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Two confessions at the start
Reader, wherever you are, welcome on the pages of this book.
One January morning, 2016, I woke up and picked up my phone to write an email to myself. It read:
Separation. Suddenly all existential needs become unfulfilled. Also for the initiator of the breakup.
Heartbreak = open wound. Human wisdom behind commandments: adultery is life threatening.
This insight may be obvious. Yet it had taken me 17 months and the writing of this book to get to it.
*
This is a totally honest book, and I want to make two confessions to you to start with:

Confession number 1
I have been thinking that I was whining, that my sorrow was affectation. I have been finding myself
an emotionally dependent piece of shit. I have been believing that a more mature person... - you get
the picture...
After more than a year and writing this book, I now got that breakup pain is real and must be taken
seriously. When I say "breakup", I include separation and divorce. This book is about serious stuff,
and I'm not talking self-pity here.
Your breakup is a serious issue when you feel it is. Your emotional pains are not some sort of
affectation. If you cry, it is for good reason. If you feel you've lost your life's foundation: you
probably have. The good news is: you can get to a stronger one!

Confession number 2
I thought I was a narcissist, using the "I-perspective" most of the time. I thought people would
review the book to death on Amazon. I became insecure about my intentions. Deep, deep inside I
believed publishing this book could make others suffer less than they do. But deep inside I was and
am quite insecure, sometimes.
I sent the draft of this book out to a handful of (divorced) proofreaders. They reported to me that
their reading had helped them in some way. One of the things they were happy about was
understanding their situation and emotions better. Getting calm, and finding ways to meaningful
personal growth was another. In short: finding Love, by their breakup.
And hence, I did no longer hesitate to publish this book as it is now. I needed some courage to do
that.
*

Note 1: When I write Love with a capital L, I refer to an experience and an existence bigger than
the love (small type) for one person. You'll get what I mean when you keep reading.
Note 2: When I write about my (ex-)wife, this is with utmost love and respect. After having read the
copy, she has agreed with the publication of this book. I am grateful for her trust.
Note 3: Being a Dutchman, I'm pretty sure my use of the beautiful English language is not the most
florid (I had to look up that word.) Even though I used the services of a language editor to get rid of
most of the grosses mistakes. The proofreaders did not complain, so I hope it works for you as well.

Sorry for any remaining mistakes, for which only I am to blame.

Why?
On the evening of October 19, 2014, I came home from a week long trip for my work. The cat
greeted me as if she was happy to see me. I looked around. No other living soul was in the house.
My wife and daughter had taken their toothbrushes with them, but most of their clothes were there.
As if they were gone on a holiday. Yet, they had moved out during that week to live at the place of
my wife's lover. I knew they would, and I checked what they had taken with them, and what not. As
if to know how much had changed, and how much of our life together was still intact.
I made myself a cup of coffee and sat down. "So, this is what our breakup looks like. The failure of
our marriage. From now on I will live alone and die alone. Now someone tell me, why am I not
worthy of her love anymore?" The hurt hit deep and ruminating started. I did not get much sleep
that night.
My takeaway: I want to understand in order to accept.

Chapter 1. What life looked like before
“To be wrecked begins with an experience that pulls you out of your comfort zone and selfcenteredness, whether you want it or not.”1
*

A warm nest in Germany
End of 2011, my wife and I had decided to emigrate. With our daughter aged 9, we would leave
Utrecht, the Netherlands. We looked for a place and region with more nature, hills, clean air, and
nice weather.
I'd rather go more to the warmer south of Europe. My wife was more interested in the Nordic
region. We decided where to go to by both scoring and weighing criteria. Landscape, climate, and
prices of real estate were important to us. Different school systems and cultures of countries also
weighed into our preferences. In the end, we got content with the outcome of all weighed criteria:
the Black Forest region in Germany. Call it the best conceivable compromise.
I went first to buy a house there, but I did not find our ideal location fast. Not much of what we
were looking for was available. Prices in the more attractive regions were higher than expected. So
we compromised again and rented first.
I look back at these decisions now. I can see that our compromising had blocked the passion for
moving to our ideal place. Fears had led much of our choices, I guess. I remember I feared not
being able to make contacts and finding a good school. Would we be accepted and welcomed in
such a rural area? Would we be able to make a living, learning a new language, all the while being
far from family and so on? We chose "with all possible outcomes in mind". In fact we were led by
fear, preventing an imagined bad outcome.
So there we lived in Germany now. Picture me taking on some work that I could do at home. Next
to that, I started with choir singing to get to know people, and I had a vegetable garden. From one
comfort zone in the Netherlands, we had made the step to the next warm nest in Germany.
My takeaway: Compromising to live life in a comfort zone is blocking the passion for life.

In my comfort zone
There is no holiday from life. Yet, there is this comfort zone. It is that state of mind when I believe
everything is OK, nothing big is challenging me. As long as I would stay there, life would be
comfortable like a holiday apartment that I wouldn't leave. Call it: slump.
Boy had I built a comfort zone apartment for myself! Walls thick and windows closed and small
enough not to have me fall out of it by accident.
Wait, did I say "boy"? Indeed, this is a story about a boy who choose for the comfort zone. A boy
whose needs for life fulfillment were left unfulfilled. It is a common theme for girls as well.
Choosing for comfort, evading any fear, is the outcome of old, unhealed trauma, I know now. Only
when I was fifty-two years old, did I begin to see and resolve my own early-life trauma. But that's
for another chapter of this book.
My takeaway: Evading fear is the outcome of unhealed trauma.

1

Jeff Goins, writer and idea guy

A heart attack?
We were living in that rented house. Summer of 2014 my wife and daughter left for a holiday.
Because of some practical reasons that I don't remember, I stayed at home.
One afternoon I was mowing the lawn and doing some gardening. Life was good. I felt my body
was becoming sweaty, with an irregular pulse. Suddenly, I became afraid I would die soon, from a
heart attack maybe. Back in the living room, I googled these symptoms. It seemed I was perfectly
healthy.
A book that I had not ordered arrived, titled 'Wisdom Wide and Deep'. Ah, that is what my wife is
after, I thought with appreciation. And then a friend of mine published a song on her blog, and its
verse went:
Yes, yes, we are companions
We’re not afraid to open our souls
That’s ’cause we will be caring
Not to break down, what should be whole
It sounded a little hyperbolical, but nice enough to me. Heart-break, wisdom, wide and deep, and a
breakdown were on their way towards me, but I did not see them coming.
Had I considered all options for my life and chosen the way I wanted to be me? Certainly not. Out
of a deep fear to lose love, and life, I had always evaded change and pain. I had tried to keep my life
within borders and as I had more or less planned it to be.
As german author Oliver Schott puts it: “Most people take their ideas about the shape and content
of a desirable private life as a given as if they were self-evident.”2
I had always chosen different types of work. My so-called career was full of quite different
freelance activities and enterprises. In that respect, I had always been quite open for transgressing
borders and try on a new adventure. More of a casino gambler than of a stunt man: ready to risk
some money, but not my life.
My takeaway: Evading change and pain is the result of a fear to lose life.

Contented with life
In my marriage, I did not experience a close bond of shared interests and life goals. Nor did I feel
fully understood and loved in my imperfection. Maybe this felt like "being incomplete". But I was
content. This is not to say I was unhappily married. To the contrary, I found my wife to be the best
possible woman in the world for me. I loved her deeply, in my best possible way.
Around us, most people seemed not to have found eternal bliss in their love relationships. They
seemed discontent to a lesser or bigger degree, or they had divorced. Contented I had been, though
not completely fulfilled. I considered that to be much better than troubled or divorced.
I did not know how to improve a relationship. It’s either “a continuous comfort zone” or it stops
being that for one or both, I thought. I knew no other ways. Staying in my warm nest prevented
hurt. I might sometimes get upset, wanting to find a way out. Yet, that impulse did not root deep:
"don't rock your boat, Ton."
Living in this comfort zone, I was not driven, but drifting. Feeling comfortable like that barricaded
all vitality. I chatted on social media and played online chess. My wife and child were around for
company. I had my hobbies and work and all to spend time on. And so I was slowly dying in my
own living room. I was waiting for death while perfectly healthy.
2

From his book "In praise of open relationships".

I should not be amazed if this unsatisfactory state of comfort, affected the loved ones with whom I
lived in those years. Yet, I silently hoped they would be comfortable as well.
My takeaway: Living in the comfort zone barricades vitality.

Uncomfortableness in my vicinity
While my wife and daughter had gone on their holiday, I got a visit from our acquaintance Mr. F.
He told me his son of twelve years had left him to live with his mother, F.'s former wife. According
to him, they would soon understand this was a bad decision. But then he would let them live the
consequences, to see who was right and who was wrong.
It sounded to me like he had made a victory out of loss. Very admirable, or maybe totally dishonest,
how could I know? I saw the suppressed anger of the man. He had been divorced for as long as I
knew him, so that must be at least six years. He sounded angry towards his ex-wife, his son, and the
world, it seemed. But friendly and world-wise at the same time.
My daughter and Mr. F's son were friends. I told her about all this, and she told me what she had
heard from the son. F. had robbed the boy's dog from the mother's place and destroyed some game
console there. I felt sad about that. I tried to explain to my daughter that sometimes divorced people
become aggressive.
A few weeks earlier a neighbor of ours (whom we did not know personally) had killed his wife. He
had - it all became clear in the court room - lost his temper and control when she had said she
wanted to separate. He had stabbed her with a knife, dropped her corpse in France, and contacted
the police that she was missing.
Male violence under the threat or the reality of separation was on the horizon of our family.
My takeaway: One can try not to feel one's loss, by imagining it is a victory.

Uncomfortable landlady
One afternoon, my landlady started to mow the lawn in the garden that I rented with the house.
Unknowingly, I had not mown the lawn like she would want it. Now, without asking me, full of
frustration she mowed it herself. I looked out of the window and noticed that I justified myself, and
pitied her.
Uncomfortable were the others, not me!
*
Do you see something coming in my life, that I did not see? That's the hindsight perspective. I
didn't.
My takeaway: While in the comfort zone, it is not easy to observe it as such.

Reflection questions
Every chapter of this book has a few reflection questions. Their aim is, to make you reflect on your
inner and outer situation and develop from there. This also means there will be no right or wrong
answers. Your reflection may give you some insight on what is important, or true, or valid for you.
This insight can become a beacon on your path.
1. A person's comfort zone is the physical and mental "area" within which he or she feels at ease.
How would you describe your comfort zone (that you may be out of, right now)?
2. Which elements of your comfort zone has your breakup disturbed?

3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 2. Falling in a ravine of fear
“The universe is not short on wake-up calls. We’re just quick to hit the snooze button.”3
*

Bombed out of my comfort zone
Only a few days after the landlady's grass mowing act, I was "bombed out of my comfort zone."
Not by the landlady, but by my own lady.
My relationship of 21 years got a completely different outlook, because of a few words my wife
spoke to me on skype. She said: "I've planned a short holiday with S. to an island. I want to get to
know him better."
Her friend S., whom I knew superficially, was a male friend. The "getting to know him better," I
assumed, included: sexually. The island was a place where my wife and I had spent a wonderful
time, years ago, a memory that came to my mind rapidly.
I took her words as: "our relationship is about to end". I had not seen that coming.
Her words had the impact of a sudden explosion of "my holiday apartment comfort zone". I was
tumbling in a vast space, like an astronaut blown out of his capsule. From one moment to the other,
I had no idea how my life should or could continue. Was there anything I should or could do? I
almost couldn't breathe.
My takeaway: A few words plus a few assumptions, can fully change your outlook on the
relationship.

In the ravine
Tumbling down, I landed in the ravine of my deepest fears. Most of all I feared the loneliness I saw
on the horizon. My very existence was in danger, that's how it felt. Now being out of my comfort
zone, I felt the need for change - to get back in there!
Up till then, my plans had been about hobbies, wealth, and nothing urgent. The ocean of living had
lulled me into sleep. My feelings for long had been shallow, my heart hidden deep. Then, suddenly,
I was forced to get my feelings and thoughts clear. It felt like dying. I woke up to some awareness
of life itself! I wanted to have a survival plan, but I even didn't know how to plan anything
anymore.
My demons - that I didn't know existed - came to the surface and haunted me. I feared what was to
come. A process of awakening to a bigger reality out of the comfort zone had started. And literally
and figuratively I could not sleep anymore.
One of the first realizations about our relationship was quite discomforting. I realized that, in order
not to be alone, I had held on to a relationship that was not fulfilling. Never had I had the
motivation, the drive, nor the courage, to "rehab" that relationship 4. In fact, by sitting still, I had
hoped that fulfillment would be the outcome over years.
I had not seen a breakup coming. Statistics say, most men don't. But somewhere about half of all
marriages end with separation and divorce. To make sure: my wife did not talk about separation or
divorce. It was me who "heard" that - in my insecurity about being loved and lovable.
3 Brené Brown, scholar on topics like vulnerability, courage, worthiness, and shame
4 Barry Watson's Relationship Rehab is a useful book on the subject, for those in a relationship.

I had been able to survive some stranded relationships before. Survival mode had come naturally to
me. This relationship had lasted for almost twenty-one years. It should - I thought - last for the rest
of my life. I had prayed silently to let it last, not to change a lot... I had feared any change to the
status quo of my marriage. Now that I felt the status quo was in danger, I feared my life's future.
Clearly, my focus was on what I was going to lose, not on what I could possibly gain from this
change.
My takeaway: Believing that your relationship is going to end, may feel like you are going to
die.

Fear of losing from change
- "Knock knock, I've come to change your life!"
- "Oh, shut up you! There is nothing urgent to be improved. That change of yours can't be anything
but bad."
- "Well, OK, you go keeping your life as it is. Next time I won't knock. I'll just change your life."
- "OK, I'll take on some small job. Is that enough change, you little bastard?"
- "You, better than I, will know how much vitality that brings to you. Go get another beer if you feel
like it..."
- "Exactly!"
To think I was totally OK appeared to be perfect breeding ground for a strong habit of delaying
action. In general, we, humans, don't like change. We fear that we will lose more than we'll gain.
My takeaway: Humans don't like change, for losses loom larger than gains

What I felt I lost
Immediately after the skype conversation with my wife, I felt I had lost "the security of being
loved". That was the core of my comfort zone, and now it had evaporated all in a sudden.
I had the idea that I could "fix" what was going wrong. I believed I could and should change the
path that history was taking here. In my life, I had always developed internal resistance to change
forced upon me from outside.
Restoration seemed difficult but possible to me. I mentally refused that I should give up the old
comfort zone. So after just a day or two, I said to myself: "They will just be having a holiday week.
Afterwards she'll be with me again. There is no need for change. Our life is perfect, at least good
enough. She and I can have a good conversation before she even goes, and see what needs to be
fixed. She might even cancel that holiday plan."
Not much later, the big fear began to sting again. Softly, at first, getting more disturbing within the
next days: "This is not just a holiday week. This is not something without consequences. This is the
start of her leaving you. This is where you start losing all love in your life. This is the end of
everything that was binding you to life."
My takeaway: Believing that your relationship will end, brings you alternately in states of
denial and fear.

More losses that I feared would come
The loss of a family life, especially with the three of us.

The loss of loving touch and physical contact: hugs, kisses, and sex.
The loss of being accepted: I believed I'd never been fully accepted as her man.
The loss of companionship, especially the wisdom of my wife.
The loss of this person to love and touch, the one I cared for as much as I could.
The loss of social status, because of a failed marriage.
The loss of financial security, especially the splitting up of our savings.
My takeaway: Many different fears come up from fearing the end of a relationship.

Loss of autonomy
When I believed I was losing the love of my life, I felt I lost control over my life and my happiness.
I lost my autonomy, or so it felt. Research shows that the number 1 factor to happiness is autonomy
- that feeling that one's life, one's activities and habits, are self-chosen and self-endorsed5.
One way or the other I tried to regain my autonomy. Many of my experiments of this period, were
me trying to find the way to autonomy again. This, I think, is the typical reaction of someone who
does not tend to feeling victimized. It is at least how I tried not to be out of control - although I had
clearly not been able to control my life's circumstances.
Allowing themselves a certain "victim feeling" is a way people deal with losing control over their
lives. It may possibly serve them in the way that they can blame their fate on a perpetrator.
The experience of losing autonomy gives way to different reactions. We hit at deep and difficult
questions about our existence: What autonomy can I have, as a human being? How much do I
control myself, my circumstances and all that is going on around me? This book will give some of
my tacit answers. Yet, I am not writing a philosophical essay, or am I?
My takeaway: You try to regain control, in order not to feel being a victim.
The question "What is going on? Will this
become a breakup?" is one of the issues the
program helps you dealing with.

Reflection questions
1. Was there anything in your relationship that you were not perfectly happy with?
2. What losses did you fear after the breakup "broke out"?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

5

The constituents of happiness (or: wellbeing) are still debated. Two perspectives dominate the argument in the
arenas of psychology, philosophy and spirituality. "The hedonic perspective suggest(s) that maximising one’s
pleasurable moments (i)s the pathway to happiness, whilst eudaimonic advocates argue(.) that living a life of virtue,
and actualising one’s inherent potentials (i)s the way to wellbeing." (From
www.internationaljournalofwellbeing.org)

About this book (Introducing Your Baron
Münchhausen Moment)
All breakups are different
In many ways, we were as a blessed couple, which may explain why we stayed together over 20
years. Many of our values, beliefs, habits and preferences were alike. But there were enough
differences: we were not “one”. We sometimes found it difficult to appreciate each other’s ways of
doing, choices of pass-time, and so on. All this - to me - is fertile ground for a good relationship.
But let me make this clear: our relationship was different from yours, and so was our breakup. It
was not "ideal", it was just what the two of us made of it. Comparing yours and mine makes no
sense. That's why no-one can tell you how to go on from here. That's why my story may give you
inspiration - not consultation.
I have never looked for some “ideal relationship”. To me, a person who gives her full self in the
relationship, most of the time, is the ideal partner. Complete with weaknesses, or sometimes even
the inability to open up and give that full self. I think Love (in a relationship) is about both
accepting the other and demanding that he or she is open and fair, most of the time. Love requires
trust in what the loved one does and says. Someone who does not beat me up, but who is willing to
tell me the truth, and who will listen when I speak from my heart. Love requires someone who asks
all the same from me. Most of this also applies to self-love, when I think about it.
I think I’ve failed to live up to these requirements in markable ways and memorable moments. I
think this is one of the most important things I had to learn about Love by breakup. And to
conclude, I guess that this is quite common, but certainly not general.
My takeaway: No-one can tell you how to go on, yet you want to be inspired.

Personal, yet common
Breakup books often describe emotional and spiritual healing as a process you can follow step by
step.
I think I can help my readers best if I don't present my path as "the right and only way". Our lives
and relationships are so different. For instance: we live by values, and some partners have issues
with differing values. Or: we need some base of personal self-worth. Yet some people attack their
partner's self-worth when they feel they're neglected or depreciated. Or: some people don't feel they
are in control of their lives, and they tend to blame the other for... anything. All people are different,
all relationships are different, and so are our breakups.
To find Love by breakup, everyone has to walk his or her own inner path. To go beyond the
breakup and the relationship, deep down inside yourself. In our core, we humans do have lots and
lots in common. If that is evident for you or not, please read on. This book is about walking the way
inwards, and what I learned there. My path is only the setting, the décor for what I describe. Anyone
can go inwards and start their own healing there.
So, I better speak for myself, and you can see what is in it for you. That is why I must be authentic
and personal with you.
This also means most of the text refers to "I, me and my". Not because I'm so important. Not
because it couldn't be true for you or even for all human beings. It's only because I mainly reference
to what I know. That is: myself, my experiences and some general knowledge.

So here is the challenge for you: when I write about "me", ask yourself if it applies to you. And if
not, how exactly is it different for you? Taking this challenge makes you get the most out of this
private story, would you want so.
My takeaway: To find Love, you have to dive deep in yourself and your hidden truths.

Are you up to a true book?
This book has chapters on a lot of challenges that I have been facing. Emotional challenges,
interwoven with thoughts and beliefs, memories and deeply hidden trauma.
One day I had regained enough trust in myself to start something new. The next day I wanted to be
back in my comfort zone and live on as if nothing had happened. On a calm moment, I thought the
trouble was over. Then suddenly the grieving for another slice of married life that I missed, came up
and I lost my optimism. I believe this "recurrence of themes" is quite normal.
You could see Love by Breakup as a kind of autobiography of a guy who has "been there and done
that". This book could serve as a survival guide or a source of inspiration for others who are in a
breakup as well.
My takeaway: The inner recurrence of contradictory beliefs when recovering from a breakup
is normal.

Use this book as your ally
I wrote this book as an ally that wants to reach out to you. The book is that kind of comrade that
won't be angry if you push him aside. It will stay and be there for you.
Get back to this book whenever you are ready for some input from your ally. That might be your
Baron Münchhausen moment.

Do you know Baron Münchhausen?
When I was in the "lows" of the breakup period, ideas full of perspective and well-intended
suggestions often seemed unattainable to me. I had lost self-trust and hope.
At those moments, I needed to be like Baron Münchhausen. This legendary figure saved himself
and his horse from drowning in a swamp-hole. Miraculously, he lifted themselves, by pulling his
own hair up and holding tight his horse between his knees. I as well sometimes believe I kind of
saved myself by pulling myself up. Not as legendary, but definitely as effective.
I wish you all the Baron Münchhausen imagination and power you'll need. This book might give
you some.

Baron Münchhausen - drawing by Theodor Hoseman6
My takeaway: I saved myself by pulling myself up. How else?

More help and support for you!
Acquiring and reading this book takes money, effort and time. I thank you for being so generous to
yourself. Let me add a few extras for you!

Practice for your well-being
Are you seriously interested in improving your well-being after your breakup, separation or
divorce? Do you want to cope better with your breakup emotional challenges, and get wiser and
stronger in the process? Then check out the Love by Breakup program here, and take part in a
supportive program for your recovery and personal growth.
You taking an active role in this process is indispensable. Like you can't learn to swim by reading a
book, you can't learn to "swim" through this phase in your life by reading this book only.
The program contains explanations, as well as instructions and further suggestions. It will be
transformational. Simply said, the focus is on what you can do to feel better in any given moment.
The program parts will have a diversity of formats, like text, slides and videos. I've been teaching
and coaching people since 1990, so now I use this experience to foster your recovery and personal
growth.
Signing up as soon as you can has two advantages:
1. You can "order" the complementary help and support you may need. If you have a special
request, you can ask me directly and confidentially to develop a good practice to help you in this
respect. When I see how I can provide that, I will do so, and possibly make it part of the program.
6 Source: https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Hosemann_M%C3%BCnchhausen_09.png

For you and everyone in a similar situation. This won't cost you extra.
2. As I expand and improve the program, its value will increase, and so will its price. Once you
have entered the program, you'll get updates for free. So: the sooner you subscribe, the better your
deal is.
Here is the link again: http://www.lovebybreakup.com/love-by-breakup-program/

Be the first to know the news
Read about new insights, tools and techniques in the blog section at lovebybreakup.com.
Hear about events, workshops and the services that I offer.
*
These are all meant to inspire you and serve your happiness.
To your healing and happiness!
Ton Bil
Limousin, France, March 2016
My takeaway: I can lead you to the water, but I can't force you to drink.

Chapter 3. Starting to fear the future
Only fear can defeat life.7
*

A failed experiment with meditation
After one or two days with the premonition of a possible breakup, I kneeled down. In the solitude of
our living room I tried to meditate. Hoping I would get my fears and emotions to be a little less
wild. Hoping I would pull myself up from the swamp-hole.
So there I was sitting, trying to observe whatever would come on the "screen" of the mind. It was
chaos. Total uproar throughout all the corners of my mind. Here are some of the voices that I heard
shouting out loud, all claiming they were true and important:
- [condescending] I don't deserve this.
- [condemning] Oh, yes you deserve this, you've been bad to her.
- [agitative] I am betrayed and must restore order.
- [aggressive] What the heck, you are not betrayed. You are only trying to make yourself a victim of
someone else.
- [childishly sobbing, as if that were the way to get consolation] Woohoo, I'm alone and I'll die
alone.
- [consoling with useless pep talk] Don't be silly, she will come back and...
- [over-confident] No, she won't.
- [sobbing again] If I won't die soon, I'll be alone for many, many years to come.
- [trying to dominate] Stop shouting, you all. Order, order! Stupid idiot, don't pay attention to all
those thoughts. Don't identify with them. Go concentrate on your breath.
- [opposing the dominant type] What kind of counsel is that, to concentrate on his breath! We are
here, we occupy his mind. He must follow the instruction from his meditation teachers. So, let him
pay attention to us.
- [cynical type with some meditation experience] Haha, that whole idea of meditation is worthless.
Look at his butt, he's lifting it, he can not sit still. There's no use meditating when you can't keep
your butt on a meditation stool. Let him stand up and bang his head against the wall!
- [one who thinks it's getting interesting] No, no, not his head, that is the best thing he has anyway.
And on it went...
I had been meditating "mindfulness style" every once in a while for some ten years then. When
nothing was "wrong," I loved mindfulness. Now that my life was shattered, I did not like
mindfulness anymore...
This is not how mindful meditation is meant to go. To mindfully observe all these thoughts popping
up, and keep the concentration on whatever is coming up, that would be mindfulness meditation (or
vipassana8). Yet, I was totally restless and could not concentrate. My mind was a mess. Most of my
7 Yann Martel, Life of Pi
8 Vipassana in wikipedia

emotions were fearful. Looking beyond the loss, I saw a grim future and I feared the loveless life I
saw in front of me. A loveless life, to me, is an unlivable life. Whatever form the love takes, we are
predisposed to connection with other living souls. Experiencing this connection is what I call: Love.
My takeaway: The mind of a broken-up person is full of worries, and aggressive thoughts.

The word "fear" and its two meanings
Looking my fears into their eyes, I happened to experience two quite different kinds of fear. This
distinction was new to me, but seems so obvious now:
Fear 1 = a feeling in the body, reacting to an imminent danger. It's what I feel when I see a large
dog coming towards me without his tail wagging. Or when a pan of oil on the stove catches fire. Or
when I pinch my finger with a needle unexpectedly. This feeling releases a dose of stress hormones
that I don't particularly like. I get shaky and lose my calm. Fear 1 is a bodily reaction and doesn't
last any longer than the actual threat.
"Terror", "anguish", or "anxiety" are synonyms for this meaning of the word fear.
Fear 2 = the apprehension in the mind, thinking about future events, worrying and ruminating. My
worries always are about the future or the consequences of present circumstances and events. I
might fear living alone, not being loved, ending up poor, and so on. This type of fear easily
occupies the mind and keeps me from falling asleep. I can get overwhelmed by fears adding up, to
the very point that I dread all of my future. Fear 2 is a mental reaction, and can last for hours, days,
even years.
"Dread", "fear dread", or "apprehension" are synonyms for this second meaning of "fear".
The commonality between "fear 1" (feeling) and "fear 2" (thinking) is that life feels threatened.
Both are very uncomfortable. So fear 1 and fear 2 both represent suffering.
The "fears" I describe throughout this book most often refer to "fear 2" - dreading the future.
My takeaway: The type of fear that influences my life most, is dread and apprehension.

Going beyond fear
Experiencing the life-threatening fear of a loveless life, I already was transitioning. I was being
initiated in a life ritual that made me believe I was dying. If I was to survive, then I would lose a lot
of that fear!
There is an opposition between fear and life. Here's how author Yann Martel describes it:
“(Fear) is a clever, treacherous adversary, how well I know. It has no decency, respects no law or
convention, shows no mercy. It goes for your weakest spot, which it finds with unnerving ease. It
begins in your mind, always... so you must fight hard to express it. You must fight hard to shine the
light of words upon it. Because if you don't, if your fear becomes a wordless darkness that you
avoid, perhaps even manage to forget, you open yourself to further attacks of fear because you
never truly fought the opponent who defeated you.” - Yann Martel, Life of Pi
This is what I learned through experience: fear will diminish when I approach any fearful situation
with courage. What I fear most, is probably the one thing I should experience. Once I've passed the
fearful stage, fear shrinks.
My takeaway: Surviving this breakup, something that I had dreaded, would add to my life
courage.

How deep is fear?
Fear is equal to worrying, either about something I do not want - death, discomfort, loneliness, pain
- or about something I do not want to lose - life, comfort, company, and embrace...
Fear is all about wanting and not wanting. It's a strong feeling that can withhold me from much.
From taking a risk to gain something I'd rather have in my life. Or from going on with what I had
set out to do.
In fact, I have much more problems dealing with the feeling of fear itself, than with what the fear is
trying to push away. From the late guru Krishnamurti, I learned that I am fearing the experience of
fearing. Fearing is a mind state that has little effect on my actual being. The mind makes the fear
big and important when I don't look at it properly.
My takeaway: I feared the experience of fearing, and that was not a good thing.

Being fearful
Like most people, I don't like to be fearful. I dread the dread. Emotions may be meant to be felt, but
I had not learned that truth yet. Instead, I knew some useful ways of diverting myself when the fear
became uncomfortable:
1. seeking distraction from internet, or work (I didn't have a TV)
2. ease the pain with some alcohol, cookies or porn (I've never been into drugs)
3. neglect the feeling, or think about it as something that should not be there
4. analyze the feeling and write about it in an objective manner
Every now and then I did some of these. One way or another I knew this would not be of much use.
I believed meditation would help me calm my mind, gain insight in what was going on, and find the
strength to live on. But how?
My takeaway:
comfortable.

Diverting oneself from emotions and fears is less healing, but more

Reflection questions
1. Which fears do you experience as a result of your breakup?
2. When you experience fear around your breakup, what is your normal psychological reaction?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Best reading tip I’ve ever had
The best reading tip I’ve ever had myself: quit a book when you don’t enjoy it.
Just imagine: you’ve started reading with enthusiasm, but it appears not to be “your book”. That’s
fine. That is much better than dragging yourself to the end, writing a negative review and telling
your friends it was a waste of time. Why would you waste your time?!
Why would that be different with a book about Love by breakup? There are so many books and
sources of inspiration about breakup recovery, personal growth and so on.
Why would I, author and publisher of this ebook, suggest this to you?
That is because this aligns with the essence of what I try to convey to you and every other reader:
respect your feelings very much, be very kind to them. Always. Not only in a breakup, but also when
you read a book. Why add to the self-frustration, self-hate, and self-denial that so many people load
themselves with everyday? Why add to the source, the cause, the main reason we have so much
disconnection, violence, and struggle in our world? All that comes from within people, who are
accustomed to their internal frustration, hate and so on. That should better stop, don’t you think?
So, for humanity’s and your sake: only keep reading when you enjoy this book.
In case you are frustrated, irritated, annoyed with this book, drop me your honest message at
lovebybreakup@gmail.com. I'll read and respond to you when you'll ask me to.
Oh, and in case you want to write a review, please do so when the book is out on Amazon. That
should be by the end of April 2016, and I'll send you a reminder if your email address is on my list.
If not, and you would want to get updates and tips, please subscribe at www.lovebybreakup.com.
Thank you. It's my pleasure to be of help!
My takeaway: I only keep reading when I enjoy a book.

Chapter 4. Why time won't heal all wounds
Your intellect may be confused, but your emotions will never lie to you.9
*

Anger and suppressing it
"I will stay home tonight, I'm too tired to go to his training," my wife said. When I came home, she
had gone. She came home after midnight. They had trained and afterwards gone to a restaurant
together. She smiled happily when she told me they had made an appointment for the next evening,
and she would sleep over at his place.
Then I got angry, really angry. The anger burst, I threw a cloth in her face and stamped around the
room. I yelled at her: "You are a witch, your own brew is poisoning you. Do you even know what
you are after?" She stayed calm, which enraged me even more. Yet, out of a habit, I started to
suppress my anger. She even said she loved me, which only confused me, for I didn't see how.
That night I slept for one and a half hours, and then I lied awake. I turned and turned in my bed, and
the thought came up to leave our place for good.
My takeaway: Suppressing anger is a natural thing for me to do.

A ferocious monster
Breakup hurts. It was a ferocious monster that haunted me by day and by night. It was the ripping
apart of my heart and all that was dear to me. It was the wound I could not believe would heal.
Breakup was my biggest life lesson. Or truer yet: it was my first swimming when I had yet to learn
to swim. I unexpectedly found myself in the middle of the waters of the large lake of Loch Ness.
That's right - that's where that monster swims around.
First I had to keep my senses. Which I couldn't. Then I had to realize where I was, and what I could
do as an unexperienced swimmer. Which was: frighteningly blank. Meanwhile, I started to move
around in circles, keeping my nose above the water. It was too dark to know where the shore was.
Logic would say: just move in one direction and you'll get at the shore. But this time, Logic spoke
one thing at one time, and a juxtapositional idea a few moments later. My buoy of reason and
intelligence was drifting.
My takeaway: Breakup is a monster, that made me lose my sense of direction.

Wouldn't time heal all wounds?
Suffering emotionally as I was, I searched for ways to heal. I tried some "bury and forget". I tried
some "blame and regret". I tried useful and useless ways to experience love and connectedness.
When I was hurt by breakup, I did not want to wait to have it healed. I wanted to get rid of that hurt
as soon as possible. From recent psychological studies, I learned it was just right that I did not want
to wait. Time won't heal all wounds, just by itself.
The emotional "wound" of a breakup can lead to a disordered psychic or behavioral state, called
trauma. People who breakup can get caught in their emotions and even become seriously depressed.
Others who are separated might develop a deep fear of love, connection, and new relationships.
They are far from happy, but they rather stay alone. A few people go crazy from separation: some
9 Roger Ebert, film critic, and historian

of them become dangerously violent or end up as murderers. Traumatized - and berserk. I'm not
exaggerating here: remember the story of my neighbor?
My takeaway: Time will not heal all wounds. But I can, if I take my time.

Unfulfilled
Old Greek philosopher Plato tells the story how people were created whole. They were so godly
happy with life that Zeus, the Father of Gods, could not stand it. He split each of them into two
halves, and let each half long and look out for its other half - and be unhappy. This is where the idea
of finding your "soul mate" comes from.
An idealist reader here could think that somewhere out there each of us can find our other or better
half. So, why settle for less? I considered myself a realist, however. I thought: there is no perfect fit,
and this partner fits me well enough. There is no necessity for change.
If someone else's relationship seemed to be perfectly happy, I was skeptical about it. This mind
state gave me the opportunity to not look in a dark hole of unfulfilled life and love potential. It
would hurt me to acknowledge it for what it was.
Or maybe it wouldn't. Since I did not feel feelings that intense. My emotional area seemed to be
somewhat “numb” - for all my life. I would say: "I'm not such an emotional person." I had learned
to curb emotional challenges with a keen mind. Thus, I had become a moderate person, greatly
unaware of my personal emotional undercurrents.
"Emotional persons" had always troubled me. I had great difficulty to empathize with people who
were more affected by their feelings than me. I would ever so often try to "win them over" to a less
emotional response. Especially when my wife, or someone else, got emotional in a reaction to me.
Feeling blame, I could not really deal with their strong emotions. I'm afraid that I just repeated the
way my parents reacted towards strong emotions I had as a child. I am afraid that I have been
unkind to others too often. (And to myself...)
Our individual lives may be different. Still, I believe that emotional undercurrents and patterns in
the lives of so many are similar. Many people are not very conscious of their "unpleasant
emotions". Yet these emotions cause distress and influence their moods and behavior. So I suggest
to look out for hidden similarities with your life when I tell you more about mine.
My takeaway: The less emotional someone seems to be, the more emotional undercurrents
are streaming.

Sensing my emotions
In ordinary life, I had never been good at sensing my emotions. Yet, or: therefore, I thought I was
emotionally stable. In fact, I was quite good in "pushing my emotions out of awareness". When an
unpleasant emotion like sadness would come into my awareness, some other "voice" in my head
would start to attract attention. This voice would shout down the emotional content. That is how I
was not good at sensing my emotions. Later on in the book, I will also point out how this had been
psychologically "caused".
The obvious thing I have since learned about feelings and emotions is that I should feel them.
Emotions will always come and go - whether I'll be conscious of them or not. During the months of
my breakup, I could no longer evade their pain.
Starting to feel these feelings was uncomfortable, to say the least. They raved through the body and
they raged through the mind. A dark mood intercepted every single thought. One thought would be
turned into a hammer, the other into a nail. And so the hurt was hammered in, to my utmost despair.

I tried to escape from the monster. I did not want to be where it was: in my head, in my heart, in my
life. Yet, I knew somehow deep inside that this painful way inward would be my life saver. To find
my way out of suffering, out was not the way, but rather through...
Much of my path was towards becoming more aware of emotions that I had ever so often neglected.
I was to restore the contact with my inner scenery. My life could only become better. But the
monster wasn't ready with me yet.
For emotional healing, you need this
connection with your emotions. "I am feeling
disconnected from my emotions" is one of
the issues the program helps you dealing with.

Reflection questions
1. Are you able to sit still for 5 minutes and feel all that is bothering/hurting you at this moment?
2. Which ways have you tried to run away from the pain of your breakup?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 5. (I couldn't evade) Facing the threat
“It's what you choose to believe that makes you the person you are.”10
*

A talk on a couch
One evening, my wife and I sat on the couch, facing each other, I remember. She had returned, but
the planned holiday with her friend S. was yet to come. Could I let her change her plans?
"What is your root problem with our relationship? We are so good together, let’s work out some
details from our relationship." I must have said something like that, I vaguely remember. Vaguely,
since because of the threat, I felt stress, and stress blocks out memory.
To my wife one thing was clear, and she told me so: she wanted to let loose in love. It was not clear
to me if this would mean that our relationship was to end or not. I hoped the best for it. Under the
threat of a definitive ending to it, I froze and did not ask further questions.
My takeaway: There are kind and less kind ways to let someone know you want to break up.

Fight, flight or freeze
Have you ever heard of these three behavior patterns: fight, flight, and freeze? They are the natural
reactions that humans and other animals have to any real or imagined threat. Each individual has a
more or less typical reaction to threat. In recent literature also different terms are being mentioned,
like fright, and faint.11 In the situation described above the fear of "losing love" became far too
threatening to me.
By not asking what exactly she was up to, I was evading to know what was true for her. By not
questioning, but remaining silent, I refused to let life have its way. Of course, people say, you
wanted to protect the status quo of your relationship, that what was so dear to you! You've been 21
years together, you love each other, then you'll defend the worth of that! Yet, I can see my freezing
as a clear lack of courage to know.
I was stuck between a rock and a hard place. I did not want our relationship to end or change. Nor
did I want to become the man who denies her feelings and longings for love. From the three options
under threat - fight, flight or freeze - I chose freeze. I was very good at being that kind of cool...
My takeaway: We automatically choose our dominant fight, flight or freeze response when we
feel being threatened

I believed in restoration
For the upcoming months, I kept believing that restoration of our common life was possible. The
wheel of life could be turned back, or so I hoped. Some "internal work" was there for me to do.
Friends and inspiration from books or counselors could help, of course. I would step out of the
comfort zone for a while.
So, parallel with the "hope for restoration" I started a process of personal change. Well, that sounds
way too good. Actually, I landed in a terrible emotional state of crisis. I was alone and I did not
10 Karen Marie Moning, author of "Darkfever"
11 See for instance here.

know what to do. The process of personal change overtook me. That wheel of life was a force
stronger than me. It was going to be a wild ride.
My takeaway: After the initial denial, I was ready for some personal change

A swirling mind
When my comfort was broken up, I found out there was no firm ground beneath it. A deep hole of
sadness was revealed. That was where my mind was swirling.
I have no words to describe my misery at the time. What I needed was some way to collect my
thoughts and feelings. I tried my meditation practice: that did not really work. I wrote in my diary
and - when I could - talked to someone or cried aloud, alone. By doing so, I gave my heated brain
the opportunity to release some tension. This, I think, was an important step: to find a way to
release some mental and physical stress.
My takeaway: A breakup causes both mental and physical stress, that needs to be released
The question "I have physical stress, how
can I relax a bit?" is one of the issues the
program helps you dealing with.

Negotiating with the ocean
For my wife, at least, our relationship needed change. I denied the need for myself to change
anything about my life. I refused her ideas. I tried to bargain her back to where we were. As if life
was something going on outside of our lives.
So here's a guy at the shore. The tide is changing to ebb, but he demands that the ocean will stay
close. The ocean answers: "I'm going to be somewhere else tonight". The guy shouting to her:
"With whom are you going to be? You should stay with me!" (That makes Don Quixote's
conversation with wind mills seem highly intelligent, in retrospect.)
At a certain moment, I understood that refusal and denial would not bring me any further. I came to
understand the situation was one to accept. Until I would accept, nothing in me and my life could
begin to adapt.
My takeaway: I needed to accept the new situation in order to adapt

Changing the experience
Perception defines the human experience. Not the mere event or phenomenon, nor the shear sense
experience that it evokes in us. Emotions have a strong power in focusing our perception. The other
factor in focusing our perception comes from the cognitive mind. If we change our focus, our
perception will change. And so will our sensations and feelings.
Like anyone, I have this possibility to change my focus and experience something different. This
sounds nice and easy. Yet, I find it difficult to discover how I can bring about that change. To the
contrary.
In principle, I could have considered and decided how to go about my situation. In theory, I have a
free choice how I react to any situation or change in my life. Yet, I held certain beliefs and my focus
of awareness was in a certain direction. I didn't see the possibility of choosing them with a free

mind. I went from where I thought I was and I reacted. This is how I - without me knowing or
willing to do so - took the path to continued suffering.
My takeaway: My beliefs and focus of awareness determine what I choose to change in my life

My conflicting beliefs
Beliefs are ideas that each of us holds to be true, worthwhile and real. Maybe they disguise as an
"unquestionable fact", a "moral law" or something like that. My mind does not accept with ease the
fact that it is full of beliefs instead of full of truths.
Beliefs about what seemed to be true caused much of my suffering. One of those beliefs said: I
should not suffer. When I suffer, something is wrong. So, in my mind, I resisted my mind's reality.
No wonder that this aggravated the suffering. If it's freezing, you may suffer from the cold.
Believing you shouldn't be suffering, or it shouldn't be freezing in the first place is an extra cause
for suffering.
My beliefs are held together in a kind of personal semi-consistent belief system. Came the time of
separation, came the time that the semi-consistency fell apart. Only then it became plain how much
my beliefs contradicted each other and reality.
Much mental suffering comes from conflicting beliefs. Mine were manifold:
She shouldn't be leaving me like this.
Oh, no, wait, she is free to do what makes her happy.
But hey, I need her in my life to be happy.
Come on, you can't do anything - like everybody, she has no free will.
On another moment, I was concerned about my future happiness. Again different beliefs struggled
for attention:
As a grown-up man, I have to protect the conditions for my happiness.
Better still: I have to let life go its way, and that includes changes to any condition.
It was impossible to me to know which belief I should believe to be true. And then there came up
conflicting beliefs about the exclusivity of sex partners. Like:
I should be her only sex partner; versus: demanding exclusivity is showing useless fear.
Or I felt and thought: I don't want other sex partners; versus: I too want other sex partners.
And so on. I'd say now: my mind had lost its mind. Couldn't tell anymore what was true for me.
Some of my strongest beliefs were: "I exist" and "my happiness depends on life conditions".
Another one was: "exclusive partnership is a necessary condition for my happiness". Even these
beliefs were challenged. Holding on to them caused a lot of suffering during separation. They were
rooted deep, so it was not easy to see they were only beliefs and not unshakable truths.
Suppose I believe that I can only be happy when I live together with one specific person as my life
companion. This belief blocks my happiness when that person is not in my life. It is not necessarily
true. I can know that for sure. Billions of people don't even know my "special person", and still are
happy.
This may sound like pushing an open door. Yet, I had to dive into my belief system to see how
some beliefs caused my hurt.
My takeaway: Many beliefs I held were contradictory or inconsistent, yet they influenced my

responses

An absurd thought
Would I have known my wife would break up with me, I might have broken up a few days before.
This is an absurd thought. Yet, I guess it would have felt much better.
Now imagine that I would have broken up on that day a few days earlier. In that case, I would never
have known how my wife would have acted breaking up out of herself. She might have planned the
holiday with her friend anyway, but I would consider that a reaction to me acting first.
But you know: I would only have broken up if I would have known that she was almost doing so.
This is mind fucking! Mind fucking it back: the emotion of not having broken up myself, but “being
left”, is a thing from the past.
I would have suffered less under my thoughts of being a victim, the surprise factor would be out of
the picture. "Being surprised" seems to make a huge difference on the emotional impact. It keeps
coloring the sadness, the grief, the jealousy, and so on.
So, the difference of breaking up or "being left behind" is not a real one. It is rather an interpretation
of what has happened. It took me a year or so to uproot this interpretation and see that it is not a
reality in itself. Real was only the fact that my wife was unhappy in the relationship, and I wasn’t, at
least at the conscious level.
Justice demands that I have compassion for her earlier sadness. Even more now since she herself is
suffering a lot. She has told me several times she is not happy in the situation that she is in - she’s
struggling. Am I struggling? Yes, I am! The basis of much of my struggle, I found, was this weird
thing that I wouldn’t detach from her. For long I kept living on the small rope of hope for a reunion.
And then, since the hope was not fulfilled - that is where my suffering came from. I said to myself: I
have to cut these strange emotional strings.
Instead of focusing on the past (how we broke up), I was now focusing on something in the future.
This is also irrelevant. It was quite difficult for my mind to focus on what was actually going on. I
had difficulty seeing if actually there was something wrong. And just being calm and not worrying
in the moment. To be loving of what is. It’s the thinking that causes the problem. Much of this
book, is how I dealt with all that thinking. I answer these voices that spoke to me and that I believed
to speak truth.
My takeaway: In a stressful situation like a breakup, the mind does not easily focus on what is
going on
*
What helped, was to journal. My diary was good at registering two conflicting beliefs. One day I
wrote X, and the other day I wrote not-X. I could leave it at that for some time. There would come a
day that the mist had lifted. Things got in perspective. The "compost of life" was fertile ground to a
seed of insight.
Imagine me writing in my diary, September 27, 2014. "And then I became really angry at her."
And two days later: "I tell her: I choose you because of your kind of weirdness. And even now,
when it is hurting extremely, I love you because of your weirdness. Said differently: I surrender to
the consequences. For good or for worse."
So, one day I resist with anger. Within 48 hours I believe I would better surrender. Both attitudes
seemed reasonable. My instinct to survive supported both of them. Conflicting beliefs became my
bread and butter. How could I digest them? Would I even survive "surrender"?
My takeaway: My diary became a good means to learn and discern my beliefs

Reflection questions
1. Can you experience the freedom to choose what you focus your attention on?
2. How would developing your awareness of your suffering in life help in making it better?
3. What do you feel you have lost, because of the breakup? Which parts of it do you want back in
your life?
4. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?
The question "Can I do anything to revive
the relationship?" is one of the issues the
program helps you dealing with.

Chapter 6. Should I surrender?
Never give up, which is the lesson I learned from boxing. As soon as you learn to never give up, you
have to learn the power and wisdom of unconditional surrender, and that one doesn't cancel out the
other; they just exist as contradictions. The wisdom of it comes as you get older.12
*

A cold shower
September 8, 2014. I biked home, uphill from the railway station. It was a warm day, and I was
sweating. I thought about something I normally would never do because I didn't like the thought: to
take a cold shower. Was I able to give myself to something uncomfortable, just because I felt it
would do good? Could I surrender to cold water?
At home, I unclothed and stepped under the shower. Then I put the cold water on, starting at my
legs and then bringing it up fast. Heavy breathing, my heart went wild. All impulses from skin,
lungs and heart screamed: Put that cold water off! And there was this solid wisdom in me saying: If
it's not killing you, it will make you stronger. Now surrender to the cold, and you'll be fine.
I was so proud of myself that I believed this change alone would make a big impression on my wife.
So big, that she would see I had suddenly changed in all the ways she had always wanted me to. As
if I had bought a car in her favorite color, drove with it to her door and would yell: "Look, it's your
kind of purple! I am into purple, now. Come, hop on, and don't you leave me again." The brokenup
man's mind is a mad man's mind.
My takeaway: To surrender enabled me to endure the uncomfortable.

Beyond resistance lies acceptance
For long I had held this half-conscious belief that I could change the path of my life. That I could do
this with the strength of my inner resistance. I was yet unaware of what some call the Law of
Acceptance: Until we accept, nothing can begin to change.
Acceptance here means: seeing life as it is. Accept that it is bigger than me. Accept that I am part of
it, and resistance is futile. First I may have acted as a man negotiating with the ocean. I was a drop
of water that resisted the movement of the wave it was part of. I was losing energy with this
resistance.
My resistance had not led to anything I wished for. I concluded that acceptance was my only
workable option. Yet, I was afraid of what acceptance would lead to. It felt like choosing more
suffering. It felt like defeat. It felt like deliberately putting myself out of control.
My takeaway: It made sense to me to accept life as something I'm a part of.

Beyond acceptance lies surrender
Within a day or so, I went from the idea of acceptance to the idea of surrender to the dynamic of my
current life. I realized that restoration of the old comfort zone would mean a repetition of the
breakup. The dynamic of life went against the status quo. I understood that the stream of life flowed
in one direction. Only if I would go with that stream, would I gain new territory. When I would go
against that stream, I would stay where I was. I would spill a lot of energy and be struggling all the
time.
12 Kris Kristofferson, singer/songwriter and U.S. Army veteran

I say “surrender”. I don’t say: “give up”.
Giving up is believing that you have no choice or influence on what will happen in your future. You
expect nothing good is about to come.
Surrendering is believing that you have no choice or influence anymore on what has already
happened. Yet, you believe you have a choice of how you will act in response. Something good
might come out of it.
Giving up implies: to blame and to bear grudges.
Surrender implies: to forgive and to close.
What I choose, depends on what I believe will help me heal and transform me to the best version of
myself.
*
I found surrender both scary and necessary. I had no other option than surrendering to big
discomfort in life, in order to get on with life. I did not understand everything that went on inside
and outside of me. Nor did I know where life would take me.
This made me question: How much should I surrender? How will I survive? My courage had to
grow to the magnitude of the challenge.
When I walked up the hill behind our house, I spoke to myself: "Surrender, yes. Let go, yes. But not
the basis of my physical and emotional powers. The forms and attachments, yes." I recorded it as a
note on my phone, to remind me of the need for self-care. The days I would need such a reminder
would come.
My takeaway: Beyond acceptance lies surrender.

Surrender or cowardice?
The idea that I could surrender to something unpleasant happening to me was one of a series of
changing self-beliefs. I now came to believe that I could survive a very unpleasant feeling and get
stronger out of it. To me, this state of surrender was not weak or coward-like. To the contrary, I felt
it was a courageous act of stepping into the stream of life.
Later, I had moments that I was about to step back from surrender and start struggling my way back
again. As a memory of what surrender meant to me, this shower episode served me greatly. So, to
me, surrender was a big step to the next stage of my life. I'm very thankful for that warm day and
the cold water, to teach me this lesson.
My takeaway: To me, to surrender was a courageous act.

Learning to let the boat sink
Expectations and hope for reconciliation with my wife were anything but "let go", anything but
surrender. Not back then. They kept creeping in my thoughts when I saw her and her being in love
with someone else.
I came to understand how much my emotions were dependent on her, on what she did, said or
choose. My mood depended on what I believed about her love for me. Thoughts about our common
history and future kept coming up. As did emotions of jealousy and anger.
I clung to them like a shipwrecked man who grasps his boat that is about to sink and draw him
under. Even though I wanted to let go of those emotional ties. Even though there was nothing I
wanted more than emotional independence. Clearly "learning to let emotions come and go" should
be my practice for the next time. "Let that boat sink, surrender to the fact that it has shipwrecked", I

had to repeat to myself. The good outcome of surrender was freeing up my attention and energy for
what would come next.
Emotional independence has a strong appeal, yet it is not an end goal. We are emotional beings. We
are physical beings. A simple thing like being touched releases stress in our body. We are
dependent upon having other people around for our mental and physical health. This does not
mean: "I can only be happy, if my partner is happy with me". That last sentence is probably the kind
of emotional dependency that is very uncomfortable for both partners, and that I have displayed to a
certain degree.
My takeaway: To surrender freed up my attention and energy.

Ego defies surrender
"I'm not that kind of person who surrenders to what others have decided about me, not even my
loved one." This identification with "autonomy" blocked the thought of surrender time and again.
Identification is the soil on which ego grows. To surrender thus requires giving up a certain selfimage, a certain part of ego. This was my biggest barrier at the time.
My takeaway: Ego can get in the way of surrender.

I am complete
The habit of trying something on and giving up before I have had any success with it is a recurrent
theme in my life. I've come to know myself as "a non-disciplined type of guy". (Which is, of course,
a self-limiting belief, when not addressed.)
The fact that you are reading a finished book is kind of a miracle. On your part, maybe. On my part
for sure.
Your author has some more flaws and has started to be totally honest about them. During times of
great discomfort, I may believe I am not complete. I may believe that something is missing and that
I should get it somewhere, somehow.
More and more I believe now that I, and you for that matter, are always complete. I mean:
everything I need for my life is available. To feel contented with it, to work with it requires the
development of my awareness of what is. The capacity to develop this awareness is already there.
And then the insight can arise that I do have everything that I need for my happiness.
My takeaway: Under all circumstances, everything that I need for my happiness is already
there.

A broken heart
A broken heart doesn't heal by someone saying "Sorry I broke your heart". As the person with the
broken heart, I was inclined to see myself as a victim. The victim in me believed that the one who
left had broken my heart. She should bear the blame for my misery. But are these views correct?
I have come to accept the idea that breakup is a rock thrown in the stream of our life's river. Note
that the river will flow, whatever happens. Note that the river is complete in itself and always
adjusting to anything.
The big question is: how do I allow that river to stream, now that the rock lays there?
Thus, I've shifted the focus from my wife's choices to my own. That was and still is not always
easy. It is not easy because the root causes of the emotional pain hide in beliefs and emotional
patterns. These roots have grown out of sight during over 50+ years of living. The breakup is an

unwelcome, painful shake-up and uprooting indeed. I've dived through the pain to emerge more
courageous and connected than ever before. It is a process of personal growth. In that sense I would
love to encourage all who are in a similar situation, to go find the blessing in disguise.
In all honesty, I can't remember my wife telling me that she regretted how much her choices had
hurt me. I experienced an inner reproach towards her about this, followed by a tendency in me to
blame her for that. But then I also knew, that dealing with these feelings is my responsibility.
Instead of asking for her compassion, I found it to be my task to be compassionate to myself and
these feelings. I know this is one of the hardest tasks after a breakup. Yet the hurt feelings do
provide an open door towards greater personal growth.
My takeaway: Diving through the pain of my breakup became my path to personal growth.

A self-made prison of non-acceptance
A reflective man in his fifties wrote this to me about his experience with acceptance after his
breakup: “Acceptance is vital but so, so hard even when we know it as an intellectual truth. I have
struggled with acceptance for five years - accepting I have an unwanted child, and accepting the
breakup of a long-term relationship. The two are related. Lack of acceptance was, of course, just a
self-made prison and lead to stagnation. I hope I am coming through it now but it has taken that
long. In a perverted way, I enjoyed the non-acceptance as a means of punishing myself. What a
mess!”
Lack of acceptance leads to stagnation. No one needs to punish herself or himself like that. But the
unconscious part of my mind might have led me there or played other ugly tricks on me. Which is
another sign that I must develop my awareness.
The unconscious part consists of those experiences and impressions I can not easily access
anymore. They are forgotten, they go unseen, but they always influence my mind - that is: me.
For long I had no interest in the unconscious mind. I even doubted if such a thing exists.
My takeaway: The unconscious processes of my mind direct a great deal of my behavior.

Look at my cats
With vipassana meditation, I had the privilege to have good teachers. I did some short and longer
retreats. Yet I was always the guy struggling with his discipline of sitting on his butt and
concentrate. My wife had also picked up the practice. She had become the more disciplined and
devoted meditator, as fitted her nature.
I was not that disciplined, experienced or seasoned a meditator as I could have hoped for. It seems
to me, I hadn't looked enough at my cats, who can be awake and sit perfectly still. I had had cats
since 1990, and still not learned how to meditate...
In the forthcoming months, three new "elements" would come to my rescue. A medicine, and a
teacher. The third was softness.
My takeaway: The path of disciplined meditation was difficult for me.

Reflection questions
1. In what ways would surrendering help you deal with unpleasant situations you are in?
2. Do you believe everything is available to you for your happiness?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 7. Disturbed by emotions, to put it
mildly
It is sad not to love, but it is much sadder not to be able to love.13
*

Sorrow on a sunny afternoon
She came home and enjoyed the mushrooms that I had gathered and prepared. Then she showered
and went away on her bike... towards her lover. I had work to do, and my sorrow when I saw her
biking away was softer than a few days before. It appeared to me that my meditation bore fruit. A
few moments later I felt like crying as if all of me had become softer. Consciously feeling all that
was going on inside of me, cleared up my mind and my mood a bit. A few moments later, tears
dribbled on my cheeks.
I couldn't concentrate on my work. I realized that this woman and how I saw her biking away in her
nice dress, would one day have become a memory. Come that time, different things would occupy
my mind. All that did not change the sorrow of this sunny afternoon. My rational mind understood
that my own interpretations made the events so painful. Couldn't I stop those thoughts and
interpretations that drew me into pain and suffering? I identified with the hurt. Why did painful
thoughts stick to my mind so much more than any joyous one? Ton, I wrote to myself in my diary,
stop trying to "get it". You are alone, restless and you don't know what to do. There are so many
emotions to experience during this time of your life. You just don't know how to go about them.
My takeaway: My own interpretations are the cause of experiencing events as painful.

Not sure what emotion I was having
My vipassana meditation practice should include a mindful observation of upcoming emotions.
What emotion I was having, if any, I most often was not sure. I was not conscious of the fact that I
ignored and neglected any emotion that popped up. But that was what happened, especially to the
unpleasant ones. I "pushed them out of the window of consciousness". I failed to see what there was
to be seen - for years. And I failed to understand what Here-and-Now-consciousness would mean.
As soon as I had labeled any upcoming emotion as "unpleasant emotion", I was done with it.
Contrary to the correct practice, I did not feel where exactly in the body it was located, or if there
was more to feel. My mind knew too well how to filter that out. However, I was totally unaware of
this process, I really believed there was nothing hidden.
To my teachers and myself, it seemed my emotions were pretty stable. I liked emotional stability, I
thought I already was on that path for years. Emotional stability is one of the outcomes of vipassana
meditation. So I hoped I would "get" even more of it!
My teachers and I were pretty happy with my "progress". For them, as well as for me, it was
impossible to see what I could not see, nor tell them. Only later, in that year 2014, I would learn to
see what there was to see...
My takeaway: Ignoring unpleasant emotions gave me the false idea of being emotionally
stable.

13 Miguel de Unamuno, educator

I was no longer loved, I believed
The couch talk had been full of love and understanding. The fearful "me" heard her words: "Let us
let each other go in love" as: "Nothing is set yet. But it won't be like before." From this, I
constructed a pile of hope: "I am still being loved, and thus everything will be alright." I was not yet
shattered completely, it seemed.
Three days later the truth sank in: this relationship was to end. Life would change, and would never
be the same again. And a big fear jumped on my back: you will be left alone!
My mind went wild. I tried to sit still in meditation and observe that mind. But I could not. My
stomach ached. Emotional and physical stress overtook my mind and my body - head, neck and
chest. Next to fear, I felt anger, and I discovered anger was the spillover from my sorrow. My
sorrow that I was no longer loved, I believed. I felt lonely already.
My takeaway: Anger was the spillover from my sorrow.

Pushing away emotional pain and stress
A few days later, when sitting in the train, I heard a baby cry. Alone with her sorrow. Then her
mother came to take care of her, lifting her in her arms, assuring her of their connection.
It came to me that all people are left alone. They all try to reconnect and not feel alone for a while.
Would I be able to embrace "being alone" as a normal condition for myself? Could I win strength
from that condition?
A stream of various emotions and reactions went through me. Agony, self-pity, rage, overwhelm by
fear and more. I tried to push them away from me, and they came back even stronger. I was looking
for "the way out".
My takeaway: Trying to push unpleasant emotions away, makes them come back even
stronger.

Diving into my emotions
My emotions, however strong or weak, had always been there, to be experienced and to learn from.
Yet, for long I had been unaware of them, neglecting them for a great part. I now bit by bit opened
the door of the "mental container" where my unpleasant emotions were kept under. When I let an
unpleasant emotion "touch" me, to my amazement this "touch" started healing me.
Introspection and (mindful) meditation where my way to get in touch with these emotions. Feeling
the emotion suddenly - I found out - is not half as bad as shying away from it. Shying away would
only add extra layers of emotion to the tension I already felt! It was freeing to let the suppressed
feelings flow out of this "mental container".
As the American philosopher Alan Watts said: “Ordinarily we do not discover the wisdom of our
feelings because we do not let them complete their work. We try to suppress them or discharge
them in premature action, not realizing that they are a process of creation which, like birth, begins
as a pain and turns into a child.”
This diving into the world of emotions was like me walking into the sea step by step, and still afraid
for the surf. Bit by bit I gained self-confidence and courage. I became a lot more relaxed with my
underwater world. The unpleasant feelings that I had felt for real seemed to make room for the
simple joy of living!
My takeaway: It is important to let emotions do their work, and not suppress or discharge
them.

Lack of initiation
When doing research for this book, I became aware of my lack of initiation as a man. This hit me as
another cause why I had developed little courage in life. As a boy and young adult, I had been urged
to take part in scouting, sports, thrill seeking events. I had been invited to parties of friends,
sometimes getting drunk and over-courageous. These places and events are all about struggling with
structure and power. They are initiating manhood, to become ready for a position of power. I never
went, I never took part.
I have rejected or avoided activities like these without exception. I even managed to be my own
boss most of my life, and not to follow orders or step on the corporate competitive ladder. Also, I
stepped away from all experiences where I feared physical inconvenience or pain. In a certain
sense, I never became initiated as a man. I never struggled with authority to become one himself.
I had never won a fight since I had never fought. What I had to cope with all life long, were my
fears. I obliged to no god. To my own little inner demons, I obliged. I looked for instant
gratification and was pretty good at managing that.
The initiation of a man confronts him with his deepest fear: his fear of dying. "You think you’re
dead - and pang, you’re broken past it! What has died is the infantile ego," as scientist Joseph
Campbell explains14.
To develop my courage for life, the lack of initiation was particularly damaging. Maybe I knew I
had to die of sorts to be able to live on. Maybe this is why both my fear of dying as well as suicidal
thoughts had come up. (More about my suicidal thoughts later on.)
My takeaway: It took time to discover that my courage had not been well developed.

I felt like drowning
In my moments of despair I felt like drowning: Please, someone throw me a life line! I didn't know
how to survive a waterfall. I feared that all was lost, and death was near. "This is all wrong! I should
do something different, but what?"
I was experiencing a fear so big that I didn't know how to go beyond it. Since these feelings were
new and overwhelming, I had no clue how to deal with them. Would I survive all this?
All fear - in the end - is fear of death and the loss of "me". I don't want to feel bound to die as the
person I believe I am. And that is because I can not see beyond it. In fact, my ego with all its
"wants" and "don't-wants" caused my suffering. "You can do with a little less I-ing, Ton," I said to
myself.
*
I'm not a good swimmer. For long I stayed away from any play or adventure in waters deeper than
where I could stand. Meanwhile, summer 2015 I've jumped in a real wild waterfall, glided another
and kayaked through wild waters. Not too wild, but anyway. I feel the breakup has finally initiated
me as a man, who has courage for life.
Courage is the ability to undertake action despite fear of acting. A courageous person understands
what he’s getting in to and whom or what he’s doing it for 15. Maybe at this moment in time, you
need some new courage.
During the next stage of our slow breakup, I had become over-courageous.
My takeaway: To me, the breakup has helped to develop courage for life.
14 In this video: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aGx4IlppSgU
15 http://www.differencebetween.net/language/difference-between-courage-and-bravery/

Reflection questions
1. Are you able to embrace "being alone" as a normal condition for yourself?
2. Do you think there are emotions you are shying away from? Which ones?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 8. Maybe I have deserved my loss?
"Let any one of you who is without sin be the first to throw a stone at her." - Jesus of Nazareth16
*

How I overestimated my stability
"The three of us can stay living in this house, and she can see how her affair will develop itself," I
thought. "I will adapt to the situation. By remaining calm, resolute and understanding, I'll show my
best side to her: my unconditional love, that doesn't wither." I had surrendered to what was going on
in her life. I imagined that we would live here as a living community. She and I as two adult
members, free in our love and relationships. She agreed with the idea: it left all options open and
that, I guess, was the kind of freedom she needed in this stage.
How courageous this may seem, I had over-estimated the stability of my emotions. We lived this
concept for two or three days only. Sharing a household, but not a love relationship as we knew it
aggravated my misery. I slept only one or two hours every night, and my appetite for food had
gone. I worried about everything that I thought would happen next. A little voice inside me began to
speak. "She is comfortable now: she loves someone else more than you, and she still has her home
and family life here. You will be the one who is left behind, and this hammer will hit you every day
from now on."
My surrender was not capable of handling this much anxiousness. The situation needed to change,
for I did not see how I could adapt so fast.
My takeaway: My emotional instability inhibited my capacity for stable decisions.

How to feel a feeble feeling
Worrying has the tendency to overgrow all other thoughts and feelings. What I find the most
difficult part here, is to recognize a fear when it is still small. Even feeble feelings influence my
mood, my decisions, my being at ease or at unease at a certain moment. This is why a short moment
of reflection (mindfulness) may come in handy.
My concentration during meditation had become a bit stronger. I had started to enjoy a slightly
calmer mind. The core of the meditation technique is to "look" inside and see what comes up in the
mind. This can be a feeling, an emotion, a thought, just anything.
Also at the moment that I write these lines, I can take a little break. I contemplate on my situation:
is there something I'm not fully aware of? Is there some little scary thing hiding? Let it come to the
light.
At this moment in his writing, the author closed his eyes. He put his hands together in his lap and
looked "inside". What was the unrest he was feeling? Was there a fear hiding within him? Yes,
there was. It was the fear of not finishing the book on time. Losing momentum and causing serious
time problems for other things he had planned to do. He looked into it and saw that with an adjusted
time plan he would manage. He stood up and made a cup of tea, considering how to adjust his time
plan. He did the work. Then he went back to his writing desk, quite relaxed and more concentrated
than before17.
Sometimes the feeling of unease is much bigger than such a small fear. Sometimes I feel a much
16 Bible, New Testament, John 8: 1-11
17 No, I didn't stick to that adjusted planning. Getting a calmer mind is not the same as fixing everything in one's life.
Yet, it is an important precondition for almost everything in life.

stronger tension in the body and the mind. I know I have more work to do. This work is about
looking inside with mindfulness. If that sounds nice but quite demanding, that's correct.
But wait - I see this work as play, as experiments, as fun and interesting. Sometimes it is hard, but I
don't do the work to be hard on myself. My curiosity keeps me going on a path to... happiness
maybe18.
My takeaway: A short moment of reflection can help to become aware of underlying
emotions.

No blame
I was shocked that my partner gave another kind of commitment to our relationship than I did. I
judged, I blamed, I justified myself and morality was on my side, as were some of my more
outspoken friends. After some time, I understood this wasn't serving or solving anything at all.
First of all: how much had I committed to the relationship? Was there a balance that could weigh
who had committed more, and who had given less? Of course not.
Secondly, suppose that I would come to this conclusion: "I have committed more to our
togetherness. My partner has committed more to her own wholeness". Well then, would there be
anyone to blame for one or the other commitment?
Judging and blaming are strong emotional impulses. Moral convictions give those impulses an inner
support. I wanted to stop this "thinking", but that was far from easy. In the spirit of Jesus, I did not
want to throw "stones".
Judging and blaming - the other, yourself, both of you, a third party, or even "the circumstances" is near to futile. Don't all people try to do their best? Don't I deserve full empathy for my struggle
with life, full compassion for when I feel bad? Why would one not forgive someone who does not
deliver on a commitment? The answer is: we believe that punishment is the right answer to
unwelcome behavior. Even if we know this is not the most effective way to go about something we
don't like. Punishing - others and ourselves - is deeply ingrained behavior.
I found my "blaming mood" kept coming back. To blame someone is not much different from to
seeing myself as the victim. When I am a victim, someone else is the culprit. To victimize oneself is
common among people who feel left. I found this out in online groups of separated men and
women. People tend to give responsibility and power over their happiness to someone else.
My takeaway: Feeling myself a victim was yet not easy to stay away from.

Trying forgiveness
The opposite of blame is forgiveness. Yet, there was nothing to forgive, since there was no wrongdoing. There were life events that I didn't like. There was me who had tried to find his way through
life. There was my partner finding her own. Maybe something good would come out of these
events. Once I was aware that I could step into a new future, I could take my power back.
I have always regarded marriage as a bond between two free people. I've chosen my partner for her
free and sensible spirit. In the relationship, we are responsible to ourselves and our conscience. In
this respect, I had chosen the perfect partner. Now that I was left behind, my choice caused pain. At
times, I could understand this pain as the consequence of my earlier choice.
To blame, to victimize and to forgive all relate to thinking - and I can't live life by thinking. Even
"hoping" is not true living. Experiencing with curiosity would work better. But of course the
thinking mind kept stepping in. It is one that complicates things with all that "what happened" and
18 You can use the basic instructions in the program to experience mindfulness and its benefits yourself.

"what is about to happen" stuff.
My takeaway: Experiencing, more than thinking, defines living.

A non-effective technique
Soon I thought I had deserved my loss: I should have been a much better man, exactly the one my
partner had wanted me to be. So, I wrote that, plus my plans for improvement and sent the long email to my wife. I waited for her to say: "oh, in that case, I’d be better off with you."
This was a non-effective technique for two reasons. Number one: to believe that I had deserved the
loss, I would believe the world is a just place, and that I am the sinner. That's a good way of sucking
the self-confidence and vitality out of me.
Reason number two: when you would receive a letter from a mosquito or a worm, would you
believe the animal if it wrote it would soon be a an eagle? I bet you wouldn't. So, promising that I
would become someone different would be a lie, first to myself, then to my wife.
Still, my diary was full of great ideas about becoming better. But on the same page, I would
contemplate my ideas with skeptical glasses on. I compared myself with the one my wife had fallen
in love with. I compared myself with people who were in what seemed a happy relationship. I
thought somehow I had failed. But I had no idea when I would be “good enough” to be loved again.
Half way through writing a sentence I stopped and started to cry.
The diary broke me, and I should thank it for that.
My takeaway: Blaming myself for what I am, and comparing myself to others takes away selfconfidence.

An uneasy practice
I practiced loving kindness meditation. For I had heard that an attitude of loving kindness makes a
peaceful life. That sounded good. So I would think of myself with loving kindness, and of those
whom I think are worthy of it anyway. Then I would extend the view to those whom I don't like or
even dislike. To those who have hurt me. To those who are evil towards me. Ah... now it was
becoming harder! In the last stage of this meditation, my loving kindness goes out to all sentient
beings. In my mind, I spread this loving kindness all over the earth, and all over the time
continuum...
Indeed a "full circle loving kindness meditation" installed a peaceful feeling inside. For a moment, I
could start anew with a benevolent heart and a lot less stress about the ills of the world.
This practice may sound nice and sweet, but I can tell you: its duty was not easy at times... If I can't
live up to that attitude for long, then I accept that from myself. Time to give myself some more
loving kindness!
My takeaway: Loving kindness is a practice that is both uneasy and rewarding.

Loving kindness and self-protection
A sensible proofreader of this book noted that loving kindness can "fail". She had recognized in
herself the tendency to cover with the cloak of charity those people and events that had hurt and
damaged her. She felt she needed to leave these people and situations behind and protect her
personal boundaries.
Self-protection and loving kindness can go well together. Let me illustrate that with this example. I
want to protect myself from the bite of an aggressive dog that runs towards me. At the same time, I

love that dog kindly. Which means that I am not going to be a threat to the dog, nor punish him, not
even think badly of him (or his owner). Maybe I even find it necessary to punch him on the nose so
he will back off. Thus, I guard my boundaries, I don't get hurt, and I still love the dog. Later on, I'll
be in a calmer state of mind and my adrenaline hormone levels19 have decreased. Then I can shower
him with kindness.
My takeaway: Loving kindness goes well together with guarding my boundaries and not get
hurt again.

Broken commitments
Could I have expected the woman who had entered marriage with me, would stay with me till she
dies? Life is far too unpredictable to make such an expression more than an intention from that
moment. The marital promise is romantic, but unrealistic20.
I know how changing perspectives and circumstances have sometimes made me leave commitments
myself. Life apparently doesn't go always like I thought it would go. Sometimes I broke a promise,
not even considering much what impact this might have on others. Life is like that. Deliberate intent
is not its only driving force21.
Does this mean I won't appeal when someone breaks his or her commitment with me? Most often I
will, and I will defend my position and my needs. There is no denying that I am attached to my
plans, my needs, and my life. But my appeal will come from Love - when my mind is calm enough,
that is...
My takeaway: I prefer to let my judgements and requests come from a place of Love.

Detaching from moral standpoints
I believe everybody is trying to do his or her best, to make the most of life. When that fails, or when
someone disappoints me... I will look at my expectations and see how much I attached to these.
Then I will feel compassionate for myself, and for the other person.
As one result of vipassana meditation, my boundaries have become wider. My personality has
gained flexibility. Meanwhile my "spine", my inner core, has become stronger.
Many moral standpoints do not heal emotional and spiritual pains. Yet, some moral standpoints
diminish suffering, and don't increase it. Such like the Golden Rule: "One should treat others as one
would like others to treat oneself."
My takeaway: Attaching to moral standpoints and expectations of others, makes me suffer
more, not less.

No self-blaming
This was a difficult lesson: not to blame myself. It seems, the words "if only I had done this or said
that..." justify my self-blame, they confirm that I must suffer now.
I had to learn to accept my flaws and limitations. There are these issues where I would easily blame
myself for my shortcomings. It's very much OK to understand my shortcomings. Keeping them in
mind on my walk in life, is a good thing as well. But even then - I can forget, I can be distracted, I
can not sustain a good intention from time to time. Such is life, and if I am to begin somewhere, it
should be with not blaming myself. Being very kind to myself opens the door to improvement much
19 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Epinephrine
20 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7Mqse6_LOds
21 http://www.emotionalcompetency.com/blame.htm

more than any negative judgement of myself.
My takeaway: Being kind to myself helps me more to improve, than blaming myself.

Emotions go their ways
Having said that "the blame game" is not my game, I admit that emotions went their way. And
"blaming" is kind of an emotion. So I did blame my wife, myself, the guy who she was interested
in, even her parents for how they brought her up... Internally, of course, since my morality did not
"allow" me to speak out blame!
This is to remind us that emotions go their ways - they can not be controlled directly. I can meditate
for years, but I suppose there will always be emotions strong enough to get me out of my balance.
Strong emotions inhibited my logic. Yet they reinforced inner powers, that I could use for good.
My takeaway: Strong emotions have to have their way, in order to be helping and
empowering.

I made some progress
It was not easy, and I'm not enlightened. But I made some progress. I'm living life more fully now
than back then, with more courage and vitality.
It being a journey, it is one without clear, universal directions. I checked (and read) some self-help
books related to the topic. They most often have instructions, exercises or advice. According to their
orderly succession, you'll progress to happiness, love, connectedness - whatever you desire.
I think the journey is different from person to person. Of course we as humans have the same basic
mental makeup. Yet, we have different lives from the moment we're born. We build up different
beliefs, memories, stored emotions, and so on. These all come into play at the time we feel we have
lost connection to love or life. That is why our journeys are different, although are emotional
functioning is basically the same.
One of the things that came on my path was a spiritual ceremony, a voyage into my unconscious. I
had never been into that, and the next chapter will explain how this suddenly changed.
My takeaway: We have different life journeys, yet our emotions function basically in the same
way.

Reflection questions
1. Do you have any moral judgments about the breakup, your partner or yourself? How do they
affect your suffering?
2. Are you blaming yourself for the breakup? What good does that to you?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?
The question "I am puzzled: what went
wrong?" is one of the issues the program
helps you dealing with.

Chapter 9. The ugly past (we all have)
I now see how owning our story and loving ourselves through that process is the bravest thing that
we will ever do.22
*
The day before my wife would go on that holiday, I went to stay over with my friend Judith, just to
not be home alone. I had reached out to Judith for support, and she did not hesitate to supply with
that.
Judith told me a healing ritual would be held, that I might want to take part in. Would I want to go
there these days, she asked me. Till then, I had always refused that kind of happenings. Over time
friends had invited me to experience rituals, spiritual "drug" and other stuff I looked at as
"extravaganza". My answer to them was ready: "It's like you have been on a wonderful holiday and
you want me to go there too. But you know, I don't want to go on a holiday, I'm happy where I am."
This time wanted to go on this "trip" and was glad to be able to go. I wanted to heal my hurt and
find trust in my life. The future was all I was interested in. I drove to Utrecht, my former home city
in the Netherlands, and stayed at Judith's place. The other day, I left for what was a shamanistic
ritual.
My takeaway: Trust that good friends know what is good for you when you've lost track.

A shamanistic ritual
Six other people and I gathered together in the house of a shaman. A young Dutch guy who knew
the spiritual road to the unconscious. With the help of a plant based "medicine" from the Amazon
region, we submerged in the healing ritual. We would spend two full days together.
The "medicine" is called ayahuasca. It had this wonderful effect: it brought my unconscious to the
conscious level. It opened the doors of perception to the "raw" interpretation of sensory input.
Interpretations that the mind finds less logical, probable or agreeable were not filtered out. Older
experiences, stored in memory, played their role here as well. I got an insight of what goes on in my
brain before it gets consciously "perceived".
I was not shocked or puzzled, but amazed, touched and awed. My meditation experience had made
me a bit familiar with "looking" at what is going on inside my mind.
The obvious clarity of all these insights struck me. I said to myself that I was a stupid cow, for
never ever having seen all these inner truths. At that moment, the shaman came and sat next to me.
He consoled me and denied that I was stupid. Thus helped, I went on through this beautiful, but
humbling process.
Here's what more happened. During the first day, on the ceiling above me, I "saw" a bleeding
wound. When I turned my head away, it was out of sight. How strange. Was I looking at something
"real" there, not a visual stimulation of some kind?
After some moments, I got what I was looking at. It was my wounded self, a trauma from my
earliest days, revealing itself there. It was not on the ceiling, but still I saw it there. A memory,
stored deep and for long, came up. Not the future, but the past revealed itself to me.

22 Brené Brown, scholar

My takeaway: The amount of wisdom and memory stored in the unconscious part of your
brain is unimaginable.

The story of my birth that was no birth
So, what did this "wound" signify? It was my baby-time trauma that dawned upon me during the
ayahuasca ritual. To me, it kind of explains what had caused a steep psychological "imbalance".
One that affected all my life and relationships. Here's the story behind it.
The doctor assisting my mother during delivery heard my heart tones get weaker. He knew
something was wrong. He touched my head and felt the umbilical cord there. That should not be
over my head - not at all! I was suffocating myself during birth. So he tried to halt my birth. My
mother was hurried to hospital, where I came on the world through a cesarean. The cesarean was
done with so much haste, that afterwards my mother got in life danger.
As a baby of three days old, they separated me from my ill mother. Her condition would get worse
and worse in the weeks to come. Meanwhile, I was fed with a bottle by the nurses. There I laid in
my cot. After emptying every bottle, I would cry for my mother's breast, smell and touch. Since no
one answered my cry, I would fall asleep hours later, exhausted from my tears of despair.
This infant felt the fear of being left alone to die. I knew that it made no sense to cry.
My mother has confirmed these events to me, over 52 years later. She had always been aware of the
awkward situation, but what could she do?
Separation from your mother is traumatic to any baby. I was born in 1962 in the Netherlands. It was
general practice to leave a crying child alone. That my mother was not available for feeding me,
was not common, most mothers breastfed at that time.
The wound that I "saw" during the ayahuasca ritual, reminded me of another wound. At the time of
this ritual, I had psoriasis (a skin affliction) on my back for over twelve years. I sensed and
recognized this as an expression of the longing of my skin for touch.
The truth about my life dawned on me, raw and inconvenient. Again I felt the fear of being left
alone to die and I knew it made no sense to cry.
My takeaway: Birth trauma and separation from my mother can probably be linked with my
later life.

What Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder do you have?
When any of us was swimming and tumbling in our mother's womb, our life was total bliss. During
birth, childhood and youth, we were confronted with situations that disturbed our bliss. This is
inevitable and happens to all of us. For instance: the needs of our body were not met for some time.
Some food did not taste good. Our parents disappointed us. Friends behaved unfriendly... In short:
life showed its unpleasant sides to us. This is all totally normal, and some bigger and lesser "hurt" is
being done to each of us. We adapt. Our behavior and our personality are being "wrapped around"
these painful issues. One could call this a wound, or trauma. It can not not happen to us.
Youth and family life, school and other environments can be hurting the soul. We all have these
experiences. They create bigger and smaller traumas. The more emotional impact an occurrence
has, the better our memory stores it. Hidden childhood emotions that come to the surface can be
really painful ones. We should not be surprised.
Unpleasant emotions are more easily stored in memory than pleasant ones. They simply have more
impact. Yet, the human mind does not like to remember them. They easily become hidden,
unvisited, but not less powerful to inform us about ourselves. Herein lies the cause of post-traumatic

stress (PTS). We all have PTS in a mild or severe form. We all have an ugly past.
Most people live pretty normal lives with their hidden traumas all life long. Others experience so
much hurt that their lives are heavily affected by it. They can't live normally. (Think of PTSS, Post
Traumatic Stress Syndrome with war veterans.) In any person's case, our emotional balance is
disturbed. We try and struggle to live "around" that. In my case, I would say, my life was
somewhere between "pretty normal" and "not normal at all".
I know now that I am not alone with having gone through traumatic experiences in early childhood.
Neither do I believe trauma is a display of some emotional weakness. I consider it a life task to
understand my traumas, find the meaning in the experience. Finding meaning in my personal
traumas can even help me in finding the meaning and purpose of my life.
My takeaway: Early childhood memories are common and well-known causes of
psychological trauma, but often unknown to those who suffer from it.

To be called a sound healer
One of the other participants at the ritual was Mary. During the ritual, we embraced each other for
longer times. I started to hum and sing. A deep voice from within wanted to be heard. To me, this
embrace was the start of a healing process. To Mary my singing was so beneficial, that she started
to call me her "sound healer".
I refer to this detail of the ritual because it shows a deep truth. That is: one person's healing may
support another person's healing. It is a way to look at the human fate. To express care - or Love, if
you will - from deep within, is both healing for oneself as it is for the other. At that moment,
receiving such a compliment was like water to my withered self-esteem.
My takeaway: To express caring Love is healing for both the care giver and care receiver.

Substitutes for love
One morning, one or two days after the ayahuasca ritual, when I had just woken up, I felt a warm
spot in my belly. I recognized my inner source of Love there. I'd never known I had one. I was on
my way to connectedness and love. Grief and sadness would find their place, I hoped.
The shamanistic ritual had opened my inner eye. And my inner eye saw feelings that had hidden
there for 52 years. A trauma, that the grown-up me now could start to heal. I could start "eating" the
past, digesting it, process it on my way through life.
In stage 1, my strategy had been to meditate, although I could not sit still and got too little clarity or
ease of mind. Now, with these new experiences, I got more focused on hidden feelings. I had
become open to painful feelings and traumatic memories. This would become stage 2.
Different from my earlier meditation experience, I now could sit and observe an emotion. In the
past, I had quickly labeled any feeling or emotion and paid attention to what was next. Thus, I
effectively prevented myself from experiencing deep, unpleasant feelings.
The ayahuasca ceremony also started me on understanding my longing for loving touch. I also came
to see why I rocked in my bed - as a child, but still. Rocking on my side, I was lulling myself, as if
the bed rocked me, and the pillow stroke my face. Comforting myself in my solitude.
As written above, the possible emotional cause of a serious skin problem that I liked to ignore now
also showed up in consciousness. The skin is the organ most involved in touch, of course. This and
more could no longer not be seen once I had started to connect with deep inner feelings. (More
about loving touch later on in the book.)
Note: the medical view on psoriasis may not include emotional causes. Yet, doctors agree more and

more that the effects of stress are wide-spread in bodily diseases. I have no specific view, other than
my personal story.
My takeaway: Opening the "inner eye" on the unconscious, can be highly beneficial to
understanding one's life.

School time memories
Speaking of memories, reminds me of another source of trauma. It dawns to my mind only today,
after having worked on this book for more than half a year.
At school, at the age of 8, I was not able to make friends. Class mates had picked me as being the
one to bully. (Of course: they will always pick one with issues of self-confidence.) I came to
consider myself as an outcast. I felt ashamed about the bullying, so ashamed that I not even spoke
about it at home.
Many other memories about schools and friends pop up. In a way, they all circle around my need
for connection and affection. In many incidents, I felt that my need remained unfulfilled.
When I was in college, I had only one or two male friends. Contacts with women remained friendly
at best, but never became romantic. This caused an emotional "bleeding". I tried to stop this
bleeding by convincing myself that romance was nothing special. Deep down I kept longing for
romance, frustrated as I was.
My takeaway: Our histories and memories inevitably weave in the fabric of our later life.

Childhood memories
At home, beating the children with a carpet-beater to punish them, was regarded as a correct way of
upbringing. (My parents later learned that this was wrong, and I have long forgiven them their
mistake.) Another way of punishment was to not speak to me for some time.
If I didn't do or act in accordance with my parent's strict standards then love, affection and
acceptance were withdrawn. Or so at least it felt to me, as far as I now remember. I displayed a
classical reaction that shaped my personality: I became an avoider of conflict and disapproval.
As a result, I got in a complicated relationship with my parents. Love was mixed with fear, and fear
suffocated the relationship. This system of fear and avoidance played out in all my love
relationships to come.
I don't think that my youth was so much different from anyone else's. I mean: many people have a
life story that contains raw, often traumatic memories. For the first time, while writing this, I see
this pattern in my school time and childhood memories. And it gets clear to me, why my love life
and relationships were guided by fear for disapproval for so long.
I didn't write about my memories to make me look like a victim, a prisoner of my youth or a proud
survivor. Instead, I am intrigued by the insights that remembering now gives to me.
You might want to look for the most impressive memories of your own childhood. Memories like
these have a meaning. As an example: Just imagine to be in a love relationship and your partner
stays silent when you speak to her. Can you imagine you start fearing that you did or said
something wrong in your partner's eyes?
Here is another example to sparkle the imagination even more. Just imagine to be in a love
relationship and you stay silent when your partner has spoken to you. Maybe now can you imagine
you start fearing that you did something wrong?
My takeaway: Our childhood memories play into our adult relationships.

Entering the sadness zone
Even though I saw joy at the horizon of newly gained freedom, I couldn't feel that joy. The grief
about broken expectations blocked my joy about future possibilities. Greek philosopher Plato is
often quoted with a simple but important insight. "What screws us up the most in life is the picture
in our head of how it is supposed to be."
So I thought I wanted to push away those feelings of grief. And I knew it would remain inside,
unseen, but playing its part. Like the sorrow of the infant, that I had pushed away for 52 years. It
had always played into my life and blocked much of life.
Now that I had this awareness of feelings of sadness, I choose another way to go about it. I entered
the sadness zone. I cried when I saw the road sign "Siebengebirge". It reminded me of the happy
first holiday with my then new love, 21 years before. The sadness zone is raw and it hurts to be
there. But I can only recommend to stay there. Suffering truly purified my spirit and opened it up
for Love.
When I passed that road sign, I thought I was able to kill all expectations for a common future. That
was not so. Thoughts and hopes about a restored and improved relationship kept coming up. Then
for some time, I would believe we would live together again. Until she said something that made
me lose all hope. This pendulum of her expressions, and my expectations built upon them lasted
long months. It caused a lot of insecurity and unrest in me. This was the hardest part of letting go.
My takeaway: A wavering breakup process brings a different sadness than a clear cut.

Surpassing fears
To have such experiences of inner truth, stored in the body and mind somehow can be life
changing. Just like the words and deeds of my wife had been life changing. My interpretation of
them, at least. Yet, these ayahuasca experiences have some "impersonal" quality. There is no-one to
blame, it seems. That makes these truths relatively easy to integrate into my life.
Now I knew I had unconsciously been always afraid to lose touch, to lose love, to lose life! This
new insight made it clear to me how "dependent" I had always been towards my loves. Don't stop
touching or loving me - for I'm afraid to die from loneliness! that must have been the message that
they got from me. It certainly was what my wife had sensed and told me about.
This dependency seems to be common in relationships. The other partner quite often displays the
opposite behavior, which is also a way of fearing love. Don't come too close and claim me - for I'm
afraid to die from strangling!
A year after the breakup, I've become a little less claiming and dependent. I've even become a bit
weary of someone claiming me. I am more self-centered. It is new, and I feel insecure about it. Will
this self-centeredness not keep me separated from others, and less loved? This time, I can see this
fear for a fear. I believe that some self-centeredness is a prerequisite for love in a (romantic)
relationship.
My takeaway: The breakup has made me more self-centered, and this is risky in a way.

Discovering my beliefs
Love and fear are opposite. For instance, I feared reproach. I would dread any expression of my
loved ones that I perceived as a reproach. These ideas about love and fear, are fed by beliefs.
Beliefs are the basis of much of everyone's perception of life's experiences. I peeked behind the
door where my beliefs were made, a room that I did not even know existed.
Beliefs are not necessarily true, but they feel like true. "I just know, you know!" When I came at the

point that my perception of the reality was hurting, I gradually, logically, understood what was
wrong. The beliefs! Something I had held to be true was not true.
Many beliefs were shattered or had to be put to the proof. I was preparing for another
uncomfortable process: the investigation of my beliefs about everything.
My takeaway: Learning about love requires seeing that not all of your beliefs about love are
true.

Reflection questions
1. If you think of your fears and longings in love relationships, do you see patterns?
2. Which are some of your most painful childhood memories?
3. Do you see a correlation between your answers to both questions?
4. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 10. Believe me: beliefs are not truths
Our beliefs are essentially deterministic functions of our upbringing and our daily experiences,
neither of which we consciously choose.23
*
One evening, I was done with my tobacco consumption. I emptied the rest of the shag in the smelly
dustbin on the balcony. Proud of my will power, I confirmed to myself I was no smoker.
The next day, I opened the dustbin and collected the now humid remainders of the shag. From the
old paper bin, I withdrew the thin papers and I rolled a new cigarette. The paper tore apart when it
became wet. Only with two papers, I succeeded to make a "shaggy".
A cigarette had never tasted so bad. Because of the disgusting taste, I could not smoke it till the end.
Yet, I had learned how it feels to be a tramp. And I had reaffirmed my belief that my will power is
weak...
My takeaway: Willpower and motivation are not enough to change (mental) habits.

A mind full of beliefs
As I had learned, beliefs underpin a lot of suffering. Beliefs are our convictions. We have no
absolute verified foundation of their truth or realness. Imagine finding yourself in a reality that
contradicts your beliefs. That was what I experienced at some time during the first year of my
breakup. As an example:
Belief: I will remain unhappy when I'm not living together with a love partner.
Reality: I am currently not living together with a love partner and I am not unhappy.
Should I change the reality, or rather the belief?
Quite often beliefs are made-up from cultural lessons. Or they are more personal: an incidental
experience plus a bit of logic and generalization. In any case I can't be sure how true they are.
Beliefs are not necessarily consistent either. They not only contradict reality sometimes but also
each other. To add more complexity to this mind full of beliefs: reality can seem quite contradictory
as well.
Yet I keep making new beliefs, to make sense of new experiences. Let me give an example. During
and after the shamanistic ritual I created a new belief about the deeper source of my relationship
suffering. The mind has its ways of making meaning of anything. It can't do any much else.
Everyone's mind is full of beliefs. They interplay with our emotions. Our beliefs and our emotions
are the only two usual sources we have to know if something is true. That is why we can't easily
find truth. We need to get some consciousness of what is going on there.
That is why I found it so important to look inside. If I wouldn't have looked inside, I would still feel
and believe anything that was once fed to me. Aware of its impact, unaware of its existence.
My takeaway: We need to raise our consciousness of the content and the workings of our
beliefs.

Limiting beliefs
Parents and peers, society and self... They have shaped my beliefs in every corner of my conscious
23 David Cain, author at Raptitude

and unconscious mind. For a conscious belief I could ask myself: is it true? Can I know that it is
true? This technique has been developed in many different ways. One of the most common and
useful ones is The Work, by Byron Katie24.
The not-so-conscious beliefs should first come to the surface before they can be checked. That is
why several ways of "inner viewing" that I describe in this book, were so helpful to find truth and
calm.
After some introspection, I got this set of limiting beliefs on love. They were not always that
present and influential, but they had a hidden power:
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.

There is a limited amount of love from women that all men compete for
I must do specific things, behave differently, to be lovable
Being loved by myself has a lower emotional value than being loved by another
I must limit my expression of love to acceptable standards
I'm not a good lover since my love is shallow
I have a bad love history and am not ready for the future

I am not so sure about these beliefs any more, but I certainly once held them to be true.
My takeaway: It was shocking to see how my beliefs about love had been limiting my love life.
The question "I fear I'll never be loved
again, what can I do?" is one of the issues
the program helps you dealing with.

You will gain trust only slowly
A while back, I wrote in an online group to Mark, who was having a hard time, being left by his
partner:
"I was where you are now just a few months ago. A messed up life, no sleeping and eating, feeling
lonely and thinking of her and her new lover all the time. Not a victim in denial, simply someone
experiencing a great loss!
You know, we hate loss. We fear the time to come. We focus on our loss. We were not prepared for
that. Right?
Now for a second think what is the exact opposite of that. Suppose, we would embrace the loss. We
would enjoy the time to come. We would focus on new freedom. We would be prepared for
adventures. Sounds much better, but impossible, right?
The difference lies in the fact how our mind goes about the situation.
The way to turn around my mind a bit was by recognizing that I was in this mind state of loneliness,
fear and focus on loss.
When I felt ready for it, I started fantasizing the opposite reaction and see how my mind worked
with that. E.g. I fantasized that I was enjoying the time to come. It was not easy. My mind reacted
with: "no, that can't be", "yes, it should be". And then: "no, I can't believe that will happen," "yes, I
want to believe that time to come". And: "Give me some trust, give me some time!" As if I was
praying - which is already a sign of trust surpassing fear...
24 http://www.byronkatie.com/

Of course, dear friend... it does take time, and you will gain trust only slowly...
May my words grow some trust in you. Going through all this, for me, was a time of great personal
development, worth the shit of it a thousand times! Good luck!"
It helped Mark, apparently. I would add today: “Reversing the thoughts is just one way you can
give it a try.”
My takeaway: I find it more easy to trust that "all will be OK", than that it will for me.

Having patience
Freedom after a relationship has its own quality if I appreciate it or not. I could, for instance, enjoy
dating and falling in love again. I saw that quality, but it was not easy to let it come in and settle
with its attraction. It seemed like being not earnest about the former relationship. And I feared
rejections of love, stemming from painful memories from my youth.
When I look back at that time, I see how my beliefs informed my feelings. Even though beliefs are
not always truths, they "feel" true.
For almost a year now, I have worked with these emotions. They keep coming back, but they affect
me less. My mind knows much better how to deal with them. Cultivating the mind has had a great
effect on this.
German poet Rainer Maria Rilke once wrote: "I beg you to have patience with everything
unresolved in your heart. Try to love the questions themselves as if they were locked rooms or
books written in a very foreign language. Don’t search for the answers, which could not be given to
you now, because you would not be able to live them. And the point is to live everything. Live the
questions now. Perhaps then, someday far in the future, you will gradually, without even noticing it,
live your way into the answer."
My takeaway: Dealing with my emotions better, requires work and patience.

Different and personal
People's lives are all different and very personal. This obvious truth has less obvious consequences.
Just as an example: I'm into sugar, fat, and salt and will feel guilty when I give into that craving.
Luckily enough, I am not overweight and my guilt doesn't burn too deep. Yet, some people with
this same craving, grow overweight during their adult years. This can influence their self-image,
confidence, and other basic psychological traits badly.
So there are no "universal" issues, and no "one size fits all" answers to them.
What I wrote about being bullied, being beaten with the carpet-beater is all personal. I'm one of
many people who has gone through this, and still those people are all different. It makes no sense to
compare your life with mine and think: he was better off than me, or I was better off than him... Our
life stories are diverse and personal. Our traumas and our capacity to heal them later on are
different. Yet similar as human beings are.
In my contacts with separated people I've heard so many different stories:
...about the couple that did drugs in their early years together, which brought one of them in
custody, which affected his ability to find a job, which in turn destroyed the harmony in their lives,
bit by bit...
...about the couple that could have no children, leaving them frustrated and focused on each other so
much, that what was their common sorrow at first, became their issue of verbal fights for years...

...about the couple from which one got chronically ill and the other one wanted to escape that
burden...
As different as the life stories of individuals and relationships are, being a man or a woman does not
make that much of a difference. We all want to bond and connect. We all want freedom and
autonomy over our lives. The differences between the sexes are smaller than current culture often
tries to display them. In fact, each of us has both masculine and feminine qualities.
A much bigger difference lies between those who focus on their personal growth, and those who
focus on restoring their comfort as soon as they can. For growth out of crisis takes a certain
endurance of discomfort. Healing took place when I paid attention to the pain, not when I evaded it.
The ability to direct my attention and awareness is something I trained through meditation.
So, we are together in this. Let us dedicate our gathering on this page of the book, as author and
reader, to our healing!
My takeaway: Paying attention to the pain is the only way I know for healing the wound.

Coping mechanism
Dissecting the relationship, myself and my responsibility was the task I set to myself. A difficult
task, but agreeable in a sense, because I gained clarity and got some insights for life. I was digesting
the past. I tried to make it the fertile soil for my future. It was a humbling practice, for I had to start
with the facts of my life, instead of with the fantasies.
I lost a few "feel-good beliefs", such as "I have loved as much as I could". Instead I got this new
belief: "I somehow participated in the breakdown of our marriage. I needed this breakup, how ever
much I hate it." There is something inside us that is wanting to grow and expand. I had neglected
that part, and now it had brought me here to grow and expand.
My takeaway: In looking for more truth, I replace one belief for the other, and that is OK.

A smoking non-smoker
Tramps have a nose for unsmoked tobacco in dustbins. Beggars ask for a cigarette on the street.
I never wanted to become a full smoker. So I had created a habit of begging for cigarettes from
people I knew. Later I learned how to politely beg a cigarette from people I even didn't know. Great
encounters with all sorts of people came from that. I told myself I was a social smoker, not an
ordinary smoker.
During my days of sorrow and grief, I found moments of mental rest in smoking. So, I started to
buy packets of cigarettes and bags of shag. I didn't like smoking. I hated the taste in my mouth after
a cigarette. My body system alarmed me with extra itching of my psoriasis, with loss of energy and
sleep. But I kept smoking, only for the idea of having some relief from grief. And I hated myself for
it. Recovering tobacco from the dustbin was the best expression of this self-hate. It seems people do
stupid things when they feel lost.
By the way: the feeling "I'm lost", actually is the expression of a belief. It is too easy to mix them
up, and quite difficult to trace the beliefs underlying my feelings.
My takeaway: The need for relief easily brings about unwholesome behavior in me.

Starting from a low
Shortly after the breakup, I got in a low, where my mind constructed new beliefs like these:

* I was a fraud in love. My love must have been superficial, and my partner has looked through it.
In fact, she has seen through all that is me, a transparent sheet of plastic.
* Once they know I'm left, my friends will look at me and see a loser.
* What had I told myself about separated men? They are losers, right? Now, I'm one of them.
* The fact that I'm being left is a punishment for my faults. It's up to me to find out which they
were, but they must have been severe.
* Now that I'm not in a relationship, I am nobody. People know me as "a married man". What is left
from my personal and social identity? Not much.
Of course, none of these beliefs is "true". They came up as a true expression of my low self-esteem.
So, first thing to enlarge was my self-esteem! My own birth trauma gave me some 'excuse' for my
deep longing and unfulfilled needs. From that point, I saw myself as someone who had never been
at the right place in life. Intelligent, curious and improvising, but having no real clue. Uninitiated, a
new-comer and stranger, wherever my whims would bring me. Such my life had been, now that I
looked at it as a project with an unexpected turn.
These beliefs about me were raw and hard like stone. They looked true and too inconvenient to look
at for longer than a few seconds. The impulse to find something nicer to believe about myself came
up. At that moment, I could not find much, if anything at all. I was at my lowest low.
My takeaway: In a moment of low self-esteem, depreciating beliefs about self are easily born.

Unpleasant emotions
After the shock of finding myself alone, I began to feel loss and grief. I saw no perspective for the
future of my life. I was stressed about everything and in need for anything. Loneliness sat next to
me in the form of empty chairs. Suffering by the sheer overload of such emotions, my mind saw no
way out.
Maybe, for the first time, since my youth, I experienced life again. It was all "shitty", but at least I
had started to feel it. Painful memories of being disconnected from peers, girls, and friends came
up.
Now that I look back while I write this down, I can see where life was leading me back to. I was
reconnecting with the depth of emotion - in all its unpleasantness.
To get to a believable perspective for my future, boosting self-esteem was not necessarily the way
to go. Much more so to develop my self-control. And by lack of much of that, my mind came up
with drastic plans to restore control over my life. Which is something else. I was up to organize
more change to my life.
My takeaway: Old emotions can be so unpleasant, that I rather not want to be led back to
them.
The question "I have mental stress, how do
I find my calm?" is one of the issues the
program helps you dealing with.

Reflection questions
1. Do you find yourself in a reality that contradicts your beliefs?

2. In which way is your breakup connecting you with an unknown depth of your emotions? How do
you evaluate that?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 11. It was best to let her go. Really?
Ultimately, it is the desire, not the desired, that we love.25
*
Together with our daughter, we lived in our rented house. Unwillingly I let my wife spend time at
her lover's place. Some say this is the moment a man should firmly hit the table top and shout out:
"No! This is not the way you can deal with me!" And: "No! If anything is to be changed, then we
will change that together."
That is not me. I am not someone who will shout, for I don't like aggressive behavior. I am not
someone who wants to impose his will on a person who has a strong desire, or urge, or need. I had
yet to learn to manage my anger and a lot more.
For one week I thought we could share the house as 'the family place', but that did not work for me.
I went through the pain of being in our house, alone with our daughter. My thoughts were with my
wife, and my emotions almost strangled me.
So I asked whether she could go, and take our daughter with her. She could: her lover would be
happy to let her live at his place. When I came back from a week long trip for my work, it was in an
empty home. They had started their "trial period" there.
This was the moment I depicted in the opening scene of this book. Thoughts and emotions whirled
in my mind and body. Luckily I had a few dates with women, the first of them the next day.
Whether this would heal me or devastate me even further, I did not know.
My takeaway: In the early stage of the breakup, it was impossible to discern good from bad
decisions.

Bond of trust
A week or so in that "trial period", the next stage developed. "I have not enough attention for you
now, I’m in pain and need time for myself." With these words, I explained to my daughter why I let
her go with her mother to the new place to live, in the house of my wife's lover.
I felt exhausted when I uttered those words. I felt to be unreliable as a source of trust for her.
Honesty and truth can be harmful, and I would have wanted to prevent any harm.
Our bond of trust was restored some months later. I had recovered emotionally and shown her new
care and attention. My wife and I had agreed to keep our child informed. We assured her that she
had neither caused the separation or any kind of distress involved. Plus, we made it clear to her that
she had no role in our own processes and decisions.
She was not expected to please us, nor to stay silent. She did not have to choose a side. We never
presented the separation as an affair of two opposite and struggling "sides". Instead, we spent time
with the three of us, and those reunions confirmed our mutual bonds. Going our own ways after
such a reunion was hurtful to either of us.
The heart-felt connection with my daughter even helped me heal throughout the year. I was lucky to
feel the connection with her. Children have a natural potential to show how life and love function.
My takeaway: Bad decisions have their effects, but they can be corrected and their effects
mitigated.

25 Friedrich Nietzsche, philosopher

Awareness, my dear friend
Buddhist teachings state how mental attachments create mental suffering. I wanted not to be
suffering, that's why those teachings appealed to me. But "wanting not to be attached" easily
becomes the next attachment. These were the kind of paradoxes I had to learn to deal with.
To detach from my partner, my comfort zone, a n d everything was a test for my detachment
capacity. As if you take the drugs away from a drug addict as the simplest way to end his addiction.
It did not work like that. The shattering feelings were overwhelming. No “enlightened mind” would
deny that. They were there and I had to feel them. Upon looking closer into it, this means: there is
an “unshattered” feeler. I knew: it is this "observer" I have to cultivate. It is the pure awareness in
me.
Awareness - in principle - has this quality to stay sound when the internal or external world
collapses. Yet, the "collapse" of a breakup uprooted my existence. To believe that anyone can stay
calm when a love relationship of over 20 years ends is to believe in superhuman emotional power.
Awareness and truth are friends: awareness is looking out for truth, and truth wants to be been
aware of. One of my new truths was that I had not been able to "manage" my life in such a way, that
I would stay in the comfort zone forever. You have seen me being "bombed" out there.
This truth bit by bit brought me to understand that I'm walking a life path that I have not planned
and laid out there. How could I have? I'm walking it for the first time, no?
My takeaway: Taking away what has become part of our life, appears to threaten our
survival.

I no longer knew what is true
It was not easy to know what is true. Even under the new circumstances, old beliefs claimed to be
true.
"She has betrayed me, she has been unfair. As soon as she understands that, she will get back" I
thought. Soon afterwards I didn't believe myself. I became angry and jealous, but I did not want to
feel anger nor jealousy.
"Maybe things will not work out at his place and she will soon come back", I thought suddenly.
"Maybe it is best to let her go, and find out for herself, instead of having the idea in her mind while
staying with me." "She is in love, obviously, but how could he be her better man? Even the
neighbors doubt it." Then I reminded myself of all my weaknesses and her discontentment with me
and our relationship.
"It is probably better to grief and let go all hopes of any future together," I thought. And then I was
shaken by a new belief: "Wait, no! This is just what needed to happen for me to learn how much I
love her. From now on I'll be a much stronger and better man."
No longer did I know what was true about me, about her, about my life and my love... My mind in
its highest gear would not calm down, neither with cookies, alcohol, meditation, nor sleep - that did
not come.
My takeaway: It is never easy to know what is true, but certainly not at the start of a breakup.

I have no overview at all
Slowly I came to understand what I needed to grasp reality. I needed to develop my awareness of
what was actually going on. This is the mental training I have learned to stick by. Focusing and
sharpening my awareness informs me about the situation when I am in the midst of it. A sharp

awareness makes me conscious of what is going on outside and inside of me. That is something I
need for life.
I don't know outcomes. I do not even know whether the outcome I'd hope for, will be feeling good
once I get at it. And even when I have planned a certain outcome, most of the time I don't end up
exactly there. I make a lot of guesses in life, but I don't have an overview.
Do I stick to awareness all the time? Am I mindful every second of the day? No, I am not. But I am
getting better at it, and this book will give you some clues how26.
My takeaway: Life can be defined as "awareness", yet developing awareness to develop life
gets easily overlooked.

Intoxicants beat awareness
Awareness is a mental function that is always available - though I do not always keep to it. Some
drugs and other intoxicants - like alcohol and even smoking - beat awareness. This was welcome
when I felt overwhelmed by too many unpleasant emotions. Alcohol is so much easier to take in
than grief and pain. Its capacity to grow your wisdom, however, is much smaller.
My sharp and focused awareness, when I was learning to develop that, was fragile. Something to
take care of. That's why meditation that would cultivate my awareness was a good thing to do.
Yet, while meditating, I had always got bored and unable to concentrate. Furthermore, I would not
focus on any upcoming emotions. I would "label" them and "skip" them immediately. I would not
access their telling power and meaning to me. Shutting my mind off from emotional pain, I also
shut my mind down from joy. This "calm mental state" in fact was indifference.
At a certain moment, I saw the perspective change. I had said to myself “my world has broken
apart” - for me, that was certainly true! But on a larger scale, there was still "me" in a world that is
complete, and I was part of that completeness. So what I had to heal was not the world, nor me, but
my world view.
My takeaway: Developing awareness through meditation is both demanding and rewarding.

I'm not in control
One cause of my dark mood was that I was being left. The fact that I did not choose that, aggravated
the mood. But wait. How much did I not choose to be left? Didn't I have a responsibility there,
because of my choices in our life together?
Most of what is happening to me is not my choice. I got aware of that slowly. Life is what the
universe bestows upon me. Life is happening and I can choose how to go along.
Here's an idea that stems from the Tao, but I don't remember where I got the imagery. Imagine a
river flowing. A huge pile of rock comes down the hill and obstructs the river. What will the river
do? Trying to get rid of the rock in its bed? Scream, protest or stop streaming? Turn aside and
continue streaming?
My ego that says: "I choose this and I didn't choose that," is creating the problem. I don't know the
outcome of going along. Maybe I refuse because I don't know what's coming to me. Why not accept
what comes on my path - because it will happen anyway. Whether they are the real-world
consequences of my previous choices or just random events that I run into. Let me admit to myself
I'm not in control. Can I develop some self-control instead? For happiness, breeding self-esteem
does not work as well as developing self-control27.
26 Basic instruction for mindfulness meditation are part of the program.
27 http://www.willpowered.co/learn/self-esteem-vs-self-control

My takeaway: The river of life continues streaming when a pile of rock has changed its
course.

"Loss" is "change"
When I felt that I was in a new life situation, caused by the breakup, I called it: "loss". I might have
just regarded the change as: "change" or even "new opportunities". But for that, I was too much
attached to the comfort zone.
My attachment to a relationship that had been ripped from me caused all this suffering. So what I
saw I could do now, is heal my inner "wound" caused by the "loss". To do so, I adapted my mind,
and I called that "surrender". My surrender was me accepting the change for something inevitable.
Next step for me was one that I could not make easily either. I did not even see it yet. It would be to
stop interpreting the change as "nothing but loss". Instead, I could look at it as an invitation to
letting go, a reminder of continuous change, a call for adaptation.
It took me quite some time to see this clearly: emotional disturbance had troubled the water. The
disturbed mind is like a pool of muddy water. My meditation teacher had taught me: if the mind is
not clear, sit still and look how things clear up. In fact, I was only able to do this on the very
afternoon that I wrote these lines.
The attachments were strong and, as I've analyzed, strongly influenced by my psychological
makeup. This includes my traumas, my beliefs, and my habitual patterns. Yet, the feeling of "loss"
had not completely and for ever evaporated at the moment I first saw that "loss" was just my
interpretation of "change".
My takeaway: Meditation is simple: sit still and let the mind get calm.

Hidden power
One important core idea of virtually all wisdom traditions is that each of us individually holds the
power to lead and heal our lives. In some traditions, this is framed as surrendering to what people
see as a higher power. In my case that higher power could simply be called: life.
Thus I knew: the wisdom for my healing is within me, and not within anyone's words. And when I
would feel that some of anyone else's truths resonated with me, then I had discovered some new
truth. Within myself, exactly where I should expect it. The resonance was like truth responding:
Yes, I'm here, I'm tuned in!
During these times of healing, I was eager to get lessons from old wisdom traditions. Be they
religious, philosophical, poetical or of any other kind. It took a lot of time and failed attempts to
apply these lessons to my life. I still don't consider myself wise. Even more: Being wise does no
good. Acting wisely does. And - I would add - acting foolish at times.
My takeaway: Old wisdom can be inspiring, but is not easily applied to life.

Fingers pointing to the moon
Like most people, I liked to believe that I am independent. Yet, at times, I was aware that actually
I'm interdependent. My whole existence, and everything that happens with me can only exist and
happen because other persons and events exist and happen. It became one of my lessons to
experience that I'm always connected with all that is happening around me.
The concept of "I, me, my" and "the Self" was functional as a focal point during "inner work". Yet,
these concepts are constructs of my mind. They are not things in reality, but a way to give meaning
to our human experience. The same is true for "independence," "interdependence", "relationship",

"love", "ego", "trauma" and a lot of other concepts in this book. In the end, none of these concepts
holds the answer, for they are just fingers pointing to the moon.
"Knowing with the intellect" that I am interdependent, is not quite the same as "experiencing and
living" that truth.
My takeaway: Experiencing a truth is definitely a different way of learning than reading
about it.

Love serves connectedness
The opposite of my feelings of disconnectedness is me being surrounded by Love. Interdependently
- for I am surrounding others as well. Love then fulfills a deep and universal human need, that I
would call: the need for connectedness. When I look how I had tried to fulfill that need, I find that I
was totally mixed up! I was needy of reassurance that I'm being loved and worthy of love.
The human need to be in a close relationship with one or more individuals is embedded in our
genes. We are very much social animals. How we experienced the quality of the bond with our
caregivers early on in life defines how we will attach to lovers later on. I was preoccupied with the
relationship, tending to worry about whether my parents loved me - and I just copied this pattern in
the relationship with my wife. My separation anxiety was deeply ingrained in me.
My takeaway: I have been copying the relationship with my parents in my love relationships.
*
Every day, and every night, I missed my life companion. Feeling lonely in the house that I had
found for the three of us, was undeniable. What was it exactly that made me feel so miserable? Had
I arrived at the final frontier of my life's truth, one that I could not pass? These are the kind of
questions that I deal with in the next chapter.

Reflection questions
1. Is there anything in this book so far, that you consider to be true?
2. Is there anything in this book so far, that you consider to be not true, improbable or even
objectionable?
3. Can you see how your answers relate to your existing, or changing beliefs about life and
yourself?
4. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 12. Learning from ruminations and
porn
Society is made up of a vast array of communities and experiences and though you don't have to
like them all, all of them are significant pieces comprising the whole of humanity. As such, all of
them are worthy of respectful consideration.28
*
How strange: the compartments of my mind. I was being videoed as a teacher for a promotional
video of the institute. How confident, lively and good-humored I appear. After the video shoot I
went to visit friends. It was one of the early weekends, my wife was in the Alps with her new
friend. I wanted company and distraction too! With the family we made a hiking tour. On the shore
of a mountain lake a couple was laying down, holding and kissing each other. I longed for Love,
and I remembered it had been prophesied to me. But for now I missed it deeply.
During the night, the compartment full of sadness broke open. I laid on my bed in my friends'
downstairs guest room. Crying out loud, I felt my life had gone wrong totally. No confidence,
liveliness or good feelings. Sadness and loneliness instead, and the silent wish someone would hear
me and come to console me.
My takeaway: The mind has compartments where emotions can be contained, for some time.

Not feeling at home
During my childhood and youth, I had quite often missed strong bonds with my parents, brothers or
friends. I had often felt lonely and unsafe. My longing for belonging grew all the bigger - and so did
my "neediness" in a love relationship.
I don't think I'm an extreme case of that. Issues with not-belonging, disconnectedness and loneliness
are universal among men and women. Paralyzing fear that there is no way out meets the soul
exactly at breakup, this moment of despair.
As emigrants in Germany, my wife, daughter and I lived at a place where neither of us really
belonged. We were not fully connected to the local social web. At least not like most people who
have lived somewhere for decades. This was a fact, but I was not aware how much it affected us.
I had my choirs, my club, some friends, and Facebook. Plus my family. I thought I was blessed.
Spending hours on social media, in an attempt to connect with people far and close disconnected me
from my most nearby loved ones. I guess that the issues of our personalities and marriage became
more prominent to my wife when we lived more "isolated" in Germany.
My takeaway: Trying to connect with others is no substitute for connecting with myself and
my loved ones.

Living with life companions
When I left home at 21, many of my peers had found their life companions or at least companions
for that time in their lives. Many of them also lost them again after some months or years, but the
search never stopped. Companionship seemed the best thing in the world, and loneliness its sad
opposite. I believed that I, at one point in my life, had found the perfect partner to abide with me till
the day I would die.
28 Chauntelle Tibbals, sociologist

Soon after my wife said she wanted to let loose in love, I started dating. I met a woman who seemed
to look at me as her (next) life companion. This time I did not want her as one, and I found it
difficult to know why not. We are picky, and we don't know very well how we pick, do we?
Then the next woman who came in my life gave me the idea she was not sure - which made me
unsure...
My takeaway: In me, so far, there is a continuous tendency to look for a life companion.

Doubting the idea of "life companionship"
The thought occurred to me that life companions die too. About half of the people who have found
a life companion, still die without their spouse, when they are old and would "need" one.
Now that I felt left alone at age 52, I began to question the idea of "life companionship". Is it a
prerequisite for happiness - for me, and for anyone? I came to understand that "life companionship"
was my mental construct. One that made me dependent on the approval of others. The idea had
become obstructing my happiness. I had mixed up the concepts of "life companionship", "romantic
relationship", and "marriage" altogether.
Good relationships build good lives. A good relationship can be defined as one where the people
involved can count on each other. So it makes perfect sense that I got upset when my relationship
with the one whom I had always counted on, ended. Unexpectedly. And it makes perfect sense that
I wanted it to be restored as soon as possible. And that I started to develop new relationships
parallel to the one that was breaking up. I wanted to develop a friendship with the woman I loved
still. For also in a caring friendship we could count on each other, I hoped. Finally, it makes sense
that I get to the bottom of my being unfulfilled with love. In order to improve my life’s foundation
around connection and love. Because it makes no sense to try to stay in my love relationship when I
am not able to connect well, in a deep and meaningful way.
But we’re human. When we breakup we want a quick fix. Something that we can get. Something
not as messy and complicated as a love relationship.
Half of the partners "leave" their loved one - because they die. Half of the marriages break up
before one of them dies. So with one loved one, you are not on the safe side. And I thought: why
wouldn't I start living in a community, as a kind of extended love relationship? Yet, the concept of
community living had never appealed to me much. It didn't "land" as a realistic image of my future
life.
One of my questions came to be: How will I be cared for when I will need care? If it is not by that
important one, who should abide with me till I die?
The answers I found are threefold:
Self: be at ease with yourself, your life, and enjoy the beauty of solitude
Friends & family: accidental or long-lasting, practical or romantic, far away or living
under one roof
3. Professional care: where the others can't take care enough, I need the pros.
1.
2.

This is not to say there is no place for a life companion in my life. It is much simpler: he or she is
not the indispensable condition for my care. But I don't always feel that way.
My takeaway: My beliefs about relationships, community living and love define what I'm
looking for.

Some loneliness is OK
From the schoolyard, I know what it is to stand alone. Not knowing how to make friends, and
starting to settle with my loneliness. One part of me has never liked being alone, another part
appreciated it as a sign of me being different. I for myself have always been quite comfortable with
not fitting in so much - as long as I would have a partner, that is.
I have been called "a narcissist" and "a wall". I guess because people have felt how difficult it can
be to connect with me. Me, who was connecting with students, colleagues, neighbors and shop
assistants with ease... But of course not on the most intimate level.
I could not avoid to look into such abysses of my mind when lying awake long nights and
ruminating about my life. More and more I can see now how my personality played its part in the
breakup. How this personality is not something I had chosen, but something that has grown over
time. Bringing my awareness to all which is going on "inside" could at least shed some light on
these hidden sides of me. That "wall" for instance that is the "me" that refuses any critique. It is the
"me" that does not want to be restricted.
My takeaway: Hidden sides of my personality came to light as a result of the breakup.

Truth and perfection
For long I believed that I had to be “perfect Ton”. Combining what my parents taught me, and how
I interpreted the words of my wife: I believed I should behave "better". Their standard was better,
they held the ideal of perfection. Like most people, I had chosen my partner to be like one of my
parents.
Now is the time to become clear about my imperfection. This is who I am, this is all, this human
being is complete. I may not always be happy with myself, nor will my partner. That is a fact of life,
not something to suffer for. I know I'm good enough, good enough for somebody's love, and good
enough for life.
My takeaway: I had never been aware of a contradiction between my beliefs about being
imperfect.

Becoming who I am
My first responsibility then is to become who I really am, in the deepest sense of my being. Not to
become who my parents or partner want or wanted me to become.
This intention may sound selfish. Indeed, it is quite different from wanting to be "perfect in
everybody's eye", like "pleasers" do.
How would I become who I really am? By sharpening my awareness of what's going on in me, and
in my life. A way inwards, that is less about doing the right thing, or even understanding right,
wrong or myself. This way is about being, and going that way is a goal in itself. It is not an easy
path, there is little guidance available.
My takeaway: To become who I am starts with becoming aware of what is hidden inside.

Begetting contentment
I started to experience the shift. I shifted from a place where I neglected and rejected myself to a
place where I came to accept and care for myself. I also experienced more loving kindness towards
feelings and persons that I'd been adverse to.
Self-acceptance begets contentment. People who accept themselves naturally, may not even know

how lucky they are in this respect. Contentment is not where a lazy life of laissez-faire starts. It is
where life energy gets freed.
My takeaway: Self-acceptance is not a given for everyone.

Trying to overcome disconnectedness
Some people go great length to be accepted socially. It motivates them to work out, to spend more
than they can afford on clothes, jewelry, and make-up. Maybe they will go places where they don't
feel at ease. I suppose they do all that and more to meet people who are kind to them. That kindness
makes them feel connected or at least accepted.
This behavior has a high chance of failure to connect: is the person true to himself? Are the others
authentic in their kindness and connecting?
I joined a group that gathered in a nearby city and organized a party where everyone should come
dressed up. I came in a Buddhist monk outfit. I stole the show, and I expressed myself on the dance
floor. Most of the company was half my age or younger.
One of them was curious enough to ask me why I'd join such a young gang. I answered that I
enjoyed their company, and so I did. But I didn't tell that I'd come to find a woman whom I could
make love to, for I felt ashamed of that intention at that moment.
At the end of the evening, I drove a lovely young gal home, but I did not dare to express my wish to
make love to her. Shame had played with my self-esteem and not much had remained, at that
moment. I drove home, more aware of my loneliness than before.
Later on, I realized that it's not making love, but intimate loving touch that I was longing for. A
one-night stand is certainly not a guarantee for that to occur.
My takeaway: Connecting with new people can both satisfy and destroy the feeling of
connectedness.
*
Dressing up as a Buddhist monk, dancing like a fool... That was not only the act of a neurotic erotic,
it was also the play of a child. My inner child was there with me, and in that sense, I was not
ashamed at all. I loved to connect with my inner child and embrace what would come up inside. I
should be living a second childhood, maybe.
My takeaway: To be playful like a child can erase a lot of sorrow.

Going out and suffering loneliness
Much of the advice to separated people is about going out and doing things they would never have
done while in the relationship. For good reasons, it seems: "First, it will get you out and back into
the light. Second (and more important) you will see that there is a life that can exist for you that
your partner is not a part of.29”
When I went out, how much pain did I evade? And how much did I learn about me being alone?
Was I true to myself - and in that sense having real fun, or was I full of tension?
Well, yes, I was tense, and loneliness kicked back in. It was a good lesson, and it was good that I
did this only once. Like when you'd smoke your first cigarette, and feel bad afterwards. You'd not
develop the addiction, probably. - Oh wait, people still get addicted to smoking, even if it works out
bad the first time. It appears to be how addiction develops. First I ease the pain. After some time,
29 It's a quote, but I've lost the source. Sorry.

the pain gets back a little worse. And then I take the same pain killer again. This might as well be
true for people going places while in a breakup.
My takeaway: Going out to meet others can increase the feeling of loneliness.
The question "I feel lonely, how can I be
more OK alone?" is one of the issues the
program helps you dealing with.

Skip this paragraph if you don't want to read the words
"porn" and "masturbation"
First: why do I include paragraphs on sex and other private or “embarrassing” topics?
Because “the private parts” play a role in emotional and spiritual development. Modern culture
teaches people to keep them out. In a way, we all learn to not look at the complete picture of our
existence. It thus defines our comfort zones, beliefs and desired outcomes. All this is the same: it
shapes our prison, it keeps us unfree and unable to choose what is good for us.
I think it’s a good thing to keep private things private, most of the time. Privacy protects us from
too much embarrassment, from confrontations with our peers. I don't make love on the city square.
*
I became obsessed with online porn for some time. The combination of porn and masturbation has
the effect of instant gratification. "Do you miss physical contact and sexual arousal? Here it is,
ready for consumption. Do you miss the love from another person? Then a next round will help you
distract."
Taboos are no friends if you need to look deep in your soul. Sex is still kind of taboo with me and
the society where I live in. Sex with yourself is total taboo. So a person who is missing physical
contact in her or his life, can masturbate to compensate, look at porn meanwhile or whatever.
Healing her or his sex life together with a partner is under the spell of those same taboos. She or he
has to find out once that partner is out of reach.
I was fantasizing to have sex with my own wife, and with other attractive women that I had met or
knew vaguely. My sex life was highly interesting, would it have been real.
I even fantasized about my wife having sex with her new lover. This was exciting and painful. This
seems to fit the description of sadomasochism, and I'd never known I was into that.
With a mind so disturbed like mine at the time, there is no restriction. In fact, I lost a certain
"sensitivity" to what was right and wrong for me. I was not sure which kind of pain to evade and
which kind of pain to pervade. I was a mental mess, and I knew it.
I needed a friend to speak to. Did I have at least one in my German neighborhood with whom I felt
connected and confident enough? I was not sure...
My takeaway: I easily feel embarrassed to talk or write about sex, even though rationally I
think sex is a very normal subject of conversation.

Reflection questions
1. How much have you been connected to your parents and family? To your partners and other

important ones?
2. Does fear play a role in your wish to be with a partner - or maybe your current wish to be
without a partner?
3. What are you longing for in a love relationship? Can you see how this is related to what a child
wishes in his life?
4. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 13. Was the breakup a blessing in
disguise?
At times, we are the bridge that allows another to re-enter the world after a loss. Don't mistake it
for more, or its beauty may be lost.30
*

Throwing away pride
A few days after coming back from the ceremony, I called Elias, nickname Cheese. He had become
a close friend and lived nearby.
He was the first whom I told what was going on in my life, and who saw how broken I was. He felt
sorry and did not know what to say precisely, of course. He made us a coffee and searched half the
kitchen for some chocolate bar. Apparently he remembered how much I liked something sweet with
coffee. True friendship he gave. And the most important part: some esteem and appreciation, seeing
the worthy man in me. That was exactly what I needed in this low of self-esteem.
Upon visiting him and telling my story, I knew now that I had the strength of throwing away pride
and reaching out for help.
My takeaway: You need a friend, and allow yourself to show your vulnerability.

Personal worth
Throwing away pride is the opposite of giving up personal worth. Personal worth is inborn. A
young born has it, that's why its parents and all of society give it so much love, care, and affection.
"This notion is certainly consistent with spiritual teachings emphasizing that human worth is a
universal given, not a commodity that arbitrarily comes and goes. It's not tied to achievement or
performance, nor can would-be judges decree it. It is a God-given gift that simply is. None of us
acts in a manner that is perfectly consistent with innate worth, but each individual's value is
nonetheless inextricably tied to the status of being human, period.31"
When my parents criticized me, I often felt I lost personal worth and freedom. A strong reaction in
me was to shy away from them, to hide what I did, in order not to be criticized more. To be able to
deal with criticism requires a strong feeling of self-worth, or at least the feeling of being safe in the
relationship.
My takeaway: In my childhood, I have formed a pattern of shying away from criticism.

30 Danielle Pierre, author and life-coach
31 The Anger Trap: Free Yourself from the Frustrations that Sabotage Your Life (affiliate link)

How criticizing hurts the relationship
When my wife criticized my behavior, I repeated that imprinted reaction pattern of not taking it in.
Critique to me meant: the relationship is in danger - so how can I evade this risk?
Here's an example: When my wife was visiting me one day, we embraced each other in the kitchen,
like we had done so often before. After some seconds, she said the words: “sour washing cloth”.
This was her common expression when she smelled a kind of sour on my face, probably coming
from a washing cloth.
She then ended the embrace. And I? I felt rejected. Internally it was like: “This is why she rejects
me. I should have prevented that smell. (punishing myself). She should not reject me for this (want
to blame her).” I said: “That is why I never want a relationship with you anymore. For you pushing
me away because of that smell.” And she responded: “I did not. I wanted to end the embrace
anyhow, it was the time for me to end it.”
This pattern has this aspect of me not accepting myself, and then projecting my self-sabotage onto
her.
Most often, I did not want to pay much attention to her critical words. I would take every remark as
a reproach. Often I not even wanted to defend myself but wanted to neglect the remark. These
personality traits (called: defensiveness and stonewalling) are known grounds for divorce. 32
Instead of getting angry, I shrugged my shoulders to restore my endangered belief of personal
worth. Maybe I would start to whistle, as an unconscious reaction to the threat and fear inside. I also
quite often responded with criticizing her. Then she, clever enough, criticized me for such a
reaction. Guess what this circle did to our relationship. We interfered less and less with each other.
That result certainly was kind of comfortable, compared to squabbling. How dysfunctional marital
communication can be!
These insights only came months after our breakup. Diving into such emotions and beliefs helped
me to "grow" emotionally and spiritually.
My spiritual path is not something I can convey through words. It is not something any person can
"take on" or "reproduce" by reading about it. Reading about someone who ate a meal and shares his
detailed recipe, won't fill your stomach, does it?
In a best case scenario, my writing would inspire my readers to cook their own meal. So, use your
ingredients and appliances, according to your appetite. Honestly, I don't think that my "growth" was
something special. Everyone can heal and grow.
My takeaway: A good relationship needs a safe and loving place for critical communication.

Guidance - cosmic or what?
During this phase of the breakup I was still very uncertain about my response. Friends, blogs, or
someone's story would give no clear sign for what would be good for me to do. They were
contradictory and coming to me from everywhere, inevitably. At some point, any word seemed like
wisdom. I sensed I even was becoming superstitious...!
I had hitchhikers in my car, half my age, sharing with me their wisdom about life. One of them told
me that the time alone with her father had been so important to her, always. As the father of a
daughter of 12 years, I took it as a little gem of guidance to remember.
I believe everybody holds deep resources of love and wisdom, whether the person is or isn't aware
of it. Some guidance and help may be needed to get at it. The reverse is true as well: those who
need guidance can just as well be guides. So, with the wisdom and love that people simply have,
32 http://www.goodtherapy.org/therapy-for-divorce.html

they can serve as guide to others as well.
This double-sided coin of being human shows us a strong foundation for feeling connected. These
qualities are independent from how we feel, or how much self-esteem we hold at any given
moment.
My takeaway: I can learn from anybody as long as I don't believe I'm right and know all I
need to know.

When in fear, I can't hear
Having shared with Elias should have taught me the beauty and effectiveness of sharing my "shit"
with a friend. Yet, from that moment on I didn't call any other friend. I did not reach out for help. I
rather wanted an angel to land, a love being that would touch my wounds and heal me on the spot.
Fear can go with grief, low self-esteem, loneliness and other painful feelings. It has an important
effect on the brain: it closes us off. I don't take in anything from outside anymore because that is
where the threat comes from. When in fear, I can't hear. Instead, my mind and body "freeze". I
focus on my thoughts to overcome the threat.
When the feeling of loss was fresh, cold and painful, I was totally focusing on the loss. I thought
that the connection and the comfort that I had lost belonged to me. I believed that I could not be
happy if it would not come back to me. I had become an animal, living by fear.
Being fearful, my mental functioning was distorted. I had too many stress hormones to function
normally, and these obstructed my perspective. Fear, for all, blinds our outlooks on the possible
future.
My takeaway: The fearful mind is a blinded mind that cannot see properly.

Comfort versus happiness
When I think of my breakup, and when I call it a "blessing in disguise" it is because I went through,
and found a greater happiness than ever before. This is not the kind of happiness that makes me
flying around like in a fairy tale. Nor is it the happiness of endless contentment and fulfillment with
life. The happiness that I attained is the access to the reality of my life. I am more aware of what is
going on inside me. There is more certitude that in the here and now I can be, relax and experience
life fully.
There is a surprising talk33 of psychologist Dan Gilbert.In it he says that "[f]rom field studies to
laboratory studies, we see that winning or losing an election, gaining or losing a romantic partner
[italics added - tb], getting or not getting a promotion, passing or not passing a college test, on and
on, have far less impact [on happiness - tb], less intensity and much less duration than people expect
them to have. This almost floors me. A recent study showing how major life traumas affect people
suggests that if it happened over three months ago, with only a few exceptions, it has no impact
whatsoever on your happiness."
What might serve as an explanation for my totally different experience? I escaped through the
valley of sadness. I got to a deep low, and I did choose to go through that. I went there to heal my
deep inner "wounds" and come out stronger at the other side of it.
Maybe most subjects of the studies Gilbert refers to "close" themselves, in order to not feel the pain.
After some time, they manage to get back to their former state of comfort, calling that happiness. As
long as I believed that I could "get my partner back" by doing or saying "the right thing"... I was
trying to get back to the old comfort zone myself. Once I had accepted that I could not come back to
the former comfort zone... once I had surrendered to my changed life conditions... the mind started
33 http://www.ted.com/talks/dan_gilbert_asks_why_are_we_happy

to work on a new definition of happiness "by its own means".
So, when I suffer from a loss, a pleasant outcome may be to undo the loss. The better outcome, yet,
is to find my way to deal with the suffering. This will make both this situation and future losses so
much more bearable. It will decrease my fears for losses and make my whole life more enjoyable. If
you want to try this on, it won't be "easy". Healing takes painstaking work.
My takeaway: Rather than undoing a loss, I'd better learn to deal with the suffering caused
by loss.
*

Certain thoughts stimulate suffering
One more remark on "blessing in disguise". It does matter, I assume, when I somehow feel
responsible, guilty or whatever. Or when I'm focusing on the blame of others for my loss. These are
the kind of thoughts that create more suffering than the loss itself. That exactly is the point for me in
this "science of happiness". It's not any fact of life, it's not even the interpretation of that fact as
"unpleasant". It is the many accompanying thoughts that get me into big suffering... or not.
Here is one more example. When my wife said she would come at 1 o'clock, and she was 3 hours,
or even only 15 minutes late, I was angry. Angry - and afraid to show it to her. Thinking about what
she was doing with her new lover caused my sorrow, nothing else. I got pain in my stomach,
probably it was unreleased rage about her preferring him and leaving me. I could not become angry
on her because I loved her still and hoped to "get" her back.
My takeaway: The combination of jealousy and a kind of inauthenticity broke my inner
strength into pieces.
The question "I am jealous, how can I start
to find my cool?" is one of the issues the
program helps you dealing with.

There is no "momentopia"
The whole idea of "mindfulness" and "being in the moment" is not to reach utopia. There is no
"momentopia". Being in the moment causes a healthy way of lightness. Any emotion can be
experienced in the moment that I am aware of it. It does not get mixed up with all kind of worries,
o l d patterns, and ruminations. Yet, it is easy to lose the mindful state. Even for experienced
mindfulness meditators, they say.
*
At some point, I felt like a shipwrecked person on a piece of wood that gets more and more soaked
with sea water. This piece of wood represents sadness, a soft feeling that offers some "stability".
I would drown if I didn't let go off this piece of wood. And I feared I would drown if I would.
Someone needed to say to me: "This sadness is a process you are going through. Better times are
yet to come." In the next chapter, I will tell about that prophet showing up in my life.
My takeaway: Being mindful instantly reduces suffering of both body and mind pains.

Reflection questions
1. Do you find yourself blaming someone else for the hurt you experience?
2. Deep inside, do you want a restoration of your relationship, or do you want to develop as a
person having this experience?
3. How much is your personal worth affected by the breakup?
4. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 14. I met a prophet. A real one.
A man has to learn that he cannot command things, but that he can command himself; that he
cannot coerce the wills of others, but that he can mold and master his own will: and things serve
him who serves Truth; people seek guidance of him who is master of himself.34
*
My friend Ben came all the way from Switzerland to keep me company for a day. Ben had divorced
many years before. He had known love again. Ben himself is - I had always thought so - a
wonderful father for his children, and friend to me and others. And Ben knew me good enough to
say what I needed to hear from his mouth.
"Ton," he said, "you are such a good person. Maybe your wife cannot see it now, maybe you are
even not convinced yourself. You have the power to go through all this shit, for it is shit, and come
stronger out of it."
It was beautiful to hear Ben's trust in me, and I was sure that I could trust him when he said: "Life
will be good again, Ton. You are within a process that takes time. You may not be able to see that
now, but I can assure you, there will come better times. Much better times, and new love."
We smoked a cigarette to inhale that thought.
My takeaway: If you meet a friend in distress, check whether they can find some trust in their
future.

Loaded with full responsibility
The idea that I'm the creator of my life loaded me with full responsibility. What should I do? What
was right? Would there at least be some guiding principles for how to decide when old securities
have fallen away?
Some spiritual people will tell you: "Trust that you have all the answers." On the second day of the
ayahuasca ritual, this was a feeling that came - from I don't know where. It resonated with my
personal philosophy. But I was completely out of tune with the universe and did not easily get the
trust I would have any answers at all.
I so much wanted to have more help, more guidance. Plus, I wanted not to be alone with my
loneliness, I wanted company to learn to deal with it. So I looked for company, for guidance, for
trust to replace my fear.
My takeaway: When I had regained some trust in my future, could I trust I had all the
answers in myself.

Guidance on the web
There is a lot of useful information on the internet for dealing with all kind of emotions. Let me
start you on your research with two examples.
An Australian website had guidance for people coping with separation (divorce or breakup) 35. For
men in separation, they have a well-composed guide36 to "manage" their situation, assuming that
they are not the initiator of the separation. That's not a bad idea: the site claims that women initiate
two-thirds of separations of man-woman-relationships.
34 James Allen, author
35 http://www.mindhealthconnect.org.au/coping-with-divorce-or-breakup
36 http://www.relationships.org.au/relationship-advice/publications/pdfs/copy_of_men_and_separation.pdf

Not always is it clear who "initiated", but as a general distinction it will do. Initiator and noninitiator go through partly the same, partly different emotions.
Both initiators and non-initiators deal with grief and loss. I found a site with cohesive suggestions
for that37. The site also makes clear what is normal grieving, and when grieving becomes
"complicated grief", that might lead to "depression" - and what would be commendable.
My takeaway: There are more and less effective ways of dealing with grief of a breakup.
The question "I feel depressed, what will lift
me up?" is one of the issues the program
helps you dealing with.

Counselors
As described, in general the feelings of loss are strong when the relationship has lasted for long.
The feelings need processing, and offer the opportunity for personal growth and development.
Personally, I have taken counsel from a befriended therapist and from a befriended meditation
teacher, visiting the first, emailing with the other. They both knew me already a long time, and so
we had a personal connection of trust established already. Trust to speak up, and trust in the
approach of the counselor are of course necessary to get value out of their counsel. Their responses
helped me to find direction in the road to recovery I was taking: my journey within.
There is critique on the psychiatric and psychological view on how people deal with grief. Some
say that psychs tend to describe and treat this healthy emotional process as an "illness". Or that they
create "patients", people who are dependent on paid treatment. Or that psychs are silently
accommodating the development of an impersonal society. They function, they say, as the last
resort of personal attention, in a society that has no time and place for people who suffer and need
someone to cuddle them...
I don't have a conclusive opinion here. Personal and moral views on human life, health, help, and
love play a role. Who is able to define the "right view" here?
My takeaway: I discovered useful orientation on my path with the help of two trusted
professional counselors.

On online self-help forums
With the help of some friends, books and a lot of introspection and meditation, I came a long way. I
joined two online self-help forums, where people posted about their difficulties during separation
and divorce.
I think such online and offline self-help groups can be very worthwhile. One risky thing is that
people affirm each other in being victims of their partners' behavior. In its core, "I am your victim,"
is like saying: "I feel low because you decide what I'm worth."
In online forums, I discovered that people all go through the same feelings. Men and women,
leavers and left behind persons, use the same words. They have pretty much the same experiences
to share. Online we help each other, without a gender gap. I saw little to no flirting or dating
happening. Most conversations were sincere and on-topic.
I had the idea that "being left" is different for women and for men. Even more so: that "leaving" or
"being left" arise totally different emotions. Yet, the "separation" part is the same. It evokes the
37 http://www.helpguide.org/articles/grief-loss/coping-with-grief-and-loss.htm

same emotions of grief.
Still, more men than women suffer poorer physical and emotional health after separation.
"The harmful effects may very well be stronger for men. Men may receive less support from friends
or family, in part because men may be less likely to seek out this support. If you know a guy who
has recently gone through a breakup, don’t assume that he’s taking it easily. It is important to
provide the same help and sympathy to women. Yet women may have an easier time seeking a
confidant and asking for help." 38
Feeling "left behind" I felt "out of control" of what happened in my life. This constituted was a
considerable factor in my suffering. Regaining or having the feeling of "being in control" of your
life is a known cause for more happiness.
My takeaway: Those who are leaving and those are being left both experience grief of their
loss.

Unbalanced perspective
A critical note. Self-help groups and online forums around breakup tend to attract those who admit
they suffer. Those who don't, or deny their suffering aren't found there much. Most of those who
have solved their issues have moved on. Some will stay for some time, to help others. To me, this is
the most kind human behavior you'll find online.
So what I often found is a slightly unbalanced perspective. This felt as a warm welcome at first.
Quite some users are online to find an outlet for struggles with their "exes". Often, the outlet makes
them write long messages. They sound like a scream for compassion, or help.
Writing in my private diary was my way of writing such a long message. At first I focused on my
own process, more than on that of others. That's how I got to the point that I tried to help others in
bigger trouble.
The processes we go through are non-linear, non-programmable, non-progressive. Here is an
example. One afternoon - on a sunny terrace in Vitry, France - I felt totally at ease and contented
with my life. I wished to stay with what I dubbed the Vitry feeling. That evening I arrived in the
home left alone, and did not know what to think, feel, or do. Put differently: I am out of control of
my mind state.
The only thing I can control - more or less - is where I put my awareness. This is a powerful force.
My "guidance" for myself and others is to get that awareness awake and focused on the pain points.
That is where and when healing takes place.
My takeaway: Experiencing that I am out of control of my state of mind is both freeing and
uneasy.

For "I's" for valuing advice
Evaluating the value of any kind of advice, counseling or what you want to call it, is not easy. I
have these "standards" for you, as my rule of thumb:
Inner wisdom - Does the advice feel liberating, empowering? It may not be easy, but is it
in line with your own deepest inner wisdom?
2. Internalized knowledge - The advisor speaks from a source of both knowledge and
personal experience
3. Impartial - Do you trust the advisor to be trying to help you, and that (s)he does not have
1.

38 https://www.psychologytoday.com/blog/it-s-man-s-and-woman-s-world/201412/why-breakups-are-actuallytougher-men

any other interest?
4. Independent - Your money, gratefulness, or attention should not mean too much for the
advisor
As a last note on guidance: there are many forms and formulas that may help. Professionals can be
great advisors, and so can friends who know you. Also, people in self-help groups can mean the
world to you39.
Imagine you need to find a new place to live. In that case, you may want some "solution oriented
advice" that is readily applicable. Great, if that solves the issue. But you don't only want "solution
oriented advice" when you are sick of grief. The guidance that you need must, first of all,
acknowledge the grief and allow some space to it. Secondly, it must console you and help you calm
your mind. Without consolation, you can't go any further. Only then there is room for learning how
to deal with grief.
Some grief will easily release, once addressed and be seen for what it is. Some other parts of grief
need a longer time for healing. In those cases, you will go deep inside and work on old emotional
issues. When feeling hurt, one often doesn't know completely what help one needs. The four
standards given above should help you to discern useful from less useful help.
My takeaway: People who are in shock or grief, need their time and space to first experience
this.

Give mindfulness a try?
To focus on uneasy feelings to feel more at ease is counterintuitive. Many people will never ever
give this practice of mindfulness a try.
This practice of mindfulness may be difficult at first, but it is freeing. I myself do this inner work
with an unpleasant feeling as its object. When I do, the feeling starts to change and dissect.
Focusing on the feeling is not the same as thinking. The less I think about it, but just observe, the
more I experience this change.
My thoughts of being a victim, or anything else that I tell myself, create my so-called identity. But
thoughts like these can not hold for long if I don't spend attention to them. Buddhist teacher Pema
Chödrön's has a good take on interrupting the story people are telling themselves40.
My takeaway: Mindfulness meditation works not by thinking, but rather by observing.

A prophet
I started this chapter telling you about the conversation with Ben, who became a prophet.
Meeting this prophet was an important step on the road to emotional healing and renewed trust in
my life. Like in stories, hearing the prophecy did not mean my bad times were over. I could not
reasonably believe that from that day on, my life would be all gumdrops and unicorns. There was
more shit to come. And I was charged with the full responsibility to deal with it.
Ben's words have accompanied me along the way. When I began dating. When the woman I fell in
love with appeared not to be my new life companion. And then, when I decided for drastic changes
in my life. But about that, I will tell later.
My takeaway: Whatever people say or prophecy to me, it is still me who interprets their
words.
39 You can join the community and buddy system of the program for sharing issues and getting help.
40 http://www.eomega.org/article/life-without-the-story-line

The question "How do I start to let go my
emotional baggage?" is one of the issues the
program helps you dealing with.

Reflection questions
1. How does your belief about (not) being a victim affect your life and emotions?
2. If you trust you hold all the answers, how can you access them? If you don't, where do you think
you'll find them?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 15. It still could get more grim
"The Yogic sages say that all the pain of a human life is caused by words, as is all the joy. We
create words to define our experience and those words bring attendant emotions that jerk us
around like dogs on a leash. We get seduced by our own mantras (I'm a failure... I'm lonely... I'm a
failure... I'm lonely...) and we become monuments to them. To stop talking for a while, then, is to
attempt to strip away the power of words. It is to stop choking ourselves with words, to liberate
ourselves from our suffocating mantras."41
*
One evening during these grim weeks, my wife gave me a massage. I was lying on the floor, almost
naked, and I felt the care of her hands on my skin. I drank every touch as a token of her love for me.
It was truly relaxing and released sad feelings from my body. When she stopped, I fell asleep. Only
to wake up when she slipped away to go to her friend's place.
Sleep did not find me again when I had gone upstairs to my bed. My mind was with her and where
she was.
My takeaway: Massage can release sadness and other emotions.

Emotions are deaf for reasoning
My nights were terrible. No deep sleep would come to dissolve my emotional pain. I ruminated till
dawn and got up even more tired than when I went to bed.
I needed some coping mechanism for the emotional pain that I felt. I wanted to deal with it and
learn how to do that. While trying to calm my mind, I looked the pain in the eye. And then two
things became clear to me:
1. I'm full of fear that the pain of loneliness will become stronger than I can bear, will rip me apart,
and kill me. The strongest emotion now is my fear of this pain to become unsurvivable. It was
important to me to understand that my fear was bigger than the actual pain.
2. When I do nothing, I'll see that both the pain and the fear of the pain are emotions that I am
having. They are displaying in my mind, they are a function of my mind, like many other functions.
So: they are smaller than me! And: there is an observer in me - call it: my awareness - that can
observe them. These emotions disturb my consciousness, they are filling it up, like ghosts. But can
they kill me, like a bullet or a venom could? Of course not - they are a sensation: they have come
up, they will calm down.
I tried to remember some other time that I was really upset when I was a little boy. I asked myself:
"Well, did the mind calm down and did you survive with that memory?" And I answered to myself:
"Exactly. This is such a moment. It feels overwhelming, but you can be sure that you will not
drown."
This logic helped to calm the mind, but often only for a few seconds or minutes. Emotions are deaf
for reasoning, they have their own ways.
To know I would survive was one (important) point to reach. But survival is not enough for
happiness. I now could and would continue my life path, to get to the next points...
My takeaway: It is beneficial for my well-being to observe my emotions calmly and not be
utmost disturbed by any of them.

41

Elisabeth Gilbert, author of Eat, Pray, Love. (affiliate link)

The idea of "drowning"
I've had feelings of drowning in the high tide of emotions more than once. I'm literally not a good
swimmer, and I have almost drowned twice in my life. To me "drowning" is not a metaphor, but a
darn real feeling of near death.
At some of those moments, I had forgotten about these logical questions on survival. Or I was too
deep down to be able to think at all. Mentally suffocating it was.
The sensation of having lost love induced in me the concept of the meaninglessness of life. While I
indeed think that there is not much meaning to my life or anyone's life, this concept has a gloomy
side. Gloom enters the picture when you think you'd better never be born, or better stop living.
You should not be surprised I thought a few times about killing myself. It's another taboo to admit
that one thinks about suicide. However, I know many people consider suicide, from time to time.
The idea of "drowning" referred to this thought - dying as the better way out. I have imagined
myself hanged in the staircase. My wife - who had a key - would find me, and - so I hoped - would
be shocked, feel guilty, whatever. What withheld me from doing this?
First, and quite easy: her shock and guilt were welcome, but wouldn't serve me. It was simply my
fantasy of that reaction. I could enjoy only the fantasy, not the reality. Her real reaction might be
different, which made the whole idea even more senseless.
Second: my daughter would not have me around, and have to cope with the idea of my suicide.
Nothing but big shit, that I wanted to prevent at all cost.
Third: I felt there must be better ways out - the way through, so to speak. I could vaguely see better
times to come, and did not want to miss out. As a motivative force, it is not strong on moments like
these.
At times, a "famous suicide" is in the news (like Robin Williams', summer 2014 42). People on the
brink of suicide may feel a little "encouraged" to take the overdose, step from the chair, or in front
of a train. To my dear readers who are at this place, I'd say: don't. You want to know how my story
goes further... and yours!
New inspiration came as the light from little stars, that was just enough to lighten the path. I felt the
warm power of my love for some dear people (my wife included). I cherished memories of better
times. Some good friends reminded me of my qualities and of our wonderful friendship. Deep
within I felt I was connected, I was able to live life, like most every person. Inner force and truth
came to me again along the way.
Dealing with this kind of emotions and motives was far from rosy and shiny. The processes I've
gone through were far from linear - rather like a labyrinth.
My takeaway: Life after breakup will become even better when you learn to connect to
sources of Love bigger than you.

Losses loom larger than gains
The fear of losing a thing has a lot more impact on my behavior than the hope of gaining the same
thing. That's true for most people: they try to avoid losses and focus more on their fears than on
their hopes. (This concept of "loss aversion" stems from groundbreaking behavioral science that
won a Nobel Prize.43)
I saw how other people and I have put our focus on what we fear to prevent from happening. In a
sense, it is life preserving. It creates this incredible emotional pain when shit happens. And then, the
42 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Robin_Williams
43 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Loss_aversion

loss aversion tendency once more could strengthen and lead us on the compass of fear. That's why I
call for courage - defined here as: doing that what I dread, but know to be the right thing. Courage
helped me to get out of this loss aversive behavior, and to walk the path towards Love.
My takeaway: To know that losses loom larger than gains helped me to act with courage.

Sleepless nights
The dark of the night illuminates loneliness. I laid in my bed, looking out for someone to come. I
did not sleep nor dream. Insomnia hit.
I found kind of a solution for insomnia: water sounds. There are quite some ten hour videos on
youtube with sounds from rain, a waterfall or the breaking waves of the ocean. So I installed a set of
loudspeakers in my sleeping room and connected them to my laptop. Because of crappy wifi, the
videos often stopped. This gave me something different to worry about. During these nights, that
was only good.
The effect of the water sounds - when they kept playing - was calming and soothing. It was as if
they released some of my tension and washed it away. If need be, give it a try. You must not be
amazed that these sounds stimulate your need to piss.
Youtube also has hours long videos with other sounds for deep sleep, hypnosis, and so on. I
explored them a little bit to find what suited me when I needed it.
Unawareness has its blessings. When I finally slept, I was less aware of this incredible emotional
pain.
My takeaway: The right sounds calm the mind when it needs to be calmed.
The question "I can't sleep, how can I get
some rest?" is one of the issues the program
helps you dealing with.

The overt power of words
Thoughts, that were shaped in words, shaped many if not all of my emotions. This makes it not easy
to perceive any feeling for what it is. Is it more of a thought? Or is it an uncomfortable belief about
how things should be? Or am I interpreting a sensation in my body with no relation to words at all?
From words, the human mind makes meaning like a machine makes sausage from meat. Even
bodily sensations enter the "meaning making machine" of the brain. They turn out as a "sausage"
that tells a story.
Thoughts, silently put into words, were feeding my hurt. My counselors, friends, and the prophet
used words as well. Through their symbolic meanings, I hoped to get a step further. I was and I am
influenced by words, in every possible direction.
But you know what? Even the clearest words and the deepest insights didn't get me at a happy place
at an instant. I could not go faster on the path towards my future than the inner world would turn
and evolve.
My takeaway: Words can be wise, but when I am wise, I'm acting wisely, doing the right
things.

Body work
I started the chapter with a short episode about my wife massaging me.
In my body there's the interplay of spirit and emotions, mind and sensations. This is true for all
humans, I guess. Many forms of "body work" release both emotional pain and physical strain and
stress. That is why, a few months later, I went on to try yoga. But as always, I struggled to imitate
the movements of the instructor. They maybe were the easiest movements you can think of. Yet
imitating movements is not the easiest thing I can think of.
I suppose I'm the type of person who does his work-out behind his computer, rather than in the gym
or on a yoga mat. I had to ask myself which benefits of physical work I've been missing out. For
long I had no answer and didn't move much. Meanwhile, I have become more active with my body,
which improves my energy levels and health.
My takeaway: The body is involved in everything and it deserves more of my attention.
*
In the next chapters, I'll describe how I step by step found the road to love and connection. You
already saw me sitting in my house alone, thinking of new adventures in life. I'm aware of the fact
that this can be disgusting for those readers who are not "on the road" again. It can make them feel
envious, they may start to dislike the book and its author. What can I do? I have no other
experiences than those that I've written. I have no other continuation to my story than the one that
I'm going to tell.

Reflection questions
1. Can you remember situations during your breakup where your fear for pain was bigger than the
actual pain would be?
2. Can you remember moments when losses loomed larger than gains for you?
3. Can you think of alternatives to fearing future pain, and loss?
4. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 16. Would I get dates?
No one ever told me that grief felt so like fear. I am not afraid, but the sensation is like being afraid.
The same fluttering in the stomach, the same restlessness, the yawning. I keep on swallowing.44
*
There will be better times, I'd been told. I had the belief that failing while trying would be better
than failing without trying, so I gave it a try.
I put a classified ad in the regional newspaper. It read: "Buddhist & snuggler, 52 Y, 1,89 M. Slim,
sensitive, speaker, loves silence, irony, music. University teacher. Do you feel affinity? React
online."
I was looking for an intelligent woman who wanted to caress. Physical contact was the form of
consolation I was looking for. Caress, cuddling, maybe massaging and sex - all that. The mental
thing I would solve mentally and the physical thing physically, I thought! Only later I learned that
the longing for loving touch is a much more complex thing, and I'll get back to that.
To me, putting up a classified was pure bravery. I put my old belief to the test that I was not
attractive, not someone to cuddle with. Going to a public place to find someone looked too
dangerous to me: I feared rejection. Putting up the classified was a calculated risk I took.
My takeaway: Bravery beats old beliefs about my worthiness of love and touch.

Dealing with loss and grief
My life and a lot more, I owe to my parents. They showed me their way of dealing with loss and
grief: Show no pain. Don't dramatize. Time will heal all wounds, so leave it as it is.
A few times I asked my mother or father about their war time experiences. I knew they both had
been in very demanding situations. This is how they answered, most of the times. "Those memories
are buried. I don't feel like talking about it because it brings back all the worries and sorrows of that
time." Or: "I'll tell you another time. And by the way, how is your project going?" Only seldom did
I get some details, and then only about what actually happened, not about how they felt.
Evading painful memories, pushing them away - that, I learned at home, is the way to deal with
them. I recognized I had been doing that for large parts of my life.
I had not been in rough situations like my parents had. Yet, it seemed to me I was less successful
than them in being an emotionally stable person. Maybe for them there was more at risk? I know
that - under certain conditions - my father had violent nightmares. For sure he knew that he was
suppressing memories.
All this demonstrates the mental process of fearing the fear. My parents have lost their innocence.
Some of their friends and relatives died because of hunger or acts of war, and at a fairly young age.
It seems they have not grieved for long - there was a lot of "real work" to do when the war was
over...
Most often, nowadays, psychologists understand grief as a normal reaction to loss. Quite often as
well, they look at the process with the aim of emotional stability. Yet, I think here is more to gain
from grief, a bigger emotional development. Grief has helped me grow up, develop skills to deal
with emotions that destabilize.
I suppose my parents have processed grief in their own ways. Their wisdom and strength may just
44 C.S. Lewis, author of A Grief Observed

be different from mine. We can not measure wisdom and other personal qualities on a onedimensional scale.
My takeaway: Processing grief gave me the feeling of being connected to life.

Giving memories a place
Sometimes I read that one should and can "just let go" painful memories and emotional clutter. This
advice, it seems to me, is as useless as saying: "just let go your stuff" but not thinking about where
to put it. In the dustbin? On the attic? On the street? It needs some "processing", doesn't it?
Painful memories and emotional clutter need processing as well. Afterwards, they will let go by
themselves. There is no "master" in the human brain who can "just let go" emotional pain. If only
that was true!
Here again, the practice of mindfulness was helpful. If such a hard-to-deal-with emotion or memory
came up, I learned to look and smile at it. Breathing in and out, I let it be in my awareness. At
times, I managed not to jump on a "thought train" with it, nor to push it away out of awareness. Just
"being with it" made it fade.
Ten or twenty times a specific memory, an emotional pain would come back. It would often seem
the same as the time before. Yet, time after time it would lose some of its pain-invoking edges.
Gradually I would heal. This was true not only for recent memories and the pain they invoked. Also
older memories that were connected to the same feeling came up, and could be "healed" in the same
way.
In all honesty... this practice is a hard one to learn. One needs reminders, one may need other people
to remind one... For me, it took years to learn. The separation from my partner was what "pushed"
me towards this practice, little by little.
My takeaway: If the suffering of recent events is strong, the drive to learn to effectively deal
with emotional pain gets strong enough to follow through on that path.

Crying, me?
Boys don't cry, they say. I suppose I've cried "enough" when I was left alone as a baby, and
somewhere my system was blocked. I could only vaguely remember the feeling of tears streaming
out of my eyes - a childhood memory? As a grown up, I seldom felt one tear welling up in maybe
just one eye.
Now, Autumn 2014, I found myself crying out loud in my bed one day - and in the living room one
other day. The sadness had grown too big. The barrier to buried feelings had been partly removed.
The relief of crying made me enjoy the moment. While at the same time of course the sadness had
the opposite effect.
If I've ever experienced mixed emotions, it was then... I was a little proud of this regained capacity I wanted to show it to my wife who wasn't there... I wanted to show it to former lovers who had
questioned me about the depth of my emotions: "Look! The sadness is real, these tears are real.
They were hidden, but they were always there, didn't you know?"
My takeaway: Crying is a powerful form of releasing emotions.

Understanding loss and grief
I ran a quite realistic thought experiment with myself.
In the summer of 2014, a passenger airplane was shot out of the air above Ukraine. The story

dominated the news for a long while. I kept imagining my partner had been on that plane and lost
her life in the crash. She would have gone on a holiday trip, and I'd never hold her again. Would
that feel different, or same?
The loss would be permanent. The decision of unknown others to hit that plane in full flight would
have caused it. Many more people would morn my loss, and they would have pity with me. I would
feel very different, I guessed.
My situation was different. I could have hope my wife would return to love me as before. Her
choice to leave me was a deliberate one. Our breakup was a subject of gossip, and some people saw
me as "a failing husband". I'm not kidding, I know that has happened.
Uncertainties came up: Could I have prevented the loss? Could I do anything to get her back?
Uncertainty is synonymous to unpredictability. Now it felt very uncomfortable to live without
predictability. I wanted to know what "the future" would look like, and what I could do to make it
be a good day. These uncertainties also cost me parts of my self-image, self-confidence, and
identity.
So, the fact that my wife was not around was only part of the "loss experience". What I (and others)
believed to be the causes of her not being with me, counted a lot in the emotional impact.
Again, this made me think how beliefs "color" my emotions. I got clear how important it was to
work on my thoughts and underlying beliefs. The thought experiment had made me aware of my
need to look inside and question what I found there.
I had been feeling so many emotions and learned to know that these are part of my life. I was ready
for the next stage: to surrender to all these emotions "coming alive".
My takeaway: The emotional impact of loss was aggravated by my belief I could have
prevented it from happening.

Getting response from women
I kept looking at my email inbox all day. Would someone indeed answer my classified? Yes, and
the first one was Katie. Clearly, we both were in a "fresh" separation and longing for physical
contact. We had a few nice dates and I felt some sparks of attraction towards her.
As a first step towards physical contact, we loosened our "kiss deprivation". This was important to
both of us. But I got involved in too much emotional stuff and had to let Katie go. It seems to me,
our encounters were good and relaxing. Our meeting taught us some lessons on how to deal with
ourselves in our strange new situation.
Another classified, another woman reacting, by the name of Felicity. This time, the sparks of
attraction soon ignited some physical fireworks. Sex was on our plate, and we delighted in it. Our
conversations were engaging, and we came to like each other a lot. Her style of being with me,
speaking with me, making love with me made me feel special. At the same time, I was
overwhelmed by her affection and love. I felt myself being a stranger in someone's life.
Both experiences added up to the painful realization how much I missed my partner. Both for her
qualities, and for the familiarity.
My takeaway: Now I was strengthening my belief that I was able to compensate for the loss.

Obsessing and desiring
"Acquiring ends the fun of desiring", my father used to rhime45. Isn't it remarkable how much I
wanted my partner once I felt I'd lost her?
45 In Dutch, he said: "Het bezit van de zaak, is 't eind van 't vermaak."

I cuddled with Katie on the banks of the river Elz. I delighted in the freedom of desiring and
expressing my desire. I made love to Felicity, without being in love, and I told her so.
Experimenting with love gave me the responsibility, to be honest. I was honest with myself, to the
power of desiring, and I told no lies to them. Yet, Katie may have started to expect that I would
want to fulfill my desire by making love to her. Felicity seemed to believe I was in for a
relationship. They may have found me untrue to their desires or needs, however well I tried to
respond to those.
My takeaway: Matters of the heart, probably even the slightest flirt, do matter; they request
authenticity, honesty and responsibility.

Finding the way that fitted me
Why would I write about these private contacts in this way? My aim here is, to show an example of
what "emotional work-through" can look like. My way fitted me. Others will find other ways to
deal with their emotional stuff.
What will people who break up do? Maybe one will retreat in the house of a parent. Or walk a
pilgrim's path. Another starts copying poems and posting them on her favorite social media
platform. Someone perhaps goes watching porn a lot, or applying as an "actor" in the porn industry
- what do I know? Maybe it works, maybe it doesn't.
Clearly I was "on the move". That was probably the best thing I could do, along with soul
searching: looking what is going on inside. Under the surface, my personal ethics guided me as
well. As far as I am aware, I acted according to my ethical standards. My personal ethics are almost
identical to my beliefs about right and wrong. These were critical in guiding me along my path.
The outcome of what I choose - putting up an advert - could just as well have been a failure.
Failure, in a sense, could have been a better teacher of humility and self-examination than success.
Since success is cool, but it feeds the ego with new pride. Plus it can stop the process of looking
inwards. Failure could have taught me new things about myself. Failure would have brought up new
questions and new answers. For my hurt ego, though, success was good.
My takeaway: Notwithstanding authenticity, honesty and responsibility, I needed to
experiment with matters of the heart.

Fearful in love
Writing this chapter, brings the love for my partner to mind. It was built up in 21 years. Dating now
made me fear, that this would kill the chances of "getting my wife back". But the opposite could be
true as well. My successes with dating could convince my wife about my independence and
attractiveness. Or so I supposed. Maybe both can be true at the same time. Successful dating would
make me trust my worthiness of love a bit better.
Fear and love are mutually exclusive opposites. They won't mate. Maybe two people who date
fearfully will mate, but fear will be in the way of their love.
There are many good reasons, I have learned, to pay attention to my fears. When I become aware of
them, and when I can, I replace them with Love for all that can and will happen to me and all
around me.
There lies a 'reserve of unanswered love' behind dating classifieds, dating networks and so on. I was
amazed to find out. There were even more women answering my ads. Apart from a telephone
conversation or some emails or messages, I did not get involved with them.
My takeaway: Experimenting with Love includes paying attention to the hopes and fears of

all involved.
*
My mind would calm down every now and then. Yet, I found myself without perspective. I could
look forward till the next breath. Beyond that, even the next minute was already full of insecurity. I
looked around me, for some trust in life. Little did I know where that would come from.

Reflection questions
1. If you don't have a "master" in your mind who can "just let go" emotional pain, what else can
you do?
2. Can you see the possible growth in grieving your loss?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 17. My greatest mistake (confession)
A tree says: My strength is trust. I know nothing about my fathers, I know nothing about the
thousand children that every year spring out of me. I live out the secret of my seed to the very end,
and I care for nothing else. I trust that God is in me. I trust that my labor is holy. Out of this trust, I
live.46
*
I started teaching again in September 2014. Emotionally unstable as I was, I sometimes had a
broken voice or tears in my eyes while in class. I found that this way of being - which was new to
me - was totally OK. Students engaged even better with me and the class subject.
Connecting with students, with women, with a lovely colleague opened my eyes to a new reality.
The reality of not being alone, although feeling alone. This then slowly turned the feeling around. I
became deeper connected to fellow humans than ever before. I connected with their struggles for
happiness more easily, now that I struggled myself.

Waiting for a miracle
Where to go from here? Start a life with someone else than the partner who I'd been with for 21
years? Even though women engaged with me, I was disoriented.
My expectations for what my life would be like in, say, the upcoming 21 years, were shattered. No
one could tell me if they would come together - and I did not know whether I wished that or not. It
was a great adventure I had unwillingly stepped into. One that I maybe could begin to enjoy, when I
was on my way to meeting one of my dates...
Not knowing what is around the corner is scary, and makes one feel alive. If only I would be a little
bit more adventure-oriented, I might come to love it... Doubting the future, I found it sometimes
difficult to do anything. I wanted to trust in life. The trust had to come from within me, no doubt
about it. Any suggestion to let it come from some outside source, would not make much sense in
this phase.
I was waiting for a miracle to happen. But I had to learn that I myself would be that miracle or
nothing. There was nothing to wait for, nothing external that should change. If anything, then I had
to change. I had to learn to work with my miraculous self, to trust it, to have it develop its powers.
Like that tree in the opening quote.
My takeaway: The power of trusting lies within me, not within the qualities of the person or
process to be trusted.

Still, it's not about "me"
Separation had focused my attention to myself, my emotions, my thoughts and my expectations.
That focus empowered my "I-mind" and made me an ego-centrist. Probably that was necessary for
my "inner work".
At some point the concepts of "I" as in "I want, I need, I am" got looser. After the phase of
"personal suffering" the focus shifted to a bigger picture. This was a mind shift I did not handle
myself, it just took place over time. "I" became less central. Instead I saw a role, a function and a
goal dawning outside of me. There, the temporary phenomenon "Ton" would start playing its part in
something universal.
46 Hermann Hesse, author

My takeaway: When I grow as a human being, my ego-centeredness must (and will) decrease.

Being alone
Only much later, I found this quote from Osho: "The capacity to be alone is the capacity to love. It
may look paradoxical to you, but it's not. It is an existential truth. Only those people who are
capable of being alone are capable of love, of sharing, of going into the deepest core of another
person. Without possessing the other, without becoming dependent on the other. Without reducing
the other to a thing, and without becoming addicted to the other. They allow the other absolute
freedom. Because they know that if the other leaves, they will be as happy as they are now. Their
happiness cannot be taken by the other because it is not given by the other.”
"The capacity to be alone," as Osho puts is, was not easily acquired by me. In fact, the capacity has
only started to develop in me.
Let me reflect upon "...if the other leaves, they will be as happy as they are now"... When the love
relationship has ended, something in life is gone. A part of life has ended. This is the essential cause
for all grief.
My takeaway: Leaving will cause grieving, regardless how capable of being alone the lovers
are.

My biggest mistake, I confess
I knew it was morally wrong. I knew it would not solve anything, and could only cause more hurt.
Still, I was emotionally compelled to check my wife’s online tracks and emails. I was hoping to see
signs that she would come back, or at least was not having a good time. This compulsive behavior
of mine lasted for months, and I told her about it. I considered asking her to change her password,
but I didn't.
When I accidentally found what my loved one had been researching online, I felt like being hit with
a hammer. It had to do with something in her new love affair, and I felt jealous. Why did I check
her out? Now that I had finally learned to feel something, did I want to know what a hitting hammer
feels like?
The answer probably is: I wanted to get signs of a reunion. I wanted the cause of my grief to be
suspended. I understood that this was not probable when she was happier with her new lover than
she had been with me for long. But then she would sometimes state her strong doubts about the new
relationship. I badly wanted to know what was going to happen. I definitely did not trust life at
moments like those...
My takeaway: Grief can cause new grief, just because I don't want to feel the grief and get rid
of it.

A sheer unsolvable dilemma
Rationally I had never wanted to take away the freedom that she had and used, the full freedom to
live life. This essential freedom can not be taken away, not by any vow.
But emotionally her choices were far away from my hopes and wishes. I would want her to never
use that essential freedom. That was the root cause of jealousy, and both wanting and not wanting to
know her whereabouts.
This inner conflict between ratio and emotion caused a sheer unsolvable dilemma. I guess this
dilemma plays into many love relationships that people have. To learn to deal with this dilemma
was one of the other lessons of Love by breakup that I had to learn.

My conclusion, for now, is that indeed I think partners are free to live their lives. And it is most
essential in a love relationship that they talk about anything that drifts them apart. Still then, after
time, one partner may want to leave the other, or both leave each other. But they will have gained
understanding of what the other wants. They will know better why their relationship will no longer
work. They may miss each other, but at least they have prepared themselves for that. The shock is
less, the Love or friendship will more easily remain intact.
My takeaway: It is not easy to instantly feel what you have just thought up. It must become a
reality.

Regain some self-esteem
The effect of the hitting hammer was: reduced self-esteem. The most important one in my world did
not consider me to be the most important one any more. Reduced self-esteem was a "logical
psychological" reaction. To feel that I shouldn't spy on her online activities hammered down selfesteem as well. The separated me apparently was not growing his wisdom continuously...
With teaching, meeting, dating, meditating and writing I gained some self-esteem back. Little by
little.
Maybe you are in a situation where you could do with some more self-esteem.
Being the person I want to be, I found out, implies a lot. Being committed to writing this book and
helping others. Being connected to Love and meaningful others. Being aware. Being selfdetermined... I was trying my best, but since I was in a roller coaster, it was not "only up"! I did
spiral down now and then, and then again...
My takeaway: Self-esteem is a good thing to establish, till the point that I would overdo it.

I'm stuck
Growing self-esteem - it was a nice sensation, but not always available. The help of friends and the
guidance of wisdom - they were good to have, but not always accessible. Looking inside and going
through emotional pain - I knew I should, but often I couldn't.
Had I not recognized I am connected to all sentient beings, that I have a burning ball of Love in my
belly? These realizations were important but did not stay front stage in the mind. And so I was stuck
in some circular process. Let's call it 'ups and downs'.
I was jealous of people who had steady lives. I wanted steadiness too! Short meditation moments
gave me some steadiness. I would close my eyes and experience the storm of painful emotions that
blew my mind. I would take the seat of the quiet observer, a seat that is not shaken by the strongest
storm.
From there I would look and tell myself: "It's a storm of emotions, you will survive that without any
harm. It looks like devastating, but it really can't uproot anything. Nor can it destroy your heart or
your inner home. The sensation is unpleasant, I know this fear. But with time things will calm
down. Look at it, it's harmless."
Repeating these short meditations, I could develop a little bit of inner rest. Some of these moments
lasted only for two breaths, and even that little time would help a bit! I was developing the quality
of awareness now that I really needed it.
My takeaway: To learn to still the mind, is not a simple, short-term linear process. It requires
time, effort and repetition.

There is no single way
"Repentance is a change of mindset, that leads to a change of heart, that leads to a change in
actions. This change involves both a turning from sin and a turning to God.47"
The whole "act" of reconnecting to Love, is like repentance. This involves a turning from "sin" and
a turning to God - when I see God as Unification, Love and the End of Duality.
There is no single way to reconnect to Love after breakup, I guess. It would be OK if I had a game
plan. It would be just as OK if I wouldn't. It was OK that I couldn't deal with everything that came
up. It was even better to surrender to it. My energy would no longer go into resistance, but into
living and experiencing life. Only then I would find some fresh happiness.
My reconnecting to Love involved the changing of mindset, body, heart and actions. But not
necessarily in that order! My changed mindset and heart had brought me to put up the classified. I
wanted to connect to the loving caresses of women. But then, the action of loving another woman,
also affected my heart and my mindset.
I meditated and my spirit (or soul, or heart) came to rest. I became more loving and friendly towards
all and everyone. When I reflected on its effects, my mindset changed: it felt so much better to Love
and accept what is. I wanted to make that a goal, a direction for my awareness.
It is not enough to focus solely on either mind, body, heart or actions. To me, it was helpful to work
on every possible level. Here are four examples:
1. Changing my beliefs about life and myself made me feel more in tune with reality. (mind
focus)
2. Walking up hill and biking to the railway station kept me moving. (body focus)
3. Developing my loving kindness and dating women, made life better. (heart focus).
4. Working my garden and treating myself with pleasant stuff, kept me away from
ruminating. (action focus).
In my experience, there is no single way. Not for me, and I believe not for anyone. Humans are
complex beings, all "levels" interplay. One could as well "divide" us differently then with mind,
body, heart and actions. Life is bigger than you or I can describe, analyze and determine.
My takeaway: To find Love, I need to involve my mind, my body, my heart and my actions.
This isn't a straight process either.
The question "How can I begin to accept
that it's over?" is one of the issues the
program helps you dealing with.

Fear of death decreasing
Allowing trust in life, was much helped by dealing with the fear of dying. The fear of death has
many layers. The deepest layer is in everybody's brain stem. It is said that enlightened people have
eliminated even that deepest fear. The movie 'Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter... and Spring again'
illustrates this48. Then there is this layer where early childhood memories of feeling unsafe are
47 I found this quote on the Internet, and can't find the source back.
48 http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0374546/?ref_=nv_sr_2

stored. Next there are various beliefs and memories that may increase one's fear of death or dying,
or both.
This fear gets in the way of the lust for life, the trust in life. It blocked my Love for life. It was very
practical to contemplate my death, and dying, to address those fears. Fears and feeling, that do not
really want to be shed light up. Shame and uncertainty surround them. By putting them in the
middle, kindfully, they may become healed, at least for apart. This creates a new, positive "lightness
of being". Or better yet: the healing takes place by allowing the fear to be felt. Far from being
enlightened, I have become a little lighter towards death and dying.
My takeaway: The decrease of fear of dying worked into an increase of trust for life, and the
other way around.
*
Some self-esteem and courage had come back to me. Contacting women had shown me that there
would be love in my life. From here on everything would go upwards. I grieved for the love that I
lost and I hoped for better times to come. The only way is up, I thought. Little did I know the downs
to come.

Reflection questions
1. If there is a miracle to happen to restore your happiness, would it rather be in you or in the
environment?
2. Do you have a big, old fear that you would want to decrease over time, to become a stronger
you?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 18. What can be changed?
Oh God, grant me the serenity to accept the things I can not change, the courage to change the
things that I can, the wisdom to know the difference.49
*
The woman I had met online website and I had entered a conversation of countless emails. In her
emails, she defined her preferred kind of relationships as "erotic friendship". "People can have more
than one friendship without any emotional problem, isn't it?" she asked me.
Later, it occurred to me that friendships have this quality of openness. They are less about "you and
me". Friendship then is an expression of Love towards the world, represented by the friend.
A few weeks later we met and spent a day together. Come the night in the chilly holiday home she
had rented, we shared a bed and touched each other's hands.
My takeaway: Friendships have a natural openness, that we easily lose in our love
relationships.

Me naughty boy
There was a voice in me telling me that my partner leaving me is a punishment that I deserve. I had
neglected her wishes to behave in a certain way, to become a better person. She had reproached me
and tried to correct me, but I was disobedient. That is why I deserve her punishment. The reproach
makes me feel "excluded from love", exactly the opposite from being connected.
When I think about it, I find this ridiculous. Still the voice has a recurring impact. It comes from the
unconscious, where it lives since my youth. A left-over from how my memory has stored my
upbringing. This view at oneself and living together with loved ones is widespread. I think it is
crippled, and I see it in many generations and cultures. It is a mass-murderer of self-love, love for
others, and relationships in general. So I found it important enough to learn to deal with it.
Of course a reproach only "hits" when I think I'm culpable. To experience this "exclusion from
love" over and over again and to feel the saddening impact makes no sense. Even not in the
improbable case that my partner intended to punish me. And yet... the unconscious pattern repeats
itself. I must admit it took me a long time to take this hurdle. I can feel the sadness coming up in
me, and I can observe it in my mind. I can try not to push it away, stay calm and see it discharge
again.
These voices are the signs of "being disconnected" still. And yet, I feel more connected than ever
before. First of all with my conscious self, which is the entry to all feeling of connection. Think of it
like this. I'm looking at the screen of a deep water sonar (my conscious mind). The sonar scans the
vast bottom of the sea (the unconscious content of my mind). Only when I look at the sonar screen
do I read its signals. Much like the sonar screen shows the sea bottom to me, so does my conscious
self display the unconscious, only if the connection functions.
Secondly, speaking about my experiences with loved ones adds to the personal connection that we
have. They have a sea bottom too...
And these two combined make me both stronger and more vulnerable.
My takeaway: Emotions are like a sonar that scans the bottoms of the unconscious.

49 Serenity prayer.

Youtube is your friend
Miserable as I was, I was glad with a friend like youtube and spent quite some time with him. No,
not with looking at videos of funny cats or painful pranks. Well, maybe one or two. But most of the
videos I viewed contained Buddhist teachings, or "dhamma". I drank them like you drink milk with
honey for a sore throat.
My wife at times had made remarks about my meditation discipline, focus and practice. They were
definitely less than hers, and the idea of enlightenment was not appealing to me really. Living life a
little lighter every day was more my cup of tea. I took her remarks as a reproach, a critique on the
essence of my being. By now, it has become clear enough how badly I dealt with these kind of
remarks.
Happy I wanted to be, devoting my life to enlightenment I didn't. I became annoyed with Buddhist
teachings. Stubborn and undisciplined I was - and still am. That does not accommodate too well
with change.
Luckily enough, I can accept my imperfections. I can embrace my shortcomings, love myself still
and feel that I am on a good path. Thus, I practice mindful self-compassion. Most of all, it is
important to be at some path.
My takeaway: Acceptance of personal imperfections is a step on the path to change.
*
Back to now. The Buddhist teachings are an ally that keeps challenging me. I'm grateful for such an
ally. Wisdom sources like the Baghavad Gita, the Bible, the Koran or the Torah will be other
people's allies. The women that I met, the young gang at the party, the students and colleagues were
allies as well. Unknowing companions on my road.

Alcohol and evening snacking
Drinking a little extra every evening appeared to be an effective remedy against an overly conscious
mind. Alcohol kills awareness. In a way I wanted that, especially when feeling lonely during the
evenings.
Apart from that, alcohol lowers the blood sugar. The remedy for that is eating: everything with
carbohydrates works. Now I can tell you this from experience: a stomach filled with alcohol and
snacks kills your sleep! This will never change, cause it is basic biology that determines this.
It took me only a few days to understand that. And then it took me months to decrease my evening
time alcohol and food consumption. Luckily I did not fall for alcohol during the day, apart from a
beer maybe on a warm afternoon. It's all about the habits one has formed.
A bad sleeper is his own best enemy. He loses willpower. I was not willful enough to stop my
drinking and eating habit. Being sleep deprived, one loses a sharp awareness and repeats behavior
that is not conducive to feeling well. During the day I felt how little energy I had, and I knew my
intake the other evening was to blame. This is not conducive to a change of the behavior.
It's not easy to break such a vicious circle of behavior like taking the fourth glass of wine and the
fifth cracker with blue cheese. It seemed I had forgotten about the consequences. Of course this
wasn't helping at all for climbing the highest mountain of my whole life: trying to get out of my
emotional crisis.
My takeaway: Behavior patterns are resistant to change, and block the path to other changes.

The end of coping and dealing
Most of coping and dealing with emotions was me using focus and mental energy to something that
seemed to be not OK. That use of attention changed once I started to take the emotions for what
they are. I came to see them as inner movements that not necessarily move me around just as much.
Something changing all the time, like the weather. Or even unchanging, like the color of the sofa in
the living room. I learned that I could revoke to react to it as being something that should be
different, more agreeable.
I could see that coping and dealing is not the only possible reaction to unpleasant emotions. Did I
have the option of stopping to react like that? Of course, this is what I had learned to do during
meditation. The problem was: emotions kept coming up on moments when I was not meditating.
Like visitors that don't come when you expect them, but a day later, when you've stored everything
away again. That is why growing continuous awareness was helpful. This, by the way, might be the
main goal of mindfulness meditation.
My takeaway: Growing my awareness of inner turbulence is conducive to change.

The silence of the house
I had always thought I love silence. Now the silence in our house was too loud, too loaded with
sounds that I wouldn't hear anymore. I missed the footsteps, the voices, even the sound of flushing
the toilet.
Silence, alcohol, hypersensitivity and self-doubt made a dangerous combination. They were
ingredients for grim thoughts.
To my great luck, I had this huge CD collection with my favorite music. Best were pieces I knew
well and played loudly. Playing for myself on the piano worked as well. Yet sometimes my mind
drifted in directions where I became too sad about everything.
In wilderness and silence, I found some ambiguous solace, as well. The silence of nature left me
alone with myself, meanwhile making me aware that life was going on like ever. The "alone"-part
of it played into the fear of loneliness. It was at times very confronting, if not to say: unbearable.
Yet, the "life-goes-on"-part can at times be very comforting. From this I learned how my
experience, all my feelings, depended on me, and my mental state. Circumstances are not decisive
for changes of beliefs and emotions.
As they say: accept the things you can not change, and be courageous to change what you can50.
My takeaway: My mental state is - partly - under my control, and that is where I can let
change happen.
*
New stress and trouble were on their way to me. A new and unexpected stressful event, involving a
dog, makes the beginning of the next chapter. I definitely needed to discover how to deal with
stress!

Reflection questions
1. Can you list a few issues in your life that bother you, but that you know you can not change?
2. Can you list another few issues in your life that bother you, and that you know you are able to
change, at least in principle?
3. Reflect a while on what you are ready to change, and how you would go about it.
50 There's this beautiful "serenity prayer" that sums it up pretty well, here sung by India Arie, whom I admire.

4. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 19. Feeling needy is no fun
Life has no meaning. Each of us has meaning and we bring it to life. It is a waste to be asking the
question when you are the answer.51
*

Being hypersensitive
I went to the choir rehearsal. We sang "Atemlos" (“Breathless”), a German popular love song about
a couple in love. Amidst my fellow choir members, singing about fresh love, I myself almost
couldn't breathe.
From time to time, and not seldom, I was hypersensitive to things like these. So, I quit the choir.
And then the other one. By then I thought Mr. Weakpants (I mean: me) was overreacting. By now, I
know I needed all time and attention for myself.
My takeaway: Taking care of your own needs is necessary more than ever in times of despair.

Neediness and circumstances
In the following weeks and months, I saw myself acting a bit strange. I ate very little for some time,
next I was overeating for a few months. I slept very little for weeks, then I was sleepy all day long.
Consumption of alcohol and cigarettes more or less the same.
This neediness made me to believe that the change had to be in my circumstances. As if I said to
myself: Oh yes, you need sex and cuddling. Oh yes, you need someone to talk to every moment of
the day. Oh yes, you need to believe that someone wants you and only you, or you'll feel sorry for
yourself.
I felt like giving in to all those needs to calm the system. In essence, I wanted a new comfort zone
to find peace and rest. It was clear that Naoma would not secure that comfort zone for me. Yet,
being aware of my needs, but not having them being fulfilled, gave access to my inner powers. As if
the energy of those unfulfilled needs burnt a hole in the wall of the new comfort zone to be.
My takeaway: Inner power and inner calm become accessible beyond neediness.

Needy in a relationship
I had entered into the relationship with my partner to fulfill a need. I needed to be "assured of
unconditional love", I guess. Lifelong unconditional love, total acceptance, loving touch... I came
with some deep unfilled "holes" into this relationship. Others need different things from their love
partners. Things like personal esteem, social status, procreation, sex, attention, sustenance, or other
basics.
Unconsciously I had hoped my partner would "fill those holes". And like all human beings, she was
not perfect in doing that. Of course I should not expect her to heal those childhood traumas of being
left and feeling not loved. I should have focused for long on my own healing in the first place. But
with such traumas buried in the unconscious, who knows what to work on? And even if I would
have known... Would I have been ready for inner work that disturbs the inner and outer balance? It
would have ripped the comfort zone open. Something that I - obviously - never had been ready for.
51 Joseph Campbell, mythologist

Many partnerships stay together, I guess, even though the partners feel their unfulfilled needs from
time to time. Maybe because they understand their partner can't do much. Maybe they resolve their
own issues.
My takeaway: I presume many people want their love relationship to fill the holes in their
soul - like I did.

Stress and release
The bigger my pain, the higher my stress levels are. Stress is just as much a physical as a mental
phenomenon. Emotional pain activates the same parts of the brain as physical pain does 52. In fact,
pain and stress give nice proof that body and mind are inseparable. They are the two sides of the
coin of our existence.
Many of us are hardly aware of the stress we suffer from in every life. I felt how much I needed the
stress to be released before I could live normally again. Being relaxed, friendly and compassionate
is what I call "living normally". This sensation of "something must change" created the neediness,
and it became quite violent. My mind raced. I took more tobacco, alcohol, food containing sugars,
and I visited porn sites more.
These drugs relieved the suffering, for a while. By the way: this is how people get addicted to all
kind of drugs. For me, I would say I didn't get addicted, but "inclined".
My takeaway: The good thing about stress is that it allows me to see what is hurting me.

Fight, flight or freeze?
The human hormone system and the deeper centers of the brain work together to let us feel stress.
We have no conscious awareness of what goes on in those depths. These deep brain centers carry
funny names like hippocampus and amygdala. There, our stress response is initiated. Under threat,
do we fight, flight (or better: flee), or freeze?
There is a lot of science53 on the brain, the creation of trauma and the initial response to stress. Also,
it is getting clearer now how much body and mind are interrelated 54. Both contain the memories of
existential moments in our lives. More specific: stress and trauma are stored in body and mind, they
both are part of our memory.
For me, it came down to this question. How can I learn to deal with the monstrous emotional stress
of what I had interpreted as being left and separated? I said to myself: "I know now that I have this
traumatic experience of being left alone as a little infant. Do I need to have the same response to
that traumatic experience for the rest of my life? Should I see a doctor or therapist?"
One of my friends reminded me of the so-called Emotional Freedom Techniques (EFT)55. I had
forgotten about it - but I knew this could be helpful. EFT combines the conscious emotion with a
release of the stress in the body. EFT is also called "tapping", for it has me tapping with my fingers
and hands on certain points on my own face and body. Thus, I release the stress that is stored there even when for decades already.
EFT's first effect is to signal to the hippocampus that the situation is safe. This is the result of
tapping on my body and speaking to myself with calm and reassurance. Thus, the amygdala that
called for the fight, flight or freeze response, can calm down.
52 https://www.psychologytoday.com/blog/body-sense/201204/emotional-and-physical-pain-activate-similar-brainregions
53 http://www.multiplyingconnections.org/science-behind-trauma
54 http://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3181836/
55 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Emotional_Freedom_Techniques

EFT's effect on the longer term - as I experience it - is this. I am less sensitive to situations,
thoughts and suggestions that something is threatening me. Like: "Do you hear her? She is
criticizing you!" - "Oh, that is important. What does she say?" - Instead of: "Criticizing me? Is she
going to leave me? Is there any chance that someone will stay with me, or shall I die alone?"
My takeaway: The emotional response to stress is seated deep in the brain. It needs to be
addressed there in order to become more useful and less stressful.

Go tap yourself
Tapping can be learned and self-administered quite easy. For example: today, I overate and my
stomach ached a bit. Then I thought about EFT. At that instant I treated myself with words like
these, and tapping the tapping points:
"Even though I feel stomach ache, even though my body gives me some pains and unease at times,
even though I overate... I love my body, and I accept myself."
It took two minutes of full concentration on the words and the tapping. After these two minutes, the
stomach ache had become "the feeling that I have a stomach". Not painful or disturbing anymore. It
works like that with bodily pain, as well as with mental pain.
Of course, some pains show that something is "wrong" and you would want to see a doctor. Don't
take my suggestions as the ultimate solution to every issue. Anyone would better stay responsible
for his or her own health and well-being56.
Tapping makes me aware of the availability of wisdom and energy in me, that is blocked by either
fear, indecisiveness, inaction or something else. With tapping I bring the power of attention to these
blockages, very gently. Now I can open up to courage, clarity and action. It is like getting access to
the engine room of a big ship. Only when I connect the powers beneath the deck to the equipment in
the steering hut, I can really steer my ship.
My takeaway: Tapping (or EFT) has become my method of choice to address unpleasant
emotions, worries, and other mental discomfort.

Falling in love
Naoma had gone to live in a secluded place and said me to never come to visit her there without her
consent. I had to accept the fact that the woman I had fallen in love with left me. Second time in
three months time. It felt like drowning in the meaninglessness of my life, the indifferent ocean of
people and possibilities.
My mind fed me with thoughts of giving up, committing suicide even. I did not want to experience
the “being lost in love”. Here was the unbelief I would be able to find back the life force anywhere.
But Naoma's love was stronger than those thoughts and unbelief. She visited me almost every
weekend and loved me deeply. Her dog was always there with her. The contract did not forbid that,
and the landlady and I acted as if the issue had never been raised. More and more I fell in love, as in
"falling and not being afraid of falling because you know you land in the womb of a woman who is
receiving you and your love more than anyone has ever before accepted and received you." Couldn't
say that in a sentence less long.
My takeaway: People run into similar relationship patterns in their lives. This can be a source
of learning about myself.

56 I plan to publish some material on tapping to those who use the program Love by Breakup.

Hurt wouldn't stop
In films you get clarity about the meaning of a scene by means of the music. Not so in life, though. I
had met Naoma, we had made love, she had come to my place and left me again. What it all meant,
I didn't know.
I had to adjust my hopes and expectations. How did I really think about love, what did “living
together” mean to me, how much of it did I really want, or need? Would I want to live under one
roof every day and night under every possible condition? I was getting to know myself and my
needs better.
You can call me lucky. I think this is what I gained when I voluntarily "dived through the pain". I
had recognized that the hurt wouldn't stop. So then I choose "surrender", remember? That's how I
made my "passage". No film music, I just danced to my own drum.
I found constant reminders for going this way online, and inside. I got them from my friends, and I
got them from looking around me and gathering all possible wisdom of life.
My takeaway: Diving through the pain has helped me to get on the way towards emotional
clarity and calm.

My messy diary
I sat down to meditate, but too many thoughts raced through my mind for me to be able to sit still.
Then, annoyed by those uncultivated thoughts of mine, I jumped up. I typed all those thoughts in
my diary and went back to my meditation mat again. Same mind racing. My diary of these days is a
mess, and quite repetitive.
I remembered Buddhist teachings about change taking place when you don't want change... I was
stuck in my ordinary patterns. Why didn't these stupid mental habits of me change now that I
wanted them to change?
Looking back I can see that my patterns did change, but s..l..o..w..l..y. I couldn't change my facts of
life. It's more that my attitude towards those facts of life shifted. Every day a little bit, maybe.
Meditating and diary writing were helpful, but only in the long run. At the time, I just felt needy.
My takeaway: Things change in their own pace, continuously, whether you want them do or
you don't.

The mentor wrote
In an email to me, Naoma gave clear insights about the meaning of my feelings. "The desolation /
loneliness / abandonment you felt (feel) is part of the separation and fear we all deeply feel. But in
a partnership (and other "secure" conditions) we don't feel this so much. Staying in an illusion of
safety. And when some circumstances are changing, when we "lose" some part of this frame, we’ll
break down and collapse.
It’s the question of all questions: how can we get from separation and fear to Love and
connectedness? I guess this is the wrong question. Maybe it’s more: how can we reach the truth
underneath all this garbage of our "civilization". How can we get rid of all these destructive
patterns… just knowing again that there is only Love and unity. Yes, your words: surrender,
handing-over is the way…"
I saw her as my mentor now. I was lucky and glad to have one at that time.
My takeaway: You have found your mentor when she shows you things that are just beyond
your horizon at that moment.

How's that for a donkey?
Remember me smoking tobacco from the stinking dustbin? You thought I had quit smoking? Some
two weeks later I thought I needed a new bag of shag, and bought me one. After some days, I threw
the remainder in the dustbin again. This time, I had really quit smoking. Or so I said to myself.
On the next day, I took the tobacco out of the bin, rolled a cigarette, which had a taste of dirt too
bad to smoke any further. Now, how's that for learning from experience?
My takeaway: People who go through a breakup, display irregular and incomprehensible
behavior.

"Now" is more important than "today"
Like many other people, I tend to find today the most important day. Mindfulness meditation
however makes "now", not "today", the only existing moment in life.
If I think five years back from now, life was different. The things that occupied me then are now
much less important, and lots of them forgotten. The things that occupy me today will be much less
important or forgotten within five years.
I am with this strange time perspective of bothering so much about "today", where it is just a point
in my life. Much will change though I can't see it coming.
How can the awareness of "now" be so important, and the stress on "today" be so out of
perspective? The difference, I found, is "awareness" versus "stressful thinking". Today's stuff
occupies my mind, may even overcharge the switchboard. Yet, what comes up in awareness at any
single moment, is just one emotion, thought or bodily feeling. That is quite a difference for the
consciousness: to deal with one thing, moment by moment.
I did not get all this when I needed it most in the moments of despair. The hopelessness of the day
covered the whole sky of the mind. Should I fight, flee or freeze? My mind blew like a storm, but
that sky did not break open. And new painful truths were about to pop up on the horizon.
My takeaway: Real awareness can deal with one thing at a time.

Reflection questions
1. What was the biggest emotional need you wanted to fulfill with your relationship?
2. What stressful thoughts do you have recently about your now and / or your future?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 20. Learning to be alone
I imagine one of the reasons people cling to their hates so stubbornly is because they sense, once
hate is gone, they will be forced to deal with pain.57
*
Have you ever been moved to tears while making love? I know now from experience how this feels.
I was moved. I was open to being moved, to be in contact with our emotions. The one who I made
love with radiated her full acceptance of me that is: total love.
This, I later realized, is the strength and ideal of Tantra: the exchange of male and female energies.
The receptive love of the woman meets the giving love of the man. There is also an exchange the
other way around, the energy flow is circular.
To experience this, I needed a time of spiritual preparation. There was a beautiful side of Love to be
found for me. This again makes me say: I found Love by breakup.
Could this have happened in the relationship with my partner? It started over 20 years ago when we
both were less spiritually developed. We developed relationship patterns that were not involved
when spiritually we grew. So this may be the best explanation for the breakup. My partner and I for
my part had developed in the spiritual area. Yet, this had not dissipated in the relationship so much.
This could be my "fault" mostly. As I have written, I had been behaving quite "stonewally".
This is an introduction to the possibility of "Love by breakup" for anyone. And the transformation
not being a straight line, I'll now get back to what happened as well.
My takeaway: We all have our own path to find Love by breakup.

My mind fucking mind
Recurring jealousy was a clear sign that my rational capacity could not withstand the force of
emotion. Ironically, jealousy is born out of thinking plus the emotionally driven wish to control.
Having envious thoughts about my wife and her lover, powered by my wish there would be no
reason for envy. Hoping that she would be unhappy, whilst loving her so much that I wanted her to
be happy. A knot of thoughts and emotions, really.
So this is the picture. The mind working over time. Me feeling sad and fearful... Mindfulness and
contemplation not working to calm the mind. Just like the mind was on steroids, so was my
meditation. My mind was "wilder than the wind", as the Bhagavad Gita58 puts it.
Thinking had become a neurosis, that I call "mind fucking". Sorry for the foul language. It had
started to threaten my health. I experienced eating and sleeping disorders, concentration problems,
and all that.
One moment I thought the relationship with my wife had been ideal. The next thought being that
she had stopped loving me long ago, but without me being aware of it. Trying to combine those
two: I simply had believed I was being loved, and that did the trick for me. Next: seeing the
relationship as a big bag of shit, and feeling glad that it’s over. Next: seeing my wife as a fraud in
our romance.
Next: knowing that she still loved me. Next: not knowing how you can know that someone is loving
you. Next: not knowing how you yourself know that you are loving someone.
57 James Baldwin, author
58 http://www.elephantjournal.com/2012/09/bhagavad-gita-plain-and-simple-an-introduction-vic-dicara/

Is there some chemical process in the brain going on that indicates: here is love taking place? (That
interesting thought comes from my late father. I consider him a loving guy.)
I was haunted by thoughts and emotions. They were haunting each other. Memories, fantasies,
philosophy and moral judgments joined their party. I wasn't their guest, I was a servant, running to
do the errands.
My takeaway: The mind working over time does not serve me, it serves itself.

Awareness is selective
The mind created thoughts and demanded attention for them. I had to experience time and again
that those thoughts sucked.
Trouble creates a state of awareness, if not alertness, in which I feel the need to act. Which is in a
way feeling to be alive.
But didn't I have a gentler, clearer kind of awareness? For instance, I could go dancing or listen to
the wind.
Awareness is friendly, but selective by nature. If my "inner observer" is pure awareness, it will not
answer to the thoughts. Consequently, my mind will stop calling out for some time. My mind has
acknowledged now that Awareness is the master. That "inner observer" is not thinking, not judging,
not creating anything. It just observes what goes on in the mind. This I would call a meditative state
of pure awareness.
My takeaway: A gentle kind of awareness will always serve me well.

One breath per time
My friend Elias told me about a difficult life time of his mother. She was holding on to life, one
breath per time. She told him this. Once she felt safe that she would make it to the next breath, then
she could start thinking about the next minute. Once she had regained that ground of looking ahead,
she might start thinking about the next quarter of an hour. And so on, till she had regained the trust
in her life, from the beginning to the end.
And so I started over with one breath per time.
My takeaway: When I pay attention to the moment, the moment will take care of itself.

Interesting advaita
Advaita literally is not-two-ness. It's a spiritual teaching, which message is that existence is whole,
and one. The human conscious mind is the one that draws lines and constructs contrast. It says: this
is good, this is bad; I am angry, I am sad; I am me, and you are you, and so on.
I shifted the focus of my awareness from its content to its "being aware". This is how I could grasp
that these distinctions have no strong foothold in reality. The distinctions are mind-made, and they
are the cause of my suffering. Because they give my mind objects to want, and objects to be angry
at, for instance.
Distinctions are the content of thought. Thought uses the constructs of, for instance, history and
future, to create tensions in how I perceive my life situation. "It should not have been like that - it
should become like that." Thought, in that sense, drives me away from the only moment that exists,
which is Now. In my understanding, advaita is nothing more or less than a concept to kill all
concepts. It is a finger pointing to the moon. Don't pay attention to the finger, look at the moon. To
be aware of advaita one needs mindfulness, which can only exist by momentary awareness.

A s advaita master Mooji puts it: "I Am Awareness. Not all those thoughts. Mind is trying to do
business and says: “speak with me.” You don’t have to, and it will stop. You identify too strongly
with the mind. Turn inwards to that what is not the mind. Try and believe it's so simple. What is the
mind giving you that you are afraid so much to lose? Misery? Misery can make you feel alive,
maybe it’s that? That is very sad. Now, for one day, marinade in the sleeping bag of “I Am” - as if
you are in a retreat: sit, walk, sleep in the I Am.
If you’re curious, you'll learn. If you’re desperate, you’ll discover.
Forces are there to pull you back. Yet, pay attention only to the self, let attention stay with I Am.
Mind will fight and rebel. But at the end, Mind will know and acknowledge you are the master.59"
Both advaita and vipassana (or mindfulness) could learn me to be with experience, without the
mind interfering. This requires a big step: to go beyond our own senses and the thinking mind.
Because there is a part of me that the thinking mind can not reach, see, or know.
In our western culture I had been taught: think more and you’re better. But look what a mess this
thinking had created in my emotional household! Memory nor phantasy is nearly as great as
actuality. I realized: I’m on the wrong side here. I’m identifying with the wild mind, rather than
with the one-pointed-ness of being.
If you think this is all too philosophical, or you disagree, you can forget about it. To me, it gave
some better understanding of which path I was walking.
My takeaway: Thinking more does not make things better.

Loving touch
Loving touch is both a need and a desire. The need is physical and emotional, the desire has a
strong spiritual side.
Touch is wholesome for our physical health. So much even, that without touch, e.g. our bowel
functions are diminishing. Touch also influences our emotional health. For instance, touch releases
psychological stress in a powerful way. We can communicate different emotions through touch, and
so on. All this is sound science, and since this is not a scientific book, I just refer to the footnote60.
Seen from the health perspective, touch is a human need. Seen from a love perspective, touch is a
desire, a spiritual one. It took me a long time to get this distinction. The needy side of it comes from
the body and the emotions. The desiring side of it has its roots in our spirit.
A stranger, a Chinese massager in Paris with gloves on, touched my skin while massaging me. This
only satisfied me on the need level. The touch of someone who loves me, and whom I love, plays
into my spiritual desire. Loving touch of this kind opens my heart in a miraculous way. While then,
touching - mere touching - is making love. Making love with someone - I mean: having sex with
someone I love - at its best is a tidal wave of touch.
I experience a strong need and desire for loving touch. For me, it is indistinguishable whether this
strength is "normal" or "more than normal". Yet it is "my normal." It is not a too wild guess to
relate a part of this strength to my early childhood memories, described earlier. I found that I had
developed an obsession and identification: "I need loving touch! I can't be without it!" I was living
separated from my partner. My mind kept serving me images of the loving touch she experienced
with someone else. I myself was with Naoma and Felicity only now and then... Because of all this I
knew I was missing something essential to my well-being. Mindful observation of my desire
lessened my neediness a little bit. The mind became more soft, "embracing" my own longing, but
unable to still it. So many times in my life I had felt ashamed about this specific longing. Gradually
now, this shame could become the object of my awareness.
59 https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCpw2gh99XM6Mwsbksv0feEg
60 https://www.google.fr/search?q=need+for+touch+science

My takeaway: We do need loving touch, but obsessing about it makes us most unhappy.

Tantra
Tantra is often seen as a "cult of ecstasy", combining sexuality and spirituality. Yet, the tantric
tradition has a much broader approach. Tantra connects the mundane with the divine. Naoma and I
had met online as "tantra partners," but we weren't experienced much in tantra. In fact, I thought it
was the right way to find what I was looking for most of all: loving touch and connection.
She surprised me with a book on tantra that I found interesting and making sense. Our connection
through our beginners' tantra experience soon went deep. We would also go into massaging. With
her, I experienced new realms of loving touch. The need for touch was the deepest physical need
that I had become aware of since late. One can look at tantra and massage in the light of advaita.
They then become practices to get beyond the feeling of being distinct persons.
This deep longing for loving touch is undeniable, animal, or bestial if you want. Most people
recognize it in themselves. As I wrote before, it is and was also basic to what I like to exchange
with women whom I care for. This can take the form of holding hands, stroking your hair, hugging
you, soft massage. It might involve all body parts that are able to give or receive the blessings of
touch. These include of course our sexual organs. They are more than anything organs that radiate
and receive body energy.
My takeaway: When we can connect the mundane with the divine, we can experience deep
connection ourselves.

Killing assumptions
One day at my work a colleague at the copying machine bursted out to me: "I'm really irritated
now! I thought you only needed to copy one thing, that's why I said you could use the machine. I've
been waiting here for seven minutes because you started such a long copy job."
Yes, I had asked if I could proceed, because I thought she had finished her copy job and I was in a
terrible hurry. I appeared that she had not. A simple, but interesting misunderstanding that made
clear to me how easily conflict arises.
I felt my colleague's anger. Because of the reproach that I thought was unjustified, I felt anger rising
in me as well. I uttered some excuses and ran out of the room with my copies since my students
were waiting for me. Non-effective anger management from my side.
Twenty minutes later I met her again in the faculty room. I still was that boy who wants to be
friends with everyone; I wanted to settle the issue. "Are you still irritated?" She denied at first that
she had been irritated, but then she confirmed.
I then asked her: "How could I know that you were not yet ready when you said I could use the
machine? How could you assume I needed to copy only a few pages?" Her answers made it clear:
she had made assumptions, and so had I about her letting me do my work at the machine. By
accident, we practiced some effective anger management from both sides.
It seems required or normal that we would always communicate all plans and intentions. This is an
unrealistic idea, especially in a relationship. Plans and intentions do change. Circumstances,
feelings, and thoughts are in continuous change themselves. So they change to our plans. It is
unrealistic to think, for instance, that my wife had planned upfront what would happen. Separating,
then living with our daughter at her friend's place - these were stages in an ongoing process.
Checking assumptions is the responsibility of the person who assumes. It's only logical people don't
check all their assumptions. It would be undoable because we humans have so many of them and
we often are not aware of all of them.

Next time I would have anger coming up, I could look at my false assumptions. Would my ego
want to be "righteous", I would always find some argument why the other person "caused" my
frustration. This is clearly a personal, egotistic truth. The more angry I am, the more easily that truth
comes up. And the more difficult it is to see it's not valid for the other person involved. If I want to
prevent all kinds of anger, I at best start with myself.
The psychological function of anger has been discussed already. What I'm talking about now is the
spiritual side of it. The psychological views are about releasing the anger, using it to correct the
situation, or vent the frustration. Yet a spiritual take on it would be: Which part of ego finds itself so
threatened that I react with anger? Am I capable to recognize my anger? Am I capable to dismantle
it until I can see the underlying desires? For these desires are an expression of Love: I love this
woman, I love this man. In stead of focussing on "loss", I can choose to focus on "Love". To do this
requires mental training, of course.
My takeaway: Loss of what we had expected to be true, threatens us and can make us angry.
The question "I am angry, how do I start to
find peace?" is one of the issues the program
helps you dealing with.

Hard and violent communication
Anger roots deep in me. It is a natural reaction when I feel frustrated, unable to reach some goal or
state. When I communicate while I am frustrated, you will hear my anger. My words will be hard
and violent, in a way. At that moment I am far from compassionate - I feel I have to get what I
need. Or I might suppress my anger. The arrows of anger will then point at my self. In any case, this
lack of compassion hurts - me, the other, or both of us.
I was familiar with the work of Marshall Rosenberg on non-violent communication. (It is
sometimes called compassionate communication). I liked the concept. He points out that a lot of our
communication is non-compassionate in one way or the other. Saying something like "Turn down
the volume," is non-compassionate. It shows no compassion for the wishes of the other. "You're
wrong," is non-compassionate as well. It shows no empathy for the views and feelings of the other
person. Even "I'm so wrong," lacks empathy, namely self-empathy.
However much I liked the concept, I came to realize that I was - and still am sometimes - a
"violent" communicator. In fact, it was Felicity who made a remark about my harshness. (She did
so with empathy and friendliness.) And she was right. I understand this non-empathic side of me to
be an old pattern, installed in my upbringing.
Why did I write this paragraph about my personal communication patterns? Because I believe that
non-compassionate communication is rather "normal" between people who break up. It hurts them
both. I even believe that there is non-compassionate communication in most, almost all, personal
relations. It is how we humans "naturally" deal with anger out of frustration. Personal relations
come with frustrations, for I can not always have it like I want it. That, in return, makes some
people shy away from relations after a sour breakup. It is understandable, but not the necessary
consequence.
My takeaway: Practicing compassionate communication is a way of living the Love inside me.
*
Upon recognizing my harshness, I cried. I knew how much I had hurt the loved ones in my life with

harshness. I remembered occasions when I had been inattentive and cold in confrontations. Their
hurt was my guilt, and I felt deeply sorry for them. What could I do? What could I repair?
First, I had to repair myself. Now that I felt the cold stone, I knew I had a heart. I literally felt it
while I was crying. The stone had to be held. The heart had to be healed.
My takeaway: Living the Love inside me starts with feeling the heart that has been hurt.

Reflection questions
1. What positive and negative associations with "alone time" do you have?
2. Has your communication with your partner ever been (a little) harsh, angry or kind of "violent"?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 21. I never gave a damncer about
astrology
The word "happiness" would lose its meaning if it were not balanced by sadness.61
*
Naoma moved to a hut she had rented, one hour away. She wrote to me: "Please, don’t you ever
come as a surprise. I need my time in isolation. Imagine we would be tied to each other with ropes.
For half an hour maybe that would be nice, but then we would want some more freedom to move,
and we are going to hate the ropes. A relationship, to me, needs to be open to be gratifying. I need
time for myself, and so do you."
This is how I little by little came to see that I need alone time and isolation as well. My assumption
is it would be good for everyone, even those who swear by living together.
With Naoma, I never had had the idea that this would last. Yet, the fact that I was left behind for the
second time in a few months, made me sad. But our love did not die, it was alive when she came my
way from time to time.
Reality was that I was living alone in this house, something I had dreaded for real. I went back to
my meditation stool and learn to accept reality.
My takeaway: I need the connection with other people, but I need alone time as well.

My saddest sad
Not the moment that I received Naoma's email, nor the time that I considered suicide was my
saddest sad. Those considerations have some "activity" and "vitality" about them, that don't show
up in sadness. The saddest sad showed up at the end of a thought track about how bad my situation
was. I saw no perspective on my future happiness. Nothing mattered anymore, and everything
mattered: everything was wrong, and nothing could restore that.
My takeaway: Thoughts can induce sadness, I experienced over and over again.

Solitude, the new loneliness
What was true about my belief: “I’m not worthy of love, I’ll never be loved again”? Nothing, as I
was being showed. There was a lover who visited me from time to time, there was self-love, there
was a source of Love within myself.
What was left of being left, and being alone? A new sensation: that of solitude. In fact, it was a
good old friend, that I'd lived with in my youth and young adult years. But somehow "being alone"
had become raw and painful.
I danced to Janacek's vibrant little symphony 62 today, home alone and happy. I do not know what
the future will bring. Will I feel lonely again? Maybe. Probably I'll have the inner certitude of "I've
been there, I know how to live this."
"One must still have a bit of chaos in oneself to be able to give birth to a dancing star." - Friedrich
Nietzsche
61 Carl Jung, psychologist
62 A live recording on video, not the one I danced to, which was from a CD. Can you dance to this music?

My takeaway: Solitude is a power source for the spirit.

Conversations of separated men
Jerry had been blocked on social media by his ex-wife. He was asking in an online group: why do I
feel so odd about it right now?
My answer was: "I suppose we feel odd because we sense that more communication lines are
broken now. This makes us feel isolated, which adds to our suffering. It's all the effect of the strong
attachment that we had created towards one other person. My suggestion to you is to be mindful of
those feelings of isolation and suffering. Because it hurts, and it won't stop hurting if we don't pay
attention to it. Blaming our exes for blocking, or any other new emotion, will only do more harm.
So stay with your own emotion, be kind to it and to yourself, and it will ebb away."
While I was busy with writing this book, I intended to give separated people some guidance. But
where was I heading?
My takeaway: Hurt won't stop if we don't pay attention to it. To the contrary.

My life horoscope
I never gave a damn about astrology. Yet, Naoma showed me that my "moon knots" ("my whats?",
I asked) were pointing at the sign of Lion. I had to admit that the description of my personality that
she showed me made a lot of sense. The text went on about my life plan and karma, saying:
"Your primary life task is to learn personal strength and pass it on to others. In your earlier life you
have leaned too much on others. You have advocated the ideas of others and steered yourself to the
side. In this life you'll feel alone and aside more often. Now the time has come, to find back yourself
and to live your destination."
This is where the idea of me as a Lion came from. I imagined to have the courage of a lion. I loved
the idea that I have a task to fulfill and that I'm up to it. Who wouldn't?
I printed the text of the horoscope and hang it on my pin board. Every now and then I looked at it as
at an amulet.
My takeaway: To know and accept my life destination was an empowering lesson.

Identification with the lion
One day, I read the love in the email that my wife sent. It made me identify with my role as former
husband, but that didn't work anymore. A new identification had been created: to be a lion!
Identifying with it, I knew, would cause new suffering. For sure there would come moments when I
wouldn't feel like a lion. So I said to myself: "do courageous lion stuff, but don't personalize, or
identify with the lion."
My openness to this source of astrological inspiration came out of despair and surrender. I see it as
a sea change in my life.
My takeaway: Opening up to unfamiliar lessons can be both frightening and rewarding.

A winged lion
It was as if I was lifting, once I took in the newness of my live. Once I had started to love myself,
my life and its difficulties, it seemed like I was winged. A winged lion, a chimera, is courageous
and self-directed. I had seen him as a mythical image before, and thought at the time: "Yeah right,

senseless funny fantasy!"
Nowadays I find it inspiring beyond all fairy tales and fables. I know I'm a character in a fairy tale my life's own fable of the boy who became a chimera63.
My takeaway: Mythical beliefs can break down self-limiting beliefs. I learned to be open to
them.

Back to not knowing
I’ve gone along a path that brought me further in life. Without a map, I came to a place where I
never was. That is where I know not where to go. But I do know I came here by going, and that is
my north.
As Jeff Foster it: "[I]n stead of trying to ‘fix’ our lives, instead of trying to neatly resolve the
unresolvable and quickly complete the epic story of a fictitious ‘me’, we simply relax into utter not
knowing, unravelling in the warm embrace of mystery, sinking deeply into the moment, savoring it
fully, in all its uniqueness and wonder. And then, perhaps without any effort, without any struggle
or stress, without ‘you’ being involved at all, the true answers will emerge in their own sweet
time.64"
My takeaway: Stopping to run around to find answers will help the answers finding me where
I am.

Your saddest sad
As I did not know where to start with my new life task, I asked my online friends for their "saddest
sad".
Shamira answered to me that the man she had been with for decades had just left her two weeks
before. She added: "The most important is to overcome the resistance inside against feeling pain. It
is always almost connected with old pain of being abandoned or left alone as a child. The resistance
has strategies: anger, fear, false hope, denial. Everybody needs to know one's own strategies and
dismantle them. Mine, for instance, is running around. Out of false hope I'm helping everybody and
forgetting what I need. It is not enough to learn to take care of my needs. It is necessary to stop
running around and get at ease. And therefore you (I) need to feel what is driving me forth."
I thought that would make a good summary of this book.
And Paul wrote back: "My saddest sadness was on the 4th of September, 2004. The day I left the
house of my ex-wife, the mother of our two children. I cried without restrain. I cried aloud, and
others must have heard me crying. I walked to my car and drove to my parents' house. There I
would live for a few months to regain some financial and emotional stability. Unrestrained weeping.
I was not sad for myself, but for my children. That was my saddest sad."
Aren't we, humans, remarkable in that we can feel more sad for our children than for ourselves?
Michelle had been diagnosed with a progressive nerve disease a few weeks before. In answering,
she showed her optimism, a quality that I had learned to admire. "My experience: starting with
acknowledging the new reality, assessing its implications. First I am sad, and then I get on working
with the new reality. Life doesn't end here! Swallow when confronted with backlashes, adapt to the
new reality, and feel blessed with the warmth of friends. My social life is richer now. My challenge
for the future will be to keep it that way, also when my new situation won't be new anymore."
Christopher sent a poem by Hafiz that touched a string in me:
63 Here is a picture of a winged lion.
64 www.lifewithoutacentre.com/essays-transcripts/an-invitation-to-rest/

"Don't surrender your loneliness so quickly. / Let it cut more deep. / Let it ferment and season you /
As few human or even divine ingredients can.
Something missing in my heart tonight / Has made my eyes so soft, / My voice so tender, / My need
of God / Absolutely Clear."
He added: Me and sadness means hiding. Admitting it. On the darkest journeys, I visit Viktor
Frankl: "So, why don't you just end your life?" And then always an answer comes up.
It was Judith who spoke of sadness as a gift. "My saddest sad was indeed the sadness that could not
be experienced, for it would hurt too much. It looked like apathy, fearfulness and 'hyperness' with
tension and deep worry underneath. It looked like giving others the care I myself needed most but
couldn't ask for. It also looked like shallow breath and small physical ailments here and there. Once
I started to live in whatever is there in the moment, I became open to the divine beauty of life. My
deepest sadness turned out to be my greatest gift."
My takeaway: Sadness opens doors. It is worthwhile to spend time with sadness.

Surviving a grey afternoon
I was online, chatting how to survive a grey afternoon alone. "I put up some nice music - it creates a
flow in me, or maybe it's a nice way of distraction. Writing in my diary has more or less the same
effect. I find these activities 'centering' in the mean time, which quiets my mind."
Shamira is heading for silence, biking, hiking, and sometimes tv. "We make a long traverse through
the desert of not being in the flow," she writes.
I answer her: "There will be good company, it's awaiting us, for we are good company. This is one
to trust, and I'll light a candle to that for you, Shamira."
Christiane asserts that being alone is a tough lesson. This lesson becomes a blessing in the end when
you are glad to spend enough time alone.
My takeaway: When being alone makes me sad, after some time I can start to enjoy my own
company.

Self-concepts must die
Writing this book is like giving meaning to all that happened. Taking it on as being my life, but
then: from the perspective of the observer.
At times, I "became" my experience and was overwhelmed by emotion again. At those moments, I
lost the observer's perspective and tumbled through space once more.
To say: "I am my experience" I identify with some concept of self that has no solid ground. All selfconcepts must die. Even the image of the Winged Lion.
It’s good to be alone. To have time to concentrate on myself and not being with my family to take
care of. Concentrating on the tasks that I see before me.
Getting to learn the power of my desires, that all relate to me expressing Love in the world. The
power of desire is a strong power for creation and realization. I want to learn to feel and use this
power for all kind of goals in my life. Composing and improvising music and writing are creative
passions of mine. With and through these I can express that Love.
My takeaway: I am not my experience. I am the witness who can learn from it.

Relaxing
A separated man writes: "I really don't have anyone in my life to hang out with and just relax. So I
just pour myself into my work. I know this isn't healthy, but it keeps my mind busy."
I found this way to relax: become my own best company! No partner, no friends, no social media,
no work for distraction. I had only the depth of myself, hang out with that guy and enjoying that
time "together".
What I would sometimes add to those times were nice pass-times. Listening music, reading, writing,
cooking a meal, cuddling with the cat, gardening, walking, sleeping...
My takeaway: It took a lot for me to learn to be alone, and it was worth it.

Would you give it a try?
The inner "work" to be done, is a real kind of work. Most often I found this work so unattractive,
that I would rather leave it undone. Much to my peril, and I know that. That is why a friend or other
support was sometimes just what I needed to get and keep going.
Maybe you, dear reader, haven't tried any exercise but went on reading and grieving. Then, if I may
suggest, go try one or more of the exercises from the program. One can't learn to swim by reading a
book. One certainly can't learn to swim through an ocean of grief by reading a book!
It's all about body and mind when we are to heal after a breakup. This takes time and practice.
Throughout this book, I've referred to a practice or exercise that you can either find or ask for in the
program.
Some practices in the program are "ready when done". Others are "new mental habits" that you may
want to discover and develop. The program will teach you these in the most accessible way. I'll use
all available wisdom and scientific findings that seem useful. Plus my 25+ years of experience with
teaching and coaching.
Why do I keep suggesting you take a look?
1. To visit and check out the program is you taking action. That action step is - as always inevitable if you are to experience anything new. Reading this book is good. Reflecting on it is
better. Doing the practices and exercises of the program will serve you even better.
2. To access the free parts of the program is us starting communication with each other. I will reach
out to you more, and hear from you what you need. I intend my work to serve you and your
wellbeing. When I say "you", I see one person before me - yes, that is YOU.
Here is the program link again. To your happiness!
My takeaway: The program is designed for you to do the inner work leading to personal
transformation.
*

Farewell
Christmas 2014 where the first season holidays we did not spend together as a family in our life of
the last 21 years.
Boxer Day 2014 I was ill and felt great sadness in me. I stayed in bed, slept a lot and let the feelings
be. To my luck, I was in my eldest brother's house, and there I could be ill and sad. With tact, a
niece of mine asked what was going on, and let me process my feelings by being there with me.

Without words, I said farewell to the end of the year and this period of sadness. The next day, new
hope and opportunity had risen in me. I had transitioned and found myself at the other side of
sadness. I had found a new opening, a new perspective beyond the farewell... I think it had helped
letting the sadness be in me.
My takeaway: Sadness is one of those emotions that naturally change when I dwell in it for
some time.

Reflection questions
1. How have you dealt with sadness? Did this bring any healing?
2. What will happen if your mind would not be kept so busy?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?
The question "How can I enter this new
phase in my life?" is one of the issues the
program helps you dealing with.

Chapter 22. Sex and how important is it?
Those who have a strong sense of love and belonging have the courage to be imperfect.65
*
When I came home after Boxing Day 2014, my landlady and neighbors had come to believe I’m not
any good. The reason for that was that my cat had fleas, and they considered this as a threat to their
own pets or to themselves. I had treated the cat and informed the neighbor who would take care of
her in my absence. Yet, she got scared of catching a remaining flea herself and bringing this to her
pets at home.
They held me fully responsible and in their eyes I was guilty of much. Their messages - one was
taped on my front door - were hostile. "I never want to speak to you again, you are a bastard". And:
"Fleas are a possible reason to end the rental period."
Considering that "the house" had a problem that we could solve together was not where they started
from. Neither had they considered that fleas will always come from outside. Or that we all have to
treat our pets. Nor that I had taken measures against the fleas.
I don't think that they were outraged about the fleas per se. They must have feared me, in a way. I
was part of the cause of their suffering. They saw me as an untrustworthy, irresponsible neighbor. I
had secluded myself from them, at least not connected with them on a deep, personal level. And I
was a separated single man now. To them, I must have been a stranger.
My takeaway: Unconnectedness between people is far more general than breakups.

In the arms of a lover
To lay in the arms of a lover is to lay in the most comfortable of comfort zones - when everything is
OK. It's not difficult to see that we, humans, are "beings longing for love".
I observe the enormous stress that I personally, and society as a whole, puts on laying in the arms of
a lover. People want to connect deeply and fully, and that is why they want to cuddle, to hug, and to
have sex. Simply put: I want sex since I need love.
Sex is about love and connection. Sex with a partner has the potential of connecting two bodies, two
minds and two spirits. Sex with myself has the potential of connecting my own body and my own
mind. Partner sex and self-sex are same but different.
As a side note: many monastics and ascetics refrain from sex, or at least pledge to do so. If it all
works out well, they show and spread their Love differently, but ever so beneficially. It is a tragedy
that a lot of sexual abuse comes out of the frustration of some who have pledged chastity. In
general, humans are not good in restraining their sexual desires. For we need Love, and favor the
personal!
My takeaway: Sex - when it is fulfilling - fulfills the need for deep connection.

Sex variety seeker
From my experience, and from science I can tell: a new lover's appreciation is fresh and interesting.
He or she has new qualities to admire, and "new" is the most exciting quality here.
Even more: biologically, humans are sex variety seekers: we love to bond with others through sex 66.
65 Brené Brown, scholar
66 My source is this talk.

Maybe our culture has made that a sin, but our nature's drives do win. Maybe a large part of this
book is about the inner clash between nature and nurture. Put simply: what comes from our nature is
fixed, and what we get from nurture is changeable. As we will see, there is a middle zone, and that
is where it gets really interesting.
Does this biological tendency imply that I had been looking for another sex partner or even a new
life companion? Fantasies of new lovers: yes! New life companions: oh no, that would have been
too far out of my comfort zone. I remember my wife uttering wishes and doubts like these as well.
It's common, it's human.
And yet, I wanted exclusivity in love so dearly. I think I now know why, and I guess this rings true
for many more people. The love of The One "must" confirm us that we are important. Important in
the sense that our life matters, that it is indispensable that we exist on earth in this lifetime. We want
to be assured that our body and mind, our aspirations, our talents, and our love are magnificently
meaningful.
The lover "must" show this to her beloved, continuously. That is at least one reason why I want that
my lover focuses her love and affection exclusively on me. Because out of myself I don't feel that
important.
When my wife made her choices, I have felt rejected, and she continued to assert she loved me. As
I've written already: I believed her, but I did not see how. Much later, I got glimpses of Love being
less personal. And this means: my wife's choice to go her own way, is not meant personally as
"being against me". It is her choosing what she feels is right for her.
All things "happening to" us, can be considered to be impersonal. It's a strange side of our ego to
bend that differently, and make ourselves "important" in that way. Let me give an example: the
neighbor does not greet me. Making it personal: "he has a grudge against me". Making it
impersonal: "his mind is occupied, or he hasn't recognized me". Then, when I hear he indeed has a
grudge against me, the "personal" hits in again. But this grudge is just as impersonal. He interpreted
my words spoken a week ago as offensive, where I meant to be entertaining, and was a little blunt
perhaps. The point is: when I take things so personal, I increase the hurt in the strongest way.
By the way, this is not a plea for stonewalling, and not paying attention to people's grudges. Out of
compassion, fearlessness, and vulnerability stems a third way. This is the way of deep listening in
conversation.67
My takeaway: Breakup is ever so painful, when we believe we are suddenly no longer
important to our closest fellow human being.

The importance of a life
Some of us make themselves important, with such a fervor that it seems to be a behavior of overcompensation. This is why some people do everything to become famous, and respected. Even
when they must sacrifice their self-respect.
The lack of sense of self-importance makes some people get angry. When they feel that the other
one is neglecting them in a way, they can't stand it. They want to enforce someone to pay more
attention to him or her. Out of a deep-seated uncomfortable idea that they are not important, they
now want someone to show them that they are.
I am not saying exclusivity in love relationships is a bad thing. Yet I found it very insightful to see
that I too want the confirmation of my importance, something I have difficulty to find in myself.
This started my search for the inherent importance of my life. I will save that for another book.
My takeaway: There must be another answer to how my life matters, than the fact that I'm
67 Short introduction on deep listening here.

being loved.

Self-sex
This paragraph is quite explicit about my self-sex. You can skip it if you want. I wrote it to analyze
the place and importance of physical and emotional sensations in life.
I dipped a finger in plain sunflower oil. I oiled the tip of my penis. Then I stroke it gently,
experimenting with circling and pressure. I felt the sensitivity of the penis grow, and I got orgastic
feelings in my whole body. I made sure I would not ejaculate, to not lose that body sensation.
At first I longed for a woman more than without doing this. But then I learned to enjoy the feeling
just as it is, without feeling something or someone was failing. To the contrary, I had gained new
ground of feeling, new experience, and thus: new life.
I got the urge to speed things up and ejaculate. Yet, the awareness was strong enough to prevent me
from actually going there. So, I was learning to make love with myself in a different way than a
plain hand-job. I started to feel how my body is sensual and orgasmic, without someone around me,
without a "sex partner". This feeling was new to me, and is part of the tantric experience.
"Ordinary" masturbation harms the feeling side while caring tenderness opens up the heart. This
subject I have not enough explored yet, and there is still some resistance in me to do so68.
As humans, we are "emotional beings", and need some relief time now and then. Our skin-covered
body is the place where our emotions are stored, and touching our skin is moving. Our bodies have
"buttons" that need to be touched. Our skin is a sensible organ, the biggest organ that we have
actually! The external sexual organs of course are extremely sensible. All together, skin sensations
and sexual sensations inevitably have a deep impact on how we feel.
The presence of a sex partner adds physical, emotional, and spiritual versatility to life and sex. The
tantric experience of self-sex is opening new doors to the experience of (partner or solo) sex.
The loss of a lover, as I can testify now, inflicted the fear that I would not be touched anymore.
Dealing with this fear was one part of my challenge. Finding new "touch" was another part. I would
not ignore it because I was on a spiritual journey: I was just as much on an emotional journey.
My takeaway: I rediscovered self-sex as experiencing both both self-love and stress relief.

Fear for rejection
My biggest fear, was the fear for abandonment. It took me 52 years to face this fear.
Feeling rejected ignited my fear for abandonment. I had become inclined to always give up before I
could face any fear. For instance, I wouldn't easily ask for a date, being too afraid to be rejected.
Letting someone spend some time alone is part of many initiation rituals. I had never been initiated
like that. I suppose I should have learned to be alone - and not when I was three days old, with the
consciousness of an infant. I failed to develop courage that way.
From an early age on, I developed a strong sense of autonomy. Yet, my autonomy covered my
strong longing for approval. Underneath, I feared a big part of the dynamic of life, which could
leave me unapproved. Fearing to be left unapproved, was nothing else than fearing true autonomy.
Autonomy is "pleasant" to a certain extent. Then becomes "unpleasant" when it leaves me
unsheltered. And finally becomes accepted, appreciated by a much bigger "I".
My takeaway: Being alone can be nice, but only without the rejection and abandonment
feeling.
68 Here's an interesting source on beautiful self-sex.

*
A request for chaperoning students on study trips I put down. This time, I needed to go on my own
journey. I was up to writing this book, moving to France, and developing new services to offer to
the world. I would miss out some money when I would not go along with the students. When I
decided that, I experienced definitely less fearing for approval. I felt more of the lion appearing.

Fearing judgments less
Let's get back shortly to the reproaches about fleas that I got. The memory gives me some extra
lessons, now that I write it down. I admit that I am more "easy" on things like fleas, mosquitos, the
smell of farts, or cobwebs. To name just a few things that many people think must be evaded at all
costs. Since I see myself as a trustworthy person, I had to learn how this hostility works. It works
through judging.
Yet, at that time I just felt jilted by my neighbors. While they had repelled me, I judged them
strongly as well. I thought they were "too precise, too childish, too much self-victimizing". How I
judged and rejected my neighbors is like how I went about unpleasant thoughts and emotions. I did
not want to see them for what they are.
All people judge, and our judgments are feelings. Judging and rejecting people is one possible way
to handle our own fears and angers. Once the veil of fear and anger is torn away, my 'enemies'
become my teachers. There is so much to learn...
At one moment I was in a telephone conversation with the landlady. I felt my anger rising and
spoke with the power of that emotion. I recognized the fear for disapproval. But with courage, I said
what I had to say. Fear had become a tool, and anger was voiced instead of suppressed.
My takeaway: When I experience fear and anger I may take away the veil of a lesson I can
learn.

Me being brave
Writing and publishing this book is one of my first steps in being brave. It took commitment, a
quality that I had not learned to display easily. Same with moving to France.
In this stage, I needed a certain "rage". I wanted to make strong choices, clear-cutting decisions. As
if the new lion's heart demanded that from me. Plus I prepared for the difficulties that were to come.
I was setting the stage for successes that I'd never dreamt of. Or so I hoped.
People around me who had seen what I'd been going through affirmed these decisions. This
surprised me quite a bit. Even my wife encouraged me going to live in France. She added: "Maybe,
once you've find your spot, we might join you there."
Others, who were not that "close", shrugged their shoulders or started warning for "consequences".
Trying to heed me from danger was their way of showing their friendship. Put differently: I played
into their fears. I had this new sensation to know I was courageous, but being comfortable with it. I
was looking forward to new challenges and life problems.
My takeaway: When I experience fear I now recognize it is the trigger for me to develop my
courage.

Taking life into my own hands
Developing some bravery was not an easy lesson. It meant looking at the unwelcome truth about
myself that I was not brave in the first place. Introspection, meditation, ayahuasca, isolation, fearing
loss and death - what have you... Loneliness was both a demon and a helper then. Loneliness as an

unsolicited emotion that made the path so crucial and special.
At times, I felt I had the choice for somberness or rejoice. Being an optimist by default, I took the
road to growth. I was learning new skills, wanting to be a good example for my daughter even.
I learned to accept the fact that learning and life are non-linear and non-progressive. There was this
personal development, and it came with a growing awareness. My late father-in-law described it
poetically: 'Taking life into your own hands, well aware that you can't get your hands on it.69"
My takeaway: Taking life into my own hands is a scary thing to do.

Reflection questions
1. What could you possibly want to find out about self-sex, or about the taboo that you may
experience around it?
2. Would more courage serve you in your life? If so, how?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

69 Dutch: "Je leven in eigen hand nemen in het diepe besef dat je het leven niet naar je hand kunt zetten." Fons van
Reisen, Sta op en loop.

Chapter 23. Why would I stay in contact?
My point is that you do not need me or anyone else around to bring this new kind of light in your
life. It is simply waiting out there for you to grasp it, and all you have to do is reach for it. The only
person you are fighting is yourself and your stubbornness to engage in new circumstances. 70
*
Via text messages my wife and I arranged that she and our daughter would come to my place the
next day. They had been on a holiday trip to Egypt (with my wife's friend) and wanted to tell me
about their experiences. I had not much time, nor much desire to hear stories.
Yet I let them come. They showed pictures and stories from their stay in Egypt. Of course my wife's
friend was in the stories and on some of the pictures. I was envious about their nice time together. I
did not show my pain, showed my interest instead.
Two hours later, I got a serious stomach ache that lasted for hours. I put my hands on my belly,
asking myself what was wrong. The answer came with tears: they failed me, I was missing our
times together. A good feeling was far to seek. The process I went through that evening was full of
moments of awareness. I was aware of "missing", "grief" and "sadness" again, like many times
before.
Through windows of awareness, I could see what nice beings they are, whom I can express my love
to. I could see that I myself am healthy and safe, that I can share friendly attention to them and their
stories. I could see that the sad feelings are true and that they are not alone. Loving kindness
accompanies them.
Regarded through a time lens, feeling like this was a great improvement. A few months earlier I
would have been off track for days, without knowing what feelings lied beneath it. Even now, I
swung from calm awareness to the pain of being cut of from family life and holidays spent together.
But this time, the off track would be lived with awareness. I could see it as a "good process",
including the things that just didn't feel good.
My takeaway: Being aware of why I am off track is much better than simply being off track.

Contradictory wishes
But it's not all about myself, of course. How much trust could I have in the commitments of those
others? Was I feeling insecure in these relationships?
"Simple relationships" give room to other things I find important in life. I mean things like
creativity, experiencing nature, contribution to society. What happens when I want to combine
living together with making love? Are all persons involved happy? If not, a shift is to occur.
Our wishes for relationships can be so contradictory in themselves. I, for instance, want to both live
together and being alone when I choose to be so. I like to care, but at the same time, I like to don't
give a shit.
There is the zone of solitude, in which the best creative work can be done. A life's passion for
creative work may even demand solitude... One human's desires are manyfold. To find out that they
are that many, and that they contradict each other sometimes is a harsh awakening.
My takeaway: My wishes for life are contradictory, and this alone means that a life fully lived
will always be partly out of a certain comfort zone.

70 Jon Krakauer, author of: Into the Wild

Monogamy
In essence, many relationship problems are monogamy problems. What would have happened, had I
let my wife enjoy her pleasures with a lover?
In a relationship, the ideal of monogamy maybe is ready for an update. Of course, the idea of
cheating is far from appealing. In the mean time, everybody knows that relationships often end
before one of the partners died. This started my wife and me thinking about "parallel love" or
polyamory, years ago. We didn't solve the equation. Emotionally, the cultural imprint of mono-love
is strong. It is as deeply an ingrained cultural learning as e.g. shame for being naked.
Oliver Schott's book "In Praise of Open Relationships 71" convinced me that open relationships are
emotionally possible. In fact, they can strengthen the bond between partners. It can make them more
freely choose each other time and again.
Specific relationship wishes will always compete with other opportunities. Monogamy excludes
polyamory. Living together in one house contradicts solitude to create one's life work. Sending a
child to school prevents the joy of home schooling. Or one would start to experiment, alternate and
see what works.
My wishes and desires were contradictory. It took quite some time for me to see that the "living
together solution" was not the only one with which I could be happy.
For more than a year I was obsessed with the desire that my wife and I would reunite. This desire
circled around a certain idea of who I am, who we were together. That idea ignited identification:
"this is me, this is what my life should look like". With that, came anger, fear and the unrest of the
mind in all different forms. The unrest included - again - sleep inhibition.
My takeaway: Experimenting is the path to learning to fulfill contradictory wishes.

I need constant reminders
My mind is looking for “good outcomes” all the time, instead of “good processes”. That’s true with
relationships, with writing this book. It is true with everything where I don’t feel completely sure
about the outcome. Becoming aware of the truth of life is not always comfortable. However it is the
only road I know now to live life fully. Which is: realizing the meaning of my lifetime on Earth.
My takeaway: I need constant reminders that I am on a life path, that not everything will feel
nice and cosy.

Right speech
During times of stress, we still have conversations with people. How welcome, I thought, would it
be, to have half an hour for every word I would want to utter. To first gain total clarity about my
truth and my intention before I would speak. I'm referring to one of the most important ideas from
Buddhism. This is to practice “right speech”. It seems simple, but it is certainly not easy when my
mind is upset.
Right speech is well-intended speech: to say (or write) words that are true, kind and helping. This
asks for a clear mind, a mind that is connected to the heart. Only then words will have a beneficial
effect for the other person, for the relationship. They will express a Love that is much bigger than
any wish to be loved back. A Love that is truer than any wish to impress or manipulate. These
words are well-chosen and well-timed. They come from the middle path between falling silent and
verbal fall-out. Right speech is not an easy thing to practice.
Sometimes other people's lives are interwoven. In those cases I must look at my truth and my
71 Oliver Schott, In Praise of Open Relationships. (affiliate link)

intention with extra care. This book is my practice.
My takeaway: Right speech - though the right thing to strive for - is not an easy practice to
learn.

Refusing some contacts
Someone who was in pain herself about my pain wanted to come and visit me. A woman who knew
both me and the lover of my wife offered her time for a conversation. I refused these contacts. I
think it was good to speak only with those I preferred.
Still, I was exchanging views on separation with strangers on social media. The fact that they were
strangers was perhaps what made those contacts worthwhile in their own fashion.
My takeaway: Refusing contacts was another way of stopping to be a pleaser, and therefore
uncomfortable at first.

Keeping contact with my ex
Some advice that I read on "getting past your breakup" was: "no contact with your ex". The aim is
to gain clarity in yourself. This, to me, is not necessarily correct. It considers a relationship as an
"all or nothing game". That is not my game. I think the opposite is true.
As a matter of fact, for long it was not that clear for my wife and me that we wanted to separate.
She wanted to spend time with her new friend, I didn't cope with that while we lived in one house.
We tried that for one or two weeks or so, but it tore me apart.
So I said: "If you prefer to be with him, please go." I "expelled" my wife from our common home.
We loved each other, we never stopped doing that, but I felt I was being loved less. I felt deprived
of something, and I wanted to get rid of the feeling.
My takeaway: The suffering caused by keeping in contact was a source of development as
well.

Pushing for clarity
By cutting the line like that, I was creating both clarity and new unclarity. Because now what? Were
we officially separated? Were we going to be divorced? As with the man and his grass, many new
questions arose. What about our relationship, our daughter, and the house, the car, the money? So,
my wife and I were communicating quite a lot.
To some therapists on separation, one should have "no contact" between the ex-partners. One
should sort things out on the individual level. Of course there are good reasons for "no contact".
Yet, these only apply when you both have clarity about the end of the relationship.
It may be more "easy" in a sense to break all connections, and cut the emotional ties. Yet, love and
connectedness are maybe more important than "having it easy".
When you go "no contact" maybe you can prevent emotional pain to happen to you. Yet, I must
have made clear by now, that this pain - in my view - has to be experienced. Not out of masochism,
or raising self-pity. But because this pain paves the road to the heart. That is where the fire of Love
is burning - yes, inflicting that pain. If I'd run away from the pain, I'd run away from that source of
Love.
I developed my love and connectedness with myself and beings around me. And I did specifically
not exclude my wife from that development. Painful, yes, but the pain served a serious and bigger
goal than me going through this phase easy.

My takeaway: Pain and suffering pave the road to part of the heart that have not been seen
and felt for a long time. These are parts where Love resides.

How much did I care?
I imagined myself becoming ill and dying. I imagined I would miss my wife to take care of me. She
had been a volunteer in a hospice: she would do a good job. But I felt expelled from her life, even
though she said she loved me still.
Then I imagined her becoming ill and dying. I thought I would not like to take care of her. I never
had been the person who felt so much inclined to take physical care of others. Cooking for them,
talking with them, comforting them I would… Why would I care? She had left me behind and made
me believe she did not care so much about my well-being, hadn't she?
I felt uneasy about myself. Had my love for her ended? Did I blame her, and think she was guilty?
Would I let her alone when she would need someone who would take care of her?
For some time, I walked around with these uncomfortable questions. Bit by bit I felt how strong the
connection with her, this living being, was, is and would ever be. The motivation to care for her
when anytime in the future she would need me, was stronger than any dislike or grudge I might
hold. I felt that my Love was stronger than my hurt.
This was a defining moment and felt like the triumph of Love by breakup.
My takeaway: Entering long forgotten parts of the heart, gave me access to Love.

Mindfulness "Plum Village style"
There is "mindful meditation" as an activity separated from daily life. And there is "mindful
meditation" incorporated in daily life.
Plum Village is the monastery and retreat center in Western France. Buddhist teacher Thich Nhat
Hanh founded it there. They practice mindfulness by sounding bigger and smaller bells, on more or
less regular moments.
Every 15, 20 or 30 minutes of the waking day, mindfulness is "ignited" by the sound of a bell. All
who are present and hear the bell, focus on their breath. So I learned when I was there for a week.
Breathing in and breathing out a few times, well aware of my situation, my mood, my stress, or
whatever. These ever recurring "mindful moments" release tension from body and mind. This
makes way for relaxation, trust, loving kindness, and other joyful mental states.
It's at Plum Village and online that I learned this "continuous" mindfulness technique. One of the
things I use is an app on my smartphone that reminds me to be mindful. Every time when it sounds
a mindfulness bell, I focus on my inbreath and my outbreath.
My takeaway: To incorporate mindfulness in daily activities is to grow awareness of all what
is going on on the inside and on the outside.

Enlightenment is immediate
In theory, I see life like this, nowadays:
+ I can enjoy life, as a present of innumerable experiences, with no exception. Life as a permanent
blessing.
+ In me, there are a few unavoidable mechanisms that I need only a little bit. Unfortunately, they
stand in the way of experiencing the blessing. I mean mechanisms like judging, worrying, attaching
to things that pass. Also, aversion of discomfort aren't really helpful.

+ These mechanisms are themselves part of the blessing of my life. Thus, I'd better embrace them
softly and friendly in my life experience. Better than battling them or trying to distract myself from
them.
+ Even when "enlightenment" does not happen at an instant, the process of lightening up my life is
well worth giving it careful attention. I'm experimenting with ways of lessening my suffering.
Mindful meditation is an important part of it.
According to Buddhist teachings, and to my wife, "enlightenment is immediate". It even takes place
at every moment, but we don't "get it". Only when the right conditions are being met for us to "get
it" we can experience enlightenment. Yet, setting the right conditions in the mind may take a while,
or many "whiles" in fact.
My takeaway: Training the mind is mastering my well-being. Not the circumstances, nor my
personality, nor anything else has such a fundamental and long-lasting impact.

Personal, passionate, and erotical love
Felicity, the first woman I made love with after the breakup, came to visit me in France. During our
week together, something important became clear. My love for Felicity was non-passionate, rather
impersonal. We both regretted that because it was uncomfortable. But we also both respected this
truth.
To her it felt like a boundary to get at the kind of relationship she would want with me. To me it felt
like a very unfamiliar state of relating to some-one. It felt like a friendship that involves the heart.
Personal love is me feeling love for someone else. Like I love my friends and my brothers.
When I feel passion in my heart, when I have "fallen in love", the personal love becomes passionate
love. When the passion is mutual, it gets "nice". Many times in my life I was the one who fell in
love, but the object of my love didn't. Or at least, not with me...
When the passion combines with erotical love, it becomes... well, erotic. But erotical love can exist
without the passion. Two people, two bodies, two sex drives. This can be intimate, satisfying and
rewarding. By preference the lovers are "on the same page" with their erotical love. I, like most
people, like to "have it all" with a loved one. But reality is, that this does not always happen, one
can not "make it happen", and it might take some time.
My takeaway: The heart has its own pace, like the flow of a river.

Universal Love
And then there is this universal Love. It is non-personal, and I feel this Love encompasses all living
beings. Of course, I'm not always in that "universal loving emotional state". Nor does universal
Love meet many of my ego needs. Still, it is a beautiful, sincere and uplifting feeling.
Anyway, Universal Love became more and more central to my life. This Love was about Sharing,
Connecting, Caring, Accepting, Trusting. Think of it like I'm a flower of the species "cosmos". It
serves the hoverflies - and the hoverflies serve the cosmos flowers by pollinating them. (This is true
biology here.) It's impersonal, yet strong.
Do you think of "God" as "Love"? Then I dare to write "God had become central to my life." As an
atheist, I'd never thought I'd write that, but essentially, truth is a paradox.
My takeaway: Learning about Love never ends, if you don't stop going.

Misguided Love
Misguided, or Unfitting, or Misplaced? I mean the Love that does not work, does not come across.
The Love that is off-track.
Here are a few examples. Being focused on yourself too much. Punishing someone. Calling the
punishment "tough love". Reproaching anyone anything. Pleasing people, helping them in such a
way that they learn helplessness.
Love is about the connection, the reception of the intention. So it's more the person on the
receiving end of an act of Love, who can tell whether it was misguided or wasn't. Even when the
intention was cruel, unfair, hateful - in many cases or maybe in all cases, I think Love lies at the
bottom, and is totally misguided from the moment it springs forth. For instance, the love of
someone who just takes without compassion: exaggerated self-love of someone who is lacking love.
This is what rapists do, what dictators and torturers do. The connection that they have with their
environment has grown wrong and they don't get it right. The connection with the inner source of
love is lacking. That's why they can't bridge their heart with humanity and the other living beings.
Why call that behavior Love? Because it springs forth from the same source: the wish for wellbeing, by way of relating to others. It is destructive, it kills the heart of the perpetrator. I don't
justify it, when I say it is misguided, wrong and abtruse.
"Don't do unto others, what you would not want to be done unto yourself," seems easy to
understand. It is the commandment that embodies what Love is about. However such a
commandment is not that easy to implement for some of us humans.
If I want to go far, very far with compassion, then I will forgive all misguided love. Forgiveness is
not the same as giving up my boundaries for some sorts of behavior. Forgiveness does not mean
everyone can do whatever and think that is alright. Forgiveness does not mean no measures will be
taken to prevent more damage. Forgiveness is what Jesus spoke about, when speaking about those
who were to crucify him, and mocked about him: ""Father, forgive them; for they do not know what
they are doing." And they cast lots, dividing up His garments among themselves."
My takeaway: We are all sometimes experiencing and expressing our Love in a misguided
way.

A shift taking place in me?
I had no clear future view on where my love life would go, and I was OK with that. Would I feel the
longing for passionate, and erotic love for much longer? Or was there a shift taking place in me - a
shift from personal to universal love? Or would both kinds of love live on in me?
My relationship with Naoma developed over the year into a deep and loving one. It was her who
suggested me to go to a Happy Farmers retreat in Plum Village, and then I booked for the both of
us. Learning to say "yes" to a suggestion from life, even if I don't know all the ins and outs, is one
of my new "ways" as well72.
Abrupt changes in my own expectations of how the relationship with my wife would develop. Was
I also able to say "yes" to these?
My takeaway: Life gives suggestions to say "yes" to every little moment.

Reflection questions
1. How could contacts with your (former) partner help you in your development as a person?
72 The program has an exercise for saying "yes", which should make your life a lot easier.

2. How does the breakup influence your ideas about love, and what you want from a relationship?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 24. Are these new mental normals?
We have a normal. As you move outside of your comfort zone, what was once the unknown and
frightening becomes your new normal.73
*
In May 2015, I started to live in one house with my friend Ben, the prophet from an earlier episode.
After a week or two, Ben said: "Ton, when you tell me that you want me to do something
differently, I hear you're angry at me. It is as if you keep yourself from telling what is bothering
you, until the moment you must say something. But then you're already angry, and bossy even. I
propose that we just speak up about what bothers us when it happens."
Ben had hit a weak spot of my communication behavior. I adapted my style, which was quite easy
since in this situation I did not feel to be in a dependent relationship.
In contact with others, in particular, my wife and daughter, I also came to new communication
behavior. Less than before, I tried to evade confrontation or to close myself down and not speak up.
This was one of the later things I started learning as a result of all the processes I had gone through.
Extra input on communication I got from the retreat at Plum Village. The Buddhist monks and nuns
live there as members of two small, separated communities. I listened to some of their talks. These
made clear that the monks and sisters have inter-personal issues too from time to time. They too
stressed the importance of opening up, both for speaking out and for deep listening.
In this respect, a mindfulness bell again does me a good service. Its sound every 20 minutes makes
me aware of tensions that may have built up in mind and body. Looking into them, often leads to
letting them go. Sometimes this leads to deeper introspection to find out what is going on internally.
I trust this process more and more.
My takeaway: In personal relationships speaking out and listening deeply are crucial.

How to evolve
My wife sometimes wrote or told to me that she could imagine herself and our daughter to live in
France too. Yet, out of her own old psychological wounds, she could not make firm decisions. She
later explained this to me.
The pendulum of her decisions made me painfully aware of my attachment to the one I loved and
had loved for so long. I came to see this process as my teacher. This relentless master insisted I
should learn to be emotionally independent of this person. Could I detach from both memories and
fantasies, and focus on the reality of the moment instead?
Thinking back of my partner, the “significant other” I could as well be Love for her. All people
have issues, almost no-one is accepting herself or himself fully. This is a beautiful opposite to these
thoughts: “She has to care about my issues, she has to be accepting me, she could as well be Love
for me to start with…”
There will be persons who love me, at a certain time. There will be others who don’t, at the same
moment. And come a year, this may have changed. These persons have changed. I have changed.
And my partner as well.
Change feels uncomfortable, and that is why I never really liked it. Some time after the breakup,
73 Robin S. Sharma, life-coach

change still felt uncomfortable, but I saw the necessity. The inevitability. Now, more than a year
after the breakup, I’ve come to welcome some of the changes of my life, and some more to come.
But honestly, there are things that have changed that I would have wanted to have stayed the same.
And I know this is just me, having trouble dealing with them.
I need to change a little more and become accepting more of that change. I must allow that change
to happen, by welcoming the change and embrace it. There comes a goodie with that: my
development as a being. Call it personal growth, or transformation, or life. It’s a once-in-a-lifetime
experience to live life fully. To not stay the little infant till the day I’ll die. To evolve, and be aware
of it, grateful for it, amazed by it.
My takeaway: The more I adapt to change, which is inevitable, the more I live and the less it
hurts.

A sucker for instant gratification
As you've read, finding Love by breakup was quite a way inward. Introspection, mindfulness and
self-love had become life savers. Now I wanted them to be my new mental normal since they were
healthy and helpful. But killing old habits and holding on to new ones is a challenge in itself.
Like most people, at times I'm a sucker for instant gratification. I'm almost addicted to it. I play
chess online, drink wine, snack cheese and do other stuff more than is good for my health or spirit.
There is no self-love in this, there is self-sabotage instead.
I was used to care for others as an effort to gain the other people's love. By doing so, I neglected
myself and only sought instant gratification for my needs. In effect, I did not take care of what I
needed. While being on my own I shifted little by little from self-sabotage towards genuine selflove.
My takeaway: The ways in which I irrationally sabotage my own well-being are countless.

Self-love
Taking care of my body and mind, as well as taking my projects and plans seriously, are
expressions of self-love. I found that self-love leads to new connections with self and others.
I can see many options for exploring self-love now. I can go into concrete action to further my life
and goals. Or: I can care for the inner child, the "me" that needs care and love. And I do not
condemn myself for being equipped with that "instant gratification monkey"74.
Self-love is not a replacement for "loving someone else". I rather consider it to be a precondition.
"Embracing myself" calms my moods. It makes my love and attention to others less distracted from
inner unrest. Here, the mindful moments are of great help. In those moments I can - when I want shift my mind from a "need state" to a "gratitude state" of being.
By loving myself, I heal the trauma of not being good enough. In general, negative self-judgment is
derived from other persons' perceived judgement. This judgement becomes internalized easily. In
my case, I was judging myself through the eyes of my partner, and formerly my parents. This, it
seems, is very common.
My takeaway: The ways in which I can replace self-sabotage for self-love are countless as
well.

74 The instant gratification monkey is described here.

Letting go
Living life fully, is like letting it go its own way. You don't get a sunflower by telling it what to do.
If you want a flower to grow, you must let the seed go its own way.
In general, I was a control freak. (Like: "Can you preheat my cup, so that my coffee does not cool
down too fast, please?") If I want my life to flow, I have to let go a lot of control. It's not always
easy to understand what is controllable and what isn't. To kick that habit, mindfulness was a good
teacher. (I still want that coffee cup preheated.)
Insight meditation is the ultimate "uncontrol". It is called "insight meditation", for it opens up the
inner truth. After all, autonomy is being the number 1 factor in happiness.
Are meditators insane? I decide in full autonomy to go meditate, and then I find out that I do not
control what is happening inside and outside? Yep. Autonomy, to me, is more of a temporary
feeling than of an essential state of being. I trained my mind (internal control) to let life happen (no
control).
I sat on my meditation stool and became aware of patterns, like:
- "People must love me or I will be lost."
- "Nothing in my life should change or I will be lost."
- "I should not experience fear or I will be lost."
Pretty silly, and pretty common as it seems. Through meditation, I became aware that I used to put
myself in the center of my attention. Widening up made me feel the connection with all living
beings.
The insights through meditation can be disturbing and rewarding at the same time. Sometimes I will
feel discomfort with people, or with myself. The practice of loving kindness meditation then brings
peace, in combination with letting go.
My takeaway: The insights that I gained by mindfulness meditation are gifts for life.

I wanted a new normal
There had always been barriers between me and getting real work done. The "suffering Ton" did
not do meditation, and go forward in life with vitality. As a partner, how could I have given my
best?
To become who I am, I had to make a difficult choice. Did I want to work on my discipline? Or did
I prefer to stay prone to distraction, delaying, and discouragement by the futility of my life? This
may sound as an easy choice to some, but to me it meant a serious challenge of another change.
To overcome such barriers, it seemed I would need willpower, motivation or discipline. Yet, this is
only half the truth. The other half is: I needed habits. Recent research has shown that we get to
consistent behavior change through habit formation. For we are "habit rabbits". Habit formation is
doable when you start small. Dr. B.J. Fogg of Harvard University therefore calls his program: "tiny
habits".
First I tried a technique with an alarm clock to set specific times for concentrated work. My second
and best try was a combination of this technique with the mindfulness practice I learned at Plum
Village and online. I coined it: "mindful pomodoro".
New mental habits would become the new normal. Gradually, and luckily.
My takeaway: To change behavior over the long term, motivation isn't enough. I need habits.

Regaining innocence
I’m identifying with my exploring mind, rather than with one-pointedness. You have recognized
this throughout the book. This is why meditation is not an easy path for me to follow, even though I
know how useful the practice is.
There is a part of me and you that our thinking minds can not reach, see or know. To get to that
part, one must assume innocence, a child-like quality to be regained. Not letting our minds interfere
with our direct experiences, requires training of the mind.
I was taught: "think better and your life gets better". There is nothing bad about thinking. Indeed, it
is helpful to improve life's circumstances, from time to time. Yet, my thinking easily turns into
worrying. And worrying doesn't add to happiness. To the contrary, it adds to stress. A lot of
thinking leads to useless worrying.
Only when I "died" as the one I thought I was, could I become aware of who I am, from moment to
moment. To fantasize or to conceptualize life, is not nearly as great as what is actually happening.
I'd rather say now: "Think less, be more mindful instead." 75 Being mindful has the extra benefit of
making your thinking clearer and more fruitful.
My takeaway: Thinking is a dominant brain function that adds less to my happiness than to
my stress.

Open-hearted and courageous
I never was that open-hearted and courageous. Showing my inner truth was not easy since I was not
sure what it was exactly.
For my feeling of status, I rather closed my self a bit and protected myself from shame, blame, loss
of respect. By doing no bold thing. It's easy to see that this doesn't work out well. This insight came
only later. I needed a lot of practice with looking inside and accepting the raw truth of being me.
The word "vulnerable" is "hot" today. It is used to describe people who are not hiding their feelings.
It is a nice word, but it can be misunderstood easily. Then it would maybe mean: easy to conquer,
easy to suppress, easy to beat up.
Let's use other words, then. "Open-hearted". "Courageous". "Authentic". All meaning: showing
your inner truth. This includes less identification with thoughts and emotion, less "acting as if". It is
more just "being".
My takeaway: Accepting the raw truth of who I am, is where courage starts.

Speaking from the heart
I know that I have been hiding truth for others - out of fear of punishment or abandonment. I've
been punished quite a lot in my youth. This installed a constant fear in my existence: to be
disapproved. Many people experience this fear, it seems to me. This fear also played into my
relationships. That will sound familiar to some readers as well...
I was a lion that did not roar because nobody should know what I was up to. That's how I became a
silent, fearful mouse.
It seems I'm exaggerating here. Some people have known me for speaking up, and for doing things
they considered to be bold, sometimes. But I know, and I confess it on this page, that I was hiding a
lot of my inner truth.
Admitting this, feels liberating. This book is the voice of a lion that is putting wings on. You,
75 Spiritual master Ram Dass has an interesting talk on the subject of regaining innocence.

reading this, are part of this - ain't that nice? And if this sounds familiar to you, then I will gladly
support you in raising your lion's voice.
To become more open-hearted was a step by step process. I had to learn to say "yes" to things that
scared me or would drag me out of my comfort zone. I had to look at what is and to start loving
that.
To get out of my comfort zone because I choose to do so, is quite different from "being pushed out"
by some external disturbance. I have become to understand why I would ever consider stepping out
of my comfort zone myself. Since I know that I can handle the change much better, with more
resources and less stress, than when I would be "forced" by a crisis.
I became more of an experimenter. One who tries out things without attaching to a specific
outcome. If I experience a good outcome, I'm quite glad. If I experience an unwanted outcome, I'm
still quite glad, and try something else.
By trying these concepts on and seeing what happens in reality and in the mind state, I grew into
this. It gave me more ease of living, more calmness of the mind, more peace with my self and my
life.
This process has not yet ended. It's more like a road than like a destination. Setting the first steps
was good, but I must go on "walking that way" every day. There is a sense of "completion" in
knowing that there is no destination, no completion - but that there is a road.
My takeaway: Stepping out of my comfort zone, deliberately, is more like a road than like a
goal.

Anger management
I didn't think my relationship issues were related to anger management. I am quite the opposite of
an angry man.
And then I read in a book about the suppression of anger, and that hit home. I was all too familiar
with behavior like "withdrawal from problems even if it means the problem is left unresolved". Or
"playing the role of the people pleaser; trying to keep others happy".
Later on I read about the work of Dr. Brad Blanton – a psychologist who postulated that most
psychological pain came from being fake and dishonest about desire and anger. Blanton suggests
that the only way out is by starting to get honest with people76.
Suppression of anger is managing anger in an unproductive way. In the end, the anger leaks out in
disconnection, in slight sarcasm, or dishonesty and inauthenticity.
My takeaway: I too have to get aware of my anger and not suppress it.

Living from abundance
New habits and new patterns: I developed some of them by consciously questioning my behavior.
One of the things I found was the underlying fear for "not enough for me". Not enough life time,
not enough love, not enough money, and so on. I got convinced that this fear killed my spirit. So I
turned it around: "abundance for everyone". This plays into different areas of my life.
For instance, when meeting a woman online. I'm chatting with her, meeting her. Earlier in my life, I
would be stressing myself out with the thought: "Ooh, she must want me, because here is the only
one I have finally attracted!" (Please, don't laugh.) These days I'm more open and relaxed to what
will happen. This invokes in other people - women who are interested me, in this case - sometimes a
certain unease. They're maybe fearing that I'm not committing. No, not yet, but come time that
76 http://www.unstagnate.com/angry

might happen. We all live out of habits, patterns, and expectations. It's not a fault, but we'd better
become aware of them, eventually change them when they don't serve us well.
My takeaway: Life is different when I believe there is abundance for everyone, instead of not
enough for me.
*
The separation had become the new normal. Sadness and grief about the loss popped up every now
and then. But here I was, on the road - far from the comfort zone where you found me at the
beginning of the book. Part of me definitely wanted to go into a new comfort zone, but would I?

Reflection questions
1. Which new habits would you want to develop, now that you are in a new stage of your life?
2. What happens within you, when you let thoughts pass by like a cloud, and you stay concentrated
on just being aware?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Chapter 25. A dilemma I haven't solved yet
It is what it is, says love.77
*
It was December 2015, 14 months after separating. My daughter, my wife and I had a joyous Saint
Nicholas party with presents at my mother's place. The three of us spent Christmas together.
Afterwards them two moved to the home of my ex-wife's friend and I went back home to France.
Spending the 2015 holidays together, I found both enjoyable and hard. My mind juggled with the
different perspectives of togetherness. How it had been before, how it was thew, how it might
develop in the future... But by taking my ideas, perspectives and ensuing emotions not so serious, I
mostly had a good time.
As you can see, in this last chapter of the book I'm finally ready to call my wife my ex-wife. That
took 14 months and a lot of letting go.
Most importantly, "ex-wife" means to me, that I no longer look at her as "my" wife. Something that
signifies her by the relationship she has with me. I'd prefer to call her by her name. But since we are
at the end of the book, I think you best recognize her when I call her "my wife" still.
I love her still. I feel that our 21 years together have created a strong connection and that it has
always been evolving. The breakup was a sudden shift. Of course that shift involved a lot of
disturbance, to which my emotions reacted heavily. The adaptation of the self to the change in the
outside world was my personal transformation. Of course that took time.
My takeaway: Breaking up completely may well be easier, but brings about less personal
growth.
*

Love potion
So, this is how Love after breakup worked for me so far. It's Love, but not within the "lines of
normal" that I was brought up with - and you probably as well. There is a lot of liberation in letting
go those learned patterns - though not at all easy!
My mixture of trials and new practices brew a kind of love potion. I learned on the way that I
needed to do the inner work. Inside me is where I brew that potion.
No, my life is not all gumdrops and unicorns. As you've read, my life now is: more feeling, less
thinking. That is, I belief, the opposite from being stupid, but I first had to learn that lesson.
My life is more about trust, less about control nowadays. More danger, less being withheld by fear.
That's the opposite from risky, it's the courageous way of living life fully. In the back mirror, I see
where I come from. Well, that life had not at all heeded me for suffering.
It was: worst crisis leading to authentic suffering leading to painful learning leading to vital courage
leading to... yes, less suffering!
My outlook on what Love is, has changed. I know better now what I want in Love, and this includes
what I want from love relationships in my life. I have learned a lot of what that takes. Not what I
want defines what I'll "have". What I am willing to do, to dare, to sacrifice, and maybe even to
suffer defines my outcome. These are exactly the kind of things I need courage for. I don't need
courage to want something, but I need courage to pay the price.
77 Erich Fried, poet

A short illustration of this shift. One day I rented two vans for Ben and me to move my stuff to
France. The rental agent offered me an insurance to cover the costs of any damage. I refused his
offerHe looked up in slight amazement and said: "Courageous...!" It sounded like a vague threat,
but I took it as a compliment.
Let's look at some of the after-breakup challenges that I still encounter. And let me offer you an
opportunity to get a better after-breakup life if you would want that.
My takeaway: A life lived with Love, will not save me for challenges.

Recurring sadness
Sadness recurs every now and then. This is an emotion that still lives in me. More than ever before,
do I recognize it when this "little mind monster" shows up. They are coming as the associates of
thoughts and memories.
No longer do I believe "little mind monsters" should not exist. They just do, and they are there to be
aware of. More and more do I welcome them and treat them kindly. No longer do I think that I must
evade sadness. No longer do I fear "bad things" happening to me.
Oh, wait, that's not true. Part of my fear and my resistance to the "little mind monster" comes back
every now and then as well.
Finally, I have learnt to feel sadness and breathe with it. This experience has opened the door to
contentedness and clarity.
Breathing in and out, I notice that the sadness is not me. It's a feeling that streams through me, and
that I am aware of. It's freeing.
My takeaway: Little mind monsters keep showing up. I allow them some time with me
nowadays.
The question "How can I deal with
recurring sadness or sorrow?" is one of the
issues the program helps you dealing with.

Recurring uncertainty
Fears and concerns pop up every now and then. Sometimes they take over my mental state, making
me uncertain, unhappy or worrying. I found out I have two Achilles heels, one at every limb. They
are self-doubt and great reluctance to comply with any internal or external pressure. What I know
now is that it is OK to have an Achilles' heel, and be kind towards it. It heals that heel!
During the year that followed the breakup, I often believed a renewed relationship with my wife
would be possible. She stated several times that she wanted to revive our partnership, and this
revived my strong wish it would be like that. Yet, she kept doubting about the relationship with me.
She was being drawn back into her new relationship again and again.
I had to learn to live with this uncertainty, which played into mine. I came to see my clinging to
certainty and to a relationship with her and only her. Again I was forced to surrender, this time to
the uncertainty of any image of my future life. Uncertainty hurts, for the ego wants something to
hold on to.
My takeaway: Living with uncertainty is uncomfortable, and takes a lot of time to learn.

Worries are like weeds
The hurt of letting go these images forced me time and again to get back to my mindfulness
practice. I was forced to give up my thoughts about the future. I was learning to stay with the only
reality that exists - the one in the present moment.
Was I able to focus on the "here" and the "now"? In awareness, every single moment, there is no
room for ruminating about the future. Mindfulness then is like: stop waiting, start living.
Every "now" holds the possibility of living and being OK with what that moment brings to me.
Every "now" offers me the opportunity to be aware of the stream of life. This includes every
emotion that comes up. Instead of clinging to hope towards the future, and then shortly afterwards:
the fears and worries about a future that doesn't exist.
Worries are like weeds. They keep popping up. If you weed them, they won't harm the crops. We
weeded a lot at the mindfulness retreat at the Happy Farm of Plum Village. It takes another
mindfulness bell to get me breathe in and out with those weeds and observe them with a smile. Not
much more is necessary to "weed" a worry.
My takeaway: In awareness, there is no room for ruminating. However, I'm not continuously
aware.

Coming from Love
Happiness is the mental state when we experience, express or receive Love. Happiness, to me, is
when life is "light", and not "heavy" from little or large suffering. That's why coming from Love is
so powerful. You know, that Love with a capital L is the love beyond a personal relationship. It is
the experience of connectedness to - in the end - all beings.
Mindfulness is the kind of concentration that brings acceptance of what is. Love is acceptance
squared, it is what comes after full acceptance.
So we have a causal relationship here:
mindfulness ==>causes acceptance ==>acceptance squared equals Love ==> Love causes
happiness.
Here's a poem by German poet Erich Fried, translated in English. To me it makes clear how Love
works differently than other mental functions:
What it is
It is nonsense, says reason
It is what it is, says Love
It is calamity, says calculation
It is nothing but pain, says fear
It is hopeless, says insight
It is what it is, says Love
It is ludicrous, says pride
It is foolish, says caution
It is impossible, says experience
It is what it is, says Love

Love. It is not enough to write it. Or say it. Or think it. It is even not enough to believe in it. You
must feel it. It is there.
My takeaway: It is what it is, says Love. Yet, that is not easy to listen to and believe.

Shifting beliefs
I sought for balance between my experiences and my beliefs about life. Some core beliefs shifted,
and with them shifted mental states. With those shifts, I could change my practice, my tactics, my
strategy for life.
Spiritual healing can be considered to be a shift of beliefs. Shifting beliefs often is an unconscious
process. But I fueled it consciously by experimenting with new beliefs and behavior. The change in
emotions that followed was an unconscious process again.
“The one thing that remains the same is that nothing remains the same. … No matter how difficult,
life is beautiful. No matter how beautiful, life is difficult.” Julia Cameron wrote that and she is
right.
My takeaway: The shifting of my beliefs about Love is a process to work on continuously.

What is a good life?
Here's a dilemma of life I haven't solved yet. It's about the path to a good life. What is good? Does
it mean: life feels good all the time? Does it mean: you are satisfied at the end of your life? Or does
it mean: you are enlightened and free of suffering? Or: you have contributed to the world
successfully? Or: you are on your life's path without worrying about any destination or result?
This question intrigues me. You could say: "Ton is looking for his life purpose."
I see the path of mindfulness, tao and Love as my path most of the time. It is about staying in the
moment, allowing the stream of life to flow. It is about loving what comes and goes, as it comes and
goes.
This is quite opposite of what is sometimes regarded as the path to successful living. That is
described as a path of goal setting, dedication, and perseverance.
Maybe I should not look for my life purpose. Some say: "purpose will find you". In fact, I regard
"being" as a higher state, or purpose, than "doing". (Let alone: "having", which does not mean too
much to me.)
I see the advantages of both paths to purpose. As I haven't solved the equation yet, I leave this to
you as a reflection question.
A good life - what do we actually know?
My takeaway: I can live with not knowing the answers to the biggest questions of my life.

Outcome of an inner journey
For giving up my comfort zone, I need courage. For giving up what I thought and believed, I need
courage. For being with what is, I need courage. For allowing the stream of life to take me where it
goes, I need courage.
For Love (and for personal love) I need courage.
The breakup was my "call to courage". I needed to go through a lot of pain, with mindful
awareness, to find that courage. Thus, my current life is the outcome of an inner journey.

I have learned to feel the emotional pain and cry with tears. Those tears of pain are a life elixir.
They are bitter and salty, and they heal.
My takeaway: Courage comes with moving forward.

Reflection questions
1. Which shifts, originated by the breakup, would you welcome?
2. Which ways do you see for yourself to have the personal shifts you would want?
3. What does a good life looks like for you?
4. Which are your personal takeaways from this chapter?

Epilogue: Giving my heart into the hand of life
You know the reason The Beatles made it so big?...'I Wanna Hold Your Hand.' First single.
Fucking brilliant. Perhaps the most fucking brilliant song ever written. Because they nailed it.
That's what everyone wants. Not 24/7 hot wet sex. Not a marriage that lasts a hundred years. Not a
Porsche...or a million-dollar crib. No. They wanna hold your hand.78
*
In all uncertainty, I decided to go live in France. Seeing a few advantages that were important to
me, I also had to see clearly what this would imply. Meaning: a much bigger distance to my
daughter and my wife. As I mentioned, my wife considered this act of bravery as a good thing for
me to do.
In the summer of 2015, my wife and daughter spent some holiday time with me. We were finding
out new ways of loving and relating to each other. Over the months to come, the relationship would
develop into a friendship. One that was fueled by a deep and compassionate understanding of each
other. Our contacts about our daughter and many other things were cooperative. The pendulum of
her indecisiveness kept swinging. Little by little I learned how to keep my inner calm and abstain
from hoping at one point, being disappointed a little bit later.
My friend and now house mate Ben saw well how often I suffered during these times. He said he
would never allow himself, nor a loved one, to stir up opposite emotions like that. He suggested to
me I would let go. And I tried, but this process of detaching just took its own course. Slowly and
gradually, because my feelings of love, and my longing for touch never vanished. The love
connection with my wife, my daughter, myself, as well as with Naoma and the world as a whole,
developed. It became something purer, something less personal and more universal.
Finding Love by breakup first of all meant to develop myself in a loving way. I got more intimate
with what is going on inside me, both the comfortable and the uncomfortable. Secondly, the love
for my wife grew - as a result not only of my own development but certainly also hers. Thirdly, I
came to develop friendships and love with other people, whom I met during this time of my life.
These developments assured me that the breakup was "a blessing in disguise". A blessing that
helped me to learn to live life more fully and to become more of a "Love being".
My takeaway: Seeing the breakup as a blessing in disguise took a lot of time, and recurrent
suffering.

Holding hands
Where does the connection begin and gets deep and personal? With touching each others’ hands.
This happened with Yvonne, Shirley, my wife, Naoma, Felicity - all the women I've loved. Our
hands are sensible organs. They tell stories and they are first class energy transmitters. To hold my
hand is to make a heart connection with me. When my wife visited me months after our breakup,
we fell asleep next to each other, holding hands. Our connection was re-energized.
My takeaway: If you can find someone whose hand you can hold, this is gold.

The longing of a child
I know what I have always longed for in a relationship: to be accepted as a person. As I wrote
earlier in this book, this mirrors the longing of the child that I was. The longing may not be childish
per se. The more I saw this life long pattern, I now wanted to develop myself into a more mature
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state. I wanted to grow into the adult version of myself.
There comes a tricky question with this. Must this development take place while in a (new)
relationship, or without one? It’s so easy to live with the same dependencies that you had as a child,
as you may see from my example. I needed and wanted to cure this in myself. The love relationship
with Naoma and the ongoing contacts with my wife gave me ample grounds for personal growth
here.
My takeaway: Growing to be a more mature person can not happen in an instant.

Support and opposition
A few weeks before I headed to France, I had a friendly conversation with Martine, the wife of my
friend Iswald. Both are persons with whom I have a good fit. I had always felt a connection from
heart to heart with Martine as if we knew that we care for each other. She was supportive of the idea
of my move. She regretted as well that I would be going so far away and that I wouldn't be singing
in the choir where I had met her and Iswald.
I know from experience I meet friendly persons like that all over the world. Plus: I can have
beautiful conversations with friends that I only know "faintly", but with whom there is the right
"click". I had spoken to her maybe five times, for a total of sixty minutes. This again assured me
that I could move to another place to live and be happy again.
There were also people who questioned my decision to move 750 kilometers far from where my
wife and daughter live. It is out of the scope of this book to discuss this here. Apart from that one
theme: taking my life into my own hands, and dealing with responsibilities in a way that I find
correct. When one develops his or her courage, some "opposition" from friends and relatives to
some of one's decisions is to be expected. There are two sides to every decision - and: to every
indecision as well!
My takeaway: For a natural "pleaser" like me, developing courage also means to learn to
disappoint people.

A new relationship
My wife and I shared these words from Kahlil Gibran over email:
Sing and dance together and be joyous, but let each of you be alone,
Even as the strings of a lute are alone though they quiver with the same music.
Give your hearts, but not into each other’s keeping.
For only the hand of Life can contain your hearts.
And stand together yet not too near together:
For the pillars of the temple stand apart,
And the oak tree and the cypress grow not in each other’s shadow.
Another quote that we agreed upon is from Muktananda. "If most people could choose pleasure
over truth, they would choose pleasure. If most people could choose comfort over love, they would
choose comfort. Because love, perfect and true love can be very uncomfortable." My wife and I
recognized our own and each other's search and love for truth.
The quote implies sacrificing comfort for Love. This is the reason why I, till then, had not easily
done so. Especially since I had not a hundred percent perfect experience with Love in my life. But
who has?
My takeaway: Love, perfect and true love, can be very uncomfortable.

No future thinking
I kept reading literature and listening to Buddhist and other talks. They were on mindfulness, on
pure consciousness, on awareness, on Self, on advaita, and so on. I dived into self-hypnosis and
other tools to reach and heal unconscious wounds.
Step by step I developed my courage. And then couldn't find it the next day.
Step by step I came to trust the miraculous me. And then again I hoped that something or someone
else would come and save me.
Step by step I developed pure awareness and enjoyed the Now. And so often my mind drew me
towards some imaginary future and had me suffer fears and painful thoughts.
Step by step I finished this book to share it with you.
My takeaway: Life comes step by step, and you won't know beforehand where you are going.

A ritual for closure
It had taken more than 1,5 year for me to accept the relationship was over. As you've read, I was
constantly reminded of the possibility of a reunion. The hope for my future life continually attached
to this "maybe". When I lost hope I felt my heart breaking again. This repeated process kept me in a
state of denial. This did not free the mind as it should. It inhibited inner peace, and the next step to
finding Love with a capital L.
Marriages start with rituals, why would we not end them with one? Mourning rituals are part of our
cultures for a good reason: they prepare our mind and community for a transition. The reason that I
shied away from performing such a ritual was clear: for a long time I did not want to admit the
relationship was over. The beautiful thing I realized was, that finalizing it would mean that any new
relationship for me would start with a more open heart.
So, with the help of Naoma, I designed a little ritual for myself and went through it several times.
Several times, because memories kept coming back. This is not much different from the series of
mourning rituals that I know from the Christian religious tradition.
My takeaway: Transition is helped by rituals. We need a ritual for the transition of breakup.

Learning humility
When developing myself towards more courage, miraculous being and pure awareness, I could have
become "proud" of myself. I don't know why, but I sense much more humble than proud. All this
learning that took place also showed me my many limitations.
The idea of humility was always appealing to me, for it kept me out of confrontations with life and
people. Now it had become more natural. Yet I had taken on my portion of suffering and internal
work. A real effort, and if one is ever to be proud than let it be about real efforts. Let me put this
paradox in a short reflective verse:
I wanted to keep what I had - I couldn't.
I thought I knew what is good for me - I didn't.
I thought I am a separate being - I ain't.
Letting loose, innocence, and inter-being - making me humble.
I need courage for that.
My takeaway: There is nothing wrong with pride and humility, if for the good reasons.

Looking for myself without the "me"
Finding myself separated, meant that I faced the question: who am I now? I went through fear, low
self-esteem, and all other kinds of troublesome feelings. The common denominator of all that was:
"me" as the "me" who suffered, who tried to find the way out by going inward. As I learned,
suffering can only happen when there is much "me" (or: ego) to undergo the suffering.
I had to understand that my life is not about me, that "me" is a concept. And then, I had to get back
to myself without the woman and without the "me".
The right thing to do - in the end - was to become confronted with myself. To burn the false ideas of
myself, and learn to live with a new sense of non-self. And in the end the important stuff stays. I
couldn't believe that when I at first thought I had to give it all up! I found myself back at the end of
a voyage I never thought I would make.
I found that my mission and vision must start from the place where ego is not that important. My
diary of April 9, 2015 has these lines. "The "I" is observing something bigger than himself and can
find joy in that awareness. My life is part of a bigger picture; my mission is about contribution to
others. My life is about Love with a capital L."
The decisiveness to live life with a focus on Love has gained in strength. And this focus does not
mean I must get my partner back, or I must find another life companion. It is my Love for life, for
the experience, for the adventure. Encompassed in that essence, is the connection with other living
beings. My longing for touch, sex and romance are included here.
My takeaway: Making my ego less important is not a deliberate choice, it is the outcome of a
process.

You and I are inter-being
Whatever good came to me, I am not the one who "made" that. The Buddhist teachings about
"inter-being" make it clear that everything happens in interdependence. There are no beginnings or
endings. There is no little person inside me who is at the steering wheel and who can choose freely
what will happen in my life.
There is nothing for me to be proud of, nor ashamed. Neither did "I" do anything for which "I"
admire myself, or should be admired by others. Nor do I think I acted immorally.
Let my story inspire a reader to find his or her way to heal wounds, to develop loving kindness or
any other quality. Then let's be thankful for life and the enormous potential that we, as human
beings, have.
Thank your for being my reader. Namaste! (meaning: “I bow to you.”).
My takeaway: I offer my work to those who feel it might help them.

Reflection questions
1. What was the most helpful insight you got through reading this book?
2. What will be your next step after finishing this book?
3. Which are your personal takeaways from this epilogue?

Grand transformation is awaiting you
Coming to the conclusion of this book, you, dear reader, have shown a serious dedication to Love.
Let me express my gratitude for that. Why? Because your dedication serves not only you, it serves
all people and the whole planet.
You now know how I found love by breakup. In similar ways you and everyone can find love by
breakup. Your personal growth, that's what it takes.
Chances are that you find dealing with your breakup alone very difficult. The ideas and words in
this book, meant to encourage you, might at some point become discouraging. Imagine you
experience a feeling like: "Oh my, this author tried it out and he succeeded. And I tried it and I
didn't. Please somebody help me!"
I understand - from my own experience - how that can feel. It's downright shitty to read a book and
feel like you'd rather want some more guidance. So, if this book turns you off, but you want to take
a good turn, I would be delighted to help you further.

Grand personal growth - if you would want such
You know what? Grand personal growth is awaiting you. If you keep going, your courage will
grow. Your heart will beat Love stronger and stronger. No, you won't be "happy" all the time, but
you will be very lively, and much more content with your life. This - to me - is personal growth.
And I decided to put my best effort into your personal growth, as well as mine.
So, I have developed a program to help you in this personal growth. This program - called: Love By
Breakup - is about you finding Love. And let Love find you.
I developed quite some programs in my life, most of them on business and communication topics.
Till now I was a counselor to friends and colleagues when life was rough, but not to "strangers". My
breakup has evolved like you have read. These experiences are also in my backpack now.
Let me assume that you want to get at a more happy place than where you are now.
You want to take life into your hands again.
You want to feel feelings, develop your mind, your beliefs, and your spirit.
You can use some support here from someone who has been there and done that.

Let me help you find Love with a capital L
The Love that makes you feel good, no matter what. Reduced suffering, renewed well-being, and
the exact steps to becoming so much wiser and stronger.
A program of practices and exercises to deal with the stuff that is bothering you. Taking off exactly
where you are, you use your energy, your attention and your time where you want to. I share
everything that I have learned, also secret stuff that I did not dare to publish in this book or the
program.
Yet we talk about your personal growth. This means: you have to be ready for doing some real
inner work. You will get exercises and suggestions. You will find questions for deep reflection. It
will not all be easy-peasy. You will grow into a new, stronger version of you. Just like I did - and
that was after many mistakes and stupidities and uncertainties.
The program is not so much about what you read and know, but more about what you do and
experience.
Next to the program, you'll have access to a private Facebook group. You may want a buddy who

listens. You may want some help to gain clarity before some decision. Or you may want
encouragement, alternative views - just anything. These things happen in the Facebook group. Of
course, as a broken-up guy and fellow human, I am member of the group as well. The Facebook
group is only open to people who have ordered the program. This is to make sure that everybody on
board is serious. No easy-riders.
The program, of course, is not free. (It is or has been though when I started it.) You have to invest
time to get results. And you invest money in your results, allowing me to live and deliver this
service. Improving the program with user feedback and the lessons learned. Yet, the price is
moderate and moving up when new value is added; see for yourself here.

Guarantee
When you take part in the program, I guarantee that you will feel much better afterwards.
How can I guarantee such a personal effect? Am I a clairvoyant? No, I am not. But as you have read
in the book: I have learned and experienced how to find Love by breakup - put differently: to attain
new levels of well-being. Since you read this book and got to this page, I am pretty darn sure that
you and I "resonate" in this wish.
You may be from a different age group, sex, cultural background, or whatever. But you know how
this book gave you new hope and ideas. Let's make that hope come true! If you want, I'm there for
you. Being a good listener, I've been awarded the Certificate of True Experience by the University
of Life.
I am ready to put myself at risk for this guarantee. If you complete the program and don't feel much
better at the end of it, you get your money back. Full refund. No questions asked, no obligations to
fulfill, no hassle.
If you don't take action now, then when? Click here and enroll.
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The apparently necessary legal stuff
Disclaimer
Of course you know that you are responsible for your life, and not me.
However, there will always be people who at some moment will start blaming others for anything
they don't like happening in their lives. Those who go through a breakup sometimes show this
attitude as well. That's why I've been advised to start the book with a disclaimer. But I put it at the
end.
If you're not that blaming person, you can skip this.
While attempts have been made to verify information contained in this publication, neither the
author nor the publisher assumes any responsibility for errors, omissions, interpretation or usage of
the subject matter herein. This publication contains the opinions and ideas of its author and is
intended for informational purposes only and is meant to be a general guide. It is not intended, nor
should it be treated, as a definitive guide on the subject, nor should it be regarded as professional,
legal, financial, or medical advice.
Please consult your own legal, financial and/or medical advisor for professional advice relating to
matters of your own specific situation.
The author and publisher shall in no event be liable or be held responsible for any loss or other
damages incurred from the usage of this publication, or for any problems/concerns that may arise,
and will not be responsible for any loss, claim or action from the information contained in this
book.
Readers are encouraged to seek their own legal, financial, or medical advice before engaging in any
activity based on what they learn from this book.

Copyright and ebook piracy
Of course you need no permission in writing from the publisher to quote brief passages in
connection with a review. For all other quoting and reproducing of this book or its content, partly or
completely, in any form whatsoever, you do need that permission. You are welcome to contact the
publisher via his website.
Since ebook piracy is getting big, I decided to add: Hey pirate, don't try it on with this book. A spell
will be cast on you when you do.

To get your hands on the book as an ebook or paperback, or the program
for emotional recovery and personal growth, please visit
www.lovebybreakup.com
Sharing is caring. So please feel free to share this document (PDF) with
whom you think might be interested. Please leave this document
unchanged and unabridged when you share it.
Thanks, Ton Bil

