

[image: img1.jpg]




A Different Perspective


 


 


DAN felt terrible. He knew what he had to do and he knew what it was going to do to Callum. The man was terribly sweet and in some ways terribly fragile. It was very damned likely that within the next ten minutes he was going to break Callum’s heart. How had things gotten so complicated?


For years now, Dan had done everything he could to avoid complications. That didn’t mean that he avoided relationships. On the contrary, his relationships with people, however they might be defined, were very important to him. But he had learned some hard lessons in his life, not the least of which was, nothing is permanent.


He’d discovered Buddhism quite by accident. He’d been talking to various people about something he rarely talked about anymore, his personal life, and when the third person in twenty-four hours suggested he check out Buddhism, he looked up and said to the universe, Okay, I get the message! I’ll do it, I’ll do it!


Strangely enough he’d been in a Barnes and Noble, in their coffee shop, so “checking out Buddhism,” had been an easy thing to do. The friend he’d been talking to gave him a couple of suggestions, and by the end of the night, he’d been hooked. He hadn’t been Christian in years (although he did love the teachings of Christ) and the simple advice of Buddhism became a major part of his life path in one evening.


And one of the central themes of Buddhism was that nothing is permanent. That simple statement was the law of the universe. Mountains crumbled. Oceans ran dry. Civilizations fell. And relationships ended.


So he’d learned to appreciate every damned minute of them. And he’d stopped holding on to them. That grasping, that “desire” for forever led to pain and heartache every single time. It had been a hard lesson, but he’d learned to live in the now and stop wishing for anything more than the moment in which he was living.


Nothing was permanent. The Wheel of the Year turned. Season changed into season.


And then a few days ago, out in the middle of the great Salt Lake Desert, he’d met a thirty-three-year-old kid named Callum and had almost instantly been trapped in his web.


That was something that couldn’t be. Because after you were stuck in a web, you were devoured. That was what would happen if he stayed in this web. Callum was in a relationship—a destructive one to be sure—but a relationship nonetheless. Callum had to be the one to get himself out of it, if that was what he wanted to do. He couldn’t exchange one set of circumstances for another.


It wouldn’t be real.


And if Dan was ever going to let himself get into a relationship again, then it was going to have to be real.


Dan had to get out of this web. And the best time to do that was now, this very minute. He’d known all day this moment was coming, and knew there was no way to avoid it. Grasping caused suffering. He had to open his hand and let this moment go. This was the moment. They were just minutes from Callum’s hometown, and there up ahead was a sign that said “Rest Stop.”
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