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Advance Praise for Facing Madame X







“Jamie Rose has a reverence for this work. She doesn’t just know all the Tools; she is someone who has been through hell and used them to come through to the other side. Her willingness to tap into forces inside and outside herself make her unstoppable, and will allow her to help many, many other women be unstoppable as well.”



—Phil Stutz, co-author of the New York Times bestsellers The Tools and Coming Alive, subject of the NetFlix docuementary, Stutz









“You know that nasty voice in your head, the one that tells you you’re not good enough, not worthy, less than? Jamie Rose not only names that voice but also unlocks the secrets to subverting its power. In Facing Madame X, Rose shares her own life’s journey to illuminate new paths to not just navigate our lives, but reclaim them. Writing with a wise woman’s clarity and a truth-teller’s fire, the insights she offers are practical, soulful and delivered with the kind of generosity that make you feel genuinely seen. I am recommending this book to every woman I know.”



—Samantha Dunn, journalist, author of Not by Accident









“Jamie Rose writes with the candor of a memoirist and the precision of a master teacher. This book doesn’t just inspire—it arms you with the courage to confront your own Madame X and walk out shining. A rare combination of heart, humor, and hard-won truth.”



—Laura Munson, New York Times bestselling author and founder of the Haven Writing Retreats









“Jamie Rose is a rare gem. Very few people have her depth of experience with The Tools. Her ability to translate this work—especially through a feminine lens—makes Facing Madame X both groundbreaking and essential. This is a book that everyone should read.”



—Barry Michels, co-author of the New York Times bestsellers The Tools and Coming Alive
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“Jamie Rose’s Facing Madame X is both an indispensable and practical tool kit for living with intention and a gorgeous memoir of lived-wisdom. Rose writes about her life with verve, pithy insights, and scorching vulnerability. She breaks our hearts while teaching us how to mend our own.”



—Annabelle Gurwitch, New York Times bestselling author of The End of My Life is Killing Me









“In Facing Madame X, Jamie Rose gives women a fiercely compassionate roadmap for reclaiming their power from the inner forces that hold them back. With striking honesty and vivid storytelling, she exposes the voice that tells us we are too much, not enough, or too late, and offers tools that are both spiritually resonant and deeply practical. This book shows women how to confront self-doubt, rise with clarity, and trust the life-force within them. It is a powerful and needed companion for anyone ready to step into her fullest expression.”



—Claire Bidwell Smith, therapist and author of Conscious Grieving









“If you’ve ever felt alone or ‘not enough,’ Jamie Rose’s beautiful book is a lifeline back to your birthright of universal love. With extraordinary warmth and engaging storytelling, Jamie Rose illuminates a path beyond fear, shame, and loneliness—the grips of Madame X. Rose guides us to act from love rather than fear, reclaim our shadows, and stop neglecting ourselves to meet everyone else’s needs. This book feels like a warm embrace you’ll want to share with dear friends.”



—Dr. Kelli Harding, physician and author of The Rabbit Effect: Live Longer, Happier, and Healthier with the Groundbreaking Science of Kindness









“Jamie Rose has written a fascinating, daring, and educational book for women who are ready to heal the shadow sides of themselves. She is a trustworthy guide who walks her talk and teaches from the heart. Highly recommended for women in search of wholeness and healing.”



—Judith Orloff, MD, author of The Empath’s Survival Guide
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“Jamie Rose not only takes the idea of ‘The Tools’ and conceptualizes them for women and the female hero’s journey—but delivers a helluva brave, compelling memoir of her own up-and-down life as well. Rose digs way deeper than just guiding us through this save-our-bacon rescue package. She sets it in the context of her own struggles—as actress, wife, therapist, coach, divorced woman—and holds nothing back. Thank you, Jamie, for this fearless, deep dive into what ails all of us . . . and for giving us a tool kit to handle it and thrive.”



—Steven Pressfield, bestselling author of The War of Art









“Facing Madame X is the perfect blend of story, tools, and philosophy. It’s a field guide to overcoming, a meditation on the shadows that walk with us, and an acknowledgement of the unique ways we self-sabotage. I left the pages of this book empowered and with a clearer vision of my future and what stands in the way.”



—Natashia Deón, author of the critically acclaimed novels The Perishing and Grace









“I believe feminine energy can change the world—and Jamie has created a brilliant guide that helps women unlock their fullest potential, reclaim their power, and express it in ways that transform their families, their communities, and ultimately, the world.”



—Alexandra Jaye Johnson, co-founder of Heroic & Rock Your Goddess Life









“Jamie Rose gives readers real insight and courage, providing a powerful complement to The Tools. These pages contain wisdom for women—and just as much for men.”



—Gavin de Becker, bestselling author The Gift of Fear









“By weaving raw memoir with sharp psychological insight, Jamie Rose translates the spirit of Phil Stutz’s work into the daily reality of women’s IVlives—the pressures, the silencing, the relentless internal (and external) policing. Facing Madame X is a powerful guide to reclaiming the inner authority we were never meant to lose.”



—Elise Loehnan, New York Times bestselling author of On Our Best Behavior
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Foreword





by Dr. Phil Stutz


This is a book whose time has come.


The human race is at a crossroads. Everywhere we look, there’s a problem. It’s as if our world has broken into pieces and each piece no longer fits. The legal system doesn’t provide justice, elections are won by social media, the best medical care is reserved for the rich. The list goes on. Is this the way things are supposed to be?


Or is it the way they always were . . .


Why are these problems so manifest? And why are they so hard to address? Because they are problems that can only be solved collectively. The world we live in has been created and sustained by the power of the individual; it isn’t equipped to solve problems requiring large numbers of people working together harmoniously.


In our ego-driven society, one’s value is proven by having the most power, status, and money. Supported by legacy and social media, the culture echoes and encourages such perverse Darwinism. Billie Holiday sang, “Them that got shall get, them that’s not shall lose”—it’s natural that those of us who xivdidn’t get (or get enough) begin to cultivate a sense of cynicism and mistrust in every aspect of life. We’ve confused competitiveness with success. As they say in Hollywood, “It’s not enough to succeed. Your friends must also fail.” Too often, we buy into the illusion that there’s nothing greater than our own egos; each time your ego can’t untie a knot, the illusion weakens. With enough of these failures, one loses all hope. Our high rates of drug abuse, suicidality, and anxiety attest to that.


But things aren’t as dire as they seem.


Human beings are capable of meeting almost any challenge, yet only if they act as One. When groups share the same goals, and each individual is willing to sacrifice his personal desires for the group good, an almost mystical force is born. Mythologically, this force is known as the Mother. (Not to be confused with your own.) This Mother is an archetype, a paradigm of being in the world. Her connection to human beings is through infinite, unconditional love. The Mother has two special qualities. She heals injuries, physical and emotional, and brings new life, literally and metaphorically, into the world.


Every woman, whether having given birth or not, has a profound connection to that force. Typically, men have been socialized to give the highest value to power, money, things—all of which can be measured, competed for, and displayed; however, the energy of the feminine is indispensable to our survival.


The world we live in cannot be solved without women taking their rightful, proper place in society. What Jamie Rose talks about in this book is essential. She speaks of women having deep intuitive wisdom and power that they are either out xvof touch with or afraid to act on. What constrains them? How can they overcome such repressions, whether self-imposed or culturally enforced, in order to seize the power that is their birthright? Women move through the world in pursuit of connection, love, empathy, justice, and wholeness. How can they learn to uncover, nurture, and consciously—actively—accept their destiny?


Jamie has led many women on this journey of embracing the power that belongs to them. I’ve seen it with my own heart and eyes. Most importantly, she has lived this experience herself and used the Tools in an extraordinarily original way. She’s dedicated her life to sharing her knowledge, not just by talking about it, but by taking the actions necessary. Facing Madame X spells those actions out in such a way that you will have no question about what to do or why you’re doing it. Jamie Rose has lit up the tools from a feminine perspective.


And for that, I am deeply grateful.
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Introduction Flashback






In 1986, I was a wild-haired, wild-brained ingénue, starring in her own television series. I had money and a house off Mulholland Drive. I’d just gotten married to a successful screenwriter. I was four years clean and sober—and out of my mind.


As soon as we wed, I wanted to be single. When I got famous from my role on the primetime soap Falcon Crest, I immediately thought film was where it was at. My recreational activity was fighting with my husband and compulsive shopping. I had a warehouse of power suits and shoulder pads; hey, it was the ’80s. At the end of a long, hard, self-obsessed day, I’d hole up in the bedroom with my journal, writing shitty poems that romanticized my fears, showcased my whining, and exalted my anxiety. When I left Falcon Crest, I starred in a cop show called Lady Blue. Six months later, my agent finally booked me on The Tonight Show. When Johnny Carson asked me about Lady, I couldn’t lie. “It just got canceled.”


xviii
All that isn’t exactly a tragic narrative—I get it—but it sure felt like one at the time.


I didn’t have any idea of who I was or what I wanted. I began to choke at auditions. I forgot my lines and started shaking in front of producers and casting directors. My husband filed for divorce. I was a has-been at twenty-seven.


I tried talk therapy. When that didn’t work, I did affirmations, chanting, visualization. I saw astrologers and psychics, threw the I Ching and rune stones, had tarot cards and tea leaves read. Nothing helped. Then a friend from acting class raved about a great “no bullshit” psychiatrist she’d had some sessions with—Dr. Phil Stutz. I thought, What have I got to lose? I wouldn’t need to prepare for my role as patient; by then, I had my shrink monologue down, so it was easy. Seeing a new therapist was like an audition where I’d already gotten the part. It was theater; I could do the play for one night only then close the show, or I could have a longish run. My mind, my choice! I went into his office fully confident that I’d wow him. I was blathering about how I’d been victimized by Hollywood, my horrific childhood, my alcoholism, blah, when he interrupted with—


“Okay, shut the fuck up.”


My jaw dropped.


At the same time I felt the shock of his words, I realized that I wasn’t offended—I was relieved. On some level, I knew my endless talking about my problems was killing me.


Over the next few years, Stutz saved my life. He taught me a slew of techniques that gave me access to forces that helped create real change in my life so I could throw myself out of the endless Why me? loop and get into what he called Forward xixMotion. As a young psychiatrist at Rikers Prison and in private practice, he grew frustrated with traditional therapeutic modalities; he felt like he was failing his patients. They’d come to him with the same issues and Stutz would put on the costume of the textbook couch shrink, quietly listening without giving direction. He’d guide them back to their childhood, helping them identify the origin of trauma patterns. Eventually, clients would have a so-called breakthrough and see the “connections.” Now that the vicious cycle had been illuminated, they were certain they’d be able to break the cycle. Come next week, they were back at square one. Both Stutz and the people he was trying to help were trapped in the fifty-minute Sisyphean hour. He was at a crossroads.


Stutz desperately wanted to give his patients something to take with them when they left his office—tangible resources that would bring them relief and propel them forward in their lives. In a creative act of desperation (and revelation), Stutz mapped out what he eventually called The Tools®—short meditations that clients could do in only a few moments that allowed them to move from concept to action.


Immediately, he noticed improvement. Patients began to experience real and lasting change, unfettered by neurotic inclinations and setbacks. He noticed as well that despite their best efforts, many reverted to the same old same old, as if a powerful force was intent on paralyzing them—a force that wanted them held back and broken. I’ve seen the same phenomenon time and again with the clients I work with, and I am convinced that all of us face an unseen but aggressive spiritual opponent intent on sabotaging our growth.


xx
Stutz called that opponent Part X.1


Long after he moved to Los Angeles, the actor Jonah Hill saw him in therapy. Jonah’s documentary about Stutz was a Netflix hit and brought new attention to his life-changing Tools.2 Because of his work with those in high levels of the film and television industry, Stutz soon became known as “an open secret in Hollywood.” His methods were simple enough to be revolutionary: Stutz offered a dynamic, results-oriented set of practices that built self-trust and integrity, allowing his clients to handle short- and long-term crises.


To be succinct, the Tools worked.


I know this firsthand because I’ve been practicing and teaching Stutz’s work for over thirty-five years.


A long time after ending our therapeutic relationship, he suggested that I train as a coach who specialized in the Tools. We now present workshops and seminars together all over the country. Apart from that, we are dear friends. Because of our close ties, he’s given me access to material that’s never been publicly shared. My contribution is to actively bring a woman’s perspective to Stutz’s philosophies and practices. While he believes in the power and necessity of the Divine Feminine (and incorporates it in his teachings), Facing Madame X is the first time the Tools have been presented in a way that addresses the unique challenges only women face. That the origin of xxithose methods came from a man is irrelevant; Stutz doesn’t claim ownership. “They come from the Field,” he likes to say. (More about that later.) The Tools are genderless. Having said that, and meaning it, I will add that a woman’s use and interpretation of them are different then a man’s. In FMX, I will also be outlining and elaborating, through a woman’s perspective, Tools that have never before been published, as well as new ones I’ve developed in my coaching practice.


These pages contain Tools for women.


Tools for living.


Tools for facing Madame X.






	
1 In the ’80s and ’90s, Stutz used to record all his sessions on cassettes so that clients could listen to the dialogue between appointments. I labeled my collection of tapes. After one particularly unhinged session, I scrawled “Madame X” on the cassette, planting the seeds of what became this book.


	
2 His New York Times bestseller The Tools, cowritten with Barry Michels, continues to sell long after its publication in 2011.
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Chapter One Meet Madame X







We never know how high we are


Till we are called to rise;


And then, if we are true to plan,


Our statures touch the skies.


—Emily Dickinson


The greatest trick the devil ever pulled was convincing the world he didn’t exist.


—Charles Baudelaire (popularized in The Usual Suspects)







Know Your Enemy


Coursing through the veins of every human being is a life-force, a powerful and mysterious energy that keeps our hearts beating and pushes us forward. The Hindus call it prana, the Chinese, qi. In Hebrew it’s ruach, meaning wind, breath, spirit. What does this force want? More life! Like the universe itself, this energy seeks infinite expansion and the push toward eternity. But there’s a counterforce that has one agenda: to destroy you.
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Stutz calls this “death force” Part X.


X tells the alcoholic the next drink will do no harm; the gambler who’s lost their life savings to make one more bet; the job seeker that they’re not good enough; the social media addict that the number of “likes” is a barometer of their worth. Just as all human beings possess a life force, our constant companion is the counterforce, Part X. As a cultural consequence, this death force has evolved exponentially (social media is not our friend), nurturing laser-focused, pernicious ways in which to attack women.


X praises some of us for aging gracefully, while criticizing others for having “too much work.” “Antiaging,” “slut,” “cougar,” and “whore” are part of the normalized dialogue around us, often leveled by women themselves. No matter how we look, dress, talk, act, or think—it’s wrong. It’s never enough. It’s . . . unfeminine. In positions of leadership, women are often criticized for acting like men. Working moms are casually shamed or indicted for not spending enough time with their kids; women who decided not to marry or have children are defective. Too fat, too independent, too old, too mercurial. Too loud, skinny, stupid, or lazy. Too plain . . . too sexy. We’re accused of looking hideous for not wearing any makeup and accused of looking hideous for wearing too much. The result? We become Part X’s female counterpart and partner-in-crime.


We become Madame X.


MX is cunning. She pretends to be your friend and advocate, warning you not to take risks or rock the boat, cloaking her comments in partial truths and pessimistic logic. You may 3not be at your ideal weight, but she’ll whisper (or shout)—“You’re fat! A loser! Unlovable!” If a business venture doesn’t work out, she’ll shout (or whisper) that any future project will fail. Madame X is the voice with the hypnotic mantra of You can’t. Her goal is to extinguish the radiant light and power every woman carries in her soul.


How can we dampen the whisper so that it’s easier to ignore?


How can we still that voice—and crush Madame X?


[image: ]




A client of mine, Melissa, is in her late thirties. Married, with two children, she’s a fashion designer and social media influencer with 250,000 Instagram followers. At our first session, she said that she was lazy and needed help increasing her productivity. I told her what she really needed was downtime. Her response was, “On Sundays, after breakfast with Dave and the kids, I sometimes don’t get to work until noon. Workwise, it’s kind of the worst day for me.”


Madame X had her by the throat.


Sarah is a Millennial who longs for a romantic relationship. Despite her warmth, superb sense of style, wit, and intelligence, she won’t online-date or go on blind dates set up by loving friends because “I’m too fat. All my friends are getting married but I’m embarrassed by how I look. Unless I lose twenty pounds, it’s over.”


Without realizing it, Madame X was Sarah’s blind date—and they were a match!


4
Katherine just turned sixty. With critically acclaimed novels under her belt, she’s never had a bestseller. She has a contract for a new book with a respected boutique publisher but is having a bad case of writer’s block. Every time she sits down to work, she hears a voice: No one reads your books, so what’s the point? I shared with Katherine that most of Emily Dickinson’s work (one of my favorites) was written secretly—only about ten of her poems were published while she was alive. When she died, the poet’s sister found over 1,800 poems, some of them bound by Dickinson herself. Everything we know informs us that she didn’t care about readership. Not all writers are the same—many care deeply—but to become defeated by one’s fantasy of readership or popular acceptance is the real tragedy.


What if the world had never learned that “hope is a thing with feathers”? What if Madame X had plucked them all out, whether Emily Dickinson wanted readers or not?


How do we conquer that banshee called Madame X? How do we release ourselves from MX’s death grip and reconnect with our fiercely feminine life force and creativity?


First, we must learn to recognize her when she shows her distorted face.
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The Tool


Labeling3



The first step in defeating Madame X is to see her—and how she insinuates herself into your life. We do this by a process called “labeling.” When you have a thought, ask yourself, Is there truth to this? Another thing to ask:


Does this thought hold me back or move me forward?


If the thought holds you back, you can be sure it was sent by Madame X.






Melissa


Thought


I’m lazy and unproductive.


Is it true?


Sunday mornings with my family takes away from my productivity. But the reality is that I’m so nurtured by my time with them; it’s a great reset that allows me to 6feel such gratitude—and actually energizes me for the workweek.


Thought


I’m lazy and unproductive.


Does that thought hold me back or move me forward?


It makes me feel exhausted. Like I can never do enough. It makes me feel like giving up.


. . . that thought was sent by Madame X.






Sarah


Thought


As long as I’m overweight, I will never have a relationship.


Is it true?


I’m twenty pounds heavier than I want to be. But the only one it seems to bother is me—I get loads of compliments on my personal style. Friends whose bodies look like mine are in loving relationships.


Thought


I’m too fat.


Does that thought hold me back or move me forward?


When I hear that voice, I feel ugly and alone, helpless and hopeless.


. . . Madame X speaks.
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Katherine


Thought


Why should I write another book when no one reads them?


Is it true?


My books never made much money (like every writer I’ve ever known). Still, I’ve had great reviews. I’m so joyful for the readers I have—I get beautiful letters from strangers telling me that my books had a profound effect on their lives.


Thought


There’s no point in writing because my books don’t sell.


Does that thought hold me back or move me forward?


It stops me from doing the thing I love that makes me feel the most alive. It kills my spirit.


. . . MX strikes again.
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Whirl up, sea—cover us with your pools of fir.


—H. D. “Oread”







You must change your life.


—Rainer Maria Rilke, “Archaic Torso of Apollo”










Madame X in Me


At fifty-four, I was in a long-term relationship that looked perfect from the outside. Kip was handsome, kind, funny. We lived in a house on a mountain, with a pool and a tennis court. (It burned down in the Palisades fire long after we separated.) In the beginning, we were great but as the years passed, not so much. I loved doing tango. I even wrote a book about the joy that dance brought me because it was such a connected experience—something that was lacking in my marriage. I never cheated, which doesn’t make me a saint; I went dancing instead. (As it turned out, it only takes one to tango!) Tango is a late-night event. My husband hit the sack around the time I was heading out in my fringe and stilettos. It didn’t bother him. Maybe it should have. I guess it was my Sagittarian nature—I longed for independence and adventure and wound up leading a not-so-secret secret life. I traveled alone to weekend dance conventions and took trips to New York to visit friends and see plays. I’d ask him to come but it was always March Madness or the World Series or football season. Couples have different interests and support one another in their pursuits; that’s healthy. But we were competing in the Olympic marital sport of extreme distancing, both intimate and geographic. We weren’t having sex. We were fighting all the time.


9
Kip’s parents were raised in the Great Depression and instilled in him their fear of going broke. I learned valuable things from him in that regard because I was a terrible money manager. When we began living together, I was thirty-nine and my acting career had stalled. I made a ton of money in my twenties and thirties but lost it all in bad real estate investments and overspending. Marriage to Kip was a course correction. The course was corrected so radically, I got whiplash. We didn’t have a joint house account for monthly expenses. If I wanted to travel or buy a pair of new shoes or even sheets and towels, I was on my own. It was like I was squatting in an Airbnb. Winding through those serpentine hillside streets started to become a weird drive of shame every time I went home.


I had thought of leaving but all I had was a small income from teaching acting and the occasional TV gig. I was afraid that I wouldn’t be able to support myself. I confided in an old friend and got a cold shower warning: “When you’re fifty-four, the dating game is a massacre. Don’t blow up whatever cushiness you have. You’ll end up alone.”


Cushiness? Yeah, cushiness. That’s the word she used.


I was shell-shocked.


After that call, I found another cold shower—one of those cushy automated carwashes. As more water got dumped on me, I replayed the scolding in my head. I reminded myself that my husband was great! I mean, he wasn’t a cheater, right? He was and is a sweetheart. What was my problem? I had a roof over my head and food in the fridge. Was I being selfish to want more? And what was “more,” anyway? What did more look like? Sharing expenses? Sexual intimacy? As the car was slowly 10dragged through the crazy buffers, spray-jets, and drying fans, I tried to assess whether any of my fantasies or expectations were selfish or delusional.


What was a happy marriage, anyway?


Maybe what I wanted didn’t exist.


Despite my friend’s advice, I visited a divorce attorney to see what my options were. After I told her my yearly income, she leaned forward like an older sister and said that I qualified for community property—but since my husband made most of his money before we married and didn’t put my name on the deed, “You’re not in great shape. I want you to ask yourself, How bad is the marriage?” I left that office feeling gut-punched. The lawyer added fuel to my confused, fearful thoughts. She was advocating for me in the best way she could but instead ended up echoing the words of Madame X that I’d been hearing in my head.


I got double-teamed!


I visited a beloved cousin for solace. Michael and I grew up together and he’d known me through all the high and low dramas. After the familiar litany of how unhappy I was—the terror of being alone for the rest of my life and ending up in a tent on the sidewalk—he said, “Jamie! All through your forties and fifties, you’ve been talking about how unhappy you are in this marriage. Soon, you’ll be sixty, then you’ll be seventy, and you’ll be saying the same fucking thing. The truth is that you’ll be happier living alone in an apartment in the Valley than you are in this Malibu mountain marriage mess.” He took a breath. “Don’t waste any more of your life.”
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Jamie


Thought


I’m too old to find another relationship. And if I leave, I won’t be able to support myself.


Is it true?


It might be difficult meeting someone at my age, but I feel so alone in this marriage that I may as well be single. I’m still working—or able to work. I know I can find a cheap place to live and be able to afford the basics.


Thought


I’m too old to find another relationship. And if I leave, I won’t be able to support myself.


Does that thought move me forward or hold me back?


The thought is driven by fear.


. . . Madame X marks the spot.
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Everyone knows the expression “reliving a tragedy.” What many people are engaged in is pre-living a tragedy.


—Gavin de Becker


I have come to believe that all of life is about what we fear. The question is not what will happen when we are afraid, but how will we deal with it. Will we cower or rise up?


—Audre Lorde










Her Favorite Weapons


Another of Madame X’s favorite weapons is negative predictions about the future. She’s a soothsayer of fear, a doomsday Cassandra who specializes in worst-case scenarios designed to quash our dreams. Remember, MX has one goal—to stop us from moving forward—to propel us backward. She crowds our minds with visions of horrors yet to come. Haunted by the looming specter of a disastrous future, our nervous systems react as if the calamity is happening right now. We become paralyzed or make impulsive, fear-driven decisions over problems that haven’t occurred. And probably never will.


The only predictable thing about the future is uncertainty. While many of us are black belts in catastrophizing, it’s impossible to know whether the ultimate result of a seemingly bad event is positive or negative.


Here’s a famous Zen story that illustrates that point.


When an old farmer’s horse ran away, his neighbors cried, “What bad luck!” The farmer simply replied, “Bad luck? Good luck? Who knows.” A week later, the unruly animal returned—trailed by a herd of wild horses. “What good luck!” the neighbors cried. Again, the farmer said, “Good luck? Bad luck? Who 13knows.” When his son broke his leg trying to tame one of the wild horses, the neighbors shook their heads and said, “Such bad luck!” The farmer said the same thing he always did. Days later, all of the young village men were drafted, dying in battle—except for the farmer’s son, who was passed over because of his injury. The mournful villagers whispered, “What good luck.”


This time, the old farmer said nothing.


Most of our negative predictions never happen. Still, Madame X convinces us there is value in imagining terrible what-ifs. That worrying will somehow protect us, that rumination is a kind of prophylactic against pain, and if we expect the worst, it won’t hurt as much. This is a lie. The obsession with dark narratives creates a chemical stew—a quicksand from which it’s difficult to free oneself. In many ways, “future tripping” mirrors the cycle of addiction. Human beings can become addicted to practically anything, including psychic pain. Even if one of MX’s prophesies comes to pass, we’ve already lived through it in our heads—and have to go experience the unpleasant repercussions twice, reliving what has been pre-lived.


Good and bad things happen—that’s the nature of life. The useless cycle of drama and trauma serve no one but Madame X. So how do we fight back against her ominous forecasts?


With reality.


Lily Tomlin once said that reality was overrated. But in truth, it’s one of the most powerful weapons we have to defeat Madame X—so, let’s learn a tool that shows us how.
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The Tool


The Science of Reality


(P.S.)


Get yourself some plain index cards and box to keep them in.


When Madame X makes a dire prophesy, write it down. Write the date and her prediction, then a horizontal line below it. Under that line, write the words What Actually Occurred. Then put it away in the box. After a day, a week, or a month, retrieve the card like you’re a scientist coming back to look at a slide, noting the changes in an experiment.


Now, write down what actually happened.


Below is an example of an index card from my own life.






Jamie


Madame X Prediction—11/26/2015


I will leave my husband and be miserable, broke, and alone for the rest of my life.


What Actually Occurred—2/16/2016


I’m single and living in a beautiful apartment right next door to my parents. My practice is flourishing and I’m dating a wonderful guy.
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After talking to my cousin Michael, I faced the reality that I was staying in my marriage for selfish reasons. I was afraid that I couldn’t make enough money on my own and that I was too old to attract another partner. There was no exit; the window of another serious relationship had been glued shut and graffitied over.


Along with those thoughts, came others: My husband deserves better. He deserves devotion and appreciation—a woman who can love him for who he is. Not only was I holding myself back but I was involved in a betrayal of someone I dearly loved. That night I pulled out an index card, wrote down my fears, and put it in a box. (See page 14.)


When I married Kip in a small ceremony, I cried the whole time—joy! gratitude! relief!—he was the love of my life. I had been the one who pushed for marriage. We’d both been married once before and Kip liked to say he didn’t want to be “twice divorced.” After five years of living together—I was already forty-four and he was fifty-seven—I wanted security. It’s strange how many interpretations the s-word can evoke. I didn’t want to feel like a guest in his house anymore; I longed for a home, and everything I imagined that word to be. A home that was his and mine.


Before my first marriage, I bought a house, then sold it when I got married and used that money to buy a place with my new husband. When we divorced, that house was sold and I put my share toward a condo that ended up getting yellow-listed in the 1994 earthquake. I escaped to a rented 16studio apartment. There’s a lot to say about a room of one’s own, including that it’s a shitty place to entertain friends and family.


And did I mention that right after that, I filed for bankruptcy? Good times!


A couple of years later, I met Kip. He was funny and warm and reminded me of Dad in so many ways. They were both singers; even their speaking voices sounded alike. I thought, “I could build a life with this man.” Kip and my father Stewart got along like thespians on fire. Showbiz blood was in their veins and I loved that. It so touched me—that homey feeling of an instant family. Thinking about our marriage, my dad still looms.


Was I chasing the home—chasing the father—that I so longed for? The family home, both real and symbolic, that remained elusive, yellow-listed, always achingly out of reach? “Yellow-listed” is an evocative metaphor. In disaster zones, a yellow sticker means that a structure has sustained moderate damage and that it may be used if it poses no hazard; other parts may be entered only under supervision to remove valuables and other property. That’s how I feel when thinking about large swathes of my life!


After we’d been dating a while, I began talking to Kip about the future. I was close to forty and wanted to have a child. Kip’s daughter was already in college; he wasn’t wild about having another kid. He never came out and told me that. Instead, he’d say, “I don’t want to be the person who would stop you from having a child.” I needed more than that. I didn’t want to feel like he was being charitable, and definitely didn’t want to do 17it alone. I wanted a husband who was all in. His response left me livid and I ended up walking out. Dad was on my side for a simple reason: he wanted to be a grandpa. But Mom, always the stoic, practical one, had a different opinion. As far as she knew, I’d be exchanging a warm, stable, wonderful man for a life of financial and personal insecurity. She had a samurai way of making me feel childish, which I probably was—add prideful, headstrong, frustrated, and mad as hell about the career cards I’d been dealt.


I still got the occasional television gig but my life as an actress was in the shadows of where it used to be. I began my professional career when I was six years old, and the money I made helped my parents buy our first house. When I was doing well on Falcon Crest, I helped them out if they were struggling—but now the tables had turned. They started giving me $500 a month, taking the edge off the rent on the aforementioned room of my own. By that time, they were both working in home improvement sales and living off their commissions. I felt worse than awful; the tables turned so hard that shame knocked the breath out of me.


Over the years, it’s remarkable how many female clients have revealed their deepest fear: they’ll become invisible, forgotten, and worse—homeless. I’ve learned that it’s a common theme among women and looking back, I started to hear its siren call. Even though I knew in my heart that it would probably mean I would never have a child, I went back to Kip. There are women who find themselves in the situation I was in but go sailing against the traditional wind to become single moms. I wasn’t one of them.


18
After our unbreak-up, we moved in together. The house Kip owned felt too small. Besides, we wanted to pick a place together. We found one in the isolated hills above Malibu. I’ve already spoken about him never putting me on the deed. I never insisted on co-ownership of the house because I felt that I didn’t deserve it. I wasn’t a good homemaker. I never really learned to cook . . . I just wasn’t interested. My general thought became: I guess I’m not marriage material. My husband, also an actor, wasn’t working much either but got income renting out his old house. He wasn’t rich but had a little nest egg. A nest egg of his own . . .


I decided that if I didn’t own the place, I could sure do an act-as-if. I threw a lot of shindigs there—potlucks, pool parties, game nights, big family get-togethers. We’d have all the cousins on my Jewish side (over fifty of them!), then all the cousins on my Mormon side (over fifty of them!). We had a huge eightieth birthday party for Dad, who by then had his Alzheimer’s diagnosis but still loved to sing. Kip played piano while Stewart belted out show tunes.


To make sense of those times, I think again of my father.


My first love. He was handsome and charismatic and I had a closeness with him that I never felt with Mom. My brother Stephen was a math genius. Dad was super proud of him but only spoke showbiz, and that was a language I was fluent in. I loved helping him run lines before his auditions. Watching rehearsals of theater he did in LA was my after-school activity. But then he would disappear doing summer stock or his nightclub act in Vegas (and even as far as Australia). For a time, as a joke, Stevie and I began calling him “Uncle Daddy” because he felt more like 19a wildly fun, eccentric visitor than a father. He brought us gifts from wherever he was performing, then poof—gone again.


It took its toll on Mom.


When her drinking worsened, I became his main emotional support in a way that Reta wasn’t capable of. One time, when the family was in Vegas, my baby brother (eleven then) was asleep in the hotel room while Mom was in the casino, drinking and gambling. Dad wanted to see a show and took me with him. In the crowded hotel elevator, I remember making sure to keep calling him “Dad”—so everyone would know I was his daughter, not his girlfriend. I was thirteen.
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