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    this book is dedicated in love and with love to

    DR. BETTY SHABAZZ, who taught the world how to live in the meantime and do something very valuable with it;

    COLEEN GOLDBERG, who prayed for me without ceasing and spent the last days of her life traveling to my wedding;

    REVEREND FERNETTE NICHOLS, who brought forth the sermon that gave birth to this book;


INTRODUCTION

what do you do in the meantime? Somewhere in the back of your mind you know the day will eventually come when the relationship you are in will become all that you want. Or all that you want in a relationship will one day show up. The question remains, however, what do you do in the meantime? There’s a funny thing about love. It will find you in the most unusual circumstances, at the most unlikely times. Love will come upon you, throw its arms around you, and transform your entire existence. Unfortunately, most of us won’t recognize the experience or understand the impact when it’s happening. It’s like being in therapy. You keep talking, searching, questioning what’s going on with you and in you while being totally ignorant of the fact that you are being blessed. Perhaps it’s because love rarely shows up in the places that we expect it to or looks the way we expect it to look.

He was my love counselor. Tall, slim, very quiet, almost shy. I was short, stout, and quite, shall I say, boisterous. I was forever doing, saying, or experiencing things that attracted attention to me—usually negative attention. He was seventeen. I was thirteen. He was a group leader at summer camp, and I was a summer worker who had not gotten paid. An administrative foul-up deleted my name from the payroll roster. He was assigned the task of making sure I got paid.

It seemed that no one knew what was going on, except him. As far as I was concerned, he knew everything. He walked me through a process that took two weeks to unravel. As we went from office to office, supervisor to supervisor, he was patient, always amenable. I was angry with a lot to say. He was comforting, and did I really need comforting! My love counselor constantly reassured me that it would all work out just fine. I believed him because it gave me the opportunity to be in his presence. That belief and his persistence finally paid off. I was issued three Summer Youth Corps paychecks for forty-five dollars each. It was a thrilling moment for me. It was an accomplishment for him. He was just doing his job. I was just being in love. He had twenty-five other youth workers to think about. I could think about nothing else but him. Now that I had my paychecks, I realized there was one small problem I would now need to resolve. This young man, with whom I was madly in love, was dating one of my best friends. It was the beginning of my meantime.

I spent thirty years of my life being in love with this man. I call him a counselor because he helped me search, question, and heal myself. He taught me many lessons about life and love. When we met, other people had me convinced that what I felt was not love. They said it was infatuation. Because they were older and, I thought, wiser than me, I believed them. I thought it best to ignore what I felt. I moved through that phase of my life believing that I knew nothing about love—after all, I was just a child. I concluded that we would never, could never be together. He was too old for me. I moved on with my life feeling hurt and being angry about what I had been told and what I believed I had lost. In the end, I concluded that I was not good enough to be loved by him or anyone. In this moving, believing, conclusion-drawing process, I also made some decisions.

I decided I would never be hurt by love again. Although I wasn’t quite sure what it was about love that had hurt me, I knew I never wanted to experience it the way I had when I was thirteen years old. I also decided that no man would do to me what my father had done to my mother. What he had done was none of my business, but I made it my business by watching, judging, and trying to figure out what no one seemed able to come right out and tell me. Who knows the truth about love, loving, or relationships? Was I really wrong about what I felt, what I saw, what I believed, and what I concluded from the relationship models I had seen? Good questions! But, in the meantime, I had to figure out the answers.

At age sixteen, I really thought I had found love. Instead, I got pregnant and was left alone to raise a child. At nineteen, I just knew I had found love, so I married it. Wrong again! At twenty-one, love called me up on the telephone, took me out on three dates, and moved in. That was when my meantime got real ugly. In the process, I got very, very clear. I became clear that all the things I thought about love had nothing to do with it. I realized that I couldn’t recognize love because I had never actually seen it. Oh, I had a picture in my mind of what it should look like, but that picture had been cracked a long time ago. I also discovered that love is more than just a good feeling. It is more than just being needed or having your needs met. In a thirty-year meantime experience I came to realize that love is an inner, personal experience of total well-being that did not match any picture I had ever seen.

When I was with him, my love counselor, I felt like I could fly, and it didn’t even matter if the people on the ground could see my panties while I was flying! The mistake was believing that he made me fly. After many crash landings, I realized that flying was something I did for myself, within myself, when I was able to relax. That’s right, relax! Relax all the fears, hurts, angry decisions, judgments, and conclusions. Relax the demands, expectations, and fantasies. Love, I discovered, is being still enough to feel all that is going on inside you and then learning how to acknowledge and accept what you feel.

In the presence of my love counselor, I was okay. Unfortunately, I thought he made me okay. In the meantime, I spent fifteen years trying to find someone who could do the same thing he had done—make me and life okay. Once I realized that I was just fine just the way I was, things got a lot better. The meantime got a lot easier. It was then that he walked right back into my life.

The age gap between us had miraculously closed, and we thought we were ready for love—and each other. We thought that because we needed and wanted each other everything would be just fine. That’s what we thought! In reality, we were still too confused, too needy, and too afraid that we weren’t good enough for each other. All of our “too’s” were topped off with a lot of other baggage we were both carrying—childhood baggage, image baggage, you name it, we had it. We spent five years together acting out our stuff—anger, guilt, shame, love fears, and love fantasies. Eventually the stuff fell in on our heads. We were in the meantime together!

That’s what usually happens in the meantime. Things fall in on you and they fall apart! In the meantime, you will have an experience, or a series of experiences—earth-shattering, heartbreaking experiences that are designed to eliminate your false needs. It is a process divinely designed to help you clear out your stuff. Clearing out stuff is hard work. It is like spring cleaning where you have to pull everything out, sort through the mess, throw stuff away, and get the entire house in shape. In the meantime, cleaning, clearing, and elimination can look like dishonesty, infidelity, betrayal, and abandonment. It’s not! It is all the stuff that you hold on to that keeps you from a true and honest experience of love.

When we finally separated, I was wounded. I was afraid. I had spent most of my life silently praying that this man would love me. When he finally said he did, it didn’t look anything like the way I expected. The meantime is like that: You get what you want only to discover that it is not what you thought it would be! Now you’re stuck—or at least you think you’re stuck! I was not only stuck, I was disappointed about my failed love affair, and it was my fault! I spent the next ten years trying to figure out what I had done wrong. Why couldn’t he love me? What was wrong with me? If you are anything like me, these are just a few of the questions you will ask yourself in the meantime.

As time goes on, you will come up with answers. Believing each answer is the right answer, you will incorporate certain new behaviors and beliefs into your life. As each one proves to be a little off the mark, you will find new beliefs, parameters, and conditions to place on loving and being loved. It’s called meantime hysteria! The truth is that you are probably angry! The truth is that you are probably afraid! The truth is that until you learn to face the truth, you are never going to find the love you so desperately want. The truth is that love is buried in your soul, and no relationship with anyone can unearth it or activate it in your life. This is the very truth that it took me ten years to discover.

I have had what I once thought were disastrously dysfunctional relationships during my many meantime experiences. What I now realize is that each experience taught me a little more about myself. You see, there are stages and levels of the meantime. You learn a little and use it, but there is always more for you to learn. You figure out one thing and put it into practice, but after a while, you will notice that what you are practicing no longer works. That’s the beauty of the meantime. It does not allow you to stagnate. It forces you to grow, and grow some more. In order to grow, however, you must work. It is the work we are called to do on ourselves in order to experience love that makes the meantime so challenging.

Nowhere do we learn more about ourselves and life than in relationships. Let me speak for myself—I don’t! I learned to be very grateful for my teachers/lovers/partners and the lessons they taught about fear, anger, and need that were often camouflaged as love. Once I learned my lessons and applied them, my life took off in an entirely different direction. I no longer needed to do things to prove myself worthy of being loved. I was no longer afraid to ask for what I wanted for fear that I wouldn’t get it. I was no longer angry when things didn’t go my way. Most important, I was no longer angry about what I could not and did not have in a relationship. In the meantime, I learned how to mind my own business. The business of loving myself and being excited about me. I learned how to fly on my own.

Relationships are not contained. What you are going through in the name of love, for the sake of love, will show up in every other area of your life. You cannot tune out the channels of your brain or heart as if they were channels on a television where the program on channel two has nothing to do with channel ten. The various channels of our lives are intertwined and interdependent. Let me speak for myself—mine are! The same confusion I had about loving myself and loving my him showed up in my career. It affected the relationships with my children. It affected all of my relationships with men. In much the same manner I had him and lost him, I had jobs and lost them. In much the same way that our time together was disappointing, unsatisfactory, my career was disappointing. I spent forty-seven thousand dollars to go to law school, only to discover that I hated practicing law.

The interference from my relationship channel was creating static on every other channel of my life. Even from a distance, my love counselor was teaching me lessons about myself, and I had to figure out how to apply those lessons to my entire life.

I had to work very hard to become aware of myself and to accept myself for all and everything that I am. I must admit to you that it was not easy work! It was painful and very frightening. Reflection, evaluation, and unlearning require a willingness to do the grunge work. I had to sift through and discard many of my beliefs and ideas about myself and love. In other words, I had to change the picture. It was like cleaning house, trying to identify things that were dusty or broken, throwing out things I didn’t need anymore. What the heck is this?!!! I had placed so many conditions on loving and being loved. It was like going through the dresser drawers and closets of my mind. I had to throw away those things which had sentimental value but were no longer practical. I had to admit some things simply did not fit, and would never fit again. Like the laundry, I had let the old hurts and fears pile up, and the pile was overwhelming. Slowly, methodically, I had to cleanse my heart to prepare myself for true love. In the meantime, I had to plow through the mess—the huge mess.

I had to start in the basement of my house where all my things from childhood were stored. This meant I had to polish up my self-image, which had been buried under a lot of stuff my parents gave me. Once I caught a glimpse of my real Self, I moved up to the first floor, opened the curtains, and let the light of truth expose my fears and fantasies for just what they were—distortions and shadows of the past. When I saw the truth, I had to take responsibility for letting the house get so messy, and I had to own up to the fact that I was the only one who could clean up the mess. The time had come for me to roll up my sleeves and do some real grunge work. Believe me, it took a lot of courage to go up to the second floor, where I had neatly tucked away the vision of how I wanted things to look. With a little faith and a lot of trust, I was finally ready to get rid of the old, faded drapes, rugs, and furniture, acknowledging all the costly mistakes I’d made. Looking around, I felt like I had wasted so much time and energy, but I knew the truth. The truth is, we all do the best we can do until we are stronger, wiser, willing, and ready to do better. Boy, was I ready!

I let myself be creative, using new styles and colors, weaving a new pattern of living that lifted me right out of the old familiar stuff up to the third floor. It was a place of breathtaking color and light. It was a place I had hardly visited before; guess I was too scared, too confused, or a little bit of both. Finally, my vision had been restored, the hard work was paying off, and I knew I was exactly where I was meant to be, at peace. I was so proud of myself, I invited some friends over to share with them what I had learned and where I would be living from now on. Some of them didn’t like my new house. It was too different, all the stuff was gone! I was too different, standing on truth, living without fear! They wanted to leave. That was just fine with me! I cleaned up the little messes they’d made, believing with all my heart that if I kept the house clean, those who came in love would stay. In fact, I made the attic of my house a sanctuary for love. I choose everything I did and said with the greatest care. When I finally finished smoothing the bed and plumping the pillows, I turned around and my love was there. A little older, a lot wiser, my love counselor and I were ready to settle in together.

I just kept praying that it wouldn’t rain. It didn’t rain, but it was as cold as it could possibly be. I didn’t feel the cold. I was warmed from the inside out on that beautiful May day, the day my love counselor and I were married. The people who told me it would never work were there. Those who had prayed with me for it to work were there. Some were there because they just couldn’t believe it! Others were there because they knew it was right. In the meantime, I was warm and glowing, the way brides usually are. It has taken thirty years and three marriages, collectively, but we are both wiser, stronger, clearer. More precisely, we are in love with ourselves and with each other. We knew it was right now. We knew that the picture was clear and that the meantime had been an absolutely necessary part of our relationship. Now we can spend the rest of our lives together, trying to remember what we forgot in the first place. That is what the meantime is designed to do: help you realize what you know and don’t know about love.

In this book we are going to clean your house, the place you keep all the stuff you believe about love. We are going to disinfect your mind and sanitize your heart in order to prepare you to have what you say you want. We will examine love and what it looks like when it is active in your life. What it feels like when you discover it. How it transforms our humanness into divinity and how it catapults you into rewarding and fulfilling experiences in every area of your life. We will examine love gone wrong, love gone astray, love in disguise, and all the things that are cleverly disguised as love. My hope is that we will do this from a functional and practical perspective, taking into consideration those situations and people that have had the greatest impact on the development of our beliefs about love. Most important, we will examine and explore the things we sometimes do to find love, keep love, and experience love. We place our search for love in the frame of reference we’re calling the meantime.


Chapter 1
LOVE’S GOT EVERYTHING TO DO WITH THE MEANTIME

she was not looking for him. He was not looking for her. As a matter of fact, they were both somewhat attached to other people. Yet, the minute they saw each other, their body parts began to twitch, and their eyes began to sparkle. The meantime was brewing. They worked their way across the room, neither aware that the other was doing the same thing. He spoke first. No, she did. She asked him a silly question to which he and his twitching body parts were more than willing to respond. He ducked his attachment. She ducked hers. They needed some time to talk. They did, and they laughed, something neither of them seemed to do very often with their attachments. They exchanged telephone numbers to their places of employment. Although they both knew, they both acted like they didn’t. Reluctantly, they both rejoined their attachments, and together they entered a simmering pot of meantime stew.

When you are not happy where you are and you are not quite sure if you want to leave or how to leave, you are in the meantime. It’s a state of limbo. You are hanging on, ready to let go, afraid to fall, not wanting to hurt yourself, afraid you will hurt someone else. In the meantime, you pray the other person will let go first so that you will not feel guilty.

The other person keeps dropping hints, letting you know that it’s time to go. You deny it! Why? You don’t know why, but I can tell you that the meantime is fraught with don’t knows and can’t do’s. Don’t know why I can’t go. Don’t know why I should stay. Don’t know where I’m going. Don’t know how I am going to get there, wherever there is. Ambivalence, confusion, reluctance, and paralysis are all characteristics of the meantime. If you knew the answers to these questions you would be just fine. In the meantime, you are many things, fine is probably not one of them!

Life would be so much easier if, when we hit a snag in a relationship, any relationship, we would stop, address it, and move ahead smoothly. The truth is, in most cases, we could do just that. The reality is, we don’t do it! We keep moving. We allow little insults to become raging angers, little arguments to become festering feuds, little pains to become deep wounds, and we keep moving. In many cases, we keep hurting. When the relationship at issue is an intimate, loving one, the attempt to move forward without addressing the pain only complicates matters, further poisoning the relationship.

How can I stay and not get hurt? How can I go without hurting? You cannot answer these questions if you are in pain. What you can do is make the effort to discover the truth about love, because it is the only thing that can help you move through the experience. In the meantime, if we can remain loving of ourselves and toward other people by staying in conscious and honest communication, a disruption, snag, or delay in a relationship becomes a healing process. When we cannot, we engage in meantime behavior—hurting, fighting, not telling the truth, and moving forward in confusion. Confusion begets confusion.

Back to our meantime lovers. Two weeks later, she called him at work. He had already called her twice, but hung up when her voice mail answered. In the meantime, they each tried to convince themselves that they should not call each other again, but they desperately needed to see each other. He invited her out for a drink. She set the date, time, and place. He showed up with a rose, a single pink rose. The minute she saw it and him, the twitching body parts began to thump. Her attachment became a blur, and she didn’t know what to do. He did. He said all the right things, in just the right tone of voice, at the right moment, which created a corresponding thumping in his corresponding body parts. She told him about her attachment. He told her about his. Well, not exactly. Although there was someone, his someone knew what the deal was. That’s when she realized she was headed for trouble. Quickly, she made her excuses and took her thumping body parts home. In the meantime, he had two more drinks and tried to figure out what he was going to do and how he was going to do it.

LET’S TALK ABOUT LOVE IN THE MEANTIME

Life is all about love. Love is the only true meaning of life. Being alive means that we are occupants in love’s house and are accountable to love’s rules. Neither life nor love requires us to give up our dignity, self-worth, career objectives, favorite television program, or our good common sense. For some reason, we don’t always understand this. We believe in the necessity of giving up one thing in order to get something else. We especially believe this about love. We do not understand that the highest expression of love is the experience and realization of more—more of who you are, what you do, what you believe, and what you have. Love has the ability to bring all of you together under one roof, at one time, as one experience. Love is the experience of oneness, a union of the mind and heart. Unfortunately, we believe we can establish this union with others only if we give up something. We attempt to create this union with others before first creating it within ourselves. This is absolutely impossible. You cannot get love from the outside until you are love on the inside. In the meantime, we do many things in the name of love, for the sake of love.

We live in the meantime while we are learning about love. We flounder around, involving ourselves in strange alliances, making up rules as we go along, in the name of what we think love is, or should be. We watch and listen to others, believing they know all there is to know about love and relationships. The truth is that they, like the rest of us, are learning by trial and error. At best, we pick and choose who to love and how we will love them. At worst, we discover that it is virtually impossible to do enough fast enough, for enough people, in enough situations to receive from them the love, admiration, or acceptance we seem to need. In the meantime, while we are learning the truth about love, we can make a pretty big mess of most things. Nowhere do we make a bigger mess than in our so-called loving relationships.

They were at it again! He and she both knew that they needed to make a swift but loving departure from the relationships they were in. Neither of them had the courage, strength, or presence of mind to do so. He didn’t leave because his attachment had been so good to him. In the three-plus years they had been together, they had really been through a lot—a lot of hysteria about whether or not they should stay together! In the end, they stayed together because they had nowhere else to go. She stayed with her attachment to avoid facing the fear of spending time alone. She had been there and done that so many times before. It was not a very pleasant possibility to look forward to, and she surely did not want to subject herself to it voluntarily. In the meantime, she kept hoping against hope that somehow, some way, her attachment would miraculously disappear or become the love man of her dreams, meaning that she would live happily ever after. That’s how she convinced herself, time and time again, to stay. In the meantime, she kept looking elsewhere for something else, although she was not quite sure what it was she was looking for.

Love is the only thing we need. Love is our peace. Love is our joy, health, and wealth. Love is our identity. We go into a relationship looking for love, not realizing that we must bring love with us. We must bring a strong sense of self and purpose into a relationship. We must bring a sense of value, of who we are. We must bring an excitement about ourselves, our lives, and the vision we have for these two essential elements. We must bring a respect for wealth and abundance. Having achieved it to some satisfactory degree on our own, we must move into relationships willing to share what we have, rather than being afraid of someone taking it. Joyful sharing and excitement. Value, purpose, and vision. That’s what love is about. When we bring these things to the relationship, love becomes a great multiplier and enhances the experience of life. When we do not have these things in place, the search to find love sets up the experiences we need to discover what is true about love and what is not. The discovery process is called the meantime.

We enter relationships looking for love, expecting someone to love us or accept us lovingly. This makes perfectly good sense if you consider that we are each born to express and receive love. In some unfortunate situations, we can want love or acceptance so badly that we will do almost anything to get it. We break love’s rules. We disregard love’s house. We forget to set love boundaries. We allow people to step in, be in, move in, live in our lives in ways that have nothing to do with love. Even when we have boundaries or standards clearly defining what we will do, how we will do it in the name of love, and what we expect in return, there never seems to be enough love to fill the void we have all, at one time or another, felt in our hearts. When we believe we do not have enough love in our lives, we enter the meantime. What we fail to understand is that we are the love we seek. Until, however, we can recognize ourselves as love and live in harmony with our true identity, the void grows deeper, wider, and more painful.

They just didn’t get it! He called several times during the next several weeks. At first, she refused to return his calls. She was struggling to shake and break her attachment. He had already shaken his, although he had forgotten to tell her that she had been shook! “Surely she knows!” he thought. “She has to know!” In the meantime, people often forget to say what they mean or mean what they say because they assume you already know. He did not assume that he would pass her on the street, but he did. The moment they saw each other, the thumping started—his mind, her heart, and their body parts. They spoke. Actually, she spoke first. He responded by talking to her about the calls. Feeling guilty, as we often do in the meantime, she agreed to call him later. She did, and they agreed to meet.

When you’re in the meantime you want an escape route! You want something to do other than all that meantime stuff. They wanted to do something about their thumping body parts. They wanted to be attached to one another. They thought it was love. It had to be love! Why else would it keep showing up, thumping and giving them the perfect excuse to break all other attachments. The meantime is not about breaking up attachments. It is about creating attachments honestly and lovingly. However, in the meantime, the thumping body parts are completely unaware of this little tidbit of information. He made the offer. She accepted. On opposite sides of town, both of their other attachments were fed up with excuses and ready to do another kind of thumping of body parts!

IN THE MEANTIME, KEEP YOUR NEEDS TO YOURSELF!

People cannot fulfill your needs. They may want to, they may try to. They may convince you that they can, but they cannot. What people can do for one another is make the need seem less urgent. We distract one another so that we forget, temporarily, what we need. We help one another replace a pressing need with something else. In the meantime, the need does not disappear. It dissipates. In a nutshell, people need love. God is love. What we need is God, but that’s too esoteric for most of us to handle. It’s also pretty frightening!

To say we need God conjures up some pretty frightening images for most of us, the most frightening of all being those things we believe we will have to give up to get to God. Instead, we say we need the love of another person because this is the kind of love most of us believe we can handle—to some degree or another. We also think we need a house, a car, a few kids, and a job so that we can feed the kids. Of course, these things are important, even essential to our well-being, but what we really need to live on, and live in, is love. We also think that things and people bring more love into our lives. Do they? On some level they do. What they do in actuality is provide us with the opportunity to share the love we are and the love we have within, which is God’s love.

We are not always aware of how our needs lead us into dark corners. Try as we might to be alert, strong, and positive when it comes to love matters, many of us seem to always end up someplace we do not want to be—alone in the meantime, looking for a relationship.

Over the years, I have heard absolute horror stories about the goings-on called love. At times I have been amazed that we could believe that something as divine as love could show up looking so ridiculous. In other situations, I have been appalled at the foul things people do in the name of love. Finally, I had to stop. To smack myself. To realize—there is a pattern here! The players are different. The events are different, but somewhere underneath it all there is a sameness. Men and women have a tendency to do the same things when they are trying to get their needs met. I decided to keep a list. I wrote down the thirteen most common things we do in search of love or a relationship in which we want to be loved. Each of these things will inevitably fail to meet our needs. They will take us to a hellish meantime experience:

 	All the signs say this is not the one, but you ignore your internal alarms, and move ahead into a love fantasy.
 	Because you fear being alone, or because you believe you cannot have what you want in a relationship, you accept the first person who comes along, only to be left, beaten, ripped off, or impregnated and then left, beaten, ripped off. 
 	You confuse friendship and niceness with romantic love.
 	Because someone is nice to you and you are not used to it, you don’t know how to say no to them when you realize they are not who you want. 
 	You get caught up in the packaging and promises.
 	You force your desires for a relationship onto another person, or issue an ultimatum. Because the person does not know how to say no, s/he goes along with you … for a while. 
 	Because the other person expresses an interest in you, you respond without really exploring if this is who or what you want.
 	You allow blind faith, which leads to blind love, to take you into a relationship that is unhealthy. 
 	You choose to believe that what your partner has done to another person, s/he will not do to you.

 	Sexual compatibility is mistaken for love.
 	You stay in a relationship although you are miserable, trying to work things out even when your partner shows no interest in working through the difficulty. 
 	You don’t express what you really feel because you believe it will hurt your partner’s feelings.
 	You choose to believe your partner’s lies even when you know the truth. You act like you do not know what is going on when you do. 
 

LOVE IS NOTHING THAT GIVES YOU EVERYTHING

What can you do when a relationship is not going the way you would like? When things are not working the way you want them to work? How do you learn to take what you have and make it work to your advantage? As I ask these questions, I am reminded of a story I heard about a woman named Luanne Bellarts, who was born with cerebral palsy. As a result of this disease, Luanne had full use of one toe, on one foot. Raised by very religious parents, she learned a great deal about truth, trust, patience, faith, and love as it related to her capabilities. I am sure most of us would consider this kind of physical limitation to be an insurmountable or monumental defeat. Luanne, however, learned to type on a computer keyboard using her big toe. She wrote the story of her life, Bird with a Broken Wing, in this way. Her book was her testimony to the power of faith, in which she eloquently described how to turn trouble into triumph, tragedy into victory. She wrote about the meantime, about learning how to take what you are, what you have, and what you can do, and make it work for you.

Luanne’s story is not about relationships per se. It is, however, about principles. Truth, trust, patience, honor, and faith are the cornerstone principles of all life’s relationships. They are also all the things we receive in the presence of unconditional love. Having learned so much about family relationships, friendships, and, more important, the selfship, Luanne documented how to develop and nurture all relationships with the vigilant employment of loving principles. What she learned while lying flat on her back, sitting in a wheelchair, and being totally dependent on others is exactly what we able-bodied beings stumble over, muddle through, fall into, and fail to recognize about relationships. Although Luanne never experienced an intimate, loving relationship with a man, the way we believe it should be, she did with one toe, on one foot, what we spend most of our lives trying to do. She discovered love. Love for herself. The love for and of others. The love of God. She figured out what love looks like and what it should not look like. She understood what love felt like and what it felt like when there is an absence of love. She discovered how to find love, nurture it, and make it last in yourself, for yourself, and within your life. At age thirty-six, Luanne died of cancer. In the meantime, during the course of her life, she lived in and for love with a tremendous amount of dignity. Finding love and maintaining our dignity is something we often struggle to do in our relationships. The experience of the struggle is called the meantime.

Anything you resist will persist! Of course our meantime lovers got caught! Now they and their attachments were all in the meantime! All the things they had ignored, denied, avoided, and resisted were staring them in the face. It was a classic meantime scenario—getting caught, lying, resisting. He got caught because he lied. He told his attachment he loved her when he wasn’t sure. He said he didn’t want to leave when he did. He told her he was sure when he wasn’t. To cover up his guilt about lying, once he got caught, he told his attachment that she had no right to question him! People who get caught in a meantime lie will usually become belligerent and self-righteous. He reminded his attachment that he was grown, with every right to do what he wanted with whomever he wanted! This is another characteristic of those in the meantime: they act very mean.

She got caught because she was resistant and guilty. She resisted being alone. She resisted telling the truth. She resisted doing anything that would make her feel guilty! Guilt is like a big red neon sign sticking out of the middle of your forehead! You know it’s there, but you try to act like it isn’t! In the meantime, when you are trying to act innocent, you inevitably say something to prove your guilt. She told her attachment that she had done it because he had done it in the past. It was her stuff that she was trying to put off on him. In the meantime, all the stuff you thought you could get away with and from is looking right at you. The question is, “What are you gonna doabout it?”

In the meantime, one of the things we do is become bold enough to say and do the things we would never say or do under normal circumstances. It’s not that we should not say or do them, we choose not to. When things are at the least tolerable in a relationship, we believe that hiding, avoiding, denying, and resisting are the right things to do. We think we are saving someone we love from pain and suffering. The truth is, we are suffering! We are choking on our words! Suffocating our feelings! Twisting our truth! Banging our heads against a brick wall and picking on ourselves—Why?!!! Why?!! Why can’t I get this love stuff right?! Picking on yourself is the height of meantime behavior, and it is the very behavior that will make you say or do something you really don’t want to do—just like they did.

Whether you are in the midst of a divorce, separation, breakup, or a heated argument, the most loving thing you can do for yourself is to avoid the temptation to blame the other person for what you are feeling. It’s you! It’s you! I know that’s a bitter pill to swallow! I know because I have swallowed many doses of this myself! Sooner or later, we must all accept the fact that in a relationship, the only person you are dealing with is yourself. Your partner does nothing more than reveal your stuff to you. Your fear! Your anger! Your pattern! Your craziness! As long as you insist on pointing the finger out there, at them, you will continue to miss out on the divine opportunity to clear your stuff. Here is a meantime tip—we love in others what we love in ourselves. We despise in others what we cannot see in ourselves. Often when a relationship goes sour we become blind, immune, or resistant to our stuff by making an admirable attempt to dump it on the other person. People will resist having your stuff dumped in their lap because all too often it is also their stuff—the stuff they can’t see. They resist by fighting or running away. Now get this! As crazy as it seems, the person who stays to fight with you (this does not mean physical fighting or abuse) is usually the one who really loves you. They love you and are willing to duke it out with you and your stuff in order to facilitate mutual healing.

Unfortunately, when you are fighting in a relationship, if you are not clear about your intent, or if you are resistant to knowing the truth, you will get hurt. On the other hand, if the person you are fighting with throws in the towel and runs away, you will also get hurt. You will remain unhealed. Your stuff will settle down for a while, but it is sure to come up again, in another relationship. In the meantime, while you are resistant, unclear, or in fear, please know that fighting is normal and quite common. Being mean to others is to be expected. Never believe that what you do in a meantime situation is the truth about you. It is not! The truth of the matter is, if you are willing to go through the process of fighting, being mean, getting hurt, and realizing there’s got to be a better way! you will eventually shift out of your pattern into a state of consciousness where you will be healed.

WHERE AM I?

It is important to state clearly and emphatically that the meantime is not a bad place to be. Nor should you assume that if you are in the meantime, you or anyone else has done anything wrong. The meantime is not a signal that you have messed up again or been messed over again. What the meantime is, and will always be, is a catalyst to a deeper awareness of love for yourself and others. It is a therapeutic review of your beliefs, notions, ideas, and perceptions of what love is all about. When we are alone, without a love attachment, we have a pretty good idea about what we feel and where we are as far as love is concerned. When, however, we are in a relationship, having a meantime experience, the picture is often a lot less focused.

As it relates to relationships, most of us don’t know where we are most of the time. That’s because our ideas and beliefs keep changing according to our experiences. In response, we keep trying to figure out what to do and how to do it. We keep asking, Why? Why did it go wrong? When? When will I get it right? Who? Who will I end up with? How? How will I know this one is the one? These are pretty run-of-the-mill meantime inquiries. Regardless of what your relationship looks or feels like, if you are asking these questions, you are having a meantime experience. Sometime, however, we will resist asking ourselves probing questions. It doesn’t matter! You can be pretty sure you are in the meantime if:

 	You know what is wrong with all your ex-lovers, but you are blind to your own weaknesses.
 	You are crying for no apparent reason, and you do not want anyone to know you are crying;
 	You have been fired or laid off;
 	You are separated or recently divorced;
 	You have had six dates with five different people in the last nine months;
 	You haven’t had any dates in the last nine months;
 	You are married or share toothpaste with another person, and you are still looking for a date;
 	You are not married but have been sharing toothpaste and closet space and still aren’t sure this is what you want to be doing;

 	You are not married, do not share toothpaste, and have given up on dating;
 	Your mother keeps asking when are you going to have children;
 	Your mother keeps asking when was the last time you saw your children; You have forgotten how children come into being.
 

Although there are hundreds of other scenarios, these are common everyday situations signaling that you are having a meantime experience. It is also a pretty sure bet that if you live in one of these situations, you are experiencing turmoil, inner turmoil, as you try to figure out what to do next.

The internal conflict and turmoil of a meantime experience is a direct result of your failure to do one of the following four things for yourself and in your relationships:

 	You failed to be clear and articulate exactly what you wanted, needed, or expected from yourself and from others;
 	You failed to tell the absolute, unedited, microscopic truth to yourself, to another, about yourself, about another, with regards to what you wanted, needed and expected in any relationship; 
 	You failed to ask for what you wanted and accepted what was offered while being fully aware it was not even closely related to what you had in mind; 
 	You moved forward in a relationship in a consciousness of fear.

 

Now you are in the meantime, which is life’s opportunity to get clear, get real, and heal yourself in preparation for giving and receiving the one thing we all want—pure, honest, unconditional love.

IT TAKES TIME

There is no prescribed period or length of time you can spend in the meantime. It is not a matter of “If I do this, I’ll get out quicker!” Or “If I do it this way, I’ll never experience this again!” You are always your own experience. What is happening to you is happening through you. You will stay in the meantime for as long as it takes to get your inner workings in order. You will also be there for as long as it takes, not only for you to get ready, but for someone else to get ready. In other words, you may be ready, but your divine mate may not be ready. You may be healed of your insecurities, but your perfect partner may not be quite healed yet. You may have done all the forgiving you need to do, but the person you are waiting for may not have even begun to do forgiving and releasing work. Consequently, you will be in the meantime until the divine person you are preparing for is also prepared and ready for you. Do not be dismayed! This is a good thing! The meantime is protective as well as preparatory.

Patience is the healing elixir for the meantime blues. Your challenge, whether you like it or not, is to learn to be patient with yourself while you are developing patience. Don’t get mad at yourself for being mad or upset, or for feeling bad. When you are in the meantime, there is a tendency to beat up on yourself for what you should or should not be feeling and doing. In the meantime, feel what you feel and allow it to pass. Don’t judge your feelings or yourself for having them. Do not label your feelings good or bad, right or wrong. Drop your hands to your sides and give yourself permission to ride out the emotional tidal waves that are sure to surface every now and then. Once you have had enough of feeling bad, or once you are able to understand the core issue that supports the emotion, it will go away. Each time an emotion surfaces, this is a sure sign that you are working through it in order to release it. If you resist the feeling, it will fight you, grow teeth and claws, which it will then use to fight you—it will be fighting for its life! In the meantime, when old feelings and patterns are fighting you for their lives, the most loving thing you can do is be patient with yourself and with what you are feeling.

Patient preparation for loving and being loved unconditionally does not mean you must sit around waiting and twiddling your thumbs. It means that even while you are in the meantime waiting for the divine experience, you can and will have meantime experiences, meantime relationships that are valuable and meaningful. Never believe that what you do in the meantime, even when it means you have short-lived relationships, is a useless waste of time. Every relationship is the relationship you need at that time. Everything you do in every relationship you have prepares and brings you closer to the grand experience of total, unconditional self-love and love for others. Many meantime experiences and relationships are designed to do just that, to bring you closer, not take you all the way. Your job is to avoid the temptation and the trap of thinking that every relationship has to be the relationship that lasts forever and ever Amen. Remember that you are always being prepared for something better or protected from something worse. When the divine reason for the meantime union has been fulfilled or when the divine season for the meantime experience comes to an end, you will move on to exactly where you need to be.

THE FRUIT AND THE TREE

There is a very good chance that most of us will go through life having one relationship experience after another—some pleasant, some not—without any real awareness of how we got locked into the pattern of moving and hurting, hurting and hiding. We believe we are responding to what has just happened or what was just said. We believe that the people we have just met have influenced the positive or negative experience we have just had.

Few of us understand that who we are and what we feel are what we have been and felt for a very long time. It’s our stuff. Stuff is what the meantime is made of. All the stuff you need to know, need to feel, need to sort out, and heal comes to life in the meantime. This is the stuff that makes us overly aggressive or passively self-destructive in the search for love.

Our passive/aggressive behavior patterns are born when we are born. Largely, they are set by the patterns of our birth. Otherwise known as the birth pattern. As we move through life we unconsciously re-create the incidents, energy, and environment that existed before and at the time of our birth. Our responses to our birth patterns are often unconscious, which is the very reason we can’t always recognize what we do, why we do it, when we are being passive, or why we are being aggressive. If we took just a little time for self-reflection and examination, we could easily connect what goes on in our relationships with the pattern of our birth. While we are unaware, we become fixated on trying to figure out what just happened and why it is affecting us so deeply, and often painfully, in the meantime.

My mother was an alcoholic. Shortly before I was born, my mother was diagnosed as having breast cancer and leukemia. As it turns out, when she was not drunk, she was sedated because cancer threatened to rob her of two things she loved, her breasts and her life. I am told that my mother was very proud of her breasts. They were, I am told, large and firm—a real source of her pride in her appearance. When she was not pregnant, they accented her narrow waistline, which meant she attracted a great deal of attention. My mother, I am told, thrived on attention. The fact that my parents were not married to each other also drew a great deal of attention. My father was married to another woman who lived two blocks away from the home my parents occupied with my paternal grandmother. My mother was his mistress who bore his three children. Needless to say, there was a lot going on in the atmosphere into which I was born!

In the womb, we marinate in the energy that becomes the foundation of our beginnings, our sense of self. Some people marinate in care, concern, and loving excitement. I marinated in an internal and external atmosphere that was laced with fear, confusion, guilt, dishonesty, and dis-ease. Perhaps that is why I have been a Type A personality for a good part of my life. I must admit that my earliest relationships were strangely similar to the kind of dysfunction my parents displayed. My first love was emotionally unavailable. My first marriage was an experience of verbal and physical abuse. How can something you love cause you such pain? How can you give up something you love so dearly? These were probably my mother’s questions, and they were among the first questions I asked about love and relationships in a very aggressive manner.

