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PRAISE FOR DON JOSEPH GOEWEY’S Mystic Cool


“In Mystic Cool, Don Goewey provides the neurological proof that attitude is everything. Mystic Cool proves what spirituality has asserted through the ages—that success is inner peace and succeeding is letting go of fear.”


Gerald G. Jampolsky, MD, author of Love Is Letting Go of Fear and
 founder of a school of psychology based on attitude


“The principles and concepts contained in Mystic Cool are all part of a training program Don Goewey has presented at Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department. My employees and I have found real value with his approach to transcending stress and actualizing more of our innate potential to succeed in life.”


Richard Weintraub, PhD, director of the Professional Development
 Bureau, Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department


“Compassion, kindness, joy, and tranquility are our birthright, and Don Goewey shows us how to reclaim them to nourish ourselves, our relationships, and our planet. Mystic Cool provides a specific guide to achieving for yourself now what Plutarch postulated two thousand years ago: that what we achieve inwardly will change outer reality.”


Valorie Beer, Zen Buddhist priest,
 former corporate executive, and author




“Not achieving the results you want or need? Wonder what happened to the communication, cooperation, and collaboration in your organization? It’s highly likely your organization is suffering from the affects of stress. In Mystic Cool, Don Joseph Goewey explains the source of stress and how to eliminate it…forever. This is the ultimate leadership book!”


Jim Horan, president and CEO, One Page Business Plan Company
 and author of The One Page Business Plan


“Having read and studied a good deal of modern neuroscience, I am particularly impressed by Don Goewey’s brilliant new book, Mystic Cool. He makes the brain come alive in his imminently practical and immediately usable book. When people understand what’s happening between their ears, they have more power to exercise choice and lead truly outstanding lives. This fact makes Mystic Cool a no-brainer choice to read and apply.”


Daniel Ellenberg, PhD, consultant, therapist,
 and seminar leader, Authentic Leadership Institute
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Introduction






Evident throughout this book are the influence and contributions of those who have gone before in the fields of psychology, psychiatry, and science, though it is certain Mystic Cool will have its own unique place in a nonlinear continuum of all three.


On the subject of human nature, well-known American psychologist Carl R. Rogers wrote: “…the basic nature of the human being, when functioning freely, is constructive and trustworthy. For me this is an inescapable conclusion from a quarter-century of experience in psychotherapy. When we are able to free the individual from defensiveness, so that he is open to the wide range of his own needs, as well as the wide range of environmental and social demands, his reactions may be trusted to be positive, forward-moving, constructive.” This same philosophy is reflected by Goewey as he emphasizes the power of individuals to influence the quality of their own experience.


When a writer takes on the task of communicating a new vision in an area that has been written about comprehensively, inevitably he will face the limitations of language. It is the age-old problem of new wine in old wineskins. Goewey has succeeded in elucidating his viewpoint brilliantly. He has researched his material extensively, and the entire book is informed with the latest data available in the field of neuroscience.




Readers of this book will benefit from the simple yet profound knowledge to be found here and, in addition, will be enriched by the very personal account given of Goewey’s life journey to this point. The hard-won compassion he has learned to give to himself and others is mirrored in the very nature of this book and its intent: to help sufferers free themselves from the chains of chronic stress and, in the process, from the tyranny of self-blame.


Although it will be useful to the professional, the book’s primary value, I believe, will be to the ordinary individual seeking a pathway to transcending the anxiety and pressures of daily life. Goewey shows simply and clearly how this can be achieved, and is thoroughly convincing in his admonition of its importance.


Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart wrote, “Neither a lofty degree of intelligence, nor imagination, nor both together, go to the making of genius. Love, love, love, that is the soul of genius.” I believe this book to be an act of love and of genius.


Valerie Land Henderson







Valerie Land Henderson was assistant to Carl R. Rogers, PhD, coedited with Howard Kirschenbaum The Carl Rogers Reader and Carl Rogers: Dialogues. She was a resident fellow and former director of the Center for Studies of the Person, which was cofounded by Carl Rogers. Valerie also held positions with the Center for Cross-Cultural Communication and the Cener for Attitidunal Healing.





















…a new turning, a new attitude, an inner change,
 a liberation from all futile concerns…


Thomas Merton

















Prologue: Up to Me




In fourteen months I only smiled once, and I didn’t do it consciously. Somebody’s got to find your trail. I guess it must be up to me.


Bob Dylan, “Up to Me”










Twenty years ago, circumstances converged with my sinking attitude to create a perfect storm of stress. Ironically, it all occurred as my career path appeared to be approaching a summit. Just a year and a half earlier, I had convinced some of the brightest minds in medicine that I was the best of the candidates vying for the position of lead executive officer in the Department of Medicine at Stanford University. This was the largest department in the university and a potential stepping stone to greater things. Everyone close to me was quite impressed when the position was offered to me.


I remember the first day I drove to my job, passing the pasture land where Leland Stanford once grazed his cattle, turning up Pasteur Drive toward the towering oak that fronts the magnificent sandy colored edifice of the medical school. The great fountain at the entrance was spewing streams of water in the air that the wind fanned into a veil through which the building’s stone glimmered. Huge copper bowls with red and yellow vines spilling over the sides hung between the high columns, adorning the simple, almost austere line of the building. That day I thought I was entering Camelot.


It did not take long for that illusion to be dispelled. The place was anything but Camelot. This is not to say working at the medical school was uninspiring. Working with world-class intellects elevated my own thinking and skills. It taught me how to work more effectively with complexity, to be brutally honest with facts, and to identify specious arguments seeking easy solutions. It also exposed me to science, a discipline I had avoided like the plague when I was in school. At Stanford, I came to love science, and for that I am forever grateful. At the same time, it occurred to me that these world-class intellects had world-class egos, and I had a difficult time getting them to cooperate with our strategic plan. Fault finding was rampant and mistakes severely punished, which is, of course, understandable in the field of medicine. But colleagues seemed to relish others’ mistakes. One man’s loss was another’s gain, and it created an atmosphere of distrust. At least, these were my judgments at the time.


The environment was especially hard on women, even for those who held advanced medical degrees. I will never forget the day, early in my tenure, when, returning to my office from a meeting, I observed a female medical resident standing to the side of the department’s front door and crying. When I asked her what was wrong, she said, “I just don’t fit here,” and ran off. I was beginning to come to the same conclusion. I sensed I was in the wrong place and feared it was beginning to show. I didn’t have the courage to leave the job, however, not with a wife and four children to support. I was also afraid of what my friends and family would think of me. They had celebrated me for landing the job, and I worried they would think ill of me if I couldn’t make it work.


As stressful as the job seemed at the time, my anxiety about it and life in general was far worse. You might be wondering why you should read a book about transcending stress written by someone who managed his own stress so poorly. My answer is: who better than one who has crossed the terrain? And the terrain of my fear and the stress it embodied extended beyond the workplace. In those days I was afraid most of the time, though I was not aware of it. I was afraid of what people thought of me and of lulls in our conversations. I was afraid of the bills on my desk, the checks I wrote, and the money I borrowed. I was afraid of failing, especially when I was apparently succeeding. I feared the small stabs of pain in my chest, the swollen lymph nodes that occasionally appeared in the necks of my children when they caught colds, and the odd click or clack in a machine I depended on. I was afraid of affection, intimate moments, and the unhappiness I saw in my wife’s eyes. I approached most situations feeling at risk, as if someone were going to see through me, incriminate me, and haul me off. A friend of mine jokes that sometimes when he goes to an ATM to retrieve cash, he half expects the machine to open wide for a cop to step out and cuff him for the crime of impersonating an honest man. That captures something of my anxiety. I was living a kind of self-imposed tyranny from which I was in flight. I was constantly on the run, rarely at ease, never free. It is what Rollo May called “a nameless and formless uneasiness.”1


The uneasiness exacerbated into full-blown anxiety when the university placed me on probation with ninety days to prove myself. As the deadline approached, my anxiety turned to dread and my self-confidence began to drop, undermining my ability to turn the corner.


Søren Kierkegaard, the great philosopher, wrote:




No Grand Inquisitor has in readiness such terrible tortures as has anxiety. No spy knows how to attack more artfully the man he suspects, choosing the instant when he is weakest, nor knows how to lay traps where he will be caught and ensnared, as anxiety knows how. No sharp-witted judge knows how to interrogate, to examine the accused, as anxiety does, which never lets him escape, neither by diversion nor by noise, neither at work nor at play, neither by day nor by night.2





On the appointed day, the axe fell. I was fired. Nine days later I was diagnosed with a brain tumor. As if this weren’t enough, the strain of dealing with all of it expanded the cracks in my marriage instead of bringing us closer together. As hard as my wife and I tried, we just could not bridge the gap that had grown between us. I do not think I have ever felt more alone or more lost. My mental state oscillated between abject terror and complete numbness. I was beginning to lose faith in life.




The good news was that the tumor was benign and slow growing. The bad news was its size and location. The tumor was large, compressing the fifth, seventh, and eighth cranial nerves, leading to an unhappy prognosis. I could lose half my hearing, suffer impaired balance, and sustain paralysis on the left side of my face. I was thirty-eight at the time, and the medical judgment came as quite a blow. How was I supposed to restart my career, staggering into interviews on a cane and pitching my prospects with a half-frozen face? It was evident to me that my life, as I had known it, was over and my family was doomed to live in poverty.


My connections at the medical school helped me find the best neurosurgeon, although he was not immediately available. Medically, it did not matter since the tumor was slow growing. The delay was a relief, the only relief I had felt in months. I was in no hurry for facial paralysis or a stumbling gait. Having to wait proved to be a blessing. As strange as it may sound, it gave me time to agonize my way to the bottom of my despair, which I reached a week before surgery. It was a cold, gray day. I was alone at home and went outside to the deck to smoke a cigarette and gaze at the view of the hills, hoping to calm my anxiety. But my anxiety only worsened as I reacted to the images of the calamitous future fear painted in my mind. Fear quickly eroded the fragile ledge of safety to which my sanity clung, dropping me into a hollow that spiraled down and down, into a dark cavern of the mind. The more I fell, the darker it got. The darker it got, the more frightened I became until I was lost in panic. It was a nightmare. I did not know what to do to arrest the psychological fall, other than to surrender to the experience. As I did, my terror worsened. It was unbearable, and at some point my conscious mind began to recede inwardly toward a vanishing point, where I seemed to disappear.


Then, like the phoenix rising out of the ash, my conscious mind came back to life. My mind felt emptied, as if cleansed, and curiously spacious, like the soft blue sky after a storm. Everything was quiet and miraculously expansive. Gradually the stillness became palpable and vibrant, like the first awakenings of spring. The stillness surrounded and permeated my being and, for the first time in a very long time, I felt at peace. I relaxed into it completely, the way we relax into the relief of pain. As I did I began to feel loved, by whom or what I cannot say. Perhaps it was just me loving myself for the first time. Perhaps it was only the simple relief and gratitude of having reached safety.


But I was not thinking about it at that moment. I was taken over by the experience of feeling loved, which gradually came to rest in my heart as compassion. I felt compassion for everyone who suffers, including me. The sincerity of my compassion seemed to heal an old sorrow, and I started to cry for the first time in God knows how long. These tears of sorrow released a feeling of gladness and wonder for the adventure and privilege of being alive. When I took my next breath, it felt like the breath of life. When I opened my eyes and looked at the world around me, the first conscious thought I had was that I was OK. This was followed by the recognition that I had always been OK and would always be so. My usual cynicism did not stand up to argue with this feeling. That all shall be well and all manner of things shall be well appeared self-evident.


I looked down at my hand, at the cigarette pinched between my fingers, and saw that it had only burned down halfway. It was hard to fathom, given that the experience I had just been through felt like an eternity. When my personality was back intact, I did a reality check. Do I have a brain tumor? The answer was yes. Is the prognosis still the same? Again, the answer was yes. Am I about to join the ranks of the unemployed? Yes to this as well. Is my marriage on the rocks? Yes, yes, yes to everything. Yet I still felt I would be fine. I felt at peace inside, despite the difficult circumstances I faced.


The experience stayed with me; the following week was bliss. I did not think much or talk much, and I did not worry. My anxiety was gone. The chairman of the department was kind enough to allow me to continue in my position until the surgery and, afterwards, to take six weeks of paid medical leave. I hadn’t intended to go into the office, but now I actually wanted to be there. My peaceful attitude cast everything in a positive, optimistic light, and I guess I wanted to put it to the test. The dean had once called the medical school “this godforsaken place,” and I wanted to see if my new outlook could stand up to the stress and strain it had caused me. To my great joy, peace passed the test. The usual stressors no longer bothered me. My heart opened to people whom I had perceived as enemies and, just a week earlier, had blamed for my demise. I now realized most of my perceptions had been fabricated in my head, and I wanted to give my head every chance to heal. I worked right up to a few days before the surgery, and during that entire time, as I recall, I did not entertain one negative thought.


One day, a couple of weeks prior to surgery, the executive in the Department of Psychiatry paid me a visit. His name was Karl and he was moving over to the Dean’s Office to head up human resources. This meant his position was available. It was Karl’s impression that I had been given a raw deal in Medicine, and he thought Psychiatry was a better fit for me. If I was open to it, he said he was willing to arrange an interview with Psychiatry’s chairman. Karl and I barely knew each other and there was no reason for him to intervene, other than to correct something that struck him as unfair. I did interview for the position and, as I was packing my suitcase to go to the hospital, the chairman of Psychiatry phoned and offered me the job. Naturally, I accepted on the spot. All shall be well and all manner of things shall be well, I thought to myself as I hung up the phone. Then I nodded in gratitude to Karl’s good heart. I felt blessed, as if a legion of angels was looking after me.


When I checked into the hospital, I was as confident as Michael Jordan before a championship game. The surgery was a total success. It lifted my neurosurgeon’s reputation to new heights. The only disability I came away with was a 20 percent loss of hearing. The one problem not solved was my marriage. A year later my wife and I divorced. It was painful, but compassion eventually got us through it.


The Department of Psychiatry did indeed turn out to be a better fit. In my youth I had the great privilege of working with the preeminent American psychologist Carl R. Rogers, and felt I was in my element. The department was an exciting place to be, particularly at that time, when the theory of the mind–body connection was just developing. I was easily distracted from my executive duties. How could I not be? I had an insider’s view of the work of some of the giants in their fields, including William Dement, the father of sleep medicine; Karl Pribram, who developed the holonomic brain model of cognitive function; David Spiegel, a leader in psychosomatic research; and Irvin Yalom, who wrote the classic text on group psychotherapy. Once, while cleaning out an overstuffed closet, I even unearthed two lost reels of audio recordings of Jane Goodall discussing primatology with her research fellows.


As much as I enjoyed working in the department, the job felt temporary. More and more, I thought of leaving the university. It was like a way station between where I no longer belonged and where I wanted to be. The peace I had experienced on the other side of terror that day out on the deck had changed me. I kept imagining myself working in an organization that helped people transform the same kind of pain I had experienced that day. I did not know if any such place even existed, only that I felt drawn to find one.


One day, while participating in a meeting with the chairman and the division chiefs, an odd thing happened. At the end of arguing some point I was advancing, I felt my mind drift off. In my mind’s eye I saw myself twenty years later, still sitting at this same table, participating in the conflict du jour, bored with it. Worse, I was filled with regret for having let the life I was meant to live pass me by. It seemed more than a daydream. It was lucid, enough so that when I returned to the present meeting, I was rattled. I felt as if something was telling me to get up from the table, right then and there, go to my office, and write my resignation. It seemed clear that if I slept on it, when I woke up it would be twenty years later. It was now or never. With my heart pounding, I stood up, excused myself from the meeting, and made my way back to my office to do the bravest thing I have ever done. Bravery and stupidity are indistinguishable at moments like this. In the end, it comes down to a leap of faith, which was the leap I took. I wrote the letter of resignation, made it effective immediately, and then changed it to effective in ninety days. This eased the awful pounding in my heart.




Three months later, I left the security of steady employment and stepped out alone into a cold, unfriendly world, with little in the way of savings. My only compass was an inner vision. For a year, I searched for the place I was looking for. When my money ran out, I worked part-time in a factory and borrowed money from my best friend. But I could not find anything that matched what I had envisioned. It was discouraging, but just when I was considering giving up, I found what I had envisioned. It was a nonprofit organization devoted to helping people face the psychological and spiritual challenges of serious illness and dying. The agency, located in Marin County just across the Golden Gate Bridge, was internationally recognized for its approach. I had not heard of it; though, at that point it had been around for fifteen years.


The Center for Attitudinal Healing or “the Center,” as it used to be called by clients and volunteers, was founded in 1975 by the respected psychiatrist and bestselling author Gerald Jampolsky, MD, and Patsy Robinson, a woman who could take a vision and make it work in the world. Its clients came from every walk of life and every age group—from parents who had lost children to people diagnosed with life-threatening illness. Many faced the most stressful situations any of us will ever face. At one point, the Center even worked with refugees of war who had lost everything. The Center’s core principle reflected precisely my life-changing experience out on the deck; it defined health as inner peace, and healing as letting go of fear. It also had created a peer-support, community-building model, similar to a model I had worked with during my days with Dr. Carl R. Rogers. Its programs depended entirely on a corps of two hundred volunteers, trained and mentored by staff, who delivered services to clients free of charge.


The atmosphere of this organization was humble. It was housed in an old warehouse in Tiburon, on the docks at the north end of San Francisco Bay. The furniture was old, the building rustic, and drawings by children hung on the walls. Yet the agency was clean and tidy, and alive with a joyful energy. It was a community of service extending a relationship of unconditional respect to one and all. Everyone, young and old, was considered both student and teacher. The curriculum was simple and direct: learning to let go of fear in whatever form it manifested. People came from all over the world to visit the Center. Professors, physicians, and therapists came to study, ordinary folks of every persuasion came to lend a hand, poor and rich alike gave money, and there were even a few seekers who came on pilgrimage to find the meaning of life. All were put to work. Upon return to their communities, more than a hundred of these people established centers of their own. This small point of light was mother to a global community dedicated to letting go of fear.


In the process, it had invented one of the important community mental health models of our time. Community mental health was my field, and it was exciting to see what these people were doing. Their model was every bit as effective as AA (Alcoholics Anonymous), and for many of the same reasons. It was people sitting in a circle, guided by practical principles, beginning with equality, and facilitating a sense of connection that can be genuinely healing.


For a month I spent all my available time hanging out at the Center to see if it truly was the place I was looking for. I bought and read many of the books in its bookstore, got to know Patsy Robinson and the staff, and learned all I could about its programs. It was the place I was seeking. Like so many other people, I ended up falling in love with this community. Eventually I was recruited to cofacilitate the HIV/AIDS support group. That group delivered many blessings, one of which was a job. Through my cofacilitator, I learned of an opening for the executive director position at a local AIDS agency; I applied and was hired.


The epidemic was at its height. For the next three years I worked with a band of saints, mavericks, angels, rogues, and heroes to serve gay and straight men and women, children, sex workers, and addicts—in short, anyone and everyone infected with HIV. The staff and volunteers at this agency were some of the finest people I have ever known and perhaps some of the best who have walked the Earth; and they needed to be. They were up against nearly total devastation.


The image that etched the deepest impression in my memory was the apartment building where a coworker of mine lived. It was once a village of gay people, living, loving, and supporting each other. In the good days, before AIDS, they shared each other’s joys. They nursed each other through flus, colds, and emotional upheavals, and lent a hand with heavy chores. They shared Thanksgiving, Christmas, birthdays, funerals, and whatever else there is to celebrate or grieve. They took pleasure in each other’s company and looked out for one another. In short, they were a neighborhood. After the plague hit, there was nearly no one left in that building. For a while, it was like a ghost town.


I will also never forget the unbelievably sick and wasted bodies in hospice houses and hospital wards. I did not know that a human being could get that sick and suffer that much. But, as much as anything, I will also never forget the way the human spirit shone through all the hardship. It came through in the smile lighting up a withered face, and in the resilience of a caregiver who, over and over again, transcended heartache and discouragement to be present, kind, and unfettered in handling the next thing that needed to be done. The tears and laughter of the people fighting the epidemic sprang from a deeper place, as did their kindness and compassion. And who can forget the people who mobilized the research to produce the medicines that changed the disease from terminal to chronic? I sometimes think that the people fighting AIDS are the meek who will inherent the Earth. They reveal to me the emotional and spiritual intelligence I believe will be necessary, if we are to take the next step in the evolution of human culture.


Three years later, I left the AIDS agency to become the executive director of the Center on the docks of Tiburon. The experience was equally as rich. In the Center’s support groups, workshops, and counseling programs, I worked with hundreds of people who demonstrated the capacity to make a profound shift in attitude to change their experience entirely, regardless of how dire their situation. Some made the shift quickly; others took more time. But in the twelve years I worked at the Center, I cannot recall anyone who did not make it home. By home I mean the experience of peace—the experience that begins where fear ends and grows into a state of mind that makes human beings larger than circumstances. These people helped me to realize the possibility of living in the world without fear, which is not to say living without fears (plural). They faced their fears every day, meeting them with a quality of presence that allowed them to embrace their losses and difficulties, and eventually to transcend them.


There are two women I met who, for me, epitomize the transformation people are capable of making. When I think life has dealt me a bad hand, remembering these women lifts my heart, straightens my spine, and raises my head.


 


The first person was a client at the Center in Argentina. Her name is Pilar. Pilar was a thalidomide baby, born with no arms and severe stunting of growth as a result of her mother being prescribed the drug during pregnancy. Abused, neglected, and tossed aside, she felt like a victim most of her life, bitterly blaming her parents and the medical profession for her misfortune. When she reached adulthood, she was released into a world that was largely repelled by her. If anyone has the right to be angry at life, it is Pilar, and for a long time she was very angry.


With the help of the Center, she began to transcend her fate and the emotional storms it made of her mind. She began to reclaim her life, moment by moment, through the trial-and-error practice of building a peaceful, forgiving attitude. Gradually, Pilar rescued her future from the limited and limiting existence that fear, pessimism, and anger recycled. What eventually emerged through her perseverance was Pilar, as a whole person, alive and free, with the strength, dignity, and intelligence to move mountains—and move mountains she did. She fulfilled a dream that most thought impossible. She became an artist, painting with her feet. She went on to become a wonderful artist and is now considered one of Argentina’s national treasures.


I am a proud owner of two of her paintings. The time I spent with Pilar was short but inspiring, even though we exchanged few words. She speaks Spanish, and I do not, but it did not matter. Her face itself was a work of art, illuminated by an attitude that communicated more than words can. “What a humble lesson it is to see such a person,” stated Dr. Alberto Loizaga, a psychiatrist and founder of the Center in Argentina. “To witness a person who does not feel victimized, but rather feels a passion for life and the expression of it through art.”3


The second woman is named Lubie. At the time we met, she was a refugee of the Bosnian War. She attended a workshop we conducted in Zagreb, Croatia, at the height of that horrible war. In contrast to Pilar, whose breakthrough occurred over a period of months, Lubie’s happened in a matter of days.


The workshop was part of a program funded by the U.S. State Department to help war refugees cope with the post-traumatic stress that resulted from the unspeakable brutality they had suffered. Lubie was the one person out of three hundred attending the workshop who caught my eye. I still remember watching her come into the room and take a seat in the third row on the outside aisle. She was dressed in black, head to toe, as if in mourning. Sunglasses hid her eyes, and she wore a scarf pulled tight around her head. She did not remove her scarf or the sunglasses and sat motionless throughout the morning, arms folded across her chest, looking at me as I conducted the workshop. The only clue I had to her affect was a downturned mouth that did not change, even when something humorous happened.


When we broke for lunch, I did not expect her to return. As I opened the afternoon session, however, there she was, sitting in the same seat. She now wore neither scarf nor sunglasses, and I could see the deep grief in her eyes. I was surprised again when she returned the next day. Twice that day and the next, we broke into small discussion groups and, as it turned out, Lubie was assigned to the group I was facilitating. In the safety of these groups, she gradually opened up emotionally, revealing some of the tragic experiences she had kept locked inside. She talked about her pain, cried over it, and as she gradually came to accept it, her suffering eased. In the last session, she was much calmer and was a source of support to others in the small group.


Witnessing such healing and its resilience is always astonishing. “The irony is,” stated Daniel Siegel, MD, director of the Mindfulness Awareness Research Center at UCLA, “that once you are able to define your boundaries you actually get freedom.”4 It is as Eckhart Tolle described: “The moment you completely accept your nonpeace, your nonpeace becomes transmuted into peace.”5


Although it was the dead of winter, on the last day of the workshop Lubie appeared in a colorful silk outfit that brought a touch of spring into the room. On this day, she stood up in front of three hundred people and stated that before the workshop she thought she had lost her life. She thought the war had taken her life from her and had left her to live the rest of her days in an empty, loveless shell that reverberated with pain. She stated that over the course of the last three days, everything had changed. In the workshop, she felt safe enough to feel what she had to feel, to see what she needed to see, and eventually to challenge the dark voices of the mind that had drained the joy and peace from her. She then began to cry, but she described her tears as joyful. It was a profound moment of healing for everyone at the workshop. A year later, I had coffee with Lubie in Zagreb and she had not relapsed into the empty persona the war had made of her for a time. Lubie is an example of how quickly people can shift when they are ready.


Often the term fact of life is used to refer to a condition imposed by the world over which we have no control. In these two people, peace transcends the facts. Peace, as a dynamic way of being, is the inner strength that makes us larger than circumstances, even larger than anything the world does to us. Fear is the way we lose that strength and power.


Sometime prior to the end of my tenure at the Center, my friend Larry Stupski challenged me to create a program that could alleviate stress, so work could be healthier, more enjoyable and rewarding, leading to greater success. Larry served as president and COO of Charles Schwab during the thirteen-year period of rapid growth that established the company. Larry views stress and the interpersonal dysfunction it generates as a major block to building a company that will last. I shared his point of view and became fascinated with the proposition that there might actually be a solution to stress in the workplace. As I investigated the literature, I found, not surprisingly, that Larry’s view was accurate. Generally, the American workplace can be an unhealthy, stressful environment that is damaging to people and organizations. It negatively affects personal performance, teamwork, and motivation, ultimately cutting profitability. It also affects families and relationships outside of work because people take stress home. Most of us recognize it, most of us feel it, and according to a number of studies, most of us wind up dissatisfied with our jobs and lives because of stress. The problem is no one seems to know what to do about it.


I also investigated the available research in neuroscience by reading scores of studies and books. Over the last ten years, neuroscience has had one breakthrough after another in understanding what makes us tick. By and large, what I learned can be summarized thus: Stress is fear, peace is power. Fear is the biological trigger for a stress reaction. Too much stress debilitates higher brain function, and chronic stress makes the brain incapable of sustaining peak performance, cultivating positive relationships, and staying healthy. Obviously, peace is the direct opposite of fear and stress. A dynamically peaceful attitude translates, neurologically, into optimal brain function and regenerative processes that can reverse the trouble stress causes. Neurologically, success is inner peace and succeeding is letting go of fear. And there is a bonus. A dynamically peaceful attitude also generates a more fulfilling experience of life. The psychological term for it is flow.


 


In short, peace represents a brain operating at its absolute best. It generates the brain function needed to succeed at every level of life. Fear represents a brain toxic with stress hormones. It was clear that Larry was correct. We had a solution to the problem, not just for the workplace as Larry suggested, but for parents as well as spouses, students as well as teachers. In short, our solution would work for anyone and everyone who wanted to transcend stress and all the trouble it causes.


Five years later, my research and development efforts have culminated in the formation of a human performance firm called ProAttitude, which helps people reach this optimal state of mind. This book summarizes all that I learned about a dynamically peaceful attitude—the incalculable gift it bestows—and defines a process for attaining it.
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