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For

Constance and Zechariah

who never stop providing for me

and

For my dear friends, Linda who has seen me through this never
wavering always with me and Roberta whose courage is inspirational
and future so full of possibilities.







Yesterday brings us

to where we are, it does not have to take us to where we are
going.

Live like everyone is watching all the time.







The most important page of all

Very special thanks to new friends and old.

For you Cheryl Kossen, without your editing patience and
ability I would have looked foolish.

For you Victor Kozak, without your skill and kindness this
would still be pages on the floor.

For you Dave Cannon, who makes sure I think, dot every i and
cross every t.

For you Heidi Winter, your experience and enthusiasm help me
remember why.

For you Barbara Durette who has helped me make so much come
to life.

 



"Forward"

I have known John Martin for several years. When he was
working on Under Pressure...Permission
Changes Everything, he gave me a portion of it to read. That particular section
of the book contained a character that was based on me. Of course I
was flattered and intrigued to read it, however, after reading I
felt angry, misunderstood and disappointed. When John asked me what
I thought, I told him that "he didn’t know me at all; I wasn’t the
person he made me out to be.” He encouraged me to read the entire
book, but for months I refused.

What I didn’t know, was in that moment, my life was changed
forever. As much as I tried to shrug off the experience as though
it didn’t matter, I found myself thinking about the book and my
feelings around it every day. I began paying attention to my
reactions in life’s daily challenges so that I would not fulfill
the prophecy of this “character.” I convinced myself that I was not
her and in doing that I was catapulted into self awareness. When
John gave me the entire book to read, it took me a long time to
convince myself to pick it up. When I finally did I became
unhinged.

Under Pressure asks, “Do I have the
courage and the confidence to resist the pressures around me and
pursue the things that I feel are important?” The answer to that
has always been very clear to me, I have responsibilities in life.
I owe it to everyone around me to fulfill those roles to the best
of my ability, even if it consumes me. It’s what I “should” be
doing because it’s the “right” thing. Considering the possibilities
outside of my obligations was unimaginable.

Under Pressure…Permission Changes Everything
will wake you up and teach you how to stop
walking through life blindly. Through real life examples you will
learn how to identify what is holding you back so that you can
reach your true potential.

The purpose of Under
Pressure is to provoke
thought, reconsider the status quo and endeavor to find a new
approach.

The message in this book will be delivered to those who are
listening. The message may come to you as a revelation or a
process. Either way it will strip you down and compel you to
consider the possibilities and challenge you to do things
differently. Under Pressure may take you on a bumpy ride, but the
destination can be life changing. My life is shifting into a higher
consciousness and Under
Pressure has been my
ticket for this journey.

Roberta Natale


Preface

The work before you has been constructed in two parts. The
first part is a matter of fact, simple look at some of the reasons
that contribute to who we are and why we act and re-act the way we
do.

In an effort to make it all real and easy to relate to
Under Pressure...Permission Changes Everything, uses dozens of anecdotes, real
stories from real people that I have encountered over my life time.
Listen and see if they don't make you smile and wince. They are
all, you and I.

Part one is called The Red Letters. To be more precise, six
words that have too often come to define and determine us, six
words that often have enormous control and influence over our lives
and our sense of well-being.

The Red Letters show how we have been "turned on", controlled
and dictated to by the most powerful institutions and organizations
in our society. They have cleverly used the words should and
shouldn't, right and wrong and good and bad to manipulate us and
make sure that desired ends are met. They have done that so
skillfully, that we have made these words and their power our
own.

We follow prescriptions, often having no idea why, and we are
led to places that do not fulfill us. These are places that speak
of mediocrity, conformity, fitting in and being accepted. The
consequences of not fitting in are simply too great to
ignore.

It would be safe to say that the first half of the book is a
tool to gain reference and perspective. It's meant to be a bit like
finding a map and saying "so that's where I am" and then spending
some time with that map and saying "so that's how I got
here".

So many people ask "why". The Red Letters offer some possible
answers.

The second half of the book, Permission, offers some
alternatives. Continuing the map analogy, it says "ok, now that I
know where I am and how I got here, how do I get out of here?" More
importantly, "how do I get myself to a place that might be more
authentic, more acceptable to me, more honest and more
hopeful?"

My life experience has taught me that permission is a
wonderful tool and gift. Once we understand its power and ability
relative to our lives, others and the world at large, there is no
telling how many new, currently unimaginable possibilities might be
easily within our grasp. From here, we build on “The Facts” if you
will, of the first half. Now we are no longer information
gathering. Now we are going to try something new, something fresh
and something potentially life changing.

Come and see how permission works, where it can take us and
what a wonderful place that can be. Let me show you how to undo the
power of The Red Letters and how, maybe for the first time, your
entire perspective and your whole life might finally be yours, full
of new, happy and self fulfilled. Come and see possibilities never
before imagined and how to do so many things completely
new.







This I Claim

All of the people that you will read about in the coming pages
are very real. I have changed their names and sometimes their
gender because I do not want to embarrass anyone.

I either know the people that I use as examples in my life
today, or I have dug into my memory and accessed those and their
stories from the past.

The people are real, the stories are real and the message that
you are about to read is very real.

When I started to write I had only two requirements. I wanted
what I wrote to make sense and to mean something.

I do so hope that it makes sense and means something to
you.

j m
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Introduction

 


At 5am on a very cool late March day, long before daylight,
the solitary figure of a small thin woman with brilliant red hair
sat on my front step.

Passing by inside, I staggered and drew back. I could see
through the glass door a person where no person was expected to
be.

As my eyes drew focus, my head slowly followed, I knew this
shape. I took a deep breath, I knew the story.

No words had been spoken. She did not know I was there, that
she was not alone. Yet already somehow we were united,
together.

We sat quietly together in the cold.

In time she spoke.

“I need something, but I have no idea what. My soul aches,
feels so heavy. It’s hard to breathe. I am a good girl
lost.”

Her search, her spot, those words and that encounter helped to
bring what follows.

 



Part One

The Red Letters



Help

Robert drives the same road each day. He passes the same shops
and parks and likely most of the same people, and he wonders how
and why. At least he wonders why on a good day, a day of
reminiscence and maybe melancholy. Most days though he is simply
angry at his life, his lot and his pit.

He seeks me out on occasion to talk.

“How did I get here, how come I am so fed up, so angry, what
happened to my life?

I had dreams and plans but now I’m just so angry I can barely
function.

I can’t stand my job, I’m behind on my financial commitments
and my marriage is in shambles.

I mean it’s not a total mess, but most of the time we only
cope, you know, two people trying to survive, trying to make sense,
hoping to do better. Two people, who wonder, at least to ourselves,
why are we here, what’s in the future and at times why we bothered
to marry at all?

I don’t say it, she doesn’t say it but I know we both think
these things. We both get lost and wonder why and how to do it
better, or even if better is possible.

Most of my life has no resemblance to what I thought it would
be. My children drive me crazy and at times I don’t even want to be
a parent. I feel horrible, even feeling this is terrible for me,
saying it is beyond comprehension.

Don’t get me wrong, I love my kids but it’s somehow more than
I imagined it would be.

I wonder, is this what I signed up for? Is it going to get
better and can we find a different way?

Tell me that thing I like to hear. Tell me that thing that
makes it better, that actually helps for a few minutes, that thing
that makes it stop and gives me hope.

Tell me that thing that makes me smile and laugh. That thing
that you say, that I believe when it comes out of your mouth, that
thing that you seem to actually believe. Tell me!”

Robert is a friend of mine, and he, like others that I know
and have known, share a similar problem. They are in a place that
makes little sense, a place unplanned and unknown. A place that
came together by circumstance or worse, a place made by
others.

“Fret not my friend so much of what you worry about, so much
that drives you to despair is fixable.

You have the ability and the opportunity to do things
differently, to change course, to give that stuff up and to make
huge and significant changes.

Robert, you have permission to do things
differently.”

Each time it’s the same. He looks at me in disbelief,
peaceful, mouth-open disbelief, and, for an instant feels the power
of possibilities and feels
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