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Dedication

To my son.

You shine in my heart like the moon and the stars

and have expanded any limit I thought my heart could possibly hold.

Life isn’t perfect and that’s okay because love always gets us through.








Epigraph

All is well. Everything is working out

for my highest good. Out of this situation

only good will come. I am safe.

—LOUISE HAY

There’s more than one answer to these questions

pointing me in a crooked line

—INDIGO GIRLS, “CLOSER TO FINE”

I’m doing the best I can and I can always do better.

—DBT MANTRA
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Introduction

The Poetry of Being


Our job is to learn and to love,

and I want to be better at it.

I want to be better.

JOURNAL ENTRY, JULY 2024



STRIP EVERYTHING AWAY. All of it. Physically, mentally, and emotionally. Take off the clothes. Don’t suck in the gut. Drop the facade. Stop pretending. Get rid of the chains. No judging, no making faces, no regrets. Stand there and look, really look . . . and feel what it feels like.

I take it all in—the chill of the air on my naked body, the wrinkles, the sagging skin, the messy bed-hair with roots showing, the parts of me that I cover up, the fear of letting it out, the shame, the “Do Not Open” label on the box of secrets I have kept; but also, there’s the strength in my arms and legs, this body that gave birth to a new life, that feels desire, vulnerability, hunger, courage, humor, acceptance, curiosity, connection . . . the breaths filling my lungs, my beating heart, my love, my mortality, my humanity . . . this moment, right now.

Breathe. Find the love.

Feel the love. With each breath, with each heartbeat, feel the love.

It sounds like a poem. Because it is poetry. I would hope it is to all of us. It should be. It is life, our life, in all its glorious, imperfect, and irresistible potential. It’s what I told myself, what I saw, and what I felt when I stepped in front of the full-length mirror in my bathroom sometime after my sixty-fourth birthday—and my reaction surprised me.

I had thought I was almost done with my healing journey, and to some degree I was. If I had stopped where I was, I would have been fine, grateful for my health and well-being and everything else in my life. My knees ached when I climbed the stairs to my bedroom, but hey, welcome to your Medicare years. And I woke up in a mood some days for reasons I couldn’t figure out. But who doesn’t feel that way occasionally, with all that’s going on in the world, with all the complications and pressures on our shoulders, with all the bad news and yelling on TV?

Except I was not at peace with myself, not the way I imagined being at this age, after all the work I’d done on myself. I could feel unease just under my skin as well as other things going on at depths where it was too dark to see. I’d been through a lot professionally and personally. Death. Divorce. Job loss. Money issues. Health concerns. Who isn’t going through something big?

I thought I was handling things. Sure, I had cried my eyes out on more than a few occasions. I had spent too many hours sitting in a dark corner of my office feeling scared of whatever might come next. And there were those days when I was just too exhausted to get out of my pj’s and face the world.

Of course, there were also periods when I felt great, where I not only reminded myself to stop and smell the roses, I did it. Literally. I walked outside and smelled the roses in my yard. But overall I was just out of . . . well, I’m guessing you know the indescribable thing that I was out of and that’s no way to feel. No way to live.

My realization? I had more work to do. It wasn’t exactly a joyous epiphany. I had spent the past decade going through what I’ll call the six stages of trying to love myself: (1) judgment, (2) dieting, (3) frustration, (4) more dieting and exhaustion (diets don’t work), (5) healthy acceptance (my body isn’t the problem)—and now I was at the sixth and last stage: Shit, I have more work to do.

As I said, this came as a surprise to me. It shouldn’t have. Who doesn’t have more work to do? Growth, understanding, the quest for equanimity—finding calm and clarity in my chaos—is a process. Finding love, allowing yourself to be loved, and being able to feel that love seep and sit inside you . . . being able to see and understand and accept the whole, the good and the bad, the laughter and the tears, the ups and the downs as one, as the poetry of being, of our being. It’s all a lifelong process. And that is the point I’ve learned to keep in mind.

I have this theory that we have multiple voices in our head, and mine talk to me all the time. Some are serious, some are childlike, some are scolding, some are downright silly. As I ventured into sixty-four, one voice was saying, “You’ve come a long way, baby,” and another was asking, “Are you done with falling in love?” Another whispered, “Psst, remember that thing that happened when you were a little girl? Do you want to finally talk about it?” And still another was reminding me that I had leftover steak in the fridge. It’s a jumble up there, like morning traffic on the 405.

Several of those voices reminded me that I had set up some emotional guardrails for myself that I had yet to dismantle. Shit, I have more work to do. It was a little shocking and unsettling, and, frankly speaking, it caught me unprepared. Hadn’t I been through enough? Love, loss, marriage, and divorce—twice! The weight loss, the weight gain, getting on the scale, off the scale, public scrutiny, understanding there is no magic number. My parents were both gone. My son was married. I had already issued a declaration to myself, the world, other women, and God herself: Enough already!

But no, apparently it wasn’t enough.

The voices were talking to me: “You need to get acquainted with the self-loathing you feel so deeply inside. You need to be conscious of the darkness. You need to find a way to understand and let go of the anger you’re carrying around. Sit beside it. Get curious. Don’t be afraid. You need to let yourself be vulnerable. You need to let yourself have a good cry for that little girl who never allowed herself to feel. You need to laugh. Within all that, you will find yourself. You will stop thinking of the past and the future and settle into a comfortable place within yourself, in the present.”

I did something new and different from the past. I paid attention to those voices and listened to what they were telling me. Sometimes I said, “What?” Other times I groaned, “Are you kidding me?” Ultimately, I got to a place where I was saying, “You’re right. Tell me more.” And gradually I found myself doing what they were telling me. Out of necessity. Out of love. For my health and quality of life.

It became a journey I was not aware that I was on and it’s now this book. The stories comprise a panorama of reflection and self-discovery. Sketches of everyday vulnerability lead into not-so-everyday confrontations with truths about myself that needed, finally, to happen. It’s about being honest, fearless, vulnerable. It’s about peeling back the layers of protection and avoidance I had worn for most of my life. It’s about stepping into the shadows, opening doors, turning on lights, and facing a past too long considered off-limits, and saying to yourself, “Yeah, this happened. It was bad. It’s held me hostage long enough. It’s time to finally deal and move forward.” It’s about freeing myself from the emotional restraints of trauma, shame, and guilt. It’s about feeling hope and finding love. It’s about getting naked so I could see myself, all of me, and finally like what I see.

I know some people will read this and say, “Oh, shut up, you poor spoiled thing.” And I get it. I hear you and acknowledge your opinion. But I know there are many more who are like me, fighting internal battles, carrying around secrets that no one sees, wishing the past could be rewritten because of the way it colors the present, and even more so, wanting a way to simply and finally move on and be ourselves, our whole selves, our full and beautiful and loving selves.

If you’re reading this book, I have a sense that you and I are pretty similar. We aren’t crushable. We are the opposite, in fact; we are people who are striving for a rich, whole, fulfilling life. We are thinkers. We are sensitive. We feel deeply. We have faced challenges and collected our share of bruises. We have kept quiet about things until we have found it impossible to keep quiet any longer. We want to like ourselves. No, we want to love ourselves, and we want to be loved and return love vulnerably and safely. We want to experience the poetry of being, not avoid it.

Everything we’ve been through has put us on a path toward who we are, and I have found, or I should say, I am finding, we are a lot better, stronger, braver, and loving than we let ourselves believe—at least that’s what I am discovering about myself. That’s what I have written about this time around. How I got to the poetry of being.

I’m remembering one Sunday when I read a story in The New York Times Magazine by journalist-novelist Taffy Brodesser-Akner. She wrote about a family friend who had been kidnapped when she was young. The incident had inspired her latest novel. In the magazine story she explored the legacy of that family friend’s trauma. It brought out memories of her own trauma. I won’t go into any more detail. You can read it for yourself if you’re interested—and may I suggest you do, because it is beautifully written. But she wrote something in particular that I found profoundly insightful and true about dealing with trauma:


After all your attempts at healing—when you finally realize that you are forever changed—you can allow yourself to embrace your trauma. You survive what happened to you, then you survive your survival,* and then the gift you’re given is that you fall in love with your whole life, inextricable from the bad thing that happened to you.

Amen.

Now, let’s get naked.
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Walking


When in doubt, send love.

Never suppress a generous thought.

JOURNAL ENTRY, DECEMBER 2023



“I DON’T KNOW if she’ll be able to walk again. If she does, it will be a long while before that happens. Right now she’s lucky to be alive.”

That was my friend telling me that his wife, one of my best friends, was in the hospital, in serious condition, after being hit by a car while crossing the street. She was, indeed, lucky to be alive. But she was going to live. Would she walk again? That was to be determined—and it was something that lodged itself in my brain in the days and weeks after I received that stunning news.

At the time, I was in the habit of walking on my treadmill every day—or at least thinking about it. Gotta get in my steps! That was in addition to all the walking I did in the course of my day. I walked countless times from my kitchen up a flight of stairs to my office. I walked back downstairs to make a cup of coffee. I walked to the bathroom. I walked around the kitchen when I made lunch and dinner. I walked quickly down the driveway to catch the delivery guy to tell him that the package he had given me was for someone down the street. I walked through airports, into hotels, and through the streets of New York City to get to the set of The Drew Barrymore Show.

I walked all day and some of the night until I got into bed. I probably walked in my dreams, but I don’t remember.

I wasn’t particularly mindful of it as I went about my day. I did think about my girlfriend at least a thousand times a day, each thought accompanied by a deep shudder weighted with concern and love, the fragility of life and the way luck—or bad luck—can change everything we take for granted in an instant.

Would she walk again?

One minute she was sharing dessert with her husband, the next he was holding her hand in the back of an ambulance.

I vaguely remember when my son took his first steps. What I recall was the excitement. “He walked!” I told Ed. I told my parents. Ed told his brother. It was as if a switch was flipped and my son went from crawling and falling to walking and falling to getting on with the rest of his life. Baby steps. That’s the way I started to walk, according to my mom—and the way everyone starts, I suppose. One step, another, then a wobble, and kaboom, down we go. We pull ourselves along, then let go. Muscle strength, balance, coordination—it all comes together. It’s not even a conscious decision. It really is like a switch is flipped. One day you can walk.

Then, suddenly, you’re a toddler—and off you go, toddling along, as I have done for the rest of my life. Toddling with a bottle in your hand, and later in life a glass of wine. If life had a speed limit, I think toddling would be perfect. My friend had to relearn how to toddle. However, before that, she had to regain muscle strength, coordination, and balance. She was back to baby steps, taking them with desire and determination, with intention and purpose.

I pictured my friend in rehab as Wonder Woman. Her effort to return to life as she knew it was nothing short of heroic. It filled me with awe. I could easily choke up thinking about this grown woman who drove carpools with me, who showed up every Wednesday together with me to assist the teacher while our boys were in kindergarten, and who cried next to me as her husband officiated my son’s wedding and her son served as one of the best men. She and her husband had just spent three months in Italy, returned home, and then a car turning the corner struck her cold. That kind of stuff is hidden in the smallest of fine print of life’s instruction manual.

Her situation caused me to think about walking, the literal importance of walking, in my life, which sounds peculiar if not totally banal. There is profundity, after all, in something as simple as putting one foot before the other. Going somewhere. Moving forward. Just moving!

And, getting from point A to point B is the story of my life. I started thinking things like: “Am I walking purposely? Aimlessly? Am I walking to create a new path? Or am I walking to avoid something unpleasant? Am I walking with the universe? Or am I walking in shame? Are my eyes looking forward? Or are they pointed down? Am I going in the right direction? Have I even thought about which direction I’m walking?”

Why had I not been thinking about these things?

* * *

Walking requires us to make choices. It gives us direction, whether we realize it or not. Walking is how we create a path into the future, into whatever and wherever is next. Walking is how we get home.

The truth is, I wasn’t walking, and when you don’t walk, you don’t go anywhere. You stagnate. I was definitely stagnating.

In those years after the COVID nightmare, I was shut down personally and professionally. My second marriage was over and proceeding through the cesspool of legalese that results in divorce. Every day was a boxing lesson in which I felt like I was the punching bag. My Emmy-winning cooking series was canceled. A TV pilot I worked on was not picked up by the network. I worried about money. I wondered what, if anything, was next. I was plagued by recurring bad dreams at night. I listened to my cats purr. At least they loved me.

I asked myself how I had ended up alone at this stage of my life—and why. I was a good cook, I laughed easily, I looked pretty good in jeans and a T-shirt, I’m resilient and mostly easygoing. It truly doesn’t take much to make me happy. And yet, like so many others, I was in a rut. I wasn’t walking, I wasn’t moving forward!

I had to do something. I had to move. My back hurt, my neck had a permanent kink in it, and while I wasn’t anywhere near my heaviest, I could feel the weight—the physical weight and the weight of the world—holding me down. I was doing a lot of googling then, mostly astrology charts and pop psychology disguised as ancient wisdom. You are not a problem to fix. You are a work in progress. Then one day I googled the health benefits of walking (it could just as easily been the health benefits of chocolate or red wine). I must’ve heard something on one of the talk shows about how easy it is to jump-start a new health regime or simply do yourself a favor by getting up off your ass and walking for twenty or thirty minutes every day. Or maybe it was a podcast. Or it might’ve been on TikTok.

It is possible to spend so much time self-helping on social media that there’s no time to do the actual work. But the work is what I needed to do.*

I scrolled through a health-related site online that registered with me. Whether or not I was ready to admit it, I was in pain. If someone, say, my doctor, had asked where it hurt, I wouldn’t have known where to point. I would’ve sounded like a twelve-year-old wanting to stay home from school: “It hurts everywhere.” But I was intrigued. If walking could send oxygenated blood to the two most painful areas, my head and my heart, and decrease discomfort, I was in for at least thirty minutes a day. If it really worked, if I noticed an improvement, I might increase to an hour or more. I might even take up sleepwalking.

I got excited. I was going to add this new activity to my day. Purpose. Intention. Mindfulness. Mindful walking. That would be it. I would walk my head and my heart back into a pain-free existence. Oxygenated blood would flow. The light would pour in. I got on the Google to see what the great, all-knowing, all-comforting Indian poet Rumi had to say about walking—and indeed the topic was covered in a quotation that’s often attributed to Rumi, from the thirteenth century: “As you start to walk on the way, the way appears.”

I believed him. I ordered new shoes from Kizik. The delivery guy walked them up my driveway and left them on my doorstep. Where they stayed for a day or two. Because I am one of the world’s great procrastinators. Even though I told myself that I was going to start walking for my health, that I was going to walk until the fitness app on my Apple Watch filled with rings and lit up in attagirls and crazy-colored achievement badges, and even though the sun was shining as if calling my name like a girlfriend wanting to play, I didn’t take that first step down the driveway.

Then one afternoon my dog, Luna, pointed her severe underbite and soulful brown eyes at me and said, “Hey, girl, how about taking me for a walk?”

I live in a houseful of cats and one dog, and all I’m going to say about that right now is, God bless dogs, especially my old girl.

At this point Luna had been living with me for about a decade. My former husband had wanted a dog, and despite being a lifelong cat person myself, I drove us to an adoption event at a local park and we picked out this cute little lady in need of serious orthodontics. I couldn’t stop looking at her and vice versa. It was puppy love at first sight. She was almost a year old when she came home with us, and she grew into the best dog in the world. From day one, she knew to pee outside. She would pace in front of the back door until we noticed. She was also kind and sweet. She wanted attention in the gentlest way, and in a house run by cats, that was the way to be.

Probably because I am a cat lady, I never learned to initiate conversations with my pets. With cats, you only speak when spoken to or risk a look of impertinence that says, “Please, this is my time.” Consequently, I never really talked to Luna the way most people talk to their dogs. I rarely walked by and said, “What’s up?” I didn’t ask if she wanted to play ball.* And I never paid much attention to the way she watched every move I made. I never took advantage of the quiet wisdom that dogs have, their ability to listen with deep interest to any thought or problem and respond with exactly the right answer: love. I never looked into her eyes and asked, “Do you know what’s wrong with men?” And I didn’t ask, “Hey, Luna, want to go for a walk?”

It took her a few years to ask me. I suppose she was like me in the sense that she wasn’t in a hurry. She treated me with patience—perhaps too much patience, too much forgiveness. But once she posed the question, I got up, put on my new sneakers, and realized what dog owners everywhere know about their four-legged best friends: Next to putting out a bowl of fresh food or offering a between-meal treat, the way to make your pooch deliriously happy is to pick up their leash and walk toward the front door.

At around ten or eleven years old, Luna was about my age in dog years, but suddenly she was bouncing around like a puppy, as if she had springs in her paws. Her tail was wagging on automatic pilot. She looked at me as if I was the greatest human being on the planet. I had spent years searching for ways to find joy. Was this the secret? A collar, a leash, and a patch of grass outside to sniff and pee on.

She reminded me of the Jeff Spicoli character in Fast Times at Ridgemont High when he says to his teacher, “All I need are some tasty waves, a cool buzz, and I’m fine.” All Luna needed was a walk through the neighborhood. The interesting thing, as I soon discovered, was that I needed it, too.

* * *

I once ran the Boston Marathon. I did it four days before I turned fifty. There were times when I was training when I wondered if I would make it to fifty. My heart never beat so hard or fast. My knees never ached like they did then. My feet hurt. My toes threatened to walk off the job. It was painful. I used to soak in my cold pool after long training sessions. The pain and the cold were an interesting combination, what I imagine it’s like being brought back to life after a near-death experience.

People magazine’s online headline said, “Valerie Bertinelli ‘Euphoric’ After Finishing Boston Marathon.” Euphoric? I was delirious. I was also impressed with myself. Hell yeah. Running in general and especially running 26.2 miles is insane (and that last 0.2 is like, “Hello, are you effing kidding me?”). Traveling 26 miles is why Uber was invented. The shortest commercial flight in the US is 31 miles. Look it up. (Petersburg to Wrangell, Alaska.) So, running that distance? Unlike love, sex, and getting my nails done, once is enough.

But here’s the best thing about a marathon. It’s the athletic equivalent of garlic bread. Why? Because you know pasta will be coming next.

I had no idea where Luna was about to lead me. We walked out the front door, past the gate, down the driveway, and to the street, where we stopped. Luna looked up at me with an expression in her eyes that said, “Right or left? It doesn’t matter to me.” I don’t remember which way we turned that day or the next or the day after that. Luna was right; it didn’t matter whether we went right or left, only that we committed to a path and walked. The way would appear (thank you, Rumi).

Now, what I do remember about walking those first couple of weeks is how quickly it turned into a habit that made me almost as happy as Luna. I caught her eye, or she caught mine, then up we sprang, and before either of us could say, “Grab a sweater,” we were headed toward the door. Two things happened. First, I left my earbuds at home. I had started out listening to music but within days realized I couldn’t hear cars coming in either direction. And by the way, they drive fast. Way too fast in my neighborhood, if you ask me. And no one stops at stop signs anymore, which is another subject altogether—the slippage of little acts of decency and good behavior that make for the common good.

Anyway, without my earbuds, I heard the cars. Then I heard our footsteps. Then I heard the jinglejangle of Luna’s tags. Then I heard the birds in the trees. Then I heard neighbors say hello to me. Then I heard my breathing, my heartbeat, and my thoughts. I could literally hear myself thinking. I could hear my voice—and not just the negative voices in my head. I had a voice. A real voice. But then all that was interrupted when I heard—

* * *

This is important. Some years before, I was on a walk with an old friend of mine who I loved but who had a tendency to be too frank. They stopped and said, “Do you hear that?” I looked around us, wondering what I was supposed to have heard. What did I miss? “Do you hear how your thighs are rubbing together when you walk?” they said. I could feel my face flush and I froze. I wanted to hide. No, I didn’t hear my thighs rubbing together. And if I did or didn’t, what did it matter?

This same friend also took the liberty to criticize my laugh as too loud. I laughed too loud? More and louder laughter is something the world needs. A laugh should not be stifled. The comment really got stuck in my head and took root. I started to stifle my laugh. A quiet laugh. Eventually there was no laugh at all. And after the walk that day, I went home and hid those workout pants in the back of my closet. I wish I hadn’t done that. I wish I hadn’t stifled my laugh. I wish I had turned to my friend and shrugged or laughed or said, “So what, Judgy McJudger. Why do you care?” People can be rude and hurtful, sometimes intentionally, sometimes from stupidity or thoughtlessness, and in hindsight, I don’t have any hard feelings about that friend. Maybe they were just making a dumb observation. I don’t know. What I do know is that the conversation I was having in my head was harsher than their comment. I was stuck in a bad place and that’s why it hit so hard. Eventually, I had the common sense to end that friendship.

* * *

But back to the point I wanted to make. On one of those walks with Luna, I was wearing those same workout pants and heard my thighs rubbing together. I took a few more steps, then stopped. And started to giggle. “Did you hear that, Luna?” Either she didn’t or she didn’t care; I believe it was the latter. She tugged on the leash, eager to continue our walk. There was the sound again. My sound. The sound I seemed to make when I walked. That giggle turned into a chuckle, and then I laughed out loud, literally, emphasis on the loud.

Nobody was judging me. Nobody was criticizing me for something beyond my control. I wasn’t judging myself, either. I didn’t give a hoot if my thighs rubbed together and made a sound. This was a breakthrough!

I laughed again. I was taking care of myself, getting fresh air, and feeling the oxygenated blood going to my head and my heart.

When Luna and I first started, I thought our daily walks would be about me and my body and losing weight. If I did ten thousand steps, how could I miss getting in better shape, right? But soon, and without being conscious of the shift, I quit counting the number of steps I was logging and ceased to think about the weight I thought I wanted to lose. I left those concerns at home with my earbuds.

The walks, as advertised, were about my head and my heart. I let myself believe the birds were serenading me even though I knew they were gabbing among themselves.* I soaked up the breeze rustling through the trees, the chatter of squirrels, and the gentle rain-like sound of a neighbor’s sprinklers. I watched hawks soar and swoop gracefully overhead. I heard the crows having a friendly family argument. I noticed the sky and the clouds, and I noticed the clouds when they weren’t there. I felt the sun on my skin or sometimes the cool, foggy air if we were out in the morning.

A few times Luna and I came upon a deer or two foraging for something to eat, which is what happens during the dry months when the animals venture out of hiding to eat and drink and survive. They looked at me with the same measure of curiosity as I did them. “Where’d you come from?” “No, where’d you come from?” they seemed to reply back to me. I marveled at our presence in each other’s worlds, wild animals doing their thing in the middle of a city populated by 12.5 million people.

These walks were connecting me to the world, to nature, to countless miracles, my own life included.

I would talk to myself on these perambulations through the neighborhood. No inhibitions whatsoever. I was the weird lady wearing a baseball cap and oversize sunglasses walking an aging black mutt in need of Invisalign while working out my anger and disgust for where my life currently sat. I reflected on past relationships in my life. “Really? You just let yourself be treated that way? What’s wrong with you? Why did you tolerate intolerable behavior?”

“Well, you know why. Because whatever was said to you, you said worse to yourself. You were just hearing what you were already telling yourself, you ninny. It starts with you.”

I kept the dialogue going. And I kept listening. And looking around me. It was as if the whole world was my therapist’s office. In a way, it was therapy. I put it all out there for anyone to hear, including the sound of my thighs rubbing together, and watched those words and sounds echo through the hills until they faded into the distance, along with some of my anger. “Give it to the crows,” I told myself. Luna seemed to understand.

“You know what?” I said to her one day. “I don’t want to dish out blame. The onus to like myself, to treat myself lovingly, to treat others kindly and considerately, to be better, it’s on me. We are all doing the best we can. I want to believe that people are innately good. And I do believe that. I really think we are. I think a lot of the trauma and pain we experience in childhood and continue to reexperience as adults covers up that natural goodness and happiness and causes us to lash out and treat each other cruelly. And sometimes—often times—the person we treat the worst is ourselves.”

One day as Luna and I headed down the driveway, I was thinking about my girlfriend, having had dinner with her the night before. Several months had passed since the accident, and she had traded her walker for a cane. I was so proud of how she had walked through the restaurant to our table and told her so.

“Baby steps,” she said. “Soon I’ll be dancing.”

With a smile on my face and Luna by my side, I realized how nice it was to leave the house without a destination. I never asked myself where I was going or which direction I was taking, or where I was supposed to get to. It was nice to walk, just to walk, with myself, with God, with the universe, with joy, with a crappy attitude, with a problem, and without knowing or caring whether I was going to turn right or left. Whatever was going on, no matter how I felt, I would step out of the noise and work through whatever it was that was on my mind, until I had solved the problem or unraveled the mystery, or maybe come up with an answer that had eluded me, or counted my blessings, or just concluded that things would be okay because sometimes some things are unfixable and you find peace with that. Here’s the cool thing I discovered: The road always led me to wherever I was supposed to be.

And that’s why I am still walking—continually amazed at how going nowhere can take me everywhere.
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My Roots Are Showing


“Life is not a problem to be solved,

but a reality to be experienced.”

—ATTRIBUTED TO SØREN KIERKEGAARD

JOURNAL ENTRY, OCTOBER 2022



EVERY FEW WEEKS I catch myself in the bathroom mirror. Not to admire or assess—at least not consciously—but because something feels slightly off. It’s morning, the sun still on the rise. I wake up early, and my head is still filled with enough sleepy fog that I need a few minutes before I can see clearly. I splash water on my face, peer into the glass, and then I see it: My roots are showing.

And so begins the debate—should I or shouldn’t I color my roots? I know this might seem trite, a mere blip on the list of things that matter in life, ranking somewhere around dealing with people who constantly apologize for things that don’t require an apology. “You don’t have to say you’re sorry.” “Okay, sorry.” I’ve had that exact conversation with people. And I should probably apologize for sharing this should-I-or-shouldn’t-I dialogue I have with myself about coloring my roots.

It’s the molehill that I’ve turned into a mountain, my monthly version of the movie Tootsie. Whether to color my hair, though, is only the surface issue. Am I covering up my true identity? Maybe the real question—the one lurking in the shadows—is about something else. Who do I see when I look at myself? Who am I looking
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