If I Had My Child To Raise Over Again
Diane Loomans

If I had my child to raise all over again, 
I’d finger-paint more and point the finger less. 
I’d do less correcting and more connecting. 
I’d take my eyes off my watch, and watch with my eyes. 
I’d care to know less and know to care more. 
I’d take more hikes and fly more kites. 
I’d stop playing serious, and seriously play. 
I’d run through more fields and gaze at more stars. 
I’d do more hugging and less tugging. 
I’d be firm less often, and affirm much more. 
I’d build self-esteem first, and the house later. 
I’d teach less about the love of power, ........and more about the power of love. 

WHERE CAN I GO?

If this is not a place where tears are understood, Where can I go to cry? 
If this is not a place where my sprits can take wing Where do I go to fly? 
If this is not a place where my questions can be asked, Where do I go to seek? 
If this is not a pace where my feelings can be heard, Where do I go to speak? 
If this is not a place where you’ll accept me as I am, Where can I go to be? 
If this is not a place where I can try, and learn, and grow, Where can I go just to be me? 
Ken Medina, “Where Can I go?” O.D. Network Newsletter, May 1973 


The Power of Listening
(for adults in the lives of pre-adolescents & teens)
When I ask you to listen to me & you start giving advice you push me away 
When I ask you to listen to me & you begin to tell me why I shouldn’t feel that way, you are trampling on my feelings 
When I ask you to listen to me & you feel you have to do something to solve my problem, you have failed me, strange as that may seem 
Listen! All I asked was that you listen, not to talk or do – just hear me. 
I can do for myself; I’m not helpless, maybe discouraged & faltering, but not helpless 
When you do something for me that I can & need to do for myself, (or tell me the best way to do it) you contribute to my fear & weakness 
But, when you accept as a simple fact that I do feel what I feel, no matter how irrational, then I can quit trying to convince you & maybe begin to understand what’s behind my feelings. Then when that’s clear, the answers become clearer & I don’t need advice 
So, please, just listen.... & hear ME.... So I can begin to hear ME better, too! 
- Author Unknown 


The Golden Buddha
Jack Canfield, Chicken Soup for the Soul
On a trip to Bangkok, Thailand, Jack Canfield and his wife toured the city’s famous temples----he writes about one that stood out above all the rest: 
....The Temple of the Golden Buddha. The temple itself is very small, probably no larger than 30 feet by 30 feet. But as we entered, we were stunned by the presence of a 10 1⁄2 ft. tall, solid-gold Buddha. It weighs over 2 1⁄2 tons and is valued at approximately one hundred and ninety-six million dollars! It was quite an awesome sight – the kindly gentle, yet imposing solid-gold Buddha smiling down at us.” 
This is what he learned: 
“As we immersed ourselves in oohing and ahhing over the statue, I walked over to a glass case that contained a large piece of clay about 8 inches thick and 12 inches wide. Next to the glass case was a typewritten page describing the history of this magnificent Buddha.” 
“Back in 1975 a group of monks relocated a clay Buddha from their temple to a new location, to make room for a new highway. When the crane began to lift the giant idol, it began to crack. What’s more, rain began to fall. The head monk, who was concerned about damage to the sacred Buddha, decided to lower the statue back to the ground and cover it with a large canvas tarp to protect it from the rain.” 
“Later that evening the head monk went to check on the Buddha. He shined his flashlight under the tarp to see if the Buddha was staying dry. As the light reached the crack, he noticed a little gleam shining back. As he took a closer look at this gleam of light, he wondered if there might be something underneath the clay. He went to fetch a chisel and hammer from the monastery and began to chip away at the clay. As he knocked off shards of clay, the little gleam grew bigger and brighter. Many hours of patiently working away passed before the monk stood face to face with the extraordinary solid-gold Buddha. 
“Historians think that several hundred years before a group of monks covered the golden Buddha with clay in order to protect their treasure from being stolen by the Burmese army who was attacking their village. It appears that the monks were all slaughtered, and the well-kept secret of the golden Buddha remained intact until that day in 1975.” 
Jack Canfield writes of his reflection on that experience: “Each of us is a little like the clay Buddha covered with a shell of hardness created out of fear or hurt, and yet underneath each of us is 
a ‘golden Buddha’, a ‘golden Christ’ or a ‘golden essence’, which is our real self. Somewhere along the way, between the ages of two and nine, we begin to cover up our ‘golden essence’, our natural or “true self.” 
And, unfortunately, for many of us, we wait until we are adults to begin - what can be very hard work of - chipping away at the layers to discover our true essence once again.” 
Remember: The Real Treasure Lies Within YOU!
And now here is my secret, a very simple secret; it is only with the heart that one can see rightly, what is essential is invisible to the eye.
Antoine de Saint - Exupery
But as parents, we have the power to help our children, today, to discover and appreciate his or her “golden essence!”
sed in filial presentation (focus on parent & child)
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Discuss the meaning of this story in relations to what they have learned in filial therapy.


Phrases To Remember
“You’re wondering...” 
“In here, you can decide.”
 “In here, it can be whatever you want it to be.” 
“You know just what you want to do.” 
“You did it!”
 “You did it just the way you wanted to.” 
“You did that yourself.” 
“You look happy, proud, sad, etc...about that.”
 “You decided to...” “You figured that out.”
 “Show me what you want me to do.” 
“What should I say/do?” (whisper) 
“You know just what you want to do.” 
“I know you’d like to draw/color on the wall, but the wall isn’t for drawing/coloring on. You can draw/color on the paper.”


IT IS REWARDING
It is rewarding to find someone who you like, but it is essential to like yourself. 
It is quickening to recognize that someone is a good and decent human being, but it is indispensable to view yourself as acceptable. 
It is a delight to discover people who are worthy of respect, admiration, and love, but it is vital to believe yourself deserving of these things. 
For you cannot live in someone else. You cannot find yourself in someone else. 
Of all the people you will know in a lifetime, you are the only one you will never lose or leave. 
To the question of your life, you are the only answer. 
To the problems of your life, you are the only solution. 
Good luck on your journey 
-Author Unknown


The Butterfly (A TRUE STORY)

A family in my neighborhood once brought in two cocoons that were just about to hatch. They watched as the first one began to open and the butterfly inside squeezed very slowly and painfully through a tiny hole that it chewed in one end of the cocoon. After lying exhausted for about ten minutes following its agonizing emergence, the butterfly finally flew out the open window on its beautiful wings. 
The family decided to help the second butterfly so that it would not have to go through such an excruciating ordeal. So, as it began to emerge, they carefully sliced open the cocoon with a razor blade, doing the equivalent of a Caesarean section. The second butterfly never did sprout wings, and in about ten minutes, instead of flying away, it quietly died. 
The family asked a biologist friend to explain what had happened. The scientist said that the difficult struggle to emerge from the small hole actually pushes liquids from deep inside the butterfly’s body cavity into the tiny capillaries in the wings, where they harden to complete the health and beautiful adult butterfly. 

WITHOUT THE STRUGGLE, THERE ARE NO WINGS.


AUTOBIOGRAPHY IN FIVE SHORT CHAPTERS
(A Yiddish Proverb) by Portia Nelson

I 
I walk, down the street.
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk.
I fall I in I am lost . . . I am helpless 
It isn’t my fault. 
It takes forever to find a way out.

II 
I walk down the same street.
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk.
I pretend I don’t see it. 
I fall in again. 
I can’t believe I am in the same place.
But it isn’t my fault. 
It still takes a long time to get out.

III 
I walk down the same street
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk.
I see it is there. 
I still fall in . . . it’s a habit. 
My eyes are open. 
I know where I am. 
It is my fault. 
I get out immediately.

IV 
I walk down the same street.
There is a deep hole in the sidewalk.
I walk around it

V 
I walk down another street.
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