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— How to Read This Book —

First reading:

Follow the metaphors and stories, and let them carry you through
to the end.

Feeling comes before understanding.

Second reading:

Take stock of yourself and apply each Sequence to your own life.

This is not a book to read once and put on a shelf.

It is a working manual to return to again and again, until it
becomes part of how you live.
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Pre-Boot

Before You Begin

You probably picked up this book because of love.

Or because love hurts. Or because it ended. Or
because you are tired of how clumsy you become
when love is involved. Whatever the reason, you are
standing in the thick of human relationships.

That is where this book was written to be read. You
do not need to prepare anything. This one volume is
enough.
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It does not matter at all if you have not read the
earlier books in this series. This book was born to
stand on its own.

But if you have read the first two volumes, there is
one thing I would like you to know. You will not
find the first book’s technical language and
formulas here, either.

I have chosen to leave them out of this book as well.

In a relationship, sincerity comes before formulas.
Words like “rendering” and “data log” cannot hold
everything a heart feels when it fumbles with love.
So here, I tell the same story in the language we use
every day.

In Part 1, I said that the world is a mirror reflecting
us. Here, that mirror takes the shape of another
person’s face. The things they do that make you
angry or sad contain a story about you.

If you have ever felt caught in the same pattern of
relationships, with different people but the same
situation, that is what Part 1 called a “recursive data
log.” Here, we meet it simply as the question, “Why
does this keep happening to me?”
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hurts the most had names in Part 1: “unresolved
error logs” and “the potential energy of pain.” Here,
they need no names. It simply hurts. Looking into
that hurt is where we begin.

Have you ever been afraid of love? Wanted to run
away the closer someone came? Part 1 called this the
“fear frequency” and the “survival-based OS.” Here,
we simply say it honestly. I was afraid. I felt
unworthy of love. We look at that feeling just as it is.

What we called letting go, or lowering the Re value,
is tested here with other people. Those who can let
go have truly loved. Flowers will not bloom sooner
because we hurry them. Water wears through rock
without a fight. These are different faces of the same
principle.

What Part 1 called “the engineering of absolute
affirmation” becomes a single sentence here: “They
probably had their reasons, too.” This is what setting
judgment aside looks like in a relationship.

“Language programs the unconscious” becomes “A
few words can save someone.” And the idea that a

13
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change in one person’s frequency changes an entire
relationship returns at the end of this book as “When
you change, a whole world changes.”

These are only some examples. Countless other
formulas and principles have quietly dissolved into
this book, their names left behind. You do not need
to know them. As you read, your body will recognize
them first.

If you find yourself thinking, “Oh, this is what that
was about,” it is a moment when the language of all
three books meets in the single context of you.
There is no need to hurry that meeting. It will come
naturally.

Now, let us turn the first page.
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Preface

We Were Never Taught How to Love

At school, we learned mathematics and history. We
memorized chemical symbols and studied grammar.
Once we entered the working world, we learned how
to do our jobs, handle money, and manage our time.

But no one taught us how to love another person.

How to argue. How to make up. How to speak
honestly without causing hurt. Why anger follows
the words “I love you.” Why the closer someone is,

15



the more we fumble. Why letting someone leave is
so hard. No one told us. We were simply expected to
work it out. So we stumbled into one another and
learned as we broke.

If a relationship is hurting you now, it is not because
you are inadequate. You are inexperienced because
you were never taught. That is all.

This book begins with that inexperience.

The love this book speaks of is not an extraordinary
emotion. It is neither grace descending from heaven
nor a talent you must be born with. Love is a skill.
More precisely, it is a skill you can practice.

But before we begin, there is one thing I want to
make clear.

Love, as I use the word here, does not mean putting
up with everything. I know how easily “unconditional
love” can be misunderstood. So let me be
unequivocal from the outset.

Unconditional love does not permit every behavior.
Love means establishing healthy boundaries, not
erasing them. The love in this book is less about
enduring hurt and more about reducing hurt.
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Destroying yourself for someone else is not love.
Protecting yourself while respecting them, and
finding the balance between the two, is everything
this book is trying to say.

And one more thing.

Under no circumstances does the love in this book
mean staying in a dangerous relationship. Where
there is violence, abuse, or repeated violation of
your dignity, safety comes before love. Distance
comes first. Asking for help comes first. No
relationship in this world matters more than your
safety. I hope no sentence in this book will ever be
read as telling you to endure such a situation.

For thousands of years, humanity’s deepest wisdom
has told the same story.

In the East and the West. In the middle of deserts
and in cities beside rivers. Across different
languages, cultures, and eras, the message has been
remarkably alike.

Love your enemies. Do not judge. Reach out first.
Know yourself. Be humble. Listen. Forgive. Be
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patient. Serve one another. Do not cling. Be truthful.
Become someone who can let go.

These principles belong to no single tradition. They
are something like a physics of relationships,
discovered through humanity’s long trial and error.
The sun needs no one’s permission to rise and set.
The principles of relationships need no particular
banner, either.

This book weaves those principles together.

Whose teaching it is matters less than whether it
works. These are things people discovered by living
through relationships, colliding, and breaking. This
book’s work is to bring those discoveries alive in
today’s relationships, in the language of our time.

This is the third book.

The first explored the structure through which
consciousness creates reality. I tried to illuminate
how the thoughts and feelings we carry without
noticing affect the reality before us.

The second offered a way to apply those principles
to yourself: how to hold your wounds, allow your
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feelings, and learn that it is okay to stop. It was a
journey of making peace with yourself.

This book tells what comes next.

It is the story of someone who has learned to
embrace themselves to some extent and walks back
out among people. If the first book was a blueprint
and the second taught you to build your own home,
this one is about sharing that home with others.

Of course, this may be the first of these books you
have picked up. It is no problem if you have not read
the other two. This book is complete in itself. If
relationships are on your mind, you can begin right
here.

We begin with the relationship between you and
yourself.

Your oldest relationship is not with anyone else. It is
with yourself. How you treat yourself forms the
foundation of every other relationship. That is where
we start.

Then we turn to the people close to us: partners,
family, friends, colleagues. People we love but find
difficult. People we loved who left. People we want to
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love but resent. And finally, the most difficult person
of all, the one who hurt us the most.

Finally, we explore how the world around you
changes when you alone change. Nothing
grandiose: at this morning’s breakfast table, in this
afternoon’s meeting room, or before you fall asleep
tonight, how far might the smallest change reach?

There are things in this book you can put into
practice right away. At the end of every chapter, I
have included one thing to try today. Nothing
elaborate. Three minutes will do. You do not have to
do it. Practice is not graded. You can always come
back and try again.

This book is not trying to change you.

It simply invites us to look together at things in your
relationships you may not yet have seen. Once you
know, you have choices. With choices comes
freedom.

Being clumsy is no crime. There is no need to
blame yourself for something you were never
taught. We can begin learning together now.

How to love. Again, from the beginning.
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{The Person You Have
Been With the Longest}



Sequence 1

The Person You Have Been With the
Longest

When you wake in the morning, there is a voice you
hear before the sounds of the world.

So much to do again today. Why did I do that
yesterday? Late again. Oh, and I still have not done
that other thing. Before you have even thrown back
the covers, the conversation is already underway.

You are not talking to the person lying beside you, or
to someone on your phone screen. You are talking to
yourself.
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The person you are with longer than anyone else.
The one you speak to most. The one who never
leaves, from the moment you are born until your last
breath. With you longer than any partner, closer
than any parent, sharing more conversations than
any friend.

Your relationship with that person is the starting
point of every relationship you have.

Yet something curious happens. We constantly
worry about our relationships with other people,
while barely tending to the one with ourselves. Have
you ever asked what condition that relationship is in?
Are you happy in it?

Imagine this.

Your closest friend has made a mistake. They
stumbled over their words at an important moment,
forgot an appointment, or did something small but
embarrassing. They call you, completely deflated.
What would you say?

Probably something like this.
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It happens. Everyone makes mistakes. One mistake
does not change who you are. You can do better
next time.

Those are kind words. You mean them. But when
you make the same mistake, what do you say to
yourself?

Of course I messed up. I am so tired of doing this all
the time. Maybe I really am hopeless. Why am I the
only one like this?

The incident is the same. The mistake is no bigger.
You tell a friend it is perfectly normal, then deliver a
guilty verdict on yourself.

Most people do not notice the difference. It has been
there so long that they no longer know it exists. As a
fish is unaware of water, we are unaware of the
temperature of the words we use on ourselves.

Self-criticism is an old habit. It may be the oldest
habit you have.

And most people believe they need it. Without
cracking the whip, I will become lazy. I have to drive
myself hard to become a better person. Strictness
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makes me grow. Putting myself down is how I
protect myself.

That belief is very likely mistaken.

The whip motivates us for a very short time. It is like
a brief, brilliant season. At first it seems to wake us
up; over time it becomes helplessness. After cutting
yourself down again and again, what remains is not
growth. “I will never manage it anyway.” That
sentence is self-criticism’s final destination.

What looks like apathy may not be laziness. Often, it
is the exhaustion of someone who has spent too
long cutting themselves down.

Here, the story turns toward relationships.
Self-criticism does not stay a private matter. It
spreads into the way we relate to others.

Imagine someone who has been hard on themselves
since childhood, who believed they had to be perfect
to win approval. They meet someone. At first, it is
good. But as time passes, something strange
happens. No matter how kind the other person is,
they feel anxious. They cannot stop wondering when
this person will leave. A slight change in tone
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troubles them all day. If their partner is even a little
busy, they privately conclude, “They are not
interested in me.”

Is the other person the problem? No. An old voice
inside, saying “I do not deserve to be loved,” is
translating every signal in that direction.

People who are intensely self-critical can fall apart at
the smallest criticism from someone else. They have
already cut themselves down. Even a pebble of a
remark can cause a deep crack when it lands on
ground already hollowed out. A colleague’s passing
comment aches all day. A tiny shift in a partner’s
expression shakes the whole heart. A pebble
someone casually tosses falls inside you like a
boulder.

The reverse happens, too. You cannot accept sincere
praise. Someone says you did well, and you think,
“They only say that because they do not really know
me. If they knew the real me, they could never say
that.”

The door through which praise could enter is already
shut.
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There is something else. When treated unfairly, you
dismiss it: “I must deserve it.” You cannot ask for
respect where respect is due. This is not humility. It
is a misconception created by self-criticism.

You distrust kindness, amplify criticism, close the
door on people trying to come closer, and blame
yourself when treated unfairly. The first filter
through which relationships pass is already broken.
And the person who broke it was not the other
person. It was you.

Let us pause here.

There is a phrase: “I am enough.” It is a good phrase.
But for some people, it feels false. No matter how
often they hear it, it seems to be about someone
else. They understand it intellectually, but their heart
refuses it.

I understand that feeling.

“I am enough” is not a spell you have to accept
passively. It means looking again at what you have
been calling your inadequacy.

Much of the “inadequacy” we have assigned
ourselves was never ours. It belonged to our
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parents’ expectations, our teachers’, society’s.
Somewhere along the way, we began carrying
someone else’s standards as if they were our own.
We measured our height with someone else’s ruler
and sighed, wondering why we fell short.

But what if the ruler itself was never yours?

Setting it down is where we begin.

It need not be grand. You do not have to stand
before a mirror repeating “I am enough” a hundred
times. You do not have to love yourself today.

Instead, let us try one thing.

Just once today, notice the tone you use with
yourself. When you make a mistake, when
something does not go as you hoped, when you
compare yourself with someone else, what voice
speaks inside you?

You do not have to struggle to change that voice.
You do not have to fix it. Noticing is enough. The first
time a light comes on over something that has
flowed unconsciously for decades, something
already begins to change.
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The reason is simple. The moment you notice it, it
stops being “who I am” and becomes “something I
am doing.” A tiny gap opens between you and your
habit. That gap is room for choice. You can decide
what to do next when you get there.

Let us take this one step further.

There is a recurring pattern in the relationships of
people who are highly self-critical. We touched on it
earlier, but let us look more closely. It is a thread
that runs through this whole book.

When you define yourself as inadequate, the world
seems to treat you that way, too. You read kindness
as a sign that someone wants something. You
privately doubt praise. You swallow unfair treatment
without a word. When someone tries to come closer,
you take a step back first.

A person who respects themselves as they are
responds differently. They accept praise naturally.
They draw quiet, clear boundaries in unfair
situations. They have room to open their heart to
someone new. They trust the other person, and they
trust themselves.
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This may be more than a difference in personality.

Ancient wisdom, East and West, has said the same
thing in unison: know yourself. This was not an
answer for a philosophy exam. It was practical
guidance for living with other people. If you do not
know yourself, you only blame others. When you do,
you gain choices about your own responses. Know
what you react to, which words undo you, and when
you close the door. That is the first beginning of
every relationship.

The way you treat yourself becomes an invisible
framework that enters every relationship. Your inner
dialogue becomes the “default setting” of your
outward relationships. If the setting says “I am
inadequate,” it takes effect first, however differently
the world speaks. The state of mind you bring to a
relationship determines its direction.

The other person may not be the only one
determining the quality of a relationship. How you
define yourself has already determined half of it.

That is why this book starts here. Before looking at
your relationships with other people, we look at the
one with the person you have been with longest.
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You and yourself. When this relationship changes,
the others change, too.

So let us consider one more thing together.

If the way you treat yourself becomes the default
setting of your relationships, where did that setting
come from?

Most of it was formed very early in life. You read it in
someone’s expression. Learned it from someone’s
sigh. Between the attention that followed success
and the silence that followed failure, a child reached
their own conclusions. I must do well to be loved. If I
make a mistake, I will be abandoned. As I am, I am
not enough.

This was not a conscious judgment. It was learning
for survival. To a small child, a caregiver’s love is like
air. Afraid that the air might be cut off, the child
instinctively makes rules: rules for how to be loved.

The problem is that those rules keep operating into
adulthood.

Past thirty, past forty, the same rules are still
running deep inside. I must perform to earn
approval. I cannot be loved unless I am perfect. If I
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show weakness, they will leave. You are running a
thirty-five-year-old’s relationships on a five-year-old’s
conclusions.

Your heart races all day over something your boss
said in passing. A partner replies late to a message,
and you conclude they have lost interest. A friend’s
compliment makes you uncomfortable instead of
grateful. Trace these reactions to their roots, and
you almost always find those rules made long ago.

The other person was not the problem. An old rule
inside you was translating a present relationship
through the grammar of the past.

Simply noticing this changes half the picture already.
You do not have to change the rule right now.
Knowing it exists, knowing it is an old conclusion
rather than a present fact, is enough to begin
weakening its hold.

There is one more thing to know. The older a rule is,
the harder it is to notice. Something that has
operated for decades carries more inertia. Some
rules are so old that we no longer recognize them as
rules; we simply believe they are us. That is why the
oldest patterns are hardest to change. Paradoxically,
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changing them also has the widest effect. Correcting
a surface habit and unsettling a rule at the root are
entirely different orders of change. When the root
moves, every branch changes.

Think of your inner world as a house.

You live in it every day. Its view is the first thing you
see in the morning, and its sounds are the last you
hear before sleep. Whoever you meet, whatever
conversations you have, this is where you return.
The temperature of that house determines your day.

In some houses, though, the nagging starts the
moment you enter. Is that the best you can do?
Everyone else manages. You failed again. Past
failures are listed on the walls, and the mirrors
reflect only flaws. Someone who starts the day in this
house is exhausted before stepping outside. Even
when someone knocks, they stop opening the door.
They think they already know that nothing good can
come of it.

Other houses are quiet but warm. Whether you did
well or badly, you can rest once you come inside. It is
a place where falling short is all right. Someone who
lives in this house has room to welcome someone
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approaching from outside, because there is space
within.

A relationship is, ultimately, an invitation into your
house.

Someone at ease within can offer another person a
comfortable space. Someone whose inner world is a
battlefield invites even the finest person into a war
zone. Naturally, the other person grows tired. And
when they leave, you cut yourself down again: “I
knew I was hopeless.”

The cycle repeats. Whenever a relationship gets
difficult, we try to change the other person or find
someone better. We think everything would be fine
if it were not this person. So we change
relationships. Yet something similar happens again.
The setting and the face are different; the pattern is
the same.

It was not the backdrop that stayed the same. It was
the person looking at the world: you.

The reason the relationship did not change lay in the
condition of the space you invited someone into,
rather than in that person.
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If the house does not change, the same thing
happens whoever comes. Begin by tending to the
house.

Tending to your house does not mean undertaking a
major renovation.

Think of the first thing you said to yourself this
morning. Simply notice its tone. It is the same thing
we discussed earlier.

And if you can, try one more thing.

Ask whether you could say the exact words you used
on yourself today to the person you cherish most.

Suppose you made a mistake today and thought, “I
am always like this.” Could you say that to the person
you love most? If they made the same mistake,
would you really tell them, “You are always like this”?

Probably not.

Then why do you say it to yourself?

That one question puts a small crack in an old habit.
A crack is where light can enter.

There is a misunderstanding I would like to clear up.
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Respecting yourself does not mean giving yourself a
high rating. It is not “I am amazing” or “I am the
best.” Self-respect means treating yourself fairly. It
means extending to yourself the same generosity
you extend to others.

We tell friends it is okay to make mistakes, yet allow
ourselves none. We understand that other people
need time, but demand immediate results from
ourselves. We accept another person’s weakness as
human, but label our own a defect.

We call this unfairness “self-discipline” or “high
standards.” Yet it is closer to abuse than discipline. If
someone treated a person you loved this way, would
you stand by?

Treating yourself fairly. That is where self-respect
begins.

That respect becomes the soil of your relationships.
A person who treats themselves fairly can expect
fairness from others. That means being able to call
unfairness what it is. Only someone who feels
worthy of love can receive it fully. Only someone who
does not deceive themselves can be truthful in a
relationship.

37



The reverse is true, too. Someone who cannot be
honest with themselves wears a mask in
relationships. They perform the role the other
person wants, keep quiet for fear of conflict, hide
their real feelings, and pretend to be fine. At first this
seems to protect the relationship. But the face
behind the mask grows tired. Eventually, that
exhaustion bursts out, or the relationship quietly
goes cold. Love that deceives the self ultimately
deceives the other person, too.

The roots of every relationship come back here: the
relationship with yourself. Someone who is truthful
there can be truthful with others.

Every principle of relationships we explore in this
book rests on this one foundation. When the way
you speak to yourself changes, the way you see the
world changes. When the way you see the world
changes, the way the world treats you changes, too.
This is not magic. It is like seeing a different view
through different glasses. The scenery itself has not
changed; what you can see has.
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One Thing to Try Today.

Before bed, recall one thing you said to yourself
today. Anything will do: something you thought
after a mistake, while looking in a mirror, or while
comparing yourself with someone.

Ask whether you could say it to the person you
cherish most. If you could, the words are all right.
If you could not, they were words you should not
have used on yourself, either.

You do not have to change it. Today, just notice.
That is enough. It is okay if you cannot do it today.
Practice is not graded. You can try another time.

*

The fact that you have read this far means you have
already begun tending to something.

Your oldest relationship: you and yourself. Giving
that relationship your attention for the first time is
this book’s first step. It may also be the first step
toward changing every relationship you have.
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There is no rush. You do not have to change
everything at once or do it perfectly. The thought
that you must be perfect may itself be the voice of
that rule made long ago.

Today, simply look a little more kindly at the person
you have been with longest. That is enough.

We can walk the rest of the way together, slowly.
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{They Came to Show You
Yourself}



Sequence 2

They Came to Show You Yourself

There is someone you find especially difficult.

Words you could let pass from anyone else bother
you intensely when this person says them.
Rationally, you know it is nothing much. Yet your
body reacts first. Your neck stiffens, your chest
tightens, or you suddenly do not want to say another
word. You feel your breath growing shallow.

It may be their tone of voice. Their self-confidence
may grate on you. You may find their habit of
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casually interrupting unbearable. Or perhaps you
cannot quite put your finger on it, but simply sharing
a room with them weighs on you. The reason is hard
to explain. Your body, though, knows clearly: this
person makes you uncomfortable.

You probably have someone like that, too.

A colleague, an old acquaintance, someone in your
family. Or someone whose place in your life has
already ended, but who still stirs something
unpleasant whenever they come to mind.

Why that person? Of all the people in the world, why
do they alone provoke this reaction?

Before looking for an answer, notice one thing.
Different people respond differently to the same
person.

Imagine someone who talks a lot, enjoys talking
about themselves, and likes being at the center of a
conversation. Some people find them full of energy:
“What fun.” Others barely notice: “Some people are
like that,” they think, and move on.

But one person feels as though they cannot breathe.
Why can’t I be like that? Why are they so sure of
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themselves? Why am I always in the background?
Their face smiles, but something hot rises inside.

The person is the same. The responses are that
different.

What does this mean? If responses differ so greatly,
the other person may not be what determines them.
If one person draws a different response from
everyone, the key to your reaction lies within you.

The person you find especially difficult touches
something in you that you have not yet seen.

This is the heart of this Sequence. It may be hard to
accept at first. The reason I struggle lies inside me,
rather than in them? Doesn’t that mean it is my fault?

No. This is not about fault. Keep an open mind for a
moment, and let us look together.

There are parts of ourselves we do not want to
acknowledge: certain feelings, desires, ways of
being. We push them behind our awareness.
Pretend they are not there. Think, “I could never be
that kind of person.” We have done this naturally as
we lived, to survive, gain approval, and protect
relationships.
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But what we push away does not disappear. What
we suppress remains where we put it. When
someone touches that place, it rises.

What does this look like in practice?

It takes two forms.

First, someone freely does something you have
forbidden yourself to do.

Someone puts themselves forward without
hesitation. If you gently examine why they irritate
you so much, you may find this: I wanted
recognition, too. I wanted attention. But it was not
allowed. I was taught to be humble, not to put
myself forward. I buried that desire deep, yet
someone else is doing it without a second thought.
What I forbade myself, they do so easily.

The irritation feels like a judgment of the other
person. In fact, something you never allowed within
yourself is resonating.

Someone who has always suppressed anger finds a
quick-tempered person hard to bear. Someone who
has always put their own needs last sees a person
who voices their needs freely as selfish. Someone
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taught that showing emotion is weakness feels
uncomfortable around a person who cries easily.

Consider this. What if you could freely express the
very quality that bothers you in them? If you could
state your opinions as confidently, express your
feelings as openly, or follow your own path without
worrying what others thought?

It may be an uncomfortable thought. But the
discomfort itself is already telling you something.

Second, you see in someone else something that
exists in you but that you do not want to see.

When you vaguely know you can be inattentive to
people but do not want to admit it, another person’s
indifference especially bothers you. When you sense
your own selfishness but do not want to face it,
someone else’s seems enormous. Finding in another
person what lives in you is doubly uncomfortable. It
is like seeing your reflection and blaming the mirror.

In both cases, what the other person shows you is
information about yourself.

Let us pause here.
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I want to make clear once more that this does not
mean everything is your fault.

There are genuinely harmful people. There are
situations you are right to find uncomfortable. The
other person’s wrongdoing is their own. That does
not change.

This is not a universal formula. It is about the heat of
an unusually strong response. Why this person? Why
to this degree? When your reaction feels larger than
the situation warrants, we are asking where that
extra intensity comes from.

“Why only me?”

Few things in a relationship feel more unfair. Why
are they kind to everyone else but treat me this way?
Why am I the only one hurt in the same situation?
Why is it so much harder for me?

I understand that feeling. Of course it feels unfair.

But let us look once more together. There are two
possibilities.

48



First, they really are treating you differently. That is
their problem. Drawing a boundary, creating
distance, or leaving may be the answer.

Second, your response to the same situation may be
unusually strong. Someone who was ignored as a
child can still be deeply shaken by indifference as an
adult. A partner merely replies late, and their heart
collapses: “I do not matter.” A colleague passes over
their idea in a meeting, and the whole day sinks: “I
am invisible here, too.” The reaction is too large for
the present situation because it is the past self
responding, not today’s self.

The other person has tossed a pebble, but inside you
there is a landslide.

If you sense that gap, it is a sign that something
buried within you is stirring. Knowing this, or not
knowing it, can change a relationship’s direction. If
you do not know, your anger keeps turning toward
the other person. If you do, you gain a chance to
care for the real hurt buried beneath it.

This is not an invitation to find your faults. It is an
invitation to read the information about yourself
held in your reactions. The other person is
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responsible for their behavior. Reading what your
response tells you is something you do for yourself.

If I see someone as an enemy, I read hostility in
everything they do. If I feel threatened by them,
even a small remark is interpreted as an attack. It is
the same person, yet the way I look makes them
seem entirely different. The world is a mirror of my
heart.

Knowing this reduces helplessness in relationships.
You cannot change someone else, but you can learn
what you are reacting to. That knowledge opens
different choices in the same situation.

Now let us look at one more thing together.

There is something many people experience but
seldom say aloud.

The same kind of person keeps appearing.

There was someone at your first workplace who
interrupted, took credit, and subtly put you down.
You moved on when you could no longer bear it. But
at the new workplace, a similar person appeared, in
a slightly different form. This time, a colleague.
Soft-spoken, but determined to get their own way.
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You moved again. When you met someone similar at
the third workplace, you wondered, “Why are there
so many people like this?”

It happens in romantic relationships, too. Your first
partner did not express their feelings. It was so
frustrating that you broke up. Your second partner
was different. At least at first. But over time, you felt
the same frustration in the same place. This person
does not understand my heart, either. A different
face, the same loneliness.

It happens in friendship, too. One person always
gives more, tolerates more, accommodates more.
You drift away from that friend and meet someone
new, only to find yourself in the same place again:
giving, accommodating, enduring.

The people change. The pattern does not.

This is not bad luck. When something unresolved
remains inside, people who touch it keep appearing,
as though the same exam question is being set until
you solve it. The source of the problem is you, rather
than the other person.
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That may sound harsh. You may hear it as blame. It
is not. This is about a structure, not fault. It happens
because a part of you has not yet been cared for, not
because you are bad. The moment you notice this
structure, the repetition begins to stop.

How, then, do you actually look into this mirror?

There are three steps. Nothing elaborate. They are
things you can quietly try in everyday life, within
your relationships.

First, notice your reaction.

When you react especially strongly to someone,
pause. A remark in a meeting makes your face burn.
News about a friend brings your mood down for no
clear reason. A family member’s words undo your
entire day.

In that moment, ask just this: does this reaction fit
the size of the situation, or is something larger
moving inside me?

You do not need an immediate answer. The question
itself creates a gap, a tiny space between you and
your reaction. As we discussed in Sequence 1,
noticing alone opens room for choice.
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Second, look behind the irritation.

What about this person bothers you? Is it something
you have forbidden yourself? A part of yourself you
do not want to see? Or is an old wound being
touched?

This is not analysis. If you try to dig with your
intellect, defenses rise. Simply hold the question in
your heart and be still. A few days later, or at an
entirely unexpected moment, something may
surface. Oh, I wanted to do that, too. I was afraid of
that, too. That moment may come, or it may not.
Either is all right.

Third, care for what you find.

Do not judge what you discover. I wanted
recognition, too. I wanted to be angry. I wanted to
be free. Acknowledge the feeling just as it is. Little by
little, allow what you once forbade.

You did not forbid it because it was bad. You hid it in
childhood to survive. Suppressed it to gain approval.
Gave it up to protect a relationship. Tell yourself you
no longer have to hide it.
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After these three steps, something curious
happens. That person no longer bothers you quite
as much.

The other person has not changed at all. The same
tone, habits, and behavior. Yet your response is
different. You used to seethe; now it is
uncomfortable but bearable. Thinking of them once
kept you awake; now the thought passes quickly.
Their arrival used to make your whole body stiffen;
now you can take a step back and observe.

More surprisingly, sometimes the relationship itself
changes.

When you change, their attitude sometimes shifts
subtly, too. You stop shrinking, and they stop
belittling you. You lower your defenses, and they
stop sharpening their attacks. It is like a mirror:
change your expression, and the reflection changes.

Of course, this does not happen every time. Some
people will not change however much you do. In
those cases, distance or leaving is the right choice.
Yet in a surprising number of relationships, when
one person changes, the temperature of the whole
relationship changes.
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The reflection changed because the person standing
before the mirror changed, not because the mirror
did.

This is the most powerful point of change in a
relationship. Its temperature can shift without your
changing the other person. If a wall in your heart
says, “This person makes me suffer,” everything they
do becomes painful. When that wall lowers a little,
the same behavior begins to look different. Perhaps
they are anxious, too. Perhaps they are struggling in
their own way.

It simply means your field of view widens. Where you
could see only one thing, you begin to see two or
three. Choices appear. Having choices is itself
freedom within a relationship.

There is one more point I want to touch on.

Let us make one thing clear.

The other person is responsible for their actions. If
someone treats you unfairly, that is their problem.
You are entitled to protect your boundaries, and
leaving is an option.
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Separately from their wrongdoing, your response
contains information about you. Both things exist at
the same time. Acknowledging one does not erase
the other.

Observing your response is an act of caring for
yourself, not letting the other person off the hook.

One Thing to Try Today.

Recall one recent moment when you reacted
unusually strongly to someone. It need not be a
major event. A remark that inexplicably upset you,
or behavior that particularly grated on you, is
enough.

Name the quality that bothered you in a single
word. Confidence. Indifference. Selfishness.
Freedom. Irresponsibility. Anything will do.

Then quietly ask yourself: could this irritation be
connected to something inside me?

It is all right if no answer comes. Asking is enough.
An answer may emerge days or months later,
seemingly out of nowhere. That is how the heart
works. Plant a seed, and it sprouts in its own time.
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It is okay if it does not happen today. Noticing is
already a step.

*

The person you find especially difficult may not be
your enemy.

Of course, there are genuinely harmful people and
relationships you need to distance yourself from.
That remains clear in its own right.

But the person who draws such a strong reaction
may have come to show you a part of yourself you
have not yet seen, in the most uncomfortable way.
The more uncomfortable they make you, the more
likely it is that something important to you is hidden
there.

You do not have to accept this right now. One day, in
some relationship, it may come back to you. You can
take it out and look at it then.

Relationships are mirrors. Mirrors show what is
there, including what we do not want to see. But
only someone with the courage to stand before a
mirror can see beyond what it reflects.
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At first, it hurts. Admitting that part of your pain
originates within you is not easy. Blaming the other
person is much more comfortable. But if all you do is
blame them, you stay in the same place forever.
Break the mirror, and another appears. Only
someone who stands before it can reach a place
where a mirror is no longer needed.

You have already begun to stand before the mirror.
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3
Sequence



{The Heart That Expects
Nothing Is the Strongest}



Sequence 3

The Heart That Expects Nothing Is
the Strongest

You have probably done a favor for a friend.

You made time in a busy schedule. Took care of
something inconvenient for them. Your own work
was piling up, but they seemed to be struggling, so
you helped. Days pass without a thank-you. They
carry on as though nothing happened.

Something strange happens. You did it because you
wanted to, yet something in you feels uneasy. “They
could at least say thank you.” Once that thought
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appears, the next request feels different. You no
longer reach out so readily.

Something similar happens with a partner. You
planned an anniversary: chose something they
would like, booked a place, cleared the day. Their
response is less than you hoped. They say thank you,
but do not seem deeply moved. Suddenly, it stings.
“After everything I did.” The sentence appears vividly
in your mind.

What is this discomfort?

Expectation and disappointment. Most wounds in
relationships arise between these two words. The
moment we love someone, expectations appear;
when they go unmet, disappointment arrives. The
pattern feels so natural that we usually miss it. Hurt,
betrayal, resentment, resignation: beneath almost
every pain we experience in relationships, these two
words sit quietly.

Most of us simply call it feeling let down. They were
thoughtless; they failed to understand how we felt.
Look a little deeper into that hurt, though, and one
sentence is hiding there.
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“I did this much, so you should do at least as
much.”

This is closer to a kind of contract than a simple
feeling.

Much of what we call love is, in fact, closer to a
transaction.

That may be uncomfortable to hear. How can you
call it a transaction when I meant it sincerely? That
resistance is natural. I am not saying you were
insincere. You were sincere. But conditions were
hidden within that sincerity.

I gave you attention, so you should give me
attention. I understood you, so you should
understand me. I made a concession, so you should
make one for me.

We do not voice these conditions or write up a
contract. Yet they are definitely there. The moment
the other person fails to meet them, we feel
betrayed, as though they have breached an
agreement they never signed.

Let us take a look.
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Think of the person you currently feel most let down
by. What sentence lies underneath that feeling? It
probably has this shape.

“I did ○○ for them. But they did not do ○○ for
me.”

If this sentence comes to mind, there was an
invisible contract in that relationship. One signed
only by you.

This does not mean it is wrong. It is natural because
we are human. We all expect something in return.
We want attention when we give attention, love
when we give love. It is instinct. There is nothing
wrong with it.

But noticing this pattern makes a difference. If you
do not see it, feeling let down is forever the other
person’s fault. If you do, you can examine the
expectations you held. The moment you look at
them, choices appear in the relationship.

There is a ledger inside us.

Consciously or not, we record something in most
relationships: a ledger of giving and receiving.
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How often I reached out first. How often I gave way,
made room for their feelings, or held my tongue.
These entries accumulate somewhere inside and are
compared with the other person’s account. If the
books balance, all is well. If they lean to one side, we
feel the unfairness. Anger or resignation follows.

No one told us to keep this ledger, but it records
itself automatically.

This happens between spouses. One says, “I am
always the one who gives way. What have you
done?” The other says the same thing: “Do you know
how much I have put up with?” Both feel they have
given more. Both feel wronged. Their books do not
add up.

Why?

Because we remember what we give in large print
and what we receive in small print. This is not a
personality defect; it is how the human mind is
structured. Pain stays vivid, while kindness received
fades quickly. So our own account always runs a
deficit. The other person feels the same. When both
feel they are in the red, the relationship becomes a
system no one can balance.
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A question arises here.

If there were no ledger to begin with, how would this
relationship change?

We cannot reduce every conflict to a single root.
Relationships are complex, and conflicts have many
causes. Yet one thing lies beneath a surprising
number of them.

Conditions.

“After this much, I deserve something back.” “After
all I have done, they should appreciate it.” “I have
accommodated you this much; you should
accommodate me, too.”

Conditions gradually make a relationship smaller.

At first, you were grateful simply that they existed.
Being together was enough. Over time, conditions
appear. They should do at least this. They should
understand at least that. One condition leads to
another; when that one is met, another rises. The
relationship narrows. More doors appear that the
other person must pass through. Eventually, it feels
as though they cannot get through any of them.
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Then we say, “This person never changes.”

But look once more. Have they failed to change, or
have you built too many doors?

The more conditions you hold, the more the other
person fails to meet them. As the conditions lessen,
the same person looks different. They have not
changed. The doorway through which you see them
has widened.

Whatever the other person did remains a fact. But
the conditions you have set may be narrowing the
view of this relationship. If you can look at that even
once, a little breathing room opens.

There is something essential to make clear here.

Letting go of conditions does not mean putting up
with everything.

If someone repeatedly hurts you, that is not
something to endure. If someone ignores your
boundaries, that is not something to concede. When
“loving unconditionally” comes to mean “accepting
any treatment,” it becomes neglect rather than love.
You are neglecting yourself.
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Letting go of conditions means releasing the
expectation that you can control someone’s
behavior. They must be as I want them to be; they
must respond as I wish. Those are the expectations
we are examining. Boundaries and conditions are
different. Boundaries protect you. Conditions try to
control the other person.

If you are in a painful relationship now, your first
task is to protect yourself, not to let go of conditions.
That is the order.

Perhaps you are thinking, “All right, I can see that I
had conditions. But what is wrong with that? Isn’t it
natural?”

Yes. It is natural.

The problem is not the conditions themselves. It is
not knowing they are there.

If you know you expect something, you have choices
when it does not happen. “Oh, this is what I was
hoping for. They may not have known.” That one
thought changes the weight of the hurt a little.
Instead of resenting them, you might put your
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expectation into words. Or ask yourself whether it is
reasonable.

Without awareness, hurt turns straight into
resentment. It accumulates until one day it explodes.
Only afterward do you wonder, startled, “Why am I
acting like this?” The entire accumulated ledger has
opened at once.

Anger may not be the most dangerous emotion in a
relationship. Unnoticed expectations shake it from a
deeper place.

Invisible expectations become invisible debts. They
do not know they owe you, and you cannot ask for
repayment. As the debt builds, the relationship
grows heavy. Being together is tiring, and you do not
know why. They feel it, too. Neither person knows
why, as the relationship slowly cools.

It is a matter of gently releasing an inner brake.
“They should be like this.” “After all I have done,
something should come back.” Simply noticing those
thoughts reduces a little friction in the relationship.
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We have talked about the invisible contracts hidden
in relationships, and how noticing their conditions
creates breathing room.

But one question remains.

Where does a heart that expects nothing in return
come from?

Honestly, it is not some exalted state.

Some people imagine unconditional love as the
territory of saints, a mountaintop ordinary people
cannot reach. So they give up in advance: “I am not
that kind of person.” But the reality is different.

You have already done it.

If you have rushed to help a small child who fell, you
were not calculating a return. If you helped an older
person carrying heavy bags, you were not doing it
for thanks. If you stayed on a long nighttime call with
a friend who could not sleep, you were not thinking
they would owe you equal time next time.

In that moment, your heart was not making a
transaction.
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Unconditional love is not a special ability. It is
something we already do from time to time,
occasionally without even knowing it. We simply did
not recognize it by that name.

The difficulty is not a lack of ability. It is sustaining it.

For a short time, we can do it. For a moment, anyone
can. But as a relationship continues, the ledger
reopens. After all I have done, why won’t they? A
moment of simple sincerity returns, over time, to the
structure of a transaction.

Why?

Because we are empty inside.

Think of a cup.

If it is full, even a slight tilt makes water spill over.
Because it overflows, there is no sense of having
given something away. It simply flows. But if the cup
is only half full, you hesitate to offer even a sip. “If I
give this away, what will I drink?” Each gift feels like a
loss, so you want back as much as you gave.

Relationships work the same way.
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For someone who is full within, giving to another
person is no loss. It is overflow. Someone empty
within becomes depleted with each offering.
Depletion makes them want repayment. Love
becomes a transaction because the heart is empty,
not because it is bad.

That is why unconditional love begins with you, not
the other person.

First, fill yourself. A sense of security, of enoughness,
of peace within: when these form the foundation,
giving can finally become something other than a
transaction. This is why Part 2 began with your
relationship with yourself. Unless you first embrace
yourself, embracing another person becomes
painful.

If giving to someone feels difficult right now, it does
not mean your love is insufficient. Your cup may be
empty. Fill it first.

People in different lands, speaking different
languages, independently made the same discovery.

A person who loves unconditionally is not weak, but
the strongest of all.
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This is not a moral claim. It is closer to a structural
fact.

When fear takes the wheel, a relationship becomes a
war. “I gave this much, so I must receive as much.” “I
cannot afford to lose.” “Giving way first means
losing.” Fear underlies every sentence: fear of not
having enough, of loss, of being used. When fear
drives a relationship, we keep calculating, defending,
and demanding. Exhaustion is inevitable.

When love takes the wheel, the calculations stop. At
that moment, something remarkable happens: you
begin to have energy left over. Only then do you
realize how much of the energy spent on the
relationship was going into calculation and defense.
Stop keeping the ledger, and all the energy used to
manage it returns.

That is why unconditional love is strong. It is not
endurance born of weakness. When you no longer
spend your energy calculating, you can do more
than before. It recharges rather than depletes you.

Think about it: the relationships that exhausted us
most involved the most calculation. The easiest
involved the least. We stayed longest beside the
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person with whom nothing had to be counted. Not
because they were extraordinary, but because there
was no ledger.

There is something we must make clear again.

Unconditional love does not mean giving endlessly.

Giving endlessly is self-destruction, not love.
Granting every wish, hiding your feelings to keep
someone happy, erasing yourself to maintain a
relationship: this is fear, not love. Fear of
abandonment, of being disliked, of being alone.

It may look like devotion, but if fear is underneath, it
is not devotion. In a relationship driven by fear, no
amount of giving brings peace.

True unconditional love has boundaries.

“I am with you this far, but from here I protect
myself.” Love needs that line to last. Without
boundaries, it eventually becomes resentment.
When endurance finally erupts, the words are, “After
everything I did for you.” The ledger opens after all.

Setting boundaries is not the opposite of love. It is a
condition for love to last.
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What does this look like in an actual relationship?

Nothing grand.

When you make coffee in the morning, you set out
their cup, too. Not to hear “thank you,” but simply
because you are making coffee. That is all.

When a colleague seems to be struggling, you ask,
“Are you okay?” You are not offering a grand
solution, just letting them know you noticed. You
expect no return. Even if they ignore you tomorrow,
it does not change what you said today.

When a child shows you something they made, you
smile and say, “Well done.” You are not calculating
whether they will look after you in old age. Their
eyes are shining now. That is enough.

Unconditional love is not a tremendous sacrifice. It is
a series of small moments: little offerings of warmth
with no expectation of return. In each moment, the
ledger stays closed. That is enough.

We begin to see why humanity’s oldest wisdom has
kept telling this same story.
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Release conditions, and the relationship expands. As
it expands, so do you. As you expand, the world
looks different. It seems to be something done for
someone else, yet it ultimately returns to you. You
do not do it to make something come back; it
returns naturally when you let go. The unintended
result is the most honest one.

There is one caution, though.

“Good things come back when you release
conditions” must not become another condition. “I
hear that if I expect no reward, I will get one.” That is
another transaction, only a more sophisticated one.

Truly letting go means being all right whether
anything returns or not. You act because this is what
you want to do now, regardless of the result. What
matters is not the outcome, but the direction. It is
not about arriving perfectly. It is about walking that
way, little by little.

Let us gather what we have said so far.

There are invisible contracts in our relationships,
signed only by us. The other person does not know.
When the contract is broken, hurt, anger, and
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betrayal arrive. Simply noticing the pattern changes
the view of the relationship.

Unconditional love is not reserved for saints. It
naturally overflows when you are full within. It is not
weakness but the most efficient kind of strength.
When calculation stops, energy remains.

And unconditional love always goes with boundaries.
Giving while destroying yourself is not love. Giving
while protecting yourself is the real thing.

You need not be perfect. A direction is enough. Once
today, offer something small without expecting a
return. It is okay to reopen the ledger tomorrow.
Close it again the day after. This is practice, not an
exam. In practice, mistakes are allowed.

One Thing to Try Today.

Just once today, try this.

When you give someone something, whether
words, an action, or your time, practice not waiting
for their response afterward. Offer a coffee, and
that is it. Send encouragement, and that is it. Hold
a door, and that is it. Whether a thank-you follows
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or not, let the moment of giving be complete in
itself.

The moment of giving completes it. Anything that
comes back is a bonus.

Once is enough. Try it once, and your body
remembers that lightness. Your body, not just your
mind, learns what a moment without the ledger
feels like.

It does not have to be right now. When your heart
turns toward it, that is the right time.

*

The strongest heart is the one that expects nothing
back.

It is not an empty heart. It is already full, and has no
need for something to return. Its strength comes
from fullness, not emptiness.
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You have had such moments, too, when you reached
out to someone wanting nothing back. Remember
how your heart felt then. It was probably not heavy.
It was probably lighter.

That lightness is the taste of unconditional love.

You can taste it again at any time. Even now.
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4
Sequence



{Give First What You Wish
to Receive}



Sequence 4

Give First What You Wish to Receive

Steam rises from the food on the table.

Two people sit facing each other. Their eyes are on
their plates, their mouths chewing, but their minds
are elsewhere. Last night’s argument has not ended.
More precisely, the argument is over, but the
feelings are not. Someone has to speak first. They
both know it.

Yet both keep waiting.
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If they apologized first, I could give a little. If they
said something gentle first, I could smile. Neither
knows that the same thoughts are unfolding on both
sides of the table.

The scene probably feels familiar.

Between partners, parents and children, old friends,
colleagues. The form differs, but the structure is the
same. I will move if they move first. The same
condition applies on both sides. No one moves. The
relationship freezes.

This is not a personality problem.

It is not stubbornness or pride. We are instinctively
designed to avoid loss. Reaching out first feels like
weakness; giving way first feels like defeat. This is a
very old circuit developed for survival. Just as we
recoil from danger, we put up a wall when we sense
possible hurt in a relationship.

The problem is that when both people raise walls at
once, the passage between them disappears.

One person opens their heart and waits. So does the
other. Both seem open, but both are open
conditionally. “If you cross first, I will cross, too.” As
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long as those conditions face each other, the bridge
between them will never be built.

Here is the simplest and hardest truth about
relationships. Someone has to cross first.

Old insights into relationships have said the same
thing.

Treat others as you wish to be treated.

This principle has been repeated not because it is
morally right, but because it works. Relationships are
structured so that one person has to move first
before a flow begins. Just as water flows from higher
ground to lower, relationships need a direction. The
person who moves first creates it.

This is not about being nice or becoming weak. It is
about how the system of a relationship works. When
two gears mesh, one must turn for the other to turn.
If both wait for the other to go first, the entire
machine stops.

Relationships are the same.

The one who begins to turn is not the weaker one.
They are the one bringing the system back to life.
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You have probably heard, “See it from their point of
view.”

We hear it so often that the words wear thin.
Intellectually, we understand. They must have their
circumstances and reasons. But when we are
hurting, we cannot see their pain. This is not a failure
of empathy. It is a natural human limitation.

Asking a hungry person to worry about someone
else’s hunger becomes a demand. They need to eat
first before they can see another’s hunger. The
principle we discussed earlier applies here, too:
something can overflow only when there is some
fullness within.

To see from someone else’s position, you first need a
little room inside yourself.

That is why this book began with your relationship
with yourself. Until you care for yourself, your eyes
cannot truly open to another person. This is how the
principles of self-care explored in Part 2 appear in
relationships.

Let us clarify one more thing.
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Seeing their perspective does not mean agreeing. “I
understand why you did it” and “What you did was
okay” are entirely different statements.
Understanding opens a door. Agreement walks
through it. Opening the door alone changes the view
of a relationship. You need not go inside.

Let us look at what changes in a relationship when
you offer something first.

When you meet a stranger’s eyes on the street and
they offer a small smile, what happens? Before you
even notice, your facial muscles respond. They
soften a little. It may not become a full smile, but the
stiffness eases. This is not a matter of will. Your body
responds first.

The same thing happens in relationships.

When you speak gently first, the other person’s
defenses lower by a millimeter. The change is almost
invisible, yet that millimeter changes the
conversation’s direction. Speak sharply first, and
their wall rises by a millimeter. You still cannot see it,
but the temperature changes.
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The temperature of what you offer shapes the
temperature of what returns.

This is more than a metaphor. What you hold within
affects the scenery outside. The inner landscape
creates the outer one. See someone as an enemy,
and they come to treat you as an enemy. See them
as an ally, and before long they take a step closer.

Of course, it does not always happen that way. You
may offer warmth and receive coldness. The world is
not so simple. But one thing is certain: the direction
of your offering changes at least your own side of
the landscape. Whatever their response, the giver’s
heart stands somewhere different from where it
stood while waiting.

And that new position gradually shifts the direction
of the whole relationship.

But let us be honest here.

If “offer something first” sounds easy, you may never
have been deeply hurt in a relationship, or you may
already have healed enough. For most people,
reaching out first is difficult. Very difficult.

Especially for the person who was hurt.
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“Why should I?” It is natural to ask. Shouldn’t the
person who caused the hurt apologize first? Yes.
Ideally, that is how it works. But in real relationships,
the other person admitting fault and apologizing
first is rarer than we imagine. They, too, live within
their own reasoning. They, too, are thinking, “Why
should I?”

So the waiting often has no end.

This does not mean you should endure it or cover up
their wrongdoing. It means looking together at the
fact that waiting alone seldom untangles a
relationship. What choices, then, do you have?

Two.

One is to accept the impasse and live with it. That is a
choice, too. Not every relationship has to be
restored.

The other is to take one very small step yourself.

This is not surrender. It is not declaring, “You were
right.” It is simply being honest with the part of you
that does not want the relationship to remain frozen.
For yourself, not for them. So that you can breathe in
this frozen air.
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Offering first is a choice to reclaim your agency in
this relationship.

We have looked at why offering first is difficult, and
why it nevertheless moves a relationship. But one
thing is missing.

We have not yet discussed what, exactly, to offer.

When people hear “offer first,” they often imagine
something big.

Apologizing first. Asking forgiveness first. Saying “I
love you” first. Unwinding a long-held resentment in
a lengthy letter. Those are the first things that come
to mind, so it feels harder still. Your heart is not
ready for that much.

But what you offer first can be much smaller than
you think.

When you wake, ask the person beside you, “Did you
sleep well?” When someone comes home from work,
say, “Was it a hard day?” Nod first to a colleague
passing by. At bedtime, stroke your child’s forehead
instead of nagging.

These are not apologies, concessions, or defeats.
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They are simply signals that you still care about the
relationship. Small signals your actions send before
words. The other person may not consciously notice.
That is all right. The body knows first. It senses the
slight change in the air.

Send a message to a friend you have not contacted
in a long time. “Is everything all right?” Those four
words are enough. You need no reason or errand.
You thought of them. That alone is enough.

As these small things add up, the temperature of the
relationship slowly changes. There is no dramatic
reconciliation scene. Frozen air melts a little at a
time, very slowly.

Then comes the hardest moment.

You offer something, and nothing comes back.

You smile first; their face stays blank. You ask how
they are; they answer curtly. You reach out; they turn
away. One sentence comes to mind.

“I knew it would not work.”

Regret follows. “Why did I go first? Was that foolish?
Why did I bother?” This response is natural. When
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nothing returns, the mind starts calculating profit
and loss. I offered; they did not receive. A deficit.
Never go first again.

You do not need to blame yourself for feeling this. It
is entirely understandable.

But look once more.

The moment you offered, one thing already
changed.

Regardless of the response, your position has
shifted. You moved from waiting to offering. That
shift happens even if they never acknowledge it.
Their response belongs to them. But where you
stand belongs entirely to you.

The heart that waits is tied to conditions. Its state
depends on what the other person does. The heart
that offers is different. Whatever their response, you
took a step in the direction you wanted. That is
complete in itself.

That is why nothing returning does not mean a loss.

Offering seems directed at the other person, but it is
also directed at yourself. “I am not someone who can
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only wait in this relationship. I can move first.” They
do not give you that confirmation. You give it to
yourself.

Let us make one thing clear.

Offering first is different from giving one-sidedly
without end.

You offer once and receive nothing. That is all right.
Twice, and still nothing. That can happen. But if you
offer ten times and are ignored each time, taken for
granted, or asked for even more afterward, the issue
is no longer offering first. It is the structure of the
relationship.

Offering first is your choice. But if that choice
repeatedly depletes you, you must stop. It matters to
distinguish giving from falling apart. We will explore
this more deeply later.

For now, remember this. Offering first is not endless
devotion. It is one invitation toward the relationship.
If they do not come, you can invite again, wait, or
stop inviting. All three are your right.

Something interesting happens.

92



Offer something to get it back, and it rarely returns.
Offer without expectation, and it comes back from
somewhere unexpected. This is not a mystical law. It
is how the structure works.

When you offer with an expectation, your body is
tense. It is subtle, but the other person senses it:
“They want something.” At that moment, their body
stiffens slightly, too. Their defenses rise. Even
without conscious awareness, the body reacts first.

That is why what is offered without expectation
seems, in the end, to bring the greatest return.

But there is a trap. The moment you calculate, “Then
if I expect nothing, something will come back,” you
are already expecting. The more sophisticated
transaction from Sequence 3 has begun again. The
moment you turn the fact that giving without
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When you offer without expectation, your body is at
ease. Words and actions from a relaxed body are
light, not heavy. The other person senses it: “They are
not asking anything of me.” Their tension eases, too.
From that ease, natural responses arise: gratitude,
goodwill, warmth. They emerge freely, rather than
under pressure.



expectation brings something back into a strategy,
the giving is no longer free of expectation.

So remember it this way.

What returns is a side effect, not the purpose. The
offering itself is already complete. If something
returns, you are grateful. If nothing does, your heart
has still taken a step forward.

Changing a relationship does not require an
extraordinary technique.

There is nothing wrong with learning
communication skills, studying psychology, or
following a relationship expert’s advice. But the
smallest unit that actually moves a relationship is
simpler than we think.

Who reaches out first?

That is it.

That is why the same words have echoed through
the ages: give first what you wish to receive. This
principle works because relationships are, by nature,
circulatory. One side has to let something flow
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before the other can send something back. If both
sides only try to receive, the flow stops.

If you want respect, offer respect first. If you want
understanding, offer understanding. If you long for
warmth, offer warmth. You may be rejected or
ignored. Even so, the hand you extend changes your
relationship, and changes you.

The first person to reach out is the bravest person in
the relationship. Not the weakest, but the first to
cross beyond fear.

One Thing to Try Today.

Today, be the first to ask one person how they are.

An old friend, a family member you see every day,
a colleague in the same office. No reason, no
errand. You go first. “How have you been?” “How
was your day?” “Everything okay?” That is enough.

You need not worry about the response. It may be
warm or indifferent. Either is all right. The moment
you offer is enough. In that moment, you have
moved from waiting to giving.
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Even a day when you do not try has meaning.
Simply reading this has planted a seed.

*

Whenever you ask, “Why should I go first?” in a
relationship, remember one thing.

Offering first is not for the other person.

It is taking your first breath in a frozen place. It is
walking out of the prison of waiting. Whatever they
do, I will become someone who offers, rather than
someone who waits. It is a very quiet declaration.

That one declaration reaches farther than you think.
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5
Sequence



{To You Who Have Been
Afraid of Love}



Sequence 5

To You Who Have Been Afraid of Love

For some people, beginning to like someone brings
anxiety before excitement.

Their heart races, but they also feel breathless. Not
“What if they like me back?” but “What if they leave
me in the end, too?” Closeness is welcome, yet the
closer they become, the more frightening it feels.
Good times that last make them uneasy. Somewhere
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inside grows an unfounded certainty: something this
good cannot last.

If this feels familiar, you have probably run away
from love at least once.

Perhaps you did not leave entirely. Your body stayed
in the relationship while your heart kept one foot
outside. When they approached, you stepped back;
when they withdrew, you followed. As you danced
this strange dance, what you wanted most, a deep
connection with someone, moved farther away.

Love frightens us not because love itself is
dangerous, but because it gives us something to
lose.

Everyone wants to be loved. It is instinct, not greed.
Just as a newborn announces its presence with a cry,
the wish for love is connected to survival. The
question is what lies beneath that wish.

For one person, “I want to be loved” is a warm wish
arising from a heart already full. Love would be
welcome, but its absence would not undo them.

For another, it is a desperate cry from an empty
heart. Without love, they fall apart. They must have
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it. So they cling. If the other person moves even
slightly away, terror rushes in.

On the surface, both say, “I want to be loved.” But
the first is a wish; the second is thirst. A wish is
gentle. Thirst is urgent. An urgent heart grips tighter
for fear of losing the person. Grip too tightly, and
they cannot breathe.

Here, two paths diverge.

Love and clinging.

Clinging and love look alike on the outside, but are
opposites within.

Both think about the other person. Both want to stay
close. Both hurt when the other hurts. That is why it
is confusing. Do I love this person, or am I clinging to
them?

There is one way to tell.

Imagine them leaving. What feeling rises inside?

Sadness: that is love. Of course you feel sad when
someone you love leaves.
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Collapse: that is clinging. It means the other person
has become a pillar holding up your existence. As a
building collapses when a pillar is removed, you
collapse when they are gone.

Clinging begins with “I cannot live without this
person.” Love begins with “I will be all right without
them, and that lets me be with them more fully.”

Clinging is rooted in fear. Love is rooted in security.

When fear takes the wheel, the relationship becomes
a war. To avoid loss and prevent leaving, we check,
doubt, and control. When love takes the wheel, it
becomes a shared journey. We stay together while
respecting each other’s steps. We face the same
direction without demanding the same pace.

This is not a difference in personality. It is a
difference in how much room fear occupies within. A
frightened person is not a bad person. But love
practiced amid intense fear exhausts both people.

Clinging binds the other person. Love releases them.

A relationship shaped by clinging may look very
affectionate from within and very quiet from outside,
while a constant war rages in the person’s heart. A
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slightly late reply brings anxiety. Seeing their partner
happily talking with someone else tightens their
chest. A request for time alone feels like rejection.
These responses are not conscious. The body reacts
first, and reasons are attached afterward.

“After everything I have done, why don’t you give
anything back?” This is another face of the conditions
we saw in Sequence 3. “You must not leave me”
sounds like a declaration of love, but is really a
declaration of fear.

You do not need to blame yourself for that fear. You
have lost someone before. Someone left. Or they
stayed nearby, but their heart never reached yours.
The marks of that experience sound an alarm before
a new relationship.

I am not telling you to switch off the alarm. Just
notice it ringing. Is the way I react to this person
really about them, or about the shadow of someone
from long ago? The moment you distinguish the two,
the relationship’s landscape shifts a little.

“Love them as they are.”
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It is one of the world’s most used and most
misunderstood phrases.

Many people nod when they hear it. A good phrase.
A true one. But bearing its weight in a real
relationship is another matter entirely.

Loving someone as they are means not trying to turn
them into the person you want. Their shortcomings,
differences, and traits you find uncomfortable are
not treated as things to be corrected.

This is not easy.

A loved one’s habit irritates you, and you think, “If
only they fixed that, they would be perfect.” You
dislike a choice they make and feel certain they
would do better if they listened to you. You talk all
night and reach agreement, then feel deflated when
they behave as before the next day. These feelings
are natural. They can come from genuine concern. It
is natural to tire of someone who does not change.

But look once more.

What happens in a relationship the moment you try
to change them?
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Without being spoken, a message gets through: “I
think you are not enough as you are.” They sense it.
Even without conscious awareness, their body knows
they are not being accepted. A fine tension enters
the relationship: the feeling of not being enough, of
falling short. As it accumulates, they close down.

The wish to change someone may look like love, but
structurally it is closer to control. It is “Meet my
standards” wrapped in “For your own good.”

Let us be clear. Loving someone as they are does not
permit every behavior. Accepting their being and
enduring their wrongdoing are entirely different
things. You can accept who they are and speak
honestly about what they do. Without this
distinction, love becomes neglect.

You cannot fix the person you love.

For most people, accepting this sentence takes a
long time.

A parent to a child, a spouse to a spouse, a friend to
a friend: “If only you changed this, things would be
better.” Holding that hope, we advise, persuade,
sometimes argue, sometimes speak through tears.
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Still, they do not change. Or they seem to change,
then return to the way they were.

Then a feeling arrives: helplessness.

“I have tried so hard.” “I have done so much.” As that
fatigue builds, love becomes resentment. The issue
is that they do not meet your expectations, rather
than that they are bad, yet examining the
expectations themselves is not easy.

If your heart feels as though it is hitting a wall in a
relationship, it is a sign of a wall operating inside,
rather than a problem in the other person. The
stronger your expectation that they should be a
certain way, the wider the gap between the real
person and the one in your mind. That gap is the
pain.

Accepting that you cannot change them is not giving
up. It is the beginning of the most realistic kind of
love.

You can take responsibility for your own responses:
what you say, the attitude you take, the heart you
bring to being beside them. That is your territory.
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Their changing belongs to them. However hard you
try, someone who does not change will not change.
Even without your effort, someone who changes will
change. The key is always in their own hands.

Knowing this alone greatly reduces unnecessary
exhaustion in a relationship.

Earlier, we spoke about offering first. Offering
matters. But to offer while not holding on is love’s
most delicate balance.

When an offering is not received, you want to press
it harder. If it is received but not met with the
response you wanted, you grow frustrated. Clinging
hides in that frustration. An invisible string connects
you to the other person: I gave this, so this should
come back.

Offering without holding on means setting that
string down.

Offering is my choice. How they receive it is their
freedom. A line separates those two territories.
Respecting that line is one of the most mature things
we can do in a relationship.

Dependence and companionship.
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These two words create different landscapes at the
deepest level of a relationship.

Dependence says, “I cannot live without this person.”
The other person becomes the support for your
existence, and that support bears a heavy weight.
They try to carry it, but people are not built to hold
up another person’s entire being. Someone carrying
an unbearable weight eventually withdraws, grows
exhausted, or collapses.

Companionship is different.

“I will be all right without this person. But life is
better with them.” That is where companionship
begins. Two people who can stand on their own walk
side by side, facing the same direction. When one
tires, they lean for a while. When strength returns,
each walks at their own pace again.

A companion can bear the other person’s absence: a
business trip, time with friends, time alone. There is
no anxiety, not because they know they will meet
again afterward, but because they are living their
own life meanwhile. For a dependent person,
absence is a void. For companions, it is time that
belongs to each of them.

108



Picture two trees. Some grow with roots so entwined
that they seem one; when one falls, so does the
other. Others each have deep roots, with branches
that touch now and then. The wind sways them
separately, but they do not fall. Where their
branches meet, leaves brush against each other.
That is enough.

Dependence demands, “Be everything to me.”
Companionship proposes, “Share part of my life with
me.” The difference between a demand and an
invitation determines a relationship’s lifespan.

Now comes the most frightening question.

Can you love someone who would be all right
without you?

Let us look at why that is frightening.

We want to be needed, indispensable to someone.
That is very natural. Deep down, it is another
expression of wanting to be loved. Through the
confirmation that someone needs us, we feel the
value of our existence.

That is why someone who would be fine without us
is frightening. If they do not need me, am I
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unnecessary? Can I be replaced at any moment? The
anxiety rises.

But shift your perspective for a moment.

Someone who would be fine without you chose to be
with you. Not from need or dependence. Someone
who could live well alone still wanted to share life
with you. This runs deeper than need. It is a choice.

A relationship built on need falters when its
conditions change. When you are no longer needed,
it ends. A relationship built on choice is different.
Even when conditions change, it continues as long as
the wish to choose that person remains.

Loving someone who would be all right without you
is frightening because you cannot hold them in place
or bind them through need. Yet that is exactly what
makes the relationship deeper. Staying together
without being bound: that is companionship in its
purest form.

What remains when you take fear out of love?

Control disappears.

110



When “What if they leave?” disappears, so do the
things you do to prevent it: checking, doubting,
testing, monitoring their mood. These grow quiet.
Room opens in their place.

With that room, you can see the other person.

When afraid, you are not seeing them; you are
searching them for evidence of your anxiety. You
read hidden meanings behind smiles and scan
changes of tone for signs of leaving. That is not
seeing the other person. It is looking at them
through the shadow of your own fear.

When fear recedes, you see them as they are. A
smile is just a smile. Silence is just silence. You no
longer have to strain for hidden meanings. Within
that ease, genuine connection happens.

Relationships are like water. Try to grip it, and it slips
between your fingers. Open your palm, and the
water rests quietly. It stays longest when you do not
force it to stay.

This is difficult. Let us be honest: very difficult. “Keep
your hand open” is easy to say. But when the water
trembles on your palm, your whole body resists the
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effort not to grip. If that resistance rises, it is okay to
close your hand. Open it again. What matters is not
never gripping, but knowing you can release your
grip once more.

You may now see a little more clearly why love
frightened you.

It was not love you feared. It was loss. The closer you
came, the more you stood to lose, so closeness itself
became frightening. You closed your heart first, or
approached with one foot held back. It felt like a
safety mechanism.

But that very safety mechanism was blocking what
you wanted most.

Only someone who accepts the possibility of loss can
truly love. This does not mean loss would be fine. Of
course it would hurt. It means choosing to come
close anyway, accepting that pain is possible. That
choice is love.

There is no love without fear. Loving despite the
fear: that is courage.
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One Thing to Try Today.

Think of one person you love: a partner, family
member, or friend. Bring to mind one thing you
currently expect of them, something you wish they
would do. Set that expectation down briefly and
look at them as they are for just three seconds. Do
not try to change, fix, or evaluate them. Simply see
them as they are.

Three seconds is enough.

It does not have to be today. Reading these words
is already a beginning.

To you who have been afraid of love, there is one
thing I want to say.

You may lose them. They may leave. It may not last
forever. Coming close with that knowledge is far
deeper than coming close without it.

If fear once kept your door closed, that time is all
right, too. It happened because you had been hurt
that deeply, not because you were weak.
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But if you can, leave the door just a little open. It
need not be wide. A crack is enough. Someone’s
warm breeze may enter through it. A day may come
when that breeze no longer frightens you. Or it may
not.

Either way, you are already courageous. The very
fact that love frightened you is evidence that you
have a heart willing to love.
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6
Sequence



{The Deepest Love Lives
Where It Hurts the Most}



Sequence 6

The Deepest Love Lives Where It
Hurts the Most

Even as an adult, you may find yourself shrinking
before one particular person.

At work, you lead a team of dozens. Your friends rely
on you. You can speak up anywhere. Yet one name
on your phone makes your heart react. Your
shoulders draw in before you answer. Your voice
drops half a tone. You are over forty, but with the
person on the other end, you are still ten.

The word “parent” carries that kind of power.
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The expression that accompanied a childhood
scolding has the same effect decades later. One sigh
straightens your back. “Fine, do as you like” shakes
the decision you were sure of a moment ago. It is
strange. Someone who can challenge a boss falls
silent before a parent’s disappointed look. Reasoning
that works everywhere else fails with this one
person.

This is not a matter of willpower. It is the weight of
the oldest relationship.

Every relationship has a beginning. You chose your
friends and your partner. Your workplace,
neighborhood, and hobby group involved some
degree of choice. Family is different. It was your first
unchosen relationship, already decided when you
were born. You could not change or refuse it.

That is what makes family special, and what makes it
hardest.

If another relationship hurts you, you can leave, cut
contact, or create physical or emotional distance.
Family remains in your heart even when you leave.
Holidays bring them to mind after contact has
stopped. Distance does not keep them out of
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dreams. You may live thousands of kilometers away,
yet their voice is recorded somewhere inside you.

Family is harder not because it is close.

It is where you first learned love, and where you
were first hurt. The first classroom of love was also
the first classroom of pain. That is why love and hurt
are entangled in the same place.

A parent’s words can follow someone for a lifetime.

“Why is this the best you can do?”

“Your older brother never does that.”

“Stop crying. Don’t be so weak.”

“You are the reason I ended up like this.”

The speaker may have forgotten. They may never
have known the weight of those words, that a
passing remark at dinner became a child’s
worldview. I am inadequate. I do not deserve love. I
am a burden. Some people have lived by these
sentences for decades without knowing where they
came from.
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Trace the most frequent negative words you use on
yourself to their source, and surprisingly often they
sound like a parent’s voice.

But let us go one step further.

Your parents had parents, too.

The words your mother used on you were likely
words she heard as a child. Behind your father’s
anger may lie helplessness he faced when young.
Your grandmother’s silence, your grandfather’s
strictness: farther back are war, poverty, survival, an
era when no one had the leisure to sit down and
learn how to love.

An intergenerational pattern is not something
passed on with malice. It continues without anyone
intending it. As naturally as breathing, tones of
voice, reactions, ways of being angry, ways of
expressing love, or of being unable to express it, are
handed down.

In some homes, “I love you” has never been heard. It
is not that the parents did not love; their own
parents had never heard the words, either. In some
homes, showing emotion was weakness. Crying
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earned a scolding, anger was disrespectful, even too
much joy was impudent. A child who learned to
swallow feelings becomes an adult at a loss before
their own emotions, and unconsciously passes the
same rules to their children.

It was not because your parents were bad people.
They had never been taught, either.

Look at the world through the eyes you inherited
from your parents, and it takes on their colors.

This is a structure, not a metaphor. Before children
experience the world directly, they learn it through
their parents’ responses. If a parent feels the world is
dangerous, so does the child. If a parent hides
feelings, the child learns to hide them. If a parent
explodes in conflict, the child either explodes too or
does the opposite and freezes.

This is the deepest layer of what is inherited: a lens
for seeing the world, rather than merely a behavior.
We live without even knowing we are wearing it.

A child taught not to trust people easily grows up
questioning kindness first. A child raised with
constant parental anxiety thinks bad things must be
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coming even when something good happens. A child
whose parents denied their own feelings scolds
themselves when sad: “I should not be this upset
over so little.”

These patterns are not personality. They are
learning, acquired at the youngest age from the
closest people.

If, even as an adult, your emotions become
unusually intense only in certain situations, or if a
certain kind of person makes you feel as though you
disappear, the present situation may not be creating
the feeling. A program installed long ago may have
encountered a familiar signal and started running
again.

Knowing this is the first step.

Breaking an inherited chain is less dramatic than we
imagine.

You do not break it by fighting or blaming your
parents. The first step is much quieter. You see it.

“Oh, I am angry not because of this person in
front of me, but because the helplessness I felt
before my father as a child has risen again.”
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“Oh, I always pretend to be fine around people
because I learned I must not cry in front of my
mother.”

“Oh, the way I get angry with people close to me
resembles the way my father got angry with my
mother.”

That one sentence lets you set down decades of
weight. The moment you see it, it is no longer all of
you. “This is simply who I am” becomes “This is what
I learned.” There is a world of difference between
what you inherently are and what you learned. What
is inherent cannot be changed. What is learned can
be learned anew.

This is not about blaming your parents. Quite the
opposite. Stay at “It is their fault,” and only anger
remains. Reach “This is something I inherited,” and
understanding appears beyond anger. Beyond
understanding comes a choice: will I continue the
pattern, or change direction here?

When you can see the same memory through new
eyes, the first crack appears in the inherited chain.
You do not erase the memory. Its place in your life
changes.
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Noticing loosens half of it. The other half is trying a
different choice from that awareness. It need not
happen today. Awareness itself is already the
beginning of another choice.

We spoke earlier about accepting someone you love
as they are. But there are people who are harder
than anyone else to accept “as they are.”

Our parents.

We have expectations of parents, deeper than those
we have of anyone else. They brought us into the
world; shouldn’t they love us most, know us best, at
least be on our side? When those expectations go
unmet, the wound cuts deeper than in any other
relationship. The place that should have been safest
was not safe.

That is why being told to “understand” your parents
can sometimes feel like violence.

There is something I want to make clear here.

Understanding your parents and condoning their
behavior are different.
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“Those were the times.” “They had it hard, too.” “They
must have done it out of love.” Sometimes these
phrases are used to erase your hurt. Other people,
or you yourself, hold them like a shield over the
wound. That is the moment understanding becomes
absolution.

Understanding is not absolution.

You can understand that your parents lived through
difficult times and acknowledge that they were
wounded children, too. And still, what happened to
you hurts. Both are true at once. One does not
cancel the other.

You can understand their background without
accepting unjust behavior. Your pain is yours. You do
not have to minimize it or pretend it never
happened.

And one more thing.

If there was violence or abuse in your family, or your
dignity was repeatedly violated, creating distance is
not running away. It is love for yourself. “Because
they are family” must never become a rope keeping
you in danger. Safety comes first. Always.
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Feelings toward parents are rarely just one thing.

You resent them but miss them. You are angry but
worried. You blame them, yet news that they are ill
breaks your heart. You do not want contact, but a
long silence makes you anxious. Watching them age,
you feel resentment and compassion together. Their
wrinkled hands move you, while also recalling the
blows those hands dealt. This contradiction is the
true face of family.

That is why a wide river separates dutiful care for
parents from gratitude arising from the heart.

“Because I have to” and “because I want to” may look
alike, but feel entirely different to the person doing
them. Call from duty, and you are tired afterward.
Visit from duty, and the journey home feels empty. It
is hard for the giver, and the receiver senses it. The
warmth of obligation does not travel far.

There are subtler cases. You treat your parents well,
but feel uneasy. You send money each month,
flowers on birthdays, check in regularly. Yet after a
call, a strange emptiness arrives. Why am I doing
this? Do I mean it? Each question brings guilt. If I am
not sincere toward my parents, am I a bad person?
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No. That is honesty, not badness.

The struggle between duty and sincerity is itself
evidence that you take the relationship seriously.
Someone truly indifferent would not even feel the
conflict.

But even here, I will not tell you to be sincerely
grateful.

Gratitude does not have to come first. Now may not
be its time. Asking for gratitude while a wound is still
raw is like making someone run before the bleeding
has stopped.

If you can, try just this: set down the burden of duty
for a moment. Put “I have to” aside. Sometimes, very
occasionally, an unexpected thought appears: “I do
not have to, but perhaps I will call.” That is not duty.
That is genuine. You cannot force it; you can only
wait. It may never come. That is all right, too.

As you read, you may be thinking of your own child,
a niece or nephew, a younger colleague, or someone
who comes after you.

Some things you inherited are worth keeping: your
mother’s warm touch, your father’s back as he
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packed lunch before dawn, the quiet presence of
someone always there. These are inheritances to be
glad of.

Others you do not want to pass on: swallowing
feelings, excessive punishment for mistakes, tying
love to conditions, retreating into silence during
conflict. These are things you want to stop with your
generation.

Your choice lies between those two lists.

What will you carry forward, and what will you set
down here? Choosing is not a rejection of your
parents. It is something only a person who has
looked fully at what they received can do, someone
who has faced both what was good and what hurt.

A person who breaks an inherited chain changes
more than one generation. Every generation after
them is changed. If you stop it, your child need not
carry that burden. Nor their child. One person’s
awareness changes the landscape of generations.

This is not a grand mission. Today, when anger at
your child rises, pause for three seconds. Ask once,
“Whose voice am I speaking with?” Those three
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seconds may become the first moment that
interrupts a hundred-year pattern.

When your child makes a mistake, a first phrase rises
to your lips. Is it yours, or your parent’s? A moment
comes when you can tell. If you can distinguish, you
can choose. “Instead of this, could I say what I
wanted to hear as a child?” You need not succeed
every time. One different response in ten can open a
door to an entirely different world for your child.

It is okay if you cannot forgive your parents.

Forgiveness is not the subject here. That is
something to meet later, when you are ready. What
you need now is to see, not to forgive. What was
passed down? What is yours, and what did you
inherit? The moment that distinction appears, the
landscape begins to change.

At the end of this chapter, I would like to place one
thought gently before you: the seed of the deepest
love is buried where it hurts the most.

This does not mean you must dig it up. For now,
standing on the soil and knowing something lies
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somewhere beneath it is enough. You decide when
to dig. No one is hurrying you.

The relationship called family does not end. Whether
you meet or not, live together or apart, whether they
are alive or gone, it continues within you. How you
look at it is entirely your choice.

Your relationship with your parents may still feel
heavy. Reading this may have made something burn
inside, or brought up no feeling at all. Any response
is all right. Few people remain entirely calm before
the subject of family.

You need not make that choice today. Not even
tomorrow.

Simply know that you can choose. That alone has
already cracked the chain.

One Thing to Try Today.

Quietly bring to mind one thing inherited from
your parents, something to keep or to set down.
Either is fine. Write a line on paper, or simply hold
it in your mind. It does not need a name. Just
notice: “I did not create this. I received it.” That is
enough.
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Slowly, only as far as you are ready. That is
enough.

You have already begun to notice. Reading this far
is proof. Someone who has noticed is already
standing before the door to a different choice.

You can go slowly. The story of family is never
something to rush.
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{Those Who Can Let Go
Have Truly Loved}



Sequence 7

Those Who Can Let Go Have Truly
Loved

An empty chair stands across the table.

Where someone sat until yesterday. Where their cup
stood, their elbow rested, their laughter began. Now
there is nothing. Only the chair remains. Strangely,
the empty chair has a larger presence than the
person did.

The morning after someone leaves hurts not
because they are gone, but because the place they
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occupied is empty. The space for a second
toothbrush. Their food left in the refrigerator. A
shared password that no longer unlocks anything. A
hand that reaches for two cups out of habit, then
stops. An empty place makes no sound, yet rings
louder than silence.

Whether a partner, friend, or longtime colleague,
when someone close leaves, a strange sensation
arrives before grief: part of the world that existed
yesterday has vanished. As a brain may still sense a
missing arm, the heart still thinks that person is
there.

You hear something funny and think, “I must tell
them,” then remember there is no one to tell.
Making dinner, you notice you have prepared
enough for two. Even on a good day, joy is preceded
by the hush of having no one to share it with. One
person left, yet empty places are scattered through
the whole day.

Strangely, absence does not leave with time; it seeps
in. At first it was a wall: blocking you, bruising you,
impossible to climb. Then it becomes air. Their
absence starts to feel natural. Sometimes that
naturalness is lonelier than the wall. Not hurting
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hurts more. Becoming used to it means it really is
over.

There is a wish to hold on to the person who left.

One more meeting might make things all right. One
more conversation might bring them back. You
hesitate hundreds of times over calling. Write and
erase messages you cannot send. You try
desperately to find out how they are. The feeling is
familiar. Most of us have known it at least once.

But let us look for a moment.

Is it really that person you want to hold on to?

The security you felt with them. The person you were
beside them. Being chosen. Not being alone.
Perhaps what you really want to keep is something
they filled, rather than the person themselves. One
person leaves, but your entire world shakes. This
shows less how extraordinary they were than how
much space they occupied in your world.

Beneath the grip, there is usually fear wearing love’s
face. If I lose this person, I will be alone again. No
one will ever understand me this well. Deeper still:
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perhaps I am not worthy of love, and this was the
only person who failed to notice.

I will not judge that feeling. It is natural. Losing
someone close is one of our most primal fears. But
naming that fear love prolongs the pain. As long as
we call fear love, we cannot let go.

The distinction is surprisingly simple. Love wishes for
the other person’s happiness. Fear needs their
presence. “I want you to be happy” is love; “Do not
leave me” is closer to fear. Both are sincere. Both
hurt. Their directions differ.

Honestly, almost no one can separate the two neatly
in the middle of a parting. It is normal to love and
fear at once, to want to release and hold on at once.
You can set down the burden of reaching a clear
conclusion in that confusion. For now, they can stay
mixed. With time, fear settles first, and love slowly
shows itself.

We were taught that a relationship ending is a
failure.

When a long relationship ends, people say, “It did
not work out after all.” A marriage that ends
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becomes a failed marriage. When old friends drift
apart, judgment hides behind regret. In a world that
measures relationships by duration, a parting feels
like defeat.

Yet what begins also ends. That is the way of nature.

As spring does not last forever, relationships have
seasons. Some last a lifetime, others a single season.
A flower that blooms for one season is no less
beautiful than a tree that lives a lifetime. Brief does
not mean shallow. Ended does not mean it never
existed.

Whether you shared one year or twenty, there were
things you gave each other: laughter, comfort, sights
seen together. They do not vanish because the
relationship ends. Its success is not how long it
lasted, but what you gave and received within it.

The moment you declare a parting a failure, you
deny all the good within it, too. That is too great a
waste. An ending does not make the beginning a
mistake. Some things become clear only afterward:
what you need, who you are, the patterns you repeat
in relationships. Often, these were invisible while you
were together.
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While close, you thought that relationship was all of
you. Only after leaving do you see it was a part of
you. Other parts, forgotten dreams, people you
never saw, places you never went, begin to come
into view again. This is a structure, not a consolation.
When one thing closes, your field of view changes;
when it changes, things previously unseen appear.

Letting someone go is not giving up.

It is releasing a hand you want to hold, opening your
hand when you could keep holding, letting them go
where they need to go even though you want them
close. It is not indifference, but love in its most
mature form.

“May you be all right wherever you go.” That
sentence contains the whole of letting go.

Being unable to let go does not mean your love is
greater. Usually, a hard wall stands somewhere
inside: “I cannot manage without them.” “No one will
understand me this well again.” “I cannot live alone.”
The higher the wall, the harder it is to open your
hand. Some things open only when that wall lowers.
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Paradoxically, opening your hand frees both of you.
Nothing new can enter a tightly closed fist. Release
creates space, and space makes room for what
comes next. While gripping, you see only what you
hold. Once you let go, you begin to see what else
your two hands can do.

People who have let go often say the same thing.
The moment of release hurt most, but the next day,
breathing room began to appear. Holding on had
taken all their strength. Releasing left some strength
over, and they used it to begin caring for
themselves. Letting someone go seems to be for
them, but also brings you back to life.

Of course, deciding to let go does not make it
happen at once. There is a gap between intention
and action. Deciding today and wanting to hold on
again tomorrow is normal. It is okay. Letting go is a
daily choice, not one decision. Some days you
manage it; some you do not. A difficult day does not
erase the direction you have chosen.

Earlier, we spoke of family, our oldest relationship,
and life within a relationship that cannot end. Now
the story is different. It is about relationships that do
end.

140



There is one thing I want to make clear.

I am not trying to make parting look beautiful. If a
relationship needs to be left, leaving is right.
Whether you leave or they do, the choice has
reasons. Every parting need not be wrapped in the
language of growth. A painful ending hurts. An
unfair ending is unfair. Those feelings are not
denied.

But in the middle of a parting, or afterward, you
might hold this question once: was this relationship
a failure, or has it reached a form of completion?

There are people you can no longer meet.

You deleted their number. Moved to different cities.
Your lives grew too far apart. Or they are no longer
in this world. There are words left for them.

Things never said. “Thank you” not spoken in time.
An apology swallowed. “I really loved you” never
voiced. These words pool somewhere in your chest.
With nowhere to go, words you cannot deliver
become a weight within.

Perhaps heavier than the unsaid words is the
conversation you never had: never really hearing
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why they left, never getting to ask where you went
wrong, passing through the last moment without
knowing it was the last. What cannot be restored is
less the words themselves than the lost chance to
speak together.

If you can, offer the words once, even only in your
mind.

They do not have to reach the other person. What
matters is that they reach your own heart. Words at
the end of a relationship help you bring it to a close
within yourself. You can write a letter and never send
it. You can face an empty chair and say them aloud,
or whisper in the dark before sleep. The form does
not matter. If the words cross your lips even once,
something pooled in your chest moves a little.

Now may not be the time. It may still hurt too much,
or you may be too angry, or want to do nothing at
all. That is fine, too. Bringing a relationship to a close
has no fixed timetable.

People may leave, but love does not disappear.

Understanding this takes time. Just after a parting,
everything is denied: their good qualities, the shared
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time, your own feelings. “It was wrong from the
start.” “That was who they always were.” “I was a fool
to be deceived.” To withstand the pain, you want to
erase the entire relationship.

With time, perhaps a month, a year, or several years,
something different begins to emerge. An afternoon
in the rain together. A silent walk side by side at
night. The moment you both laughed for ages at a
silly joke. What was good was good. What you felt
then was real. An ending does not make it false.

“It was real then.”

If you can say that sentence, the relationship was not
a failure.

After a parting, many people reinterpret the past.
They doubt good memories. Was that laughter real?
Was the kindness an act? Was I the only one who
meant it? These doubts are a natural defense.
Admitting the good hurts more, so we rewrite it as
never having been good. But if that defense lasts too
long, we begin to doubt our own feelings as well as
the past.
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So keep one thing safe: what I felt then was real.
Whatever their feelings were, mine belong to me. I
need not deny those, too.

You choose the color in which you remember
someone who left. Resentment colors the whole
relationship, placing shared time and warmth in its
shadow. Gratitude, if it becomes possible someday,
even if not now, makes the same relationship a
different landscape. The memory is the same, but
the heart looking at it changes its weight.

This does not mean pretending wrongdoing never
happened, still less being grateful for hurt. It means
that if there was good within the relationship, you
need not erase it along with the rest. Good and pain
can coexist within one relationship. There is no
reason one must erase the other.

The morning after a parting begins at the same time
as yesterday.

The alarm rings at the same hour. The same sunlight
enters. You make the same coffee. The world has not
changed, but the person seeing it has. Something is
empty, and that emptiness follows you for a while.
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You need not rush into the next relationship or hurry
to fill the empty place. You can stand for a while
before the closed door. That time is not wasted.
There must be enough emptiness for what comes
next. What is filled in haste is emptied in haste again.

Perhaps what you need now is not a new beginning,
but time to experience this parting fully. If it still
hurts, let it hurt. If you still want to cry, you can cry
more. Only someone who has grieved fully can truly
move on. Those who skip grief meet it again later in
unexpected places.

That is the story we turn to next.

Letting go is not easy. It may be the hardest thing we
can do in a relationship: releasing the hand we want
to hold, stopping the urge to run toward them,
swallowing “Please come back.” You may not be able
to accept, right now, that all of this is a form of love.

Still, I want to leave you this one line.

Those who can let go have truly loved. They let go
because they loved. Not because they cannot hold
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on, but because they choose not to. The love within
that choice has a different texture from love while
together: quieter, deeper, more solid.

People leave. We cannot prevent that.

But love does not leave. It is not attached to them; it
is within you. Their leaving does not erase the love
you held. The experience of loving has become part
of you. No one can take it away.

One Thing to Try Today.

Quietly think of one person who left. Recall one
good moment in that relationship. Something tiny:
laughing together, walking side by side, feeling
comfortable without words. Simply acknowledge
that it was real. That is enough.

Do not force it. The heart has its own timetable.

Someone has left because someone was once
close. The empty place hurts because something
real was there.

That alone means this relationship was not a
failure.

You can go slowly. Letting go has a pace of its own.
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Sequence



{Unwept Grief Does Not
Disappear}



Sequence 8

Some people cry only after the funeral is over and
everyone has gone home.

They did not cry at the service. They welcomed
mourners, bowed in greeting, followed the
proceedings. Even when someone held their
shoulder, they bit their lip. Whenever their eyes
burned, they looked at the ceiling. People praised
their composure: so dignified, so strong.
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Only after returning home and closing the door did
they lean against the wall and slide to the floor.
Silently. For a long time. Where no one could see,
they finally cried.

Others could not cry at all.

The morning after a parting, the alarm rang. They
got up, washed, dressed, and went to work. A
colleague asked if they were okay. They said yes,
their expression unchanged. Lunch, a meeting, the
journey home. They turned on the television. That
night, the next day, the next week, they lived as
though nothing had happened.

A few months later, strange things began to happen.

They met someone new, but even a slightly late reply
made their heart sink. A harmless joke sparked
sudden anger. They knew this was a good person,
yet closeness brought anxiety. They began waking at
night for no apparent reason.

They thought they had skipped over it, but they had
not. It had not gone away. It was still standing in the
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same place. The grief they thought they had passed
had returned under another name.

We were never taught how to grieve.

Instead, we learned quite early how not to grieve.

When we cried over a scraped knee, adults said,
“Stop crying. It is nothing.” When a fight with a friend
upset us: “These things happen. Forget it.” When a
pet died: “Shall we get you a new puppy?” We
learned very young that grief should be cleared
away quickly.

As adults, we become more sophisticated. We work
hard, immerse ourselves in a project, meet people,
drink, travel. We grow skilled at filling the space
before grief can be felt.

This is not to say it is bad.

It helps us survive. When something must be done
now, we cannot afford to fall apart. Sometimes we
need to set grief aside and function. The problem is
that what we set aside does not disappear.

Lock it in a drawer, and it does not vanish. It grows
inside. One day, unexpectedly, the drawer opens: in
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a new relationship, in an unrelated situation,
suddenly.

A parting you did not grieve follows you into the next
relationship.

What does this look like?

Someone new says, “I am busy today. I will call
tonight.” Your mind understands: they are busy. But
your body reacts first. Your chest tightens;
abandonment brushes past. A previous partner said
something similar before cutting off contact. This is a
different person, but the body replays the same
script.

Someone cancels a plan, and unreasonable anger
flares. Their reason makes sense, but the emotion
does not fit. What rises is not disappointment over
this plan, but helplessness from a time when
someone repeatedly broke promises to you.

You meet someone good, yet become more anxious
as intimacy grows. Your body remembers that
closeness hurts. Consciously, you know this person is
different. But the body reads closeness itself as
danger.
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Disguised, it appears as anger, anxiety, or avoidance.
It loses its original name, puts on different clothes,
and seeps into the present relationship. Even you do
not know why you are so sensitive, why this person
draws that reaction.

Once you understand, it is not strange. Because you
never fully cried, your body is crying for you.

We mourn people who have gone. We mourn
relationships that ended.

But there is something else, seldom mentioned.

A life that might have been can be mourned, too.

You thought you would grow old together. Imagined
raising children with them, spending anniversaries in
the same place each year, perhaps traveling
together after retirement. That future never
happened. Yet in your mind, you were already living
it.

Someone may ask how you can lose a life that never
existed. But the heart does not divide reality and
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imagination so neatly. A scene imagined hundreds
of times carries weight whether it happened or not.
When it disappears, it leaves a real empty place.

A divorced person loses more than a former spouse.
They lose the self who lived beside that person, the
self twenty years ahead imagined on the wedding
day. When a friendship breaks, you lose not only the
friend but the scene in which you expected to laugh
together into old age.

This loss is invisible, which makes comfort hard to
find.

“No one died. Why are you so upset?” “You can meet
someone else.” “Time will make it better.” These may
not be wrong, but they do not help now. What is
needed is not a solution, but someone who
recognizes that the empty place exists.

If, as you read, a life that might have been comes to
mind,

that loss is real. Even if the life was imagined, the
loss is real. There is nothing strange about feeling it.

In the previous chapter, we spoke of letting go: not
holding on to someone who left, seeing an ending as
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completion rather than failure. That alone was not
easy.

Yet after letting go, one step remains.

Grieving.

Letting go and grieving are not the same. Letting go
is a decision; mourning is an emotion. A decision can
happen in one choice, but emotions need time. Grief
arriving after you decide to release someone does
not mean you failed to let go. Releasing them has
finally made room to feel it.

There is one thing I want to say here.

I hope this will not be read as a command to cry. The
time and manner of your grief are entirely yours. If
you cannot cry in your present circumstances, you
need not. If you have no room to grieve now, it can
wait. Grief has no prescribed order or correct
method.

I simply hope you know that when you are ready,
you may allow it. When grief knocks, it is all right to
open the door.

Facing grief is different from being swallowed by it.
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Confusing the two makes many people avoid grief.
They fear that once they start crying, they will never
stop; once they enter, they will never get out. It feels
like a bottomless hole.

I understand that fear.

Yet grief has a floor. It feels like endless falling, but
there is a bottom. Those who have touched it know
they go no farther down, and that feet on the
bottom can push upward again.

There is one difference between facing it and sinking
into it.

Whether you know, “I am sad right now.”

The moment you recognize your sadness while in it,
a very thin space opens between you and the grief. It
becomes room to breathe. The grief remains great
and painful, but another part of you is watching
yourself within it. As long as that part is there, you
are not swallowed.

Feeling an emotion without being consumed by it is
the heart of mourning. When you can be within grief
and also observe it, it finally begins to flow.
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Sinking is different. The self disappears; only grief
remains. You cannot get out of bed for days. You do
not eat or answer calls. Connection with the world is
lost. Then it matters not to try to carry it alone.
Sometimes another person’s hand is needed. Asking
for help is not weakness, but the bravest way to care
for yourself.

Facing grief means crying and also getting up. Cry
today, eat tomorrow, cry again the next day, then
take a walk. Move back and forth between grief and
daily life. That movement itself is mourning.

The word mourning makes many people think of
death.

But loss in relationships reaches beyond death.

An old friend gradually stops getting in touch. There
was no fight, no particular event. Replies simply
slowed, then stopped. No one announced the
ending, but it has ended. This kind of loss has no
name, making it more confusing.

Mourning is needed after trust breaks, too. When
someone you trusted lies, you lose more than the
person. You lose the sense that there are people in
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the world you can trust. That is a wider loss than
losing one person.

There is the loss of a role: no longer someone’s
partner, closest friend, or, after retirement,
colleague. It is not that they have gone, but that the
self who stood beside them has disappeared. That is
why your reflection looks unfamiliar.

Then there is the quietest loss: parting with
someone still alive.

We know death cannot be helped. Painful as it is, the
absence of choice offers some comfort. When a
living person leaves, that comfort is missing.
Somewhere they are laughing, eating, talking with
someone else. They simply no longer belong to your
life. You may live in the same city and never meet
again.

The grief in this gap is unlike grief over death or
failure because possibility is still alive. You can call,
write, visit. It is the sadness of what is possible but
cannot, or should not, be done.

All of these losses can be mourned. Death is not the
only thing that gives you the right to grieve.
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There is a river crossed in haste, and one crossed
slowly on foot.

Both travelers reach the far bank. From a distance, it
looks the same. But the feeling underfoot differs.

The hurried traveler arrives quickly, but their feet are
still wet. They keep feeling water seeping from
somewhere. Even on dry ground, their footing feels
uncertain. Next time they meet water, they will hurry
again, because water frightens them.

The slow traveler took time. They felt the cold water,
slipped, stopped partway. But afterward they know
their feet are dry. The next water may frighten them,
but they also know they can cross. They have done it
once.

Someone who has grieved fully is closer to the
second traveler.

A person who has touched the floor of an emotion
has a particular steadiness. It is neither flashy nor
loud, but it holds. They know grief can return
without swallowing them because they have touched
the bottom before.
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Someone who skipped over grief retains a strange
unease. They look fine and believe they are fine, yet
react intensely at certain moments without knowing
why. The grief they skipped is still wet beneath their
feet.

So there is one thing I want to say.

Trying to forgive before grieving fully may be
avoidance rather than forgiveness. Move into
another relationship without grieving fully, and the
old relationship’s shadow follows. Keep saying “I am
fine” before grieving fully, and it takes longer for
those words to become true.

There is no shortcut through grief. The road simply
feels shorter when someone walks it with you.

The morning after crying fully has a feeling of its
own.

Your eyes are swollen, your head heavy, your body
tired. Yet inside, you are lighter. You cried so much
last night, but the world did not collapse. Morning
still came. There is light outside. You can eat.
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This quiet comes not because grief has vanished, but
because it has flowed enough. It is the calm after a
blockage releases, like the air after rain.

The place grief passes through is left empty.

At first, the emptiness is frightening. You want to fill
it quickly with a new person, new work, anything.
Wait a little, and you discover it is not only
uncomfortable.

Empty space is possibility. Nothing new can enter a
place already full. When the space occupied by grief
over a past relationship empties, there is room for
what comes next: a new relationship, peace alone, a
deeper meeting with yourself. You do not yet know
what it will be. What matters is that there is room for
it to come.

That is why mourning is not an ending.

Mourning completes a relationship. It is a final
tribute to the time shared. Grieving fully means the
relationship was that real. Had it meant nothing, you
would not have grieved. Your grief bears witness to
its depth.

You can cry.
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This is a fact, not permission. You may cry or not cry.
But stopping yourself when you want to cry is the
quietest violence against yourself.

Whatever grief you carry now, it is evidence that you
loved deeply. Being able to grieve means being able
to love.

Grief has no homework or deadline. In your own
time, in your own way, as fully as you need.

And someday, when you have grieved fully and lift
your head,

the world is still there.

One Thing to Try Today.

It may be a lost relationship, a hoped-for future, or
a loss you have never named.

If something comes to mind, say one sentence
inwardly.

“I was truly sad then.”
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You need not say it aloud or close your eyes. Read
that sentence once within yourself. That is enough.

There is no rush. Letting go does not happen all at
once, either.

Allowing grief takes courage. Reading this far is
already the beginning of that courage.
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{The Moment You Let Go,
You Become Free}



Sequence 9

The Moment You Let Go, You Become
Free

There was a woman.

One day, more than ten years into their marriage,
her husband left. His explanation was brief. There
was no apology. What remained were two children,
monthly child support, and a silence she had never
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heard before. Anger was natural. More than natural:
she could feel nothing else.

But the anger spread in unexpected directions.

She snapped at the children for no reason. Small
remarks at work raised walls. Meeting someone
new, she smiled while thinking, “This person will
leave eventually, too.” The anger’s label bore his
name, but it reached in every direction.

Two years passed. Then three.

He was already living a new life. Her nights remained
three years in the past. Before sleep: if only I had
said this, if only I had noticed sooner. Every night, an
endless trial opened in her mind. She was judge,
prosecutor, and defendant.

This is one person’s story, and many people’s story.

You probably have a name like that, too. It tightens
your chest, raises a dull shield against feeling
anything, or makes an old anger quietly simmer. The
forms differ, but the structure is the same.

Those feelings are natural.
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You hate because there is reason to hate. You are
angry because there is reason for anger. Your
feelings are valid. No one has the right to tell you to
withdraw them.

But let us look at one thing together.

Who is being bound by those feelings?

You may have noticed that forgiveness is absent
from this chapter’s title. That was deliberate.

Forgiveness is a heavy word. It can feel like a
religious duty or a moral test. For some people,
being told to forgive turns their stomach, because it
sounds as though what happened is being made
acceptable.

Let us be clear.

Forgiveness does not make what happened okay.
What they did is still wrong. Forgiveness does not
approve their behavior. It is not a gift to them, or
something they are owed.

Then what is forgiveness?

Letting go.
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It is reclaiming the place they occupy in your heart. It
is something you say to yourself, not to them: this
emotion has steered my life long enough. A quiet
declaration.

That is why I will use “letting go” more than
“forgiveness” here. If forgiveness feels too difficult,
you can begin with letting go. Both point in the same
direction.

I want to be clear: this chapter does not ask you to
understand them or consider their circumstances.
Whether they committed violence, betrayal, or
neglect, the weight of the wrong remains. Letting go
does not erase it. Wrongdoing is wrongdoing.
Letting go is letting go. They exist on different levels.

Something strange happens while we hate.

We are angry with that person, yet remain deeply
connected to them. Paradoxically, hatred is the
strongest cord, even more tenacious than love.

Someone we loved may fade from memory.
Someone we hate seldom does. Their expression,
tone, even the air that day remain, sometimes more
vividly than during love.
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The more determined you are to forget, the more
often they appear. Hatred has energy, and that
energy keeps flowing toward them. The higher the
wall that says, “I can never forgive this person,” the
more space, paradoxically, they occupy within.

That is hatred’s paradox.

The harder you hold, the more bound you are. The
harder you push away, the closer they come. The
harder you erase, the more vivid they become.

Hatred is not a curse sent to them. It is a cord
binding you to them. The key to breaking it lies with
you, not them.

Wisdom traditions in the East and West have said the
same thing: release resentment, set down hatred.
This was not moral lecturing. They had discovered a
structure. A hand holding hatred cannot hold
something else. A vessel full of anger has no room
for anything new.

Letting go seems to be for them. In fact, it is for you.

The moment you let go, the person released is you.

170



The deeper the relationship, the harder it is to
release. More shared time means more memories,
and more memories become inertia. The habit of
seeing the world through that person hardens until
even a new angle feels difficult. Yet that is why
releasing an old relationship brings deeper freedom.
When a deep root is removed, the space it leaves is
wide.

There are misunderstandings about letting go.

First: you must understand them before you can let
go.

You can let go without understanding. You may
never know why they did it, or feel empathy for their
circumstances. It is still possible. Letting go is a
choice about your life, not the completion of
understanding.

Second: all feeling must disappear before you can let
go.

You can let go while some bitterness remains. If
letting go required complete relief, most people
would never manage it. It does not erase emotion; it
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changes direction so the emotion no longer
determines your life’s course.

Third: letting go means reconnecting.

Letting go and restoring a relationship are entirely
different. You can let go without meeting,
contacting, or ever letting them into your life again.
Some relationships rightly end; others are safer at a
distance. Letting go happens inside. It is not a
demand to change the relationship’s form.

Especially after violence or abuse, letting go never
means returning. It happens quietly within you while
you maintain a safe distance. No letting go matters
more than your safety.

The previous chapter explored facing grief. Trying to
let go before grieving fully is avoidance, not release.
It puts a lid on pain and says, “I am completely fine.”
One day, that lid opens.

Real letting go comes after pain has been fully felt.

That is why it is difficult. Had they meant little, you
would already have forgotten. Letting go is hard
because the relationship was not shallow. It was
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deep, so the wound was deep; because the wound
was deep, release takes time.

However long it takes is all right.

Letting go has no fixed schedule.

But there is a trap many people fall into here.

They hate themselves for not being able to let go.

“Why am I still holding on to this?” “Why can’t I let
go?” “Everyone else forgives and moves on. Why
am I like this?”

If you hear that voice, pause.

First, embrace the self who cannot let go. Before
releasing the other person, release yourself from the
demand to be able to do it. Without that, letting go
becomes another assignment, another test, another
reason you are not enough.

Being unable to let go is not a defect. It means it hurt
that much, mattered that much, received that much
of your heart. You are not inadequate. You are
someone who loved deeply.
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So there is no rush. It may not be now. It may be
someday, or it may not. Nothing is wrong with you
either way.

Letting go often does not arrive at the moment of
decision.

One day, it comes out of nowhere.

Making coffee, you suddenly think of them. But it is
different. Your chest does not burn. Your fist does
not clench. The thought appears and passes, like
driving through a neighborhood where you once
lived. What was once your whole world is now
scenery beyond the window.

You cannot schedule that moment or force it to
arrive sooner. But you can create conditions in which
it may come.

Those conditions are surprisingly simple.

Grieve fully. Do not deny the pain. Name your
feelings and allow them to exist as they are. Know
that they are not all of you. I am angry, but I am not
anger. I have been hurt, but I am not a wound.
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When that distinction happens deep within, when
you can feel without being consumed, the door to
letting go quietly opens. It is the moment the person
who holds the feeling steps back from it.

And one more thing.

Letting go is not finished in one act.

You may think you have let go, then feel anger again
the following week. You may believe it is over, then a
remark revives the feeling. That is okay. It is not
failure. Letting go is a spiral, not a straight line. You
seem to pass the same place, but each turn rises a
little.

At first, ten memories bring ten pains. Later, seven
out of ten hurt. Later still, two or three. One day,
remembering no longer hurts. Until then, it is okay
to hurt, okay to be angry again. This is the process of
letting go, not its failure.

The faces of people who have let go share
something.

They are not heavy. They look less like morally good
people than people who have become lighter. Not
because they have become morally purer, but
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because they have set down a burden. It is the face
of someone whose hands are finally free after years
of holding something tightly.

That freedom is quiet, undramatic. No declaration,
no celebration. You simply wake with a lighter chest.
Your door does not close before someone new.
When you laugh, you laugh all the way inside. Their
name can arise without shaking your day.

Letting go is a beginning, not an ending.

When hatred’s space empties, something new can
enter: a relationship, a possibility, a new self. Letting
go does not mean losing something. It means
reclaiming territory in your heart that was occupied
for a long time.

We said that the heart you bring to a relationship
determines its direction. Hold hatred, and hatred
grows. Choose release, and freedom grows. What
you hold is entirely your choice.

Let me say again: I hope this is not read as pressure
to forgive. The timing and manner of letting go
belong entirely to you. No one can set the schedule.
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If you read this and feel, “I cannot yet,” that feeling is
right. The right time is when your heart is ready.

One Thing to Try Today.

Sit somewhere quiet for a moment. You do not
need to picture their face. Instead, read this
sentence inwardly.

“This feeling has decided the shape of my days
long enough.”

You need not agree or mean it. Reading it once is
enough. If something moves within, good. If
nothing moves, that is all right.

Letting go does not happen all at once. One step
today is enough.

Letting go is not one resolve, but a choice made a
little each day. One step today is enough. You can
go slowly. The moment you let go, the person set
free is you.
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{If You Can Wish Them
Well, You Are Already

Free}



Sequence 10

If You Can Wish Them Well, You Are
Already Free

There is someone.

Thinking of their name dries your throat. Your heart
reacts first. Your fist clenches slightly, or a dull
numbness arrives, wanting to feel nothing. A gap
separates what your mind knows from what your
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body remembers. Their name is engraved
somewhere in your body.

You probably have someone like that, too.

Someone you trusted may have turned away. The
deepest knife may have come from the closest place.
Someone may have left without reason or
explanation, or stayed for years while slowly, very
slowly, breaking you down. The forms differ, but
what remains is the same: something deep and hot
that will not easily cool.

Those feelings are natural.

It is natural to hate. Someone may have told you to
understand them. It probably brought no comfort. It
may instead have made you feel that no one was on
your side.

If their face comes to mind now, I want you to know:
this chapter will not idealize them or say what they
did was okay. It wants to look after you first. This is
your story, not theirs.

Warmth toward someone who treats you well is
instinctive. It takes no effort, no training to smile
back at a smile. Loving those who love you,

181



respecting those who respect you: that is close to a
transaction. It is circuitry at work, rather than the
heart.

But there is a question.

If we can love only good people, how far does that
love extend? Our response to someone who made
us suffer reveals the true reach of our heart. This is
not a moral test or an instruction to be good.

This is entirely for your own sake.

The word “blessing” may feel uncomfortable. Of
course it does. Set the word aside for now, if you like.
Let us look at just one thing together instead.

Wishing them well does not absolve them. It ends
the power they hold within you.

In places with entirely different cultures and
languages, the same words arose independently:
love your enemies, bless those you hate. It was not a
matter of morality. What was discovered was a
structure.
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As long as hatred binds you, freedom cannot come.
Wishing them well is a key for you, rather than for
them. That is the structure.

For now, that one line is enough. We can take the
rest slowly.

We meet countless people in life. Most pass through.
Even friction is forgotten. Yet there is one person
whose memory makes your chest burn, whose
emotional intensity does not fade. You may be
focused on something else, but the mere thought of
their name brings everything to a halt.

Why that person?

They may be a harmful person. They may genuinely
have done wrong. That is their responsibility. Let us
be clear: their wrongdoing belongs to them. There is
no need to justify it.

But look at one more thing.

Even in the same situation, the heat of a reaction
differs from person to person.

One person gets angry and forgets. Another cannot
escape the scene for years.
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One lets the same words pass; another feels a nail
driven into the heart.

One meets the same betrayal with a bitter smile;
another loses trust in people altogether.

The other person does not create that difference.

Something already within you revealed itself most
strongly upon meeting them. It may be an old
wound.

Their behavior may be replaying helplessness you
felt as a child.

An emotion you have forbidden yourself may
explode when you see them.

A need you never acknowledged may boil up when
you see them meet it so easily.

This does not mean they were right. It means your
oldest wound showed itself most strongly before
them.

Knowing this can make a life-changing difference.
Without knowing, anger keeps pointing at them.
With awareness, you have a chance to care for the
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You need not redirect your anger. But if you can look
once beneath it, the landscape changes a little.

Hatred seems to go somewhere, but really stays
where it is.

In the shower, they suddenly come to mind. Under
the water, their expression replays for no reason.
Their voice rings in your ears. Hot water runs down
your back, but your body is years away in that
moment. If only I had said this. If only I had done
that. The endless trial repeats in your head.

You are laughing with friends when your mood
suddenly goes dark. No reason. It was a good time,
yet you feel cold within. Only later do you realize:
someone’s tone sounded like theirs. Their shadow
passed by.

At night in bed, it becomes clearer. What work,
noise, and busyness covered by day rises sharply in
the quiet dark: their face, words, the helplessness
you felt. Sleep will not come. If it does, it is shallow.
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pain hidden behind your anger. They still did wrong.
But that does not put the wound inside you under
their jurisdiction.



They are not here. They may already have left your
life. You may have deleted their number long ago.
Yet they still shake your days. They know nothing of
this night of yours.

This is how hatred actually works.

Hatred is not an arrow flying toward them. The
moment it is released, the fingers drawing the string
are cut first. Sleep grows shallow, breathing rough,
shoulders stiff. Rigidity spreads into other
relationships. You snap at someone you love, get
irritated with a child for no reason. Hatred never
stays confined to one person. Unnoticed, it lowers
the temperature of every relationship you have.

When fear takes the wheel, we raise defenses before
understanding the other person. We attack before
being attacked, close the door before being hurt. We
overlay someone new with the shadow of the person
who left. We doubt a stranger’s kindness and step
back from someone approaching. A relationship
becomes a war, caused not by the person before us
but by the one still living inside.

Let us pause here.
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I am not telling you this to say that hatred is bad.
You hate because there is reason to hate. That
feeling is natural and justified.

Just look at one thing with me: who pays the price of
hatred?

Hatred does not imprison them. It imprisons you.

They do not know your nights, your tossing and
turning, the moment your fist clenches, or why you
shut out someone new. Your body and heart pay
every cost of hatred. They pay nothing.

That does not mean you must wish them happiness
right now.

That is for later. Or perhaps it is something you
never need to do.

But would you like to end the state in which they
hold the key to your heart? Would you like them to
stop determining the temperature of your day, the
depth of your sleep, the quality of your other
relationships? This is not about changing them. It is
about restoring ownership of your life. Taking back
the key. That is what this chapter wants to say.
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If you can, let us begin here together.

Letting go and wishing someone well are different.

Sequence 9 explored letting go: deciding not to hold
on. That alone took time and was hard enough. Yet
something can remain after release. They have left
your hand, but still occupy a place within. It is not
hatred or anger, yet it is not complete freedom.

Let us look at what that feeling is.

Letting go cuts the cord. You choose no longer to
cling to this person or be bound by the feeling. But
after the cord is cut, a mark remains where it was
tied. There is a moment when that mark fades. That
is wishing them well.

“Blessing” may sound heavy, religious, or unrealistic.
Set that weight down for a moment. Here, it means
neither a ritual nor a prayer.

It is very quiet. May they find their own peace. May
they walk their own path. A wish that small is
enough.

It need not be grand. Inwardly, silently, briefly. That
is enough.
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Why, then, is this small wish so difficult?

Wishing happiness to someone you hate is not the
completion of an emotion. You need not be
completely at peace first. It is a choice, not a feeling.
Anger may remain, bitterness may still be in your
mouth, and you can choose as you are. A wish does
not have to come from a perfect heart to be genuine.

If you cannot do it now, you need not. It is no
obligation. A day may come when your heart moves,
or it may not. Either is all right.

If you can, just remember this.

Wishing them well seems to be for them, but is really
the final key for you. Their influence ends completely
not when hatred stops, but when their existence can
no longer disturb anything within you. It is neither
absolution nor a gift to them. It clears the last space
they occupied in your heart.

There is something essential to make clear here.

Wishing them well does not mean going closer.

It does not mean contacting them again, reconciling,
or restoring the relationship. There is no need to
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meet, call, or write. Some relationships belong at a
distance. Some are rightly over. Some are safer
never returned to.

It happens within you, quietly, while distance and
boundaries remain intact. In a safe place, at a safe
distance. That is enough.

Love does not erase boundaries. It is possible within
them. If love permitted every behavior, it would be
neglect. Wishing someone well, too, belongs within a
safe distance.

Now I want to offer one perspective. If you are not
ready, you may skip it. Return someday, or never
return. I will simply leave it here.

Imagine a theater stage.

A play has many roles: a protagonist, a helper,
someone who makes the audience laugh. Then there
is the person the audience hates most: the villain.
Onstage, they receive every kind of hatred. The
audience feels anger, distress, even the urge to spit.

When the curtain falls and the lights go out, that
person takes off the costume and drinks water
backstage. Someone asks the actor why they

190



accepted such a hated role. The actor replies,
“Someone has to do it.”

Of course, this metaphor does not apply to every
relationship. The other person’s wrongdoing
remains their own.

But stepping back to look at the long stage of life, we
can cautiously ask: when did I grow most? In the
most comfortable time, or the hardest?

Many people give the same answer.

The hardest time changed me most. The most
painful relationship made me look deepest within.
There is a part of myself I would never have faced
without that person.

This does not mean you should therefore be
grateful. Absolutely not. I will not say that pain was
necessary, or that the wound was a good thing. Pain
is pain. Wrong is wrong. It is okay if this perspective
means nothing to you now. Turning the page is a
choice, too.

Sometimes, though, a moment comes when the
same memory can be seen with new eyes. The
wound stays, but its place in your life changes. The
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memory of harm does not become a memory of
growth. A memory of growth comes to stand beside
it. Neither erases the other. Both exist, and you gain
the choice of where to look as you live.

In that moment, the same past carries an entirely
different weight.

Perhaps then a thought passes through: without
that person, I would not be who I am now. It may
come, or it may not. There is nothing wrong if it does
not. For someone it does reach, it is the moment the
last bolt slides open.

The idea that the hardest love brings the greatest
growth comes from experience, not morality. Easy
relationships do not require us to discover who we
are. Comfortable relationships do not test our
capacity. Before the person who has hurt us most,
we face our deepest self. What you discover there is
entirely up to you.

It may take years. It may take ten. You may not reach
that place in this lifetime. Any of those possibilities is
all right. There is no rule that says you must get
there quickly.
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But there is one thing I want you to know.

Someone who can wish the other person well is no
longer bound to that relationship. Things you could
not see while you hated them begin to appear. You
notice someone new. Someone already beside you
feels different. When a closed heart opens, the
things that can fill that space finally find their way to
you.

Wishing someone well is a beginning, not an ending.
You are not losing something. You are reclaiming a
space in your heart that has been occupied for a
long time.

One Thing to Try Today.

Close your eyes for a moment. Picture that
person's face. You do not have to say anything.
Simply bringing them to mind is enough. Notice
how your body responds. Your chest may tighten,
or you may feel perfectly fine. Whatever the
response, it is all right.

If you can, offer just this one sentence in your
heart.

“May you find peace, too.”
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If you cannot, you do not have to. Bringing them
to mind is enough. Reading this far while holding
that face in your mind is already no small thing.

You do not have to be able to do it now. On a day
when your heart allows it, come back and read a
line again.

*

The fact that you are reading this may mean you are
already ready. Someone who seeks out words like
these even while hating another person already
wants to see beyond that hatred.

If you can wish them well, you are already free. Even
if you cannot yet, you are already walking toward
freedom.

You can take your time. No one is hurrying you.
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{Water Wears Through
Rock Without a Fight}



Sequence 11

Water Wears Through Rock Without
a Fight

Do you know that moment after an argument ends?

The other person turns away first, and a door closes.
Or the call ends. Or, after pouring everything out,
you both stop from exhaustion. In the quiet room, or
the silence after the call, you finally breathe.

Did you win?
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What you said was not wrong. You challenged what
needed challenging. You put your finger on it
exactly. Your logic was sound; you had evidence. The
other person could no longer argue back. Surely you
had won.

And yet your heart is not at ease.

Something strange occupies the place where victory
should be. Too specific to call emptiness, too hard to
admit to call regret. That peculiar weight of having
won and still feeling you have lost something.

You are not the only one.

What the “winner” enjoys in a relationship rarely
lasts. Mistaking the other person's silence for
agreement may carry you through a day at most.
Then comes distance. They no longer meet your eyes
as they used to. They speak, but something in their
voice is closed. You have extracted an apology, yet
that night what you lost feels greater than what you
gained.

The need to win. Let us take a look inside it.

Where does that need come from?
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Sometimes the other person is clearly in the wrong.
Of course you can say that something wrong is
wrong. That is not what I am questioning here.

But let us look at one more thing: when you try to
prove to someone that you are right, where does
that energy come from?

Gently unravel the need to win, and beneath it you
will almost always find fear.

The fear that being proved wrong will diminish your
whole worth as a person. That losing will make you
smaller. That the other person will see you as an
easy target.

That fear is usually old.

Memories of having your words dismissed as a child.
Times when you were right but the more powerful
person won. Relationships that grew worse when
you put up with them. There were moments when
your body learned, “Stay quiet and you will get hurt.”
So even now, as an adult, your body reacts first when
opinions clash. I have to win. I have to prove it. I
cannot give ground.

I understand that feeling.

199



You do not fight because you are weak. Quite the
opposite. You are someone who has put up with far
too much, for far too long, and you do not want to
back down anymore.

But let us consider one more thing together. When
that fear is at the wheel, does fighting really bring
the outcome you want?

Have you ever watched what becomes of someone
who wins in a relationship?

The person who pushed their opinion through in a
meeting. The one who refused to yield at a family
gathering. The partner who declared, “I have done
absolutely nothing wrong.” Picture their faces.

Just after winning, something hot rises inside.
Something close to relief. But it does not take long to
fade. What remains is the stillness left when the
other person takes a step away.

Win the argument, and you gain the logic. You lose
the relationship.

Of course, this is not always so. There are healthy
arguments and necessary confrontations. Speaking
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up against injustice is love, not violence. Those
justified cases are not what I mean here.

The pattern of never feeling satisfied unless you win.
The anxiety when the other person does not agree.
The inner structure that cannot settle until it receives
confirmation of being right. If this keeps happening,
it is not communication. It is war.

There are no winners in war. The same is true of a
war within a relationship.

Winning does not open the other person's heart.
Press them down with logic and their mouth closes,
but so does their heart. “Fine. You're right.” The
silence behind those words is the real defeat. Not
your defeat, but the relationship's.

The softest thing in the world overcomes the
hardest.

Someone spoke of this principle thousands of years
ago. Look at water, they said. Water does not fight a
rock. When it meets one, it goes around. When
blocked, it pools. As it pools, it slowly seeps in. It
seems to exert no force at all, yet centuries later a
passage runs through the rock.
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Water did not try to win. It simply flowed.

Relationships rest on the same principle. Push too
hard and something breaks. Try to bend another
person and they become more rigid. Try to persuade
them and their defenses go up first. The harder you
push, the harder they push back. This is physics, and
it is also the dynamics of relationships.

But the one who flows gently is different.

You have probably experienced it yourself. One
person raises their voice, and the other quietly says,
“So that is how you felt.” A nod instead of a rebuttal.
The experience of anger slowly melting before
someone who is simply listening, with no need to
win. In that moment, water was seeping into the
rock.

This is not swallowing your feelings. That is piling
stones inside yourself. Keep swallowing them and
you will explode.

What I mean is not endurance, but a different kind of
strength.

The strength not to push. The strength to be all right
without winning. The strength to hold your ground
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without breaking the other person. That is not
weakness. A weak person cannot make this choice.
Only someone firm within can be gentle on the
outside.

There are people who do not need to prove
themselves.

Have you met someone like that? Someone whose
opinion is dismissed at a meeting, yet who remains
steady. Someone who keeps the same tone when
another person is rude. Someone who answers, “You
may be right,” when told they are wrong, without
losing their center.

At first they may seem dull. You may wonder
whether they have any pride. In time, though, you
understand. They are not dull. They are at home in
themselves.

Someone who does not look for their worth in
another person's agreement. Someone who knows
who they are without having to prove they are right.
Beside a person like this, you feel curiously at ease.
You no longer need to defend yourself. You no
longer need to win.
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What that person shows is not an ability, but a state
of being. A state in which the need to prove has
fallen away. From there, a relationship becomes a
conversation rather than a war, a place where two
different worlds can meet.

This state is possible for you, too. It does not have to
happen right now. Simply knowing the possibility
exists changes the landscape of your relationships a
little.

Earlier we spoke about wishing someone well:
releasing what you hold toward a person who made
life difficult for you. That required deep courage.

Now let us come back to everyday life. Even without
going as far as wishing them well, we face small
collisions every day. A colleague who disagrees, a
family member you cannot get through to, someone
who does not understand you. What choices are we
making in those everyday clashes?

Looking back, most fights are a collision between
one need to win and another.

The difference of opinion was not the problem. Both
people wanted confirmation that they were right.
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They wanted recognition. They did not want to be
dismissed. One fear collided with another.

What happens if one person lets go first?

That is not losing. It is changing the rules of the
game itself.

Stepping back from “I am right” does not mean
moving to “You are right.” It means moving to
“Something matters more than winning or losing.”
That something differs for each person. For one, it is
preserving the relationship. For another, protecting
their peace. For someone else, it is simply not
wanting to make this moment any heavier.

Any of those reasons is enough.

Is the person who stops fighting the weaker one?

For a long time, that is what we were taught. Back
down first and you lose. Give way and people take
you lightly. Put up with things and you get hurt. So
easing the pressure in a relationship feels almost like
defeat.

But think back for a moment.
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A truly strong person has no need to fight. No need
to win. No need to prove. Someone who knows who
they are remains steady without needing another
person to confirm it.

Stopping a fight is not losing. It is stepping out of the
game called fighting. The person standing there may
seem weak, but is in fact freer than anyone still on
the board.

Water goes around the rock. Even as it does, it
remains water. Its shape changes, but its nature
does not. In that encounter, it is not the water that
breaks. In the end, it is the rock.

So what does “flowing like water” mean in an actual
relationship?

First, let us be clear about what it does not mean.

Flowing like water does not mean condoning
someone's unfair behavior. It does not mean closing
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your eyes to what is wrong, enduring more and
more, or refusing to speak up for yourself.

Flowing like water means changing the direction of
your strength.

Instead of pushing, step back and see the whole.
Instead of reacting at once, take a breath before you
speak. Instead of trying to break the other person,
first ask what you really want.

What you really want. That is the heart of it.

In most arguments, what we really want is not to
make the other person surrender. We want to be
heard. We want our feelings understood. We want
acknowledgment that we are here.

But trying to win does not get us there.

Agreement won by pressing someone down is not
real agreement. An “I understand” extracted through
superior logic comes from behind a closed heart.
What I really want, understanding, connection,
acknowledgment, opens only through gentleness.

Picture a scene.
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Two people are sitting at a table. Feelings from
yesterday are still lingering. One begins, “What you
said yesterday was a little harsh.” At this moment,
the other person has two paths.

The first: “When did I do that? You started it.”

The second: “So that is how those words sounded
to you.”

The first is the start of a war. A cycle of defense and
counterattack. Both bring up old wrongs, the
original issue disappears, and it ends with both
exhausted. Nothing is resolved.

The second is different. “So that is how those words
sounded to you.” Within that sentence is a space
where your own rightness or wrongness has been
set aside. You have not agreed. You have
acknowledged the other person's experience. After
this one sentence, a conversation that could not
open before may begin.

Has the person who chose the second path lost?

No. They have stepped out of the game of winning
and losing. And from that place, the relationship
begins to move in earnest.
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When you push too hard, the other person is not the
only one who breaks. You break, too.

The person who always tries to win in a relationship
is often the most exhausted. They must always be
tense, alert, prepared. They must search the other
person's words for signs of attack and point out a
weakness before the other person does. Even after
winning, they cannot rest. There is another fight to
prepare for.

Some of you will know that exhaustion.

When a relationship becomes a battlefield, you
cannot rest even at home. The paradox of feeling
most tense beside the person closest to you. The
loneliness of being unable to take off your armor in
front of someone you love.

Easing your grip means taking off that armor.

This does not mean backing away from every fight
right now. Still less does it mean staying silent about
injustice. Simply know that the energy of winning
and the energy of protecting are different. The
energy of winning points at the other person. The
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energy of protecting points toward yourself. They
face different directions.

The same words carry a different temperature when
spoken to win than when spoken to protect. The
other person feels the difference, too. We
instinctively sense the energy behind words, not just
their content.

A relationship, too, breaks when forced. The greatest
change happens when it flows gently.

Plant a seed and dig it up every day to check on it,
and it cannot take root. Give it water and sunlight,
then wait. Relationships are the same. Do what you
can and leave the rest alone.

Is that helplessness? No. It is trust.

Trust that a relationship can grow on its own. Trust
that another person can change at their own pace.
Trust that things can be all right without your
controlling everything.

Water does not set a destination before flowing. It
simply moves toward lower ground. If something
blocks its way, it goes around. Going around costs it
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nothing. Water does not experience a detour as
defeat.

We experience going around an obstacle in a
relationship as defeat because we believe it makes
us smaller. But look at water. The water that went
around has not diminished. It has spread wider.

Giving way does not make a person smaller. Being
able to give way shows how much room they have
within.

Let us return to the beginning. To that moment after
an argument ends.

The hollow night after winning. The moment when
you said what was right, yet could not feel at ease.
That feeling was telling you something: winning was
not what you really wanted.

What you really wanted was to be understood. To
connect. For your heart to reach the other person.

Force cannot give you that. Only gentleness can
open it.

Think of a relationship in your life now. Someone you
always clash with. Someone whose conversations
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turn tense. What kind of strength are you using
there?

The force of pushing, or the strength of flowing?

Either is all right. Whatever strength you are using
now, there is a reason for it.

Simply knowing another choice exists is enough.

One Thing to Try Today.

Today, when you disagree with someone, try
saying this before arguing back.

“I can see how you might think that.”

This is not agreement. It is acknowledgment of the
other person's world. Notice how the temperature
of the conversation changes after that sentence.

It is all right if you cannot do it today. Even
thinking of it once starts something moving.

Water does not hurry.

But it does not stop, either.
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Your relationships can flow that way, too. You do
not have to be fast, as long as you keep moving.
You can be gentle without losing direction. You do
not have to win, as long as you do not lose
yourself.

Water takes a long time to wear through rock.

Yet water has never once been defeated.
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Sequence 12

They Probably Had Their Reasons,
Too

You are sitting in a café. Someone at the next table
answers a call. Their voice is loud, edged with
irritation, taking the other person to task. You put
down your coffee cup and think: how rude.

Three seconds.

That is how long it takes to deliver a verdict. You do
not know them. You do not know their
circumstances. You do not know the context of the
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call. Yet we have already reached our conclusion.
Rude. Loud. Someone like that must be difficult to
work with.

Walking down the street, you see a parent shouting
at a child. Are they fit to be a parent? A colleague
asks an off-topic question in a meeting. What is
wrong with them? A friend contacts you after a long
silence and talks only about themselves. How selfish.

Have you ever counted how many judgments like
these you make in a day?

It is hard to count. It happens so often we are not
even conscious of it. Judgment is closer to a reflex
than a thought. Like blinking or breathing, we
automatically sort people the moment we meet
them. Good, strange, dangerous, trustworthy,
untrustworthy. The sorting is so quick and natural
that we do not recognize it as judgment. It simply
feels like fact.

But there is something worth reconsidering.

Is that judgment really a fact? Or is it a story your
own eyes have made?

Judgment originally served survival.
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An unfamiliar sound in the forest had to be identified
within a tenth of a second: prey or predator? Those
slow to decide did not survive. Hundreds of
thousands of years of experience are wired into our
brains. Sort quickly, conclude quickly, respond
quickly. In the forest, this was an excellent strategy.

The problem is that we no longer live in the forest.

That circuit now operates on people. Everyone we
meet is quickly classified. Threat or no threat, ally or
enemy, useful or useless. In cafés, at work, around
holiday tables, in online comments. The same circuit
runs at the same speed.

Once the sorting is done, all that follows is
confirmation.

Classify someone as selfish, and everything they do
looks selfish. They show consideration, and you
assume an ulterior motive. They apologize, and you
read it as insincere. A label, once attached, is hard to
remove. We are no longer seeing the person, but an
image we have already made.

Psychology calls this “confirmation bias.” The
technical name is not important. What matters is
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that the moment we view someone through a
particular lens, we collect only evidence that fits it.
Evidence that does not fit is ignored. And in time, we
become certain. “See? I was right. That is exactly the
kind of person they are.”

But is that really who they are? Or is your lens
making them seem that way?

The way I see another person creates the reality I
experience in that relationship. I am simply
suggesting that we check the prescription of the
glasses we wear.

“They are wrong.”

The moment that sentence forms in your mouth,
something closes.

It is not the other person who closes. It is you.

Try it. Bring to mind someone you find particularly
difficult. A coworker, a family member, someone you
no longer see. When you picture them, what words
arise?

Selfish. Irresponsible. Liar. Obtuse. Bad.
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As those words arise, your body responds in small
ways. Your shoulders lift slightly, your jaw tightens,
or your breathing shortens. Judgment does not end
with thought. Your whole body participates.

In that moment, the person becomes fixed in your
mind. Someone who can no longer change. A label
rather than a human being. You cannot have a
conversation with a label. A label has no new side to
reveal. It is always the same label.

This is where relationships most often become stuck.

Not because the other person truly cannot change,
but because I have frozen them in place. My
judgment holds a person capable of changing so
they cannot move. The lock was fastened not by
them, but by my own mind.

Of course, some people really do not change. Some
truly are irresponsible; some repeatedly lie. That is a
fact. Discernment is necessary.

But discernment and judgment are different.

Discernment recognizes, “This behavior of theirs
harms me.” Judgment declares, “This is a bad
person.” Discernment looks at behavior. Judgment
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defines a person's being. Discernment leaves a door
open. Judgment closes it.

The difference may seem small, but it creates an
entirely different landscape in a relationship.

There is one more thing to look at.

Every behavior has a reason.

What we see is not the whole picture.

The person on the loud call in the café may have had
a child rushed to the emergency room that morning.
The parent shouting at their child may have been
caring for them alone after a sleepless night. The
colleague who asked the odd question may have
raised a trembling hand because they alone had not
understood what everyone else understood.

We cannot know. That is the point. We do not know.

All we see is behavior. We cannot see the day behind
it, the fear behind it, the wounds that have
accumulated. We see only the tip of the iceberg
above the water, not the enormous mass beneath,
and draw our conclusions.
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Look inside someone who often gets angry, and in
most cases you will find fear. What if they dismiss
me? What if I do not matter? What if no one listens?
Anger is the armor that fear wears.

Look inside a cold person, and in most cases you will
find hurt. Memories of getting close and being
wounded. Experiences of opening up and falling
apart. Their coldness is the wall those wounds have
built.

Look inside a controlling person, and in most cases
you will find anxiety. The sense that everything will
collapse unless they hold on. Control is the means of
survival that anxiety has found.

This is not a request to forgive them. Nor does it
mean their behavior is acceptable.

It means only that a sentence ending in “They are
bad” when you look at behavior alone may, with a
little more attention, continue into “They are hurting,
too.” When the sentence changes, the landscape
within you changes.

Of course, being in pain does not give anyone the
right to hurt others. Having wounds does not justify

222



inflicting them. Their circumstances belong to them;
the hurt you received belongs to you. The two
remain separate.

But one thing changes.

The moment you know something lies behind their
behavior, your anger gains a little room to breathe.
The anger does not disappear. A tiny open space
appears beside it. With that space, you become a
little freer. Anger no longer has to occupy all of you.

That much is enough.

You do not need to understand them deeply. Just
leave open one possibility: what you see may not be
everything. When that possibility opens, a small
crack appears in the wall of judgment. Air comes
through it.

When air enters a closed relationship, very slowly
something begins to change.

Earlier we spoke of the strength through which
softness overcomes hardness. Let us go one step
further. There is a place where gentleness first
begins to work in a relationship: the eyes through
which you see the other person.
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Something needs to be made clear here.

Understanding someone's circumstances is not
agreeing with their behavior.

These are two entirely different matters. No
circumstances can provide a pardon for violence.
Injustice remains injustice in any context. The fact
that someone is hurting does not give them the right
to hurt you. That is a line that does not move.

But understanding is not for the other person. It is
for you. When you can imagine even a little of their
circumstances, your anger may not disappear, but a
little breathing room opens inside. That space is not
something you give them. You give it to yourself.

This distinction matters.

If understanding feels like a gift to them, it hurts. Of
course it does. Why should you understand
someone who hurt you? That question is valid. You
do not have to understand them.

But if you think of it as space you give yourself, it
feels different. Less about understanding them,
more about loosening something inside you that
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hardened because of them. Making room for your
own breath.

This is a choice, not an obligation.

Sometimes the same word opens entirely different
doors.

“Why.”

That little word is one of them.

There are two versions of “Why are they like that?”
One is blame; the other is curiosity. The sound
coming out of your mouth is the same. The energy it
carries is the opposite.

The blaming “why” asks with its answer already
decided. Because they are bad. Because they are
strange. Because they are lacking. It takes the form
of a question, but it is really a sentence being
passed.

The curious “why” asks because it genuinely does not
know. What might have happened? What was the
context? Could there be something I do not know?
This “why” opens a door. It is a gaze trying to see
what it has not yet seen.
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Which “why” you choose lets a completely different
experience unfold in the same situation.

Consider a scene.

Someone works alongside you. They come in late
every day. They get distracted during meetings. They
leave before everyone else, even when their
coworkers are busy. You reach your private verdict:
irresponsible, selfish, a burden to the team.

That judgment may seem reasonable. Judging only
by the visible behavior, that is how it looks.

Then one day, by chance, you learn that they have
been stopping at the hospital every morning. A
family member is ill. Their late arrivals were due to
caregiving, not laziness. They left early not from
selfishness but because they had to return to the
hospital.

The person has not changed. They are the same
person, doing the same things yesterday and today.
Yet your feelings change completely. Irritation
disappears, replaced by something like remorse.
Perhaps even something like respect.

What changed?
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Not the other person. Your information changed.
Context was added. And with that context, the same
person began to look entirely different.

This is the power of curiosity. It does not change the
other person. It changes your field of view. When
your view changes, your feelings within the same
relationship change. When your feelings change,
your responses change. When your responses
change, the course of the relationship itself begins
to shift, little by little.

Of course, not every difficult person has hidden
circumstances. Some truly are rude; some truly are
selfish. I am not asking you to believe every action
has a beautiful reason behind it.

Just leave open the possibility that you do not know.
Leave a little room for the idea that what you see
may not be everything. That room slows judgment a
little. A slightly slower judgment becomes a slightly
more accurate one.

If I let go of judgment, will I lose my boundaries?

That fear is natural. Understand too readily, and you
may be used. Accept too easily, and you may be
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pushed aside. The feeling that you need judgment to
protect yourself is a warning from our ancient
survival system.

But consider this.

When armed with judgment, are we really seeing the
other person accurately? Or are we seeing only a
hazy outline through the fog of our feelings?

Here is a paradox: letting go of judgment lets you
see more accurately. Remove the label “bad person,”
and their behavior finally begins to appear as it is.
Some actions are genuinely harmful, some clumsy,
some simply different. Things that all looked the
same color under a label reveal their separate colors
once it is removed.

That is discernment.

Discernment is more precise than judgment.
Judgment grades the whole person; discernment
distinguishes one action from another. Judgment
says, “This person is bad.” Discernment says, “This
behavior harms me, but that behavior is fine.”
Judgment rejects the person wholesale. Discernment
draws only the boundaries needed.
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Discernment actually becomes clearer when
judgment is released.

When your glasses fog, the world looks blurred.
Clear the emotional mist of judgment, and things
come into sharper view. Letting go of judgment is
not lowering your defenses. It is clearing your sight
so your defenses can be more precise.

A person who can discern without judging does not
become someone to be used. They protect
themselves more clearly than anyone. Only the
method differs. Rather than building a wall, they
have a door and open it only when needed.

The same insight arose in entirely different cultures.
Do not judge. Do not size others up and condemn
them. East and West, in different languages and
different eras, reached the same conclusion.

It was not a moral command. It was a discovery
about how things work.

That the one who closes at the moment of judgment
is not the other person, but oneself. That a world
seen through a closed view is narrower than it really
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is. And that no relationship can deepen within a
narrowed view.

The wise knew this. Releasing judgment is not a
favor to another person. It is setting yourself free.

One Thing to Try Today.

When you catch yourself thinking, “Why are they
like that?” try changing the sentence just once.

“What might have happened to them?”

You do not need to find an answer. You do not
need to know what actually happened. Simply
holding the question may let you feel your view
widen a little.

If you cannot, you can simply move on. Someday it
may come back to you.

*

Letting go of judgment does not suddenly make the
world warm. There will still be difficult people and
behavior you struggle to understand. That does not
change.

But your eyes take in a little more.
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Through wider eyes, the world is the same, yet
slightly different. On a face that looked like an
enemy's yesterday, you may suddenly notice
exhaustion. In the behavior of someone you hated,
you may suddenly read a clumsy attempt at
self-protection. The moment is brief. It passes
quickly.

But the relationships of those who have that brief
moment and those who do not gradually flow in
different directions.

Curiosity is quieter than judgment. Its voice is softer,
so it is easy to miss. Yet as the moments when
curiosity arrives first become more frequent, a
relationship ceases to be the one it was before.

They probably had their reasons, too.

That sentence is not for them.

It is for you, a sentence that lets your eyes take in a
little more.
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Sequence 13

When You Bow Your Head, You See
More

Someone is speaking in a meeting room: how
difficult their project was, the obstacles they
overcame, how good the results were. They speak
fluently, and everything is true. Yet the listeners'
eyes slowly drift away. They nod, but their minds are
already elsewhere.

The same room, another day. Another person
speaks. “Honestly, I lost my way a little this time. I
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started in the wrong direction, and I felt bad for the
team.” The room changes. People lean forward.
Someone says, “I had a similar experience.” A
conversation opens.

There is no difference in ability between these two
people. No difference in achievement.

There is one difference. One tried to display
themselves. The other opened themselves up.

We live our days proving ourselves.

Without noticing, we try dozens of times a day. I
need a good idea for the meeting. I must not look
ignorant in conversation. I must not be the boring
person at the gathering. Hearing someone's success
story, I feel I need something to show, too.

Where does this drive come from?

Think back to childhood. Most people did not grow
up hearing, “Just being here is enough.” Good marks
earned praise. Obedience earned love.
Accomplishment earned recognition. Merely existing
was not enough. You had to do something to qualify
for love.
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That experience still operates in adulthood. Only its
form has changed. The structure remains. I must
work well to be recognized. I must be capable to be
respected. I must show something to be loved.
These beliefs are so old that they feel as natural as
air. But stand upon them, and strange things
happen in relationships.

However well you do, someone doing better
unsettles you. Even praise leaves you asking, “Was
that enough?” You worry they will see your
weaknesses. A mistake feels like the world
collapsing. Relationships never become comfortable.
You feel permanently under the lights, as if onstage.

The need to prove yourself is not bad. It was a
survival strategy, the best method you found as a
child in that environment. It is also true that it
helped bring you this far.

But let us look at one thing together.

Is that strategy still helping you? Or is it now wearing
you out?

The drive to prove creates a subtle wall in
relationships.
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Beside someone who talks a great deal about
themselves, a vague distance appears. Not because
they are bad, nor because what they say is wrong.
Yet your heart closes. Listening, you feel yourself
growing smaller.

Beside someone who puts nothing on display, on the
other hand, you feel strangely at ease. They say
nothing grand. They do not boast. Yet you find
yourself sharing your own story, because they have
left space for you.

Here is a quiet principle of relationships.

A heart has a capacity. When someone is full of
themselves, there is no room for another person.
People naturally gather around someone who leaves
a little room inside. As water flows into an empty
space, hearts move toward places with room for
them.

Push too hard and an invisible resistance arises in a
relationship. The harder you press “This is who I am,”
the further the other person's heart steps back. The
harder you demand recognition, the less they feel
like giving it. This is not their personality. It is the
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physics of the heart: the greater the push, the
greater the resistance.

The paradox of gaining less recognition the harder
you seek it is not a cruel law. It is one of the most
basic structures of how relationships work.

Then what is humility?

There is a common misunderstanding about
humility.

People think it means lowering yourself, making
yourself small: quieting your voice before others,
hiding your achievements, refusing compliments.

That is not humility. It is self-abasement, or another
form of self-protection. “If I put myself down first,
others will not be able to.” The strategy looks
humble, but its root is fear.

True humility faces another direction.

Humility is not lowering yourself, but knowing
yourself as you are. Neither inflating nor
diminishing. Knowing what you do well and what
you do not know. Pretending neither to be
remarkable nor to be worthless.
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This is harder than it sounds.

Some struggle to stop pretending to be impressive;
others struggle to stop pretending to be
insignificant. Neither is seeing themselves as they
are. Both present an edited self. The direction
differs; the structure is the same.

A humble person does not edit themselves. That is
why they are at ease. Beside them, you feel you may
not need to edit yourself either. This is humility's
greatest gift to a relationship.

“I do not know everything.”

Why is that sentence so hard to say aloud?

Because you fear being dismissed, having your
ability doubted, being seen forever as incapable
once you admit you do not know. That fear is
realistic. Some people have lived in precisely such
environments. Some have been mocked for saying,
“I do not know.”

So we pretend to know when we do not. We declare
certainty we do not feel. We push an opinion to the
end even when it may be wrong. Repeat this pattern,
and conversations grow shallow. Two people put on
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masks, and the masks converse. Information passes
between them, but their hearts do not.

But try it once, and you will understand.

“I am not sure either. Shall we think it through
together?”

How that sentence changes the air. How the other
person's shoulders drop. How someone on the
defensive quietly lowers their guard and begins to
share their story.

“I do not know” is not a weakness. It is an open
space. Another person can enter it. New possibilities
can enter. Things you could never have imagined
alone can enter.

Nothing more fits into a full bowl. A heart filled with
certainty of its own rightness has no room for
another person's sincerity. Saying you see more
when you bow your head is not about eyesight. It is
about the heart.

Walk looking upward, and you miss the stones
beneath your feet. Busy elevating themselves,
people miss the expression of the person beside
them. Bow your head a little, make a little room
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inside, and some things become visible for the first
time: their eyes, their hesitation, the words they
cannot bring themselves to say.

The person who sees most in a relationship is not
the one standing highest, but the one who has left
the most room.

Earlier we spoke about not judging others. Once
judgment is released, though, your gaze naturally
returns somewhere.

To yourself.

Seeing another person as they are was difficult
because seeing yourself as you are was difficult first.
If you carry a standard of what you must measure up
to, you use it to measure others. Without generosity
toward yourself, generosity toward others is hard.
After releasing judgment, the next step is releasing
the need to prove.

And releasing that need also means becoming able
to show vulnerability.

“I must be perfect to be loved.”
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Someone who believes this wears armor constantly
in relationships. They hide mistakes, conceal their
struggles, always pretend to be fine. But no one can
reach the person inside. The armor is so hard that it
makes others forget there is even a person in there.

Imagine someone competent at work, kind to
people, admirable by anyone's measure. Yet
somehow they have no deep relationships. People
like them but do not draw close. Why?

Because they have never shown vulnerability.

Before someone perfect, the other person feels
pressure to be perfect too. Comparison starts
automatically: “They do so well, while I…” Respect
develops, but intimacy does not. They are different
things. Respect grows when you look up; intimacy
grows when you stand side by side.

“I am struggling a little, too.”

“Honestly, I do not really understand this.”

“I made a mistake yesterday, and it upset me.”

The moment words like these are spoken, a different
air moves through the relationship. The other
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person feels relief. “Oh, they are human like me.”
That relief opens the heart's door. Perfection can
earn respect, but cannot create genuine connection.
Depth grows when we can share our weaknesses,
not merely our strengths.

I know showing vulnerability is not easy. It takes
courage. Especially after being hurt for showing
weakness, the very act of opening again is
frightening. That fear is valid.

Just remember one thing: you do not have to open
up to everyone. Showing one very small thing to one
safe person is enough. You do not need to take off
all your armor at once. You can begin by lifting the
visor just a little.

There are words that weigh heavily in a relationship.

“I am sorry. I was wrong.”

Why do these six words weigh so much? Words that
rise to your throat and are swallowed. The moment
you know in your mind that you were wrong, yet
your mouth will not move. There is more than simple
pride at work.
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Admitting you were wrong feels as if everything you
have believed right might shake. Give ground once,
and perhaps you will be pushed back forever. You
may look weak. The other person may wear the
expression of someone who has won.

So you hold out. Knowing you are wrong, you keep
pushing. “Part of what I said was right,” you insist,
grasping at any small justification. Conversation
becomes argument, argument becomes war, and
both end exhausted. The winner feels empty; the
loser feels wronged. Neither gets what they wanted.

Yet when you say first, “I may have been wrong,”
something surprising happens.

Their shoulders drop. Their voice softens. Clenched
fists relax. “Actually, I also…” begins to emerge. “I
may have been wrong” is not a declaration of defeat.
It opens a door in the relationship. When you lay
down your armor first, the other person has a
reason to do the same.

Outside the war over right and wrong, a path
forward together becomes visible. Release “Who is
right?” and you can ask, “Where do we want to go?”
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The most productive conversations in relationships
always follow this shift.

One misunderstanding needs clearing up.

Will humility lower my self-esteem? Will making
room inside leave me to be trampled? These are
natural questions.

The answer is that humility and self-esteem are not
enemies. They grow from the same root.

Low self-esteem begins with “I am not enough.” So
you inflate yourself to hide the lack, or hide yourself
for fear it will be confirmed. Both begin with the
same belief: “As I am, I am not enough.”

Real self-esteem comes from elsewhere: “I am
enough as I am.” Once that feeling takes root, there
is no need to inflate or hide. You can comfortably say
what you do well and acknowledge what you do not.
Others' praise does not sway you; their criticism
does not bring you down.

That is where humility stands. It is possible only
upon the feeling that you are enough as you are.
Those with truly secure self-esteem bow most easily,
because they know bending will not break them.
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The tree that withstands wind best is not the stiffest
one. Its branches bend in the wind and rise when it
passes. Humility is that flexibility. Strength is not
standing rigid so you will not break. It is being able
to bend and rise again.

Humility is not completed in a single decision.

It is practiced in small moments each day: waiting a
little before giving your opinion, listening to the end,
saying “That may be so” once more, genuinely
feeling, when praised, that you owe it to the people
who worked with you.

It is no grand transformation. It is the practice of
making a little room inside yourself in everyday
conversations and relationships.

As the practice accumulates, one day you notice:
someone has entered the space you cleared. Trust
has grown where proving once stood. You did not
strive to rise above others, yet people drew close.

Lower yourself, and you rise. This is not a moral
lesson, but the structure of relationships at work.
Those who make room are filled; those who lower
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themselves rise. It is not an instruction to be good,
but a pattern repeated between human beings.

One Thing to Try Today.

Today, in a conversation, try saying this just once.

“I could be wrong.”

Then quietly watch how their expression changes,
how the air of the conversation shifts. A single
phrase can open a space.

It is all right if you cannot today. If the words do
not come easily, it is because you take things
seriously. You can try again next time.

You do not need to strive to stand higher. You are
already enough as you are. Someone who knows
that can bow their head most comfortably and
build the deepest relationships.

Bowing your head is not becoming smaller. It is
changing your view so you can see something
wider.
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Sequence 14

A Flower Will Not Bloom Sooner
Because You Urge It To

You apologized.

You meant it. Your voice shook; meeting their eyes
was difficult. Still, you said it all. I was wrong. I am
sorry. You thought something would change once
the words were out. They would open up, you would
move a step closer to each other, the air would feel
better than before.
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But their expression does not soften.

They nodded, but their eyes are still cold. They say,
“All right,” without warmth. Days pass, and
conversations are still not what they were. You are
trying, but they are still there, in the same place.

A feeling rises at this point.

“I have done this much. Why have they not
changed?” There is hurt in that sentence, frustration,
sometimes anger. The thought that, since you
moved, fairness requires them to move too. The
expectation that, since you reached out first, they
should take your hand. That feeling is natural.
Understandable. There is nothing strange about
feeling it.

But let us look at one thing together.

The hardest thing to bear in a relationship is not
fighting. It is waiting.

Fighting has energy. Anger, words to say, someone
to confront. It hurts, but at least you feel you are
doing something. Waiting is different. There is
nothing to do. You have done everything you can,
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yet the result does not come. That helplessness is
harder than the fight.

We are not used to waiting.

Send a message, and a reply arrives in minutes. Ask
a question, and search results appear instantly. Place
an order, and it arrives the next day. In an age when
almost everything happens quickly, our senses have
adjusted to “If I want it, I should get it soon.”

But the human heart does not work that way.

The heart has its own timetable. An emotion that
settles in you in three days may take three weeks for
them. What one conversation resolves for you may
take them ten restless nights to work through. This
is not a difference in ability or character. Hearts
simply digest things at different speeds.

“Just get over it already.”

Sometimes those words circle in your mouth. Even
unspoken, they show in your manner: a sigh,
avoiding conversation, an expression that says,
“Still?” That is not for them. It is because you cannot
bear your own discomfort. Seeing them still hurting
is uncomfortable for you.
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Begin by acknowledging that discomfort. Much of
what makes waiting hard comes from you, not them.
“Did I not do enough?” “Did my sincerity fail to get
through?” “What if they never come back?” That
anxiety turns into impatience.

Impatience is the clothing fear wears.

Respecting another person's pace is not as easy as
saying it.

Respect makes sense in the head, but the heart tells
a different story. The head says, “I should wait.” The
heart says, “For how long?” That gap wears a person
out.

Imagine a child learning to ride a bicycle. They fall,
then fall again. An onlooker, distressed, shouts,
“Hold the handlebars like this! Pedal now! Why do
you keep making the same mistake?” Tension
accumulates in the child's body. Pressure to do well
makes them stiff, and they fall again.

Another person watches without speaking. When the
child falls, they ask only, “Are you all right?” and wait
quietly until the child tries again. Beside this person,
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the child learns far faster. The safety of knowing
failure is allowed releases the body's tension.

Relationships are the same.

“Why are you still like this?” “I already told you.”
“What more am I supposed to do?” These words are
sincere. They come from concern. But the listener
hears pressure. Pressure creates tension in the
heart, and tension closes its door more firmly.

What happens if you tell a flower to bloom faster?
Force the bud open and its petals tear. Give too
much water and its roots rot. Expose it to harsher
sunlight and its leaves burn. A flower blooms on its
own timetable. Planting the seed, watering it,
ensuring sunlight: that is what we can do. After that,
we wait.

Hurrying someone may not be love. It is passing
your anxiety on to them.

Then what does waiting mean?

Waiting and neglect are different. That distinction
matters.
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Neglect withdraws care. It turns away, thinking,
“They will work it out.” It does not ask what they
need or consider what you could do. It simply
retreats into separate worlds.

Waiting is different.

Waiting quietly shows, “I am here.” You stand at the
door without knocking or leaving. Even without
starting a conversation, you set a place for them at
the table. Your eyes say, “Tell me when you are
ready.”

It looks like doing nothing. Yet it is one of the most
active things in the world: maintaining care without
acting, keeping warmth while bearing impatience,
not passing your frustration to the other person.

The person waiting is not idle. They are struggling
with their own impatience at every moment.

But one point needs attention here.

Waiting has limits. I am not asking you to wait
forever. Waiting is your choice, not your duty. There
is no correct answer to “How long should I wait?” But
there is a guide: if you are falling apart while waiting,
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that is self-destruction. Waiting can be whole only
when you remain whole.

The patience this book speaks of is not gritting your
teeth and enduring. It is respecting another person's
time while protecting yourself. Your safety comes
first; you wait from that safe place.

Earlier we spoke of humility, the courage to say, “I
may have been wrong.” Sometimes, even after you
find that courage, the other person does not return
at once. You opened your door first; they remain
behind theirs. This is where patience begins.

Here we learn one of the most important distinctions
in relationships.

I am responsible for my response. I am not
responsible for their change.

Truly understand this sentence, and one of the
heaviest burdens in a relationship is set down.

We want the people we love to change. Naturally. We
want them to do better, be happier, make healthier
choices. The wish is sincere and comes from love.
But the moment it becomes “I must change this
person,” love turns into control.
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A child does not study. A parent worries. The
concern is love. But when it becomes “Sit there for
three hours every day,” the desk becomes a prison. A
spouse neglects their health; you worry. If that worry
becomes “Eat this, stop that, why again?” they feel
they are facing a guard rather than a partner.

Good intentions and good outcomes are not the
same.

This is as far as I can go: conveying sincerity,
showing my heart, expressing concern if necessary.
That is my domain. How they receive it, how quickly
they change, whether they choose to change at all:
that is theirs.

Without this boundary, love becomes fixation,
concern becomes surveillance, and waiting becomes
resentment. “Why have you not changed after all I
have done?” is not a sentence of love. It calculates a
return on investment.

Trying to change someone is trying to fit them to
your timetable. But they have their own. Respecting
that timetable is patience, and within that patience is
love.
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Imagine planting a seed.

Nothing shows above the soil. One day passes, then
two, with no change. Every morning you peer into
the pot: “Why has it not come up?” Anxiously, you
dig. The seed is there, not yet sprouted. You cover it.
Another day passes. You dig again.

Do this, and the seed dies.

Under the ground, the seed is doing its work. Its coat
absorbs water, roots find their direction, a stem
gathers strength to rise. Not seeing anything does
not mean nothing is happening. Most of the most
important changes happen out of sight.

So it is with relationships.

Some days your sincerity seems to have made no
difference. Your changed attitude seems to have
drawn no response. Yet something may be moving
inside the other person's heart. It simply has not
become words, appeared on their face, or emerged
as action yet.

Something you said may return to them
unexpectedly one night. They may remember your
attitude while talking with someone else. A remark
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you held back may quietly leave the impression,
“This person is different.”

All this happens beneath the soil. Your eyes cannot
see it.

A seed does not sprout on the day it is planted. But a
seed never planted will never sprout. You have
already planted yours. You have done your part.

The word patience may bring to mind someone
gritting their teeth and holding on.

Clenched fists, closed eyes, repeating, “I must
endure.” That is not patience. It is suppression.
Suppression cannot last. Eventually it explodes or
festers inside.

The patience I mean is different.

Patience is being able to remain kind even when you
cannot bear another moment. Not turning sharp
toward someone even on days when exhaustion
says you cannot go on. It is not perfect endurance,
but the effort not to hurt them even when
endurance fails.
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An old saying tells us, “Love is patient and kind.” Its
heart is not “patient,” but “kind.” Merely enduring is a
discipline. Remaining kind while enduring is love.

The opposite of patience is not giving up. It is
impatience.

Impatience comes from the fear, “What if this never
changes?” Fear pushes you to hurry them. Hurrying
makes their heart tense; tension slows change. The
more you push, the further away it goes. This
pattern repeats in relationships.

Patience breaks that pattern. “Even without a result
right now, I am all right.” If you can set this sentence
in your heart, impatience steps back. When it does,
the other person gains breathing room too.

There is something easy to forget while waiting.

Your own life continues while you wait.

Some people stop their lives while waiting for
another person to change. “Once they change, I can
be happy.” “Once that relationship is sorted out, I will
start something else.” Saying this, they suspend their
days. Waiting for the other person becomes their
whole life.
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True waiting means the opposite. While waiting, I
live my life. Whether they change or not, I care for
myself today. I live my own day. Whether they return
or not, I remain whole.

This is the difference between patience and fixation.
Fixation stakes your happiness on their change.
Patience waits for change while caring for your own
happiness yourself.

Waiting for someone also means trusting them.

“This person has their own time.” Holding that
sentence is deep trust in them. Trust that, even
unseen, a seed of change lives within them. Trust
that not seeing anything does not mean nothing is
happening.

That trust is for them and for you. It trusts that your
sincerity was not meaningless, that the change in
your attitude did not disappear into empty air.

Sometimes, after all the waiting, nothing may
change. They may never return. Even then, the fact
that you waited remains. In the time you chose
patience over impatience, you grew within the
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relationship. Even if the outcome was not what you
hoped, that time was not wasted.

One Thing to Try Today.

There is probably something you wish of someone
now. A habit you hope will change, a heart you
hope will soften, a relationship you hope will
return. Bring it to mind, then say this quietly to
yourself.

“This person has their own time.”

It is all right if the sentence does not settle easily in
your heart. That is natural. Waiting is not easy.

It is all right if you cannot today. Waiting itself is
already one form of love. You can try again next
time.

A seed grows quietly. Unseen, it does not stop. The
sincerity you offered is like that too.
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Sequence 15

A Few Words Can Save Someone

Some words do not disappear even after decades.

Something someone said in childhood. “You cannot
do anything right.” “What do you know?” “It is your
fault.” They probably do not remember saying it. It
may have been careless, spoken in anger or
exhaustion, simply slipping out. But it lodged in the
listener's heart, quietly and deeply. Decades later, it
still surfaces in certain moments.
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There are opposite memories too.

Words someone offered in a difficult season. “You
are a good person.” “You did nothing wrong.” Or
simply, without anything more, “I am on your side.”
Those words held a heart about to collapse. No
grand advice, no logical analysis. Just a few brief
words, yet they changed the direction of a life.

Words are strange things.

They seem to vanish as they leave your mouth, but
they do not. They settle in the listener's heart and
grow there. Kind words become good seeds; cruel
words become thorns. Words are the smallest unit of
a relationship. And the smallest unit is the most
powerful.

Think of the moment a fight begins in a relationship.

What lit the fuse? Different opinions? Different
values? Something the other person did wrong?

On the surface, yes. Peel back one layer, though, and
most fights begin in the same place.

“Because they do not listen to me.”
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More precisely, it is not “They do not hear me.” It is
“They do not see me.”

It seems you are fighting over the dishes, but the
real anger is, “I said I was struggling, and you did not
even act as if you heard.” It seems to be about
arriving late, but the real hurt is, “Is this all I mean to
you?” The problem is not what was said, but that it
never reached the other person.

People feel safe when they feel their words have
reached someone. The sense that what they said did
not scatter into the air, but landed. With that,
disagreement is bearable. Even without a solution,
they can hold on. The relief of “At least this person
heard me” becomes the ground supporting a
relationship.

Without that ground, the smallest thing can bring
collapse. Dishes, a remote control, the sound of a
door closing can trigger an explosion. The real issue
is not the dishes. It is the feeling, “Am I invisible
here?”

Most often, the speaker wants acknowledgment
rather than a solution.
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But we were never taught how to listen.

We learned how to speak: clearly, persuasively,
logically. But listening? At school, at home, at work,
almost nowhere taught us how to listen well.

So much of what we call listening is not really
listening.

While they speak, something else is happening in
our heads. “Is that right?” “What should I say?” “I do
not think so.” “I had a similar experience; should I tell
mine?” Before they finish, our answer is ready. We
barely hear the final sentence because we are
waiting for our turn to speak.

That is not conversation. It is taking turns talking.
Two people alternate saying their own piece. Sounds
pass between them, but hearts do not.

Real listening is different.

Real listening sets your own thoughts aside for a
while. Instead of judging whether they are right or
wrong, it attends to what they are feeling now. It
does not prepare an answer. It remains an open
space until they have finished.
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Being an open space for someone.

This is also humility put into practice: temporarily
clearing away what you know, what you think, what
you want to say. The other person's words enter that
space.

Anyone who has experienced it knows the relief of
someone listening to the end without comment or
advice. The heart feels lighter even though nothing
has been solved. The single feeling “This person
heard me” can comfort more than any solution.

Listening gives another person room to exist. It says
without words, “I know you are here. Your words are
reaching me.”

Why, then, do we open our mouths at once instead
of listening?

When someone shares something painful, we
instinctively want to help. “Here is what to do.” “I
think this would be better.” “Do not take it so
seriously.” These responses are not ill-intentioned.
They come from concern and the wish to help.

But the person receiving them feels something
different. “They want to fix my problem rather than
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hear my heart.” “Are my feelings wrong?” “They care
only about a solution, not about how I feel.”

The wish to help ends up silencing them.

Sometimes the most helpful response is to do
nothing. Not solve. Not advise. Simply say, “I hear
you.” Those three words can be stronger than ten
pieces of advice.

“I hear you” acknowledges someone's experience. It
does not decide right and wrong or offer a solution.
It simply means you have understood that this is
how they felt. That acknowledgment gives them a
sense of safety.

When anger rises, words fly out by reflex.

When their words hit a sore spot, the body reacts
first. Your heart speeds up, your face grows hot,
your mouth opens. Words leave before your
thoughts are organized. Once spoken, they cannot
be gathered back.

“You do this every time!” “You are always like this.”
“What am I supposed to do about it?”
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Those were not the words you wanted to say. The
moment's anger spoke for you. Afterward comes
regret: “Why did I say that?” But it is too late. Their
face has already hardened. The words have already
lodged in their heart.

Here is the difference three seconds can make.

When anger rises, breathe once before speaking.
Three seconds. It feels long. Say nothing during
those seconds. Your heart rests for a beat; the heat
lowers a notch. Then speak.

The same message becomes entirely different
words.

“You do this every time!” → “When this keeps
happening, it is hard on me too.”

“You are always like this.” → “I am upset right now.
Could we talk?”

“What am I supposed to do about it?” → “I am not
sure what would help.”

The content is similar. Where it lands is completely
different. The first words build a wall; the second
open a door. The difference is three seconds.
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Three seconds of silence is not a weapon. It is not
punishment or a cold rejection. It interrupts your
own reflex circuit. It is time to turn words about to
emerge automatically into words you choose.

Those three seconds change a relationship's
temperature. No elaborate technique. One breath
can be enough.

Earlier we spoke about waiting: planting a seed and
trusting change beneath the soil. Eventually a
conversation may resume. The other person
carefully opens a door and offers a word, or you
speak first. That first sentence matters.

In the conversation after waiting, we usually try to
persuade.

“What I mean is…” “The reason I did that…” “You do
not understand.” Their starting point is “I am right.” I
am right; they have not understood yet, so I must
explain better. Conversation becomes one-way.
Success means my words arrive; it ends only when
they agree.

There is another starting point.
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“I want to know you.” “How did you feel?” “This is
what I thought. What was it like for you?” These
begin in curiosity, in the wish to know the other
person's world. Start there, and conversation goes
both ways. Words travel between you, and each can
see the other's heart.

Even with the same topic and conflict, different
starting points lead to different destinations.

Begin with persuasion, and there are winners and
losers. Begin with understanding, and the landscape
widens.

There is a sentence difficult to say in a relationship.

“What you say is right.”

Why do these five words weigh so much? Earlier we
discussed “I may have been wrong.” That opened a
door to possibility. “What you say is right” goes one
step further. It is acknowledgment, not possibility.

It is hard because it feels like defeat, like confirming
you were not right, like declaring that you lost.

Yet what actually happens afterward is the opposite
of defeat.
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Hearing “What you say is right” brings a surprising
change to the other person's heart. The tension of
fighting loosens. Defensive walls come down. And
very often, they step back too. “I went a little too far
as well.” “Not everything I said was right either.”
Such words begin to emerge.

“What you say is right” is not surrender. It puts
oxygen into a relationship and opens an airway in a
blocked conversation. This one sentence moves
things faster than ten arguments.

Of course, sometimes they are not right. Sometimes
their words contradict the facts. You need not force
yourself to say they are right then. But you can
always say, “I understand that you felt that way.”
Factual accuracy and the validity of feelings are
different matters. Acknowledging feelings is not
agreeing with a claim.

Sometimes the best thing to say is nothing.

Words hover in your mouth: “I told you at the time.”
“That is why you should listen to me.” “I was right in
the end.” They may be true. You may really have
warned them first; your judgment may have been
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right. But what changes in the relationship if you say
it now?

When they already know their mistake, “I told you
so” becomes a blade. Because it is true, it hurts
more; they cannot argue back. What they feel is not
regret but shame. Shame closes people. Next time,
being honest with you becomes harder.

Sometimes the words left unsaid are better than the
ones spoken.

This differs from holding back. Holding back
suppresses what you want to say and leaves anger
inside. Here you ask, “Does this relationship need
these words now?” If not, you let them go. You are
choosing words, not swallowing them.

There are two kinds of silence.

One becomes a wall: closing your mouth in anger,
ignoring someone, filling the air with coldness. It
hurts more than words. They freeze without even
knowing what went wrong.

The other becomes space: a silence you choose. It
does not ignore them; it pauses to avoid hurting
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them. There is warmth within that silence, and they
feel it too.

Silence offered with love says more than words.

We speak hundreds of words every day.

Most disappear without being remembered.
Occasionally, very occasionally, a few words change
someone's day. More rarely still, they change
someone's life.

Those words are rarely grand.

“That was hard, wasn't it?” “You are doing well.” “It
is not your fault.” “I am on your side.”

Short. Simple. Yet when they reach the right person
at the right moment, a heart about to collapse can
rise again. The power of words lies in sincerity, not
length; in timing, not technique.

That timing becomes visible when you listen.
Listening with your whole heart, you can sense when
to speak and when to be silent. This is why learning
to listen comes before the technique of speaking.
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One Thing to Try Today.

Today, listen to someone all the way through. Do
not insert your opinion. Wait for their last sentence
to end. Then begin with this.

“I hear you.”

If you do not know what to say after those three
words, you need not say anything. Sometimes “I
hear you” is enough.

It is all right if you cannot today. Listening takes
practice too. We have spent a lifetime practicing
only speaking. You can try again next time.

A few words can break someone or save them. You
do not yet know what kind of seed your next words
will become. But if they come from your sincerity
rather than your reflex circuit, they will surely find
a good place to land.
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Sequence 16

A False Peace Eventually Falls Apart

From the outside, nothing is wrong.

Two people sit at the table. “How was your day?”
“Nothing special.” “Same here.” They clear the dishes
and return to their separate places. No fights, no
raised voices, no cruel words. From outside, it looks
peaceful.

But when you switch off the light and lie down,
things rise to the surface.
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What you could not say again today. What troubled
you but remained unspoken. The “I do not think that
is right” you swallowed. The “I am struggling too”
you covered with “It is fine.” Each is small, no major
conflict. But they accumulate daily. A day's amount is
slight; a year's is substantial. The other person does
not know its weight. You said it was fine.

This is false peace.

Conflict is not absent; it is hidden. Collisions have not
vanished; they have been swallowed. The surface is
calm, but unsaid things lie like layers of mud below.

Why can we not speak?

Because conflict frightens us. If I tell the truth, they
may be hurt or angry. The relationship may worsen.
At worst, it may end.

That fear was usually learned somewhere.

There is a child who pulled the blanket over their
head while their parents fought. To that child,
conflict meant danger. Raised voices felt like the
world falling apart. Growing up, the child developed
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Or someone was hurt after speaking honestly.
Invited to share their feelings, they found courage,
only to hear, “You worry about that?” or “Why are
you so sensitive?” Once or twice, they might try
again. Repeatedly, they bolt the door of their heart.
“Talking is useless.” “It is easier to go along.”

The strategy worked. It avoided immediate clashes;
the relationship did not break right then. So they
keep using it at work, with friends, with partners. “I
can endure.” “I can adapt.” “I can give way.”

But the words held back do not disappear.

They build up in the body: stiff shoulders, aching
stomach, lighter sleep. In behavior: unnoticed sighs,
shorter conversations, averted eyes. In the
relationship's temperature: peaceful outside, yet
somehow cold. Near but not close. Together, yet not
together.

There is the phrase “a nice person.”

It may feel good to hear. Look closely, though, and
something lies hidden behind that title.
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The nice person cannot refuse a request. They put
another's mood before their own opinion. They hide
discomfort, say nothing about wrongdoing, and
retreat at the first hint of conflict.

From outside, they are good: gentle, considerate,
able to get along with anyone. Inside is a different
landscape. What they have endured is piled high:
words they wanted to say, words they needed to say,
their true feelings. It reaches their throat, yet the lid
stays tightly shut.

Their relationships move toward one of two
outcomes.

One is explosion. After enduring and enduring, they
erupt over something small. The quantity and force
of words shock the other person. “Why all of a
sudden?” It is not sudden. Months or years have
come out at once. To the other person it is a bolt
from the blue; to them it is an old story.

The other is separation. Instead of exploding, one
day they quietly leave. They give no reason. Or
rather, there are so many reasons they do not know
where to begin. The other person is shocked again.
“We were fine. You should have told me if something
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was wrong.” They should have spoken. But they did
not know how, could not do so safely, or felt it was
too late.

The cruelest part of false peace is that it deceives the
other person too.

When you say you are fine, they believe you. When
you smile, they think you are happy. When you
express no dissatisfaction, they believe nothing is
wrong.

Then when you explode or leave, they feel betrayed.
“Why did you not tell me sooner?” That question is
not resentment; it is sincere. They truly did not know,
because you hid it so well.

An unspoken truth also withholds opportunity: the
chance to change, to understand, to see your real
heart. Silence takes all those chances away.

False peace does not protect a relationship. It takes
away even the chance to feel pain when the
relationship truly hurts. And it falls apart far more
dramatically than genuine peace.

Earlier we discussed the power of words: listening,
timing, three seconds of silence. Yet even with all
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these skills, some people cannot say what needs
saying. We said some words are better left unsaid.
That is true. The reverse is also true: leave the
necessary words unsaid, and a relationship quietly
dies.

An important distinction is needed here.

Honesty and unfiltered frankness are different.

Frankness pours out exactly what you feel, unfiltered
and unedited. “You annoy me.” “That makes no
sense.” “What do you know?” It is frank, not false.
You may truly be annoyed or find it unreasonable.

But this frankness becomes a blade, striking
precisely where the other person is vulnerable.
Being true makes it more painful; being
unanswerable makes them feel more helpless.

Honesty is different.

Honesty tells the facts in a way that does not harm
the other person. It conveys truth so that truth
becomes a bridge, not a blade.

There are two things you can say in the same
situation.
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Frankness: “You never keep your promises. How
many times has it been?”

Honesty: “When promises keep getting broken, I
find myself feeling hurt.”

Both arise from the same feeling and describe the
same fact, but land in different places. The first
defines the other person. “You always do this” judges
the whole human being. The second communicates
your feeling. “This is how I felt” shares a fact.

“You are wrong” and “This is how I felt” may carry the
same content, but their temperatures differ
completely. One builds a wall; the other opens a
window.

Honesty is not a blade. Use it like one and it harms;
offer it like a gift and it restores the relationship.
How you speak, more than what you say, determines
its direction.

It is possible to speak truth with love.

An old piece of wisdom says, “Speak the truth in
love.” It can seem to force together incompatible
things. Truth sometimes hurts; is love not about
sparing pain? How can both happen at once?
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The secret lies in the order.

Love first, truth afterward. Let care for the other
person settle first, then place the facts upon it. “Am I
saying this to feel relief, or because I want the
relationship to improve?” Ask that first, and the same
truth becomes different words.

Instead of “What is wrong with you lately?” try “I
have been a little worried lately. May I ask about
it?”

Instead of “You always treat only me this way,” try
“When this keeps happening, I find my heart
closing.”

Instead of “Why are you always late?” try “The time
waiting feels rather long to me.”

The content is the same; the direction differs. From
words aimed at someone to words sharing your
feelings. That single shift changes how a
conversation ends.

Of course, this does not guarantee a good reception.
However gently you speak, they may respond
defensively. You need not control that outcome.
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Your responsibility ends with conveying truth
lovingly. How they receive it is their domain.

Let us go one step deeper.

People who struggle to be honest with others
usually struggle to be honest with themselves too.

First, know accurately whether you are angry, sad,
hurt, or afraid. But we are not used to knowing our
own feelings either. Keep saying “I am fine,” and you
stop knowing whether you really are. When covering
feelings becomes a habit, eventually you forget their
names.

“What state is my heart in right now?”

Asking yourself is the first step toward honesty. See
your inner truth first. Acknowledge uncomfortable
feelings instead of covering them. “I am hurt.” “I am
afraid.” “I am lonely.” When you can complete these
sentences within, you can convey the truth to
someone else.

Someone honest with themselves can be honest
with another person.
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Love that involves deceiving yourself is not love.
Ignoring your heart to accommodate another may
resemble love, but it is avoidance. And avoidance is a
way to cool a relationship slowly, quietly, and surely.

Then when should you speak, and when should you
not?

You need not voice every thought or air every
complaint. If honesty meant pouring out everything
you feel, it would be the unfiltered frankness
discussed earlier, not honesty.

There is one guide.

“If I leave this unsaid, will this relationship
gradually become a lie?”

If so, speak. Choose your manner, consider the
timing, put love first, but speak.

If, instead, saying it would relieve you but not help
the relationship, honesty means leaving it unsaid.
Not every truth must be delivered this instant. Some
truths need sharing; others need holding.

The mind alone struggles to distinguish them. The
heart knows. “Are these words for the relationship,
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or for venting my anger?” Ask your heart, and usually
an answer comes.

A relationship built on false peace will one day
shake.

Its foundation is not truth. Peace maintained without
knowing each other falls when the wind comes.
Genuine peace knows both people's uncomfortable
truths and stands together upon them. It knows
things are imperfect and still chooses to go on
together. That is real peace.

Real peace is not the absence of conflict. It is the
place reached after passing through conflict
together.

And that passage always begins with a few words:
not swallowed, sincere, careful but courageous.

One Thing to Try Today.

Today, pause once before saying, “I am fine.” Are
you really? If not, try telling one person close to
you this.

“Actually, it has been a little hard.”
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Saying it may frighten you. You do not know how
they will respond. That fear is natural.

It is all right if you cannot today. Telling the truth
takes practice. Asking someone who has endured
for years to open all at once is too much. Begin
with something very small, with someone safe.
You can try again next time.

A house built on false peace shakes. Real peace
stands on truth. That truth need not be a grand
confession. “Actually, it has been a little hard.”
Sometimes that is enough.
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Are Not the Only One}



Sequence 17

On a Lonely Night, You Are Not the
Only One

The gathering ends, and you come home.

It was a good time. You laughed, talked, ate good
food. You waved goodbye and said, “See you again.”
On foot or by car, you head home. Open the front
door, step inside, close it.

In that moment, silence comes rushing in.
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It is as if all the laughter has drained away at once.
You turn on a light, take off your shoes, sit on the
sofa. A moment ago you were among people; now
you are alone. That is ordinary enough, yet some
days this silence feels unusually large.

You are not hungry or tired. Something remains
unfilled. It is hard to name. A corner of your heart
simply feels hollow.

You open your contacts. Dozens, hundreds of
names. Yet no one comes to mind to call. More
precisely, there are people you could call, but no one
you can tell this feeling to. Someone with whom you
could comfortably say, “I am a little lonely.” You do
not know who that is.

So many relationships, yet lonely.

It sounds contradictory. Many live inside that
contradiction. Outwardly sociable, well connected,
apparently at ease with people, yet when night
comes and they are alone, emptiness arrives.

“No one knows me.”

That sentence sometimes crosses your mind. What
people know is the self you have shown: smiling,
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fine, doing well. What lies behind, the anxious self,
exhausted self, the self that sometimes sinks for no
reason, has been seen by very few.

Where does this feeling come from?

It may be the other person's fault. People who do
not care, do not listen, speak only about themselves.
If most relationships are like that, loneliness is
inevitable.

Sometimes, though, it is worth looking from another
direction.

Perhaps it is not that no one knows you, but that you
have shown yourself to no one.

Earlier we discussed false peace: time spent covering
things with “I am fine,” hiding truth out of fear of
conflict. Continue long enough, and even
surrounded by people, no one knows the real you.
You showed a mask. They think they know you, while
you are left with the bitterness, “It is my mask they
like, not me.”

That is how loneliness grows in the midst of people.

Of course, this is not the whole story.
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There really are moments when you show yourself
and still do not reach someone. You find the courage
to open up, but they do not understand. “What is so
hard?” “Just get some rest.” Not wrong, but you
wanted acknowledgment, not advice. Repeatedly,
this leads to “I am better off alone.” It is
self-protection. Yet protecting yourself makes you
lonelier.

Let us make a distinction.

Being alone and being lonely are different.

Aloneness is a physical state: no one beside you, only
you in the room, no one to talk to now. This is a fact.

Loneliness is a psychological state: the feeling of
disconnection, of not reaching anyone, of having no
one in the world who understands you. This may or
may not be a fact.

The two sometimes overlap and sometimes separate
completely.

You can be lonely in a crowd: at a party, a meeting, a
family gathering. In a place full of sound, you can
feel the deepest silence. People speak, laugh, move,
while you alone seem outside the current.
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Conversely, there are moments alone without
loneliness. A quiet morning, a cup of coffee, doing
nothing yet feeling full. Walking, feeling the wind,
sensing this moment is all right. No one is beside
you, but you are not lonely.

The opposite of loneliness is not company. It is the
feeling of connection.

It may come from connection with others, with
yourself, or with something larger than yourself.
Meeting more people is not necessarily the way
loneliness is filled.

On a sleepless night, you turn on a screen.

Other people's lives flow past: a trip with friends,
dinner with a partner, a smiling child. Someone's
new home, promotion, happy weekend.

You turn it off, and your heart feels heavier.

You are lonelier than before. Before, it was merely
quiet. Now “I am the only one” has been added.
Everyone else seems connected, happy, with
someone. Only you are here alone, looking at a
screen.
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But the person on that screen may, once they switch
theirs off, be spending the same kind of night.

The person posting travel photos may be staring at a
hotel ceiling alone. The one posting a happy dinner
may go home and silently retreat to separate rooms.
What is posted is one scene of life, not its entirety.

There are two kinds of loneliness.

One is genuine loneliness: needing connection and
lacking it. This is a signal, the heart's voice saying, “I
want to reach someone.”

The other is manufactured loneliness, born from
comparison and the mistaken sense that only you
have been left out. Much of it diminishes when
comparison stops.

Distinguishing them matters.

Genuine loneliness needs connection. Manufactured
loneliness needs comparison to stop. The remedies
differ.

Some nights they arrive mixed together. That is all
right too. For now, simply acknowledging that you
are lonely is enough.
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Earlier we spoke of false peace: covering things with
“I am fine,” hiding sincerity, keeping the surface
calm. One question remained: where does a person
who has hidden for so long finally arrive?

At loneliness.

Those who maintain false peace the longest are the
loneliest. People surround them, but no one knows
their real self. Everyone likes the mask; no one has
seen the person behind it.

Follow this loneliness deeper to its roots, and you
reach an old belief.

“I cannot be loved as I am.”

Usually planted long ago: being rejected when you
showed yourself, being told “You must not be like
that” when your real self emerged, “Do not cry” when
you cried, “Why are you angry?” when you were
angry. These experiences accumulated into one
conclusion: “Show the real me, and people leave.”

That belief makes a mask: a self others might like,
sent out into the world. It works well. People like it;
relationships continue. But as it thickens, the gap
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between the real self and the outward self widens.
That gap is loneliness.

The confusion of not knowing whether they like you
or the mask blocks connection. Physically close,
psychologically separated by a wall of glass.

Where does real connection come from?

Not the number of relationships. Their depth.

One person who understands you relieves loneliness
more than a hundred acquaintances. “They saw the
real me and did not leave.” That single experience is
stronger than hundreds of superficial relationships.

Deep connection has two conditions.

One is taking off your mask. Showing not the
perfect, fine, problem-free self, but the anxious,
inadequate, sometimes messy one. It takes courage
because rejection is possible. Yet wearing a mask,
however long you are together, genuine connection
cannot happen.

The other is accepting the other person's mask too.
Knowing they are imperfect, you choose to be with
them, imperfections included. Seeing their
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vulnerability, you feel not disappointment but, “They
have their struggles, just like me.”

When these two meet, a relationship's depth
changes.

“I do not have to pretend to be fine with this person.”
That relief is connection. No dazzling conversations
or frequent meetings are needed. With that relief,
you are not lonely. Without it, even meeting and
talking every day leaves you lonely.

The remedy for loneliness is not more relationships,
but going one layer deeper into one you already
have.

One more thing.

I hope you will not treat feeling lonely itself as a
problem.

We see loneliness as something to eliminate, as if
being lonely were forbidden or meant something
was wrong. So when it rises, we rush to remove it by
meeting people, turning on screens, filling it with
something.

But loneliness is not a wrong emotion.
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It is a signal, the heart's voice wanting connection.
As hunger says, “Eat,” loneliness says, “Reach
someone.” Feeling lonely is no more wrong than
feeling hungry.

Rather, being able to feel loneliness is a capacity.

Those who do not want connection are not lonely.
Those who have closed their hearts completely are
not lonely. Those who conclude they need no one
are not lonely. But are they happy? No.

Feeling lonely means your capacity for connection is
alive. You still want to reach someone. As long as
that desire lives, connection is possible. Loneliness is
not an ending, but a starting point.

And even now, someone is spending the same kind
of night.

As you stare at the ceiling, someone somewhere is
doing the same. As you wonder, “Am I the only one?”
someone else wonders, “Am I the only one?” As you
open your contacts and close them again, someone
else does exactly that.

Loneliness seems intensely personal, yet it is among
the most universal emotions.
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Those who seem most successful, most sociable,
most loved meet the same silence when alone at
night. No one is immune to loneliness. It is a
condition of being human.

Paradoxically, loneliness also connects us. “I am
lonely, and so are you.” Acknowledging this already
creates a layer of connection. Saying “I am a little
lonely too” connects more deeply than meeting as
perfect selves. Vulnerability becomes a bridge
instead of a weakness.

One Thing to Try Today.

Contact one person today with your real feelings,
not just a greeting. Instead of “How have you
been?” try this.

“I have been a little lonely lately. I thought of you.”

It may feel embarrassing: you might seem weak,
burdensome, strange. Yet the recipient is quite
likely to feel, “It was not just me.” Perhaps they
have been spending the same nights.
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It is all right if you cannot today. Acknowledging
loneliness is already a step. Feeling it means
wanting connection. As long as that wish lives, you
are not alone. You can try again next time.

On a lonely night, you are not the only one. Even
now, someone somewhere is spending the same
night. Unseen, but there.
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Sequence 18

What Your Envy Is Trying to Tell You

A friend gets in touch.

Good news: a promotion, someone wonderful they
met, a long-prepared plan finally coming together.
Their voice is happy. “Really? Congratulations!” you
say. You mean it. You are genuinely glad. You know
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how long they worked for it. Of course it deserves
celebration.

But after the call, something rises.

A hard feeling to explain. Something small but
impossible to ignore, existing beside the joy. A
corner of your heart stings. “What about me?” quietly
appears. They are moving ahead while you are still
here. You do not want to compare, but comparison
happens automatically.

Then you feel ashamed. “Why do I feel this way when
things went well for my friend?” “Was I this
small-minded?” “Am I bad for not celebrating
wholeheartedly?”

Guilt piles onto the feeling. Envy is hard enough;
now you also hate yourself for envying. A double
weight.

First, I want to say this.

That feeling is natural. You do not feel envy because
you are a bad person.

Envy is not a moral defect.
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From childhood, we are taught not to envy. “Do not
compare yourself with others.” “Be grateful for what
you have.” “Jealousy is bad.” Well-intentioned words,
with a side effect: the moment envy appears,
self-blame starts automatically. Judgment of the
feeling creates more suffering than the feeling itself.

Envy is simply a feeling, no different from hunger or
sleepiness. An honest expression of “I want that too.”
Its appearance means there is still something you
want to achieve. Someone who wants nothing feels
no envy.

Earlier we discussed not judging others. The same
principle applies to yourself. Do not judge yourself
for envy. Rather than suppressing it with “I must not
feel this,” it is far healthier to notice, “Oh, this is what
I wanted.”

Envy becomes a signal when noticed and poison
when ignored.

There is an interesting fact.

You do not feel envy in fields you do not care about.

You hear that the world chess champion has lost to
someone. If chess does not interest you, you feel
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nothing. You hear someone won a marathon. If
running does not interest you, you think,
“Impressive,” and move on.

But a colleague gets promoted, and you feel
unsettled. A friend your age buys a home, and
something lands heavily in your chest. Someone in
your field gains recognition, and your
congratulations carry complicated feelings.

Look at where jealousy arises, and a pattern
appears.

It arises only where something you truly want exists.

This is an important discovery. Jealousy is a compass
of desire, signaling what you want, where you wish
to go, what matters to you. Your real wish lies in the
direction it points.

Peel back one layer of “I envy them,” and you find “I
want that too.” Another layer reveals “Could it be
possible for me?” That question is the heart of it.

“Do not compare.”

You have heard it hundreds of times. It is true.
Comparison has no end, and the more you compare,
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the unhappier you become. But honestly, is stopping
completely possible?

Humans compare. It was a survival tool. Comparing
with our surroundings to locate ourselves is almost
an automatic brain function. “Do not compare”
resembles “Do not breathe.” Willpower alone cannot
stop it.

So we need another approach.

Instead of trying to stop comparison, read what it is
telling you.

Ask sincerely, “Why do I envy this person?” and
unexpected answers emerge.

Envying a promoted friend may not be about the
promotion. Its real name may be “I want
recognition.” Envying a friend with a new partner
may be less about that partner than wanting to be
chosen. Envying a traveler may be about freedom
rather than travel.

Look beneath envy's surface, and what you truly
want becomes clear.
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Once you know, envy becomes direction. “This is
where I wanted to go.” That discovery is the first
turning point from pain to motivation.

Earlier we discussed loneliness, wanting connection
without finding it. There is a more complicated
moment: connection exists, yet your heart splits
within it. Someone close is happy, and their
happiness brings you joy and pain at once.

As envy deepens, relationships slowly grow distant.

At first, small things: slower replies to their news,
shorter congratulations, fewer meetings. You do not
consciously avoid them, but distance grows
unconsciously. Being with them makes you feel
smaller.

Deeper still, something else happens. “What is so
special about them?” “They were just lucky.” “It will
not last.” You say it inwardly or to someone else. A
pattern develops in which you can feel better only by
diminishing them.

Here the relationship cracks. They do not know why
you are distant or different. You also struggle to
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explain it. Pride will not let you name envy, and other
excuses are unconvincing.

Neglected envy severs relationships. It is not the
feeling itself that harms them, but turning away
from it.

But the opposite possibility exists too.

An unusual teaching comes down through old
wisdom: “Rejoice together.” See another's happiness
and rejoice as if it were your own.

At first it sounds unrealistic. “How can I celebrate
their success as my own?” It seems fit for saints,
impossible for ordinary people.

Yet we have already done it.

A child's first steps: the parent is happier than the
child. Their achievement becomes yours. A loved one
passes an exam they prepared for so long; you jump
as if you passed. A dear friend smiles again after a
hard season; their smile brightens your heart.

Shared joy is not an unattainable state. We already
know it. Only the people we extend it to are limited:
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family, partners, close friends. What comes naturally
with them grows difficult with a little distance.

A shift here changes life.

Widen the circle of those whose joy you share, and
its sources grow exponentially. Joy limited to your
achievements offers limited opportunities:
something good must happen to you. Share the joy
around you, and its sources become infinite. Every
moment of every day, something good is happening
to someone.

One wisdom tradition expressed it this way: “Share
another's joy, and the universe doubles in size.”
Living only on your own joy means inhabiting one
world. Sharing others' joy expands that world
twofold.

This is no moral obligation. It is a choice for yourself.

How, then, do we cross from envy to shared joy?

The key is one shift.

“They can do it, and I cannot.”
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That sentence turns envy into pain. Their
achievement seems to prove your inadequacy, as if
the pie were fixed and their share diminished yours.

But life is not a fixed pie.

“If they could do it, it is possible for me too.”

Change the sentence, and the same situation looks
entirely different. Their achievement proves
possibility, not your lack. “They showed that this path
exists.” Seen this way, the person you envy is a
pioneer, not an enemy.

With that shift, envy becomes inspiration.

“I want to be like them” becomes direction instead of
pain. You can celebrate their success while walking
your own path. Both can coexist. Celebration and
aspiration do not contradict each other.

Of course, the shift does not happen all at once.

When envy rises, first acknowledge it. “I feel
envious.” Not denying or suppressing it is the first
step. Then peel back a layer: “What do I really want?”
If possible, take the last step: “Their doing it means it
is possible.”
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The three steps do not always flow smoothly.
Sometimes you stop at the first. That is all right.
Acknowledging the feeling is already a step.

Someday you hear good news from someone close
and feel genuine joy, without sting or comparison,
simply glad things went well. Then you will feel your
heart has widened.

The moment you share another's joy, your world
grows a little wider. It is not for them, but for you.

One Thing to Try Today.

If someone you envy comes to mind today, try two
things.

First, offer sincere congratulations. Brief is fine.

“I am glad for you. I mean it.”

Second, ask yourself, “What do I really want?”

The answer to the second question may be the
most important thing you gain today.

317



It is all right if you cannot today. Envy does not
become inspiration overnight. Simply do not hate
yourself when you feel it. That alone is enough.
You can try again next time.

Your envy is telling you something: you have not
given up; there is still something you want. That
desire being alive is evidence that you are still
growing.
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Sequence 19

It Is Okay to Say No

You wake in the morning.

There is much to do again today, including things
that are not yours: a colleague's request, a friend's
need for help, a role your family expects. Each is
hard to refuse. They seem to need it, no one else
seems available, refusal might make things
awkward.

So you say, “Sure, it is fine.” “I will do it.” “It is no big
deal.”
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By day's end, you are exhausted. Strangely, almost
nothing you did was what you wanted. Meeting
other people's needs swallowed your whole day.
Tomorrow will be similar. So will the day after.

You are good to everyone. You accept requests, run
to help, smile without showing discomfort. From
outside, considerate, generous, warm.

But alone at night, emptiness rises. “Why am I
always living for others?” “What do I want?” “When
do I get to live my own life?”

Those questions do not mean you are selfish. They
are signals from your heart.

The wish to be good usually begins somewhere
beautiful: wanting to help, to get along, to be
needed. None of that is bad.

But the moment it becomes “I must be good,”
something changes.

“I must be good” means “Unless I am good, I will not
be loved.” Refuse and they will dislike me. State my
opinion and things will become awkward. Fail their
expectations and they will leave.
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This fear usually begins in childhood.

A child was praised for meeting a parent's
expectations and scolded for expressing an opinion.
The child forms a formula: “Compliance is safe;
refusal is dangerous.” Growing up, it applies
everywhere: work, friendship, romance. Before
consulting their own opinion, they check the other's
mood. Before knowing their needs, they meet the
other's.

Earlier we discussed false peace. The nice-person
mask extended beyond words to actions, time, even
life's direction, all fitted to someone else. It is not
merely a mask; life itself is woven in another
person's shape.

Such a person often does not know what they want;
they have not asked for so long. “What do you want
to do?” brings no ready answer. Others' wishes have
always come first.

“No.”

Why do these two letters weigh so much?

The fear of refusal is simple: it feels as if the
relationship will end. No will disappoint them;
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disappointment brings distance; distance leads to
departure. The logic operates automatically.

But what happens in reality?

Far more relationships end because someone could
not say no: enduring until they explode, quietly
leaving from exhaustion, anger accumulating until
the bond cools. Avoiding refusal did not save the
relationship. It slowly killed it.

A healthy no does not destroy a relationship. It
makes it sustainable.

“I am sorry, today is difficult.” “I want to help, but I
am not doing well right now.” “That part is a little
hard for me.”

At first they may be taken aback, because until now
you always said yes. In time, though, your yes
becomes more trustworthy. “When they say yes, they
really mean it.” Acceptance from someone able to
refuse carries a different weight from acceptance by
someone unable to.

No does not push the other person away. It protects
you. And only someone who protects themselves can
truly give.
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Let us make a distinction.

Drawing a boundary and building a wall are
different.

A wall blocks. It lets no one in. To avoid hurt, it severs
every relationship or shuts the heart completely. It
seems safe, but isolates you inside. No one can hurt
you, and no one can reach you.

A boundary is different: a fence with a gate. It says,
“This far is fine; beyond here is difficult for me.” The
gate is open. People can enter. It simply makes clear
how far they may come.

No one can approach a person behind a wall. A
person with boundaries is easy to approach, because
people know what is acceptable. In fact, clear
boundaries make someone safer to be around. The
other person knows where care is needed.

A boundary is not hostility toward another person. It
is respect for yourself.

Someone who respects themselves can respect
others. Someone unaware of their own boundaries
does not know others' boundaries either.
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Earlier we discussed sharing another's joy: rejoicing,
hurting, walking together. It is beautiful. But
togetherness has a condition: you must not
disappear in the process.

An important distinction is needed here.

Self-sacrifice and self-destruction are different.

Self-sacrifice is a choice. You willingly decide to share
what is yours: staying up all night for a child, making
time for a friend, briefly postponing your work for a
colleague. Afterward you are tired but peaceful,
because you feel you chose it.

Self-destruction is different. You were dragged along
without choice, unable to refuse, afraid of being
disliked, compelled to meet expectations. After
giving yourself away for those reasons, anger rises:
“Why should I do this?” Emptiness follows: “Why am I
always like this?” You resent them: “They did not
even thank me.”

They look similar outside. Both do something for
another. What happens inside is the opposite.

The way to distinguish them is simple.
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“How will my heart feel when this is over?”

If the answer is peaceful, it is self-sacrifice. You gave
what you could give.

If the answer is angry or empty, it is self-destruction.
You forced out what you could not give.

Self-sacrifice is beautiful. Self-destruction is
dangerous. Confuse them, and you consume
yourself in the name of love.

Those heading toward self-destruction share a habit.

They try to take responsibility even for another
person's feelings.

“If I refuse, they will be hurt.” “If I do not do this,
they will struggle.” “If I say I do not want to, they
will be disappointed.”

These thoughts come from kindness, care, concern.
But a trap lies within them.

Their feelings belong to their domain.

Earlier we said you are responsible for your
response, not their change. The same applies to
feelings. If you refuse politely and they feel
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disappointed, that is their emotion, outside what you
can manage.

Your responsibility ends with conveying refusal
respectfully. Their feelings afterward are theirs to
process. Try to manage even their disappointment,
and your life disappears. Every choice becomes
governed by how they will feel; your own needs
remain last forever.

This does not mean disregarding their feelings.
Consideration and responsibility differ. Attending to
their heart is care; trying to create their feelings for
them is excessive responsibility. Knowing the
boundary matters.

One more thing.

“Am I afraid of disappointing them, or of their
reaction when disappointed?”

Ask yourself, and the answer may surprise you.
Often the real fear is not disappointment itself but
how they will treat you afterward: coldness, anger,
distance. That is what frightens you.

Simply noticing the fear lets you step outside the
automatic response. “I fear not refusal itself, but the
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change in our relationship afterward.” Knowing this,
you can choose a more thoughtful way to refuse.
Often, that refusal does not harm the relationship.

You cannot pour from an empty cup.

The metaphor is simple, yet many live in precisely
the opposite way. Even empty, they keep trying to
pour, squeezing out something they do not have to
give others. The more they squeeze, the drier they
become; the drier they become, the more
resentment grows. “I give this much. Why does no
one fill me?”

Perhaps no one failed to fill you; perhaps you did not
give yourself time to be filled. You did not rest when
needed, refuse when needed, or keep the time you
needed for yourself.

Self-care is not selfish. What you give while
exhausted and depleted may look like love outside,
but resentment rides within it. Only what you give
from fullness becomes genuine love.

Only when full can you truly give: overflowing
naturally rather than squeezing yourself dry. This is
the structure of healthy love.
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Let us return to the preface. Unconditional love does
not permit every behavior. Love does not erase
boundaries; it makes them healthy. Someone who
can say no can say yes sincerely.

Refusal is not a technique. It is understanding
yourself.

“What can I give right now, and what can I not?”

“Will doing this leave me peaceful, or will anger
build?” “Is this yes genuine, or a yes born of fear of
saying no?”

The habit of asking yourself is where boundaries
begin.

No grand declaration is needed. “I will rest a little
today.” “This time may be difficult.” “I am sorry, I do
not think that is my responsibility.” Quiet sentences
like these are enough.

One Thing to Try Today.

Today, choose one thing because you want to,
rather than because you must. Something tiny is
fine. Choose your lunch. Walk if you want to walk.
Rest if you want to rest. Make just one choice
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following your heart instead of another person's
expectations.

It is all right if you cannot today. For someone long
accustomed to living for others, choosing for
themselves may feel unfamiliar and unsettling.
Guilt may appear. It is the afterimage of an old
habit. Habits change slowly. You can try again next
time.

You need to be all right first for those beside you
to be all right too. The yes of someone who knows
how to say no is the most trustworthy yes in the
world.
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Sequence 20

Someone Whose Presence Gives You
Strength

Everyone has at least one person like this.

They say nothing especially profound, give no
dazzling advice, solve no problems for you. Yet
beside them, you feel strangely reassured.
Somehow, you feel you might be able to do it. Your
hunched shoulders straighten a little.

There is also the opposite person: exceptionally
capable, knowledgeable, with plenty of experience.
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Yet beside them you shrink. A tension settles in: I am
inadequate; I must prove something; I must not
make a mistake.

Both may be good people. Both may care about you.
Yet what you feel beside them differs completely.

Where does that difference come from?

Not ability or knowledge. It is a difference in their
way of being.

There are two ways to lead people.

One leads through fear.

“You must do it this way.” “Why is it still not done?”
“Is this the best you can do?” These words move
people, certainly. They do not want scolding, want
recognition, fear falling behind. But the movement is
outward. The body follows; the heart closes. They do
what is ordered, no more. They nod in front of you
and sigh when they turn away.

Around a person who leads through fear, people
hide mistakes, conceal vulnerability, and keep their
true feelings unspoken. The surface is orderly;
beneath it, things quietly collapse. This happens not
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only at work, but in families, friendships, and
romantic relationships too.

The other way leads through trust.

“What do you think?” “Tell me if it is hard.” “Mistakes
are okay. Let us look together.” These may produce
no immediate action and seem inefficient. In time,
people begin moving on their own. They act without
being told, speak without being asked, and do not
hide mistakes.

Beside someone who leads through trust, people
feel safe. Safety allows honesty; honesty reveals the
real problem; seeing the real problem makes a real
solution possible.

Fear is fast. Trust is slow. What fear builds collapses
easily; what trust builds lasts.

What moves people?

Not instructions. Sincerity.

However accurate, words without heart remain
sound. Perfect logic loses force without sincerity.
Conversely, clumsy words reach someone when
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sincere. Even inadequate expression opens a heart
when they feel, “This person truly cares about me.”

Recall what someone has done for you. What stayed
longest was likely not the most perfect gesture, but
the most sincere: a clumsy gift made with heart, time
spent listening to the end without eloquent words,
an “I am on your side” when they could not solve
anything.

People are moved not by perfection, but by sincerity.

There is an inherited piece of wisdom.

“If you wish to be first, become a friend to
everyone.”

At first it sounds paradoxical. To be first, you would
expect to climb high, yet it tells you to go low. It says
the one who serves is greatest: not the person
looking down from above, but the one supporting
from below.

This is not a moral lesson. It is the physics of
relationships.
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Beside someone who presses from above, only the
pressed-down remain, and they leave when they
can. Beside someone who supports from alongside,
people who want to stand on their own gather. They
stay by choice.

People gather around someone who serves for
simple reasons: safety, freedom from judgment,
permission to be as they are.

Earlier we discussed humility's paradox: lowering
yourself and rising. This is how it works in
relationships. Beside someone who does not try to
prove themselves, people begin proving themselves
on their own.

Earlier we discussed boundaries: protecting yourself,
knowing how to say no, not pouring from an empty
cup. Once boundaries exist, a question remains.
Having protected yourself, what will you do?

That is where service begins.

But care is needed. The distinction between
self-sacrifice and self-destruction applies equally to
service.

Genuine and false service differ.
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True service overflows. From fullness, it moves
naturally outward. You remain peaceful afterward.
No thanks or recognition are necessary. Giving itself
is the joy.

False service seeks recognition. It helps to look good,
be judged capable, prove oneself needed. Afterward
the heart is anxious: “Did they notice?” “Are they
grateful?” “What would they do without me?” If these
questions arise, it is a transaction, not service.

The test is the same as before.

“How will my heart feel when this is over?”

If light, it is genuine service. If heavy, look again:
what did you expect, what were you trying to prove?

No special ability is needed. Stay beside someone,
listen, ask if they are all right, wait while they find
their own answer. These small things add up to
becoming someone whose presence gives another
person strength.

There is a shift here.

Doing well alone and enabling people to do well
together are different.
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Doing well alone is ability, worthy of respect. But it
does not necessarily make good relationships.
Others may shrink beside such a person. “They do
everything; there is nothing for me.” “Compared with
them, I am nothing.”

Enabling others to do well together is influence. In
that person's presence, people bring out what is
within: trying what they could not, showing what
they hid, taking up what they abandoned.

Influence does not come from status. Title, age,
experience are not its source. It comes from how you
exist.

Without explanation, the space grows quiet.

Beside an anxious person, by contrast, your body
tenses before anything happens.

The air responds before words do.

Before we speak to one another,

we are already exchanging these signals.
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More than what you say,

the state in which you are present

has the greater influence on those around you.

Your state influences the state of those beside you. A
sense of duty cannot accomplish this. You must first
be settled yourself for that steadiness to flow
naturally outward.

Reading this far, you may think:

“But I am not that kind of person.”

Leadership suggests someone out front:
loud-voiced, quick to decide, eloquent before a
crowd. That is not me. I do not speak well, find the
front uncomfortable, prefer being quietly behind.

But think about it.

Who stayed beside you when things were hard?
Were they necessarily dazzling? Often, they simply
sat quietly with you, saying little, their presence itself
a comfort.

You may be that person for someone too.
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In your family, friendships, workplace,
neighborhood. Without your knowing, someone may
be gaining strength beside you. Your “Are you all
right?” may have changed a day. Your smile may
have been someone's only warmth that day.

Leadership is not a title. It is influence, arising not
from doing something special, but from the kind of
presence you bring.

Now let us look back over what this book has
explored.

Know yourself first (Sequence 1), see relationships
as mirrors (Sequence 2), learn what unconditional
love means (Sequence 3), give first (Sequence 4),
release attachment (Sequence 5), face family
wounds (Sequence 6), become able to let go
(Sequence 7), grieve fully (Sequence 8), forgive
(Sequence 9), wish others well (Sequence 10), ease
your grip (Sequence 11), stop judging (Sequence
12), grow humble (Sequence 13), wait (Sequence
14), listen (Sequence 15), speak truth (Sequence
16), acknowledge loneliness (Sequence 17), share
joy (Sequence 18), protect yourself (Sequence 19).
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When all of this comes together, a person's way of
being changes.

They have not learned special techniques. They have
faced, released, and accepted what was inside, one
thing at a time. Changed this way, they become
someone whose presence gives strength, not
because they speak much, but because they are at
peace within, trying neither to prove themselves nor
to change others.

Beside such a person, others change on their own.

One Thing to Try Today.

Today, offer one person close to you this feeling
instead of instructions or advice.

“I am on your side.”

You need not say it aloud. A short text or simply
sitting beside them is fine. You need not solve their
problem. Letting them feel your trust is enough.
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It is all right if you cannot today. Being someone's
strength is a way of being, not a grand act. If you
feel even a little more at ease today, someone
beside you will feel a little more at ease too. You
can try again next time.

Someone whose presence gives strength. You may
already be that person for someone.

344



21
Sequence



{When You Change, a
Whole World Changes}



Sequence 21

When You Change, a Whole World
Changes

Nothing grand happened.

One morning, one person's response changed. That
was all.

Normally, they would have become angry. The other
person's tone grated, the timing was bad, the day
had begun uneasily. Just as their mouth was about
to open, something stopped. Words that once would
have flown out stayed a moment. Three seconds,
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perhaps. They did nothing during those seconds.
They simply paused.

Then they looked again: at the face, not the tone; at
what lay beneath the irritating words. Tired?
Anxious? Not angry with me, perhaps, but exhausted
by themselves?

That was all.

No great awakening, no result of spiritual practice.
No morning meditation, no inspiring reading the
night before. At some point, the response had
simply changed a little. They could not say exactly
when that little change began.

Yet that small change, very quietly, began moving
something.

When someone changes, those closest are the first
to know.

Let me tell you about a child.

The child's parents argued often. Not big fights:
objects seldom flew, voices rarely rose. It was simply
cold. The table was quiet, eyes did not meet, the air
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was heavy. The child could not explain it, but their
body knew the temperature of the house was low.

The child closed their bedroom door and ate with
their head down. Quiet at school too. The teacher
called them well-behaved, but they were not simply
quiet; they had learned not to attract attention. The
household's tension was written into their body.

Then one day, something changed.

One parent's response changed, very slightly.
Instead of a sigh came, “Yes, that must have been
hard.” Just once. Whether deliberate or unconscious
was unclear.

But the child felt it.

They could not explain the difference. Yet that
evening, they did homework with their door open.
An ordinary thing, but in this house it was not
ordinary.

No one taught this. No one asked for an open door.
The child felt the changed air. Their body knew first
that it was safer.
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One person's changed response altered the air of
the house. As the air changed, the child's body
changed. As the child changed, the atmosphere at
the table changed. All of it happened without anyone
intending it.

Love cannot be taught. It can only spread.

The same happens in wider settings.

There was someone in a team who spoke little,
neither the loudest in meetings nor the one with the
most ideas. Yet meetings felt different with and
without them. In their presence, people were a little
more honest. Admitting mistakes was less
frightening. “I do not know” came more easily.

What was different?

They did not sigh at mistakes. Their expression
stayed the same when someone was wrong. Their
most common response was, “You could see it that
way.” They listened with curiosity rather than
judgment.

It was not strategy or a technique learned from
someone. At some point, they themselves had
changed. They had gone through facing, releasing,
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and accepting something inside. That process
seeped outward.

They never tried to change the team, yet it changed.
People became more honest with one another.
Problems surfaced sooner and were resolved faster.
Less energy went into hiding mistakes; more was
available for the work itself.

Without that one person's change, the team would
still have been cautious, defensive, efficient only on
the surface.

Change inside one person changes the air of the
space they inhabit. Changed air changes the people
breathing it. This is no theory; you have probably
experienced it. Some rooms grow heavy when
someone enters; others feel easy because someone
is there. The difference comes not from what that
person does, but from their state.

Let us examine one thing here.

There is a saying: “A shared wish travels faster than a
solitary one.”

It does not mean joining forces or gathering more
people. Its actual meaning is this.
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When one person is peaceful, the person beside
them becomes more likely to find peace too. Two
peaceful people change their surroundings. Three
changed people already create an atmosphere.

The reach of one person's inner state is far wider
than they realize.

Your own calm reaches further than you think.

This is not a mission or a resolve to change the
world. It is closer to the opposite. Simply be at ease,
and the person beside you relaxes. Be less defensive,
and they remove their armor. Stop judging, and they
become honest.

Changing the world begins not with doing
something to it, but with something changing within
yourself.

And that change is already happening.

Inside you, as you read this.

Earlier we spoke of someone whose presence gives
strength and changes those around them. What
happens when that reaches beyond one person, one
relationship?
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The answer is surprisingly quiet.

No revolution, no news story. No one may notice. Yet
one day, the neighborhood's air is different.

One person greeted a neighbor whose eyes they had
avoided despite meeting daily. “Good morning.” The
neighbor looked surprised. Another greeting the
next day. On the third day, the neighbor greeted
first. A week later, that neighbor began greeting the
people next door too.

No greeting movement was launched, no campaign
or resolution. One person's step spread quietly. This
is what change actually looks like. Invisible threads
connect people; move one end, and the other
trembles slightly.

We are all connected by invisible threads. Abstract as
it sounds, you already know it from experience.
When one person smiles, the person beside them
starts to smile too. Someone's tears make your heart
heavy even without knowing why. Seeing someone
give an older person their bus seat warms another
observer's heart.
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Love is the only energy that grows by being shared.
Money, time, strength: other things diminish when
divided. Warmth grows. Sincerity offered to one
person passes through them to another, without
reducing the original amount, growing instead.

There is something to untangle here.

“What good is it if only I am happy?”

Some will think this. With so many wounds and
suffering people in the world, what meaning could
your private peace have? Your happiness will not
change the world.

That feeling comes from somewhere good. It means
you are not indifferent to others' suffering.

But let us look at one thing together.

What is it like beside someone exhausted? Can
someone depleted give strength? Can someone at
war within offer peace?

Earlier we said you cannot pour from an empty cup.
The same principle applies. Becoming happy is not
selfish. You need to be at ease for the person beside
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you to feel at ease. Only when full can you overflow
toward others.

Not “What difference will my happiness make?” but
“My becoming happy is the first gift I can give the
world.” This is not self-justification. It is a structural
truth.

Before trying to change the world, first be all right
yourself. That is the starting point, and enough for
something to begin.

Let us look back on the path we have walked
together through this book.

We began with the relationship to ourselves, first
looking at how we treat ourselves. We learned to see
relationships as mirrors and to understand
unconditional love as strength, not weakness. We
explored giving first, releasing attachment, facing
family wounds, becoming able to let go. We learned
to grieve fully and understood forgiveness as
something for ourselves, not the other person. We
spoke of wishing someone well, the hardest
freedom.
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We learned to ease our grip, stop judging, grow
humble, and wait. We discussed listening, speaking
truth, facing loneliness, sharing joy, boundaries that
protect us, and becoming a person who serves.

It was a long road. In one sentence, it comes to this.

I cared for myself first. Then that care flowed
outward.

There is no further secret. This simple principle is all
that every wisdom tradition has tried to convey for
thousands of years.

So you do not have to try to change more.

You may think, “I am still not enough.” “There is
someone I cannot forgive.” “I still get angry.”
“Judgment still comes first sometimes.” “My
boundaries are still poor.” “No is still hard to say.”

Of course. No person is finished.

This book was not about making perfect
relationships, still less becoming a perfect person. It
was about gradually knowing what is inside you.
About that process already being change. About one
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moment of awareness changing one relationship,
and that change reaching places you never notice.

Before changing the world, be a little warmer to the
person before you today. If you ask whether that is
changing the world, yes, that is changing the world.

You need not make sweeping change or reach far
away. Here, now, the person before you is enough.
And the greatest gift you can offer them is being
there in a state of being all right yourself.

The time to close this book is drawing near.

I want to leave just this.

You were already changing while reading. A
sentence stirred your heart; another stopped your
eyes; another brought someone's face to mind. That
stirring, that pause, that remembering are already
change. Without a grand resolution, you have
changed.

When you change, a whole world changes. This is
not a slogan. It is the name of what you have already
been doing.
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The smile you gave this morning. The remark you
held back. The time you could listen. Curiosity
offered instead of judgment. Together, somewhere
you do not know, these are changing someone's day
a little.

That much is enough.

Yes, that much really is enough.

Now you can simply live this way.
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Epilogue

It Is Okay to Be Clumsy at Love

It was a long road.

We began by looking at the person called oneself,
and came to the person before us, beside us, the
one who left, the one who hurt us, and the one we
have not yet met.

Looking back, the road this book has traveled comes
down to one sentence.

Love is not a technique. It is a direction.
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The evening of your resolve not to get angry, you got
angry again. On the day you intended to listen, you
found yourself doing all the talking. The method was
in your head; your heart was elsewhere.

It troubled us. Knowing and still failing felt pathetic.
But it was not. The method was not wrong; the order
was simply different.

This book did not teach methods. Instead, we looked
together at direction.

Toward embracing yourself first, discovering
yourself in another, releasing conditions one by one.
Toward waiting, listening, letting go. Toward all of
this quietly spreading outward.

When the direction is right, methods follow
naturally. Change where the heart points, and the
words you speak, where your hands reach, where
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your eyes rest all change. This is the real order in
which relationships transform.

This book did not promise perfect relationships. It
never made that promise.

After you close it, relationships will still be difficult.
There will still be misunderstandings, wounds,
nights alone staring at the ceiling. What may change
is how you see yourself in that moment.

Oh, I am afraid. Oh, I had expectations. Oh, this is
not their problem, but an old wound of mine.

That single awareness makes space between one
reaction and another. Choice is born there.

What this book hopes to leave you is not knowledge,
but that space.

It is nothing grand. When blamed, take a breath
instead of striking back. Within that breath, let
“Could they be struggling too?” pass through. That is
all.

Or an old friend's words hurt you. Once, you would
have dwelled on them for days. Now you suddenly
ask, “Is this hurt from now, or something
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accumulated long ago?” The very appearance of the
question means something has already changed.

Change does not arrive like a drama. No morning
suddenly makes every relationship good. Instead,
tiny moments change. They accumulate until one
day you look back and the landscape is different.

The older the relationship, the slower change feels.
Time builds inertia; we keep seeing the other person
in the same familiar way. But break that inertia once,
and more than that relationship changes. Someone
who has moved the heaviest thing knows they can
move others too.

If even one of this book's twenty-one stories stays in
your heart, it is enough.

You need not remember or practice them all. One is
enough. Just one today.

Pressing yourself a little less. Listening to the end.
Reaching out first. Loosening an attachment. Calling
family. Quietly letting someone who left go. Crying
when you need to. Releasing hatred. Easing your
grip. Stopping judgment. Waiting. Speaking
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sincerely. Setting a boundary. Staying beside
someone.

Some may be possible now; others still far away.
That is all right. Do the one available now. It will lead
to the next.

Perhaps what you remember is not a sentence in the
book, but a face it brought to mind, an old feeling
that rose on a page. That is its real gift: your own
story laid over the words.

In Sequence 21, we discussed one person's change
spreading into the world.

What I want to say at the end is much smaller.

You need not change the world or worry about
humanity. Today, offer a little more warmth to the
person before you. That is enough. And you yourself
are included among those people.

Right now, why not offer a few words to yourself, the
person who read this far?

You have worked hard. Thank you for coming this
far.
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As you read, you may have been practicing love
without knowing it. If a sentence hurt, it means you
still love that much. Someone numb does not hurt.
As much as you hurt, you are alive; as much as you
are alive, you can love.

You may close the book now.

The book closes; your story continues. Tomorrow
you will wake and meet people again. It is all right if
you cannot recall its contents then. Whatever has
already entered you will rise naturally when needed.

So you can ease your grip. You need not strain.

You are already loving enough.
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Appendix

A Letter to the Reader

I hesitated for a long time over whether to write this
letter.

After the epilogue, an author's words are finished.
Yet as I was about to close the book, something
remained: an untold story, written nowhere in this
series, yet present on every page.

My own story.
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I could not love myself.

You who have read this far will know the weight of
those words. When you cannot love yourself, every
relationship crumbles. As I wrote in Sequence 1, how
you treat yourself becomes how the world treats
you. I treated myself most cruelly, and the world
reflected it exactly.

In the past, I tried several times to give up my life.

That may surprise you: someone who wrote a book
about love tried to end their own life. Yet that is
precisely why I could write it. Someone who does not
know the bottom may find it hard to know the way
up from it.

Eventually I was admitted to a psychiatric hospital.
White walls, fixed hours, closed doors. For the first
time, I had to stop. There was nowhere to run. What
busyness, relationships, and achievement had
covered outside all rose in that quiet room. Why did I
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hate myself this much? I could no longer avoid the
question.

I know the bottom. My body remembers how it feels.

At that time, no one was beside me.

No, more precisely, people were there, but I
pushed them away.

I had good friends.

People sincerely concerned for me came close. I
feared them. Closeness seemed to lead to
abandonment, so I pushed them away first. I
thought leaving before being left would hurt less. Of
course it did not; it hurt more. But I knew no other
way. As in Sequence 5, I feared love. Afraid of being
loved, I destroyed love first.

I had relationships with good people.

They tried to accept me as I was. Yet I was so afraid
of abandonment that I left first. End it before giving
them a reason to leave, and at least control would be
mine. I know now how foolish that calculation was.
Then, it was survival.
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I cut ties with my family for nearly ten years.

I could not understand my parents: why they did
those things, said those words, were absent when
needed. I did not yet know, as I wrote in Sequence 6,
that the wounds received from parents were wounds
they too received from theirs. Unable to understand,
I could not stay, so I severed ties. Ten years is a long
time. We disappeared from one another's lives.

I feared losing even a little.

Losing in a relationship felt like death. I even studied
argumentative writing to fight verbally. Any gap in
their logic, I attacked. Winning felt hollow, but better
than losing. The line in Sequence 11, “The need to
win comes from fear,” is something I know in my
bones, not just my head. I was that person.

I could not refuse.

Saying I did not want something seemed to make
people leave. The person in Sequence 19 who loses
themselves trying to be good was me. I did things I
disliked and resented it inwardly, resenting not the
other person but myself for being unable to refuse.
Accumulated resentment eventually broke the
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relationship. I lost bonds that an initial no could have
preserved.

Afraid of having things taken, I tried to receive first.

If I took before someone gave, at least I would not
feel deprived. Sequence 3's “Much of what we called
love was a transaction” was not someone else's
story. Every relationship of mine was a transaction: I
gave this much, so I should receive this much. The
calculator never stopped.

I constantly pressed the people I loved.

I made every mistake in this book, without
exception.

I began on the opposite side of love, at the bottom. I
did not write because I was qualified. Precisely
because I was not, every word was urgent.

369

“Because you need to grow,” I said. I could not wait
for them to move at their own pace. I learned
Sequence 14's “A Flower Will Not Bloom Sooner
Because You Urge It To” later than anyone. I claimed
love while pushing, concern while manipulating. Only
much later did I see it was fear, not love.



I wrote Parts 2 and 3 of this book in tears.

Not metaphorically. Literally. I cried throughout the
writing. The sentences were addressed to my past
self. Writing “It is all right,” I saw the self who was
not all right. Writing “It Is Okay to Be Clumsy at
Love,” I saw the self whose clumsiness had
destroyed everything.

Writing “The Moment You Let Go, You Become Free”
brought up ten years of feelings toward my family
that I had been unable to release; I could not write
for some time. Writing “If You Can Wish Them Well,
You Are Already Free” brought back every face I had
pushed away, one by one.

This was a book for readers and also for myself.
Healing happened as I wrote. Each sentence felt like
stepping toward my past self and saying, “That was
all you could do then.”

So tears are soaked into these words. On seemingly
dry paper lie invisible tears. If a sentence moved
your heart, it was probably a place where I cried
while writing.

But one thing is missing from this story.
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How did I change?

How did I get here from that bottom?

The answer is simpler than you might think.

Just one person.

There was one person in my life.

I pushed them away; they returned. I ran; they
waited. I broke things; they gathered the pieces
again. When I asked why they did not leave, they
said, “Because there is no reason to.”

There were no conditions.

Not because I did well, not because I changed. They
embraced me before I changed: broken, sharp,
dangerous as I was. They had no conditions. I could
not understand it. I believed every love had
conditions.

Yet they remained quietly there, unconditionally.

It took a long time to accept. I doubted, tested,
deliberately pushed them away. Still they were there.
One day, a moment came when doubt was no longer
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possible. Something collapsed then. The wall. The
wall I had built against the world quietly came down.

The unconditional love I learned from that one
person changed everything.

That was when I learned love is neither theory nor
formula. No amount of explanation reaches
someone who has never received it. Yet for someone
who receives it even once, the whole world changes.

I am writing this letter for one reason.

I wanted to tell you that one person is enough for
you too.

They may already be beside you. You may not have
met them. Perhaps you have, and are pushing them
away in fear, as I did.

The form does not matter. A parent, friend, partner,
teacher, someone whose name you do not even
know. One person who embraces you
unconditionally changes the world.

And one more thing.

You can be that person for someone else.
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It is nothing grand. You need not fix, teach, or try to
change them. Simply be there. Return when pushed
away. Embrace without conditions. That can change
someone's entire world. I am its witness.

This book is called Love, Starting Over.

For me, “from the beginning again” is the time that
began after meeting that person.

I contacted friends I had pushed away. With
trembling hands, I called the family I had cut off,
after ten years. In relationships where I had only
tried to win, I eased my grip for the first time. Where
I could not refuse, I said no for the first time. With
someone I had pressured in love's name, I first
practiced waiting.

I was clumsy. I still am.

Thank you for reading this long letter.

Finally, I will leave you with this.
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Your story is in this book too. I did not write it. You
wrote it as you read. If a sentence hurt, your story
was laid over it. If your eyes grew hot, something
within you moved.

I did not write this book alone.

You wrote it with me.

Just one person is enough.

I sincerely hope you have that one person.

And I sincerely hope you become that one person
for someone else.

With all my love and gratitude.
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