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Preface

Mindfulness – A Different Platform is a motivational book which follows Mindfulness the Journey, Not the Destination by Eleanor Gibson.

Many of our challenges in life are not of our own making and are due to the actions of other people. The relationships we have with others can impact on our mental health, quality of life and bring us deep emotional pain and anguish. Mindfulness provides the opportunity for us to pause, breathe and view our life from an entirely different platform.

These interpersonal relationships can cause us to become unbalanced and can, on occasion, hinder us from moving forward and achieving our full potential. They can make our clarity of thinking become cloudy and murky, which can lead us into deep ruts which we struggle to climb out of.

Mindfulness – A Different Platform will instil in us a sense of purpose, providing the strength and clear thinking we require to spring us into action and live our best life possible where mindfulness, compassion and gratitude are central to our way of being.

		
	
		

Dedication

I would like to dedicate this book to my lovely sister, Moira, and her wonderful husband, Anthony, who together have battled so bravely with cancer.

They are my inspiration to keep going and to face life with strength and commitment in helping others who may also be suffering.

I am very proud of their bravery and resilience.

Nietzsche’s view:

‘He who has a why to live for can bear with almost any how’ (cited by Frankl, 2004, p.84).

		
	
		

Introduction


Without Wings
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I used to be a butterfly

With wings so free and bright

Flying high from plant to flower

In the morning light.


Basking in the sunshine

And soaking up the rays,

Giving me the energy

To soar on high each day.

But now I am a caterpillar

Crawling on the ground.

Wriggling bare from leaf to leaf

Waiting to be found.

My vibrant colours faded,

My wings all torn apart.

The sky is so unreachable

The flowers only art.

But soon I will be flying

And floating on the air

With oh such graceful movement

The crowds will stop and stare.


For no one can destroy me

As I have inner strength

To bring to every moment

An inner confidence.

So, watch this lovely butterfly

And never think to kill her

For this, oh so gorgeous creature,

Was once a caterpillar.

by Eleanor Gibson
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In the wise words of Antoine de Saint-Exupéry:

‘One must endure the caterpillars if one is to become acquainted with the butterflies’ (cited by Black, 2018, p.77). 

When I reflect on my life, I realise that I have not always learnt from the past. For years I kept making the same mistakes and taking the same routes, ending up back where I started. It’s like going to the railway station and taking the same train, only to arrive at the same destination. Mindfulness has provided me with the clarity of vision to recognise that I have a choice. I have realised that I can go to another platform and board a different train which will take me on a new, inspiring and exciting journey. 

Denis Waitley provides us with sound advice:

‘Learn from the past, set vivid detailed goals for the future, and live in the only moment of time over which you have any control: now’ (Denis Waitley).



		
	
Chapter 1

The Mind

Random Memories

Through my mindfulness practise, I am now more aware of where my mind wanders. It never fails to amaze me the memories that pop up out of the blue. The only way that I can describe it, is like a digital photo frame, set at random, where the pictures have no order or sequence. 

Childhood Memories

I remember:

• The time, on returning home from Brownies, when my sister, Moira, grabbed the budgie’s tail and the budgie flew off without it.

• The night the canvas sides of Dad’s lorry blew open and breadboards flew out during a hurricane, giving the elderly neighbour downstairs palpitations, as she had been busy reading a ghost story at the time.

• The night I stayed overnight at Aunt Ina’s house and asked her if she wore her glasses to bed. ‘Of course I do!’ she replied. ‘How could I possibly be able to see what I am dreaming about?’ I think I was 18 before I realised that this was not, in fact, true.

• The morning that one of the boys in my Primary 3 class turned up late and the teacher asking him where he had been. When he replied, ‘Nowhere, Miss.’ She promptly pulled down the classroom map of the world, handed him the pointer and demanded that he show her where ‘nowhere’ was.

Happy Memories

My mind can then jump to more recent memories that make me smile, such as:

• The time we took the car to a car wash in the south of France and the absolute confusion, bewilderment, astonishment and hilarity encountered in the garage remain with me to this day. My husband, who does not speak or comprehend the French language, didn’t read the instructions which clearly stated that the handheld device must be held before inserting the payment. He then spent five agonising minutes chasing the wriggling wand, which was now performing like a boa constrictor on acid, all around the forecourt, much to the amusement of the French motorists. ‘Mon Dieu! Les anglais sont très stupides!’

• The evening I recognised one of the superintendents from the police on the news and told my daughter that I knew him. My daughter, aged eight at the time, asked why I was calling him a ‘Super Nintendo’ and asked if it was because he was a ‘Gameboy’.

• The afternoon I was working at Hamilton Grammar School, when the headteacher inquired about my daughter’s pet rabbit. I explained that I had taken the rabbit to the vet because she kept pulling her hair out and making a nest. The vet’s diagnosis was ‘a phantom pregnancy’. Five minutes later, one of the clerical staff returned from the Hope Street building of the school. When the headteacher asked how she had coped at the Annexe building, she promptly replied that she had been rushed off her feet and had been pulling her hair out all morning. ‘Oh dear,’ he sighed, ‘I hope you are not having a phantom pregnancy like Eleanor’s daughter’s rabbit.’ Needless to say, the said member of staff looked totally bewildered and confused.


• The time my daughter, at ten years old, asking me why I hadn’t married Paul McCartney. I simply advised her that he hadn’t asked me to marry him. The fact that I had never even met Paul McCartney didn’t seem to enter the mind of a ten-year-old.

• The day my friend Irene and I met on the train at Motherwell to travel to a road safety meeting in Edinburgh. We talked the entire journey, hardly stopping to take a breath. By the time we reached Edinburgh, we had put the world to rights and felt quite satisfied with our ramblings. It wasn’t until we stood up to leave the train, and noticed the disgusted looks of the other passengers, that we realised that we had been travelling on the ‘quiet carriage’ where talking was not to be encouraged – oops!

Embarrassing Memories

My mind can then wander off and recall the memories that truly make me cringe:

• The afternoon that I went to the dentist after school to have my brace adjusted and the look of disbelief, horror and dismay on the dentist’s face when I removed the brace from my mouth covered in bright pink bubble gum.

• The day I took part in the swimming gala at Motherwell baths. The race I entered was the pyjama race. The aim was to swim a breadth of the pool, put on your nightwear and swim back across the pool. How hard could that be? However, the rascals in my year had tied the top of my drawstring nightie tightly into a knot. Therefore, when I attempted to put it on, there was no place for my head to go. The race had finished and been applauded, and members of the audience were now in an uproar at the commotion, confusion and embarrassment I found myself in – a bright orange bri-nylon nightie, wriggling at the side of the pool like a psychedelic satsuma, frantically trying to escape from its skin.


• The piano exam in Glasgow where I was so nervous and confused at the end of the test that I inadvertently entered the broom cupboard instead of the exit door in a desperate attempt to escape from the room. The look on the examiner’s face as he nervously attempted to rescue me from the array of brushes, dusters and cleaning materials, still haunts me to this day.

High School Memories

My mind can then wander to high school days and the recollection of:

• The Greek mythology lesson when the pranksters in my class smuggled in a ghetto blaster and pressed the play button each time the teacher turned towards the blackboard. When he asked who was making all the noise the boys replied that it was David Bowie. ‘Right, David Bowie, come out to the front of the class now!’ he ordered. Needless to say, the entire class was now in a riot, as chaos reigned.

• The first-year art class when we were asked to bring an empty wine bottle to be painted. When I asked Mum for an empty wine bottle she shrugged and gave me an alternative. The roars of laughter from my classmates are still vivid to this day, as I placed the empty milk bottle on the desk. The teacher could not contain her laughter either. How humiliating!

Recent Memories

My mind can then wander to more recent events such as:

• The Hogmanay dinner dance at the Glynhill Hotel, near Paisley, where I could smell a strong smell of burning as I sat at the dinner table. When I glanced down at the table I could see the menu going up in flames as my absent-minded husband had foolishly placed it on top of the lit tealight. It was a bit like watching the opening scene of the cowboy series, Bonanza. My husband hurriedly picked up the menu, threw it to the floor and stamped out the flames with his feet. When the waitress returned to take the order, she snapped up the menu and stared at me suspiciously through the chargrilled hole in the middle, as she nervously wrote down our order.
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