SY SAFRANSKY'S NOTEBOOK

AT NIGHT, MY APPETITE IS A MOB THAT WANTS won't do any good to rail at the bird for not flying faster. For
itall. It’s ready to burn a few buildings, loot and pillage. Who's not flying with a stick of dynamite in its beak.
brave enough to face the mob?

YESTERDAY, I WATCHED A FRIEND EAT A COOKIE.

I WOKE FROM A DREAM OF HUNGER AND ATE Just one cookie. He took such small bites. Later, he said he
until I died. “loved” cookies. Imagine that! A love that doesn’t devour.

IN A WORLD WHERE NEARLY ONE BILLION PEOPLE IT’S BETTER TO FEEL WHAT I'M FEELING, NO MAT-
go to bed hungry every night, can I pause in gratitude before ter how difficult, than to embrace one more self-improvement
every bite? Not if I insist on doing something more interesting scheme, one more fantasy of perfectibility. How tempting to
than being grateful: read a magazine; watch a movie; nibble imagine the future holds the key. If you lived here, the future
on my thoughts, endless feast. advertises, you'd be home now.

PEOPLE DON’T STARVE BECAUSE THERE ISN’T Y.JUST RETURNED FROM A MEDITATION RETREAT

enough food in the world; there’s plenty of food. People starve where the teacher posted a sign that read, DO NOT IMPROVE.
because there isn’t enough awareness in the world of our fun-
damental connectedness, which results in political decisions I'LL NEVER BE PERFECT, NEVER BE THE MAN I WANT

based on fear and greed. Yet here I am, reaching for seconds

to be. What would it mean to accept myself in spite of this?
before I've even finished what’s on my plate.

Nor will humanity ever be perfect. What would it mean to
accept my brothers and sisters in spite of this?

WHEN I’'M EMPTY, I WANT TO FEEL FULL. WHEN

I'm full, T want to feel empty. AS THE GOOD WITCH OF THE NORTH TELLS DOR-
othy in The Wizard of Oz: “But you are home. All you have to
IN 1953, AT THE AGE OF EIGHT, I WENT ON MY do is wake up.”
first diet. I lost twenty pounds, which I promptly gained back.
I've been losing and gaining the same twenty pounds ever I PUT DOWN THE BOOK I’'M READING, A BOOK
since. Even my brethren wandered in the desert only forty about mindfulness, and pour myself a cup of coffee. When I
years. Haven't I learned by now that eating “comfort food” pick up the book again, I accidentally knock the cup to the floor.
when I'm feeling lonely or sad isn’t as comforting as tending I realize, of course, what an opportunity this is for self-mockery.
compassionately to my feelings, really being here for myself? But would I jump in right now with a sarcastic comment if this
But I forget this. I distract myself with overeating, then with had just happened to a friend? Can I s]mply be aware of what
feeling guilty, then with the reformist zeal of a new diet, then occurred without passing judgment? L1v1ng more mlndfully
with breaking the diet. Oh, the weight of my habits. means living more mindfully; it doesn’t mean judging myself

for not being more mindful.

HOW ODD THAT I STILL DISTANCE MYSELF FROM

my feelings, as if sadness itself were my enemy, a smooth- A FRIEND WANTS TO KNOW IF SHE’S THE FRIEND
talking terrorist with one foot in the door. I mentioned in my January Notebook. “I'd rather not say,” I
reply. “Besides, what difference does it make?” “Well,” she says,

“you called me a big fat pig.” “That’s ridiculous,” I tell her. “All
I wrote was that a friend had put on ‘quite a bit of weight.”” “It
was me,” she insists. “Look,” I tell her, “the whole point was
that I refused to make a judgment about my friend’s appear-

“WE GET DEPRESSED,” MY FRIEND MANUEL SAYS,
“when we stop being thankful for our pain.”

HOW LONG DOES IT TAKE TO BECOME ENLIGHT- ance.” “Except,” my friend says, laughing, “to call her a big fat
ened? There’s a Buddhist parable about a bird with a silk scarf pig.” She was so upset after she read what I'd written that, be-
in its beak. Once every hundred years, the bird flies over a fore going to bed, she asked God to turn me into an overweight,
mile-high mountain; each time, the scarf brushes the peak. menopausal woman. Then, she says, she set her alarm for six
How long does it take before the mountain is worn away? It the next morning and was in the gym by seven.
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