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Creativity was a process that led me back to effortlessness and 

timelessness. At the time, I had no idea that I could overlay this 

creative flow of effortlessness onto all aspects of my life.



m y s to ry

As a Catholic schoolgirl growing up in San Antonio, Texas, I recall 

being interrupted from my ABC’s one afternoon and hurriedly 

ushered into the school church sanctuary. Lined up in rows of pews 

were nuns, all kneeling, with heads hanging over their rosaries—

and desperately praying. President Kennedy had just been shot. The 

air was stagnant with shock, thick with fear. We recited Hail Mary 

after Hail Mary, begging for John Kennedy’s life. At 1:00 p.m. our 

Catholic hero and president was pronounced dead. It seemed the 

lifelike statues of Mary and Joseph could have crumbled from the 

weight of grief.

 Around this same time, another incident occurred to shake 

my small world. My father disappeared. He left home and never 

looked back to his wife and four children. Overnight we became the 

only single-parent family on the block. Not a word was uttered as 

to why he left. The following months and years may be summed up 

in one word—tumultuous. No phone calls were forthcoming from 

my father. No birthday cards. No letters. Not even a single postcard. 

Nothing. Later I discovered he had never sent one penny of  

child support. 

 Because my mother had birthed four babies in the short 

time of five years, her body had ballooned into severe obesity. 

With my father gone, her grief transpired into inconsolable 

depression. To numb the pain, she continued to eat and to read 

books—countless books to feed her highly intelligent mind. She did 

this while lying in bed for hours and hours. As the oldest child, I 

assumed many of her neglected adult responsibilities. This included 

daily chores, such as cleaning the living room, dining room, and 
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Th e  M i n d  o f  Th u s e ! !

“… creativity cradled me 

in a world of magical 

imagination. This creativity 

carried me into a place of 

effortlessness  

and timelessness …”

kitchen areas—including, of course, the dreaded pile of dirty dishes. 

With money being tight, around age nine or ten, I convinced my 

mother to allow me to be the caretaker of my younger siblings. She 

agreed. These increased responsibilities came with no motherly 

hugs, very little encouragement, and no I love you’s. My mom may 

have read a dozen books during the week, but reading a bedtime 

story to her kids was not in the cards. Although my mother loved 

her children dearly, she simply could not take care of them. 

  Without my father’s income, our family struggled with 

basic bills, including food and clothing. Although my mother had 

a college degree and a decent job, a pot of beans became the family 

staple. Spam, potpies, and six hamburgers for a dollar served as 

our means of sustenance. Yet, in spite of the extra responsibilities 

and worries, everything seemed balanced—though precariously. 

But then came the worst, which occurred the summer after I 

took charge of my siblings. With mother at work, my sisters and 

I were left alone in the house. We were an unprotected group of 

three preteen girls: a highway billboard for trouble. Teenage boys 

intruded, took advantage, and marred us into unspoken codes of 

silence. My brain took a nosedive. The delicate balance now tipped, 

leaving me in a dark abyss that resulted in memory lapse. To  

this day, I am unable to recall the names of my fifth and sixth  

grade teachers. 

 However, a sweet little light remained tucked away in the 

corner of my mind. Throughout the whole of childhood, creativity 

cradled me in a world of magical imagination. This creativity 

carried me into a place of effortlessness and timelessness; I sketched 

everything, from notebook covers depicting flying airplanes to  
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portraits of well-known cartoon characters. My mother, also a 

writer and creative being, always encouraged my creative nature. 

 During seventh grade, Sister Ann, a young Irish nun, took 

an interest in me. I loved Sister Ann dearly. She simply knew how 

to love. I can still feel her protective presence quietly standing in 

the background. Her loving concern, coupled with my artistic 

creativity, slowly guided me out of the darkness of those fifth- and 

sixth-grade years. Nevertheless, the scars, although invisible, now 

acted as subconscious demons and wedged side by side with my 

creativity. Sister Ann could not follow me to the new public school I 

attended but her love remained and strengthened me. 

l i v i n g  o n  t h e  e d g e  o f  s t r u g g l e

As an insecure teen, I learned how to quietly steal away to draw 

or paint. In the evenings, painting with an older couple across the 

street became my oasis. At first, they showed me how to paint by 

numbers. In a matter of days, I was painting originals. Creativity 

had become my savior. Yet little did I know that my escape into 

creativity was also a split from reality. Life as I knew it was too 

painful. My brain had to find an escape to survive, cope, and adapt 

the pain of unacknowledged childhood trauma. Repairing the split 

would become a lifelong endeavor.  

 Graduating from high school and moving into a college 

dorm brought a certain amount of freedom. I decided to major 

in commercial art, a means of using art to build a career. By the 

second year—not realizing I had to reapply for loans and grants—

university life became a financial struggle. To pay my bills, I began 

working the evening shift as a full-time waitress in a truck stop. 

“… My brain had to find 

an escape to cope, adapt, 

and survive the pain of 

unacknowledged childhood 

trauma. Repairing the  

split would become a  

lifelong endeavor.” 
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Th e  M i n d  o f  Th u s e ! !

“Yes, struggle was here to 

stay and remained a familiar 

yet undesirable companion. 

From this dysfunctional point 

of view, I had to work  

really, really hard to 

accomplish anything.”

Twenty dollars in tips each night became my cash cow. Forget 

about sleep. I could maintain a full class schedule during the day 

and work until 2:00 a.m. Struggle was becoming deeply embedded, 

not only as a learned habit but also as an acceptable way to live. 

The split in my life widened, between experiencing effortlessness 

through creativity and simply struggling to survive. 

 Once out of college, the struggle continued. During my 

first job, I often worked 60 hours a week even when overtime was 

not needed or expected. At age 23, I married and was separated 

within 11 months. After the divorce I juggled three “committed” 

relationships. Yes, struggle was here to stay and remained a familiar 

yet undesirable companion. From this dysfunctional point of view, I 

had to work really, really hard to accomplish anything. 

 In contrast, creativity was a process that led me back to 

effortlessness and timelessness. At the time, I had no idea that I 

could overlay this creative flow of effortlessness onto all aspects 

of my life. What a mental disconnect! My established behavioral 

pattern—struggle, struggle, struggle—was in charge and directing 

my life. With this much angst, I developed a wide range of 

addictions. At the height of my addictive phase, I was smoking a 

pack or two of cigarettes while painting in the evenings. The best 

poetry I ever wrote came on the heels of a drunken episode. My 

weight was a yo-yo from my being a compulsive overeater. No 

money? No problem. I would write a string of bounced checks each 

month that cost at least $200 in fees. 

 Relationships entered and exited through a revolving door; 

three months was about all I could handle. Exercise? Sure. I trained 

for four marathons while ignoring the fact that my body was 
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physically hurt. Even as an artist—a freelance graphic designer—I 

constantly worried about finding the next project to pay my rent. I 

was a mess. Yet deep down inside I wanted to stop this insanity. 

 Finally, following a string of bizarre incidents that resulted 

in locating my father, a friend convinced me to get professional 

help. Thus, beginning in my mid-twenties, a group of wonderfully 

talented therapists, spiritual teachers, and friends came forward and 

helped to open, as well as heal, my world. For the next two decades, 

I kicked, screamed, shook, got angry, and cried. It took years to 

uncover the trauma of my earliest body memories of an  

ongoing and unwanted inappropriate touch from my father. I now 

know why the Catholic priest told my mother to divorce my father. 

Priests did not give such advice in the early 1960’s. But eventually, 

I healed. Life changed dramatically as my brain, heart, and soul 

gradually relinquished identification with struggle. 

t h e  t r e k  o f  a  l i f e t i m e

At the age of 41, I made a Himalayan trek to base camp Mount 

Everest. On the second day of this adventure, I hiked up a mountain 

for eight hours, a trek punctuated by exhausting effort and struggle. 

By the time we reached our destination, I had developed full-blown 

altitude sickness. A very observant lodge owner noticed my state of 

confusion and probed me with a few questions. Within a minute, 

she turned to my guide Dawa and demanded: “Take her down off 

the mountain, NOW!” Even in my stupor I knew the sunlight was 

waning. Yet the closest lodge was two hours down the 

challenging path that we had just ascended. I begged to be rescued 

by helicopter. 

“… eventually, I healed. Life 

changed dramatically as my 

brain, heart, and soul 

gradually relinquished  

identification with struggle.”

My  S t o r y
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Th e  M i n d  o f  Th u s e ! !

“… this trip was not just a 

midlife adventure to reach 

base camp Mount Everest. I 

had known intuitively that 

this journey was going  

to reveal something  

profound to me.”

 During the next ten minutes, life became a blur. Dawa 

repacked my duffle bag and had us literally running back down the 

extremely rocky trail. The cliffs on my right were sheer thousand 

foot drop-offs. Even though I held a walking stick in my right 

hand for balance and Dawa firmly held my left hand, altitude 

sickness had fogged my brain and feet. I stumbled, tripped, and slid. 

Unbeknownst to me, something mysterious was quietly happening. 

You see, this trip was not just a midlife adventure to reach base 

camp Mount Everest. I had known intuitively that this journey was 

going to reveal something profound to me.

 As a young girl I had cultivated a deeply spiritual side, 

first with Catholicism and later in my twenties with the study 

of Hinduism and Buddhism. In my life experience the spiritual 

and the creative had mirrored each other. Both meditation and 

creativity had allowed me to experience a deep peace, very much 

like the joyous calm of effortlessness. As a result, I traveled to 

India with the intention of learning how to practice internal quiet. 

Yet, despite my experience in India, the split remained between 

the ongoing need to struggle and the undeniable experience 

of effortlessness that I felt in spiritual and creative sessions. 

Unfortunately, struggle was winning and still running the show. 

 Now in the Himalayas, fuzzy with altitude sickness, 

running down a rocky path while slipping and sliding as darkness 

descended, something had to give. Struggle HAD to give way to 

effortlessness. If not, the consequences would prove disastrous. 

While silently focusing on effortlessness by repeating a meditative 

phrase, my mind and body started to calm. Within a few minutes 

I quit stumbling. Somehow my footsteps began to land in the right 
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place again and again. For the next hour and a half—and now in 

the dark—my stumbling completely stopped. I was nimble footed, 

effortlessly running down the mountain feeling buoyant and light. 

How had this happened?

 Once back in the States something equally peculiar 

occurred. My outlook on life dramatically shifted from struggle 

to more ease and effortlessness. My career changed. As a result, 

money started flowing abundantly. I was able to buy a home, able to 

take care of an old tax debt. My spiritual life deepened. More than 

anything, I started to trust and become quiet enough to hear the 

internal direction that guided me. The split was healing. 

 From the experience on the mountain, I learned firsthand 

that the flow of effortlessness is not just inherent in the process of 

creativity and meditation but in all aspects of life. Today, I simply 

have to recognize when I’m not aligned with my effortless state 

and then take the necessary steps to reestablish my state of balance. 

Now, of course, this has taken practice—a lot of practice combined 

with a deep acknowledgment and healing of a troubled childhood. 

The payoff, however, has been huge and explains why I am forever a 

student of the powerful state of effortlessness—Thuse. 

                                                                             

“From the experience on the 

mountain, I learned 

firsthand that the flow of  

effortlessness is not just 

inherent in the process of 

creativity and meditation but 

in all aspects of life.”
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2
process of creativity
t h e

People are the most alive, most vibrant, and most content when 

they can readily access their process of creativity leading to 

effortlessness on a regular basis—regardless of the specific activity. 



w e l ov e  d i s c ov e r i n g  s o m e t h i n g  n e w

To those who experience life as struggle, hard work, and constant 

effort, the concept of effortlessness may seem incomprehensible. 

But is it really? Stop and think about a time when you could work 

on a project for hours. Perhaps you were fixing a car, baking a 

cake, or creating a make-believe story for a child. Did you lose 

track of time? Did you forget that you were hungry? You may 

have been experiencing the flow of effortlessness. The experience 

of effortlessness is for everyone, including those holding fast to 

the idea that this sort of flow belongs only to “creative” people. 

 In Creativity: Flow and the Psychology of Discovery and 

Invention, author Mihalyi Csikszentmihalyi asked people to 

describe what they most enjoyed doing. Regardless of the specific 

act, a frequent response was “designing or discovering something 

new” (Csikszentmihalyi, 1996). Indeed, throughout our lives, we 

are in the process of creating or discovering something new. Let’s 

take this concept even further. 

 We may say that an artist is creative when s/he picks 

up a paintbrush and decides to dab it into yellow, then strokes 

that color onto a canvas. Now imagine this same artist rather 

than making discrete decisions to paint certain strokes instead 

becomes a conduit for creativity by stroking paint across the 

canvas without a preconceived notion or thought. When the 

artist is in the flow of this process of creativity, the painting seems 

to paint itself. This flow within the process of creativity leads 

us into effortlessness—into Thuse. Further, it is this effortless 

creativity that cannot be “controlled” and may, as a result, be  

 

“The experience of  

effortlessness is for  

everyone, including those 

holding fast to the idea  

that this sort of flow belongs 

only to ‘creative’ people.”
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