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 For my mother, Mary
I am so proud of the woman you have become.
You are my rock, and I love you to the moon.
And of course, for the glory of God,
the Master of the Universe, who connects us all.
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The 30-DAY
HEARTBREAK CURE








INTRODUCTION
I Wanna Hold Your Hand


Pain is inevitable, suffering is optional.


—ANONYMOUS


The concept of a thirty-day heartbreak cure first came to me many years ago, when I was in the throes of my first bona fide, excruciating, I’ll-never-be-happy-again broken heart. I had been given my walking papers quite unexpectedly, an abrupt ending to what I perceived to be a perfect romance.


The two most important words in that sentence: “perceived” and “perfect.”


I instantly flung myself into every classic form of girl-loses-boy behavior. I cried my guts out. I curled up in a ball in my bed for days at a time. I stared at my TV screen—a whole different activity from watching TV, which usually involves some awareness of what you’re looking at. Come to think of it, I believe I was genuinely surprised when every news broadcast didn’t start with, “Bob didn’t call Catherine again today.” (His name wasn’t really Bob. His name is irrelevant, and so is he. We’re talking about me right now.) I played the same sad songs on my stereo a hundred times in a row. I didn’t eat. I didn’t sleep. I isolated myself. I gave my freshly painted walls and ceiling the thousand-yard stare for weeks. Ah, yes, the famous thousand-yard stare.


As my self-esteem sank lower and lower, I became more and more obsessed with my telephone. My silent telephone. So silent that I’d pick up the receiver from time to time to make sure it was working. (It was.) So silent I’d sit for hours staring at it, willing it to ring. I mean, sooner or later, he had to call, right? Even if he didn’t want to get back together, he had to miss me at least a little and want to talk, didn’t he? I felt as if my life literally depended on answering the phone and hearing his voice, so I kept that phone within reach twenty-four hours a day. I even slept with it next to my pillow. Mind you, this particular heartbreak predated cell phones, so leaving the house was out of the question, no matter how hard my worried friends tried to lure me out of my self-imposed prison. They didn’t matter. I didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the dwindling hope that please, God, he’d call and take a little of the pain away.


Then, one day—I’ll never forget it—I quite literally woke up and said to myself, “I can’t go on like this. This isn’t me. This isn’t who I am!”


And, of far more importance, it wasn’t anyone I remotely wanted to be.


What happened to that joy-filled spirit I was accustomed to being? Where had she disappeared to? I looked in the mirror to see if I could find her. Staring back at me were the saddest, reddest, teariest eyes I’d ever seen and a face that seemed to have aged twenty years from the sheer weight of grief. It didn’t help that I’d been too busy wallowing in self-pity and wondering what he was thinking, feeling, and doing to spend a moment to take care of myself. In other words, I looked exactly as hollow as I felt, and I didn’t like it one bit.


No matter where I’ve lived, I’ve always kept a wall calendar prominently displayed to make myself focus on deadlines. I happened to glance at my calendar on that fateful morning, and then almost study it, wondering, in passing at first, what would happen if I decided to set a deadline for this excruciating pain to end?


I wondered again, not in passing this time, and the words hit me like a thunderbolt.


A deadline for this pain to end!


I’ve been a goal-setter all my life. I know it’s important, and I know it works. What if I approached exorcising this pain the way I approached every other personal goal? What if I gave my heartbreak a deadline? What if I added “healing” to my calendar right along with “run lines with Gena” and “get roots done”? What if I set a date, made a bonded commitment to myself not to postpone or reschedule it, and assigned myself tasks along the way to stay focused on the goal of reclaiming my mental, physical, and emotional health? It was worth a try. I had nothing left to lose except my broken heart, and good riddance to that.


I took a deep breath, grabbed a red Sharpie, stepped up to the calendar, and with no thought about whether or not it was realistic because somehow I’d make it realistic, I wrote, thirty days from that day, the words “Heartbreak cured.”


And to my surprise, the simple act of writing those words and committing myself to meaning them made me feel a tiny spark of hope. I took my first real breath in weeks. I didn’t feel quite so helpless, or hopeless, anymore. I had a worthwhile project to work on and I was excited.


That night, armed with nothing but my wall calendar and my red Sharpie, I outlined the rules, exercises, and assignments for the next thirty days of my life. I made them up as I went along, keeping them simple and realistic, in a methodical progression toward my ultimate goal. I couldn’t begin to grasp, or remember, feeling whole, healthy, and joyful again, but I was sure that I could handle one easy chore one day at a time for a month.


I’d scaled the highest peak of idyllic, euphoric love and then suddenly dropped a thousand stories into an abyss of deepest despair. That’s how I’d been feeling. Pretty dramatic, huh? Would you expect anything less from a soap diva?


But that night, with my newly composed healing calendar by my side, I began to notice a subtle shift in my perception of how things had really gone. Those countless moments between us that I’d fallen into the habit of romanticizing weren’t nearly so enchanting in the cold light of grief. Now that I thought about it without him at the center of every equation, I was pretty sure the sky had been a beautiful blue and the stars had sparkled gorgeously around the moon before he came along. They didn’t exist just because of him, or our Perfect, Unprecedented Love. In fact, for the first time in a while, I had glimmers of awareness that I’d existed just fine, thank you, before he came along. As happens so often to so many of us, I’d simply become so lost in him and in the relationship that I’d forgotten who I was. I missed myself, and I made a promise that night to slowly but surely reunite with that nice, thoughtful, happy, funny, capable, independent woman I once was and would be again—only better.


It’s one of my most deeply held beliefs that if we just stay out of the way, God, by whatever name you call your Highest Power, will drag us kicking and screaming into a better life than we could ever imagine for ourselves.


And that’s exactly what has happened to me since that simple, powerful night. My commitment for those next thirty days was to nothing more than heartbreak recovery, but so much more happened than that, probably in spite of myself. With my mind and heart open to the best and healthiest I could be, I almost unintentionally found myself graced with a whole new abundance of friends, love, joy, excitement, health, work, and faith—more than I would ever have asked for and certainly more than I thought I deserved.


The same exact healing and abundance can happen for you. You’re in too much pain to believe me right now, but that’s okay. I believe it enough for both of us.


Relax.


Breathe.


Follow the instructions in this book, the ones that, to my amazement, worked for me.


Most of all, as the saying goes, don’t think about it, just do it.


There’s a second reason for my passionate determination to write this book, and it’s as intensely personal as the first.


As you know, we all need a purpose in life. Even as a child I knew that mine was acting. I would be an actress, no doubt, no questions asked, no stopping me. And I have no regrets about that childhood decision. Not one. I treasure my acting career. Even on my worst days there isn’t a single minute when I’m not grateful to be doing the very thing I dreamed about for as long as I can remember.


But after making a generous living at it for twenty-nine years, I began to realize that acting was only part of my true purpose. The older and wiser I got, the more I found myself wondering why on earth I’m really here, and what on earth I’m really here to do. Wondering made me dig deeper into my soul and ask some hard questions that only I could answer.


What do I love?


What would make me so happy that I would do it for free full-time if I didn’t have to worry about paying my bills?


What would truly fill me up?


Thank God, the answers were swift. And simple. I love loving.


I love people.


I love connecting.


I love speaking.


I love writing.


I love inspiring.


I love healing.


I love hugging.


I love holding your hand.


With those realizations in mind, the greater part of my purpose finally came shining through: I’m here to help you find your way back to you, reminding you, and myself, that every step of the way, we really are all in this together.


And that includes the numb, stupid, sad, angry, confused pain of heartbreak, which has a grief all its own. You’ve never been more aware of that fact than you are right now, or you wouldn’t be reading this book and giving me this opportunity to lift some of that singular darkness.


It really is amazing how alike we all become when the darkness of heartbreak sets in. The thousand-yard stare. The inability to think, focus, sleep, or eat like a normal person. The unfortunate, almost unconscious talent for making him the sole topic of every thought and conversation. The incessant mantra of free-fall confusion that usually starts with that tricky word, “Why?” and inevitably leads to endless fantasy scenarios of woulda, coulda, shoulda, and what if? And then, when the confusion gets too monotonous, the equally inevitable blame game—either blaming him for everything wrong in the world, including static cling and global warming, or assuming all the blame for the breakup and beating ourselves to a pulp over it. The same tape seems to play in all our heads when we’re heartbroken, repeating hurtful words like “loser” and “inadequate” and “fool” over and over again, a dark depressing tape we inadvertently choose to keep playing.


It took me a long time to discover that, yes, I was choosing to let that tape play, and that, yes, just as surely, I could choose to stop it. The off button exists. The hard part is finding it and then insisting on pushing it, taking responsibility for where we are, how we got here, and what we’re going to do about it.


The good news is, taking responsibility is worth it.


We can’t heal without it, and it’s an important part of the journey we’re about to take together.


But for now, right this moment, I just want to hold your hand.


You’ve probably learned one of the same things I have in the course of various and sundry relationships: when the end comes and the pain sets in, it’s pretty much irrelevant whether he left you or you left him, or how short-or long-term the ended relationship was. It hurts, and that makes it important. While you and I spend the next thirty days together through the pages of this book, you have my word that you’ll never find me trivializing your heartache no matter what the circumstances that caused it.


What I will do is keep reminding you as we go along that I understand, I care, I’ve been there, and guess what?


I’m still here. Safe and sound. And believe it or not, so are you.


Hello, beautiful.


I see you.


I know you.


Welcome to the beginning of the end of your heartbreak. As you and I walk this journey together, hand in hand, for the next thirty days, I’m going to be giving you a series of assignments and exercises, in a very deliberate order, one per day and only one per day. There are several reasons that I’ll ask you not to rush through any chapter or exercise and not to skip to the next one, no matter how tempted you might be! If you do you’ll be robbing yourself of the value of that day’s assignment and, in the long run, the full benefits of this carefully designed progression of healing. It’s not unlike that day we’ve all been through when we decide we’re going to get in shape. The worst mistake we can make, no matter how many times we’re warned against it, is to get in too big a hurry, do more leg lifts and stomach crunches and treadmill minutes than we’re ready for, and end up so stiff and sore the next day that we give up. This book isn’t the 1-Day Heartbreak Cure, after all, nor is there any such thing. It’s the 30-Day Heartbreak Cure, with each day designed to lead into the next and each day having enough value to warrant your full, undivided attention. Every time you’re tempted to jump ahead, remind yourself, “Stay in the present moment. Stay in the present moment.” The present moment is a safe place to be. You’re okay in the present moment. You’re in pain, but all is well. Hard as it is to believe, you’re not dying.


And I’m here. By your side. Holding your hand. Crying with you until we can laugh together. And we will, you have my word.


Are you ready?


Are you ready to get past your pain and move on to the great life that’s waiting for you?


Are you ready to relearn the joy of taking charge of yourself again, and reclaiming the control you handed over to someone who clearly didn’t deserve it?


I know you’re ready.


Because you’re already several pages into being on your way.


Now, take my hand and repeat after me, out loud. Yes, I’m serious, OUT LOUD:


Today I love and respect myself enough to begin the process of healing. For the next thirty days I commit myself to learning and growing and remembering how to celebrate my ability to move ahead even stronger and better than I was before. In the meantime, I’ll be grateful for every tear I cry, because every tear is my grief leaving my spirit, to be replaced with love, joy, and the grace of inner peace.





Day 1
The Rules: Cry Yourself a River


I never work better than when I am inspired by anger; when I am angry, I can write, pray, and preach well, for then my whole temperament is quickened, my understanding sharpened, and all mundane vexations and temptations depart.


—Dr. MARTIN LUTHER KING JR.


It’s over.


You’re devastated, numb, angry, lost, hurt, helpless, hopeless, shaken—any adjective that applies to grieving applies to you right now. Although in a way, this may be worse, because the source of your grief has the arrogant nerve to still be alive, probably having himself a perfectly good day, while you feel as if you’re dying inside.


You have no idea what to do or where to even start to relieve the pain, let alone fathom your life without this man who hasn’t been out of your thoughts for more than five minutes at a time. Without him to take up all that mental and emotional space, without him to plan around and fantasize about and dress for and look forward to, how will you ever recognize yourself again?


Let’s face it, at the core of all its most hideous qualities, heartbreak strips you of your ability to think clearly, your sense of structure and logic, and, maybe worst of all, your most basic, innate desire to take care of yourself.


I know. I’ve been there. More than once.


So I’m here, right beside you, holding your hand, fully prepared to do those things for you until—thirty days from now—you’re strong and happy enough to be in charge again, not just back to normal but better than ever. (It’s okay that you don’t believe it at the moment. I believe it enough for both of us.)


And what helps bring clarity, structure, logic, and self-care to our lives more simply than rules?


Yes, there are rules for this journey of recovery we’re embarking on together. I was tempted to call them “prescriptions” for those of you who think the word “rules” is a synonym for confinement. But I’m not willing to take even the slightest chance that by “prescriptions” you’ll think I’m encouraging a trip to your nearest pharmacy, especially at a time when you might find that to be a temptingly attractive idea. So we’ll stick with “rules”, with the promise that in the end they won’t be confining, they’ll be downright liberating.


Your assignment for Days 1 to 3 is to simply read each day’s rules and promise yourself you’ll follow them every single day for the next month, for one good reason: they work! Read them once, or a hundred times. Make copies and put them everywhere you’ll have easy access to them for reinforcement—in your purse, on your nightstand, in your car, on the refrigerator, anywhere and everywhere you won’t be able to ignore them, no matter how much you might want to. And trust me on this, when it comes to some of these rules, you’ll want to ignore them. Just don’t. Period. If you’re afraid you might get weak, or ornery, or too depressed to bother, give a copy to your most trusted, willing friends and ask them to help keep you on track. Look at it this way: you only have to follow these rules for thirty days. There’s nothing you can’t handle for thirty days, except feel like you’re feeling today.


Right now, today, you’re barely functioning, and your concentration level and attention span are challenged, to say the least. Anything beyond the basics is going to feel like more work than you care to handle. So let’s keep it simple and straightforward. These are your no-kidding-around, no-excuses rules to read and follow from Day 1.


First, You Cry


I know. You hardly need me to suggest it, let alone give you permission. Go right ahead. Curl up in a ball and cry like you’ve never cried before if you want to. Save the stoic false bravado for some other time. This hurts, and it’s the most normal thing in the world to cry when you’re hurt.


Just one condition: you only get three days for this fullblown crying jag. Three days. That’s it. So make it good.


No Isolating


Let your best, most supportive, most positive friends know what you’re going through, and tell them you need them. Don’t leave it to them to figure it out—very few of us are skilled at mind reading, after all.


In fact, feel free to adopt a policy my closest friends and I have borrowed from various law enforcement agencies. When one of us is in real trouble, emotional or otherwise (and false alarms are strictly prohibited), we call the best of the best with the simple words “Officer down.” It’s great shorthand to rally the troops, and whoever can’t get there in person can send plenty of love and cheerleading by phone and e-mail.


Remember to choose your “Officer down” friends carefully. These friends always seem to know what to do in a crisis and make you feel safe, valued, and good about yourself. Assemble them instantly.


You may also have “friends” (for lack of a more appropriate word) who’ll be eager to remind you that they told you a hundred times to dump this loser, that they would never have been dumb enough to fall for him in the first place, and that it’s about time you woke up and smelled the coffee. You may even get a strange (accurate) feeling that they’re taking a hint of delight in your misery. Avoid them like the plague, at least for now if not for the rest of the happy, healthy life you have to look forward to.


No Retail Therapy


Extreme as that sounds, especially when you’re already feeling deprived enough, thank you, I promise that except for the most basic necessities, this is not the time to shop till you drop. You’re not in the right frame of mind to pick out anything great anyway, and you’re bound to eventually hate every item you drag home because it will remind you of the misery you were in when you bought it.


Besides, if you think you’re an emotional wreck now, wait till you see how much worse you’ll feel when you’re this unhappy and in debt up to your shoulders.


In fact, this is an ideal time to clean out your closet, which you’ve been meaning to do for ages, and donate all those perfectly good but unused items to charity. Whether it was your idea or the heartbreaker’s, you’ve already got momentum going toward eliminating useless clutter from your life, right? So why not let your closet and some truly worthy charities take the best possible advantage of that momentum?


Weight Management


Take it from a woman who’s battled her weight her whole life. I’ve been anorexic as well as overweight, depending on the state of my emotional well-being. It’s a daily challenge, but I can honestly say I feel great about myself today, and that’s all that matters. It takes work, but I’m worth it, and so are you!


If your weight is higher than you’d like it to be, seek out a life plan—not a diet—that you can make friends with. If you’re underweight or you’re one of those women who lose their appetite when they’re anxious or depressed, this is exactly the time to declare war on your lack of desire to eat. And war is not too strong a word. I don’t just want you to throw down a mouthful or two of anything you happen to walk past. I want you to stock your refrigerator and cupboards with healthy foods you like (not the oxymoron it appears to be if you really think about it) and eat four to six small “meals” a day. Your mind will thank you, your emotional stability will thank you, your energy level will thank you, and your physical shape will thank you.


It’s worth repeating what I said earlier about plunging yourself into debt: You think you’re miserable now? Wait till you see how much worse you’ll feel if you let your weight spin out of control one way or the other. I’ve been there. It’s not pretty.


They say success is the best revenge. I don’t disagree with that. But I would add, “So is the best body you’ve ever had.”


There. That’s enough work for today.


Reread this chapter a few times. Or curl up and have another good cry. Or soak in a hot bubble bath and then head straight to bed.


But first, draw a nice big X inside the initial box of the thirty-day calendar in the front of this book, and give yourself a big hug. Instead of giving in to the temptation of doing absolutely nothing but wallow in your grief, you chose to move yourself one step closer to healing. I’m proud of you, I’m pulling for you, and I’m looking forward to our time together tomorrow.








Day 2
More Rules, More Crying


Take away the cause and the effect ceases.


—Miguel de Cervantes


Hello again, my friend. Welcome to Day 2. I’m glad to see you. And don’t worry about drying your eyes on my account. I promised you three days of crying and I meant it. Go right ahead. Have at it, for as long as you want. In the meantime, let’s talk about today’s helping of nonnegotiable rules for the next twenty-nine days. Remember, you won’t be thrilled with all of them, but you’ll thank yourself later for following them to the letter, because—repeat after me—they work!


No Excesses, Ever!


Let’s face it, your mind isn’t functioning at its healthiest, most rational, most self-protective best right now. The obvious temptation is to indulge yourself in whatever might distract you, anesthetize you, or make you feel better if only for a few short hours. Alcohol, drugs, gambling, chat rooms on the phone or on the Internet—anything you know perfectly well is both potentially destructive and habit-forming. List the ones that tempt you the most, and then title the list “My Worst Enemies”, because I promise, that’s exactly what they are.


Easier said than done. Moments are bound to come along when your gut reaction is, “I don’t care.” But when the stakes are as high as they are when you’re feeling an urge toward risky behavior, you have to finish the thought, and do it out loud: “I don’t care about the rest of my life.”


And, my beautiful friend, you’re much too valuable, much too worthwhile, and have far too much joy ahead to say that and mean it.


Which leads very neatly into your next nonnegotiable rule.


Be Your Own Best Friend


I don’t mean that as just one of those tired platitudes we’ve all heard so often they’ve stopped having any impact.


I mean it literally and actively.


For the next thirty days, every time you have a decision to make, or you’re facing a temptation of any kind, or you’re fighting an impulse you know you might regret later, your assignment is to stop and ask yourself, “If my best friend were in this same situation, what advice would I give her?”


Don’t just go through the motions of asking the question. Answer it with the same loving, detailed thoughtfulness you’d offer your best friend. Verbalize it in your head or out loud, or record it on paper, whatever will make the greatest impression on you.
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