just one experience

And you know.

Egged on by the others

He did it.

Then loathing

Beyond the limits he could take,
And he broke.

Snapped the thread that held his sanity
Mutilated the organ

That had led him to such infamy.

Schizophrenic,

But in calm and the stillness
Without medication

His mind returned to clarity.
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Now,
Five-and-twenty years later
He’s a leader in his community.

“Shy and over protected

I seem to have missed

Those learning experiences

That come to most teenage girls.
Now,

I'm no longer a teenager.

I'm twenty,

And really know nothing of men.
How to react?

I hardly know the basic things of sex.”

The basic things of sex

Are factual knowledge,

And can be communicated quite easily
In logical fashion.

But how to react

Is something quite different.

We act naturally

When we are natural in ourselves.
In the calm and the stillness

Of meditation

We release the profound naturalness
That lies within us.

Life changed for her
As it has with so many others.

“Do you cuddle in bed at night?”

When the patient has grown to know me
And we have rapport between us,

I always put this question

To both men and women.

I sometimes think

I learn more of the patient
From this simple question
Than the rest of my enquiry.

But in a way of doctoring

It’s not what I learn that counts,
But what the patient learns

In quietly pondering the question.

The patient rarely says, “We cuddle,”
“We cuddle just a little,”

Or “We don’t cuddle at all.”

Almost invariably

The mind runs on,

Compelled as it were

To give some explanation

Of what they do.

“Too tired

Getting the children to bed.”
“Heavy day at work

And I lose my desire.”

“A cuddle always leads to sex.

I love a cuddle and love sex.
Why can’t he see

Cuddling without sex

Can sometimes be so good?”
“Sometimes she seems to stiffen
When I put my arms around her.”
“A cuddle means sex

So if I'm not in the mood

I go to bed early

And kid I'm asleep.”

“She’s more highly sexed than I.

Pretend I'm doing some work from the office.

When I think she’s asleep I go to bed.”
“During the day some silly incident
May have come between us,

Night comes
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We lie cuddled together

And all is well again.”

“Cuddle!

She takes all the stress of the day from me
And life starts afresh.”

“I could not imagine going to sleep

Unless curled in his arms.”

A patient came yesterday

Just a few weeks since first I saw her.
“You may not remember.

The first time I came

I was rather taken aback

When you asked if we cuddled at night.
I said, no or not very much

And you made no comment.

But now,

If you ask the question again

I'll give a different answer.

I do not understand

How this has come about,

But it has

And life is different,

Ever so different.”

Forty,

In a spotless dark suit

A film version of a business executive.
“I have a social problem.”

Then he continued in precise
But rather stilted tones.

“TI'm successful in my job,

That’s not the problem

Wish that life would end there
But it doesn't.

I'm of working class background.
The people around me

Are all from private schools.

In the office

They listen to every word I say,
But out of the office

Different, so different.

And the women!

I've joined a city club.

They arranged it,

Put me up.

But I find it just hell on earth.
Golf! It’s worse.

I'm only learning to play the game.
Have been to some people
Who claim

To put those like myself on the right track.

They talk of social graces,
‘Do this, do that.’

All it has done

Is make me self-conscious,
Given me the jitters.
That’s why I'm here.”

We have to adjust to people,
And we must give them time
To adjust to us.

Time and opportunity,

And opportunity does not mean
Our telling them about ourselves.
It’s the opportunity

To see us as we are.

If what they see

Should seem alright

Then we are alright with them.

Over the years, -

Receptionists I have had,

Have grown up,

Got married

And left to run homes of their own.
When about to engage someone else
I have noticed that girls

From a college
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Say all the right things like parrots,
Said in a manner

That would frighten away

The patient most anxious to see me.

This highly intelligent business executive
Has done the same thing.

Rather than be told,

Do this and do that,

He can learn true ease

In the calm and stillness

Of meditation.

Like the first steps of a toddler,

The most moving dance we have seen
May not be the one

Performed with the greatest skill.

Multiple sclerosis,
A pathetic sight,

She hobbled along
As best she could.

Two months later

The patients were meditating

In my room with the door at the back.

She came in late when the others were seated,
Caught my eye,

Did a dance,

A dance for me,

Kicking her legs high in the air.

The best dance ever

That I have seen.

You know and I know
M.S. may run a course

Of remissions and relapses.
I ask myself,
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Could it be something in the meditation
That initiated the remission?

Eighteen months later,
Still completely well,
Her eyes forever dancing.

She immediately said,

“I am simply overwhelmed

With panic and fear”.

But even before she spoke

I had read the message

In nature’s heavy pencil

Marked across her face.

Sixty, quietly spoken,

Ginger and turning grey,

With fine transluscent skin

Like the parchment of a light shade.
Sad but lovable eyes

Like a spaniel dog.

Surgery and radiation

Had not halted

The cancer of her breast

As it spread around her lung.

Her husband,

Twenty years older than herself,
Was bed ridden in a nursing home.
She had worked as an actress

But there was no acting in this.

All her life she had been subject to depressions
And feelings of futility.

She had found the effects

Of the radiation of her cancer

So distressing

She had made a suicidal attempt.

Now she had come to me
From another state.
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Three weeks later,

“The panic

And the fear have gone.

But there’s something more

I did not tell you.

My husband is demented,

Quite demented,

Incontinent and in pain.

I cannot let him suffer the way he is.
The doctors agree,

If his life support

Were discontinued he would die.
They indicated quite clearly

The decision was mine.

I could not do it before.

New strength has come to me
And now I can.”

At the Children’s Hospital,

Just after the war,

Nearly forty years ago,

A woman brought her son,

A ragamuffin of thirteen.

“He’s just impossible at home.
Driving us mad.

Of course he has asthma,

He is under the specialist for that.
It’s his behaviour,

That’s why I have brought him here.”

Three months later:

“He’s a new boy’

We are all so thankful for it.

And those injections

He has been having for years
Have at last taken effect.

There is hardly a wheeze in him.”
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It was no coincidence,

But I knew enough

Not to argue it out with the mother.
Strangely enough

It was my experience with asthmatics
That first led me

To think of the possibility

Of influencing

Cancer growth by meditation.

About one third of asthma patients
Whom I brought to meditate
Became free of the illness.
Another third were helped
And a third not helped at all.
It seemed to me

There is some similarity
Between allergic reactions
And the immune response.

If this be so,

Might it not be possible

To influence cancer growth
By a similar approach.

This was my dream.

Like so many dreams

Day followed day,

And year followed year

Before I could muster the courage
To test it

In the cold light of reality.

With cancer
It is rather different
But really just the same.
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Our hold on life

Is shorter day by day

Each and every time

We see the sun go down.

We are frail,

And know not when our being
Shall cease to be.

Medical science prolongs our days,
Others diet with this and that
To bolster up their health.
The priest is saying,

Pray to God you wake in the morn.

But from the calm within
We see it all
In slightly different light.

“I'm in fear of death,

In fear of death all the time.
Keep it from her and the children
But it’s there

All the time.”

He looked at me

Sad eyed,

There was nothing to hide.
“I'm weaker,

The pain grows worse.

It’s just a year

Since the doctor said,
‘About twelve months” ”

He did it our way.

As death came closer,

The fear

Drifted further and further away.

The drowning man
Clutches a straw.
The cancer patient

Feeling himself sink,

And aware that orthodox treatment
Has little to offer

Readily turns to anyone

Who offers the faintest hope.

“It might just do it,

I have nothing to lose.”

And so

With his hand in his pocket

And hope never ending

He follows some new idea

Only to find it does not work.

He must be protected from himself
And from others

Who exploit the situation,

So the law gives some protection
Against quacks.

And the profession itself?

At present

The cancer patient

Dying of his illness

Has little protection

Against over-enthusiastic surgery
Or some new combination of chemotherapy
Which, at best,

Will prolong

The act of dying.

And we,

How do we stand

Who practise

A way of doctoring?

The cancer patient can expect
Significant help

With the emotional upset,
Worry, distress and pain

That accompanies the condition.
He is told

That some patients,

Not all, just a few,

About one in ten,
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Have been able

To bring their cancer to regress

In the absence of any orthodox treatment.
Others have been able to slow

The rate of growth of their cancer

And instead of a few months

Have lived a few years

In relative comfort

Of body and mind. 128
I cannot recollect

One single person,

Patient or relative,

Who has expressed regret

At facing their cancer
Through a way of doctoring.

“I nursed my mother with cancer.
She had all the drugs.

If 'm going to die,

I don’t want to die like that.
That'’s the reason I'm here.”

“This way of doctoring for cancer,
Tell me,.
How do you know it works?”

“There are other ways to truth
Than the compilation of statistics.”

“It need be done only once
To show that it can be done,
And this has been done
Much more than that.”
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“Man need fly to the moon
Only once
To show that it can be done.”

Striving to beat it
Is not the way
To fight the cancer.

All doctors know

That patients of good morale
Do better

Than those who abandon hope,
And wait for death.

When cancer is the foe
There are ways of fighting.

So many have said,

“I shall beat it”.

And clenching their fists

They have said it again and again.

So often
It’s the choice of weapons
That wins the war.

Striving

Keeps our mind alert
And so destroys

The effect of meditation.

It needs something better than that.

“If we do not strive to beat it,
How do we fight the cancer?”
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“We heal it

In the calm and the stillness,
And the knowing,

The knowing beyond knowing
That comes from all about us
When our mind is still.”

He is fighting

With everything he’s got,
Clinging with his nails
To the cliff edge of life
Looking down

To the abyss below,

But slipping,

Slipping.

But she,

Afflicted with the same disease
No longer struggles,

Holds firm,

Looks upward from the cliff,
And lo, she’s holding.

The acceptance

Of things spiritual

And the silence of the doctor,
How does it heal?

Tranquillity.

Our state of mind

Has its effect

On the glands of our body.
Adrenalin, thyroid,

Ovarian secretion and cortisone
Are all affected in this way.

So too are our allergic responses.
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And now we have come to learn
The protective role

Of the immune system

Is similarly affected.

Can you separate

The healing of the mind
From healing of the body?
An inner tranquillity
Heals the mind

And likewise the body.

The spontaneous acceptance

Of the spiritual component of life
Deepens the tranquillity

And aids the healing.

This has been shown

Time and time again

In cancer patients

Whose inner life has undergone
Some significant change.

Yet those

Who contrive this effect
In the belief

There’s nothing to be lost
Have shown little gain.

How then can the doctor help?

Put it into words
And it is lost.

There’s something more than that.

The effect on the cancer

Is but a side effect

Of this more profound change
In the whole of our being.
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“If trying to do it can’t help,
How do I go about it?”

“Leaving your mind open
In the calm and the stillness,
That’s how you go about it.”

It matters little

When someone whom we hardly know
Is critical of what we do.

But if the one whom we love

Were to say the same things

We would be sorely distressed.

When the patient

Is tied to the doctor

By a bond

Of faith and trust

Minor criticisms

May have a devastating effect.

When the bond is tight

The patient may hang on every word
And every gesture

To such an extent

He may misinterpret

Some insignificant remark.

The remark is insignificant

Only to the doctor.

To the other,

When the bond is tight,

Every comment

Carries a significance

Far beyond its rational meaning.

A woman patient with cancer
Has been doing well,
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Less pain, better sleep.

Stronger in herself.

Last week she arrived
Sunken-eyed,

Hunched with pain,

Death etched on her face.

In the quietness between us

She disclosed a misinterpretation
Of a simple comment

I had made in polite conversation.

No words,

Hand on hand,

Just quietly together.
And she knew

She had been mistaken.

Today
The cloud of darkness has cleared
And there’s light in her eyes.

When necessary

We must bring the patient
To change his way
Without appearing critical.

I often explain
That I myself

Get help from doing such and such.

No criticism,

No command to do it dlfferently,
But the patient of himself

Makes the change

In the desired direction.
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Cancer,

And it had spread to the glands
The liver and the spine.

“We shall give you some chemotherapy
You must start tomorrow.” .
But the husband returned alone,
“What chances of helping her?”
Shaking his head,

“None, really none.”

“Why give her the drugs?”

“You must do something

You must do something.”

That’s what he said.

And they came to me.

The patient can rarely assess
The likely course of the disease

Or the likely consequences of treatment.

Sixty-five and a spinster

She developed a melanoma

In the roof of her mouth.

A surgeon advised excision
Telling the patient little,

How it might affect her speech
And ability to swallow.

But she sought another consultant
Who again advised excision.
She came to me

Just because she was frightened
Of any surgery at all.

It was agreed,

If there were any further spread
She would in fact

Submit to orthodox treatment.
She meditated
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In the way of doctoring.
No change in the melanoma.

Then slowly,

Ever so.slowly,

It began to fade.

Then just a grey mark

Where the lesion had been.
Now nothing.

Four years later

No sign at all

Where the melanoma had been.

I don’t believe

The patient is aware

How lucky she is

In escaping the effects

Of both the cancer and the surgery.
In a way of doctoring

There are matters

Best kept to ourselves.

Malignant melanoma
Seems to respond particularly well
To a way of doctoring.

A very active young man
Had a surgical excision
Of a melanoma of the scalp.

It later recurred in the glands of the neck.

He had further surgery

But the surgeon

Gave a bad prognosis.

That was seven years ago.

He continues to urge patients with cancer
To come and see me.
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A young woman

Had a melanoma excised from her leg
Only to recur in the groin.

After a wide dissection of the glands
The surgeon described the cancer

As very aggressive.

He referred her to me

With nothing more in mind

That I might be able to help her
With the approach of death.

She started meditation

But soon developed a clinical recurrence
At the site of the operation of her groin.
In spite of major domestic problems

She meditated well

And the recurrence disappeared.

For two years

I lost all contact with her

But she returned last month

Fit and well

Just saying she was getting tense

With a new and exacting job

And no concern at all

About her past malignancy.

A young Scot

Had a melanoma excised from his shoulder

But it spread to the glands in his neck.
He refused further surgery

And slowly

Over two years

The glands have gradually regressed.

It’s easy
Flying high on the wings of success.

But maybe
In failure we see more deeply
Into the nature of life.

She has been seeing me

For the past nine months

After surgery for cancer of the thyroid
Which had invaded her windpipe.
Then radioactive iodine

In such massive dosage

She had to be isolated

For fear the radioactivity

Of her body

Would be a danger to others.

Quietly spoken,
Widowed with two young children,
Never complaining,

She had done all that I asked.

Just a few hours ago,

Moist brown eyes quietly watching:
“It has recurred.

In my trachea again.

They say I must have it once more,
Another massive dose

Of radioactive iodine

To be followed by surgery.

They say it might give me

Five or ten years.

And I know there’s the danger

Of leukaemia.

It did not help before.

Truly,

It was an awful experience.

What do you say?”

So patient,

“You have done all T asked,
It has not prevented

A recurrence.
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