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JANUARY 1

Promise

A new year is supposed to be a sign of promise, of hope. But I can see more problems than promise on the horizon. Considering my loved one’s condition, I get scared when I think of what might happen this year. Hope seems out of reach. Yet I’d like to find a way to keep a brighter outlook.

I know that hope won’t come from focusing on the uncertain nature of my loved one’s situation. The truth is, I can’t depend on anything “out there” to create a sense of promise. That’s an inside job. It’s possible I can find hope if I trust in the generosity of life. Not that I can expect any particular outcome just because I want it. But I can expect to find gifts in every situation I face, no matter how difficult the circumstances seem. My window on the world determines whether or not I notice them. I could start the year by cleaning my window and looking above the clouds.


When I let in more light, I see more promise.








JANUARY 2

Making Decisions

With all the decisions I have to make, my thinking gets stuck sometimes. Making financial arrangements, choosing the right kind of services—I get overwhelmed by all the pros and cons of the various options. I can’t decide what’s best.

What I’ve noticed is that the harder I push myself to decide, the more confused I get. If I’m not getting results, it makes sense to stop pushing for a while. I can set aside my deliberation and do something else until my mind clears, or I can sit quietly and invite my mind to become still. I can turn to my intuition or my Spiritual Power for insight and ask, What is the best solution? I let the question rest there in the quiet. I don’t expect a rush answer. It will come. If I don’t understand it clearly in my quiet time, I trust that the understanding will be there when I need it.


My inner wisdom comes to me if I quiet myself and listen.








JANUARY 3

Getting Away

I’ve always liked to take little trips out of town to get away. But that’s over with for now. I can’t go anywhere and leave my loved one behind. I don’t want her to feel upset because she can’t go along. And I’d feel terrible if anything happened to her while I was away.

It’s not that she insists I stay. She wants me to have the freedom to go have some fun. She says, “Send a postcard.” I tell her I can’t leave, but that’s my overly responsible self speaking. I think she can’t manage without me. I think I shouldn’t go. I worry, What would other people think? But in truth, it would do me good to get away. Maybe she’d even like a break from me. Besides, it doesn’t matter in the end what other people think. What matters is what’s best for her and me. Of course, I want to make sure everything is taken care of while I’m gone, but that is doable if I make the necessary arrangements.


I’ll plan a getaway today.








JANUARY 4

Jealousy

People are always asking me how my loved one is doing. I’m glad they care enough to ask. I wish sometimes they would ask about me as well. I could use a show of concern.

It seems odd that I’m feeling a little jealous over the attention being given to the person I care for. I wouldn’t want to be in my loved one’s shoes. Yet, although my problems might seem small by comparison, I’m having a difficult time, too. I’m not sure other people understand that. The problems my loved one experiences are more apparent than mine. If I want support for myself, I guess I have to let others know that their support is important to me. I can mention that the situation is challenging for both of us. I can ask someone to stop in to visit with me or to run an errand or say a prayer for me. By asking for support, I am honoring my own desires and showing compassion for myself.


I let others know when I want support.








JANUARY 5

Fun Times

When I have to deal with all the tough problems that arise because of my loved one’s condition, it’s easy for me to get bogged down in these troubles. It’s easy to start feeling somber, glum.

But I don’t want to forget to have fun. A little laughter helps keep my loved one and me in an upbeat frame of mind. Everyone involved in her care benefits when we quit taking everything so seriously. Of course, I wouldn’t make light of her pain and struggles, especially when she’s having difficult episodes. But for the most part, I keep on teasing her like I always have. I bring a few jokes into our conversation. I retell stories that keep the good times alive. And since we both fumble a lot with the ever-changing procedures involved in her care, I like to poke fun at our foibles. A little lightness keeps our struggles in perspective.


I treasure the fun times in the midst of our troubles.








JANUARY 6

Inadequate or Magnificent?

I don’t always feel confident I can give the kind of care that’s needed. I worry that I won’t be able to figure out what I need to do. I fear I’ll make a mistake. I feel responsible but inadequate for the job.

All these concerns are based in fear. But I do not have to be bound by fear. I can recognize that I am a wise, capable, and powerful person. I know there have been times when I have risen to meet some very difficult challenges and felt confident and pleased with myself. There is nothing stopping me from doing the same now. Fear is my only barrier. Perhaps I’m hanging on to the fear so I won’t be asked to let my light shine brightly. Perhaps I’m afraid of my own magnificence. But I was created to live my life to the fullest and I might as well do it.


I let go of my fears and let my light shine.








JANUARY 7

Interrupted Plans

It does no good to make plans. I make appointments or arrange for an event or decide on a moving date, and then wham! A sudden turn in my loved one’s situation brings everything to a halt. It makes me want to give up planning altogether.

My whole life is in flux because of his condition. I’m getting used to it, in a way. Whenever I try to schedule anything, I tell people, “Assuming nothing goes wrong.…” I can’t count on anything happening for certain. That puts me on edge. But of course, all plans are contingent, regardless of my loved one’s condition. Everything from car problems to weather changes to computer glitches can throw off someone’s plans. Uncertainty is part of life. That doesn’t mean I can never plan anything, it only means I must keep myself flexible enough to make adjustments as needed.


Expecting surprises is part of my plan.








JANUARY 8

Hope or Acceptance?

There are days when I’m sure nothing more can be done for my loved one. On other days, I’m just as sure we shouldn’t give up hope.

People do sometimes rally unexpectedly, even recover miraculously. Prayer and positive attitude have been known to help. New treatments are constantly being found. It makes sense to explore every possible avenue that might help improve my loved one’s health. But it is also reasonable to accept the limits of his health condition. There is no absolute certainty that things will go one way or the other. Moment-by-moment attention and wisdom are called for. I peacefully accept my best understanding of the situation in each moment. Yet I remain open to new insights or information. Each perspective brings a flood of feelings to go with it. Each point of view is right in its own time.


I keep hope and acceptance in balance by paying close attention to the realities of the moment.








JANUARY 9

Affirmations

I get stuck in certain ways of doing things that I wish I could change. I worry. I avoid problems. I get angry. I give in. I don’t take time to eat. There are many things I do over and over that aren’t good for me or that don’t match my values. I get discouraged when I try to stop doing them and then don’t succeed.

If I say affirmations, though, I feel reconnected with my values and I’m reminded of how I act when I’m at my best: I am capable. I stand up for myself. I eat what my body needs. I release my anger. By saying affirmations such as these over and over, I redirect my thoughts. It helps if I write them out and place them around my home, car, and work area. It also helps if I declare them with feeling, even loudly, so they become embedded in my mind. Before long, they become automatic ways of believing in myself and reacting to what happens in my life.


Today, I will create an affirmation and say it at least five times.








JANUARY 10

Setting Limits

I feel so responsible for my loved one that, if she asks for something, I’m tempted to drop everything and give it to her immediately. But sometimes her requests are more like demands. Or she attempts to manipulate me into doing something I don’t really want to do. Then I get resentful. Yet when I don’t give her what she wants, I feel guilty.

I believe in being kind, in doing things for others in need. But giving that is done out of guilt combined with resentment is hardly kind. It comes from a distorted sense of duty. Giving in to unreasonable demands shows a lack of self-respect. The truth is, I can say no to her just as kindly as I can say yes. When I do say no, I’m respecting not only myself but her ability to cope with disappointment and find other ways to get what she wants. If she keeps the pressure on even after I’ve said no, I don’t argue. I just repeat my no while reassuring her I care about her.


By saying no, I let others know my limits.








JANUARY 11

In High Gear

They say, “God doesn’t give you more than you can handle.” I might argue with that. Some days a constant rush of chaos and crisis is coming at me and there’s no help in sight. It’s shoot from the hip—no time to aim, just draw and fire. It’s react, react, react.

In those moments, I have no choice but to grab onto whatever I can—intuition, instinct, whatever you want to call it. Everything’s instantaneous. Decide. Respond. Act. There is no right or wrong, just do. It’s a hell that no one looking in from the outside can fully grasp, or judge fairly. I have to move—and move quickly—and nothing seems like a safe way out. I throw myself into the situation because I care and, in so doing, I stumble into the arms of a guiding Spiritual Power that takes charge. When I come out the other end, I wonder how I lived through it and I take a deep breath.


Every crisis comes with automatic Power steering.








JANUARY 12

I’m Not Doing Enough

I have to admit I’m not doing everything I could for my loved one, and some days I feel guilty about that. I feel like a failure. I keep thinking I should be doing more or that I’m not doing things well enough.

However, it’s easy to forget all that I am doing as a caregiver. I handle legal and financial matters. I arrange for necessary care. I stay in close contact. I offer comfort and hands-on help and much more. I do the best I can. Today is a good day to remember how much I am giving, and appreciate myself for that. I could even look in the mirror and say, “Thank you!”


Today I will write a list of my contributions as a caregiver and feel satisfaction in what I give.








APRIL 9

Trusting My Decisions

I’ve had to make many difficult decisions as a care-giver. Some haven’t turned out the way I hoped, but most of them have worked out all right. When I started all this, I didn’t know if I’d be able to figure out all the things I needed to, but I’ve done okay.

It’s a good feeling to know I can trust myself to make good decisions. I have the ability to gather information and get advice if I need it. I can think through all the possible consequences for everyone affected and then make the decisions that need to be made. I know that no decision is going to bring perfect results. Sometimes the consequences will be unpleasant. But that doesn’t make my decision wrong. It is the best decision I could make at the time. Whatever the consequences, the next step is simply to make a decision about how to respond to them.


I stay peaceful through each decision.








APRIL 10

Traditions of Care

People in our family and our community have always taken care of the old and infirm. I’m doing what others before me have done. I expect my children to do the same. It’s our tradition.

I’m proud of the way we look after each other. It’s not easy, but we do it. Just like the mail carrier delivers mail. You can count on it. We don’t want anyone to be needlessly miserable, so we take care of whoever needs help. We bring them things to eat. We run errands for them. We take them to the doctor. If need be, we bathe them and feed them. Everyone pitches in. If one person wears out, someone else takes a turn. In the end, if somebody needs professional services, we get that taken care of as well. No one has to go it alone.


We take care of each other the way we always have.








APRIL 11

Healing Music

I wonder how I’d get through some days if it weren’t for music. When my loved one’s attitude or condition gets on my nerves, when no one seems to be cooperating, when tears start to come, I have my special songs to soothe me. They give me comfort, healing, energy, even joy sometimes.

Today might be a good day to listen to some of my favorite music, maybe even sing or play a few pieces myself. I could close my eyes and let myself swim in the sound of it. It would feel so good. I can start with music that matches my mood and then ease into other music that lifts me higher if I want. The music won’t change my circumstances, but my soul will feel lighter, my spirit renewed.


Music melts my troubles and makes my day.








APRIL 12

Gifts and Strengths

I know the last thing my loved one wants is for someone to feel sorry for her. I try not to do that, but at times I agonize over how much she has lost. My heart hurts when I look at her and see the way she suffers. I want her pain to go away.

There is a fine line between genuine compassion and pity. With compassion, I am lovingly attentive to her and I try to understand what she is going through. I let her know I care and offer assistance. I stick with her through the ups and downs and hold her in high regard. By contrast, pity sees her as diminished. Compassion is more respectful. It doesn’t assume she is helpless even though she is experiencing great losses. It honors her strengths that have not gone away. In fact, some of her strengths may have grown through this experience. I marvel at the gifts she has to carry her through.


Compassion helps me tune in to both my loved one’s suffering and strengths.








APRIL 13

I’m Furious

I get so angry at the people who are supposed to be taking care of my loved one. I want them to come up with better answers. I want them to fix what’s wrong. If they were doing their job, they’d be on top of this and she’d be better.

Of course, even when professionals do their best, that’s no guarantee my loved one will improve. That’s what I want, of course—my loved one to be healthy again. I’m so angry that her health problems are destroying her life and creating havoc in mine. I am outraged! Yet, I may not be able to change the state of her health, not even with the best of help. And that’s hard to face. I want to keep hoping, trying. But I’m not sure what’s realistic here. My fury clouds my thinking. Maybe my first task is to admit that what I’m really angry about is the loss and uncertainty I’m facing. I’m scared. It might help to say a prayer or talk over the situation with an understanding friend.


I pray for acceptance and wisdom.








APRIL 14

Obligation

People do so much for me, I’ll never be able to pay them back. I feel so guilty about accepting all this help. I’ve never wanted to depend on anyone.

Where did the rule come from that I have to pay everything back? A gift is a gift. Others want to help; so would I if I were in their shoes. Letting them help me doesn’t mean there’s something wrong with me. It means I recognize that others have something I need right now and I’m willing to let them express their goodness. I don’t have to be superhuman. Knowing when to depend on others is also a strength. By receiving, I allow others to give. Honoring and appreciating their strengths and their generosity is the gift I give back to them.


I graciously and gratefully accept what others offer.








APRIL 15

Laughing

It’s a good thing I can laugh. So much is somber and stressful when someone is ill or disabled, I have to be able to laugh to get through the long days and weeks. In fact I could use more laughter.

A funny book or movie can loosen me up. Certain people I know automatically make me smile. Children especially tickle me. I can even get a good laugh from the goofy mistakes my loved one makes or that I make. Overall, I manage better when I hang around people and things that get my funny bone going. When I get too serious for too long, I almost forget how to laugh. In that case, I have to give myself a jump-start. One way is to “practice” laughing—literally to lie on my back and rapidly repeat “ha ha ha ha ha ha ha” several times. That gets my laugh muscles working every time.


I exercise my funny bone every day.








APRIL 16

A Breaking Point

Life will be going along from day to day and I’m coping as best I can, and then one day something “small” happens—like the clothes bar in my closet suddenly snapping in two. Hangers and shirts and belts lie mangled in a clump on the floor. The mess reminds me of my whole situation: Since I’ve been caregiving, my life has snapped in two and I can’t imagine enduring another minute of it.

This is a time to call the kindest person I know, the one I won’t have to explain anything to. I’ll just say that I’m struggling and this person will know what to do and will do it. And that act of kindness will sustain me until I can find a grain of strength in myself to go on. It will reassure me I’m not all alone. Supported by kindness from another, I will find it easier to recognize and admit that I’ve been “enduring” too long. I’ll be able to see that I need to make some adjustments in the way I’m living.


When it feels like too much, it is.








APRIL 17

Time for Prayer and Meditation

I’d like to pray more, meditate every day, be a more spiritual person…but who’s got the time? My days are so full, I barely get done what I have to. I don’t have time for long meditations or prayers. Yet I like the sense of peace they bring.

When I do take some time to get quiet and connect with my spiritual resources, the rest of my day goes better. I feel more peaceful. It works best if I set aside the same time every day. Then it becomes a habit. I may not get to it every single day, but I’m more likely to if it’s in my routine. I use some inspirational reading materials to help me get into the right frame of mind. To help me follow through on my plans for this daily spiritual activity, I talk them over with a friend or spiritual guide and ask for support. I could even find someone to pray and meditate with me. However I do it, the rewards are great. Both my loved one and I feel the positive effects.


I take time for prayer and meditation every day.








APRIL 18

Toughness

I don’t want to accept the changes I see in my loved one. She’s always been very capable and now she’s losing some of her abilities. I can’t believe this is happening. If we both stand tough, maybe we can hold it off.

We’ve gotten through a lot of things by standing tough, and I know our refusal to give in to this condition will help us now. But our determination to keep trouble at bay doesn’t change the fact that she has health problems that are affecting her life and mine. I can’t deny that. I wish she didn’t have to go through this. It’s hard to face. But it’s better if I don’t try to collude with her and pretend it’s not happening. Part of being tough is facing reality and taking on what we need to take on. I’d better work with her to learn all we can about her condition and how to deal with it.


Toughness is not blindness.








APRIL 19

When I’m Ill

On the days when I’m sick, it’s hard to tell who needs more care. I can’t do as much on those days and yet I don’t want my loved one to feel neglected.

When I’m sick, I’m tempted to neglect my own needs and keep doing everything as usual. But it’s important for me to take good care of my own health as well as my loved one’s. If I don’t, my condition may deteriorate, and I’ll be even less able to provide care. I might also endanger my long-term health. If I continue to push myself when I’m not feeling well, I’m likely to get sicker and also give poorer care. I may get impatient, make mistakes, and end up doing more harm than good. When I’m sick, I remember to tend to my own health. I ask for help on those days. I expect less of myself. I seek appropriate consultation about my condition and take necessary remedies.


My health is a treasure and I intend to keep it.








APRIL 20

Gathering In

The demands of caregiving keep me constantly in a giving mode. My loved one needs help. The family calls for information. The case worker wants to get together. I scatter my energy every which way, all day long. I feel disconnected from myself.

When I feel that scattered, I need a gathering-in time at day’s end. I sit still and bring home my dispersed thoughts, my fractured energy. Like a mother hen huddling her flock, I call together all the busy activities of my mind under my wings and settle them down for the night. I rest them in the warmth and shelter of home. Now I’m back with myself, collected, calm. After a good night’s rest, I can move back out to give again.


I respect the rhythms of giving out and gathering in.








APRIL 21

Getting Around

I don’t like to depend on outside help all the time, yet it’s hard to get around when I have to transport my loved one. It takes so much time just getting to and from the car, let alone getting in and out of it, and I have to be so watchful. I get impatient and worn out. Sometimes it feels like it’s not worth all the effort, so we don’t go.

But getting out is important. We have appointments to get to and we simply need a change of scenery now and then. If I choose carefully, I can arrange to travel when I’m most rested. I can anticipate the extra time needed and not be rushed. I can think of the trip as an adventure, preparing myself to expect surprises or side trips. If I relax and create a positive attitude before we go, we’ll both be calmer and more efficient in our movements.


I handle our traveling with ease and joy.








APRIL 22

All That Is Human

Sometimes I feel such admiration for the person I’m caring for, I think my heart is going to burst. When I see the depth of her struggle, her continuing courage, and the learning that has gone on, I want to kneel in awe.

Watching my loved one go through so much has not only increased my love for her, it has raised my appreciation for what it means to be human. I’ve seen her experience the range of human possibility, from anguished despair and fury to genuine heroism. In a different way, my experience has been just as intense and wide-ranging. It’s all there in each of us: the fullness of being human. Caregiving has plunged me into the center of this painful and glorious experience. I feel privileged.


I’m grateful to know intimately the richness of being human.








APRIL 23

Autonomy

I’m never quite sure how much to do for my loved one. When should I take over the decisions and decide what’s “good” for her? Should I insist on things being done for her protection that she does-n’t want done?

I know there are no easy answers to these questions. I don’t want to interject my standards just so I can feel I’ve done the “right thing.” Yet, I also don’t want to see harm come to her because she can’t protect herself. When she can’t decide for herself, I make decisions that are as close as possible to what she would want. To do that, I have to look beyond my preferences to see through her eyes as best I can. Of course, if following her preferences will add more difficulty to my life, I must decide whether I’m willing to accept the added burden.


I carefully balance my loved one’s autonomy with my desire to do good.








APRIL 24

Tender Tears

Tears can be healing, but they don’t always come. Even when the sadness is deep, there are times when either my loved one or I can’t cry. Something in our upbringing trained us to hold back tears. We couldn’t release them even if we wanted to.

I know we can’t borrow anyone else’s tears, but sometimes I take a tear from my loved one’s cheek and put it on my own or take one of mine and put it on his. That little act of sharing tears has a softening effect. Tears do that, they soften what’s hard. Of course, it can feel like my insides are going to burst when I cry, but once the tears are shed, nothing is held back anymore. The pain is out in the open. The tightness and toughness are released. Tears water the heart so love can grow.


I welcome the tenderness of tears.








APRIL 25

The Eyes of the Soul

When I see my loved one’s body deteriorating, something in me recoils. What once seemed so beautiful has lost its attraction. I’m embarrassed that I’m taken aback by it and inclined to pull away from her.

I suppose my reaction is normal though. There is a natural beauty in each part of creation when in its prime. We admire and try to preserve this natural beauty. When it slips away, we reluctantly watch it change. We cling to the beauty we witnessed in full bloom. I am patient with myself when changes in my loved one hint of deterioration. I allow myself to get used to them over time, and I look for new kinds of beauty. Just as an artist can use sensitive photos and paintings to show the marvels of shriveled skin or limp hair, I can use the eyes of my soul to perceive a kind of beauty I would otherwise miss.


I explore the changes in my loved one with the eyes of my soul.








APRIL 26

Stuck Thinking

Sometimes a situation will come up that I just can’t see my way out of. The course seems set, it’s out of my control, and I don’t like where it’s going. I go over it in my mind again and again, and I can’t see any other options…but I’m sure there must be some.

When I get that stuck, I’ve dug a deep ditch for my thinking. I need a derrick to pull myself out. At that point, my imagination is my best friend. Getting playful can help. I can close my eyes and see my problem as a huge balloon—and then let the air out of it. Or I can relax deeply and pretend I’m walking down a hallway. I come to a door labeled “answer” and explore what’s behind it. When I get imaginative and playful like a child, I can think more intuitively and “can’ts” disappear.


Today I’ll let my imagination lift me out of any mental ruts I’m in.








APRIL 27

Wishing for an End

I have terrible thoughts sometimes. I get so tired of taking care of my loved one and of all that it has meant for our lives that I just want it to end. It would be easier for both of us if he would die. But I feel so guilty for thinking like that.

It’s not surprising, though, that such a thought would come to mind. It has been a challenging ordeal. Sometimes death seems like a more sane and peaceful solution. That’s just the reality—it does seem that way. Not that I wish death on my loved on. What I’m wishing for is an end to all this misery. At times, I don’t see any other way for that to happen. I feel a sense of despair, as though giving up is the only answer. When I honestly admit such feelings to myself, and maybe to a good friend or to my Spiritual Power, I don’t feel guilty. Instead, I find my own dampened spirit in need of understanding and consolation. I tend to it gently.


My beleaguered spirit deserves a little kindness and comfort on such a long journey.








APRIL 28

Being an Advocate

When others look at my loved one, they do not see what I see. They see his limitations and make assumptions about what he can or can’t do based on appearances or diagnoses. I see his whole being and all his possibilities. I wish they’d take time to get to know him and understand all that he is capable of.

If I want people to discover his possibilities, I need to become his advocate. But in doing so, it’s important to be patient with other people who don’t know as much about his situation as I do. I need to teach them about his disease and what he can do. In some cases, I may need to insist that changes be made in the way he receives care. But I don’t have to be responsible for all this teaching and advocating myself. I can participate in organizations that offer education about his condition or that help shape policies which could benefit him. In so doing, I will be helping not only my loved one but other people with similar problems.


I am glad I can be my loved one’s advocate.








APRIL 29

Kind Angels

I worry sometimes and think I’m so alone. But to my surprise, kind people have come through for me over and over again. They are angels—wonderful people who care, people who just come in and do what needs to be done. Or they say just the right word I need to hear or come up with an idea right when I need it. I wouldn’t get through this experience without these special angels.

I don’t know why I should be surprised. People want to be helpful, and each person has a multitude of experiences and skills to offer. It’s good to know I don’t have to rely just on my own resources. I can look around and watch for the angels.


I am thankful for all the angels who see me through.








APRIL 30

Strength

It isn’t often my loved one can be the strong one. Most of the time, I’m the one who has to carry the load. Since his reserves are low, I have to keep up my own strength so I can help him through the rough times.

But I’m glad I can be there for him. I have found inside myself an ocean of physical, emotional, and spiritual strength—more strength than I ever imagined I had. I want him to be able to depend on me. I want to do what I can to ease the pain. But on the days when my reserves are low, he’ll sometimes come through with a show of strength. His very willingness to give a little support so touches me that I’m sustained for another day. But I know I can’t depend on it regularly. To keep up my own strength, I make sure I have a deep well of other support that I can draw upon—friends, respite services, my Spiritual Power, whatever will restore me and keep me as strong as I need to be.


I am grateful for my strength.








MAY 1

Under Attack

People get mad at me. No matter how hard I try to do the right thing, either my loved one or the people involved in her care find fault with me. If I let them bother me, my blood pressure jumps sky high.

But when I stay calm and confident, their anger doesn’t get to me. I treat it like an erupting geyser. I watch with interest, but keep at a safe distance so it doesn’t harm me. Their anger is their anger, not mine. I don’t have to let it in, nor defend myself against it. I have other choices. I can walk away. I can let them vent but not take their comments personally. I can tell them how their actions affect me. But I’m careful not to attack them in return or make them wrong. That may feel like “justice” in the short run, but why risk getting sucked into their way of doing things, which I so despise? I’m better off holding fast to my own internal strength and serenity and going on about my business.


I stay calm in the middle of other people’s storms.








MAY 2

Dark Moods

When my loved one is down in the dumps, I try to keep my spirits up and be the determined cheerleader for him. I feel responsible for keeping a positive outlook no matter what happens. There are days when that’s easy and I’m glad I can do it, but some days I don’t have a single positive thought or feeling. My own spirits need lifting. If I act cheerful, I feel phony. Yet I’m afraid that if I’m not keeping my chin up at all times, we’ll lose ground.

Maybe expecting myself to be “up” all the time is expecting too much. If being cheerful seems like hard work, I can just let go of the effort. I can be authentic by acknowledging that I’m feeling down temporarily and I can trust that the mood will pass. If either of us gets stuck in a prolonged dark mood, I know professional help is available.


I accept the ebb and flow of our moods.
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