
		

		
			Praise for Five Women in a Jeep

			Intimate and illuminating, this collection of essays invites readers into a deeper engagement with their own daily moments. Priscilla masterfully weaves timeless Buddhist teachings into the fabric of ordinary experience, revealing how ancient wisdom can guide us through life’s challenges and illuminate our shared humanity. Her years of practice and contemplation shine through each page, offering profound insights that feel both accessible and transformative. Beautiful and wise—this book deserves a leisurely read, allowing each essay to settle and reveal what may be true for you as well. 

			

			—Patti Holland, MS, CRC, NBC-HWC

			Asst. Professor of the Practice and Asst. Director of Mindfulness Education, School of Professional Studies and the Mindfulness Center at Brown University

			This charming little dharma book is filled with wit and heartfelt wisdom, woven through personal stories. A wonderful read for anyone on the meditation or dharma path!

			—Janka Livonkova

			Guiding Teacher, Chattanooga Insight Meditation Community; Core Teacher, Sacred Mountain Sangha; Somatic Movement Educator
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			Disclaimer

			The author of this book does not offer or provide medical advice or prescribe the use of anything in this book as a form of treatment for medical, mental, or physical problems. 

			

		

	
		
			

			Author’s Note

			No single story or narrative can fully capture the complexity of a human life. Each story we tell is made up of moments, coming together, constantly changing, arising, and falling away. Sometimes those moments look familiar. Others are outside our own lived reality. The stories in this book are written from a particular perspective: that of an older, privileged, white female, and they are essentially true, although some details may have been modified or excluded to create a clearer picture or idea. Many, but not all, names have been changed. But most importantly, all these events are in the past, and these stories are not in sequential order. Each reflects one moment in time. And just as I am different from who I was a month ago, so are you.  

			

			You might also notice that strategies and insights are repeated in some of these essays because my conditioned responses and habitual patterns show up in different ways. They can be very sneaky, but bringing awareness to them is how I began to work with them. 

			Also included are descriptions of a few different types of meditations. All meditations are good and are part of many spiritual traditions. I simply emphasized some of the most common ones in the insight (Vipassana) tradition, which is the type of meditation I practice.

		

	
		
			

			Acknowledgments

			This page should be entitled Authors and not Acknowledgments because I did not write this book. It was a seed of an idea, and once planted, it had a life of its own. A life that included the participation of many people. But it’s like that with everything in life, whether a book, a company, or an athletic endeavor. We don’t ever do it alone. Our goals and dreams are supported, buoyed, challenged, taught, and directed by many, some who came before us and others in our immediate circle and others far from that circle, all making a difference in our lives. 

			

			Here is an incomplete list of people who made that difference in my life and directly impacted the creation of this book. 

			Much appreciation to Pascal Auclair, Elizabeth Bessette, Rebecca Bradshaw, Anna Douglas, John Estes, Gil Fronsdal, Patricia Holland, Janka Livoncova, Roger Lopata, Louis Mariorenzi, Jane Metzger, Stephanie Szneke, and the Willet Library Tuesday Writing Group. And to those not listed here, I am ever so grateful to you. You will reside in my heart always. 

		

	
		
			

			Dedication

		

	
		
			To all sentient beings. 

		

	
		
			May we all feel safe, be happy, and live with ease.

		

	
		
			

			Pay attention. Be astonished. Tell about it.

			—Mary Oliver 
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			SHIFTING PERSPECTIVE 

			Don’t see something as a problem. Just see it as it is.

			—Sayadawa U Tejaniya

		

	
		
			

			My First Yoga Class 

			The thirty-by-twenty-foot room is packed with people dressed in spandex and tights in a variety of colors. Mostly women, they range in age from twenty to fifty. The heat in the room is set to ninety-five degrees. “Get a mat and put it near the wall so that you can follow my instructions during the yoga class,” said Philip, the teacher leading the class.

			I’m not thrilled to be here, but I am not particularly intimidated either, even though I am one of the older students. I’m in good physical shape - I play tennis, sail, bike, and hike. I do all these things not so much to be fit but to calm my mind. I have a short attention span and am hyperactive. Not only am I unfocused and restless if I don’t exercise, but I also become angry, impatient, and confused. There must be some diagnosis for that.

			

			I’m taking this yoga class because I have a back injury, and my physical therapist forbids me from doing anything active. I’m supposed to allow my back to rest and heal, and the type of dynamic movement I am used to is not conducive to healing. Truth be told, my PT didn’t want me to do much of anything, but I fought with her until she relented. She allowed me to take a yoga class, but it was to be one that was gentle, perhaps a beginner class. I didn’t tell her I found the most vigorous yoga class in my area and strolled in. 

			So far, so good. Now it’s time to start the class, and the teacher leads us into the first pose. U2’s “Beautiful Day” plays in the background. 

			

			“It’s a beautiful day. Don’t let it get away.”

			Philip asks us to kneel on our mats, then bring our butts to our heels, chest forward to meet our thighs, foreheads on the floor, and arms alongside our bodies. He calls this child’s pose. 

			I move into the pose. As I pause here, I can feel my body connected not only to the earth but also to itself. I am still, but I can feel my breath rocking my body and notice the beat of my heart. 

			I burst into tears. What the hell? Why am I crying? My life, at least from the outside, was storybook perfect. I have a good marriage, a beautiful home, a privileged life, and a job that I enjoy that gives me enough time to pursue other interests. I try to calm myself down so no one will notice that I am a bundle of tears, but it doesn’t really matter because the room is so hot and we’re already so sweaty that no one notices I am crying. But why am I crying?

			

			“The heart is a bloom. Shoots up through the stony ground.”

			I chose this class because I wanted vigorous movement, and that’s what I’m getting. I need to call on all the strength and attention I can muster to move from one pose to the next. Occasionally, we are told to hold certain poses for extended periods of time. Keeping my arms lifted and parallel to the floor with my right knee bent for three minutes takes focus, flexibility, and endurance. I can feel every contracted muscle in my body. And although it was difficult, I’m able to do most of the class and feel proud of myself.

			At the end of class, we take child’s pose again. As I move into this position of limbs against torso against limbs, I feel so connected with my body. I pause and become still. I notice the rhythm of my breath and heartbeat again, the quiet music being played, the smell of sweat, and the release of tension. Once again, I start crying. What is happening? I feel relieved, having spent all the stress and restlessness I came in with. And yet, I am crying. 

			

			Being with myself in stillness was something I usually avoided. And here I found it calming and healing. What is happening in this somatic experience of pause and restfulness? This place of quiet and calm. I’m determined to find out.

			“Touch me. Take me to that other place.” 

		

	
		
			

			Compassion

			“It’s difficult to see Becky struggling,” Jane said.

			Jane and I were enjoying one of our monthly lunch dates, and the talk had turned to a friend who was having difficulty with her husband’s relapse into addiction. Jane expressed her sorrow. I thought that the situation didn’t need to be as difficult as Becky was making it.

			“Maybe Becky should talk to a therapist,” I suggested. “Or she should step back and see the situation from a different perspective. Maybe she should just confront her husband or give him an ultimatum.”

			 I continued offering other ideas, trying to figure out how I could fix our friend’s dilemma. When I paused for a breath and looked at Jane’s face, she looked puzzled. In that moment, I realized that she had come to the conversation with compassion for Becky, and I had come with judgment and a bunch of possible solutions to fix a problem that was not mine. 

			

			Jane is my teacher when it comes to compassion. Once when we were out, she paused to chat with the homeless person occupying a stoop in Wayland Square, giving him a few dollars. “I always say hello to him when I see him,” she said as we walked away. 

			Compassion, or care toward oneself and others when we or they are suffering, is one of the most important tenets in mindfulness and in life. Cultivating kindness and care when things are difficult, first towards oneself and then eventually towards others, is a game-changer because life can be very, very difficult, and unless we nurture this tender-heartedness, we can get caught up in recrimination, self-doubt, blame, or shame.

			

			This was evident when I was teaching compassion along with the other heart practices (kindness, compassion, joy, and equanimity) in a yoga teacher training program. One of the participants, who does chaplaincy work at a local Catholic college, was flabbergasted when we did a meditation with the intention of sending compassion to ourselves. She said that it was part of her job to actively practice compassion towards others, but the thought never occurred to her to practice it for herself. 

			When I was first introduced to the Heart Practices at a retreat, it was compassion that challenged me the most. It was simply too uncomfortable to be with difficulty and suffering, mine or others. I wanted a way out of the discomfort, and one way out was to try to fix it. Just like I wanted to fix Becky’s situation. 

			

			At first, it felt awkward to do a compassion practice. Often, we use phrases to ground us in the practice, and this also allows us to see what thoughts, feelings, and sensations arise. I started by repeating the phrases. “May I be free from suffering and the causes of suffering,” and simply noticed what arose: sadness, fear, restlessness, tightness in the belly and throat. And in doing so, I started to become aware of the discomfort, without pushing it away. I also noticed its changing nature. Sadness changed to sorrow, fear to curiosity, restlessness to ease, back to restlessness, and tightness to movement in the belly and throat. In this way, I am present for myself, establishing the foundation to eventually be present for others in an open-hearted way.

			

			“It’s difficult to see Becky struggling,” Jane said again. 

			“Yes, it is,” I replied. “Let’s call her and see how she is.” 

		

	
		
			

			Thought Full or Thoughtful Mind

			“I can’t meditate.” 

			That was my first reaction after attempting my first formal sitting meditation practice. I was so caught up with all the thoughts in my mind that wanted my attention. It was like trying to gather 1000 children who were all yelling and jumping around all at the same time to sit down and be quiet. Not happening. 

			I’ve spoken with numerous people since then who have had this same experience, convinced that they can’t meditate. This is due to a widely held misconception that during meditation, we need to empty our minds of thoughts. But that’s not what mindfulness meditation asks us to do. Instead, it asks us to pay attention to those thoughts in a particular way. When we pause to pay attention with curiosity and some objectivity, we see that not only are there thousands of thoughts, but they are incessant. What a great discovery! The mind is designed to think, and by becoming aware of your thoughts, you can understand how you think and how those thoughts influence you. 

			

			Thoughts arise in the mind due to causes and conditions. The process of thinking has a function just like the other organs in the body. The kidneys filter fluids to excrete excessive or toxic materials, and the heart increases its rate when exercising so that muscles can get more oxygen. It’s the same with the mind. It gets information and stores it, then compares it to experiences it has saved in its databank to determine how to respond to it. It does this on its own, functioning just like the heart and the kidneys do. We can allow the mind to think without getting caught up in the thought-filled mind. We can simply observe the thoughts as they arise and pass away.

			

			I now begin my meditation practice by asking, “Where is my attention right now?” Once I establish where my attention is, I can decide where I want to direct it. I might notice that my attention is on thinking, thinking, thinking, and again trying to settle and organize those 1000 children. What better supports me is directing my attention to the sensations of breathing. Not to the mind thinking about breathing, but to the actual sensations of breathing. Maybe feeling the breath in the belly or chest, base of the nose, or back of the throat. Expansion, contraction, pause, deep, shallow, in, out, and any other sensations that might be present so that when you breathe, you know you are breathing. 
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