Change of perception/perspective on time

The Unhurried Life

Unhurried Family Life

Un-Busy Family Life

Slowing down, prioritizing

Reducing distractions

NOTE:  check Ken’s definitions – perspective may be wrong – I think it is perception

I recently recovered from a bout of the flu.  It is interesting how your perspective of life suddenly changes when you are sick.  You have a fever, chills, stomach pains and you can’t think of eating and you can barely lift your head or open your eyes.  Relief means that the burning pains in your stomach that threaten to make you throw-up subside for a moment.  That moment of no pain feels like bliss.  Being able to fall asleep is bliss.  Then, when you start to feel a little better, the simplest daily tasks feel like a luxury.  Walking across the room without pain, taking a shower, getting dressed, eating a simple meal are all amazing accomplishments.  Because in the depths of illness you feel as though you will never feel normal again, never be able to look at food again, never be able to care for yourself.  


Having the flu reminds you of how vulnerable you are in your body.  The flu comes on fast and leaves quickly, but it often packs a powerful punch. You usually don’t have to suffer too long, unlike long-term illnesses that can change your world for a long time, or permanently.  But we have all experienced this sudden change in perspective that enters our world for some length of time.  The change of perspectives that reminds us that everything is vulnerable, temporary, and suddenly changeable.  Times like these show us that our perspectives can change easily and adapt to the situation.  And that ultimately, we have the power to change our perspectives on our lives.  We can change the way we see our lives, our priorities and how we live them.  We don’t have to wait for a cataclysmic event to force that change.


My recent illness with the flu was just another in the string of events that remind me of my body’s vulnerable state in this world.  I suddenly remember how much I rely on my body to carry out my bidding.  My mind doesn’t work very well without some degree of health in my body, and I can’t accomplish much in the physical world without it.  One lesson that my body has been trying to teach me in this lifetime is to slow down.  I have had such an urgent need to go faster, be stronger, do more, be more, accomplish more.  I have often felt that my personal self worth depended upon my degree of accomplishment.  

This should not be a new concept for most people.  Our society has a culture of work-ethic and personal value based on personal performance.  We are told from a young age to get good grades, get jobs as young as you can and go to college to get a good job.

(NOTE:  today’s slackers, back lash on the work-ethic, materialism – victimhood, everyone deserves the good life)


It is very hard to convince someone with performance-based self-esteem that they could and should change their perspective to more of a being-based self-esteem.  I was told for years of the need to do this, but I just couldn’t conceive of the idea that I could “do nothing” and be a worthwhile human being.  At least that was the message I heard when they would say things like, “slow down, we like you for who you are, just enjoy life as it come.”  I was determined that I had to shape and create the life I wanted.  That it was entirely up to me to make it happen.  If I let my guard down and didn’t try hard enough, then it may all fall apart and I would be negligent and irresponsible with my life.


I felt that early accomplishment in life was the only way to go.  I was obsessed with how old I was in my 20’s and how much I had accomplished.  I always planned my future with certainty that I knew when I was going to finish goals and how old I would be.  Beyond that,  I was obsessed with finding the ideal goals to have.  I was trying to be absolutely certain of what I wanted to do with my life by constantly questioning and searching for something else to do instead.  It was mind-boggling and mind-blowing to think about how much time I spent in absolute confusion about who I was and what I wanted to do with my life.  All the while, I was convinced I knew what I was doing, I just wanted to be sure I had explored all my options.  I kept changing my mind on what I wanted to do and what I wanted to pursue as a career.


All of my hurrying, over-work, over-analyzing and over-accomplishment brought upon chronic illnesses in my 20’s.  I had episodes of chronic sinus problems, Chronic Fatigue, Fibromyalgia, and Multiple Chemical Sensitivities.  Medications I took for these conditions to try and get them to go away and stop bothering me made the conditions worse.  I continued to try and function in grad school, internships and jobs.  But it got harder and harder.  I had chronically ill parents that constantly asked for assistance.  I had a miscarriage at 4 months gestation followed by more severe sinus infections that refused to heal for 3 months.  I quit my PhD program, moved to another town, started a new job that allowed me to work at home, but ended up being a stressful nightmare.  Then, I was in a minor car accident that caused a major Fibromyalgia flare-up of pain for 3 years.  And, I lived in a home that had new carpet and had a part-time office that was new construction that caused a severe flare-up of my Multiple Chemical Sensitivity condition. Chronic Fatigue really kicked in and all three conditions were in full swing.  After years of pain and illness, I cried “Uncle.”


The illnesses demanded my attention.  I could not go about my life in the way I had planned, with my goals of accomplishments.  My perspective had to change.  My whole life had to change.  I had to pay attention to the illnesses and try to heal my body.  This is not how I had planned to spend my time.  It seemed a waste of time.  I was angry at being so sick.  And, angry that I could not get more done in my life that I saw as worthwhile.  I was completely overwhelmed with my illnesses, pain, and fatigue.  It was hard to think straight and harder to figure out what to do.  I didn’t have doctors or health practitioners that knew how to treat my conditions.  I didn’t even know at the time what they really were.  

(this is getting really boring, too much detail)

